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   Introduction
 
   I’ve been writing these wife sharing stories since 2013 and wanted to put together a selection of the best stories drawn from across my various collections.  I picked some of my personal favorites and I asked my readers to fill out a poll and have included the top rated stories from that as well. I hope you enjoy them.
 
   Cheers,
 
   GJ
 
    
 
   


  
 

Section 1 - Clueless Husbands
 
   Under the Blanket
 
   Megan and her coworker Doug were chatting in the kitchen at work.
 
   “You look very nice today, Megan,” said Doug, looking her body up and down appreciatively.
 
   Megan blushed and tugged self-consciously at the hem of her skirt.  Doug was always flirting with her and she enjoyed the attention, so she had started wearing shorter skirts and tighter sweaters to work lately.  “Thanks Doug, that’s very nice of you to say,” she said, taking a sip of her tea.
 
   “Yes, that sweater, is very flattering,” said Doug staring unabashedly at her large jutting breasts.  He knew that Megan was married, and he was married himself, but he liked to imagine what it would be like to bed his middle aged coworker. 
 
   “My eyes are up here, Doug,” joked Megan, turned on by how brashly Doug was acting today.
 
   “Yes, your eyes are very beautiful,” agreed Doug, never taking his gaze from Megan’s chest.
 
   Megan felt a cool breeze as the air conditioner kicked on and her nipple stiffened visibly in her tight sweater.  Doug wagged his eyebrows at Megan suggestively.  “Your headlights are on,” he said, giving her a lewd wink.
 
   “Oh, Doug, you are terrible,” said Megan, covering her nipples with her hands modestly.  Her face was flushed red with excitement.
 
   “I know I am,” said Doug casually.  “Hey, when are you going to invite me over for dinner?”
 
   “You and Frida are always welcome to join John and I for dinner,” said Megan lightly.  She hated to bring up their spouses while flirting, but it couldn’t be helped.
 
   Doug frowned at the mention of his wife and the erection inspired by Megan’s snugly fitting top began to subside.  “Frida doesn’t really care to socialize with my work friends,” said Doug.  “Couldn’t just you and I have dinner some night when John was out of town on business?”
 
   “Doug, that wouldn’t be appropriate,” said Megan weakly, her heart pounding at the idea of a dinner date with Doug.  His face fell at the rejection, so she quickly added, “I’ll tell you what though, why not come over tonight and join John and I for dinner?  It’s our night to watch a movie at home.”
 
   Doug stopped staring at Megan’s breasts for a moment and looked her in the eye with a calculating expression.  He wondered if she was testing him, trying to see how much chutzpah he had.  “Alright, Megan, I will take you up on your offer,” he said.
 
   Megan briefly wondered if she was doing the right thing to invite her work flirt home to meet her husband, but John paid so little attention to her these days that he probably wouldn’t even notice the sexual tension between her and Doug.  So she smiled warmly at Doug and gave him her address.
 
   “Sounds good, see you at 7 tonight then,” said Doug.  “And I expect you to answer the door naked,” he said with a grin.
 
   “We’ll see,” laughed Megan, her pulse quickening.  “Don’t get your hopes up.”
 
   The rest of the day seemed to crawl past as Megan anxiously awaited dinner with Doug.  She wondered if John would go to bed early or just doze off in his chair as was his habit on movie night.  She wondered what would happen if she and Doug were together alone on the couch in the dark.
 
   When she finally arrived at home, she rushed to prepare a nice steak dinner for Doug.
 
   “What’s this?” asked her husband John when he came home from work.  He came over and gave Megan a perfunctory peck on the cheek as she stood cooking at the stove.  “Steak huh?  What’s the occasion?”
 
   Megan gulped nervously and tried to sound nonchalant.  “Oh, I invited my coworker Doug over for dinner tonight,” she said with a weak smile.  “You remember Doug.  He was at the office Christmas party.”
 
   “But it’s our movie night,” said John peevishly.  But in truth, he actually looked forward to having company.  He loved his wife, but they had fallen into a deep rut and movie night had become a bore.  John recalled that Doug was a funny guy.  Maybe he would liven up the evening.
 
   “I know honey,” said Megan pursing her lips and furrowing her brow sympathetically.  “But it will be a nice change of pace to have company for once.”
 
   “Maybe you’re right,” agreed John amiably, grabbing a beer from the refrigerator and heading off to the living room to watch television.
 
   Doug arrived right on time at 7 and he brought a nice bottle of wine.  They all enjoyed a friendly supper with Doug and John engaging in a lively discussion about the local football team which had made the playoffs.  Megan was beginning to feel slightly neglected and oddly jealous of Doug’s attention to her husband.  But as soon as her husband left the room Doug resumed his flirtation with a vengeance.
 
   “I’m very disappointed that you were fully clothed when you answered the door,” said Doug softly, leaning forward and gazing into Megan’s eyes.  “Dinner would have been so much more interesting if you had heeded my request and gotten naked for me.”
 
   “Ha, it would have given us something to talk about other than football, I’ll grant you that,” replied Megan merrily.  The idea of entertaining Doug and her husband in the nude both aroused and amused her.  She was sure that John would have a heart attack if she ever tried something like that.
 
   Doug had enjoyed a few glasses of wine, and his inhibitions were down, so he put his cards on the table.  “Well I have to keep John distracted with football talk so he doesn’t realize that I want to have sex with his wife.”  He gave Megan a crooked smile, but in that moment they both knew that he wasn’t joking.
 
   “Really?” said Megan, her voice cracking slightly. She could feel her palms growing sweaty with excitement.  “I didn’t realize you felt that way,” she said absently, unable to make eye contact with Doug.
 
   “Oh, you realized it alright,” laughed Doug.  “I think I’ve made it perfectly clear at work.”
 
   “Made what perfectly clear?” asked John jovially as he returned to the dining room.
 
   Megan was startled so badly that she nearly jumped out of her chair, but neither man noticed.
 
   “Oh, I’ve made it clear how tired I am of working at that damn place,” rejoined Doug smoothly.  “But the job market is tough, so I stick with it nonetheless.”
 
   “I hear you, brother,” agreed John, shaking his head ruefully.
 
   “Ok,  boys,” said Megan brightly.  “Why don’t you two clear the table while I go change out of these work clothes?”
 
   “Yeah, you must barely be able to  breathe in that sweater,” said Doug cheekily, giving John a sideways glance to judge his reaction.
 
   John just laughed heartily at the slightly bawdy joke and Megan chuckled along awkwardly,  “Yes, well, I’ll be back in a few and we can open another bottle of wine and start the movie.”  She hurried off to the bedroom as Doug and John helpfully cleared the dirty dishes.
 
   “You noticed how tight that sweater was, huh,” said John looking over at Doug mischievously once his wife was out of earshot.
 
   “I have to admit I did notice, John,” said Doug matter-of-factly.  
 
   John bit his lip to hold back his laughter.  “She’s got quite a rack on her, doesn’t she?” he asked.
 
   Doug was surprised at John’s candor and simply responded in kind.  “I’ll say, you are a lucky man, my friend,” he said with a lascivious grin and the two men broke out in raucous laughter as Doug pictured what Megan’s breasts would look like if she stood topless before him.
 
   Megan heard the laughter from the kitchen as she stripped off her sweater and unsnapped her bra.  Her large bosoms came spilling out, and she heaved a sigh of relief as she rubbed them absently.  She wriggled out of her skirt, stripped off her stockings, and stood contemplating her body in the mirror.  She had gained a bit of weight over the years, but she had retained her hourglass figure.  She looked herself over critically and decided that she didn’t look too bad for a woman of 42.  Then she went to the closet and pondered what to wear.  She briefly considered putting on a sexy negligee and going out to rejoin her husband and Doug as though that were perfectly natural.  The very idea made her giggle to herself like a schoolgirl, but she knew she would never have the guts.
 
   She settled on a nice pair of sweatpants that were comfortable but well fitted enough for company.  For a top, she slipped into a t-shirt.  Her breasts were jiggling and her nipples were poking through without a bra on, so she pulled a light cardigan over the t-shirt and headed back out to the kitchen.
 
   “Oh, I was hoping you would come out here in a slinky negligee,” commented Doug sarcastically when he saw how modestly Megan was dressed.
 
   John slapped Doug on the shoulder and laughed along rowdily.  Megan could tell that John was a little drunk, so she opened her cardigan and shimmied her shoulders to make her boobs bounce back and forth.  The two men stared in fascination at the motion of her knockers before Megan blushed deeply and pulled her cardigan closed.  
 
   “Wow,” said Doug, clearly impressed.
 
   John just laughed even harder and strode over to his wife to kiss her on the cheek and slap her bottom playfully.
 
   “You don’t need to wear lingerie to be sexy with that damn body,” said John lustily.
 
   “Thank you honey, that’s sweet,” said Megan, looking at her husband warmly.
 
   “I’ll drink to that,” said Doug with a wicked smile and he poured out more glasses of wine and handed them around.
 
   The trio adjourned to the living room together to watch a movie.  John wasn’t bothered by Doug’s flirting, in fact he found that he enjoyed having another man pay attention to Megan.  He realized that he took her for granted a lot lately.  She was still a sexy woman, and it was perfectly natural for other men to take notice of that fact.
 
   “So what movie should we watch, gentlemen?” asked Megan formally, holding her wine and bending over to examine the rack of DVD’s.  Doug stared unabashedly at Megan’s gorgeous round rear as she bent over.  John noticed Doug’s interest in his wife’s bottom, but he was surprised that it didn’t make him very jealous.
 
   “How about Showgirls?” blurted out John as he sank into his favorite recliner.
 
   “Oh honey,” laughed Megan nervously.  “That’s a very naughty movie.  I don’t think it’s appropriate to watch… with a guest over,” she smiled lamely at Doug as she said it.  Her husband must be drunker than she thought.
 
   “Nonsense,” objected John merrily.  “We are all adults here, aren’t we?” he said.  “Put it on.”
 
   Megan looked at Doug inquisitively.
 
   “I haven’t seen it,” said Doug with a smile.  “Is there a lot of nudity?”
 
   “You’ll see,” said Megan with resignation and she put in the movie and turned down the lights.
 
   Doug sat down on the daybed which was Megan’s customary place to sit in the evening and she hesitated to join him there.
 
   “Doug took your seat, huh?” commented John, noticing his wife’s uncertainty.
 
   “Ha, we really have our routine, don’t we,” laughed Megan.
 
   “Oh, I can sit somewhere else,” said Doug, looking around the room but not actually standing up to move.
 
   “No, no, there’s plenty of room here for both of us,” said Megan, sitting down next to Doug on the daybed where she liked to stretch out and relax each evening.
 
   As the outrageously bad movie stumbled from one gratuitous sex scene to another, the threesome mocked the bad acting but were drawn into the sensuality nonetheless.  Doug and John both had raging hardons and Megan felt herself getting wet.  As they went through the wine she found herself snuggling up against Doug and he slipped one arm around her back surreptitiously.  John didn’t seem to notice and in fact seemed to be nodding off slightly as was his habit after a long day at work, a good meal, and a lot of wine.
 
   “Are you tired dear?” asked Megan lightly as Doug ran his hand hungrily up and down her side while sexy dancers thrust their crotches into the air on the screen before them.
 
   “No, no, I’m fine,” mumbled John sleepily, nodding off in his comfortable chair.
 
   Megan reached down and gripped Doug’s thigh and started rubbing his leg in a more than friendly manner.  Her heart was pounding with excitement and her body was hot from the wine and from arousal.  She couldn’t believe that she and Doug were feeling each other up right in front of her husband while he was distracted by the titillating movie and his own drowsiness.  Doug started getting more and more aggressive and he slipped his hand under Megan’s t-shirt and slid it up her side closer and closer to her boob.  Her breath came faster and faster until she was practically panting when he finally gripped her bare breast in his hand and sought out her nipple with his fingers.
 
   John glanced over and saw Doug and his wife rubbing up against each other and he snapped to attention slightly.  “Hey, what are you guys doing over there?” he asked good naturedly.
 
   Megan clamped her arm down trapping Doug’s wrist in her armpit. Then she released it and pushed him away slightly as he hurriedly withdrew his hand from her shirt.  Doug’s own heart was racing and his erection was pitching an obvious tent in his trousers.
 
   “Doug was just tickling me, dear,” lied Megan.  “But it’s all in good fun,” she added lamely.
 
   “That’s my wife you are feeling up over there,” said John with a smile.  “Show some respect, fella,” he added with a nervous chuckle.  He had enjoyed a bit of harmless flirting between Doug and his wife, but John was starting to get jealous of how Megan and Doug were snuggling together on the daybed there.  He was starting to regret his choice of movie.  Maybe it was getting everyone a little overheated.
 
   “You know this movie is considered one of the worst of all time,” said John, trying to sound light-hearted.  “Maybe we should put something else on.”
 
   “I’m enjoying it actually,” said Doug languidly, shifting on the daybed to try to hide his erection.  “It has excellent character development.”
 
   “Liar, you just like the boobs,” laughed Megan, punching Doug’s shoulder playfully.
 
   “Well I do like boobs, I can’t deny that,” said Doug, giving Megan a smoldering look of passion.
 
   “Heh, heh, yeah, well, I guess we can leave it on then,” said John, but he felt his stomach twisting with jealousy at how familiar Megan was being with Doug.  He drank a bit more wine and started to relax and was soon drawn into the movie as another sex scene commenced.
 
   “I’m usually just stretch out on this, do you mind if I lay down here?” asked Megan softly.
 
   “Go right ahead,” said Doug.  “Shall I cover you?” he asked, noticing the blanket folded at the back of the daybed.
 
   “Yes, please,” said Megan stiffly.  “Why don’t you lay down behind me?”
 
   “And spoon you?” whispered Doug.
 
   “Yes,” replied Megan.  “Cover us with the blanket.”
 
   As the two coworkers rearranged themselves on the daybed with Megan laying in front and Doug laying behind her, John roused himself and took notice.
 
   “Now what are you doing over there?” he asked, trying to hide the annoyance in his voice.
 
   “I’m just stretching out like I always do dear,” said Megan innocently.
 
   “And he’s going to lay there with you?” asked John.  His head was fuzzy with wine and sleepiness.
 
   “I guess so,” said Megan pulling the blanket up to her neck.
 
   “Uh, huh,” replied John helplessly.  He didn’t like this arrangement, but he was too muddled to think of a polite way to object.
 
   Doug wasted no time and immediately gripped Megan by the hips and started grinding his stiff boner up against her soft round ass.  Megan gasped in response and reached back to pinch the bulge in Doug’s pants between her fingers.   Doug grunted in response and brazenly slid his hands up the front of Megan’s t-shirt, gripping one large breast in each hand and kneading them greedily as she squeezed his cock through his pants.  John sat watching them wriggle and shift under the blanket.
 
   “What the hell ARE you two doing under that blanket?” snapped John testily, growing deeply suspicious.
 
   “Nothing dear, my goodness,” panted Megan, feigning nonchalance as Doug gripped her boobs in his hands and pinched her nipples.  “We are just getting readjusted over here.”
 
   “Yeah, what if I came over there and pulled the cover off you two?” demanded John hotly.
 
   “Well then I would be cold,” pouted Megan sweetly.
 
   John didn’t know how to respond to that it really appeared to him as though Doug was touching his wife’s breasts under that blanket and his stomach flipped with anxiety at thought, but he was tired and drunk and couldn’t think of the right way to handle this.  
 
   “I just need to get adjusted a little more,” said Doug to John and he gripped Megan’s sweatpants by the waist and slid them down to her knees along with her panties while she clutched the blanket to her neck and her heart pounded in her chest like a drum.  Megan’s bare ass was pressed up against Doug’s jeans under the blanket and he took a minute to run his hands over her smooth butt cheeks before unzipping his fly carefully so it didn’t make too loud a sound.  Her gaze flicking nervously between the movie and her her husband.
 
   John noticed Megan looking at him and gave her a mistrustful frown as Doug freed his cock and started pressing it between Megan’s thighs.
 
   “What’s the matter?” asked John grumpily as the head of Doug’s long stiff penis found its way between the folds of Megan’s swollen labia.
 
   “Nothing at all darling,” gasped Megan breathlessly.  “I was just thinking how much I love you.”
 
   John was utterly disarmed by his wife’s sincere sounding proclamation.  Doug bit his lip to keep from snorting at the irony of it all and forcefully thrust his cock into Megan’s how wet cunt from behind.  She stuck her fist into her mouth to keep from crying out in passion as John looked at her strangely.  Doug left his dick sunk deep inside Megan and longed to start poking it in and out of her, but her dared not for fear of drawing John’s attention.  So he consoled himself by reach around Megan’s hip cautiously, careful not to disturb the blanket too much.   He slid his hand around her hip and down into her crotch and soon found the slippery nub of her clitoris.  She nearly choked in her effort to suppress a moan of pleasure.  
 
   John’s attention was drawn back to the movie as a group of erotic dancers froliced in the nude on screen.   Doug peeked over Megan’s shoulder at John in his recliner and started working his dick slowly in and out of John’s wife fingering her clit the whole time while she whimpered soundlessly.  He felt himself growing closer and closer to climax as her hot wet snatch gripped his stiff rod.  Soon the daybed was creaking rhythmically with his efforts and John sat up in his chair.
 
   “Christ Doug, are you dry humping my wife over there?” he demanded groggily, the wine fogging his mind and his vision.
 
   “What? No of course not,” protest Doug as he increased his pace, thrusting his cock between Megan’s soft thighs and into her sodden snatch.
 
   “But what’s all that rocking back and forth?” demanded John, taken aback but Doug’s boldness.
 
   “I mean,no, I’m not dry humping her,” said Doug, reaching up and grasping Megan’s generous jugs in his palms again.  The weight of them in his hands made his cock stiffen even more.   For her part, Megan couldn’t believe that Doug would fuck her from behind and feel her up like this under the covers while talking to her husband.  The sheer audacity of Doug and the wrongness of the situation brought her to climax.   “I’m just, Oh shit,”  exclaimed Doug as he felt Megan’s vagina tighten suddenly around his cock.  She cried out in spite of herself as she came over and over.
 
   “Megan, are you ok?” asked John climbing to his feet with concern.
 
   “I mean we are just fooling around,” she gasped as Doug resumed humping her urgently and worked her boobs enthusiastically.  “But you are making such a big deal out of it,” she whined, trying to sound offended and upset.  Her face with  bright red from passion and her breathing was fast and shallow.
 
   “I’m sorry, baby,” said John contritely.  “But this is, Jesus, Doug, will you stop dry-humping my damn wife please?” he demanded angrily, turning to Doug.
 
   “Oh yeah, sorry bud,” panted Doug.  He stopped humping her suddenly as he started spurting his load inside John’s wife.  John looked on suspiciously as the commotion under the blanket suddenly ceased and Doug ground his crotch against Megans ass releasing the last of his seed inside her.  Megan arched her back eagerly to receive his delivery.  “I guess I got a little drunk and I got a bit carried away by having this big round ass right here,” admitted Doug, forgetting himself.
 
   John laughed in spite of himself.  “That’s a nice way to repay our hospitality.  Grinding your crotch up against my wife’s rear.”  He had a sinking suspicion that Doug also grabbed Megan’s boobs in addition to dry humping her, but he didn’t want to say it.
 
   “I know, I know,” said Doug contritely, tucking his limp sodden cock back into his pants and zipping up quietly.  He extracted himself deftly from under the cover, leaving Megan completely covered but with her pants down and he jumped off the daybed.  “That was really out of bounds,” he said, running his hands nervously through his hair.  “I uh, don’t know how to apologize properly.”
 
   John sighed drunkenly at Doug’s demonstration while Megan surreptitiously pulled her sweatpants back up.  “Ok, Ok,  I see how this happened.  We had too much to drink and put on a movie with too much sexytime.  I am partly to blame for picking the movie and for laughing along with your flirtation.  Let’s just call it a night and talk it over another time when we are all sober.”
 
   “Ok, John.  That’s big of you,” said Doug with a deep frown of respect.  Then he turn to Megan, stretched out luxuriously on the daybed.  “I am sorry for getting carried away, Megan. I hope you can forgive me.”
 
   “Forgive you?  I thoroughly enjoyed it,” she laughed saucily.  “We should do it again sometime.  Soon.”
 
   “Megan!” exclaimed John in exasperation.  “You aren’t helping matters here.”
 
   She looked up at her husband and shrugged,  “Sorry, I guess I’m drunk,” she admitted.
 
   Doug just laughed and waved goodbye,  “I will let you two sort this out then, thanks for the hospitality.”  Then he hurried out of the room.
 
   “Yeah, yeah,” said John, waving him off dismissively.  “Honey, how could you say that?” he whined petulantly.
 
   “Please don’t cry like a baby,” she sighed in resignation. “It doesn’t suit you.  We were only fooling around.  It was completely harmless.”
 
   Doug walked down the driveway and looked up at the stars, breathing in the cool night air.  It was a good night to be alive and not to have been beaten up by a jealous husband.
 
   
  
 

A Bully Bounced My Girlfriend on His Lap
 
   I had hoped that by getting away from high school and heading off to college, I would be free of obnoxious jocks, but alas, it wasn’t the case.  Jack was a big beefy, hyperactive football player with a constant smirk on his face.  He was always rolling his head around to stretch his neck or flinging his arms around for no reason.  I suspected that he had ADHD or something.  I didn’t have any classes with him, but he was in the next room over in our dorm and I was always bumping into him in the hallway.
 
   Guys like him always seem to zero in on me because of my tall, skinny frame and heavy rimmed glasses.  I guess I came across as the stereotypical nerd, even though I was actually pretty good with people and I had a girlfriend and everything.  Jack would hip check me into the wall as we passed or trip me as I was carrying my laundry and guffaw like a donkey and tell me to watch where I was going.  When I complained to our RA, Thomas, he just brushed me off and I later saw Thomas and Jack at the campus bar laughing over drinks together, so I decided to just grin and bear it.
 
   One day I was having dinner with my girlfriend Sally in the large echoing cafeteria, crowded with students since it was dinner hour. Ed came up behind me while I was carrying my tray of food to the table and he kneed the back of my knee from behind causing me to lose balance and spill my spaghetti all over myself.  The metal tray went clattering to the floor and my plate smashed at my feet.  The noisy bustle of the campus cafeteria paused for a moment as the students around me stopped to see what happened.  There I was, the center of attention, standing with spaghetti and sauce plastered down the front of my shirt and trousers with a smashed plate at my feet.  A few people stared blankly, several smirked, and I noticed a couple of girls giggling and whispering behind their hands to each other.  My face was burning hotly with shame and my belly and crotch felt damp and hot as the sauce soaked through my clothes.  I desperately wished I had Harry Potter’s invisibility cloak at that moment, but activity mercifully resumed around me and the clatter of silverware and scraping of chairs soon filled the high ceilinged dining hall.
 
   “You fucker!” I hissed as Jack came up beside me chortling loudly. “Look what you did.”  I pulled a strand of spaghetti from the front of my shirt and flung it to the floor in exasperation.  “You’ve spoiled my clothes.”
 
   “Ah, don’t get your panties in a bundle, dorkwad,” scoffed Jack, jabbing me painfully in the ribs.  “I was just playing.”
 
   My girlfriend Sally came striding over to see if I was OK, and Jack looked her up and down with a lecherous grin that made my skin crawl.  Sally was a slim girl, with blue eyes and a strong jawline, she was wearing her long dark hair in a ponytail and had on a short black dress with dark patterned stockings which showed off her shapely legs.
 
   “Good God, Sidney, what have you done to yourself?” asked Sally, surveying the mess with a wrinkled nose.  She came close and started delicately brushing clumps of sauce from my crotch with a paper napkin, tsking and shaking her head.  “This is wool, these trousers are simply ruined.”
 
   “I didn’t do it to myself, this idiot made me drop my tray,” I said, jerking my thumb in Jack’s direction.
 
   Sally stood upright and looked down her nose at Jack, displeasure clearly painted on her face.  Sally could be quite haughty when she was angry.
 
   “Holy shit, nerdball, you have a girlfriend?” exclaimed Jack in shock, rolling his shoulders unconsciously.
 
   “Why does that surprise you?” asked Sally, putting her hands on her hips and facing him jauntily.
 
   “Wow, nice tits,” he said, eyeballing Sally’s jutting boobs shamelessly and cracking his knuckles loudly.
 
   Sally’s cheek colored in embarrassment and she covered her chest self-consciously.  “My god, how rude you are,” she gasped, taken aback.  But did I see a twinkle in her eye?  Was she secretly flattered?
 
   “Oh, sorry, I get Tourettes around hot women sometimes, you understand, right?” he said, giving her a lewd grin after running his eyes up and down her body.  “I’m sort of a big oaf, you know, but you can call me Jack.”  He held out his hand and Sally looked down at his proffered hand coldly for a moment before offering her own hand.
 
   “Uh, hello, Jack, I’m Sally,” she said, her cheeks still burning brightly as they shook hands.
 
   “What is a hot babe like you doing with a dork like Sidney?” he asked as he kept his eyes fixed on her boobs.
 
   “Fuck off Jack,” I said, my voice coming out as an indignant squeak.  I plucked at the front of my shirt in discomfort as the cold sauce clung to my belly.
 
   “Just go back to the dorm room and change your shirt, I will keep Sally company until you get back,” he said not releasing Sally’s hand and tilting his head to the side as he brazenly looked her body up and down.
 
   “Jack, my eyes are up here,” scolded Sally, trying to sound stern.
 
   “Yeah, well your eyes are nice, but your tits are giving me a hardon,” said Jack, looking her in the eye seriously.  “Your body is smokin’.”
 
   “I can’t believe you just said that,” I stammered in amazement.  My armpits were growing damp and I felt a cold weight in my stomach as I noticed Sally surreptitiously glancing at Jack’s big muscular arms and then down at the growing bulge in his basketball shorts.
 
   “Your friend Jack is really crass,” said Sally, pulling her eyes reluctantly away from his expanding package.
 
   “He’s not MY friend, he just lives in the dorm room next door to mine.”  It annoyed me that Jack still hadn’t released Sally’s hand and that she actually seemed flattered by his advances.
 
   “Don’t be like that, Sid, I thought we were pals,” said Jack, giving me a pained expression.
 
   “How can you say that?  You are always harassing the shit out of me,” I squawked.
 
   “Yeah, well, I always do that to my buddies,” he said with a pout.  “Come on, let me buy you and Sally a beer and show you that there are no hard feelings.”
 
   “Of course not, look at me, I’m a mess,” I complained.
 
   “You do need to go change,” agreed Sally.  “Come along, I’ll go with you and help you clean up.  Jack, may I have my hand back now?” she asked with a wry grin.
 
   “Aww, come on Sally, he can change his own clothes.  He’s big boy.  Let’s you and I head over to the bar so I can buy you a beer while he’s changing.”
 
   “Why, I don’t even know you, Jack,” said Sally with a small chuckle, one hand still clasped in his and the other on her chest.
 
   “Well how are you going to get to know me if you won’t have a beer with me?” he insisted.
 
   “Just leave my girlfriend alone, will you?” I whined indignantly.  
 
   “Don’t get upset darling, I can handle this fellow,” she said lightly, giving me a wink that I didn’t understand.  “These soccer hooligan types are no match for women with breeding.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, you can handle me if you want,” said Jack, fondling his crotch rudely.  “And I won’t mind breeding you either.” 
 
   “You are a completely classless jackass, aren’t you,” sniffed Sally, suppressing a smile and arching a brow..
 
   “I told you, big boobs give me Tourette’s,” he said wagging his eyebrows back at her.
 
   “Ok, I’m just going to go back to the room now, come on Sally,” I said.
 
   “Well, you perhaps you should run along and change,” she said.  My blood ran cold in my veins as I noticed her casting a furtive glance at Jack’s bulge which had grown noticeably larger after he touched himself.  “Meet Jack and I at the bar once you’re done.  I think I need to teach him some manners.”  She kept her eyes on Jacks and gave him a toothy grin.
 
   “Sally!” I whined in complaint.  My breath was coming faster and faster as I worried about this bully stealing my girl away.
 
   “What’s the matter darling?  Surely you aren’t jealous of a big dumb jock with Tourettes?” she said with a gleam in her eye that made me feel deflated.
 
   “Of course not,” he said, wrapping his arm around her shoulder smoothly and leading her away.  “She’s too classy for a chump like me.”
 
   “Ciao darling,” called Sally with a wave as Jack ushered her away.  “I will have a martini waiting for you.”
 
   I felt a grim sense of dread as I watched them leave.  Jack bent down to whisper something in Sally’s ear and she cackled with laughter and slapped his chest as they disappeared into the milling crowd of the cafeteria.  I ran back to my dorm room to change as quickly as possible before anything bad could happen.
 
   When I got to my room, I couldn’t unlock my door because someone had jammed a huge wad of blue bubblegum into the lock.  I cursed vociferously as I tracked down Thomas the RA to help me.
 
   “Thomas, someone jammed a wad of gum in my door lock and I can’t get into my room!” I called when I found him talking to some girls in the rec room.
 
   “What did you do, puke on yourself?” he asked, gazing at my soiled shirt and trousers with disgust and then blowing a bubble.  I couldn’t help but notice that his gum was same color as the stuff in my lock.  Meanwhile the girls he was with simpered and turned their backs to me.
 
   “You fucker, Jack texted you and told you to delay me so he could flirt with my girlfriend,” I snapped, suddenly realizing what was going on.
 
   Thomas made the “not bad” face back at me.  “Interesting theory, Sidney.  But, ah, what is Jack doing with your woman anyway?”
 
   The girls whispered among themselves and they and Thomas broke out laughing.
 
   I gritted my teeth in angry embarrassment and pulled out my phone to call the facilities support number myself so that someone could come let me into my room.   After an interminable wait a maintenance man came out to look at it.  He had to take my entire door off at the hinges while I stood around waiting uncomfortably in my damp, sullied trousers.  I texted Sally several times letting her know what happened and that I would be delayed, but she didn’t reply.  Finally I got into my room and had to change my clothes with the door off it’s hinges and the workman fiddling around, trying to remove the door handle.  The girls that had been chatting with Thomas passed by slowly in the hall as I stood there in my briefs and they covered their mouths and pointed.  
 
   I blushed in shame and complained to the workman.  “Christ, can you at least put the door back in it’s frame while I’m getting changed.  There are girls out there!”
 
   “Oh, uh, sorry, pal,” stammered the workman.  He fumbled with the door and it went crashing the floor with an unbelievably loud bang and about twenty people came running to see what happened only to find me there, pale and shivering in my tighty whities.   A few laughed openly and pointed at me mockingly, but most people had the decency to turn and look away.  The gods of eternal abashment appeared intent on unleashing their wrath upon me this day.
 
   As I finally pulled on a fresh change of clothes, my phone rang.  It was my good friend Joshua.
 
   “Sidney, err, your girlfriend is here at the campus bar drinking with that troll who’s always harassing you.”
 
   “Jack. His name is Jack.  Yeah, I know, I -”
 
   “Wait, you knew about this.  What happened, did you and Sally break up?”
 
   “No, of course not.  He just talked her into having a drink with him.”
 
   “Well, they are getting pretty, uh, friendly down here.  He’s got his hands all over her.  I mean he’s touching her, um, her bottom and everything.”
 
   “Oh, fuck, I’m coming right down there.”
 
   My heart was pounding in my chest and my gut was twisted with jealousy as I sprinted over to the campus bar.  As I arrived, I finally got a text message from Sally.
 
   So sorry, darling, didn’t get your texts until just now.  It was so loud in the bar, I couldn’t hear the notifications.  Jack is a clod, but he amuses me.  We headed back to my room to chat in private.  
 
   Wait, what?  Why do you need to be in private? I texted back.   I felt a wave of nausea roll over me and my knees felt watery. I waited for a few minutes, but when I got no answer, I stuck my phone back in my pocket and ran off to Sally’s place with my heart in my throat.
 
   When I got her room, breathless and sweaty, I knocked impatiently at the door for several minutes before she answered.  When she finally pulled the door open, her hair was a mess and her eyes were glassy with alcohol.
 
   “Sidney, you’re here!  Come in, come in,” she said, ushering me unsteadily into her studio apartment.  The room was dim, she had lit candles and she was playing soft folk music, which was how she usually set the mood for sex when I came over, but there on her futon was Jack, sprawled out as though he owned the place.
 
   “Oh, fuck, what are you doing here?” snapped Jack with a snarl, clearly surprised at my arrival.
 
   “Play nice, Jack,” said Sally with a slur.  “Sidney happens to be my boyfriend.  He belongs here with me.  Come along honey, let’s sit together.”  She lead me to her big leather club chair and pushed me down in it and then flopped unceremoniously into my lap.
 
   “My god, Sally, you are drunk,” I hissed.
 
   “I know, darling, please forgive me,” she said, taking my face in her hands and kissing me on the mouth.  “But you just left me in the bar for so long and I had to drink in order to tolerate Jack’s asinine company.”
 
   “Shut up, we were getting along pretty well just before he got here,” said Jack, leaning forward aggressively and spreading his legs.  Sally’s room was small, and the futon was just a few feet from the chair in which we sat.  I could clearly see that Jack had a massive hardon sticking up in his loose basketball shorts.
 
   “Shush, you, keep quiet,” admonished Sally, kicking her legs playfully as she sat on my lap.  “And hand me my drink.”
 
   Jack graciously handed her drink to her and then reached out and touched her stockinged leg on the calf.  “Hey I like these panty hose, they have a pattern.”
 
   “Jack, you are a dolt.  These are stockings, not panty hose and the pattern is called a filigree,” said Sally smugly, putting her nose in the air with a drunken flourish.
 
   “What’s the difference?  Stockings, panty hose, same thing,” said Jack, sliding his hand up leg familiarly as he gazed as my girlfriend’s shapely legs with admiration.
 
   “Why are we talking about this?  Can he please leave now?” I asked, wrapping my arms around Sally’s narrow waist.
 
   “Don’t be selfish, dear.  Jack is an ignoramus, and ignoramuses need educating,” said Sally, pinching my cheek.  “You see Jack, stockings are two piece garments, and pantyhose are one piece.”
 
   “Two pieces?  Like socks?  How high do they go up?” asked Jack.  He reached over and lifted the hem of Sally’s little black dress and tried to peer up it.
 
   She slapped his hand away and giggled.  “Don’t be fresh, you animal.  You can’t just look up a lady’s dress without asking.  These stockings go well up my thigh and they are held in place with suspenders.”
 
   I felt my own penis growing hard and press into Sally’s soft rump.  I liked it when she wore stockings with suspenders.  She noticed my arousal and wriggled around on my lap in response.
 
   “What are suspenders?” asked Jack.  “Can I see?”
 
   “Only if you ask nicely,” said Sally, pulling the hem of her dress down modestly while jack gazed at her gorgeous thighs hungrily.
 
   “Sally!” I whimpered.
 
   “Oh, don’t make a fuss, darling,” she sniffed.  “I am trying to teach this beast some manners and also teach him about ladies undergarments.”
 
   “May I please see your suspenders?” asked Jack, cocking his head to the side.
 
   “No you may not,” said Sally, reaching out to tap Jack playfully on the nose.
 
   “Like hell I can’t,” he chuckled and he grabbed her knees and parted them forcefully while she giggled and kicked ineffectually.
 
   “Take your hands off her,” I sniped, feeling strangely torn, I was weirdly comforted by Sally’s weight on my lap, simultaneously I felt hurt by her shameless flirting, and also angered by Jack’s brash advances.  
 
   “Stop it, you’ll tear them, they are delicate,” she said, gasping for air as she laughed uncontrollably.  “Play nice, play nice, and I’ll show you.”  She pushed Jack’s hands away and lifted her hem ever so slightly for him to peek up it.
 
   He grabbed the hem of her dress and pushed it roughly up to her waist so that he could get a good look.  She gasped with surprise and my heart started pounding in my chest.  
 
   “This isn’t appropriate,” I stammered lamely, but my cock stiffened as I looked down at Sally’s shapely thighs.  The sharp contrast of her pale upper thighs against the dark tops of her stockings always made me mad with lust.
 
   “Aw, yeah, nice,” said Jack as he slid his hand eagerly along the top of her thighs, feeling the sheer fabric of her stockings.
 
   “You can look but you mustn’t touch,” said Sally sternly but she made no move to stop him and in fact parted her legs further and lifted the hem of her dress up past her waist so that her lacey panties were exposed.  She was breathing heavily and her cheeks were flushed with excitement.
 
   “Look, Sidney, zettai ryouiki,” she said in perfect Japanese.  “Zettai ryouiki.”
 
   “The fuck?” said Jack, looking up at Sally with a furrowed brow.
 
   “Zettai ryouiki describes the area of bare skin exposed on the thighs between the skirt and stockings of female anime characters,” explained Sally patiently.  “Sidney is quite enamoured by it.”
 
   “Yeah, that’s pretty hot,” said Jack, putting his hands on Sally’s knees and peering with interest down between her parted legs.  “You like this patch of skin here, huh Sidney?” he asked, boldly running his rough calloused hands down to the soft skin of Sally’s inner thighs, just above her stockings and just inches from her crotch.
 
   “Oh my,” gasped Sally, her chest heaving with passion.  “You mustn’t.”
 
   “You don’t like that?” asked Jack, tilting his head at her quizzically.  “How about this?” he asked, pressing his fingers against her vagina as he probed about, searching for her clitoris. 
 
   “Get your hands off my girlfriend,” I cried, slapping Jack’s rough mitts away.
 
   Jack withdrew his hands hastily and gave me a roguish grin.  “She’s practically offering it me, Sid, what do you want me to do?”
 
   “Now Jack, I know you are an uncivilized beast, but please try to show some manners.  It’s impolite to go mashing at a young woman’s private parts without asking,” said Sally, fanning her face urgently.
 
   “Well you can touch my privates anytime, you don’t got to ask.   Go ahead,” he said, standing up and presenting his protruding priapic bulge to Sally.  His cock was forming an absurdly large protrusion in his basketball shorts and his put his penis just inches from Sally’s face as she sat on my lap.
 
   Her mouth dropped open as though to receive his member and she put her hands carefully on his hips.  For a moment I thought she was going to pull the ape’s shorts down and start sucking him, but she got a grip on herself and just pushed him away gently.
 
   “Now Jack, you mustn’t go swinging that thing around.  You might hurt someone,” exclaimed Sally.  “Now sit back down and let me show you how my suspenders work.”
 
   “Okie doke,” he said, gripping his package as he sat back down and returned his attention to Sally’s crotch.
 
   “Sally, what are you doing?” I asked, as she wriggled back and forth excitedly on my lap, rubbing her round buttocks against my hardon which was poking into her rear.
 
   “I’m trying to teach Jack how to properly undress a lady, Sidney,” she said loftily.  “Not that any woman with class would consider bedding such an uncouth lout.”
 
   “You never know,” he injected looking deep into her eyes with an intensity that made my blood run cold.  “Fucking isn’t supposed to be civilized.”
 
   “You know nothing, Jack, so please don’t presume to tell me anything about sex.  Stop grappling with your johnson over there and pay attention.  I’m going to show you how suspenders work.”
 
   Jack made a face that was almost, but not quite, embarrassed.  He had been fondling his junk unconsciously without realizing it and stopped abruptly when Sally pointed it out.  He put his hands back on Sally’s smooth gorgeous thighs and turned his attention to her suspenders.
 
   “You see there is this little clamp that snaps onto the stockings,” said Sally breathlessly as she showed Jack the mechanism.
 
   “This ain’t hard,” he said, effortlessly unsnapping the first suspender and making Sally coo with approval.  “And there is one in the back, too, right,” he said, wrapping his big hands around Sally’s upper thigh so he could get at the clamp below her thigh.  I noticed him grinding his knuckles into her crotch as he worked to release it.
 
   “Uh, yes, that one is harder to get at,” gulped Sally, putting her hand on top of Jack’s as he knuckled her pubic bone and squeezed her inner thigh with his huge meaty paws.  “Oh god,” she blurted as he located her clitoris and started worrying it with the back of his hand.
 
   “Sally, he’s rubbing your crotch,” I whimpered.  
 
   “No he isn’t silly,” she croaked, holding his hand firmly in place against her crotch.  “He’s just unfastening my suspenders.”
 
   “Well he shouldn’t be unfastening my girlfriends suspenders at any rate,” I yelped.  Jack bit his lip as he locked gazes with Sally and worked her clit, ignoring me entirely, so I pushed him roughly back. Jack sat back with sigh and touched the back of his hand.  
 
   “Ok, yes, I think you are learning,” said Sally with a cough
 
   “Your panties are getting wet,” he said, giving her a smoldering look as he licked the back of his hand.
 
   “I’m sure I don’t know what you are talking about,” stammered Sally, wiping away the sweat which was beading on her upper lip.
 
   “Here, let me help you roll down those stockings now,” offer Jack, rubbing his hands together gleefully.
 
   “No, no,” said Sally holding up one hand to ward him off.  “I think Sidney is right.  It isn’t proper for me to have your rough barbarous hands on my gentle thighs,” she grabbed her drink from the side table and took a long draught. “Oh my gosh, it’s so hot in here, isn’t it?”
 
   “I feel fine,” I said.
 
   “I’m hot too, you mind if I take my top off?” he said, pulling his shirt off without asking.
 
   Sally gazed at Jack’s muscular torso with interest and I could feel her wriggling again.  His thickly muscled chest was hairless and coating in a thin sheen of sweat.  I wrinkled my nose as the scent of his body odor wafted over.
 
   “Ugh, you stink,” I complained.  “Didn’t you take a shower today?”
 
   “Yes, you are pungent,” agreed Sally.  “And a gentleman never appears in deshabille in polite company.”
 
   “Say what?” he asked flexing his big arms confidently.
 
   “Deshabille means undressed, idiot,” I snapped, as Sally rose lithely to her feet.  My erection popped up, pitching a tent in my pants and I covered my crotch with my hands, bashfully.
 
   “Ok, odiferous, you go wash out your underarms in the bathroom,” commanded Sally, pointing at Jack.  “I won’t have your stench lingering in my quarters.”
 
   “Yes, ma’am,” he said, jumping to his feet and saluting her smartly.  I saw him jab her in the belly with his rod as he squeezed past, and Sally slapped his shoulder affectionately as he strode off to the bathroom.
 
   “Sally, why are you letting this guy hang out here?  He’s an ass!  I can’t believe how shamelessly you two are flirting.  It’s upsetting.”
 
   “Oh don’t be silly darling, it’s perfectly harmless banter, I assure you,” said Sally, reaching behind herself to unzip her dress.  “Are you honestly jealous of such a blithering cretin as Jack?  We are just having a bit of sport.  Besides I could tell you were quite, uh stimulated by the whole encounter.  I felt a persistent pressure against my rump the whole time.”  She bent over and gripped the bulge in my pants significantly, squeezing my cock through the thin material of my trousers.  “Hmm, yes, your wilson quite approves of a bit of bawdy behavior on my part I see.  Now stop your sniveling and help me unzip my dress.”
 
   “I’ll do it,” offered Jack rushing back into the room in nothing but his boxer shorts.  His erection had subsided somewhat but there was still a protruding bulge which threatened to pop out the opening in the front at any moment.
 
   “Hold on, hold on,” I cried.  “First of all, where are your shorts?  And secondly, why are you getting undressed?”
 
   “I don’t know what you are talking about, I’m still wearing shorts,” said Jack, playing dumb.
 
   Sally eyed Jack’s package with interest.  “Oh you can’t expect these dumb jocks to keep track of their clothes, darling.  I’m sure he would run around like a naked animal if he could.  As for me, I’m simply getting changed for bed.”
 
   “But you can’t get changed while HE is here,” I complained.  I could feel a lump in my throat at the  very idea.  “I don’t like him and I want him to leave.”
 
   “Don’t be like that, darling,” said Sally pouting at me prettily.  “Why I thought we were all getting along quite well.  I was hoping we could patch things up between you and Jack so that he would stop picking on you so much.”
 
   “What, by letting him finger you and then stripping naked for him?” I shouted hotly.
 
   Sally just replied with a musical laugh and kissed me on the cheek gayly.  “Oh, it’s so cute that you are jealous, darling.  How could you possibly think I would have any interest in this muggle?”  She turned to Jack and pointed back at the futon.  “Jack, sit.  I don’t have a  changing room, so I am going to get changed here, but I expect you to cover your eyes and not peek.  I’ll be watching you.”
 
   “Ok,” agreed Jack readily, sliding past her and rubbing his package against her belly again.
 
   “Sally, this is ridiculous, he won’t cover his eyes.”
 
   “Of course he will,” said said dismissively.  “Now help me pick out a nice nightgown.”
 
   “Pick a slutty one,” encouraged Jack, leaning back on his hands.
 
   “Like hell,” I said and went to Sally’s bureau and pulled out a shapeless cotton nightgown with flowers on it.  It reminded me of something my grandmother would wear.
 
   “That’s fine, thank you, darling,” she said taking it from me.  “Cover your eyes, Jack, and remember, no peeking!”
 
   Jack made a show of covering his eyes with one hand and Sally slipped her dress off casually.  She stood there in her black lace bra and panties with one stocking unfastened and drooping down her thigh.  I admired her slim form with her long, elegant legs, flat stomach, small round butt and surprisingly large breasts.  I watched in fascination as she unsnapped her remaining suspenders and then flopped back into my lap to remove her stockings.
 
   She stood again and slipped out of her bra with a sigh of relief.  She stood facing me and rubbing her nice perky boobs.
 
   “Ooh, my breasts feel swollen, I must be getting near my period.  I’m feeling fertile,” she cooed.  Then she came and dangled one pale orb with a taut, pink nipple before my face.  “Suck on my nipple, Sidney.  My boobs are sore.”
 
   I felt nervous about doing it with Jack sitting right there, but her breasts are simply too irresistible so I readily complied and we were distracted for several minutes while I slurped hungrily on Sally’s nipples and she cradled my head in her hands, cooing with pleasure. We were interrupted by Jack’s grunting as he brazenly watched us and jerked his exposed schlong which had erupted out of his shorts.
 
   “Ugh, you filthy beast, put that back in your shorts!” demanded Sally, drawing away and covering her breasts with one slim arm.  “And cover your eyes, you nasty thing.  You aren’t allowed to watch while I get changed.”
 
   Jack looked her up and down and jerked his rod unapologetically.  “Take your panties off,” he urged.  
 
   “I certainly will, once you put your vile member back in your shorts, pig,” she said with a laugh.  But she was looking at the red swollen head of Jack’s cock with intense interest and almost seemed disappointed when he tucked in awkwardly back into his boxers.  “Very good,” she said with a sigh.  “Now cover your eyes so I can finish getting undressed.”
 
   Jack obediently covered his eyes with hand again and Sally quickly slipped out of her panties, exposing her cute little bush.  I gazed mesmerized at her cooch for a moment before I realized that Jack was peeking between his fingers.
 
   “Sally, Jack’s peeking!”
 
   She stood there completely naked, every inch of her porcelain skin exposed and planted her hands on her hips.  “Jack is that true?” she demanded.
 
   “No, I ain’t looking,” he lied, fingers cracked obviously as he covered his eyes.  
 
   “How many fingers?” she asked, giving him the finger.
 
   “Dunno,” he said, gripping his dick again and tugging on it.
 
   “Stop mangling your johnson like that,” she laughed, reaching down to slap the back of his hand.  “You’ll go blind jerking yourself so much.”
 
   “That’s not true,” he said, uncovering his face and ogling her naked body openly.
 
   “Cover those eyes, mister,” she giggled, coyly covering her boobs with one arm and her pussy with her other hand.
 
   Jack gave me a wicked grin and covered his eyes again loosely.
 
   “Sally, this is preposterous,” I said, but my penis was so stiff it felt like it would tear my pants.
 
   “You’re right darling, of course,” she said dropping her arms to expose her lovely naked body again.  “This brute simply can’t help himself.  He insists on being disrespectful of my modesty.”
 
   “Well you aren’t being very modest,” I said, managing a chortle.
 
   “Nonsense, I am the picture of propriety,” she said with a wicked smile.  She pulled on her nightgown and presented herself to me.  “Look, I’m completely covered now.”
 
   She did look a bit frumpy in the big loose nightgown, but it only hung down halfway to her knees, so her pretty bare legs were still exposed. 
 
   “You can look now, you coarse thing,” she told Jack.
 
   “Yeah, you look pretty fat in that,” he told her, looking her up and down.  “But at least I can see your nips poking through.”
 
   “So ill-mannered,” she sniffed, covering her nipples in a show of chastity.
 
   “Now look here, you’ve been pretty mean to me all night, why not come and be nice for once and sit on my lap,” growled Jack.  His boner was standing stiffly erect in his shorts still as he patted his thigh, urging her to sit.
 
   “Certainly not, you will spear me with that thing like a pig on a spit,” she said giggling and gesturing at Jack’s boner.
 
   “Nah, you’ll be fine, I’ll push it down,” he said grabbing her by her wrist and pulling her toward him.  I watched them struggle for a moment, both of them laughing giddily and I was about to intervene when he finally wrestled her down onto his lap.  I noticed that she lifted up the back of her nightgown surreptitiously as she sat.  So her bare bum was pressing against his thighs.  It made my pulse quicken to think of it and I felt myself growing queasy.
 
   “Oh my goodness, this thing,” she laughed breathlessly as she shifted around on Jack’s lap. “It’s like a cudgel.”
 
   “Feel that?” he asked, grabbing her by the hips and grinding her down onto himself.
 
   “Oh my,” she said, cheeks bright from the exertion.  I saw a bulge in her nightgown between Sally’s thighs and she reached down and pinched it playfully.
 
   “Jesus christ, Sally, are you fingering his knob?” I gasped in shock.
 
   “Of course not darling, I’m just trying to get adjusted,” she told me with a wan smile as she tucked the lump back against her crotch and brought her knees together to trap it there.  “I think I’ve got him under control now.”
 
   “That’s not comfortable, you are too fat, come on let me move you up a little,” grunted Jack and the two struggled a bit more.  
 
   “I am not fat,” she cried gaily. “I’m perfectly svelte.”  He lifted her up bodily and repositioned her on his lap and she cried out.  “Oh wow, oh wow, that’s, uh,” she put her hands out to steady herself as he lowered her slowly back onto his lap.
 
   “Feeling that?” he asked her smugly. as he gripped his hips.
 
   Sally’s mouth hung open stupidly and her eyes went glassy.  “Uh, no, I don’t feel anything,” she said.
 
   “Is he poking you in the rear with his prick?” I demanded jealously.
 
   “No, no, darling, we are fine,” she panted.  She avoided my gaze and her chest was heaving more than I would have expected from a bit of playful wrestling.
 
   “Yeah, Sally and I are doing great here.  I feel like we are really connecting for the first time,” he told me with an evil grin as he began bouncing her lightly up and down on his lap.
 
   “Oh god,” she gasped, biting her lip and tilting her head back. “Oh god.”
 
   “Dear, are you ok?  Did he hurt you?” I asked with concern.  “You look ill.”
 
   “Um, I think I can handle it,” she said, obviously disoriented.
 
   “Handle what?” I asked suspiciously.
 
   Jack slide his hands up from Sally’s hips to her waist and her gripped her there firmly as he bounced her up and down on his lap more aggressively.  “You know, you’ve been calling me oaf and idiot all night.  I don’t think you even remember my name, Sally.”
 
   “Jack,” she blurted breathlessly, her mouth hanging open.  “Don’t be silly, of course I know your name is Jack, Jack.”
 
   “Yeah, I like that, say my name,” he urged, sweat breaking out on his forehead as he lifted Sally up and down on his lap.
 
   “Oh, Jack,” she said, putting one hand between her legs and sticking a knuckle in her mouth.
 
   “Jesus, it looks like you are humping her over there, stop it,” I chided, feeling suspicious of this whole thing.
 
   “Oh, darling,” said Sally with a forced laugh as she struggled to regain composure. “How absurd!  The very idea.  He’s just bouncing me on his knee.”
 
   “That’s just strange,” I muttered skeptically, as Jack slowed the bouncing to a steady, rhythmic up and down motion.
 
   “She likes it, it’s soothing,” he said.  “Look she’s doing it all on her own now.”  He withdrew his hands from her waist and indeed Sally continued moving up and down slowly on his lap.  Her boobs were jiggling up and down with the motion and I was transfixed at the sight of them for a moment.  Cat Stevens’ “Moon Shadow” chimed softly from her speakers and her paisley curtains fluttered softly in the warm breeze.
 
   “Are you staring at my boobies, Sidney?” she asked sweetly when she noticed my attention.
 
   “Uh, they are motile,” I said, embarrassed.
 
   “Lemme see these,” grunted Jack reaching up from behind and grasping Sally’s pert melons in his big hands.  Sally moaned and clasped her hands over his as she jounced down onto his lap and ground her rear back and forth.
 
   “Hey stop that!” I exclaimed.
 
   “Feel that?” she asked Jack seductively, holding his hands onto her boobs as he cupped the thin material of her gown around them.
 
   “Oh fuck, that did it, ahh,” groaned Jack, jiggling Sally spastically on his lap while she pinned his hands in place on her bosom.
 
   “Jesus, look at you two, this is disgusting,” I cried jumping to my feet.
 
   “Oh, darling, I’m so sorry.  I’m being naughty,” cried Sally, tearing Jack’s hands away from her chest and leaping to her feet to embrace me.  “I gave in and allowed that filthy beast a little taste of what he wants.  But I promise I won’t do it again.”  She hugged and kissed me passionately as Jack jumped up covering his crotch, and sprinted to the bathroom, giggling as he ran.
 
   “But you let him touch your breasts,” I pouted pulling away from my suddenly affectionate girl friend.
 
   “I know darling, that was terribly unchaste.  I think you should spank me,” she said, turning and lifting the back of her gown to present her cute round rump to me.
 
   I couldn’t resist and gave her a playful slap on the rear and she responded by making a “o” of her mouth and putting her palm before her face.  I was enjoying this game, but Jack returned to the room fully clothed, with bright red cheeks and a broad grin on his face.  Sally dropped the back of her gown quickly.
 
   “I’m outta here,” he said, heading for the door.
 
   “Wait, when will I see you again,” blurted Sally rushing to his side and grasping his arm.  “I, uh, enjoyed our bounce on your lap and look forward to doing it again.”
 
   “Come on Sally,” I spat sourly.  “Let him go.  I’ve been waiting for this asshole to leave all night.”
 
   “Darling, don’t be like that,” she said with a sullen expression, as she entwined her arm with Jack’s.  “I thought we were all getting along famously.”
 
   “Which part, when you stripped naked for him or when he grabbed your boob?” I asked bitterly.
 
   “I was just a bit of good-natured mischief, dear,” she purred, putting her head on Jack’s shoulder as she looked at me with half-lidded eyes.  “I want you and Jack to become better friends.”
 
   “I want nothing to do with him,” I sniffed, crossing my arms and turning away slightly with my nose in the air.
 
   “That’s ok, baby, let Sidney sulk like a little bitch if he wants. You and I can always be friends.  I’ll come over and help you get undressed tomorrow night if you want,” he said gripping Sally’s round bottom through her flimsy gown.
 
   “I’d like that, I’ll give you another lesson in ladies lingerie,” she said, looking up at him with adoration.
 
   “I’ll be giving you some lessons, girl,” he said brusquely and pushed her away.  “Smell you later!”  And with that, Jack departed.
 
   “Are you really going to hang out with that guy?” I yelped in annoyance.
 
   “Don’t be jealous, dear,” she chided whipping off her nightgown urgently.  “He’s merely a buffoon, a minor diversion.  You are the only man for me.  Now come and ravish me.”  She threw herself down on the futon and spread her legs invitingly for me, thrusting her pelvis upward in little impatient jerks.  All other thoughts fell from my mind as I struggled out of my trousers and mounted her eagerly.  But I was surprised as just how wet she was as I penetrated her with my manhood.  I had never felt her so wet before, it was simply uncanny.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Wife Fucked on Balcony While Husband Clueless Below
 
   Sarah knew she was lucky to have a husband who made so much money that she could stay at home and didn’t need to work, but sometimes she got bored.  There were only so many lunches with the ladies of the rotary club one can attend in a week.  Also, her husband Stephen worked so hard that he frequently was too tired to have sex.  So there she was, a bored and horny housewife, a combustible combination.
 
   It was a warm day in late September when northern California got it’s yearly heatwave.  Sarah used to call this time of year an “Indian Summer” but she knew that didn’t sound right in the politically correct Bay Area, so she tried not to use that phrase.  But it was hot so she put on her bikini and was going to head out into the backyard to read a romance novel in the shade when she realized that the landscapers were there working.   She looked down at her tiny swimsuit which didn’t leave much to the imagination and then out at the short, stocky latino men, brown skinned and sweating in the sun while they pulled weeds in her flower beds and mowed the lawn.  
 
   It didn’t really seem proper to go parading half-naked in front of the workmen like this, thought Sarah as she hesitated.  Samuel would definitely throw a fit if he caught her doing that.  He could be so jealous sometimes.   But then again, he wasn’t due home for hours yet, and Sarah rather liked the idea of giving these little mexican landscapers a bit of a thrill.  After all, someone ought to appreciate her sexy figure if her husband was going to be too exhausted to pay attention to her. So Sarah put on a wicked grin and nonchalantly  strolled right out the sliding glass doors and into the back yard past the workman in her skimpy bikini.  Her boobs were bouncing and her ass cheeks were half hanging out, so she tried to hitch up her top and pull her bikini bottom down to cover her rear better as she walked barefoot and self-conscious across the cool green grass.    She felt her cheeks blushing as all work ceased and all the dark brown eyes of the lawn gang were fixed on her swaying figure.  
 
   “Caramba!  Mamacita!” exclaimed one fellow in amazement, dropping his hoe as he weeded the flower bed.
 
   “Calmate, pinche cabron,” hissed another fellow working by his side.
 
   Sarah giggled in response.  Her Spanish was rusty, but she knew that the second fellow had said a bad word.  “¡Hola! Ser educado en torno a una dama,” she said to the one that swore.  She was telling him to be polite around a lady and he took his hat off in apology and looked up at her, interested that she could speak his language.
 
   “Lo siento, señorita. Lo siento,” he said, apologizing profusely. 
 
   “Señora, Estoy casado,” she replied with a smile, letting him know she was married.
 
   “Eso está muy mal,” he teased, suggesting that he wished she were single.
 
   Sarah was a few inches taller than little landscaper and as they contemplated each other, she was struck by the differences between them.  She was tall, thin, and pale, and he was short, dark, and thickly muscled.  He reminded her of a mexican meatball, and he had that twinkle in his eye that some latino men had when they fancied themselves a lady’s man.  She didn’t normally go for ethnic types.  She had only every dated white guys, but she found this little fellow to be charming.  He had an infectious smile.
 
   They conversed for a few minutes in Spanish while the other guys went reluctantly back to work, gazing over enviously now and then as their pal chatted up the sexy mistress of the house. Sarah found out that the man’s name was Oscar and that he was from El Salvador, not Mexico.  She told him that he must be tired from all this hard work, but he just waved dismissively and told her that his family had a farm back home and that was real work, this was nothing.  He told her about their goats and pigs, and plowing the fields with a donkey, and bragged that farm work had made him big and strong.  He pulled up his shirt sleeve and made a muscle, inviting Sarah to feel it.  She laughed and obliged him, and she had to admit he did have quite a rock hard bicep.
 
   She noticed that Oscar kept looking at her body as they talked and after she squeezed his muscled arm, he put his hand in his pocket hastily.  She could swear he was trying to keep a hardon under control so that it wouldn’t show and she decided to tease him a bit.  
 
   “Don’t you like my bikini, Oscar?” she asked him in Spanish, cocking a hip at him flirtatiously.
 
   “Oh, yes, you look beautiful,” he gushed, sweat beading on his brow as his hand rustled vigorously in his pocket.
 
   “What have you got in your pocket, Oscar?” she asked innocently, still in Spanish.  “Is it something for me?”
 
   He blanched when she said it, and she thought that she had gone a bit too far, but then she realized that Oscar was gazing over her shoulder at the house.
 
   Sarah turned in time to see her husband Stephen storming out through the back sliding glass door.  His face dark with rage.
 
   “For Chrissake, Sarah, what the hell do you think you are doing?” he shouted.
 
   “I uh, was just talking to Oscar here, did you know his family has a farm in El Salvador?” stammered Sarah in shock.
 
   Oscar ducked his head and hastily dropped down to his knees and started frantically pulling weeds.
 
   “That’s fucking marvelous, I am so goddamned fascinated to hear that,” bellowed Stephen.  He was still wearing his suit from work and was standing over the little workman in his dirty t-shirt and jeans.  Stephen towered about the landscaper both physically and in terms of status.
 
   “Don’t shout, Stephen, you are scaring him,” scolded Sarah.
 
   “Don’t shout?” he sputtered in indignation.  “Look at yourself Sarah, half naked, fraternizing with the help.  What are you thinking?”
 
   “It’s a nice day out, I just wanted to get some sun,” she said defensively.  She covered her crotch with her romance novel self-consciously.
 
   Stephen looked at his shrinking wife before him and his anger cooled somewhat and hardened into a steely resolve.  “Alright dear, alright,” but these little Mexicans are being paid to work, not to ogle my wife,” snapped Stephen.  “You, Jose, get up, come with me, we are going to go have a little chat with your boss.”
 
   “Now Stephen, don’t be rash,” said Sarah, looking at her husband in fear.
 
   “Sarah, you are soft.   You are a woman.  But these workers need a firm hand.  I’m not paying them to slack off and hit on my beautiful wife,” said Stephen, and he gave Sarah a hard peck on the cheek which she wiped off as he turned away from her.
 
   “Come on, get up, Don Juan,” demanded Stephen, gesturing to Oscar impatiently.
 
   “Qué quieres?” asked Oscar, looking from Stephen to Sarah with a worried expression.
 
   “He doesn’t speak English, Stephen,” sighed Sarah. “Él quiere ir con él,” she explained to Oscar sadly.
 
   Stephen gave his wife a strange look when she spoke Spanish to Oscar but noticed that the landscaper was complying.  Oscar stood up and brushed the dirt from his jeans and dutifully followed Stephen into the house.  Sarah trailed behind, wringing her hands anxiously.  She felt terrible about getting Oscar in trouble with her frivolous flirtation and she hoped she could intercede on his behalf.  Stephen ran through the living room and yanked open the front door to shout for the supervisor, Manuel.
 
   Manuel was a big fat man in his fifties with graying hair and the face of a gorilla.  He took his time coming into the house.  
 
   “What’s the matter, boss, what’s the matter?” he asked impatiently.  “We have three more jobs to do today, I’m trying to get done here so we can move on.”  Manuel saw Oscar standing on the plush carpet and gave a start, then he saw Sarah standing there in her bikini and his eyes nearly popped out of his head.  “¿Que pasó?, Oscar, ¿que pasó?”
 
   “Nada , lo juro,” insisted Oscar, holding up his hands defensively.
 
   “Can we speak English here, please?” demanded Stephen, straightening his tie and running his hand through his thick dark hair.  “I caught your man here slacking off and chatting with my wife.  I pay you men to work, not to flirt with my woman.”
 
   Manuel looked Sarah up and down lecherously and it made her skin crawl.  She wished she had a robe to throw on.
 
   “You can hardly blame him, she’s looking pretty good to me, too,” he laughed, wagging his bushy eyebrows at Sarah and making a kissy face at her.  
 
   Sarah turned her face away in disgust and Oscar caught her eye so that he could shrug in apology.
 
   “What? What?” sputtered Stephen, shocked at the man’s insolence.
 
   “Oscar said he didn’t do nothing, and I believe him.  Oscar’s a good man.  He was in the army you know,” said Manuel.  “It’s not his fault if your hussy wife goes around with no clothes on.  What’s a man supposed to do?  Tie his dick in a knot?  Those are men out there, boss, not sissies.  They like to see a nice body just like any man would.  If you want them to work, then keep your wife inside until they are done.”
 
   “Animals!  You are all a bunch of filthy animals!” gasped Stephen in indignation.  “I should find a different landscaper.”
 
   “You’ll have to find a crew of queers if you want them to work while she’s traipsing around,” laughed Manuel, not intimidated by Stephen in the least.
 
   Sarah was mortified and wanted to get away from this scene right away, but she also wanted to apologize to Oscar about this whole episode.  Suddenly she got an idea.
 
   “Oh, Oscar, didn’t you say that you needed to use the bathroom?” said Sarah loudly.
 
   “¿Que?” said Oscar, not understanding her.
 
   “Come along, I will show you where to go,” she said, taking him by the hand and leading him to the stairs that lead to the second floor.
 
   “What are you doing?” demanded Stephen when he saw his wife leading the confused Oscar upstairs by the hand.
 
   “I’m showing poor Oscar where the bathroom is,” said his wife.
 
   “Let him use the one downstairs,” said Stephen with exasperation.
 
   “There’s too much shouting down here,” sniffed Sarah as she hustled Oscar upstairs.
 
   Stephen was too distracted to complain further as Manuel dug in his heels.
 
   “Look boss, we have a contract, you can’t just go firing us for a little thing like this…”  The sounds of the argument faded somewhat as Oscar and Sarah ascended the stairs and stood on the landing.  Sarah looked over the banister and could see the tops of Stephen and Manuel’s heads so she lead Oscar down the hallway a bit.
 
   “Why did you bring me here?” asked Oscar in Spanish, his face a mask of confusion.  “Your husband is going to be suspicious.”
 
   “I know,” admitted Sarah.  “But I felt so terrible about the way my husband was acting, that I wanted to apologize.”  She held her arms open to receive a hug.  “No hard feelings?”
 
   Oscar looked her body up and down for a moment then glanced over at the banister that overlooked the living room below.  The sound of Stephen and Manuel’s voices was still discernible as they argued.  He embraced Sarah eagerly and they stood for a moment in a friendly embrace.  Sarah felt a tingling in her belly as Oscar’s scent hit her.  He smelled like earth and sweat and it was making her aroused.  His grip was strong but gentle and she could feel his erection pressing against her thigh as he grew harder and harder.
 
   “Oh, Oscar, I feel that,” she told him.
 
   “You like that?” he asked her, looking up at her with a crooked grin, his chin resting on her bosom.
 
   She reached down and gripped his rod through his jeans making him yelp in surprise.  But once he realized what was going on, he quickly gripped Sarah’s boobs in his hands and started pinching her nipples through her bikini top.
 
   “Naughty boy,” she scolded him as she continued squeezing the hard bulge in Oscar’s jeans.  “My husband would be very angry with you if he saw you do that.”
 
   “Oh, no, he would understand, I’m sure,” laughed Oscar.  “I think he likes me.”
 
   Sarah laughed at that and then unzipped Oscar’s fly and pulled out his stiff penis.  Stephen was being such an awful prick about this whole thing that she didn’t feel very guilty about it.  Besides, it was incredibly kinky to be giving the landscaper a handjob while her husband argued just downstairs.   Oscar’s prick was dark and veiny and he grunted with pleasure as she stroked her hand up and down his shaft.  He stopped fondling her knockers and started rubbing her pussy, trying to locate her clitoris through the thin fabric of her bikini bottom.  Sarah caught her breath and felt her pulse quicken and her crotch growing moist as she and Oscar brazenly fingered each other’s genitals just 50 feet away from her angry husband.
 
   “Sarah, what the hell are you doing up there?” called Stephen from downstairs and Sarah’s heart leapt into her throat.  She put her fingers to her lips and reluctantly released Oscar’s dick as she turned and ran back to the solid banister that overlooked the living room from the landing where she stood.
 
   Sarah leaned over the railing and called down to her husband.  “I am keeping an eye on this fellow.  I don’t want him stealing anything,” she said in a false whisper.  Just then a fiendish idea came into her mind and she slipped her bikini bottoms off and dropped them to her heels.  Stephen and Manuel could look up and see her from the waist up but her lower half was concealed by the banister.  
 
   “Oh come on, Oscar is a good man, he wouldn’t steal anything,” insisted Manuel, clearly shocked at the very suggestion.
 
   Sarah giggled and wiggled her bare rear at him and Oscar quickly got the hint and he crept up behind Sarah and poked his penis between her round butt cheeks, nudging around with the head of his penis, trying to find the entrance to her labia.  She gasped with surprise as his glans found her slippery twat and he sank himself into her, crouching behind her to stay out of site of the men below.  Luckily Stephen was distracted and didn’t notice her gasp.
 
   “Hmm, I’m not so sure.  I don’t trust these Mexican immigrants, they have nothing to lose,” said Stephen rubbing his chin.  “Better for her to keep an eye on him.”
 
   “Jesus man, he’s not even Mexican, he’s from El Salvador,” complained Manuel.
 
   “No difference,” sniffed Stephen dismissively.
 
   Meanwhile Oscar was pumping away furiously, sliding his fat cock in and out of Sarah while her knuckles whitened as she gripped the banister with all her might.  She gasped again as she tried to hide her arousal.
 
   “What’s the matter dear, you seem pale,” asked Stephen finally taking notice of his wife.  “And you are shaking.”  He forehead creased with concern.
 
   Sarah bit her knuckle struggling to control herself as Oscar thrust into her from behind with more and more urgency, making her sway forward and back.  She gasped and moaned in spite of herself.  “I, I just  can’t believe how racist you are being, Stephen,” she panted.  Then she cried out with a show of emotion.  “Ungh, it’s just, oh god, I can hardly take it.”
 
   Manuel and Stephen exchanged a confused look at Sarah’s sudden outburst of emotion.  She seemed to be on the verge of tears.
 
   “I’m, I’m sorry, honey, I didn’t mean for you to get so upset,” stammered Stephen contritely.  “I mean, I am just a jerk sometimes I guess.”
 
   Oscar reached around and fiddled with Sarah’s clit until she was on the verge of orgasm.  She gripped the banister even tighter than she had thought possible and bowed her head, shaking as the climax overtook.  From where he stood, it seemed to Stephen as though his wife was literally weeping and he gave Manuel another awkward look.
 
   “Women! Go figure,” said Manuel with a shrug.  “But you are racist though.”
 
   “That’s it  baby, that’s it,” whispered Oscar.  “Now it’s my turn.” And the little landscaper from El Salvador pumped load after load of his hot seed up inside of Stephen’s tall gorgeous wife while the pompous cuckold looked up at his pale and shaken wife with trepidation.
 
   “Oh yeah,” agreed Sarah, to both Stephen and Oscar.  She stood up straight and wiped her face dramatically.  “Ok, uh, I need a minute to myself right now.  I just can’t believe what just happened here.  I want you to think about what kind of man you want to be, Stephen,” she told her husband.  Then she ducked away from the banister and scurried down the hall arm in arm with Oscar as the couple cracked up with frantic nervous giggles.
 
   “Oh my god, did you really cum inside me?” asked Sarah in shock, feeling Oscar’s generous load already start to ooze out of her.
 
   “Just a little,” he admitted with a modest shrug.
 
   “Oh shit, you have to get back down there,” said Sarah.  “I need some time to collect myself.”
 
   “I’ll just tell them I was dropping a big load,” he said with an evil grin.
 
   “Just don’t tell Stephen you dropped it inside his wife,” giggled Sarah, touching Oscar’s thick chest affectionately as he zipped up his jeans.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Section 2 - Submissive Wives
 
 
   Mousy Wife in Slutty Dress at Biker Bar
 
   “Honey, you know how I have been trying to convince you to dress more, uh, provocatively when we go out?” asked Milton, gulping with nervousness as he addressed his wife, Sophie.
 
   “Um, yes.  But you know I’m not that kind of woman, dear,” said Sophie softly, looking down at her tea as she stirred it.
 
   “But you have such a sexy body,” urged Milton.  “You should show it off more.  Look, I stopped by the mall and bought you a tube dress to try on.”  He held up a shopping bag toward his wife.
 
   “Oh, god, are you serious?” giggled Sophie, bowing her head to avoid her husband’s inquiring gaze and pushing the hair behind her ear.  “You know I’m too shy to wear some sexy dress in public.”
 
   “Look, can’t you just do it for me, darling?” pleaded Milton, his cock stiffening at the idea of his meek wife strutting around in this revealing outfit.
 
   Sophie peeked at her husband and laughed nervously,  “I’ll try it on, but I won’t promise to wear it out to the bar tonight,” she said, taking the bag from her husband and scurrying off to the bedroom.
 
   Milton followed her down the hall but wasn’t surprised when his wife shut and locked the bedroom door behind her.  She was a remarkably modest women and didn’t like for Milton to watch her change.  He paced back and forth in the hall while she dressed, his palms sweating and his penis quivering at the thought of Sophie’s curves barely contained by the tight dress.
 
   “Oh this will never do, Milton,” called Sophie through the locked door.  “It’s too tight.”
 
   “Let me see,” said Milton, practically jumping up and down with anticipation.
 
   “I don’t even have a strapless bra to wear with it,” complained Sophie.
 
   “Let me see,” repeating Milton.
 
   “I feel slutty,” whimpered Sophie in a small voice.
 
   “Just open the door, honey, please,” pleaded Milton.  He waited for a moment, with his ear to the door, but he heard nothing.  Finally there was a click as Sophie unlocked the door and he rushed into the room.  “My God, you look amazing,” he gushed as he admired Sophie’s hourglass figure.  She wasn’t wearing a bra and her large breasts seemed on the verge of spilling out of the top of the snug black dress at any moment.  The dress clung to her curves, perfectly outlining her narrow waist and wide hips and was so short that it just barely covered her crotch, leaving her shapely legs entirely exposed.  Sophie was blushing furiously and alternated between tugging the top of the dress up to keep her boobs in check and then tugging at the hem to keep her crotch from peeking out.
 
   “Oh this is just impossible,” gasped Sophie in exasperation.  “I don’t have a bra to go with this and my boobs are going to pop out any second,” she complained, pushing her heavy framed glasses back up her nose.
 
   “Please honey, you look simply delectable,” begged Milton, getting down on his knees dramatically.  “This has been a real fantasy of mine for a long time.  To show the world how gorgeous my meek and nerdy wife really is.”
 
   “Hey, who are you calling a nerd?  I thought you were trying to butter me up,” said Sophie, taking her husband’s face in her hands, and looking down at him tenderly.
 
   Milton said nothing and just gazed up at his wife with hope in his eyes.
 
   “Oh jeez, not the puppy dog eyes,” said Sophie, covering her face.  “Ok, ok, I will do it for you.  But we need to go someplace quiet and dark,” she said giggling in confusion.
 
   “I know just the place,” exclaimed Milton, jumping to his feet.  “That little Roadhouse bar down by the freeway.  No one will know us there.”
 
   “Ew, I don’t know,” said Sophie with hesitation.  “That place seems a little run down.”
 
   “I stopped in there once with some fellows from work.  It was very, uh, rustic.  There were hardly any people in there.  And the beer was cheap.”
 
   “Ok, I know this is important for you, but if I feel too uncomfortable, I want to leave right away, ok?” asked Sophie.   She gulped with anxiety at the thought of going out in public in this skimpy dress. She felt practically naked and it filled her stomach with butterflies.
 
   “Absolutely, whatever you say,” said Milton eagerly as they headed out to the car.
 
   ***
 
   When they arrived at the Roadhouse bar, the gravel parking lot was overflowing with Harley Davidsons. 
 
   “Whoa, look at all these motorcycles,” said Sophie with trepidation.   “Are you sure this is a good idea?”
 
   “Um, yeah, I don’t know,” said Milton as he parked the car.  “It looks like a biker convention.”
 
    
 
   They sat for a moment watching the unsavory crowd milling in and out of the bar.  They were mostly grizzled men in beaten up leather jackets, all with a skeleton logos on the back.  But there was an occasional women amongst them, looking haggard and smoking cigarettes.  One of the women noticed Milton and Sophie sitting in their car and approached them with a ragged smile.
 
   Sophie rolled down her window as the woman approached.
 
   “Whatsa matter, you two?  Afraid to come in?” asked the woman with a grin that revealed some missing teeth.  She had bags under her eyes and her breath stunk of beer and tobacco.  “Don’t be nervous.  We might look rough, but we are just as harmless as kittens.”  Then the women noticed Sophie’s dress and she whistled with surprising lewdness.   “Ooo, girl, look at those ta-tas.  Ha, ha.  Come on in, the boys will get a big kick out of you in that little black dress, I’ll tell you what.”
 
   “That’s what I’m afraid of,” admitted Sophie, tugging self-consciously at the top of her dress.
 
   “Oh, don’t worry, I will take care of you, pudding.  Just stick with me,” said the woman, opening the car door for Sophie and helping her out with a bawdy wink.  “I know all these old boys and they won’t lay a finger on you without your say so.”
 
   “Um, thank you,” said Sophie, looking back over her shoulder as her husband quickly climbed out of the car and scampered after them.
 
   “They call me Buttercup, what’s your name, sweetie?” asked the woman as she locked arms with Sophie and headed toward the entrance of the bar.
 
   The dilapidated woman sported a leather jacket with the ubiquitous skeleton, a short denim skirt, and cowboy boots.  She crunched across the uneven gravel of the parking lot casually, providing support to Sophie who teetered along beside her in unfamiliar heels.
 
   “I’m Sophie, and this is my husband, Milton,” said Sophie, as Milton caught up with them breathlessly.
 
   Buttercup pursed her thin, dry lips and tutted at Milton, taking in his pink polo shirt, dockers, and hair plastered to one side.  “Hrmph, the boys won’t like him much,” she muttered to Sophie.
 
   Sophie gave Buttercup a look of concern and didn’t notice that all the bikers by the entrance had stopped to stared at her.
 
   “What’s up, hot stuff?” asked one huge bearded, bear of a man, leering at Sophie and ignoring Milton entirely.  Milton felt his arms pits growing damp with fear at the sight of this huge rough man accosting his wife and was relieved when Buttercup intervened.
 
   “Put it back in your pants, there, Tiny,” snapped Buttercup sharply.  “Sophie here is my pal and I am takin’ her straight to Rogan.”
 
   Tiny’s pals guffawed loudly and slapped him on the back as he cringed under Buttercup’s tongue lashing.  Milton felt his relief draining away as he considered her words.  “Err, wait, who is Rogan?” he asked.
 
   “Rogan is the boss of these mutts,” said Buttercup, putting her nose in the air as she led the nervous couple through the crowded bar, pushing through clumps of big, sweaty bikers.  “He is just going to eat. Sophie. Up,” she cackled.  Milton realized that as worn-down as the woman looked, she probably was no older than he or Sophie.
 
   All the men stopped and ogled Sophie as she passed by with her jiggling, unconstrained boobs and she kept tugging awkwardly at the top of her dress, her head bowed meekly, afraid to make eye contact.  Milton was starting to have second thoughts about this whole experiment.  When he fantasized about showing his wife off to other men, he always pictured nice, upper class professional men like himself, not these rough, poorly dressed motorcycle hooligans.  In fact, Milton didn’t even feel safe here amongst these animals and stuck close to Buttercup’s side for protection since she seemed to have some power over them.
 
   “Go get us some beers and make your yourself useful, Myron,” said Buttercup to Milton dismissively.
 
   “It’s, uh, Milton, actually,” said Milton raising a finger in objection.  But Buttercup just ignored him and hustled his wife away through the crowd.  He and a couple of other men stopped to stare at Sophie’s round buttocks, snugly encased in her tight dress.
 
   “Look at that sweet, sweet, ass,” said one wiry biker to Milton, clapping him on the shoulder roughly.
 
   “Yes, that’s my wife,” said Milton.  “So you might want to be a bit more respectful.”
 
   “Har, har, respectful, huh,” laughed the thin man in Milton’s face.  “Well if you are tapping that ass, then I guess you deserve a bit of respect, cheers,” said the man, holding up his beer in a salute before taking a long sloppy draught.
 
   Milton cast a brief glance at the beer dribbling out the corners of this fellow’s mouth and took that opportunity to scurry off to the bar and fetch some beers for himself, his wife and Buttercup.
 
   Meanwhile, Buttercup lead Sophie to a table at the back of the bar where a group of men stood talking by a battered pool table.  One man in his forties stood out among the rest and was clearly the leader.  He was tall, with broad shoulders and a square jaw.  He wore a neatly trimmed beard and long hair that went past his shoulders.   His skeleton jacket has specials emblems on the front and the other men seemed to defer to him.
 
   “Rogan, look what I brought for you,” said Buttercup, pushing her way into the group with Sophie by her side.  “Her name is Sophie!”
 
   Conversation stopped short and the coarse group fell silent as all eyes were fixed on Sophie’s body.  Her cheeks flushed prettily and she bowed her head as the men brazenly looked her body up and down.
 
   “Holy fuck, Buttercup,” grunted Rogen in appreciation.  “Where did you find this slutty little nerd?  She is built like a goddamn brick shithouse.”  The men all broke out in raucous laughter as Sophie giggled nervously and hid her face in her hands.
 
   “Come now, fellows,” tittered Sophie into her hand.  “You are making me self conscious.”
 
   “Oh, darlin’, they are just playing with you,” said Buttercup, putting her arm around Sophie consolingly.  “I thought you would be used to that sort of thing with a body like that.”
 
   “Oh, I never dress this way,” admitted Sophie, peeking over at Buttercup who gave her an encouraging smile.  “It was my husband’s idea.”
 
   “Your husband?” cried Rogan.  “Where the fuck is he at?”
 
   “Right here, right here,” said Milton, edging his way into the circle of ruffians with three beers clasped in his hands.
 
   The group took one look at him in his pink shirt and khakis and broke out laughing in unison.  He glanced around the group fearfully as he handed Buttercup and Sophie their beers.
 
   “Thank you, honey,” said Sophie quietly, taking the drink.  She turned away slightly to take a big gulp, hoping it would calm her nerves.  Her heart was pounding madly in her chest.
 
   “Let me get this straight,” said Rogan, stepping closer to Sophie while looking Milton in the eye.  “You dressed up your timid little wife like a whore and decided to take her down to hang out with a gang of bikers?  What the fuck were you thinking, man?”  Rogan shot Milton a winning smile and shook his head in disbelief.
 
   “Ah, well, I wouldn’t say that she looks like a whore exactly,” objected Milton, holding up one finger.  His pulse was racing but he felt that he had to stick up for his wife in this group of churlish men.
 
   “Maybe not a whore, but she sure does have the goods on full display,” interjected Buttercup.  She slipped behind Sophie and shook her by the shoulders, making Sophie’s generous bosom shimmy and jiggle.  Sophie  squealed with surprise as the shaking caused her rebellious top to slip down, exposing her gorgeous white cleavage.  She caught it just before it slipped down past her nipples.  While the men hooted and made ribald comments.
 
   “Stop it, Buttercup, my boobs are popping out,” gasped Sophie, her face burning with embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “Yup, your wife sure has a sweet set of knockers on her,” said Rogan, nodding with approval.
 
   “Um, you all keep talking about about me in the third person,” offered Sophie softly.  She kept her chin tucked down as she wriggled her top back up into place.
 
   “Oh, I’m sorry, little lady,” said Rogan, stepping closer.  He took Sophie’s chin gently in his big rough hand and tilted her head up so that her could fix with a piercing gaze.  Sophie gasped in response as she found herself drawn into Rogan’s cold blue eyes.  “You have a lovely pair of tits.  White, big, and jiggly.  Just as I like ‘em.”
 
   Sophie gulped in amazement and felt a tickle of arousal in her belly as this big strong man took her face in his hand and spoke so suggestively.  The group snickered and muttered amongst themselves in response.
 
   “Now, err, that’s quite improper,” objected Milton impotently as he watched this big oaf manhandling his poor wife.
 
   Rogan ignored Milton and continued on, holding Sophie’s head up to maintain her gaze.  “Yup, your tits are making my dick real hard right about now,” he told her.  “What do you think of that?”  Rogan reached down with his other hand and shamelessly adjusted the growing lump in his jeans.
 
   “Um, I guess that’s flattering in a way,” admitted Sophie, feeling locked into Rogan’s stare.  She put her hands over her breasts unconsciously to hide her stiffening nipples.
 
   “Come now, that’s really beyond the pale,” protested Milton.  He summoned his courage and tapped Rogan on the shoulder.  “Please unhand my wife, sir,” he said, fighting the nauseous fear in his gut.
 
   There was a collective inhalation as a hush fell over the group. Rogan released Sophie’s face from his grip and turned to face Milton, drawing himself up to full height and glowering down at the indignant husband.
 
   “Do you have any idea who I am, little man?” asked Rogan quietly.  “I’m the leader around here.  I’m the fucking alpha male.  I snap my fingers and this bunch here would grab you and break you in two!”
 
   Milton’s chin quivered in fear, but he glanced over at his shocked wife, looking on anxiously and he gathered his wits about him.  “Be that as it may,” he stammered.  “Sophie is my wife and you shouldn’t talk to her that way. It’s impolite,” insisted Milton, meeting Rogan’s stern gaze though his face shook like jelly and his gut was writhing with eels.
 
   Rogan’s face dropped in bald amazement and he turned in a full circle with his arms spread, silently imploring everyone to take notice.  A larger group formed around the little circle as bikers all crowded in, craning their heads to see and whispering feverishly to inquire what was happening.
 
   “You know what?” Rogan asked the crowd.  “This little man has a big pair of stones on him, I’ll tell you what,” he said pointing at Milton.  “I wouldn’t have thunk it, but there it is.  A big old pair of stones.”  There was a pregnant pause as the group seemed to hold it’s breath. Rogan relished the moment while Milton stood there, knees shaking, and then he broke out into a broad grin and gave a deep belly laugh.  The crowd exhaled as one as Rogan slapped his knee in delight.  “Which one of you tough guys would stand up to me like that?  I ask you,” laughed Rogan, wiping a tear from his eye.  He came over and put his arm around Milton, crushing him to his side in a an iron grip.  “What’s your name, there?” he asked.
 
   “Milton.”
 
   “You are alright in my book, Milton,” said Rogan as the crowd started to thin out, realizing that no violence was at hand.  “Now what’s the problem between us?  Am I being too rude for you?”
 
   “Well, Sophie is my wife, after all,” said Milton reasonably.  “It’s only appropriate for me to ask other men to treat her with dignity.”
 
   “Dignity,” said Rogan, pursing his lips and furrowing his brow in thought.  He released Milton from his grip and rubbed his chin in thought.
 
   “He just wants you to be more polite,” explained Sophie primly.
 
   “Oh Rogan don’t mean no harm,” put in Buttercup, suppressing a smile.  “He just follows the old adage, treat a lady like a whore and a whore like a lady.”
 
   “Har, har, I sure do, Miss Buttercup.  By your leave ma’am, I surely do,” responded Rogan with a twinkle in his eye as he kissed Buttercup’s hand to the delight of the group.  Bikers pounded each other on the shoulder as Rogan teased Buttercup.
 
   “Oh you rascal, you go on, I know what I am,” laughed Buttercup, withdrawing her hand.
 
   “Ok, Sophie, I beg your pardon, ma’am,” said Rogan, gripping his crotch as he looked Sophie up and down.  “Let me start over, can I?  My name is Rogan, and it is a real pleasure to meet you,” he held out his hand to Sophie.
 
   Sophie glanced at her husband nervously and hesitantly took Rogan’s hand.  “Hello, Rogan.  I am pleased to make your acquaintance,” she said, feeling excitement building inside her.
 
   Rogan put her hand to his lips and kissed it delicately while he fixed her with an intense gaze, making Sophie’s heart flutter madly.  “May I say that your dress is very flattering to your figure?” he asked.  “I hope that’s not too forward.”  The group snickered in response.
 
   “Um, no, uh, thank you very much,” replied Sophie, tugging at her top to keep her breasts in check.  She could feel the group staring at her erect nipples that were poking plainly through the thin fabric.
 
   “You know, Rogan, since you like Sophie’s figure so much, you should invite her back to the clubhouse so that she can give you a better look at it,” suggested Buttercup taking a drag of a cigarette.
 
   “That’s a fine idea, Buttercup,” replied Rogan, rubbing his hands together.  “But you know she would need to go through her initiation first.”
 
   “Of course, of course,” said Buttercup, frowning judiciously and shaking her head.  “No women in the clubhouse until they go through initiation.  I know the rules.”
 
   “What does the initiation entail?” asked Sophie.
 
   “Let me try to say this politely, so I don’t offend your husband,” said Rogan while his fellow chortled knowingly all around.  “We don’t normally allow women in the clubhouse unless they show their loyalty and that they got nothing to hide.”
 
   “I’m not sure I like the sound of this,” said Milton, the sweat beading on his forehead.
 
   “Well men can’t come in at all unless they are full members,” said Buttercup blowing smoke in Milton’s face dismissively.
 
   “Now, now, Buttercup, this is true.  But our friend Milton has shown his worth.  He is a solid man who stood right up to me to defend his wife’s honor, so he’s earned his entrance,” said Rogan drawing himself upright.
 
   “Well, uh, thank you,” said Milton, feeling an unaccountable sense of relief.
 
   “But how do I show that I am loyal and have nothing to hide?” asked Sophie.
 
   “You got to strip down naked in front of the whole gang and then go down on Rogan while everyone watches,” said Buttercup simply, taking a puff of her cigarette.  “Piece of cake.  I did it years ago myself.”
 
   “You sure did,” said Rogan eyeing Buttercup lewdly.  “That’s a hummer I won’t ever forget.”
 
   “Surely you're joking,” stammered Milton, his stomach dropping at the thought.
 
   “I can barely stand everyone looking at me in this dress.  I couldn’t get naked in front of a bunch of strangers,” gasped Sophie in distress.
 
   “You are afraid to get naked for the gang, but you wouldn’t mind the part where you get to suck on my, uh, penis, though, huh?” said Rogan, wagging his eyebrows at Sophie suggestively. 
 
   She bowed her head, her cheeks bright with shame, and said nothing.  She cast a furtive glance at Rogan’s bulge and had to admit she was fascinated by the idea of sucking on his member while her husband watched.  Rogan’s raw animalistic machismo exerted a great attraction over  her. She found herself yearning to service the charismatic gang leader.
 
   “Look, honey, you can wear this Mardi-Gra mask that covers your eyes and leaves your mouth free for business,” said Buttercup.  “You would be surprised how bold you can be hiding behind a mask.”
 
   “This is just preposterous.  There is no way that I can agree to this,” sputtered Milton indignantly, shaking a scolding finger at Rogan.
 
   “Milton, Milton, Milton,” coaxed Rogan, his inner eyebrows raised in show of sincerity.  “This is the ritual of our tribe.  I mean, tribes have had rituals since time immemorial.”  The bikers chortled with mirth at Rogan’s grandiose language.
 
   “Rituals,” spat Milton dismissively.
 
   “Sure, when the woman disrobes before us, she reveals that she has nothing to hide from the group and that we can trust her.  Then she shows her fealty to her lord by going down on her knees before him.  Once she performs her, uh, duties, then she gets anointed with my seed and she is truly one of us,” said Rogan to general guffaws of delight.
 
   Milton looked with disdain at the fat bearded bikers wiping tears of laughter from their eyes all around him and sniffed at the stink of stale beer, sweat, and cigarettes.
 
   “We didn’t come here so Sophie could join a biker gang,” complained Milton.  “This is ridiculous.”
 
   “Well why did you come here, sugar?” asked Buttercup, squinting at Milton with raw malice.  “Why did you doll up your wife in that getup that would make a hooker blush?”
 
   Milton was taken aback by the question and he was at a loss for words.
 
   “I know why,” said Buttercup with a cold laugh.  “You wanted to show off her gorgeous body to other men.  Admit it.”
 
   “That’s true, dear,” piped up Sophie cautiously after Milton stood there gaping for a moment.
 
   “But, but, it’s one thing to wear a slinky dress, and it’s quite another to strip completely naked,” objected Milton weakly.  But his penis was already stiffening again at the thought of it.
 
   “I see your little weiner stirring in your trousers there,” cackled Buttercup.  “You want to show off your woman, then show her off properly.  Don’t be half-assed about it.  Just admit that you're a fucking pervert and go whole hog.”
 
   Milton just stared at the harridan in shock, the blood draining from his face as he realized that she was right.  He did want to show his woman off, and he would love for her to parade around naked in front of a bunch of men but he was too ashamed to admit it.  And he didn’t like the idea of the men being this rough crew of bikers.  He would prefer clean cut college educated men.
 
   “Har, har, she’s a hellcat, ain’t she?” laughed Rogan, slapping his thigh in amusement.  “You can’t fuck with Buttercup, I’ll tell you what.”
 
   “Even if I could agree to the stripping,” began Milton, his palms slick with sweat.  “I couldn’t agree to let her give you a, a blowjob.”
 
   “Oh, listen to you, you little prude,” scoffed Buttercup waving her cigarette around.  “You think Sophie never had another man’s dick in her mouth?”
 
   “Let’s not go down that path,” mumbled Sophie, tapping Buttercup’s arm in warning.
 
   Buttercup cast her a sidelong glance and changed her tack.  “Ok, look, Milton.  A blowjob is nothing at all.  Why it’s just a friendly gesture that a woman does for a man.  There’s nothing to get bent out of shape over.”
 
   “Pish, posh,” said Milton nervously.
 
   “Look Milton, I respect your opinion in this matter, but at the end of the day, shouldn’t we really be asking your wife what she thinks of all this?” asked Rogan with a broad grin.  
 
   “Um, well, I do like the mask idea. I remember in anthropology class they talked about the transformational power of masks.  I can explore a wilder identity, channel the trickster spirits,” she said with a wan smile.
 
   “Oh my god,” replied Milton, his face pale and his gut full of ice.  “What have I gotten us into?”
 
   “Quit your belly achin’, we can all see the stiffy in your pants you little pervert,” laughed Buttercup.  “Come on, Sophie, you’re gonna have a ball turning this trick.”
 
   “No, no, you take Milton, I’ll take Sophie on my bike,” said Rogan, smoothly taking Sophie by the arm and whisking her away.
 
   “Back to the clubhouse!” bellowed a huge biker beside Milton.  And soon the whole crowd was chanting, “Back to the clubhouse,” as they parted to allow Rogan to pass with Milton’s wife teetering along beside him, clutching at the top of her dress to keep her tits from spilling out.  Then the whole gang filed out behind their leader and Milton watched in sick fascination.  He really had underestimated how serious this situation was.
 
   “Come on then, numbnuts.  Let’s go.  Just follow the boys, and don’t get lost,” said Buttercup with contempt, pawing her straw like hair out of her face as she lead Milton out of the bar.  Milton walking into a wall of insane cacophony as forty or fifty Harley Davidsons all revved up at once.  He clapped his hands to his ears in pain and ran to his car to follow the gang back to their secret lair.  He watched with nauseous jealousy as Rogan drove away with Sophie on the back of his bike, clinging to him for dear life as they roared away.
 
   Milton, followed the motorcyclists for just a short drive until they came to a innocuous dirt road that led back into the woods for a few hundred yards.  There they came to  a large asphalt lot and a modest wooden lodge building.  Milton parked his car and squirmed through the crowd of milling bikers to get inside.  They looked at him strangely but stepped aside to let him pass until he got to the front door where his path was blocked by Tiny, the huge fellow that Buttercup had chided on the way into the bar earlier.
 
   “You can’t come in here, little man,” said Tiny, towering over Milton threateningly.
 
   “Rogan said I could,” insisted Milton defiantly, and everyone within earshot hushed when he said it.
 
   “Oh, yeah, is that right?” said Tiny.  “How about if I call him up here and ask him myself?”
 
   “Please do,” said Milton and several big men whistled with surprise at his brashness.
 
   Tiny deflated slightly and seemed a bit querulous as he poked his head back into the lodge and called for Rogan.
 
   Rogan appeared instantly and beamed when he saw Milton.  “Milton, come in, come in.  I am glad you found the place.  I want you to stand up front next to me so you have a good view when I put my cock in your wife’s mouth,” he laughed, pounding Milton on the shoulder heavily and leading him inside.
 
   The front of the lodge was one big hall with folding tables and chairs all around.  There were deer heads mounted on the walls and huge cases stocked with automatic weapons of all kinds.  When Milton saw the arsenal, he recalled suddenly that motorcycle gangs were often involved in serious crime like drug smuggling and his heart started pounding with anxiety.  At the back of the hall Milton noticed a full bar as Rogan lead Milton to the center of the room.
 
   “Bring out the slut!” bellowed Rogan as the gang formed a ragged circle all around them.  “No offense intended of course,” said Rogan conversationally to Milton as an aside.  
 
   Sophie suddenly appeared at the edge of the crowd, wearing a slightly tattered Mardi Gras mask with peacock feathers that covered her eyes.  Buttercup lead her hesitantly to the center to stand before Rogan and Milton.
 
   “Take off that dress, little lady and show the boys what you got,” said Rogan.
 
   “I don’t think I can do this, Rogan,” stammered Sophie, glancing over at her husband nervously.
 
   “Oh, come on, now,” said Rogan reaching over and pulling her under his arm affectionately.  “Looky here, the boys are all eager to see some poontang,” he said gesturing around the room at the collected ruffians surrounding them.  Milton looked at the feral gang licking their chops expectantly and gulped in apprehension.  “Besides, no one will recognize you in that mask.  Heck, no one here would recognize you even without the mask.”
 
   “That’s true, but I still feel weird doing this in front of so many strange men.  Can’t we go in a back room and do it with just you and I?” she asked glancing around the room at the dirty bearded men all around.
 
   “Hey, hey, there will be time for that later, little darling,” laughed Rogan, sharing a knowing glance with Buttercup.  “You heard, that, Milton?  Your little wife can’t wait to go one on one with me.”
 
   “Yeah, uh, I’m not sure I’m ok with that,” stammered Milton.  
 
   “Why don’t you introduce her to some of the boys, so they won’t seem so strange to her,” suggested Buttercup with a sly grin.
 
   “Good idea, come on Sophie,” said Rogan, leading her over to one of the big bikers while Milton and Buttercup tagged along behind.  “Sophie, this is Tiny.  Tiny, meet Sophie.”
 
   “Howdy, ma’am,” said Tiny, bowing his head politely.
 
   “Sophie her is just dying to show you her snatch, you know,” said Rogan conversationally.
 
   “Rogan!” exclaimed Sophie in surprise, blushing madly behind her mask.
 
   “I’d be much obliged to see it, ma’am,” said Tiny.
 
   “Go on, show him,” urged Rogan, hiking up the hem of Sophie’s dress to expose her pink panties.
 
   “Oh my god,” gasped Sophie, glancing around the room nervously.
 
   “You don’t have to do this, honey,” said Milton, trying to hide the fear in his quavering voice.
 
   “No, no, I will channel the trickster spirit,” mumbled Sophie as she pulled her panties down, exposing her dark curly bush to the huge biker.
 
   The fellows on either side crowded around eagerly to see, hooting and whistling in excitement while Milton’s stomach dropped in dread.
 
   “Lookit that snatch, willya, boys,” chattered Rogan, bending down to inspect Sophie’s pussy closely while she gingerly held up the hem of her dress so all the bikers could get a good look.  He reached out boldly and ran his fingers through her pubic hair, fluffing it out slightly and sending a thrill of arousal through Sophie’s body like an electric shock.
 
   “Now, don’t touch,” mumbled MIlton ineffectually while his own phallus stiffened at the sight of this stranger fingering his wife’s genitals.
 
   “Hush up, Milton, don’t be a party pooper,” hissed Buttercup.
 
   “Get that dress off, Sophie, don’t hold back now.  Look how much the boys are enjoying themselves,” said Rogan expansively.  
 
   Sophie eyed the slavering bikers crowding all around her with trepidation.  But it dawned on her that she had a strange sort of control over them as they gazed, mesmerized, at her crotch.  It excited her to hold such sway over this rowdy bunch and she willed herself to pull her dress up higher.  But she struggled and couldn’t get it off over her head.  She turned instinctively to her husband and asked,  “I can’t get this off, can you unzip me, dear?”
 
   “Um, yes, I guess so,” said Milton as he fumbled to pull his wife’s zipper down and the bikers sniggered at him.
 
   “That’s better,” said Sophie and she wriggled out of her dress and stood naked before the group of bikers while they all looked on in awe, silenced for a moment as they drank in the sight of her nude form.
 
   “Ho-ly shit!” cried Buttercup finally.  “Girl, if you ain’t a stripper, you missed your calling!”
 
   “No, I’m not a stripper, I’m a CPA,” giggled Sophie, giddy with all the attention as her nipples hardened in the cool breeze.  It felt so odd to be standing naked before all these men.  She felt her vagina grow moist in response to the lustful stares of the bikers all around.
 
   Rogan shook his head in admiration and strode forward toward Sophie.  “Look at this figure, boys.  Perfect hourglass!” he said, standing behind Sophie and running his hands down her sides, past her narrow waist and over her broad hips.  Sophie gasped with pleasure as the gang leader ran his calloused hands over her tender body.
 
   “Nice narrow waist,” he said, gripping her by the waist firmly and making her squeal with pleasure.  “Good, baby-birthing hips,” he continued, sliding his hands down over her soft hips.  Milton looked on in sick fascination as his wife was man-handled and put on display for all this hoodlums, his penis throbbing stiffly in his pants.  “And check out these titties!”  Rogan cupped Sophie’s huge white breasts in his hands and pinched her pink nipples between her fingers while the men all cooed with appreciation.  He ground his stiffening bulge up against her delicate bottom and Sophie felt his penis prodding between her butt cheeks.
 
   “Let’s see the ass!” begged Tiny, gripping his jock shamelessly as he looked Sophie up and down.
 
   “Show em, honey, show em that ass,” said Rogan, taking Sophie by the shoulder and spinning her around forcefully.  She gulped and bent over slightly so that the men could get a good look and Rogan reached around to slap on round cheek playfully.  “Nice bounce on that ass,” he commented, patting each cheek in turn.  “Nice and round.  You are a lucky man, Milton,” he said looking over at Milton with an impish grin.
 
   “Err, yes, I know,” said Milton, struggling to hide his erection from his wife to no avail.
 
   “Ooh, honey, you look like you’re really hard,” said Sophie.
 
   “No, I’m, uh, not really,” lied Milton.
 
   But Sophie reached right over and pinched the bulge in Milton’s pants to determine his arousal for herself.  “Yes you are,” she purred.  “You like this!”
 
   “Bend over a little more, Sophie,” commanded Rogan, and Sophie obediently complied, putting her hands on her knees and jutting her bare ass out toward the circle of admiring bikers.
 
   “Shit, look at those pussy lips puffing out like that,” said Rogan, pointed to Sophie’s swollen labia, peeking out between her milky white thighs.  He poked a finger into her cunt from behind and Sophie gasped with pleasure.
 
   “Oh, Rogan!” she moaned, arching her back to offer herself to him.  “You musn’t!”
 
   “You’re mouth says no, but your twat is soaking wet,” he chuckled as he sunk a finger deep into her sodden snatch.
 
   “You really shouldn’t finger my wife like that,” admonished Milton, nursing his own hardon.
 
   “Ok, Milton, ok,” said  Rogan.  “You are right.  Do me a favor though, will you smell my finger?”  The men all around broke out in raucous laughter and Milton blushed with embarassment as Rogan held out his index finger toward Milton, still slick with his wife’s juices.  “Too squeamish?  Oh well, I would have thought you’d have smelled this plenty.  Anyway, it’s time for Sophie to suck on my dick and prove her loyalty.  Tiny, throw down your jacket so Sophie don’t skin her knees on the concrete.”  Tiny eagerly complied, whipping off his jacket and laying it delicately at his leader’s feet.  “Now come kneel before me, little lady,” said Rogan offering her his hand.
 
   Sophie, took Rogan’s hand and gazed deep into her husband’s eyes as the gang leader chivalrously helped her to her knees before him.  
 
   “That’s right, look your husband in the eyes and unzip my fly,” commanded Rogan, grinning evilly over at Milton who could only gulp helplessly in return as he watched his wife obediently unfasten Rogan’s belt.
 
   “I’m just going to suck it a little bit, dear,” explained Sophie to Milton as she yanked down on Rogan’s fly and his stiff penis came popping out, hitting her in the face unexpectedly.
 
   “Oh my goodness, it’s so veiny!” she exclaimed naively while the bikers all chortled and poked each other in the ribs.
 
   “I hope it’s not too scary,” said Rogan gently, putting his hand on Sophie’s head and guiding his dick toward her mouth.
 
   “No, I like it, it’s rough and tough looking,” she tittered to the delight of the crowd before eagerly taking Rogan’s glans into her mouth and sucking fitfully on it.
 
   “Ahh, yeah, that a girl,” he sighed in pleasure, looking over at Milton with satisfaction while Sophie vigorously fellated him.
 
   Milton looked on in enthrallment while Sophie licked Rogan’s veiny shaft, slurped on his swollen head and lapped obediently at his hairy balls with the bikers shouting encouragement all the while.  
 
   “Look at her go!” exclaimed Rogan, turning to Milton and gesturing down at his wife’s passionately blowjob.  “She sure is eager to prove her loyalty to me!”
 
   “Yes, err, she is being quite thorough, isn’t she?” admitted Milton sadly while Sophie tugged urgently on Rogan’s shaft while sucking hard on the head of his cock.
 
   “Yep, that’s enough, now lay on your back, and spread ‘em for me,” said Rogan suddenly.
 
   “Wait, the deal was for a blowjob only!” squawked Milton shrilly.
 
   But Sophie eagerly lay on her back while another biker gallant tucked his jacket beneath her head as a pillow.  She looked up at Rogan with a smoldering gaze of desire and spread her legs for him ardently.
 
   “Oh, yeah, you are right,” said Rogan, snapping his fingers and swinging his stiff cock around.  “I forgot.  Sorry, Sophie.  We had a deal after all.  Only a blowjob.  No fucking.”
 
   “Uh, no, please, I want it,” grunted Sophie, spreading her labia for him desperately, exposing her pink inner snatch while the bikers crowded around and hooted like deranged primates.
 
   “You want what, Sophie?” asked Rogan, pretending ignorance, while he stroked his rod and gazed down at her moist hole, spread open in supplication.
 
   “I want you inside me!” she gasped, squirming in anticipation and arching her back to make her pussy more available to him.
 
   “Sophie, how could you?” cried Milton in despair.
 
   “Please, Milton, can’t we do it just this once?  I’m so horny!” begged Sophie, thrusting her pelvis back and forth in yearning.
 
   “Well, it’s up to you my friend,” said Rogan, slapping Milton on the shoulder heavily with one hand while he held his stiff quivering phallus in the other.  “Want me to plow your old lady for you?”
 
   “Oh, jesus,” groaned Milton, covering his face with his hand.
 
   “Is that a yes?” coaxed Rogan, bending down to peer up at Milton.
 
   “Ugh, yes, do it and get it over with,” mumbled Milton, pushing Rogan away.
 
   “Yeah, that’s what I thought you’d say,” said Rogan, dropping his trousers and climbing onto Milton’s waiting wife.
 
   “Oh, God, yes! That’s so good,” cried Sophie lustily as Rogan slid his thick cock inside her.  The bikers all clapped and cheered at Sophie’s exclamations of passion while Rogan started pumping away.
 
   Milton looked down at Rogan’s back as the big biker thrust his manhood in and out of Sophie’s tight hole.  His muscular buttocks were framed by Sophie’s pale thighs and calves, spread wide to receive him.  Her thin white arms encircled the his broad, tan back as she clung to him and her head was tossed to the side in abandon while she grunted and moaned loudly under each pounding jab of the biker’s dick inside her.  Milton was spellbound watching his meek little wife gibbering madly as an orgasm overtook her.
 
   “I’m coming inside you baby!” shouted Rogan as he ground his pelvis down upon her, pushing himself in even deeper than before to loose his seed.
 
   Milton watched in a daze as Rogan climbed off of Sophie and raised his arms triumphantly to the cheers of his gang, his dick slick with cum and slowly deflated as he turned proudly in a circle.  Then he came over and shook Milton’s hand, grabbing it and pumping it cordially.
 
   “You and your wife are always welcome here, my friend.  That’s the tightest snatch I’ve had in months, I’ll tell you what.  And she really appreciates a good fuck, if you know what I mean.  She really shows her gratitude,” gushed Rogan.
 
   Milton just stared at him dumbfounded and said nothing.  Tiny and another fellow bent down and helped Sophie sit up.  Her cheeks were flushed with arousal and her mask was nowhere to be seen.  The big biker whispered in her ear and she nodded happily.  The next thing Milton knew, she was on all fours, sucking Tiny’s cock while a small wiry biker was dicking her from behind, gripping her hips and humping away like a little dog.
 
   “Jesus Christ,” exclaimed Milton at the sight.  
 
   “Oh, don’t get bent out of shape,” chuckled Rogan, bending down to retrieve his pants.  “Of course the boys are going to take turns with her.  It’s to be expected.  She’s loving it, look at her.”
 
   Milton look on in a daze as Sophie grunted and moaned with pleasure while she sucked and fucked bikers two at a time.  In return, they spurted jism in her mouth on her ass, inside her womb, in her hair, on her back, on her boobs, in her face, and basically all over her until she was practically coated in cum.  Milton found himself kneeling before her at one point while she sucked his own penis mindlessly, barely aware that she was servicing her own husband, in her stupor of lust.  He looked down as her lips, slick with the semen of other men, wrapped around his shaft and he shot his own load right down her throat which she gulped down greedily.
 
   She looked up then in gratitude and recognized Milton.  “Oh, it’s you!   You sure gave me a healthy mouthful there!  You must be enjoying the show.  I’m glad you finally took your turn.  I didn’t want you to be left out,” she said sweetly.
 
   “Uh, yes, thank you,” said Milton at a loss for words, shocked at the chunky globs of ejaculate dripping from Sophie’s hair.
 
   After some indeterminate amount of time, all the bikers had taken one or two turns fucking and jizzing on Sophie and they all milled around drinking beers and chatting good naturedly, basking in post-orgasm good spirits.  Buttercup came over and helped Sophie to her feet and she was soon drinking beer and conversing with the bikers still completely unselfconscious about being  naked and covered in semen. 
 
   Milton approached the group where Sophie was laughing with Tiny, Rogan, Buttercup and some other thugs.
 
   “Err, shouldn’t you cover up or something, dear?” asked Milton nervously.
 
   “Ha, really, darling, it’s hardly a time to feign modesty after I’ve had messy sex with practically every man in the room,” laughed Sophie, tucking a cum-soaked lock of hair behind her ear.
 
   “Ha, ha, yes, quite,” stammered Milton as the group broke out laughing.
 
   “Here, we got something for you to wear though,” said Rogan, gesturing to  Buttercup with his beer.
 
   “Oh, yeah,” grinned Buttercup, producing a leather vest.  She held it up for display the back which had the skeleton logo of the gang along with the words “Property of…” at the top and then “Official Fuck Slut” at the bottom.
 
   “Wow, that’s classy,” teased Sophie.  “Is that for me?”
 
   “Yup,” said Buttercup, helping Sophie into the vest.  “You are property of the club now.”
 
   “That’s wonderful,” muttered Milton sardonically.  “Your friends will be impressed.”
 
   “Oh my god, imagine if I showed this vest to my friends?” gasped Sophie with a laugh.  “They would be simple scandalized.”
 
   “And they wouldn’t even believe that it was true,” agreed Milton glumly.
 
   “Thank you so much, I will always cherish this,” said Sophie, kissing Buttercup on the cheek with a twinkle in her eye.
 
   “You got to be careful, wearing that in public, though,” warned Rogan.  “That vest grants any member the right to stop you and demand sex wherever you may be and you are required to comply.  That’s the deal.  In return, you receive our protection.”
 
   “Uh, ok, got it,” laughed Sophie.  “I feel so safe now,” she told her husband, suppressing a smile.
 
   “Yes, so do I,” said Milton, eyeing the gun racks in trepidation.  “Look, I think we should be going now.”
 
   “Ok, dear, I agree, I am simply exhausted from all that sucking and fucking,” chirped Sophie with a sly grin.
 
   “Uh, yeah,” replied Milton, rubbing his head in confusion.
 
   “How does it feel to be such a massive cuckold?” leered Buttercup, giving Milton a sneer.
 
   “Lay off him, Buttercup.  He was a good sport.  But you come here, Sophie,” said Rogan, grabbing Sophie and giving her a deep passionate kiss.  “You are a damn good fuck, little lady.  Don’t be a stranger now.  I want to see you back here soon so that I can use you for sex.”
 
   “Yessir,” replied Sophie, saluting smartly.
 
   “Darling, it warmed my heart to see you down there fucking all those boys like a champ.  I feel like you became a woman today,” said Buttercup, holding Sophie at arm’s length and looking her naked body up and down.  She shook Sophie’s shoulders and make her cum-slicked boobs jiggle and bounce, the sight of which made Milton’s penis stiffen again slightly and he noticed all the other men of the group paying particular attention as well.
 
   “Gosh, uh, thank you, Buttercup,” said Sophie awkwardly, crossing her hands over her sodden bush.  “Um, did you see my dress anywhere?  It’s time to go.”
 
   “Oh, honey, that old thing is all trampled and torn, you should just scoot out of here in your birthday suit,” said Buttercup, shaking her head.
 
   “Really, wow, ok,” said Sophie, looking at her husband with a raised eyebrow.
 
   “I guess it doesn’t matter much at this point, just duck down in the seat and I will pull right into the garage when we get home,” said Milton, throwing up his hands.
 
   Several more men stopped Sophie to kiss and grope her as she and Milton made their way through the crowd toward the door. Milton stood by watching uncomfortably as random men took their liberties with her, pinching her nipples, grasping her bare buttocks, and fingering her twat as she giggled and pushed them away affectionately.  Finally they made it out into the cool night air and Milton breathed a sigh of relief.
 
   “Ooh, the semen feels cold out here, I can feel it all over,” commented Sophie matter-of-factly as she reached back and delicately extracted a sticky mass from between her butt cheeks.
 
   “Thanks for sharing,” replied Milton snarkily.
 
   “Don’t be like that, darling,” pouted Sophie as they approached the car.  “It’s not my fault things got a little out of hand this evening.”
 
   “A little out of hand?” croaked Milton, opening the door for her.  “That’s the understatement of the year.  Ugh, do we have anything to put on the seat.  You are going to get, uh, jism all over everything.”
 
   “Oh, well, just take the car in for detailing tomorrow,” she replied breezily as she flopped down on the seat.
 
   Milton was pensive on the ride home and Sophie was elated, riding an intense endorphin high of the sort she had never known.
 
   “That was the most incredible experience of my life,” chirped Sophie as the streetlamp light intermittently illuminated her naked body.
 
   “I’m still trying to come to terms with it,” admitted Milton, struggling with a combination of jealousy, shame, and arousal.  “I actually feel pretty nauseous right now.”
 
   “Poor baby, I will make you a nice mint tea when we get home,” said Sophie, patting Milton on the hand to comfort him.
 
   He smiled crookedly at his caring wife and it struck him how odd it was to contrast their quiet domestic little life with Sophie’s nude, cum-slick body and her greasy motorcycle vest.  When they pulled into their driveway, Milton realized that the garage door opening wasn’t working, so they had to park there in front of the garage.  
 
   “Do you want me to run in and get you a robe?” asked Milton, 
 
   “Maybe not, I don’t see anyone around,” replied Sophie, looking up and down their silent suburban street, deserted at this late hour.  She climbed out of the car and was about the scurry into the house when she practically bumped into their neighbor, Harold, smoking a cigarette in the bushes that separated their two yards.
 
   “Oh, shit, sorry,” gasped Harold, trying to hide his cigarette nervously.  Then he realized that Sophie was naked except for her vest and his eyes bulged out of his head.
 
   “Harold!  Does Diane know you are smoking out here?” cried Sophie in shock.  “I thought you quit last year.”
 
   “Please don’t tell her,” begged Harold, unable to pull his eyes away from Sophie’s tits bouncing with her indignation.  “Um, why aren’t you dressed?”
 
   “Don’t change the subject, Harold, this is a serious matter,” said Sophie, trying unsuccessfully to pull the vest closed to cover her boobs.  She resorted to crossing her arms over her chest to hide her stiff nipples.  “You promised your family that you would quit smoking.”
 
   “It’s a terrible addiction, Sophie, you don’t understand,” protested Harold as he stared at Sophie’s exposed bush, visible in the moonlight.
 
   “Harold, stop staring at my vagina and look me in the eye,” demanded Sophie.  “You owe it your loved ones to care for you health.”
 
   “You’re right, dear, but let’s harangue Harold about this tomorrow,” said Milton diplomatically, slipping around the car and leading his wife back toward the house.  
 
   “And stop staring at my bottom!  You should be ashamed of yourself,” scolded Sophie over her shoulder as Harold gaped in amazement at the message on the back of her vest and then down at her round, ripe, rump.
 
   “I’m, I’m sorry, Sophie,” called Harold.  “I mean, I beg your pardon!”
 
   “The nerve of that man!” cried Sophie as Milton let her into the house.  “Leering at my body like that with a filthy cigarette in his hand as he slowly makes a widow of his poor wife.
 
   “Well, darling, be reasonable, I mean, you are practically naked,” said Milton, taking a paper towel and dabbing at the cum on Sophie’s chest.  “Darling, you are mess, you need to go jump in the shower and wash this grotesque biker seed off yourself.”
 
   “It’s not grotesque, I like it,” said Sophie, capturing a glob that dangled from her nipple and putting it her mouth seductively.  “Tastes like  ox roast,” she said devilishly.
 
   “Oh my god, you terrible,” laughed Milton in shock.
 
   “Do you think Harold wants to fuck me?” asked Sophie over her shoulder as she headed off to the bathroom.
 
   “Well I could hardly blame him if he did,” said Milton, trailing after her down the hall.
 
   “Hhmm, go tell him that I will keep quiet about his cigarette if he comes over and scrubs my back in the shower,” said Sophie as she turned on the shower faucet.
 
   “Uh, wait a minute, are you serious?” asked Milton, his penis awakening again at the transgressive idea.
 
   “I sure am, unless you are too afraid?” asked Sophie with an arched brow as she tossed her vest aside and stepped under the steamy stream of fresh water.
 
   Milton stood indecisively for a moment and then headed back out into the night to make Harold an offer that he was sure he wouldn’t refuse.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Boss Takes your Wife on a Weekend Trip to a Nude Beach
 
   You have been working at the same firm for 5 years which is a long time these days.  You were hoping to be promoted to manager when your boss moved on to another company, but they brought in a guy named Jimmy Johnson who is in his thirties, has an MBA, and who had lead a highly successful product launch at another company.  You are in your 40’s now and are despairing of ever breaking into management.  They threw a special happy hour party the first Friday after Johnson arrived and they encouraged everyone to bring their spouses.  Your wife was excited by the opportunity to dress up since you don’t take her out much any more.
 
   “How do I look?” asks your wife spinning in place.  She is wearing a little black cocktail dress with a short hem half-way up her thigh, black stockings, and high heels.  The dress has a low-cut neckline which shows off her large breasts and she is wearing her grandmother’s pearls which are classy.
 
   “You look great,” you say unhappily adjusting your tie in the mirror.
 
   “Look honey, I know this is tough for you, but we can get through this,” says your wife with concern coming over to rub your shoulder.  “Why you make a good living now, we don’t really need the extra money from that promotion.”
 
   “It’s not the money, dear,” you sigh.  “It’s really a question of my self-esteem.  I know I have the potential to be more than just a worker bee.”
 
   “Well, you’ll always be tops in my book,” says your wife cheerfully.  “Come on, let’s just go and enjoy ourselves, ok?”
 
   You look at you wife’s happy expression and can’t help but smile in response.  She is so happy just to be going out to a party that you make a mental note to take her out more often. 
 
   ***
 
   You arrive at the party and your wife goes off with some of the other women that she knows.  You grab a drink and join some coworkers from your department.
 
   “He’s such a smug douchebag!” complains your friend Wilson.
 
   “Who, Johnson?” you ask, joining the conversation mid-stream.
 
   “Yeah,” says Wilson nodding to you in greeting.  “He interviewed me yesterday and he basically asked what value I was adding to the company.”
 
   “Oh he did that with everyone,” you say shaking your head.  “He’s just trying to establish dominance and put us on our heels.  Don’t let it get to you.”
 
   “Well it sucks that they brought in an outside person for that position,” blusters Wilson taking another drink.
 
   A couple of the other fellows nod agreement and cast your furtive glances.  Many of them consider you the team leader and would have been happy to see you get that promotion.
 
   Just then you hear a cackle of laughter and you look across the room.  Johnson has joined the group of women that your wife was talking with and has casually draped his arm across your wife’s shoulder.  The women in the group are all laughing at some witty comment that he made.  You grit your teeth at the sight of this young prick taking such liberties with your wife, but you are determined not to show any jealousy.  The other guys look at you with concern but you just smile wanly.
 
   “Yeah, trying to establish dominance…” mutters your friend Wilson with annoyance.  His own wife is in that group laughing along with the other women and talking to Johnson excitedly.
 
   “I guess our boy Johnson is a real hit with the ladies,” says Sanders ruefully.  He has a stain on his tie and his shirt needs ironing.  He hasn’t been the same since his own wife left him last year.
 
   You just shake your head and change the subject to sports.  The night progresses and you move from group to group chatting with various folks from different departments.  You notice that Johnson is spending an inordinate amount of time talking with and touching your wife. 
 
   You manage to avoid talking to Johnson for most of the night.  But just as you were ready to leave and are about to go find your wife, Johnson approaches you with a good looking blonde on his arm.
 
   “Smith, there you are!” he says loudly.  “Have you met my wife, Marrissa?”
 
   Johnson’s wife nods at you coldly.  
 
   “Hello, I’m sorry, I didn’t realize that Jimmy was married,” you say.
 
   “You wouldn’t think so from the way he’s been acting all night, would you?” she says stiffly, giving her husband a dirty look.
 
   “I have no idea what you are talking about, darling,” says Johnson with a roguish smile.  “Here, be a dear and have the car brought around, I want to have a quick word with Smith, here.”
 
   Marissa sniffs angrily and strides away as requested.  You take a moment to admire her slim figure as she departs.
 
   “Hot body, huh?” asks Johnson noticing your interest.
 
   “Uh, what?” you ask, taken by surprise. 
 
   “Never mind.   Look, I want to ask you a favor,” says Johnson, putting his arm around your shoulder and speaking quietly.  “I met your wife tonight and found her to be simply charming.”
 
   “Yeah, she’s a great lady,” you say, restraining the urge to draw away from him.
 
   “She’s really fun.  Anyway, I know this is really irregular, but how would you feel if I invited your wife on a weekend trip?”  Johnson smiles at you with a devilish glint in his eye.
 
   You are completely shocked by this and it takes you a moment to gather your wits about you.  “What, just you and her?” you stammer.
 
   “Basically, yes.  I might also invite a couple of my old college buddies along,” he says softly, looking around to make sure no one overhears.
 
   “Yeah, that is… irregular…” you say trying to think of an appropriate response.  “I guess that would be up to her.”
 
   “She said she was game if you were ok with it,” says Johnson wiggling his eyebrows at you suggestively.
 
   “Where were you thinking of going?” you ask, struggling to suppress your anger.
 
   "There is a great little nude beach up the coast a little ways," he says nonchalantly.  "My own wife is too uptight to go…"
 
   “You’ve got to be kidding!” you cry out, pulling away from him.  A couple of people look over curious about your outburst.  Your heart is pounding and your palms are slick with sweat.
 
   “Easy, easy.  You don’t have to answer now.  Just think it over,” says Johnson making a calming gesture with his palms down.  “Ciao!”   And with that he walks off with smirk on his face.
 
   At first you are angry, but it quickly crosses your mind that this might be a way to unseat Johnson before he can even get situated.  You wonder if this qualifies as sexual harassment.  You go find your wife and make your final goodbyes before heading out.  Once you are both out in the car, you sit pensively thinking over the angles of the situation and waiting for your wife to spill the beans.
 
   “So I guess Jimmy talked to you about his request?” she asks finally. She seems embarrassed and chagrined.
 
   “He said you agreed to go off to a nude beach with him if I approved,” you say calmly looking out at the road illuminated by your headlights in the dark.
 
   “Well I was just kidding around, dear,” says your wife hurriedly. “I guess I had a bit too much to drink… and… I don’t know…  I know you won’t want to hear this but he really is a funny young fellow in his own way.”  You glance over to see her looking over at you with concern, biting her lip apprehensively.
 
   “He’s a prick, Martha.  A douchebag,” you say firmly.  “Christ, were you really charmed by that little scoundrel?”  You arch your brow at her.
 
   “A bit, dear, a bit,” she admits with a rueful smile.  “He has a way about him.  Men don’t really pay as much attention to me as they used to, but he has a way of looking at a woman… That makes her feel…” she laughs nervously.  “Desirable?”
 
   “Oh shit, Martha,” you say looking at her sadly.  “Don’t I tell you how beautiful you are often enough?”
 
   “You do, dear, you do,” says your wife quickly.  “But other men don’t do that much anymore.  And that erodes my self-esteem.  So I hope you don’t mind if I enjoy the attention of a prickish young douchebag a bit.  Of course I wouldn’t dream of actually going along with him.”  She tries to smile bravely, but you can tell she actually feels insecure and ashamed of herself.
 
   “It’s alright, dear,” you say, patting her on the knee.  “But actually, I think you should go with him.”
 
   “What?!” she squawks in amazement.  “What are you talking about?”
 
   “This might be a great opportunity for me to get Johnson fired,” you say smugly.  “The request alone probably qualifies as harassment, but if you actually go on a trip with him, that will definitely seal the deal.”
 
   “Darling, think what you are saying!” gasps your wife.  “A nude beach?”
 
   “Just because you go to a nude beach doesn’t mean you have to take your clothes off,” you say reasonably.  “What’s the matter, don’t you think you can handle yourself around this young upstart?  Are you afraid he will succeed in seducing you?”  You shoot her a quick teasing smile and she laughs nervously.
 
   “You know I would never cheat on you, honey,” she says.  “And yes, I think I should be able to handle a man ten years younger than myself…  I just better swear off the liquor during this trip.”
 
   “That’s the spirit!” you laugh.  “I’ll put an audio recording app on your smartphone and we will get all the goods we need to get this brash interloper fired and open that position up for me to take.”  And though you are laughing, it bothers you that your wife wouldn’t trust herself to drink around young Johnson.
 
   ***
 
   The following day, you wife phones Johnson and makes the plans to head off to the beach.  You and she are sitting together in the living room as she places the call.
 
   “Hello Jimmy, it’s Martha Smith,” says your wife.  “... yes, that’s what I’m calling about.  My husband has agreed to let me come along with you…” She shoots you a nervous glance.  “Oh, well… you see he’s very confident in our relationship…”  You realize that Johnson probably never  expected your wife to go through with this and are worried that he will back down.  Martha listens with furrowed brow for a moment and then breaks out laughing.  “Oh Jimmy!” she exclaims gayly.  “Don’t be naughty.  My husband is open-minded, but not that open-minded…”  You look are her in surprise and she blushes slightly as she listens to Johnson.  “Yes well next week works fine… No I certainly will not!  I expect you to be on your best behavior, young man…  Ok, I will tell him…  Yes, I am too… Bye now…”  Your wife hangs up and you are annoyed at how flushed with excitement she seems.
 
   “What was that all about?” you ask jealously.
 
   “I don’t think he expected you to go along with it,” says your wife with an impish smile.  “But he recovered pretty quickly.”
 
   “What did he say?” you ask, but you aren’t sure you want to know.
 
   You wife blushes more deeply.  “Oh just some typically cocky comments.  We agreed that he would send a car for me next weekend.”
 
   “Ok, Ok,” you say shaking your head.  “I hope I don’t end up regretting this.”
 
   “Oh darling,” says your wife.  “Don’t worry.”  She  come over and plops down into your lap, wrapping her arms around you.  “You’re the only man for me.  I will put that little fool in his place.”
 
   ***
 
   The following week you go to work as usual but Johnson makes no reference to his planned tryst with your wife.  When Saturday rolls around, you and she go over the plan one final time as she waits for the car to arrive.
 
   “Ok Martha,” you tell her.  “I put that recording app on your phone.  It does both audio and video, but I assume that you will only be able to grab audio.”
 
    
 
   “Right, I played with it and I understand how it works,” says your wife confidently.
 
   “So you should make sure to tell him how you felt forced to come along since he was my boss and that you were afraid my position at the company would be jeopardized if you refused,” you say, rubbing your hands together in anticipation.  “Are you sure you can go through with this?” you ask her.
 
   “Yes, I’ll be fine,” she assures you breezily.  “If he makes any untoward advances, I will simply call a cab and head to a hotel.  I’m not worried in the least.  In fact, this might be a fun weekend.”
 
   “Uh, yeah,” you say looking at your lovely wife with trepidation.  But before you can reconsider this crazy plan, a horn honks outside and your wife snatches up her overnight bag, pecks you on the cheek, and rushes out of the house.
 
   ***
 
   You spend an awkward weekend by yourself.  The house feels big and empty without your wife to keep you company.  You putter about and wonder if you are doing the right thing.  If all goes to plan, you will get Johnson fired and be in a perfect position to take his place, at least temporarily.  On the other hand, what if things don’t go according to plan.  Your wife seems to genuinely like Johnson.  She laughs readily at his jokes and she seemed quite excited and eager to be heading off with him.  But then you shake your head at your worries.  You know your wife is faithful and that she never went for that really prickish sort of guy.  Besides, he’s ten years younger.  He’s not a mature man like yourself.
 
   Late on Sunday night your wife finally returns.  She is tanned and glowing with health, but she has a worried look on her face.
 
   “Welcome home, I missed you,” you say giving her a kiss.  “How did it go?  Did you get the goods?”
 
   “Oh boy, did I…” she says returning your kiss.  She drops her bag on the floor and flops down into the couch.
 
   “Let me hear the recording,” you say eagerly, reaching for her phone.
 
   “Uh, maybe later,” she says not letting you have the phone.
 
   “What’s the matter?” you ask, looking at her strangely.  
 
   “I want to… edit the recording before you listen to it…” she says not meeting your gaze.
 
   “But we can’t heavily edit this thing, it will take away from the credibility,” you say squinting your eyes.  “Did you say something incriminating?”
 
   Your wife sighs deeply and pats the couch next to her, “Sit down honey, we need to talk,” she says nervously.
 
   “I don’t like the sound of this,” you say joining her on the couch.
 
   “No, you won’t,” she admits.  “You know how we just assumed you could go to a nude beach and not get nude?  Well, it doesn’t work that way.  If you are at this particular beach, you need to be disrobed.”
 
   “Uh, ok,” you say with a gulp.  “So you just went back to the hotel then?”
 
   “Not exactly,” she says delicately.
 
   ‘Wait, what?” you say, jumping to your feet.  “Don’t tell me you got naked in front of him!”
 
   “Him and his friends,” she admits in a small voice.
 
   “What the hell, Martha?  I thought we went over this!” you say pulling your hair and pacing around the room.  “How could you?”  The thought of your wife stripping naked in front of your douchebag boss is wrenching your gut.
 
   “I just… I don’t know…” she says holding her hands up helplessly.  “I guess I shouldn’t have caved in and started drinking.  By the time we got to the beach, I was feeling pretty loose.  All the boys jumped out and pulled their shorts off without missing a beat.  They all just stood there with their stiff willies pointing at me, waiting for me to get naked with them.  So I thought, well, I will just take my top off.  But when my boobs came out, Jimmy was so complimentary about them that I got a little carried away and pulled my bottom off to show him my bush as well.  I mean, you should have seen how stiff he got when he saw me naked for the first time.”  You wife scrunches up her face and grimaces at you guiltily.
 
   “Martha, I can’t believe you are talking to me about how hard you made my boss’ prick,” you say in shock.  You feel nauseous with jealousy.
 
   “Well yes, I know.  But I do think we got some good footage for you to take to HR.  Like I said, I just need to edit it a little,” she says trying to smile and lighten up the situation.
 
   “But why do we need to edit it?” you ask in frustration.
 
   “Well, I am not… I don’t act very appropriate for a married lady.  His friends took some video of Jimmy and I on the beach together that I don’t want anyone to see,” she says with chagrin.
 
   “Oh my god,” you say as the blood drains from your face.  “Give me that phone right now, Martha.”  You hold out your hand, and you see that it is shaking slightly.  
 
   “You don’t want to see this, darling, trust me,” she pleads, gripping her phone tightly.
 
   “Are you going to tell me everything that happened this weekend, or am I going to watch it on the phone?” you ask, surprised at how calm you sound.
 
   “I was very naughty, dear.  Terribly naughty…” says your wife, tears welling up in her eyes.  “I never meant to hurt you.  I just don’t know what came over me.  I should have never agreed to do this.”
 
   “Just give me the phone, dear,” you say, your voice softened by your wife’s tears.  “I can’t forgive you until I know what I am forgiving.”
 
   Your wife hands over the phone reluctantly with her head bowed and you start skimming through the video.  There is a scene with your wife standing nude on a sunny beach surrounded by Johnson and two other guys in their 30’s.  You press play on the clip and see Johnson slapping his erection against your wife’s bare bottom while she laughs hysterically.  Your blood runs cold and you stop the video.
 
   “Christ, Martha!  I don’t think I can watch this,” you say, hands trembling.  “You let that young jerk slap his wang against your bottom!”
 
   “It gets worse, dear, please let me just delete all the video,” begs your wife with a sniffle.
 
   You skip the rest of that video and click on the next one.  You watch as Johnson gestures at his stiff penis and tells your wife to get down on her knees to suck it.  A group of other nude men and women have gathered around and are laughing.  Your wife resists at first, but various people from the crowd are shouting encouragement and finally she grabs hold of your young boss’s dick and starts yanking on it.  He puts his hand on her shoulders and pushes her down onto her knees in the sand before him, then slaps her playfully across the cheek with his erection.  The crowd breaks out in a cheer and then your wife has his thing in her mouth and is sucking lustily on it, looking up at Jimmy with adoration in her eyes.  You stab the phone to pause it and glare angrily at your wife.  Your pulse is racing and your own cock is unaccountably hard at the sight of your wife going down on another man.
 
   “I can’t believe you!” you sputter.  “If you told me you got drunk and carried away by the peer pressure, I could believe that. But the way you look up at him with his cock in your mouth.  You are practically worshipping that little prick.”
 
   “Honey, it’s actually a pretty good sized prick…” says your wife, trying to smile.  She quickly hold up her hands when she sees the look of horror on your face.  “I’m kidding dear, I’m kidding.”
 
   “How can you joke about this?” you demand. 
 
   “I admit, he just pushes my buttons sexually,” she says soberly.  “I have no excuse for it.  It’s just been a long time since I’ve been with another man.  And lord knows our own sex life hasn’t been stellar for a long time…”
 
   “Ok, Ok!” you say.  “I know, I could forgive you anything.  Anything, with another man.  But not with this asshole.  I mean, he took my promotion away and now he’s taken my wife!”  You pace around the room anxiously waving your arms.
 
   “Darling, he never meant to take anything from you, he just took a job that was offered to him,” argues your wife, jumping to her feet to console you.  “And he certainly hasn’t taken your wife.  That was a purely physical act.  You are the man I love and I will stick by you forever.  I just need you to forgive me!” 
 
   “Oh Martha,” you say looking at her sadly.  “Have I neglected you so much?”  You look down at the phone.  “What else will I see here?” you ask.
 
   “You haven’t seen the worst of it yet,” she admits, bowing her head.
 
   You rub your face and click on the next video.  You wife in laying spread out on the sand, with Johnson on top of her, thrusting himself between her legs.  His ass is pistoning up and down as she groans with pleasure and calls his name loudly.  A group of nude men stand in a circle around the fornicating couple watching with interest.  Some of them are stroking themselves lewdly.  You toss the phone aside and walk out the back door into the yard, running your hands through your hair.
 
   It’s a cool clear night out here and the stars are twinkling above.  Martha comes and stands in the doorway.  
 
   “How many of those other guys did you fuck?” you ask numbly.
 
   “Several,” she admits quietly.  
 
   “And I assume they shot their loads all over you?” you ask in disgust.
 
   “On me and some inside me,” she admits.  Oddly your cock stiffens at the thought but you are disgusted with yourself for feeling aroused.
 
   “Ok, you need to get the fuck out of here for a couple of days while I mull this over,” you say coldly.
 
   “Yes, dear,” agrees your wife meekly.  “I will go stay with my sister.”
 
   “Leave the phone, I am taking that to HR tomorrow and I’m at least getting that fucker fired!” you say.
 
   ***
 
   The next day at work, you march right into Sarah, the HR director’s office with your wife’s phone. You had located a couple of conversations in which your wife described how threatened you felt by your boss inviting her on this trip and him just laughing about it.
 
   “Hello, John, come in, I was expecting you,” says Sarah as you enter her office.
 
   “Really?” you ask, taken aback.
 
   “Yes, Johnson came to me last week about this trip your wife invited him on,” says Sarah squinting at you suspiciously.  “He wanted to know what out policy was regarding sexual relationships between spouses of coworkers.”
 
   “Wait a minute, he invited my wife, not the other way around,” you say, taken completely by surprise.  
 
   “And what did you hope to accomplish by agreeing to that little arrangement?” demands Sarah in a harsh tone.
 
   “What are you suggesting, Sarah, that I would pimp my wife to garner favors with Johnson?” you respond hotly.
 
   “You said that, not me,” sniffs Sarah.  “Policy is very murky in this area.  If Johnson propositioned a female employee working under him, then that would be very clearly harassment.  If a woman propositions a manager for career advancement… well there’s no rule against it, but there ought to be.”
 
   “I can’t believe this, Johnson takes my wife on a weekend trip and you are accusing US of foul play,” you sputter angrily.
 
   “Please control your tone,” says Sarah.  “I don’t want to have to call security.”
 
   “Sarah, can’t you see what is happening here?” you say, struggling to keep your voice down.
 
   “It’s clearly some of sort of torrid menage a trois,” says Sarah with disgust.  “I think you probably  agreed to it just because you thought you could use it against Johnson.  While I personally find the entire situation on both sides reprehensible, neither you nor he appears to have actually violated any company policy.  But I will talk to him about how appropriate it is to start immediately sleeping with the spouses of his direct reports if you want me to.”  Sarah is looking at you coldly and you just deflate beneath her piercing gaze.  You had no idea that this plan was so transparent. You shake you head sadly and leave without saying a word.
 
   Out in the hallway you run into Johnson.  He sees whose office you are leaving and puts a conspiratory arm around your shoulder.  “I swear your wife could suck a golfball through a garden hose, my man,” he says lecherously.  “I assume you saw the phone video? That’s low res stuff, you should see the HD footage we got using my buddy’s camera.  The way she sucked my pal’s nuts while I banged her doggystyle back at the beach house was epic.”
 
   “Get the fuck off me,” you snap pushing his arm away.
 
   “Ok, Ok, take it easy, bro,” he laughs easily.  “We posted it all online.  I will send you the URL.”  Then he strides away whistling, but then pauses as he thinks of something else.  “Oh but we are still editing the stuff we shot last night with her and her sister, so give us some time to edit that.”
 
   You just stare slack jawed at him as he backs away down the hall laughing.
 
   
  
 

Rough Jock Hits on Nerdy Wife at Board Game Party
 
   Newly wed couple Arthur and Eleanor joined a couple of friends Herman and Lester one night to enjoy a rousing game of “Settlers of Catan,” a board game cherished by nerds the world over.  Unfortunately their friendly game was disrupted by the intervention of Herman’s crass cousin Joey…
 
   Arthur, Eleanor, Herman, and Lester were all sitting around the coffee table in Herman’s living room playing “Settler of Catan” when Herman’s cousin Joey walked into the room.
 
   “My god, look at you nerds,” laughed Joey crudely, stretching his large muscular arms far apart and then rubbing his bald head with contentment.
 
   “Uh, Joey, we are trying to play a game here,” said Herman with annoyance.
 
   “Who’s that guy?” whispered Eleanor, looking Joey up and down critically.  He was a tall, well built young man in his early twenties wearing sweatpants and a sweatshirt with some sports team insignia on it.  He dominated the room with his presence and Eleanor noticed her husband and the other two young men playing with them shrink down slightly in response to him.  Joey reminded Eleanor of the mean jocks that used to harass her husband back in high school.
 
   “That’s my cousin, Joey,” explained Herman with resignation.  “He’s staying with me for the summer.”
 
   “So which of you nerds are the swingers?” asked Joey with a smirk, flopping down on the couch as the friends sat cross-legged on the floor before him.
 
   Everyone at the table looked at Herman with raised eyebrows and he blushed furiously.
 
   “I uh, tried to explain polyamory to Joey but he doesn’t really get it,” said Herman sheepishly.
 
   “Oh shit,” sighed Lester.  He knew that Herman was polyamorous and was seeing a girl who had other lovers as well.
 
   “Yeah, I saw Herman’s girlfriend out with another guy and I when I told him about it, he was cool with it,” laughed Joey in amazement.  “I can’t believe you people.  I wouldn’t let some other guy fuck my girlfriend like that.”
 
   “Ok, look, so first of all, you don’t even have a girlfriend,” said Herman impatiently, 
 
   Eleanor couldn’t help giggling in response and looked over shyly at Joey as he sat sprawled on the couch with his legs spread wide.  He was fingering his crotch distractedly and she blushed and looked away, pushing her glasses back onto the bridge of her nose.
 
   “And secondly, and secondly,” stammered Herman.  “I am the only one who is polyamorous here.  Eleanor and Arthur are married and monogamous.”
 
   “Oh yeah?” asked Joey, looking Eleanor over with interest.  She was wearing a tight t-shirt that showed off her breasts and short skirt with knee-high socks.  She pulled at the hem of her skirt self-consciously, her face burning as Joey looked her over.  “You guys look pretty young to be married!” snorted Joey.  He brazenly stared at Eleanor’s big boobs as he touched himself and was surprised when he felt his thing stiffen at the sight of them.  He had never fucked a nerdy chick before.
 
   “We are 24!” blurted Arthur defensively.  He was mortified at the way Joey was ogling his wife.  Eleanor had always dressed very modestly and was never an overtly sexual woman, but Arthur had been trying to convince her to dress more provocatively lately.  Now he felt a cold pang in his gut as he realized the consequences of her revealing outfit.  He actually had been interested in getting Eleanor to think about polyamory, but he never imagined some dumb jock like Joey would show an interest in her.  He thought it might be fun if she fooled around a little with one of his nerdy friends.  That seemed harmless and titillating, but the idea of this jerky guy Joey being interested in her filled him with jealous dread.  Joey was exactly the kind of guy that used to beat him up in high school.  He was exactly the wrong kind of guy to be with his wife.
 
   “Ok, that’s cool,” said Joey, rudely stroking the growing bulge in his sweatpants as he looked Eleanor’s body over.  “No need to get all huffy about it.  I was just asking.”
 
   “Christ Joey, do you have to touch yourself like that?” asks Herman with exasperation.  “It’s pretty impolite.”
 
   “Oh jeez, you sound like my mother,” laughed Joey not bothering to stop.  “I don’t know why I do this, I guess it’s just a bad habit I picked up.  All my guy friends touch their junk.  It’s no big deal.”  He looked Eleanor in the eye with a wicked grin while he pinched the head of his cock through his sweatpants.
 
   Eleanor gasped in surprise at the tent Joey’s penis was pitching.  It seemed like an improbably large bulge to her and her cheeks flushed red at the thought of such a large penis.  She caught herself wondering what it would look like and glanced away in embarrassment.
 
   “Uh, should we continue the game here?” asked Lester awkwardly.  He sensed the strange sexual tension between Eleanor and Joey and it made him uncomfortable.  He didn’t like Herman’s loud, rough cousin and Lester wished he would go away.
 
   “Man forget that game, let’s just hang out,” cajoled Joey.  “What are you guys drinking?  Let me have one.”
 
   “Uh, we have wine coolers in the fridge,” muttered Herman, giving his friends an apologetic look.
 
   “Wine cooler?” snorted Joey with derision.  “What a fag drink!  Oh well, whatcha gonna do?”  But he jumped up and strode easily out of the room with his erect penis pointing straight out in front of him as he went.  Eleanor couldn’t help but stare at his priapic bulge as he went.  Arthur noticed her interest and felt nauseous.
 
   “I’m so sorry, guys,” whispered Herman, glancing over his shoulder toward the kitchen.  “I thought he was going out for the night.  Maybe we should pack it in.  I can’t expect you guys to put up with my boorish extended family.”
 
   “Is he really related to you?” asked Eleanor with amazement.  “He doesn’t seem very smart.”
 
   “Well, he was adopted,” explained Herman with a grimace.  “He really doesn’t fit in with the rest of the family.”
 
   “Ahh,” said Eleanor knowingly.  “That explains it.  Well we certainly can’t continue the game if he is going to hang out.  But I don’t want to let him ruin our evening together.  I was looking forward to seeing you two.”  Eleanor batted her eyelashes at Herman teasingly and Arthur got excited.  It was OK with him if Eleanor flirted with Herman.  Herman wasn’t a big threatening meathead.
 
   “Well, I guess we can go up to my room to hang out,” said Herman, trying not to stare at Eleanor’s milky white thighs. She had shifted around and Herman could see right up her skirt now.
 
   “Nah, don’t go up there,” said Joey, walking back into the room carrying a wine cooler and a bag of chips.  “Stay down here and hang out with me.”
 
   Arthur was relieved to note that Joey’s bulge had subsided quite a bit.
 
   “Joey, you don’t really have anything in common with my friends,” squeaked Herman in complaint.
 
   “Yeah well, it’s good to meet people with different points of view,” said Joey, furrowing his brow.
 
   Eleanor was surprised to hear Joey making such a cogent observation.  He seems to genuinely want to spend time with them.  The idea that he was lonely crossed her mind and Eleanor felt herself feeling sympathetic toward Joey.
 
   “I’m not such a bad guy once you get to know me,” continued Joey earnestly.  “Here, Eleanor, come sit with me on the couch and let’s chat.”  He patted the couch next to him suggestively with one hand while the other hand strayed back to rummage around his groin.
 
   Eleanor watches in fascination as Joey’s bulge grew again while he seemed to be rubbing his testicles through his sweatpants.  She looked uncertainly at her husband who was gazing at Joey with plain distaste.  “I, uh,” she said hesitantly.
 
   “Come on now, I don’t bite,” said Joey with a toothy grin.
 
   “Well, OK,” agreed Eleanor, rising to her feet and looking down at her husband.
 
   Arthur gave her a pained look but didn’t know how to object in a polite way, so he kept his mouth shut.  Eleanor pressed her lips together tightly and joined Joey on the couch.  Eleanor felt his body giving off heat next to her and could smell a slight tangy scent of body odor emanating from him.  She felt slightly repulsed and yet slightly drawn to him and she caught herself staring down at his crotch as the bulge in his sweatpants resumed it’s prodigious proportion.
 
   “So, Herman, who’s doing your girlfriend tonight?” asked Joey amicably, as Lester and Arthur cleaned up the Catan board.  He yawned expansively and stretched out his big arms in both directions, then he slid one big limb behind Eleanor and wrapped it around her shoulder, drawing her up against her side.  Eleanor gasped and put her hand on Joey’s thigh reflexively and was momentarily distracted by how solidly muscled his leg was.
 
   “Hey, uh,” objected Arthur weakly.  He could feel his armpit growing damp with anxiety.
 
   “Yes, Arthur?” asked Joey innocently as he gripped Eleanor tightly.
 
   “That’s, err, my wife,” choked Arthur, finding it hard to breathe as his heart pounded in his chest.
 
   “I know,” responded Joey smugly.  “She’s very soft and snuggly.”  He grasped Eleanor’s side playfully and she broke out giggling in spite of herself.
 
   “Stop it,” she squealed, struggling to suppress her laughter as she wriggled free from his grasp.
 
   “Oh, sorry,” said Joey, withdrawing his arm from her and resuming his self-fondling.
 
   “That’s better,” said Eleanor, pulling at the hem of her skirt primly.  “Now behave yourself,” she said with a little smile.  She couldn’t help feeling flattered by his attention.  Men rarely paid much attention to her, let alone macho guys like Joey and she wondered if she should wear revealing clothes like this more often.  She liked feeling desirable.
 
   Arthur just stared open mouthed at his wife sitting there with Joey, unsure of what to do.  She was clearly enjoying his advances and the jealousy was tying his stomach in knots.  But Joey quickly kept the conversation moving.
 
   “So you were telling us about poly, uh, poly-mony,” said Joey with a smirk as he struggled with the pronunciation.
 
   “It’s pronounced poly-am-ory,” replied Herman with a derisive snort.  “And I wasn’t actually talking about it, it’s a personal matter.”  Herman tried to hold himself upright with dignity, but he felt terrible for Arthur and couldn’t help feeling guilty about what was happening.
 
   “Oh, do tell us,” chirped Eleanor timidly.  “I am curious about it.”  She glanced at her husband nervously.  Arthur had made vague references to polyamory previously but they had never sat down and discussed it properly.  She knew that this wasn’t the right time or place to discuss it and she felt a bit naughty encouraging Herman to talk about it with Joey in the room.
 
   Herman gulped and glanced at Arthur inquisitively but Arthur just nodded his head slightly to give his acquiescence.  He did want to broach the topic with his wife even though he felt weird doing it in front of this jerk Joey.
 
   “Ok, well, polyamory is a type of relationship that acknowledges that people can have love for more than one other romantic partner,” said Herman.
 
   “Chicks don’t dig it when you cheat on them usually,” brayed Joey crudely.
 
   Herman rolled his eyes in response.  “It’s not cheating, Joey.  Everyone knows about the other partners and agrees to the relationships,” he said tightly.
 
   “Yeah?  That sounds good to me.  Where do you meet chicks into that?” asked Joey skeptically.
 
   “You don’t have a girlfriend at all, Joey?” asked Eleanor sympathetically.
 
   “Nah, there’s this girl I met last time I was out here and we hook up sometimes,” said Joey rubbing his head uncomfortably.  He seemed vulnerable for a moment and Eleanor’s heart went out to him.  Then he slapped the top of his own head decisively as though to snap himself out of it and rolled his shoulders to relieve the tension.  He turned to look Eleanor in the eye,  “What do you think of this palimony?  You want to share those boobies with some other guys besides your husband?”  He gestured to Eleanor’s large breasts, protruding provocatively in her tight t-shirt and gripped his crotch suggestively.
 
   “Don’t be a pig, Joey,” demanded Herman shrilly. Then he turned to Arthur,  “Sorry about my cousin, Arthur.  He isn’t house trained.”
 
   Arthur sat silently with the blood draining from his face.  Joey just guffawed and stared at Eleanor’s chest while he fondled himself.
 
   Eleanor blushed cutely and covered her bosom with her hands self-consciously.  “What is it with guys and breasts?” she stammered nervously.  “They are just mammary glands.  They are for feeding babies.”
 
   “Well, large mammary glands were probably a sign of reproductive fitness and it would be adaptive for males to take note of that,” said Lester suddenly.  Everyone stared at him in surprise and it was his turn to blush.  “And, uh, maybe it’s not super helpful of me to point out right now,” he muttered, lowering his gaze to the floor in shame.
 
   “Right, but this is modern world,” piped up Eleanor, her face burning hotly.  “Boobs aren’t a necessity to raise babies, we have baby food now.” 
 
   “Yeah, you could feed some babies with those knockers alright,” said Joey, missing her point and rubbing his stiff phallus through his sweatpant as he stared at her chest.
 
   “My god, Joey, don’t you feel weird about rubbing your thing in front of me like that?” exclaimed Eleanor finally.  She stared at his large bulge as he handled himself and felt herself growing aroused at his brazen behavior.  She wondered what it would feel like if he stuck that big thing into her.  She wondered if Arthur would like to see that and the idea sent a thrill through her loins.
 
   “Why, you want to rub it for me?” asked Joey, gripping his rod by the base and pointing it toward her lewdly.  Eleanor’s eyes widened at the sight of Joey’s big dick outlined so clearly by his sweatpants and her mouth formed a charming “o” of surprise.
 
   “Now cut that out!” croaked Arthur, his voice cracking with nervousness.  His palms were sweaty with fear and excitement at this strange confrontation.  “You can’t talk to my wife like that.”
 
   “Hey, don’t piss yourself over there Art,” sneered Joey derisively.  “Eleanor isn’t going faint at the sight of a cock, she’s a grown woman.”  He looked over at Eleanor gazing at his member and chuckled.  “Man, she can’t take her eyes off of it.  Look at her.”
 
   Eleanor pulled her eyes away and glanced at her husband guiltily.  “Well you are swinging it around like a baseball bat, it’s kind of hard not to notice,” she said, forcing a laugh and trying to make light of the situation.  But her pulse was racing and she could feel her vagina burning with arousal.  She was sure she was sopping wet right now.
 
   “Well it’s kind of hard not to notice your tits in that tight shirt,” responded Joey smartly.  “If your husband doesn’t want guys waving their dicks at you, he shouldn’t let you out of the house dressed like that.”
 
   “Uh, most guys can control their animal urges,” said Eleanor with a genuine chuckle.  “You don’t see Lester whipping his penis around do you?”
 
   “Wait, Lester has a penis?” asked Joey in mock amazement.
 
   “Beside, Arthur asked me to dress like this,” added Eleanor quietly, avoiding her husband’s gaze.
 
   “What, whaaa?” said Joey, sitting up straight and fixing Arthur with a penetrating stare.  “Is that true, bro?”
 
   “I’m not your, uh, bro,” mumbled Arthur, unable to meet Joey’s aggressive stare.
 
   “But you aren’t denying it, neither,” said Joey gleefully.
 
   “Joey, you are being an ass, stop it,” chided Herman weakly.  He was surprised to hear that Arthur had encouraged Eleanor to dress this way too. 
 
   “Herman, look at Eleanor’s outfit, will you?” demanded Joey.  “Look how short her skirt is, look how tight that t-shirt is.  He’s trying to pimp his wife out to you nerds.”
 
   Eleanor pulled at the hem of her skirt and smiled sickly at Herman and Lester as they looked her over and Arthur stared off into space, too mortified to speak.  
 
   “Oh man, I see what’s going on here, Eleanor,” laughed Joey.  “Your hubby had you slut it up and brought you over to have Herman teach you about pulmonary sex, like a nerd orgy or something.”
 
   “For christ’s sake, it’s called poly-amory, Joey,” screeched Herman in frustration.
 
   “Whatever, dude,” said Joey solemnly holding up a hand toward Herman’s face.  “Deny it, Arthur, I dare you.”
 
   “I don’t know what you are even talking about,” muttered Arthur nervously, taken aback that his plan was so easily divined by this numbskull.
 
   Eleanor carefully watched her husband’s reaction and it was painfully obvious that he was lying.  She struggled to catch her breath as she considered the ramifications.  Arthur had intended to find out if his friends Herman and Lester would find her attractive in this outfit and then have Herman carefully explain the rules of polyamory to her.  Later on he probably planned to reintroduce the topic in order to gauge her interest.  But with Joey here, things were clearly progressing much too fast for Arthur’s liking and of course, Arthur never planned on sharing her with a big threatening jock like Joey.  He wanted to share her with his non-threatening milquetoast pals.
 
   Joey shrewdly watched Eleanor thinking things over and then interrupted her reverie.  “I see the wheels turning in that noggin of yours, Eleanor, you little slut.”
 
   “No one has ever called me a slut,” gasped Eleanor in dismay.
 
   “Yeah, probably cause you look like a nerd with those glasses and you don’t normally show off that smoking hot body of yours,” said Joey confidently, looking Eleanor’s body up and down with appreciation.
 
   “Maybe we should just call it a night,” said Lester, standing up suddenly.
 
   “Lester, sit the fuck down,” demanded Joey sharply and Lester complied instantly, falling back down comically.  “Don’t you want to see Eleanor naked?  Arthur came here offering his wife to you and Herman.  Why you want to hurt her feelings and reject her like that?” 
 
   “I didn’t, I’m not,” sputtered Arthur in confusion.
 
   Eleanor held up her hand to forestall her husband’s protests.  “Ok, Joey, just what makes you so sure that I am going to get naked?” she asked with a devilish smile.
 
   “Shit, I could tell that by the look on your face just now when you realized what Arthur was up to,” said Joey leaning back in his seat confidently.  “I could see that little sparkle in your eye.  You are a straight up nerd slut.  You would get down with these two for sure, but the question is, could you handle a real man like me?”  and he gripped the huge bulge in his sweatpants for emphasis.
 
   “Ah, you aren’t any more of a man than we are,” piped up Lester peevishly.
 
   “Wow, Lester, way to stick up for yourself,” said Joey condescendingly.  “I take it back, you are a real man too.  But the question remains whether Eleanor is going to get down and dirty with me here or not.”  Then he returned his attention to Eleanor.
 
   She just giggled nervously under Joey’s intense gaze while Arthur shifted uncomfortably on the floor watching helplessly.  “What’s the question again?” she asked.
 
   “Here, look,” said Joey, clapping his hands together loudly and making everyone jump.  He grinned at their reaction and rubbed his big callous palms together briskly.  “Eleanor, stand up please and let us get a better look at you, will you?”
 
   “You don’t have to,” offered Arthur meekly.
 
   “She knows that,” snapped Joey sternly, shutting Arthur up.  He gestured for Eleanor to stand up and she complied self-consciously.  She stood before them with her hands folded in front of her.  She noticed Lester and Herman looking her body over surreptitiously and the idea excited her.
 
   “Now take your shirt off,” said Joey, licking his lips.
 
   “Look here!” squawked Arthur indignantly.  He felt that things were really getting out of control.
 
   “Look where?” snarled Joey.  “This is what you brought her over here for, isn’t it?”
 
   “Not like this,” mumbled Arthur in confusion.  He couldn’t believe this was happening.  This wasn’t how he pictured things going at all.
 
   “Don’t be mean to Arty,” pouted Eleanor defiantly.  “I won’t do anything he doesn’t want me to do.”
 
   “Ellie, you know he wants you to do it,” said Joey soothingly.  “He just can’t admit it.”
 
   Eleanor looked at her husband quizzically and bit her lip in consternation.  She could tell what he was thinking.  He wouldn’t mind her stripping if Joey wasn’t around.  Joey wasn’t supposed to be part of the picture.  Yet, here he was, wagging his big dick around and taking control of the whole situation.  Eleanor found herself attracted to the sheer wrongness of stripping for Joey.  It would be a deep affront to Arthur for his wife to strip for the same sort of dumb jock that used to cause him such grief.  And yet, she yearned to do it.  She wanted Joey to take control of her and put his dick in her while Arthur sat and watched.  As she looked at her husband, she wondered if Arthur would get off on it too.  She found it very odd that he hadn’t protested more so far.  She decided to test the waters and see how upset Arthur would get.
 
   “How about if I just take my shirt off?” Eleanor asked Arthur meekly.
 
   “It’s too weird with him here,” said Arthur, nodding toward Joey, his heart racing.
 
   “Is it?” asked Eleanor shakily.  “Let’s just see.”  And she went ahead and stripped her t-shirt off and stood there topless except for her bra.  Lester and Herman’s eyes bulged out of there heads as they stared at her breasts, barely constrained by her lacy bra.  She fought the urge to cross her arms over her bosom and she turned and jutted her chest out for Joey to see.  “What do you think, Joey?” she asked, slightly abashed.
 
   “Aww, yeah,” he laughed raucously.  “I knew you were a slut.  A nerd with a great rack, you can’t hold her back.”  He tugged unconsciously on his cock while he ogled her pale, quivering cleavage.
 
   Eleanor glanced at her husband as he sat there gaping like a fish out of water.  The fact that he didn’t jump up and shout told her all she needed to know.  “What do you think of my boobs, Lester?  Am I signalling reproductive fitness?”  she asked coyly.  Then she bent down so that Lester could get a better look and shimmied her shoulders seductively.
 
   Herman laughed in spite of himself and then bit his tongue when Arthur glared at him.
 
   “Heh, yeah, wow,” said Lester, his forehead beading up with sweat.  “Very fit, yes,” he stammered.  “I think my glasses are going to get steamed up.”
 
   “Quit teasing the dork and come here,” said Joey, jumping lithely to his feet and grabbing Eleanor in his arms forcefully.
 
   “Omigod, Joey, what are you doing?” she squealed, giggling madly.  She enjoyed the feeling of him crushing her slightly in his arms.  He was acting out his primal urges and it stoked her desire for him.
 
   “I’m taking charge now,” grunted Joey, reaching behind her and unsnapping her bra with alacrity.
 
   “Oh no, you mustn’t,” she protested weakly, trying to hold her bra on and looking at her husband earnestly.  Arthur had a visible bulge in his pants at this point and she felt confident that he was enjoying this little show in spite of himself.
 
   “You know you want it,” mumbled Joey, tossing her bra aside and grasping her soft white orbs in his rough, calloused hands.  He pinched her tender pink nipples and they grew stiff under his fingers, eliciting a gentle gasp from Eleanor.  She reached down reflexively and gripped his boner protruding shamelessly through his sweatpants.  His penis was thick and amazingly firm and she squeezed it with delightful anticipation.
 
   “Joey, this is so fucked up,” gasped Herman, watching in fascination as his cousin molested his best friend’s wife and she gripped his dong eagerly in response.
 
   “I know, I never fucked a guy’s wife in front of him before,” cackled Joey.  “You see that Arthur, she didn’t waste any time getting ahold of my dick, did she?”
 
   “Ellie, what are you doing?” whined Arthur as his wife tugged on Joey’s rod.
 
   “It’s just so big and hard,” explained Eleanor, vaguely conscious that her eloquence was decaying as her mind became clouded with lust.  She started gently tugging on Joey’s penis through his sweatpants while he ran his hands over her soft smooth flesh greedily.  He bent over and started sucking lustily on her nipples.  Eleanor’s cheeks were flushed deep red as she stood there being violated by this ruffian in front of her husband and his friends.  Her pussy was sopping wet with yearning.
 
   “Big and hard,” repeated Arthur stupidly, his penis unaccountably stiffening further at the sight of his wife tugging on this animal’s gonads.
 
   Joey took a break from sucking Eleanor’s nipples and grasped her breasts in his hands.  He pointed her nipples at Lester playfully.  “Lester, can you believe the tits on this chick?  Look at these bad boys.”
 
   “Yes, I already said, she’s very fit,” responded Lester feeling his own penis stiffen at the sight of Eleanor’s luscious boobs.
 
   “Let me see this ass,” demanded Joey, yanking Eleanor’s skirt and panties down to her knees forcefully.  She gasped in surprise as her bush and bare ass were suddenly exposed for all to see.  “That’s like a white girl version of a bubble butt,” exclaimed Joey gleefully.  He bent down to peer at her round white buttocks and spanked one sharply in appreciation.
 
   “Ow,” exclaimed Eleanor cutely.  She liked how he took liberties with her and pulled on his penis more insistently.
 
   “You are being quite rough with her,” complained Lester, shocked and aroused at the site of Eleanor’s naked body.
 
   “Treat a lady like a whore and a whore like a lady, my friend,” said Joey with a smile.  He turned her to the side forcibly and uncouthly slid his hand over her soft pale belly and then down between her legs.  “Oh god,” she gasped as his finger probed her crotch and clumsily simulated her clitoris.
 
   “But, but,” stammered Arthur, his cock throbbing in his pants while he looked on with a turbid mix of humiliation and arousal.  He was sickened at the sight of this beast cavorting with his woman, but it was somehow much hotter than he imagined it would be.  Joey really was more macho acting than Herman or Lester and it was exciting to watch this brutish monkey take control of his wife.
 
   “Honey, just, I don’t know, maybe you should masterbate while you watch,” said Eleanor distantly as she kicked her panties and skirt aside and spread her legs slightly so that Joey could finger her more easily.  She grabbed the waist of Joey’s sweatpants and yanked them down to his knees and his massive phallus came popping out and poked her in the stomach.  She reached down and cupped his huge hairy balls in one hand while she slide her hand up and down the smooth skin of his shaft. “My god, look how big his testicles are!” she exclaimed turning to her husband in amazement.  “They are enormous!”
 
   “Yeah, that’s right,” said Joey smugly, spanking her ass again playfully for emphasis while she tugged his junk and he fingered her in mutual genital manipulation.
 
   “I mean, yeah, really?” stammered Arthur helplessly.  “Sure his gonads are bigger than mine, but then again so are a horse’s, but I don’t feel jealous of a horse.”
 
   “Oh no, I don’t want to make you jealous,” apologized Eleanor as she held Joey’s prodigious organs in her hands.  She adjusted her glasses to scrutinize his scrotum more closely.  “I just haven’t seen anything like these.  He is like an animal isn’t he?” she giggled.
 
   “I take that as a compliment,” said Joey happily.  “Now get down on your knees and suck that shit.”  He pushed Eleanor’s shoulders down and she willingly complied, dropping to her knees before her new lover.
 
   “Wow, this is really getting intense,” said Lester staring at Eleanor’s perfectly formed buttocks.  “Can I masterbate too?” he asked her politely.
 
   “Well I won’t be offended if you do,” she giggled as Joey slapped her mischievously in the face with his big boner.  “I’ll just be sucking on this big damn thing I guess,” she laughed.  Arthur’s stomach filled with ice as his wife greedily wrapped her mouth around Joey’s massive phallus.  Lester wasted no time and quickly started fapping away madly as he watched Eleanor suck off the big jock.
 
   “Man, look at your wife sucking my cock like there’s no tomorrow!” shouted Joey gleefully.  He put his hands behind his head and thrust his hips forward rhythmically, cramming his huge dong deeper into Eleanor’s mouth as she fellated him with enthusiasm.
 
   “Jeez, you don’t have to be such  prick about it,” complained Herman looking at Arthur with concern.  
 
   “Oh fuck it,” sighed Arthur, unzipping his fly and pulling his stiff erection out of his pants.  “This isn’t how I wanted it to go down, but oh well.”  Arthur stroked his penis intensely as he watched his wife’s head bob up and down on Joey’s penis.
 
   Herman shrugged and joined his two friends in jerking off while they watched the show of Arthur’s wife getting used for sex.
 
   “What an amazing ass, she has,” breathed Lester, gazing at Eleanor’s round white ass as she rocked forward and back, sucking Joey’s dick with abandon.
 
   “Slip it in there, man,” encouraged Joey.  “She’ll never notice that little thing.  She’ll barely feel it.”
 
   “Very funny,” snapped Lester grumpily as he fingered his stiff but modest manhood.
 
   “Look me in the eye, while you suck it,” demanded Joey. “I like that.”
 
   Eleanor complied submissively, gazing up through her spectacles into Joey’s eyes with adoration with his penis stuffed in her mouth. 
 
   Arthur looked at with his lips wrapped around another man’s penis, her cheeks sucked in, and gazing up at him lovingly as he as his nerdy friends sat around watching and masturbating themselves.  
 
   “Do you have to look at him so beseechingly?” complained Arthur feeling more jealous of the look she gave Joey than the fact of the blowjob.
 
   “Well, don’t forget that polyamory means you can love more than one person,”  opined Herman sagely as he tugged his surprisingly fat penis.  “Of course she can only love a lump like Joey in a primeval physical way, as opposed to the deeper, cerebral connection that you and she share.”
 
   “Thank you, Herman, that was very eloquent,” said Eleanor, withdrawing Joey’s stump from her mouth.
 
   “Yeah, I’m cool with that too,” grunted Joey with satisfaction.  “As long as I get the pussy, I can’t complain.  Lay down on your back and spread your legs,” he commanded Eleanor brusquely.
 
   “Yes sir,” she responded with a mock salute.  She obediently lay down on the floor and spread her legs invitingly for him.  All the men gazed at her charming bush with fascination.  Then she reached down and spread her labia for Joey, exposing the pink lining of her vagina.
 
   “Oh jeez,” croaked Lester in consternation as semen started spouting from the tip of his penis onto the living room carpet.
 
   “Ha, ha,” laughed Joey crudely.  “Couldn’t hold it any more huh?  You gotta clean that mess up, yourself, bro.”  He stood stroking his colossal member as he looked down at Eleanor, graciously offering her snatch to him on the floor.
 
   “Sorry,” apologized Lester with chagrin.  “I just never saw a woman do that before.  Well I never actually saw the inside of a vagina before,” he admitted sheepishly.
 
   “Lester, poor dear, I didn’t realize,” said Eleanor sympathetically, fingering her clitoris idly as she waited for Joey to bestow his manhood upon her.  “Arthur, we should let Lester fuck me next time.”
 
   “Ok, I mean, whatever you want,” panted Arthur as he stroked himself sweatily.
 
   “Wow, that would be great,” said Lester looking at Eleanor with gratitude.
 
   “Aren’t you going to fuck me, Joey?” asked Eleanor sweetly, looking up at Joey with a come hither gaze.
 
   “I’m savoring the moment,” said Joey proudly as he gripped his meat in his hands.
 
   “Oh, your thing, it’s turning red,” said Eleanor, growing wetter and wetter in anticipation.  “It’s red like a dog’s penis,” she added with a giggle.
 
   “Woof woof,” barked Joey, climbing onto her and pushing his dong inside her tight, waiting snatch.
 
   “Oh god, go slow,” she panted.  “You are so big.”
 
   “Ok, baby,” he said as he eased his thick shaft carefully down into her narrow hole.  “Wow you are tight as hell.  Tight and hot and wet.  Holy fuck.”
 
   “Urgh,” groaned Herman, as he ejaculated onto his own shirt.
 
   “Yeah, that’s dirty,” agreed Lester, watching avidly as Joey fucked Eleanor on the floor.  “Fuck her with your dog penis, you brute,” he encouraged.
 
   “Wow, Lester, well said,” laughed Herman, reaching for a napkin to clean himself up.
 
   “Yeah, he is like a rough, filthy beast, fucking my beauty,” mused Arthur as he approached climax himself.  He stared with sick fascination as Joey’s muscular ass pistoned up and down as he drove himself insistently into Arthur’s wife.
 
   “Oh, Joey, slow down, I just, oh no,” cried out Eleanor as she shuddered with a convulsive orgasm.  Joey felt her twat tighten around his cock and struggled to hold back.
 
   “Which is hotter?” he asked Arthur suddenly.  “Cum inside her or cum on her belly so you can see it?”
 
   “You fucker!” spat Arthur in response, but the rude comment pushed him over the edge as well and he started shooting sperm up into the air as he watched his wife get owned.
 
   “Yeah, a little of each, then,” said Joey and he pumped a few loads of cum inside Eleanor and then pulled out and discharged his remaining jism onto her breasts and her belly.  “Yeah, look at that, Arthur.  I really used your wife good!” crowed Joey triumphantly thrusting his arms into the air after soaking Eleanor in semen.
 
   “Now play nice, Joey,” said Eleanor condescendingly as she idly smeared his sticky ejaculate around the areola of her nipples.  She was glowing in the aftermath of her climax and she looked quite beautiful laying there.
 
   “Whatever,” said Joey, straddling her agilely and pushing his softening cock rudely into her mouth.  “Clean this up for me,” he laughed.  Eleanor complied willingly, and Arthur gut wrenched again at the look of pure devotion in her eyes as she looked up at Joey while she sucked his limp dick.
 
   “That’s enough,” said Joey with satiety.  “I’m done with you.”  He jumped to his feet and stretched his big muscled body.  “Wow, that was awesome,” he said flexing his biceps.  “Your nerd wife can really put out like a champ,” he told Arthur, mussing his hair playfully.
 
   “Get off me,” squeaked Arthur, slapping Joey’s hands away.
 
   “Get off me,” mocked Joey good naturedly as he pulled his sweatpants back on.  “Look I really enjoyed putting on this little show for you dorks, but now I’m going to go get some grub and find some real booze.  Smell ya later!”  Joey waved broadly and strode casually out of the room.
 
   Only Eleanor waved in reply and she watched him leave with a slight pang of disappointment.  She didn’t really want to hang out with Joey but she had hoped he would slap her with his penis a little more before he left.  She turned to her husband and his two friends, all sitting with sticky, limp penises protruding from their pants as she lay there naked before them, covered in some jock’s cum.  “Well, he was nice,” she offered awkwardly.
 
   “He’s sort of prick, actually,” said Lester, his penis starting to swell again slightly at the sight of Elanor’s naked body spread out before him.
 
   “Wow, are you getting hard again, Lester?” she asked, looking at his penis with interest.  “You just came.”
 
   “Yeah, but you are still naked,” explained Lester as his johnson rose slowly to attention.
 
   “Oh yeah, you are a virgin,” she said thoughtfully.  “Here, I will go shower that nasty man’s seed off myself and then you can have a go at me,” she said with a wicked smile.  She stood up awkwardly and stretched herself, the three young men admiring her amazing body as she did so.  “Do you want to watch again, dear, or would that be too much to handle for one day?” she asked Arthur lightly.
 
   “I guess I will watch again,” said Arthur numbly.
 
   “Fantastic, I will meet you boys in Herman’s bedroom,” she said, clapping her hands together happily and dancing off in a spritely mood.
 
   “Do you have a book on polyamory?” Arthur asked Herman apprehensively.  “I’ve got to read up on this stuff.”
 
   “Certainly, my good man.  I understand exactly how you feel,” said Herman, patting his comrade on the shoulder as the three friends headed up to the bedroom for further debauchery.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Girlfriend Goes Out Drinking With Bitter Rivals of Boyfriend
 
   Samantha came out into the living room wearing a short black cocktail dress and stockings.  She was teetering in her high heels since she wasn’t very accustomed to wearing them.
 
   “Whoa, where are you going?” asked her boyfriend Frank, looking up from playing his video game.
 
   “I told you that I was going out drinking with Cindy tonight,” said Samantha with exasperation as she put in her earrings hurriedly.
 
   “Why are you dressed like such a slut?” asked Frank suspiciously.
 
   “You like this?” asked Samantha brightly, turning and wiggling her rump at him.  Her short dress clung tightly to her rear, revealing it’s round shape.  
 
   Frank gazed longingly at Samantha’s butt and gorgeous legs.  There was a strip of pale thigh visible above her stockings which always made him hard and this time was no exception.  He felt himself stiffening at the sight of her.
 
   “Who’s all going?” he asked her.
 
   “Just some friends of hers from her new job at that bar Scooters,”  said Samantha absently.
 
   “Scooters?!” cried Frank in amazement.  “That’s the place where I got in a fight with the bouncers!”
 
   “Wait, what?” asked Samantha.  “You never told me about that.”
 
   “I uh, yeah,” admitted Frank awkwardly.  “Well remember when I came home with that black eye last month?”
 
   “Oh boy,” said Samantha, biting her nails nervously and avoiding Frank’s accusing gaze.
 
   “Don’t tell me you and Cindy are going out drinking with the bouncers from Scooters,” yelped Frank indignantly.
 
   “How was I supposed to know you got in a fight with those guys?” demanded Samantha defensively.  “You never told me.”
 
   “Well, you can’t go,” said Frank shakily.  “You definitely can’t go drinking with those dickheads that beat my ass in the bar just for mouthing off to them.”
 
   Samantha stood with her hands on her hips and just stared Frank down.  She wasn’t used to taking orders from him and she wasn’t about to start now.
 
   “I mean, come on,” he said weakly, wilting beneath her stern expression.  “That’s not cool.”
 
   “Frank, I can’t ditch Cindy at the last minute like this,” said Samantha reasonably.  “I just have to go.”
 
   “But that’s like betraying me,” whined Frank.
 
   “Look, we are just having drinks,” said Samantha, pulling self-consciously at the  hem of her revealing dress.  “It’s not like I am going to sleep with all of them.”
 
   “Yeah, well, can’t you at least go change into something less sexy?” begged Frank.  “Put some jeans on or something.”
 
   Samantha snorted in response.  “You want me to go out looking like a bag lady?” she asked.
 
   “Those assholes are going to be checking out your body like mad,” said Fred bitterly, his stomach roiling in jealousy at the thought of the big rough bouncers getting drunk and ogling his girlfriend.
 
   “No they won’t,” said Samantha unconvincingly.
 
   “Yes, they will,” asserted Frank.  “That dress barely covers your crotch.  And Jesus, are you even wearing a bra?”
 
   “No,” said Samantha, covering her stiff nipples with her hands modestly.  “But I never wear a bra with this dress, the straps would show,” she argued feebly, gesturing to the spaghetti straps of her dress.
 
   “Oh man, what if one of them hits on you?” asked Frank, his brow breaking out in sweat as he looked his attractive girlfriend up and down. “Those big meatheads will get drunk and start pawing at you like crazy.”
 
   Just then there was a honk from the driveway.  “Oh shit, here they are,” said Samantha, glancing out the window.  “Look, I know this is weird, and I wouldn’t normally go out with some guys that beat you up, but it’s too late to back out now.  I can’t leave Cindy hanging.”
 
   “Fuck!” said Frank in frustration, peeking out the window at the big black SUV in the driveway.  The head bouncer from Scooters was at the wheel and Frank recognized him as the one that had given Frank his black eye.
 
   “Look, I love you and I would never betray you, ok?” said Samantha, giving Frank a quick peck on the cheek.
 
   Frank didn’t respond and Samantha teetered out the door.  He watched through the window as she swayed down the driveway and the big bouncer got out of the SUV and looked her up and down appreciatively.  Frank ground his teeth at the sight.  The big man opened the back door for Samantha to get in and slapped her playfully on the ass as she climbed into the SUV.
 
   Frank could take no more and went running out the door to confront him.
 
   “That’s my fucking girlfriend, asshole,” shouted Frank, confronting the bigger man in the driveway.
 
   “What the fuck?” said the bouncer, taken aback for a minute.  “Oh hey, I remember you.  Looks like your eye healed up but you still don’t know how to keep your mouth shut.”
 
   “Samantha, get out of the car!” shouted Frank shrilly.
 
   Samantha rolled down the window and yelled, “Frank, just go back inside, will you?”
 
   “Yeah, just go back inside, Frank,” laughed the bouncer climbing back into the driver’s seat.  “Don’t worry, me and my buddies will take good care of your girl tonight.”  Then he slammed the door and pulled out of the driveway.  Samantha waved consolingly to Frank as the SUV screeched down the street, loud music blasted from it’s obnoxiously loud stereo system.
 
   Frank paced back and forth all night, unable to concentrate on anything but Samantha.  He kept picturing her getting fucked by each of those muscle bound steroid freaks, one after another, crying out in ecstasy as each big man used her for sex and spurted his load inside and all over her.  He drank beer after beer, getting drunker and more upset until he finally just passed out cold.
 
   He was awoken the following morning by Samantha as she creeped in the front door with her shoes in her hand.  Frank had fallen asleep on the couch and he groaned as he looked over at his disheveled girlfriend.  Her hair was a mess and her makeup was all smeared.  Her stockings were full of runs and her dress was stained with white splotches.
 
   “Where the fuck were you all night?” demanded Frank.  Then he paused after noticing how ragged Samantha looked and softened his tone.  “Jeez, you look as bad as I feel.”
 
   “Look, honey, I can explain,” said Samantha, holding up her hands for clemency.
 
   “Ok, explain,” said Frank sitting up painfully and reaching for the bottle of water on the table to wash the taste of copper pennies from his mouth.
 
   “We got a little drunk and I ended up crashing at Jimmy’s house,” croaked Samantha awkwardly.
 
   “Who the fuck is Jimmy?” demanded Frank impatiently.
 
   “Look, can I go get washed up first before we get into this?” pleaded Samantha.
 
   “No, Jimmy is one of those bouncers, right?” spat Frank, his face burning with shame.
 
   “Yeah, he was the one who opened the door for me last night,” admitted Samantha, with a grimace.
 
   “And who slapped your ass,” said Frank tightly.
 
   “Yeah, I guess,” said Samantha, coming over and sitting down on the couch next to Frank.  She took the water bottle from Frank and took a long drink.  “Look, those guys are actually really nice.  It’s a shame you got off on the wrong foot.”
 
   “Wait, what?” squawked Frank.
 
   “They don’t have anything against you,” said Samantha defensively.  “They said that you were being a real jerk to them the night they roughed you up.”
 
   “Whose side are you on?” demanded Frank angrily.
 
   “I’m on your side, honey,” said Samantha rubbing his shoulder to comfort him.
 
   “Then why did you sleep at Jimmy’s house last night?” he pouted sullenly.  
 
   “The boys and I went to Jimmy’s house for more drinks after the bar closed and they uh, were too drunk to drive me back,” said Samantha evasively.
 
   “Jesus, you went and drank all night with a bunch of asshats that beat the shit out of me,” said Frank, shaking his head in amazement and looking at Samatha with a hurt expression.  “Why didn’t you take a cab home?”
 
   “We were, um,  it was, uh, I don’t know,” stammered Samantha, avoiding Frank’s accusing gaze.  “We were having fun, actually,” she admitted in a small voice.  “They were really into me.”
 
   “They were into you?" complained Frank.  Then he looked more closely at the stains on spattered all over Samatha’s dress.  “What the fuck did you get on your dress?” he asked with disgust.
 
   “Yeah, I, uh, don’t know,” said Samatha brushing at herself guiltily.
 
   “Jesus, is that cum?” gasped Frank in shock.  “Did you fuck those guys last night?”  His heart was racing as the idea crossed his mind.
 
   “No, ha, what the heck?” laughed Samantha weakly, taking his hand.  “What kind of slut do you think I am?”
 
   “You’re lying through your damn teeth,” said Frank, snatching his hand away.  “Don’t insult my intelligence.”  He glared at her angrily, but he didn’t want to believe she had cheated on him with those douchebags.  That would be too humiliating.
 
   “Ok, what do you want me to say?” pleaded Samantha desperately.  “Maybe we horsed around a little, but it was just for fun, it wasn’t serious or anything.”
 
   “What kind of horsing around?” demanded Frank suspiciously.
 
   “Uh, let’s just forget about it,” said Samantha.  “I’m taking a shower.”  She got up and retreated to the bathroom, but Frank followed her insistently.
 
   “You just seem guilty if you won’t tell me what happened,” whined Frank, standing in the bathroom door as Samantha twisted the shower knobs, releasing a spray of hot water.
 
   “Look, let’s just talk about it later,” she replied, stripping of her dress casually.
 
   Frank paused to admire her naked body for a moment then stopped short, “Hey, where are you panties?” he asked.
 
   “Uh, I, well,” stammered Samantha, blushing furiously.  She was at a complete loss of words.  “I don’t know, actually,” she admitted. Then she hopped into the shower to avoid further discussion.
 
   “How can you not know where your goddamn drawers are?” insisted Frank.  His stomach dropped at the implication.  “Why did you take them off?”
 
   “I can’t hear you,” shouted Samantha as she soaped up her large round boobs and then reached down to scrub her bush while Frank looked on longingly.
 
   “Oh, fuck,” swore Frank as he stalked out of the bathroom.  “She fucked those guys, I just know it,” he said to himself miserably, pacing back and forth in the living room.  He knew he should dump her over this, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it.  He was too in love with her.  Besides, he didn’t really have any proof that she cheated.
 
   Samantha got out of the shower and then scurried directly into the bedroom, slamming the door behind her.  Frank had to work that day, so after he showered and dressed quickly then ran off to work without talking to Samantha any further.  When Frank got home from work, he found the black SUV in the driveway and Jimmy knocking on the front door while two of the other bouncers sat in the SUV waiting for him.
 
   Samantha answered the door just as Frank approached.  She was wearing a short trenchcoat buttoned all the way up, and fishnet stockings, which seemed odd to Frank given the mild weather.
 
   “What the fuck are you doing here?” demanded Frank, approaching Jimmy belligerently.
 
   “Honey, take it easy,” said Samantha nervously, glancing back and forth between Jimmy and Frank.
 
   “Hey, Frank,” said Jimmy, looking down at Frank condescendingly.  “Look, I just wanted to apologize for myself and the boys about that misunderstanding at the bar the other night.  No hard feelings, huh?”  He thrust his hand out to shake but Frank just stared at him angrily.
 
   “Don’t be like that, Frank, go ahead and shake hands,” said Samantha, drawing the collar of her coat closed self-consciously.
 
   Frank gritted his teeth and reluctantly shook hands with the big bouncer.  Jimmy crushed his hand in steel grip and Frank nearly cried out in pain.  He shook his hand ruefully once Jimmy deigned to release him.
 
   “Ok, well, now that you have apologized, you can go,” said Frank in annoyance.
 
   “Sure, let’s go Samantha,” said Jimmy.  “You look really nice, by the way.”
 
   “Thanks, Jimmy,” said Samantha, blushing and looking down as she stepped out of the house and started teetering toward the SUV with Frank in her high heels.
 
   “Wait, where the fuck are you going?” shrieked Frank shrilly, unable to believe this was happening.
 
   “The boys and I are were just going to take Sam out shopping,” said Jimmy with a broad smile.  “Don’t worry, your girlfriend will be in good hands.”
 
   “Shopping for what?” squawked Frank.
 
   “You know, just to the mall,” said Samantha uncomfortably.
 
   “Why are you wearing that damn trenchcoat?” asked Frank irritably.
 
   “Oh, uh, it’s just, ah, you know, a gag I guess,” said Samantha blushing furiously.  “It was Jimmy’s idea.”
 
   “Show him what you are wearing under there,” coaxed Jimmy, wagging his eyebrows at her.
 
   “Don’t rub it in, Jimmy,” said Samantha, looking at Frank with concern.
 
   “Show me,” demanded Frank, sweat breaking out on his forehead.
 
   “Oh shit,” said Samantha, rolling her eyes and unbuttoning the coat.  She looked around nervously to make sure no one was around, then opened her trenchcoat timidly to reveal that she was dressed only in a lacy bra and panties with garters to hold up her stockings.  She quickly closed her coat again and buttoned it up while Jimmy laughed deeply.
 
   Frank was at a loss for words,  “What, what?” he stuttered in shock, his pits damp with sweat.
 
   “Come on man, don’t be such a stick in the mud,” said Jimmy slapping Frank on the back and nearly knocking him over.  “We are going to have Sam flash guys in the mall and take pictures of the reactions she gets.  It will be hilarious!”
 
   “Sam, you agreed to this?” asked Frank in amazement, mortified at the idea of these guys humiliating his girl in public like that.
 
   “Oh Frank, don’t make a big deal out of it,” said Samantha, smiling sickly.  “It’s just for laughs.”
 
   “Yeah, besides, we are going to buy Sam some real nice lingerie as a present,” said Jimmy rubbing his hands together in anticipation.
 
   “Wait, you are taking my girlfriend lingerie shopping?” croaked Frank in disgrace.  “Not going to happen, I won’t allow it,” he said trying to sound forceful.
 
   “Oh Frank, just relax,” said Samantha, forcing a nervous laugh.  “It’s all perfectly harmless.”
 
   “Yeah, we just want to show her our appreciation for the good time she gave us last night,” said Jimmy with a lewd smile.
 
   “Hush, Jimmy,” said Samantha, slapping his shoulder playfully.  “Don’t tease Frank like that.”  Then she opened the door to the SUV and hopped inside.
 
   “Wait, when are you coming home?” cried Frank desperately.
 
   “Um, later, I guess,” she called, rolling down the window.
 
   “We are going to take her back to my place again and have her give us a little lingerie show,” said Jimmy clapping his big hands together.  “But don’t worry, there won’t be any hanky panky.  I promise.”  Then he winked lasciviously at Frank, jumped into his SUV, and peeled out of the driveway while Frank stood there gaping like a fish.
 
   He stayed up late waiting for her to get home, but he wasn’t too surprised when she finally called around 2 am and said that she would be spending the night at Jimmy’s again.  He tried to ignore the giggling in the background as he pictured his girl strutting her stuff in skimpy lingerie for those dumb jocks and it burned his ass, but he just swallowed his anger as he crawled into bed.  He tried to convince himself that she was staying faithful to him.  She was just having a bit a fun.   Maybe it was all perfectly harmless like she said.
 
   
  
 

An Introverted Friend Gets Sauced up and Shows Your Wife His Thing
 
    
 
   Your wife invited another couple you are friendly with, Dan and Susan to have dinner and drinks one Friday night. Susan had to watch her sister’s children, but she insisted that Dan come alone. He’s a bit of an introvert and his wife is always trying to get him to socialize more, so you weren’t too surprised and your wife graciously agreed to have him over on his own. 
 
   After dinner you are all sitting in the living room having drinks when your wife exclaims, “Ugh, I have to change out of these work clothes. You two don’t mind if I ‘slip into something more comfortable’ do you?" she asks, laughing self-consciously and making scare quotes with her fingers. 
 
   "Oh, no, uh, not at all, I mean, if your husband doesn’t mind," stammers Dan blushing. 
 
   "Ha, don’t worry Dan, she’s just teasing you. She’ll probably come out in her typical baggy sweatshirt," you say smiling at his discomfort. 
 
   Your wife sticks her tongue out at you petulantly and flounces out of the room. 
 
   You and Dan talk about his work as a scientist and your eyes are starting to glaze over when your wife returns. 
 
   You realize that your teasing affected her somewhat and she chose a much more revealing outfit than she normally wears to lounge around in the evening, with a thin tank top and snug flannel shorts. She is clearly not wearing a bra and your cock stiffens at the site of her large bouncing breasts and her shapely, milk white legs. 
 
   "I hope this isn’t too dumpy looking, dear?" she says archly, presenting herself for inspection and spreading her arms. 
 
   You just laugh weakly and shift uncomfortably in your seat, trying to hide your erection. 
 
   "Do I look alright, Dan?" she asks, turning to him and gesturing to her body. 
 
   Dan gulps dramatically and stares unconsciously at her erect nipples protruding against the thin fabric of her top. As you wife turns, you examine her nice round ass, clearly outlined in her tight shorts and you realize that she had no panty lines, thus she must not be wearing panties either. Your pulse quickens slightly at how audacious she is being. 
 
   "Oh no, whatever you want to wear is fine, I mean, you look very nice," he says and then quickly takes a drink as his face flushes a deep red. 
 
   You wife casts you a glance with pursed lips as though to say 'Poor Dan, I might have overdone it.' Then she joins him on the couch and conversation continues. 
 
   At first Dan tries to avoid looking at your wife altogether, but as the night goes on, you notice him stealing glances at her ass when she goes to get more drinks, or looking down the front of her top when she bends over to hand him a bowl of chips. You realize to your surprise that you actually find it arousing for another man to be looking at your wife’s body and so you say nothing and pretend not to notice. Your wife gives you a look with raised eyebrows now and then when Dan has trouble lifting his eyes from her tits while talking to her and you just smile condescendingly. It dawns on you that by not objecting, you are giving her tacit approval to show off her body to Dan and that is even more exciting. 
 
   At one point your wife decides to kid him about it. “So Dan, you seem to really like this top," she says as he is gazing in fascination at the way her breasts are jiggling as she shifts position on the couch. 
 
   "Ugh, oh, sorry," he says blushing. "I mean, it’s uh, very flattering." 
 
   You and your wife laugh out loud at that. Then you notice your wife glancing repeatedly down at Dan’s lap and you look over to realize that his cock has pitched a massive tent in his trousers. You are frankly shocked at how obvious it is and by the fact that he is so unaware of himself that he isn’t hiding it. 
 
   Your wife is a bit taken aback herself. "No, I’m sorry, Dan. I shouldn’t be teasing you like that," she says, crossing her arms over her chest to modestly hide her nipples, "But uh, you might want to do something about that," she says, nodding toward his crotch. 
 
   "Oh god," he exclaims noticing how his erection looks. "Jesus," he grips his cock through his pants and tries to rearrange it. "So sorry, maybe I should go." 
 
   "No no, dear" she says soothingly, putting her hand on his leg. “I’m flattered actually. It’s been a while since I elicited that response," she chuckles lightly. 
 
   Dan gazes at her with a frank expression of gratitude mixed with lust that makes you uncomfortable. There is an awkward silence for a moment and you try to think of something to say. Suddenly an idea hits you. 
 
   "Oh, pardon me, Dan. I just realized that tonight is garbage night. I need to roll the trash out to the curb," you say jumping up, eager for an excuse to break the tension. "Be right back." 
 
   You wife gives you a clumsy little wave, still covering her chest chastely, and you head out to the garage. Once outside, you breathe in the cool night air and admire the glittering stars for a moment. You also realize that you are quite drunk and you are weaving slightly as you roll the trashcans to the street. If you are this drunk, Dan and your wife must be as well, since you have pretty decent tolerance. 
 
   As you return to the house you glance into the living room window and are stopped dead in your tracks by the sight of Dan standing before your wife with his fly undone, pointing his bare cock at her face. Dan’s face is beet red and he is panting heavily. She still has her arms crossed across her chest, but of course you can’t make out what she is saying. Wow, he is even drunker than you thought, you think and then snap out of your reverie and rush back inside. 
 
   Dan is startled as you burst into the room and you see dark patches under his arms revealing that his pits are soaked with sweat. His erect cock is straining forward just a few feet from your wife’s face and she is sitting with her arms crossed and a look of dismay on her face. 
 
   "Oh fuck!" says Dan and you can hear the drunkenness in his voice. "I’ve really done it now." He avoids your eyes, but makes no move to put his cock away. 
 
   "Uh, what’s going on here?" you ask, feeling oddly calm. 
 
   "I feel sort of responsible," sighs your wife, gazing reflectively at Dan’s pulsing cock poised expectantly before her face. "I guess I made the drinks too strong and the outfit too skimpy," she laughs half-hardheartedly. 
 
   "And…" you say making a rolling gesture with your hand to urge her along. 
 
   "Well, Danny boy here got a little carried away. Once you left, he jumped up and whipped his thing out and asked me to touch it," she says, eyes still locked on the cock before her. 
 
   Your feel your stomach flip strangely as you watch your wife examining this guy’s cock. It occurs to you that she finds it very interesting and she can’t seem to take her eyes off it and that is actually turning you on. You can’t imagine what Dan was thinking, he must not be able to handle his liquor at all. Then you make a decision and decide to return to your seat. 
 
   "Dan, I am sure that you will regret this in the morning, but may I ask how you imagined this would turn out?" you ask mildly, barely suppressing a smile and putting your hand discreetly in your lap to hide your own hard-on. 
 
   "Honestly I don’t know," he says, clearly upset. "I just had this horrible urge and couldn’t control myself." Then he unconsciously reaches down and starts stroking his cock, making it grow even stiffer. 
 
   "My god, Dan, are you really going to stand there stroking yourself in front of my wife?" you laugh. You look over to see your wife breathing heavily. She uncrosses her arms and leans forward slightly, watching with interest as Dan works his rod. "Honey, are you enjoying the show there?" you ask sarcastically. 
 
   "Maybe she could just touch it for me?" he asks you hopefully. 
 
   You are taken aback by the audacity of the question, but given the circumstances, you probably shouldn’t have been surprised. Here is a guy who pulled out his junk and waved it in your wife’s face right in front of you, after all. But you surprise yourself when you answer coolly "Shouldn’t you be asking her that question?" 
 
   You wife pulls her eyes away from the distracting prick before her and shoots you a startled expression. She realizes that you are implicitly agreeing to this and she doesn’t know what to do. 
 
   Now it’s her turn to stammer. "Uh, Dan, I mean, what would Susan say?" she asks. 
 
   "I don’t know?" he says thickly as he give his shaft a squeeze suggestively and the head of his cock expands and turns a deeper shade of purple. "I assume no one here will tell her." 
 
   Your mouth is dry and you take a drink, looking on as your wife contemplates Dan’s meat as he works it just inches now from her face. 
 
   She tries to laugh. "I mean, this is ridiculous. What are you asking me to do here?" She gives you a questioning look and you just shrug your shoulders as if to say. “Your move." 
 
   "Just touch it for me," he pants, pulling on his pud and presenting it to her. "You are a married woman, I assume you know what to do." 
 
   You have to laugh out loud at that. "Well Dan, I must admit, I didn’t think you had it in you." 
 
   Emboldened by your reaction, your wife sits up straight and squares her shoulders. "Ok, Dan. My husband is obviously too drunk to take this seriously and I am sure we will all regret this in the morning, but let me have that thing then." And with that she reaches out hesitantly toward his quivering member. He withdraws his hand quickly and she grips him by the shaft firmly. 
 
   "Oh God," he gasps. "That feels good." 
 
   "Well, honey, are YOU enjoying the show, now?" she asks you as she sits there squeezing Dan’s cock. She is trying to feign exasperation, but is clearly excited. 
 
   "I am actually," you slur, making a show of gripping your own penis. You feel your heart pounding in your chest and your palms are slick with sweat. 
 
   "Pull on it, pull on it," urges Dan, thrusting his hips toward your wife impatiently. 
 
   "Jeez, you are like an animal," comments your wife looking up at him suggestively. She puts one hand on his stomach and starts slowly running her hand up and down his penis. "How do you like that, Dan?" she asks gazing up into his eyes. 
 
   "You slut," he blurts out. "You know I like it." 
 
   "Can you believe the nerve?" she asks you with a laugh as she continues to jerk Dan’s throbbing dick. "First he begs me like a baby to touch his thing and then he calls me a slut when I comply." 
 
   "It’s pretty slutty to jerk another guy off in front of your husband," you admit. "Pardon me," you say as you unzip your own pants and start jerking yourself off as you watch your wife giving Dan a handjob. 
 
   "Whoa," she says when she sees what you are doing. "Is this how it’s going to play out?" 
 
   "I guess so," you say frankly, pulling your pud as you look on. 
 
   "What should I do now, then?" she asks you devilishly. 
 
   "Take your top off," demands Dan impulsively. "It wasn’t fair of you to dress like that," he adds with a bit of a whine. 
 
   "Oh, poor baby," teases your wife, pursing her lips at him. “I thought that we were all adults here and could control ourselves at the site of some nips." But she releases his member and carelessly strips off her top for us. 
 
   Her generous white bosoms swing free and you and Dan both comment appreciatively. 
 
   "Nice," you say as you continue to work your dick, focusing on her pink erect nipples. 
 
   "Oh yeah," adds Dan, sitting down next to her and putting her hand back on his penis forcefully. 
 
   Your wife resumes pulling on his thing and puts her face close to his. "Are you happy now?" she asks huskily and you realize that she is seriously turned on at this point. 
 
   Dan just grabs one her boobs in one hand and puts the other behind her head. Soon they are kissing greedily on the couch. Your wife is pulling on Dan’s penis and he is squeezing her boobs and pinching her nipples. Meanwhile you look on in fascination, amazed that this is happening and surprised at how much this is turning you on. 
 
   Finally your wife pulls away. "Ok, Dan. Enough, we need to stop this," she says panting, but not withdrawing her hand from his dick. 
 
   "You are right," he answers, but then bends down and cups one breast in his hand so that he can suck on her nipple. 
 
   "No, really, you need to stop," she says lamely. You notice that she is continuing to pull on his penis while she says it. 
 
   "Honey, isn’t this freaking you out?" she asks you plaintively, voice thick with lust. 
 
   "It’s freaking me out AND it’s turning me on, so I don’t know what to do," you admit sheepishly, taking a break from jerking yourself for fear that you will cum. 
 
   "Oh Jesus," she pants as Dan continues to chow down on her breasts. "That’s a lot of help." 
 
   "Sorry," you say, gingerly touching your own throbbing cock. 
 
   Dan withdraws from her boobs and says. “Look, you might as well suck my dick at this point. We’ve already crossed the line of impropriety." His eyes are bright with drunkenness and arousal. 
 
   "Well what if I don’t want to?" she asks him coyly, giving his cock a sharp tug in emphasis. 
 
   "Oh you vixen," he says merrily, and he starts tickling her sides. She breaks out laughing and they struggle briefly as they wrestle on the couch. They end up with her on her knees on the floor and him standing before her with his cock directly in her face. She puts her hands on his thighs and looks up at him expectantly. 
 
   "Are you going to force me to suck it right in front of my husband?" she asks him cheekily. 
 
   He glances briefly at you jerking off as you watch them and shrugs. "I guess so, he’s let us come this far." And with that he pushes his stiff rod right into your wife’s waiting mouth. She feigns surprise and gives you a look with raised eyebrows with his cock in her mouth. Your heart is racing at this point and you feel your own pits grow soaked with sweat as you masturbate yourself but you say nothing. Seeing your reaction, your wife ceases her pantomime of astonishment and starts sucking Dan’s cock in earnest. He just tilts his head back and groans in ecstasy as her head bobs up and down on his member. 
 
   After a few minutes, he pushes her back onto the floor and tries to pull her shorts off. 
 
   "Whoa Dan!" she laughs, struggling to hold her shorts up. "Now that really IS going to too far." 
 
   "Really?" he demands in frustration. 
 
   You stop yanking yourself and say. "Yeah Dan, we can still call this drunken foreplay at this point, but intercourse is a whole other ballgame." 
 
   "It doesn’t feel that way," complains Dan, giving a decisive yank and managing to pull your wife’s shorts off. 
 
   You look over at her laying naked on the floor before him and your cock pulses in response in spite of yourself. Your wife jumps to her feet and backs away slightly, covering her dark bush self-consciously. She is panting and her cheeks are glowing from the excitement. 
 
   "Ok, Dan. We’ve had our little indiscretion. I think we better call it a night." she says regretfully. She slowly withdraws her hand from her crotch. "I guess you got to see me naked, if that’s any consolation." 
 
   He is gazing at her snatch hungrily and says. "Can’t I just put it in for a second?" 
 
   "Famous last words," you laugh, impressed by his perseverance. 
 
   Your wife looks over at you questioningly. "Right, I don’t think my husband would allow us to go and further, Dan. I’m sorry." 
 
   "Wait, are you saying that you WOULD want to go farther?" you ask incredulously. 
 
   "I…I don’t know, I mean, no," says you wife, clearly struggling with her emotions. "This whole thing has already been pretty insane…" she says trailing off and looking at Dan in a strange way. 
 
   "You sound like you would want to keep going if your husband agreed," Dan tells her, thoughtfully fingering his hard-on that is still standing at attention. "Can I fuck your wife now?" he asks you matter-of-factly. 
 
   "I…I don’t think that’s a good idea," you respond shakily. 
 
   "Bob, she just sucked my dick right in front of you. Think about that for a second. We’ve already left appropriate dinner party behavior far behind. What difference does it really make?" he asks peevishly. 
 
   Your wife comes over to where you are sitting and bends over to look you in the eyes. "Honey, I never meant for this to happen," she says huskily, then she notices your hard-on poking out of your pants and grasps it familiarly. "It’s up to you what happens next. I will do whatever you tell me to do," she says simply as she starts jerking your cock for you. 
 
   You sit there stunned, enjoying the handjob she is giving you but Dan wastes no time and quickly positions himself behind your wife. He puts his hand on her back and pushes her down. She finds her face down by your cock and instinctively takes it into her mouth and starts sucking it. You look up in dismay at Dan, but he avoids your eyes and just wrangles his cock into your wife from behind. She groans with pleasure as he enters her and starts sucking your dick with renewed energy. You stare open-mouthed as Dan grasps your wife by her wide hips and starts fucking her from behind while she sucks your cock hungrily. There is no way you can object. You are enjoying this too much and so you just let it happen. 
 
   Soon Dan’s pace increases and his pelvis is repeatedly slapping against your wife’s ass as he fucks her. She is rubbing herself while he does this and presently you feel her shudder with an orgasm. She stops sucking your cock for a second and gasps for air, but Dan just increase his pace, fucking her frantically. She turns and looks him in the eye. 
 
   "Are you enjoying me, Dan?" she asks him impishly. That pushes him over the edge and he withdraws suddenly to shoot his load all over her smooth pale ass cheeks. 
 
   "Wow he really hosed me down back there," she tells you with a twinkle in her eye as she yanks your penis and that saucy comment makes you shoot your own wad. She notices you cumming on her tits and quickly engulfs your cock in her mouth to suck out the last few spurts. 
 
   You all rest for a few moments, saying nothing, then each of you retire to a different bathroom to wash up. Once everyone is dressed again, you return to the living room. 
 
   "I don’t know what to say," says Dan bashfully. He is clearly embarrassed and sober at this point. 
 
   "Well I hope you enjoyed my wife," you say sarcastically but without rancor. You are still feeling that post-orgasm glow. 
 
   "Stop it, dear," your wife laughs happily, giving you a loving glance and slapping your shoulder playfully. Then she turns to Dan and holds her arms open for a hug. They embrace for several minutes, saying nothing and it makes you uncomfortable and slightly aroused. Your cock starts to swell again even though you came so recently. 
 
   "We shouldn’t have done that, but I don’t regret it," whispers your wife. After they reluctantly detach themselves from each other, your wife turns to you sheepishly and says. "It’s really going to be weird the next time we see Susan." 
 
   "Well I guess I will just need to sink my cock into her to even the score," you say jokingly. 
 
   Your wife gives you a devilish look but Dan grows pale at the suggestion. "Let me think that over," he says shakily. And with that you bid him adieu.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

A Black Guy Is Very Forward With Your Wife
 
    
 
                                               
 
   One morning as she dresses for work, you notice your wife pulling thigh-high stockings over her well formed legs and putting on black lacy transparent panties with a matching bra.
 
   “That underwear is a little risqué for work, isn’t it?” you laugh, appreciating her hourglass figure as she clips little suspenders to her stockings.
 
   “Well there is a new salesman, Jerome, at my work and he is really funny and assertive,” says your wife blushing. “He demanded that I wear some sexy underwear to work.” You notice her nipples growing erect as she continues, and she seems to be struggling to control her excitement.
 
   You stop pulling your pants on and look up abruptly. “What the hell are you talking about?” you gasp, shocked.
 
   “I know, it’s scandalous really. But he has this certain aggressive charm about him. He manages to make it seem like a perfectly reasonable thing to say,” her eyes are sparkling with amusement and her cheeks are flushed. “Several of the other women in the office confided to me that he made the same demands of them… and they all complied,” she says with conspiratorial air.
 
   “But this is… I mean, is he going to ask you to show him or something?” you stutter.
 
   You wife laughs out loud. “Oh my goodness no, dear, how can you say such a thing? Do you think I work at a strip club? The other women told me that he simply comes and asks what they are wearing under their dresses… and then they describe it for him. It’s really flirtatious, but then you know how certain black men can be.”
 
   “Wait, he’s black?” you say, then you bite your tongue. You and your wife are both pretty liberal and you don’t want to make any comments that come across as racist. You decide to change your approach. “What the hell does HR have to say about this sort of thing? It sounds like sexual harassment.”
 
   “That’s just it, none of the women complain about him. He is just such a lovable rascal about the whole thing,” then your wife’s eyes twinkle merrily. “Besides, the director of HR was one of the women who played along.”
 
   Your wife puts on a slightly shorter, tighter, lower-cut dress than normal and finishes preparing for work. You are nonplussed and don’t know how to object to this properly.
 
   “I would prefer if you didn’t flirt with other men at work,” you say lamely as you both head out the door.
 
   You wife just looks at you and smiles a knowing smile. “Oh, dear, look at you. Are you really jealous after all these years? That’s so sweet.” She gives you a peck on the cheek and then she is off and you get in the car feeling very weird.
 
   That evening after work, you are sitting in the living room when you wife enters holding hands with a fairly large black man wearing a slightly tacky suit.
 
   “Hello, there sir., he says merrily. “Sorry to intrude, but your wife has such a hot body, that I just felt compelled to invite myself over for dinner so that I can spend more time with her.”
 
   You open your mouth to respond, but he continues with the casual patter of a polished salesman. “You do know that she wore some erotic lingerie under her work outfit today at my request,” he states. “I took that as a signal,” he gives you a lecherous wink and makes an amusing face.
 
   You have to suppress a smile yourself. You can see how he gets away with this sort of talk. He has a very confident but joking demeanor that is hard to take offense to. But you don’t like the content of his little introduction.
 
   “Uh, a signal for what?” you say haltingly.
 
   You wife intercedes. “Jerome, can I get you something to drink or offer you some refreshment?” she asks hurriedly. You notice that she is still holding his hand and you wish she wasn’t.
 
   He turns to her and looks her body dramatically up and down. “Oh, you can offer me something alright,” he says. “Why don’t you offer to take your dress off and let me get a look at that lingerie you told me you have on under there?”
 
   Your wife laughs nervously and give you a questioning look. “Well my husband might not like that,” she says.
 
   “I certainly wouldn't!” you stammer, completely taken off guard.
 
   He gives you a disparaging look. “Hmph, I think he would get off on it if you took your dress off right now. He let you wear that lingerie for me today didn’t he?”
 
   “Well, yes, but he did ask me not to flirt…” she says uncertainly as she pulls self-consciously at the hem of her dress.
 
   “Shit! That’s mixed signals. ‘ok you wear that sexy underwear but don’t be flirtin’?’ Give me a break. Just take that dress off right now and see what he says,” he says flopping down on the couch with a casual air.
 
   “I’m not giving mixed signals, this is preposterous,” you say loudly.
 
   “Preposterous? That’s a nice word for it. I agree, yet I insist that your wife strip down and show me some skin. Right. Now,” he points at her for emphasis.
 
   You wife smiles nervously and starts upzipping the back of her dress.
 
   “What are you doing?” you ask incredulously.
 
   “Well he is so insistent about it dear,” she says lamely, pausing with her dress straps half-way down her shoulders.
 
   “You can’t be serious!” you shriek.
 
   “Man, just calm down,” he interjects. “’We can’t be serious’ you say well let’s not be serious then. Let’s just play around. It’s not to going to kill you if a black man see your wife in her skivvies. Shit, I know how you married couples get after a while. You probably fuck her once a month. A little scene like this is probably just what you need to spice up your love life.”
 
   You wife laughs at that, and you feel your face getting hot. “That’s…” you trail off.
 
   “’That’s what?” he demands, When’s the last time you screwed your wife?” Then he turns to your woman and lowers his voice “Go on honey, you just pull that dress off now,” he says soothingly.
 
   You wife straightens up and looks you daringly in the eye as she drops her dress to the floor and steps out of it. She sticks her chest out proudly and bends one knee to show her beautiful legs to good advantage. “What do you think, Jerome?” she asks innocently, not taking her eyes off you.
 
   Jerome whistles appreciatively and you feel your own cock growing hard at the sight of your wife’s body and the way she boldly strips for another man.
 
   “This is ridiculous dear, put your dress back on,” you say half-heartedly.
 
   Jerome tisks with scorn. “Man why should she cover up that beautiful body? It’s ridiculous for her to HIDE that sexy body from me. Show me that ass, honey, turn around.”
 
   You wife giggles like a nervous school girl and turns to present her ass to him. She is looking seductively over one shoulder to gauge his reaction as she wiggles it slightly.
 
   “Ooo-wheee!” he shouts. “Did you see that, man?” he demands of you pointing at her ass. “She is shaking that shit for me. Oh yeah, she is into this fo’ sho’,” he laughs rubbing his hands together gleefully. “Turn back around now and pinch those nipples for me. Let me see them nice and hard,” he says grasping his crotch with one hand and squeezing himself.
 
   “Yeah, I saw that,” you mutter to yourself, and try to shift in your chair to adjust your own hardon. You watch in sick fascination as your wife turns and thrusts her chest large, well formed breasts forward and starts pinching and kneading her nipples as Jerome demanded.
 
   “My nipples are really hard already, Jerome. Here, touch them and see for yourself,” she says stooping closer to him and putting her swinging tits within reach.
 
   He reaches up eagerly and grasps one tit in each hand. “Oh yeah, dem’s some good titties,” he shouts happily.  "Hey, I’ve got another preposterous suggestion for you, boss," says Jerome looking over at you as he unzip his fly.  "Why don’t you pull out your cock and jerk yourself off while your wife gives me a blowjob?"  He gives you a wink and you feel your stomach grow cold.
 
   "Jerome!  That’s really going too far," says your wife with surprise.  But she is looking with interest as his straining cock erupts from his pants and she doesn’t pull away from him.
 
   "You can stop chattering and just start sucking at this point, woman," he says putting his hand on her hand and pushing it gently down toward his waiting member.  "You’ve shown what a slut you are.  No one believes that you think this is ‘going too far.’"
 
   You yelp slightly as he she allows him to guide her head down onto his prick.  Your wife twists her head to look at you with concern “Are you alright, dear?" she asks sincerely.  Before you can respond, Jerome pokes his thing between her lips and she starts sucking it absently while looking you in the eye with her eyebrows arched in concern.
 
   "I’m telling you, buddy, you should be jerking it.  Your wife is putting on a damn good show for you, don’t let it go to waste," he says contently as your wife slurps on the head of his penis and then starts stroking the base.  "Lick my balls a little," he coaxes.  "I cleaned them up for you in the bathroom before I left work."
 
   You can’t pull your eyes away as your wife’s head bobs up and down on this man’s cock.  Your hands pull out your dick and start stroking it, almost of their own accord.
 
   You wife moans slightly as she sucks and your cock grows harder as you realize how aroused she is getting.  Jerome unsnaps her bra and tosses it casually aside.  He reaches down and cups her bare, dangling boobs in his hands and he and your wife both sigh with contentment simultaneously.
 
   "Get up on here," he urges her, and she stands up quickly and pull her panties down.  Your blood runs cold but you continue stroking frantically as she climbs on top of him.  He holds her by the hips and guides her slowly down onto his waiting rod.  You see the pulsing black head push between the folds of her cunt and she gasps slightly with surprise and pleasure.
 
   "Oh Jerome, I don’t think  this is a good idea," she says weakly as he slides inside her.
 
   "Hush now and take that cock," he says soothingly.  "You can do it."
 
   You are shocked at the enthusiasm with which she grinds her ass up and down, working his cock in and out of herself.
 
   "Damn, you got some moves, woman," he says appreciatively as she pops one nipple into his mouth and he starts sucking noisily on it.  They fuck like this for a few minutes with you just watching and masturbating madly.
 
   "Ok, now, I’m almost ready.  Get up and show your man how you take it doggystyle," he says.  
 
   "Yes, Jerome," she says submissively and she climbs off of him and turns to face you.  Her face is flushed and her eyes are bright.  She notices you stroking yourself and says “Watch this, honey."  then she bends over and presents her ass to Jerome.  
 
   He stands up stiffly and grasps her by the hips.  "Reach down and guide my cock into your pussy, baby," he tells her.
 
   She looks up at you as she complies and explains with embarrassment, "Well you hear how insistent he is dear."  
 
   You just croak an unintelligible response and keep stroking.  Soon she gasps and shudders with an orgasm.
 
   "That a girl, you ride that climax out now," he says approvingly, increasing the pace and force of his thrusts to spur her on.  Once her shivering subsides, he pulls himself abruptly from within her and spins her gently around so that she is on her knees before him.
 
   "Now suck this a little more so you can show you husband how you take a load in the face," he says gleefully sticking his cock back in her mouth.  She pulls vigorously on his shaft while sucking the head of his dong.  It isn’t long before he pulls out and starts spurting shots of cum all over her face and tits.  She pulls gently down on his nutsack while he does this and when the spurts subside to dribbles, she starts licking the semen from his shaft, just below the head.
 
   "Ahh, that’s a nice wife you got there," he says with admiration.  "Look how she takes a load in the face. She didn’t even flinch."  He notices you pause with your cock in your hand.  "Oh, you didn’t blow one yet?" he asks surprised.  "Damn.  Woman, get over there and give your poor husband some love.  He hasn’t busted his nut yet."
 
   You wife looks up lovingly at Jerome and says, “You are so considerate."   She hurries over to you and starts sucking your dick and Jerome cleans his cock with a pocket handkerchief.
 
   You quickly reach climax and your wife greedily sucks the ejaculate from your cock.  Jerome looks on with interest.  When you are done, she climbs onto your lap and you hold her gently.
 
   "Well I must thank you both for a preposterous evening," says Jerome mockingly.
 
   "No, thank YOU Jerome," says your wife.  "I will see you at work tomorrow."
 
   "Oh yes you will.  But you better not wear any panties.  Because now that I know how nasty you are, I might need to sneak up behind and pop one into you at the water cooler when no one is looking," he laughs.
 
   You wife looks at you thoughtfully and says,  "Yes, that might be interesting."
 
    
 
   


  
 

Section 3 - Blatant Wives
 
   Your Wife’s First Date
 
   “You see honey, there is this guy at work and he wants to take me out on a date,” says your wife, searching your face for a reaction.
 
   You just look at her and laugh, “What the hell are you talking about? Didn’t you tell him you were married?”
 
   “Of course I did, silly,” she says with a nervous smile. “That’s the thing, he says that this makes it more interesting.”
 
   “Oh god, is he one of these swinger-types or something?” you say disgusted.
 
   You wife raises her shoulders and looks at her lap as she twists her fingers anxiously. “Well I don’t know really. I think we both agree that swinging is pretty gross.”
 
   You start to pay more attention to her, it bothers you that she seems so nervous. “Why are we not just laughing this off?” you ask cautiously.
 
   She seems to steel her resolve and holds her palms up. “Look, just hear me out here, ok. I am not going to belabor the point about our sex life. I have complained enough about that already and you know how I feel.”
 
   You roll your eyes, “Oh god, not this again. How often do you expect us to do it after all these years?” you ask annoyed.
 
   Tears well up briefly in her eyes and your heart melts when you see them, but she gathers her composure and carries on. “I’m just a wife now and men don’t look at me and my own husband doesn’t care to have sex with me much. I never relied on attention from men for my self-esteem…”
 
   You snort “Ha, that’s for sure.”
 
   She smiles, “Sure, you know me, I am a modern, independent woman. But still, being invisible to men gets to me after a while. I can’t tell you how flattering it is to have this fellow persistently flirting with me all the time. He looks me up and down and comments on my body," she pauses and looks into the distance. “Well it makes me blush. It makes my heart race a little with some of that old excitement," She looks at you frankly, “The way you used to make me feel.”
 
   “Used to,” you agree thoughtfully. “Ok, it annoys the shit out me to hear that some asshole is flirting with you, but I can’t complain. You are right, I love you deeply, but the spark is burning pretty low right now," You feel a little dejected.
 
   You wife pats you on the knee. “Oh well, the sex you and I do have is the best ever. We are so comfortable with each other that we can tell each other exactly what we want, when we want it. There’s none of this awkward teenage fumbling around. I don’t want to have sex with some strange man. That’s not what I am proposing.”
 
   You look at her skeptically, “Well, what are you proposing then?”
 
   “Why just that I let this guy take me out on a date, like I did when I was single," she says simply. “I’ve never had sex on a first date," she laughs. “So it will make you jealous and maybe that’s ok. You will get excited to think about some other guy paying so much attention to your wife. You might remember that I am a pretty sexy woman after all.”
 
   You just laugh. “Ok, go on. What do you get out of it besides the flattery?”
 
   “Well, that’s a lot. I will get excited and maybe a little hot and bothered. After the date, I will kiss him on the cheek and thank him for a wonderful evening. Then I will come inside and fuck your brains out," her eyes are twinkling and you laugh out loud to hear her use such language.
 
   …
 
   The first date goes just as planned, your wife wears a conservative dress and she and this guy do dinner and a movie. She is home a couple of hours later, cheeks flushed with excitement and you do have much hotter sex than usual. You didn’t even feel very jealous really while she was gone.
 
   So when she suggests that she go on another date, you readily agree. Where’s the harm? But things progress a little differently the second time around…
 
   “How does this look?” asks your wife, coming into the living room in a see-through bra and panties, wearing thigh high black stockings with garters.
 
   “Uh, pretty fantastic," you say, eying her large round breasts with swollen nipples pushing against the flimsy fabric of her bra. Your gaze slides down her hourglass torso to her shapely legs, lingering on the soft pale flesh of her thighs exposed above the dark band of her stocking tops. “What’s this all about? I thought you were going on your second date tonight.”
 
   “Well I am wearing this under my dress," she says, raising one shoulder and peering seductively over it at you. “Do you think this is too slutty?”
 
   “It would be if he ever saw it," you laugh.
 
   “Well what if I showed him?” she asks with a smile.
 
   “Oh, HELL no!” you laugh. “Are you kidding? I like a little spice, but that’s going too far. You are practically naked.”
 
   “No, I’m not," she says defensively, as she unconsciously covers her nipples.
 
   “Look, you aren’t doing that," you say simply. ‘That is all. Next topic.”
 
   She looks dejected for a second, then thinks for a second and brightens. “Ok, how about this idea. Why don’t I invite him in after our date to fool around on the couch a little. That is what I would normally do with a guy I liked on the second date.”
 
   “You like this guy?” you ask suspiciously.
 
   You wife gives you an exasperated look. “Well sure, he was funny and pleasant. I am not in love with him like I am with you and have been for all these years. I mean come on, how can you really be jealous of some guy I just met? The relationship between you and I is deep," She pauses and you both look at each other and think about all the good times and the hard times.
 
   You smile, “It’s pretty ridiculous to be jealous, you are right. But I guess that’s how I am. I still love you.”
 
   Your wife returns your smile. “Of course, dear. That’s a good reaction actually. I want to push it up a notch by fooling around with this guy a little.”
 
   “What do you mean by fooling around?” you ask with a furrowed brow, shifting uncomfortably in your seat. You don’t really like the sound of this.
 
   “Oh you know,” she says lightly, looking away. “A little kissing, a little petting, hugging and snuggling. I never let a guy go very far on the second date. We might even do it with you sitting right there if everyone agrees," she looks up at you hopefully. You notice that your penis has gotten stiff at this suggestion and you try to cover it up.
 
   “Yeah, I would rather be in the same room for that part," you say shakily.
 
   “Great!” she says excitedly and puts on a much shorter and more slinky dress than last time. You look her over and your hard-on stiffens further, but you don’t object.
 
   This time, your stomach is churning as you wait for her to return from her date. She didn’t actually tell you where they were going somehow. You aren’t sure how this got overlooked. You try to watch TV, but you can’t. You are too distracted and everything seems annoying. You consider texting her, but you don’t want to seem needy. They are gone much longer than you expected and you are about to give in and actually call her to make sure she is alright when you hear his car pull up in the driveway.
 
   You are relieved but nervous when they enter laughing and giddy. You wife is flushed again, and you can smell alcohol on both of them, but she isn’t drunk by any means. She introduces you to her date and he shakes your hand with a friendly smile.
 
   “Your wife is just wonderful. Thank you for letting me hang out with her," he says.
 
   You look him in the eye, trying to judge his intentions. “Yeah, she is wonderful. You are lucky to have this opportunity.”
 
   “Oh I know," he laughs breaking your gaze and looking your wife up and down. “We have had a blast together.”
 
   “Where did you go?” you ask.
 
   “Oh, here and there," says your wife mischievously. ”Let’s go into the living room. We were just out dancing but I am not done yet. Honey, please put some music on while I grab some refreshments for everyone.”
 
   You are tight-lipped and invite this fellow into the living room while you put on some jazz.
 
   “How about some funk instead?” he says walking up and brazenly plugging his phone into your stereo. James Brown beats emerge from your speakers as your wife returns with some drinks. She hands out beverages and dims the lights. “I love James Brown,” she shouts at him. He just nods and they start dancing together immediately, eyes locked with one another.
 
   You stand there awkwardly for a moment then just sit down and watch them dance, not knowing what else to do.
 
   They aren’t dancing for long before your wife turns around and puts her ass right into this guy’s crotch. He is smiling and grabs her hips and is grinding himself up against her ass. You stare in shock as this guy dry humps your wife and then quickly come to your senses and jump up and switch off the music.
 
   “Whoa!” he says surprised and your wife and he separate quickly.
 
   “That’s a bit much, isn’t it?” you ask her angrily. Your heart is racing. “Dry humping? Really?”
 
   You wife is laughing and grabs your arm. “Oh honey, look at you. You’ve got your dander up," She hugs you happily. “That’s nothing dear. It’s just a dance. But we will stop if you want," She looks at this guy significantly. He’s holding a hand over his crotch and avoiding your eyes.
 
   “Let’s sit down on the couch and get comfortable," says your wife. “Are you ok? Why are you holding your crotch," you wife asks him innocently.
 
   “You know why," he says smiling and take his hand away showing her the bulge in his jeans.
 
   “Oh, I thought I felt something back there," says your wife looking at you mischievously.
 
   “Cut the the shit," you complain uncomfortably.
 
   She just laughs and they sit down together on the couch. Your wife whispers something in his ear and he looks over at you skeptically.
 
   “What did you say to him?” you ask a little annoyed.
 
   “Well she wants to know if I want to fool around," he says stiffly. “I guess I am here to spice up your relationship or something," You wife gasps and starts tickling him and he breaks down laughing. “Ok, Ok, I am game if you are.”
 
   You squirm uncomfortably as they wrestle on the couch, tickling each other and laughing. Your wife’s hair is a mess and she is panting with excitement. Pretty soon he pins her down and starts kissing her neck. “Oh honey, make him stop, he’s molesting me," jokes your wife in a falsetto voice. You do want to jump up and make him stop, but you just grit your teeth and stay where you are.
 
   After a moment, she stops struggling and wraps her arms around him. He starts kissing her on the mouth and she eagerly responds with her tongue. Your penis stiffens as you watch your wife and this man making out on the couch.
 
   You notice that he is starting to run his hands over her body and he has one hand wrapped around her ass and another on one of her boobs.
 
   “Uh, ok, that’s enough now," you say, but you stay in your seat.
 
   At this point they are both ignoring you and greedily licking each other’s tongues. His hand is inside her blouse and he is kneading her ass in earnest. You wife reaches down and grasps his bulge then quickly unzips his fly. She doesn’t look at you as she eases his cock out of his jeans and starts stroking it. You catch your breathe, but you can’t move. You are staring in fascination as he pulls her to her feet and lifts her dress up and off over her head. She lifts her arms submissively to help him undress her. She stands there in her lingerie looking you in the eye as he unsnaps her bra.
 
   “What the hell are you doing?” you croak, barely able to speak.
 
   “He’s undressing me dear,” she says matter-of-factly, reaching back she grabs hold of his member and starting stroking it again. “And now I have his penis in my hand and I am stroking it," she explains smiling. “Now he has taken my bra off and is pinching my nipples which are quite tender and swollen,” she continues, but then she gasps with passion and says “pardon me a moment, dear," She turns around and drops to her knees before him. She holds his cock in front of her mouth and looks up at him. “May I suck this?” she asks. He simply thrusts it into her mouth in reply and she moans with pleasure as she starts sucking his dick. He turns her shoulders around slightly so that you can see better and your wife looks at you wide eyed, curious to see your reaction. Her mouth is wrapped around his shaft and her cheeks are sucked in as she slides his penis in and out of her mouth, maintaining suction all the time.
 
   Momentarily, he grunts with satisfaction. She takes her mouth off him and says to you. “I’m starting to taste pre-ejaculate. I think he’s ready to take me now," She walks over to you and bends over to unzip your fly, her large breasts dangling before you. You cup them in your hands, weighing them as you penis erupts from your pants. She grasps it familiarly, “Please stroke this yourself while you watch, dear. I am going to be busy. “
 
   Then she releases you, pulls down her panties, and lays on the couch with her legs spread wide for him. He pushes just the tip of his cock into her vagina and looks over at you expectantly. “Uh oh” he says, “It’s going in. Another man’s cock is penetrating your wife there buddy” he laughs teasing your wife as he prods her with the tip of his thing and then withdraws it quickly.
 
   She wriggles in pleasure for a moment before grabbing his ass and pulling him into her. “Gimme that thing," she gasps, thrusting her hips up to engulf him. Soon his ass is pistoning up and down as he thrusts himself into your wife. She is grunting and moaning with pleasure, really hamming it up you think. She never makes those sounds when you fuck her. Your mouth is dry and you hard-on is painful, so you just decide you jerk yourself as your wife suggested. You actually enjoy the site of her generous breasts bouncing up and down with each thrust. Pretty soon your wife cries out in climax and her lover pulls out and shoots his load on her belly and into her face. You cum yourself soon after, shooting a good load up in the air and onto your own pant legs. Meanwhile, he straddles her and slaps his limp dick against your wife’s face playfully. “Bad whore wife," he says while she laughs and tries to push him away. Then he climbs off of her and starts getting dressed.
 
   She just turns and looks at you with contentment. She is limp with exhaustion and her skin is shining with a post-orgasm glow. Once dressed, he gives your wife a kiss, gives you a friendly wave goodbye, and strides out the door. You look down at the mess you’ve made of yourself and then over at your wife covered in another man’s semen. “How the hell did that happen?” you ask, drained and incredulous.
 
   “Well that’s how he did me last time actually," she says with a wry grin. “I thought we could just fool around a little, but that’s just ridiculous. One thing always leads to another and once I felt that hard cock, I knew I would be putting out," The blood drains from your face as meaning of her words sink in.
 
   “Ah well, it looks like you enjoyed yourself anyway," she looking at your cum soaked trousers. “You better give those to me and I will stick them in the wash.”
 
   And somehow things snap back into the old routine as your naked, cum-soaked wife starts tidying up the mess in the living room. 
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your Girlfriend Is Negotiating How Far She Can Go With Another Guy
 
    
 
   You meet your girlfriend for coffee one day and she is sitting with another guy you haven’t met.
 
   "Oh hey babe," she says nervously.  "Uh, this is Jim."
 
   He jumps up and shakes your hand with a broad smile that seems sort of fake and aggressive.  He tries to crush your hand, but you quickly match his grip and he relents so you release his hand.
 
   "Yeah, hey there Jim." you say nonchalantly as you sit down close to your girl.  She edges away from you slightly when you do, so you get a little annoyed, but hide your displeasure.
 
   "So I met Jim her at the coffee shop a few weeks ago and we’ve been chatting every now and then." starts you girls haltingly.
 
   "Ok…" you say looking him over as he stares at you fixedly with a false smile.
 
   "Uh, I can’t do this." she says looking at Jim helplessly.
 
   "Honestly, we have been flirting each time we meet, and so I asked Sue out last week." he says simply, his smile becoming more real and slightly embarrassed.
 
   "I told him I have a boyfriend." she interjects hurriedly.
 
   "Ok, sure.  No big deal, people flirt." you say leaning back and taking a drink of coffee.
 
   "Right," says Jim.  "That’s what I said, this is no big deal.  We are just flirting a little, so why don’t we go out sometime?"  He raises his eyebrows and spreads his hands open.
 
   You wriggle uncomfortably, not sure how to handle this.  "What did you say?" you ask your girlfriend.
 
   She looks at you searchingly.  "I said I would have to ask you about it." she says, pursing her upper lip and making a questioning face.
 
   "Uh, I don’t know." you say, confused.
 
   "I don’t even know why we are going through this awkward thing." Jim says chuckling.  "I mean it’s not a date or anything."
 
   She gives him a significant look.  "Yeah, you said you want to fool around so that makes it a date." she says firmly.
 
   "Whoa, wait a minute." you say, holding up your hands.  "We have been going steady for like two years.  You can’t go on a date with another guy." 
 
   "Ok, that’s fair." she says, visibly relieved.
 
   "Now hold on, this isn’t a date." Jim says in a rush.  "We can bring some other friends along or go out during the days or whatever.  This is just a friendly hang out sort of thing." he says smiling broadly.
 
   "But what’s this fooling around business?" you ask suspiciously.
 
   "Well you know," he says rubbing his head and avoiding your gaze.  "Sue and I have sort of this energy that passes between us."
 
   "It’s sort of a sexual vibe." she admits to you with a pained expression.
 
   "Right, so that’s not cool." you say stiffly.
 
   "Oh come on," she says.  You and I love each other, don’t we?  Don’t you trust that I am committed to you?" she reaches out and takes your hand, looking you in the eye pleadingly.
 
   "Well sure, but…" your stomach feels weird, how are you supposed to be cool with this?
 
   "Look buddy, I’m definitely not trying to steal your girlfriend.  Like I said, we like to flirt, it’s kind of a playful sexual chemistry we have, but it’s not serious."
 
   "Oh no" Sue agrees, “It’s just casual."
 
   "So maybe we want to go hang out together, maybe do some harmless petting." he says.
 
   "Petting?" you croak, annoyed that your voice is cracking with nervousness.
 
   "You know, maybe kiss a little?" she asks haltingly.
 
   "Uh, are you really asking if you can go out with this guy and make out?" you ask incredulously.
 
   "Sort of…" she admits, twisting her fingers and looking down at her lap.  "It seems like fun, sort of naughty, but nothing too horrible.  It might spice things up a little."
 
   You have no idea what to say.  Jim just crosses his arms and sits back waiting for you to make the next move.  You don’t know why she thinks your love life needs spicing up, it seems pretty hot to you.  And you definitely don’t want to discuss that in front of some other guy.  Also, you have to admit, that it’s a pretty kinky idea that she would ask permission to fool around with another guy.
 
   "Uh, if I did agree to this, there would need to be some clear ground rules." you say, struggling to keep your composure.
 
   Sue perks up visibly.  "Oh I agree!  I won’t do oral on the first date."
 
   You look at her in shock.  It never occurred to you that oral sex was even on the table.
 
   "Well I want to get at least to second base." Jim demands grumpily.
 
   "That seems fair." she admits, unconsciously touching her breasts.
 
   "It does?" you ask incredulously.
 
   "Well I don’t see how you can fool around without some sort of boob groping going on." laughs Sue nervously.  "I mean, let’s be realistic."
 
   "Shirt open and bra off."  says Jim firmly.  "I want to see nips."
 
   "You can touch them through my shirt, but no touching once my shirt is off." responds Sue, growing excited.  "If I take my shirt off you can only look."
 
   "Wait a minute." you object lamely.
 
   "Come on pal, what are freaking out about?" he says.  "I’m sure she  has topless photos online already.  Probably some drunken night out with her girlfriends or something, maybe some crazy mardi gras photos."
 
   Sue blushes furiously and you feel your stomach flip.  From her reaction, you suspect there are some snapshots of your girlfriend’s bare breasts floating around somewhere and that Jim has probably already seen them.
 
   "You guys can’t expect me to agree that it’s ok for some guy to feel up my girlfriend’s tits." you say firmly.
 
   "Well you make it sound bad when you put it that way." whines Sue.  "Why not say you agree that your girlfriend can have a life and hang out with other guys sometimes… and maybe fool around a little."  But you can tell she realizes how bad it sounds.
 
   "Ok, look, let’s table the question of how much tit action I’m going to get for now." says Jim, like a prick.  "Sue, you say no oral sex, but what about a handjob?"
 
   "Oh no,  I will squeeze it through your pants but that’s it." says Sue crossing her arms.
 
   "Come on, if you do that, I’ll just get blue balls."he complains.
 
   "I don’t what you touching his thing at all." you say loudly.  You are about to continue when you realize that everyone in the coffee shop just heard you and you feel your face burning up with shame.  
 
   "Honey, really, let’s be realistic." Sue whispers, looking around at the various men and women starting to eavesdrop on your conversation.  "I don’t see how a couple can fool around without a little crotch groping.  I mean, if I don’t feel that hard lump in a guy’s trousers when we are kissing, I just assume that he’s gay." Sue says with a devilish twinkle in her eye.
 
   "Oh I agree, dear." says a woman at the next table with a laugh.
 
   "Oh jesus, now the peanut gallery is chiming in." you say exasperated.  "I am out of here, let’s go, Sue."  You stand up and wait for her to join you.  Sue hesitates looking Jim in the eye for a few moments.  "Sue?" you say impatiently.
 
   "Ok, I’m coming." she says finally and stands up.
 
   "Great, well, I’m glad we had this talk." says Jim, jumping up and gripping your hand aggressively.  "So we are all agreed, I am taking Sue out tonight and we will be making out.  I get to feel her up and see her bare titties, but I can’t touch them once her bra is off and she will be squeezing my cock through my pants, but I am on my own if I pull it out.  Sounds like a good deal."
 
   You’ve had about enough of this guy. You shove him back and he almost falls over a chair but quickly rights himself and backs out the door with his hands raised.  "Easy trigger, easy.  See you at 6 Sue." 
 
   "Sure, see you at 6?" she says waving as he leaves.
 
   "Are you serious?"  you say flabbergasted.
 
   "What?  I thought we just all agreed!" she says with a hurt look on her face.
 
   
  
 

Taking Pictures With Another Couple
 
    
 
   You and your wife had another couple over for dinner and you are enjoying drinks afterward.
 
   "How long have we know each other now, Susan?" your friend Jane asks your wife, as she sips a vodka martini.
 
   "Oh, God, let me think," laughs your wife.  "It must be at least 10 years!"
 
   "Yes, definitely, we met right when moved into this house," you concur, as you push back your recliner with a relaxed sigh.
 
   "We’ve been friends so long, but we have so few pictures together.  Let’s take some pictures!" says Jane, pulling out her phone.
 
   You rouse yourself and join the gang on the couch for a few shots as Jane balances her phone on the coffee table and uses a timer to take some photos.   But you tire of it quickly and beat a retreat to the comfort of your recliner.
 
   "Oh Bob, you are such a party-pooper!" laughs Jane as you make your escape.
 
   "Yep,  I guess so," you respond merrily, holding up your glass and sinking back into your chair.  Jane comes and takes the chair next to you leaving her husband Rick on the couch with your wife.
 
   "Rick, be a dear, let me get a picture of you and Susan together," says Jane.
 
   Rick obliges by sliding over next to your wife and they both flash broad smiles as Jane snaps a photo.
 
   "So cute," gushes Jane.  "Rick, put your arm around Susan, I want to get another shot."
 
   Rick isn’t a very touchy-feely guy and everyone laughs as he bashfully reaches his arm around your wife’s shoulder.
 
   "Don’t be afraid, dear, I don’t bite," laughs your wife, as she wraps an arm around his back and nestles up against his chest before smiling wryly for another photo.
 
   "Oh that’s adorable," laughs Jane.  "Look how Rick is blushing in that one," she says as she leans over to show the picture to your wife.  
 
   Susan chuckles when she sees the picture.  "Do I make you nervous, Rick?" she asks batting her lashes at him teasingly.
 
   "Heh, no, no.  You know me, I just don’t really go for a lot of hugging and such," he says nervously.
 
   "Let’s do a risque one, Sue," says Jane.  "Put your leg over Rick’s leg."
 
   "Oh, I don’t know, Janey.  It might make him nervous," says your wife, turning to look Rick in the eyes.
 
   "I think that might make me nervous," you say jokingly, and this gets a laugh all around.
 
   "Pish, look at you with your drink in your favorite chair.  You are a long way from nervous, mister," says your wife with a familiar smile.  Then she turns to Rick.  "Don’t mind him, Rick, he’ll get a kick out of this picture later on.  Now look, I’ll just put my leg up here and everything will be just fine."  Your wife hikes her skirt high up her thigh and drapes a gorgeous stockinged leg across Rick’s lap.   
 
   Jane whistles appreciatively.  "Get a load of those gams!" she says excitedly.  "Rick, be a red-blooded man and grab a hold of that thigh," she directs as she holds up her phone preparing to take a shot.
 
   Rick looks at you nervously but you just shrug good naturedly and take another sip of drink so he goes ahead and grasps your wife’s leg above the knee.
 
   "Oh… Rick!" teases your wife lustily in response and Jane cackles with laughter as she snaps a few more photos of her husband feeling up your wife.
 
   It makes you a little nervous how your wife is flirting with Rick, but it’s also kind of kinky and you notice your cock starting to swell in response.
 
   "That’s just dirty," says Jane happily, showing you a few pictures.
 
   You laugh half-heartedly and try to hide the tent you are starting to pitch as you look at the pictures.  Jane glances at your crotch, but pretends not to notice.
 
   You look back at your wife and Rick snuggling together on the couch and you realize that he hasn’t released her leg and his hand seems to have slipped higher up her thigh.  Your wife, Susan is looking up into his face expectantly.
 
   "Ahem," you say trying to get their attention, and your wife looks over at you guiltily. 
 
   "Let me get a shot of you two kissing," says Jane thickly.  You can tell that she is really getting turned on by the sight of her husband touching your wife.
 
   "Do you really think that’s a good idea?" you ask, trying to hide the anxiety in your voice.
 
   "I don’t know Jane... I think we are making the boys uncomfortable," says your wife hesitantly.
 
   "Oh, I don’t mind if Bob doesn’t," says Rick gruffly and you see that he still hasn’t removed his hand from your wife’s thigh.
 
   Everyone is looking at you with anticipation and you feel your own face growing hot.  "Well, you know, I guess these pictures will be a real hoot to look at once we are all sobered up…" you say lamely, trying to be a good sport.  
 
   You are torn between jealousy and arousal as your wife takes Rick’s face in her hand and they start kissing.  Meanwhile Jane is giggling hysterically as she snaps picture after picture with her phone.  "Oh this is really naughty," she gasps, wriggling with excitement.  "How does it make you feel to see your wife kissing my husband, Bob?" she asks you.  Her eyes are bright with arousal.
 
   Your dick is rock hard at this point and you put your hand on your crotch to try to hide your boner.  "Uh, it’s a little weird, but I guess I can deal with it," you say.
 
   Jane gazes down at your attempts to hide your hardon and just laughs in return.  "Yeah, I guess you CAN deal with it."
 
   The way she notices your erection makes your heart race.  This is crazy, you must have all had more to drink than you thought.  You turn your attention back to your wife and Rick and realize that they are really going at it.
 
   "Hey, no tongue!" you say half-jokingly, but they just ignore you and are clearly french kissing.  Rick has reached his hand up your wife’s skirt and is gripping her ass as they make out on the couch, seemingly oblivious to you and Jane.
 
   "Susan, are you working Rick’s cock?" gasps Jane in amazement, clearly delighted.
 
   Your wife and Rick break their lip lock and gaze at her guiltily, eyes bleary with alcohol and lust.  "Oops, I guess we got a little carried away," apologizes your wife withdrawing her hand from Rick’s groin hastily.
 
   "Don’t be sorry, this is hot, keep going," says Jane as she comes and sits on the edge of your chair.
 
   "What are you doing?" you ask, looking up at her stupidly.
 
   "I’m not sure," she admits, reaching down to touch the tent you are pitching in your trousers.
 
   "Oh boy, we better call it a night or we are all going to be very sorry and embarrassed in the morning," you say shakily.
 
   "What do you think, Rick?" your wife asks him, looking deeply into his eyes.  He responds by slowly unbuttoning the front of her blouse.
 
   "Oh boy," says your wife as she watches him.  She looks over at you with concern.  "Honey, do you see what he’s doing."
 
   "Yup," you croak as Jane unzips your fly.  "When did we become swingers?" you ask no one in particular.
 
   "There is always a first time," says Jane lustily as she goes down on you.
 
   You are distracted by this for a few minutes. The next thing you know, Jim has you wife’s bare tits in his hands and she is jerking him off as they make out on the couch.  Jane’s head is bobbing up and down on your cock and it feels amazing.  You reach down to unbutton her top as well so that you can get a hold of her big soft tits.
 
   "Whoa, Rick," cautions your wife as he pulls her panties down.  "I, uh, isn’t that going a bit too far?" she asks, but her eyes are blazing with lust.
 
   "I’m going to fuck you now," he says drunkenly and plunges his cock right into her waiting pussy.  She wraps her legs around his back as he starts pounding her on the couch and the sight of another man fucking your wife makes you blow your wad right into Jane’s mouth.  She swallows it greedily and then looks up at your with a twinkle in her eyes, wiping your cum from her chin.
 
   "I was hoping to hop on that before you did that, but I already came by touching myself once, so I forgive you," she says archly.
 
   You push her back on the floor and pull her soaking panties off and return the favor by going down on her, immediately locating the clit in her unfamiliar vagina and flicking your tongue across it greedily.
 
   "Wow, Bob, holy shit!" she gasps as you push a few fingers into her.  You spend a few minutes with your face buried in Jane’s cunt, listening to your wife grunt with passion as Rick fucks her and your own cock is growing hard again.  Jane cums again with a stifled moan and you withdraw you bush-burned face from her crotch.
 
   You look over to see Rick politely pull out in time to shoot his load all over your wife’s smooth white belly.  She tugs gently on his scrotum as he cums and the sight of her performing this familiar act on another man makes your stomach flip.
 
   She notices you watching her do this and says.  "Oh, sorry, dear."
 
   "It’s ok, I just got done eating out your girlfriend," you mumble with embarrassment.
 
   "Quite well, I might add," interjects Jane as she lays sprawled luxuriously on her back, legs spread wide and pussy exposed.
 
   "Well Rick finished before I did," says your wife, glancing at your stiff rod.  "Rick, be a dear and step aside now, will you?" asks your wife.  " I need my husband to fuck me a little more so that I can come."
 
   "Oh, sure, sorry about that," he says contritely and flops down on the floor next to his wife.  They both look on in fascination as you mount your wife, trying to ignore the cum already on her and work your cock in and out of her until she gasps in a shuddering climax.
 
   You pull out and Jane says “Say cheese," and snaps a picture of you with your stiff wet cock hovering over your cum drenched wife.
 
   "I’ll get you for that," you say and rush over push her on her back and forcefully enter her while her husband sits right next to you on the floor, looking on uncomfortably.
 
   "Rick, oh rick, he’s ravishing me," she laughs as you jam your cock into her.
 
   "Well, I guess you had it coming," he says, scratching his head, unable to look away as you penetrate his wife over and over.
 
   "Oh god, I might cum again, Bob, go easy," she gasps.  "Oh, too late," and you pull out to shoot another load all over her face as she cums for the third time this evening.
 
   Rick just looks on placidly as you spurt hot come all over his wife’s face. 
 
   "Yeah, well, I guess this is how swinging works.  You sully my wife, I sully yours,"  You tell him with a crooked smile. 
 
   "Yes, but you sullied me twice," laughs Jane licking cum from her lips.
 
   "I don’t know if I have another one in me," says Rick sadly in response to your wife’s hopeful expression. It makes you jealous the way her face falls slightly when he admits he can’t fuck any more.  Which seems odd since you didn’t really mind watching him fuck her.
 
    ***
 
   You all get cleaned up and it’s agreed that they should spend the night since everyone is too drunk to drive.  You set up Rick and Jane in the guest room while you and your wife retire to your bedroom.
 
   You pass right out from exhaustion but are awoken a few hours later by your wife grunting in the hallway.  You get up to find her underneath Rick as he balls her right on the floor in the hallway.
 
   "Jesus, you guys!" you complain.  "I mean, is this going to be a like a regular thing?"  But your cock belies your anger and slowly rises at the sight of Rick rhythmically plunging himself into your woman.
 
   "I just wanted to give him a chance to even the score…" gasps your wife.
 
   "You’re a good woman, and fair," he says pulling out and blowing his wad into her face as she eagerly leans forward to lap the cum from his swollen head.
 
   "What?" he says defensively as you look on in disgust mixed with arousal.  "You came on my wife twice…"
 
   "Oh, are we keeping score?" you ask sarcastically. 
 
   "We probably should," he laughs.  "Otherwise, someone might get jealous."
 
   You all laugh as you help your wife to her feet.  But it does burn you the way she kisses him again as he returns to the guest room and you pull her back to your bedroom.
 
   "Easy there Jezebel," you mutter as you push her into the bathroom to clean up.
 
   "He fucks me so earnestly, dear.  I had to give him a thank you kiss," teases your wife and it maddens you to hear it but turns you on as well.  "I mean we’ve known Rick for years, and he fucks just as you might imagine.  Methodically, without pretension, with great humility."
 
   "Do I have to listen to this?" you ask with mock annoyance.
 
   "Well how was Jane?" she asks you with interest.
 
   "Just as you might think.  She uses her mouth a lot," you respond with a smile, and you and your wife have a quiet laugh at that, but things are weird between you now and you suspect that they can never be the same.  As you lay staring up at your bedroom ceiling you consider the rut you two had fallen into and how you had taken her so much for granted all these years, and you decide that things not being the same might be a good thing.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your Wife Lets a Rival of Yours Squeeze Her Tits
 
    
 
   You and some friends are drinking one at your house one night.  You are all feeling pretty loose when you wife comes in with another tray full of beers for you.
 
   "Here you go boys," she says cheerily as she sets down the tray.  "Don’t bother to invite me to join you anything."
 
   Your buddies all laugh, and you join in weakly, but you don’t like the way they are looking down the front of her dress as she bends down to put the tray on the coffee table.
 
   "Come over here and sit with us," says Bob, a guy you know from work.  He’s more of rival than a friend.  You are always trying to outdo each other, but he’s friends with your other pals, so you invite him over sometimes.  It annoys you how he looks your wife’s body over as he moves over to make room on the couch for her.
 
   "Why thank you Bob, at least there is one gentleman among you," says your wife teasingly.
 
   Your friends react by teasing you in turn.  "Whoa,"  "Oh, boy, you heard, that, Jim?" 
 
   You just roll your eyes and lean over to grab a beer for yourself.
 
   "Thank you for bringing us more beer, darling," you say sarcastically, tipping your beer at your wife.  
 
   "You are welcome, dear," she says primly as she helps herself to one.
 
   You all resume chatting for a while but Bob keeps looking over at your wife’s boobs.  They do seem rather jiggly this evening and you are enjoying the view but wish Bob would stop looking at them.
 
   "Jennifer, can I ask you a personal question?" he asks your wife, shooting you a devilish glance.
 
   "Sure, Bob, I don’t see why not," she says casually, recrossing her legs and tossing her foot playfully.
 
   "Are you wearing a bra right now?" he asks, suppressing a smile.
 
   You wife blushes furiously, and quickly crosses her arms over her chest self-consciously as your buddies break out in nervous laughter.  A couple of your friends look over at you apprehensively.  It’s no secret that you and Bob are always competing with one another.
 
   You keep your cool and just smirk at Bob,  "Ha ha," you say in a deadpan voice.
 
   Your wife looks over at you helplessly, her cheeks flushed bright red.  "Well, actually, no, I’m not, Bob.  I didn’t think anyone would notice."
 
   Bob furrows his brow earnestly and gives you wife a look of consternation.  "Oh, I’m sorry, Jennifer. I didn’t mean to embarrass you. I shouldn’t have mentioned it."
 
   Your wife relaxes slightly and gives a half-hearted chuckle.  "Oh, it’s alright Bob, I guess you boys have had a few drinks and it loosened your tongue a bit,"  She lowers her arms hesitantly and Bob watches with interest as her nipples grow hard and poke through the fabric of her dress.
 
   "You’re right, alcohol lowers your inhibitions," he says, gazing brazenly at your wife’s tits, not bothering to look her in the eye.
 
   She notices his attention and looks over at you with an uncomfortable grimace, but she keeps her arms by her sides and doesn’t bother covering her boobs again.
 
   You scratch your head in annoyance, but aren’t sure how to react.
 
   "So yeah," says your wife, “What were we talking about again?"
 
   "Your boobs!" laughs your buddy Pete to more laughter.  You shoot him a dirty look but he just shrugs an apology and you can see that he is just a little drunk and didn’t mean anything by it.
 
   "Right," says Bob apologetically, still not taking his eyes off your wife’s rack, “I am sorry I brought them up, but see when I saw that you weren’t wearing a bra, I was wondering if you, uh, wanted us to notice them,"  He turns to you and wags his eyebrows at you like Groucho Marx and you have to restrain the urge to jump up and pop him one.
 
   "Oh lord," gasps your wife with amazement. Then she slaps Bob’s shoulder and breaks out laughing.  "Don’t be silly.  I am allowed to be comfortable in my own home, aren’t I?"
 
   "And then you bent over and we all got a nice view of your cleavage…" continues Bob shooting you another cocky glance.
 
   "Purely unintentional, I’m sure," asserts your wife, trying to laugh it off and giving you a significant look.
 
   "Oh, no, don’t apologize, we all enjoyed it, didn’t we boys?" says Bob looking around for support.  Your friends just laugh awkwardly and avoid his eyes.  Everyone except Pete that is, who is drunk enough to chime in.
 
   "Honestly, Jennifer, I did enjoy catching a glimpse of those gorgeous orbs of yours," he says with a slight slur and a crooked smile.
 
   "Pete, you’re drunk," says your wife kindly.  "But that’s, uh, nice of you to say, I guess."
 
   "Let’s change the subject, now, shall we?" you demand coldly, glaring at Bob with hatred.
 
   "Oh yes, please," says your wife, relieved that you are taking control of the conversation.
 
   "Does it bother you that we like looking at your wife’s breasts?" asks Bob nonchalantly.
 
   You are surprised that he is pressing forward like this and are at a loss for words for a second.  "Uh, wouldn’t you be?" you ask.
 
   "Honestly? No, it wouldn’t bother me at all.  My wife would just laugh it off, I’m sure," he says smugly.
 
   "Well I just laughed it off too," pipes up your wife, squaring her shoulders indignantly.  She is subtly thrusting her chest forward as though daring Bob and Pete to look.
 
   "Well that fact that you didn’t wear a bra and bent over to show us your boobs seems to be making your husband nervous," says Bob, turning to your wife with a smile.
 
   "Now wait a minute," she laughs, blushing anew.  "I wasn’t trying to show anyone anything."
 
   "I don’t know what your are insinuating, but I have perfect faith in my wife, Bob," you chime in defensively.
 
   "Jim and I have a very solid relationship," agrees you wife with a emphatic nod.
 
   "So he shouldn’t mind if you show us your breasts?" he asks archly.  "I mean a little thing like that shouldn’t affect your relationship at all."
 
   "No of course it wouldn’t, but I didn’t intend to show you anything…" insists your wife, looking at him strangely.
 
   "I’d like to see them again," offers Pete, clearly drunk at this point. 
 
   One of you other pals shushes him up and looks apologetically over at you and your wife.
 
   "But it would be no big deal if you were to show us.  You could just flash them for us maybe.  It’s not like you and Jim would get divorced over it," presses Bob.
 
   "Wait, are you asking me to flash my boobs for you?" asks your wife with surprise.  "Pete’s drunk, but what’s your excuse?"
 
   "I like boobs," Bob admits with a smile.  "I like your boobs," he adds lecherously gazing at them obviously.  You wife giggles in spite of herself and glances at you guiltily.
 
   "Alright Bob, just can it," you say angrily.  You notice a couple of your other friends shifting nervously.
 
   "Maybe we should be going," says your pal Sam.  "I think we’ve all had a few too many.  Better call a cab."
 
   "That’s a good idea, let’s call it night," you agree with relief.
 
   "You have an amazing body, I’m sorry if it makes you nervous for me to tell you," says Pete drunkenly taking your wife’s hand.
 
   Jennifer just laughs and let’s Pete kiss her hand.  "Pete, you are normally a perfectly polite and respectful guest.  I promise not to tease you about this once you have sobered up,"  she says with a twinkle in her eye.
 
   "Perfect, now why not pull them out real quick so we can get a better look," says Pete gesturing clumsily at her chest.
 
   Sam leaps to his feet and guides Pete back to his seat shaking his head at you in amazement.  
 
   "You are going to be really embarrassed in the morning, Pete," you say with resignation.  "I promise not to tell your wife about it, though."
 
   "Jeez, you guys are making me self-conscious," says your wife touching her bosom gently.  "I can’t just go flashing my chest for other men while my husband is sitting right there…"
 
   "Well I hope you wouldn’t do it even if I was in the other room," you laugh which makes her lower her eyes and blush an even deeper red.
 
   "Well, let her do what she wants," says Bob.  "She didn’t come out here bra-less for nothing," he says looking her over lewdly.
 
   "I don’t know what you are suggesting," says your wife primly.
 
   "You want to show us, you knew we could see down your dress when you bent over like that.  Don’t be coy, we are all adults here.  Go ahead and show us if you want to. We certainly don’t mind seeing some beautiful breasts,"  says Bob matter-of-factly.
 
   "Bob, you are such a prick, do you know that?" you say.
 
   "Can’t you see that this is making my husband angry?" says your wife uncertainly.
 
   "Wait, it’s making me angry?  Aren’t you offended by all this?" you ask her, startled at her attitude.
 
   "Well, not really.  Boys will be boys and all that," says your wife with a wry grin.  "I just don’t want you to get upset," she says.
 
   "You mean that you would show them your tits if it didn’t bother me?" you ask incredulously.
 
   "Well of course not, I see that it would bother you," she says quickly, biting her lip nervously.
 
   Bob just watches your interaction with interest as Sam hurriedly fishes out his phone and starts calling a cab.
 
   "You aren’t answering the question.  You seem to be saying that you would gladly flash your boobs for these guys if I agreed to it," you demand.
 
   "She did bend over and offer a nice view already…" mutters Bob.
 
   Your wife slaps his shoulder in exasperation.  "Shush now, you are making it worse."
 
   "Please answer the question, dear," you say patiently.
 
   "Ugh. Why are you doing this?" she asks unhappily.  "Maybe I would give them a thrill if I thought you wouldn’t mind.  Why not?  I don’t get much attention from men these days."
 
   "Oh, I can’t believe that," says Bob soothingly.  "I’m sure men still check you out."
 
   "Nope," says your wife, sniffing slightly.  "I honestly feel invisible around men most of the time."
 
   "Can we not get into this personal stuff in front of the guests?" you ask uncomfortably.
 
   "You wanted to know," she snaps at you, upset now.  "Would I flash my boobs?  Sure I would."
 
   "Well do it then!" laughs Pete unaware of the tension between your wife and you.
 
   She grabs the top of her dress and stares at you daring you to object.
 
   You just shrug your shoulders, unable to believe that she would go through with it.
 
   But she does.  She pulls the top of her dress right down and her soft white breasts come spilling out.  She turns and points her erect pink nipples right at Bob.
 
   "Are you happy now?" she asks him.
 
   "Sure," he says.  "May I?" he asks reaching out his hands.
 
   "Do what you want," she says softly.
 
   You look on in stunned silence as Bob grasps your wife’s tender boobs in his rough hands and pinches her nipples gently.
 
   "You wife is an outstanding hostess," Bob says to you as he fondles your wife’s knockers and smiling crudely.
 
   You jump up and rush over to intercede, but he quickly withdraws his hands.  Your wife flips her top back up and gives you a frightened stare.
 
   "Get the fuck out!" you shout at Bob, pointing to the door.
 
   He stands abruptly and holds his hands up defensively.  "Easy, bud, easy.  Just a little drunken tomfoolery.  We didn’t mean anything by it."
 
   Your guests file quickly out of the room muttering awkward goodbyes and your friend Sam puts his hand on your shoulder.  
 
   "This won’t seem so bad in the light of day tomorrow," he says sympathetically.
 
   You nod at him tight-lipped and say nothing.
 
   Once everyone is gone, you turn on your wife angrily.
 
   "What the hell was that all about?" you shriek.  "I can’t believe you humiliated me in front of my friends!  You know Bob is my rival at work!"
 
   "I know dear," she says looking at you beseechingly.  "Please forgive me.  I don’t know what got into me."
 
   She seems genuinely contrite and upset, so you just let it go and head off to bed, muttering angrily to yourself.
 
   Your wife joins you a few minutes later and you lay in bed together not talking for a while.
 
   She snuggles close to you, but you just lay there coldly, not responding.  She reaches over and starts fondling your penis and you grunt reluctantly, but you don’t stop her.
 
   "You know, it was pretty exciting for me to show my boobs tonight," she purrs in your ear as she fondles your cock.  
 
   "That’s nice," you say grumpily but you can’t hide the fact that your dick stiffens in response.
 
   Your wife notices you getting harder and continues huskily.  "Pete and Bob weren’t the only ones looking you know.  Sam couldn’t keep his eyes off of them.  I didn’t know that I could still have that effect on men."
 
   "And all you have to do is act a slut," you say turning to her as she continues working your rod with her hand.
 
   "Well, I’ve been pretty modest my whole life up until now," she says eyeing you lovingly as she bends over to go down on you.
 
   "Oh shit," you exclaim with pleasure as she wraps her lips around your shaft and sucks.
 
   She pauses and says.  "It really made me wet when Bob fondled my boobs right in front of you.  He just grasped them rudely and pinched my nipples while you sat right there."
 
   "Yeah, I didn’t like that," you say, but are surprised that your cock gets even harder as she brings it up again.
 
   "Are you sure?" she asks coyly feeling your cock’s reaction.
 
   "Jesus! What are you saying?" you say, avoiding her eyes.
 
   You wife climbs on top of you and slides your throbbing member inside her.  It plunges easily into her soaking pussy and you gasp with satisfaction.
 
   "I think you enjoyed that little show tonight," says your wife as she works herself up and down on your hardon.
 
   You are about to object, but she puts her finger over your lips.  "You can’t hide the fact that it aroused you.  I think I should invite Bob and Peter over again for another little party.   Heck, I should include Sam too from the way he looked at my titties tonight. Maybe I will wear something a little more… intimate."
 
   "I don’t think…" you start to object.
 
   "Hush," she says softly.  "Maybe I will let them do more than just cop a feel, too," she says devilishly.  And now you are too busy cumming inside her to pretend to complain.  She joins you by climaxing herself almost simultaneously, and you wonder how strange it is that this perversion has resurrected your love life.
 
   
  
 

Your Wife Gets Down on Her Knees for Your Rival
 
   continued from “Your wife lets a rival squeeze her tits.”
 
   After that party where you all got drunk and your wife let Bob, your rival from work squeeze her bare boobs, you were surprised at what amazing sex you had with your wife.  She realized that her flirting with other guys turned you on.  She had joked about inviting them over again but you were surprised when they actually showed up at the door one night.
 
   “Oh, hey guys.  I wasn’t expecting you,” you say one night when your friends Pete and Sam show up with a case of beer.  Bob is with them and you just glower at him as you let them all in.
 
   “Jennifer said you were having a party tonight,” says Sam with confusion.
 
   “Look Jim,  I’m really sorry about what happened last time,” says Bob with an insincere look on his face, holding out his hand to shake.
 
   “Right,” you say tightly, keeping your hands to your sides.
 
   Bob just shrugs and greets your wife.  “Hello Jennifer.  You look very nice tonight.”
 
   You wife has entered the room wearing a short, low cut dress that shows the tops of thigh high stockings.  Her cleavage is hanging out and you notice your guests all looking her up and down from  her chest to her shapely legs.
 
   “I’m glad you came, Bob.  I hope there are no hard feelings from last time,” says your wife.
 
   “None at all,” he says gazing at her boobs.
 
   “Great, give me a hug then,” she says and then they embrace for a little longer than is appropriate.  Bob is running his hands up and down your wife’s back and then gripping her tightly against his body.  She looks over his shoulder at you as she hugs him and give you a devilish wink, then she pinches his ass.  
 
   “Whoa, easy there.” laughs Bob, slapping your wife on the ass and then releasing her.  “Your husband is going to get the wrong impression.”
 
   “Oh, he’s a good sport.  He’s doesn’t mind a little harmless flirting.” says your wife giving you a significant look.
 
   Pete and Sam just chuckle nervously and watch your reaction as you press your lips together tightly and glare at Bob with hatred.
 
   You all sit down and start drinking.  You have a bad feeling about this.  The guys are all checking out your wife’s body and she is giggling flirtatiously and recrossing her legs a lot.  It’s turning you on, but you are worried about how far your wife will go.
 
   After everyone has had a few drinks and relaxed a little, Bob gives you a smug smile and says.  “You know, Jim, after I felt up your wife’s boobs last time, I was afraid you wouldn’t ever invite me back again.”
 
   “Uh, yeah, let’s put that behind us ok?” says Sam quickly, noting your ire with trepidation.
 
   Pete chimes in.  “Come on Sam, don’t make such a big deal about it.  Jim’s Ok, right Jim?  Just some harmless fun.”
 
   “Well, I think you guys got a little carried away last time, but … yeah. It was harmless I guess,” you say shifting uncomfortably in your seat.
 
   “Oh, don’t lie to your friends, dear.  You loved it,” says your wife, slapping you on the knee playfully.  “Having other guys pay attention to me reminded him that I might still have a little sex appeal left.”
 
   “Well, well, well.  That’s very interesting.” says Bob looking your wife over and rubbing his hands together.  “Were you planning on giving him another thrill tonight?  That outfit is pretty suggestive.”
 
   You are about to snap a rebuttal when Sam cuts you off.  “Now take it easy, Bob,” he says.  “I think you’ve got to admit that things did get a little out of hand last time.”
 
   Pete just shakes his head.  “Sam, you are acting so holier-than-thou right now. You enjoyed seeing Jennifer’s boobs as much as we did,” he says with a teasing smile.
 
   “Fess up, Sam,” says your wife jiggling her boobs for him slightly.
 
   “Ok, Jenn,” you warn her softly but she just pouts dramatically at you.
 
   ‘Shouldn’t I shake my boobs for them?” she asks you innocently.
 
   “Uh, no,” you say, looking at your friends with distrust.
 
   “But didn’t that turn you on a little?” she asks curiously.
 
   “Jenn... can we not talk about this right now?” you say, embarrassment setting in.  You can’t believe your wife is putting you on the spot like this.
 
   “Hey Jim, don’t be embarrassed,” Pete tells you good naturedly.    “We are all old friends here... well except for you and Bob.” Everyone laughs at that but you just smile ruefully.  “But I think it’s probably a common fantasy, wife sharing or whatever.  I like it when Susan flirts a little bit.”
 
   “She never let some guy finger her knockers in front of you though, did she?” you blurt out, your heart racing and your member slowly stiffening at the thought in spite of herself.
 
   “No.  But that was pretty hot,” he says with a lewd smile.
 
   “Ok, look, I think I see where we stand here,” says Bob standing up.  “Jim, you are reluctant about this and probably afraid to come out and admit that your are getting off on it.  But it’s clear that your wife wants to play this out a little further, so I am going to help you both out.”
 
   “Oh, yeah, how so?” you ask belligerently.
 
   “Jennifer, would you stand up please?” says Bob.
 
   Your wife gives you a reassuring smile and squeezes your hand before complying.  “Ok Bob,” she says standing up and standing in front of him.
 
   “Why don’t you go ahead and take your dress off now?” he says commandingly.
 
   Jennifer starts giggling nervously and looks over her shoulder at you.  Your heart is pounding in your ears and your can’t believe that he just came out and said that.
 
   “You can’t just tell my wife what to do!” you yelp.  
 
   “I’m just asking,” he says confidently.  “Look Jenn, he’s in denial, you are going to need to help him out with this fantasy.  Just turn around and I will help you unzip that dress.”
 
   “Oh boy,” says Jennifer.  Then she turns to you,  “Do you think you could handle this honey?”
 
   “I could handle it,” pipes up Pete excitedly.  “Get naked by all means.”
 
   “Jesus, Pete!” complains Sam.
 
   “Well I’m not naked under this, I do have panties on,” says your wife to Pete with a smile.
 
   “But no bra, right?” he says gesturing at her jiggling breasts.
 
   “That’s obvious, isn’t it?” she laughs.  “Ok, I know that Jim wants me to do this in his heart but he can’t admit it.  Bob had the balls to stand up and ask me to do it.  Pete will play along once he’s sauced up enough.  But what about you, Sam?  I don’t want to freak you out.”  She puts her hands on her hips.
 
   “Uh what are you asking?” says Sam licking his lips unconsciously as he ogles your wife’s body, then looking over at you guiltily.
 
   “Do you want me to take my dress off or not?” demands your wife playfully.
 
   “Um, that’s up to you, I guess,” he says, sweat breaking out on his forehead.
 
   “I think I see you getting a stiffy, so I will take that as a yes,” laughs your wife pointing at Sam’s lap.
 
   “Christ, Jenn, are you serious?” you ask, shifting in your seat to hide your own growing boner.  This is incredibly erotic, but you just wish Bob wasn’t involved.
 
   “Oh, you’ll be fine,” she says with a dismissive wave.  Then she turns her back to Bob unceremoniously and lets him unzip her dress.  She looks down at you with her dress unzipped and you can tell she is having second thoughts.  You and she share a complex look of guilt, excitement, incrimination, and love.  You realize that you will still love her no matter what she does and she seems to sense that.
 
   “Well... take it off,” demands Bob.
 
   “Yes, Bob.” says your wife demurely.  Turning to face him and dropping her dress to the floor without further delay.  Your wife  is standing bare chested in her panties as stockings facing your rival from work while he casually examines her body.
 
   Pete whistles in appreciation and Sam is gasping and gulping at the site of your wife’s bare  torso.  She does have a wonderful hourglass figure.  You are frozen in your chair and don’t know what to do.  You cock is throbbing but you also want to jump up and punch Bob in the face.  But in some ways this is your wife’s doing, so you just grind your teeth and look on in fascination as your wife exposes her body to your friends. 
 
   “Here, turn to the side.” says Bob gently.
 
   Your wife does so and he starts running his rough calloused hands over her soft white belly, then up to her breasts.  He pinches her pink nipples slightly, making them stiffen and she looks at him with pursed lips and raised brows, not objecting, just watching his face.  He slides his hands back down over her belly, then around to her sides, gripping the tender pale flesh above her hips.  She is breathing faster now and the color has come to her cheeks, make her porcelain complexion glow beautifully.  Then Bob puts one hand on your wife’s ass and slides the other down the front of her panties.  She gasps in arousal and puts her hand over the hand he’s feeling her crotch with.
 
   “You fucker!” you shout and jump to your feet.
 
   “No, no!” says your wife as Bob withdraws his hands from your woman and prepares to defend himself.  “Honey, just relax.  Sit down,” she says.  She is in a state of high arousal and you see both Pete and Sam grabbing their crotches.
 
   “I can’t just sit here and watch this!” you say with animation.
 
   “Yes.  You can.” she says, breathing heavily and pushing you back reluctantly back into your seat.  “You know you want to see this.” she whispers in your ear.  “Let’s do it.”
 
   “Are we cool?” asks Bob, holding his hands up defensively.
 
   “NO!” you say petulantly.
 
   “Yes,” says Jennifer turning back to him with a deep breathe.
 
   “Ok, well, do you want to take your panties off now?” asks Bob looking at your wife’s body hungrily.
 
   “If you say so,” she says submissively.  Then she grips her panties by the sides and shimmies them down, bending over to slide them over her hips and down her legs.  Pete and Sam are both gaping in amazement at her neatly trimmed bush.
 
   “Turn and show them that ass,” says Bob, gripping his boner through his pants lewdly.
 
   “Ok,” consents your wife.  “Do you guys like this?” she asks Pete and Sam, bending over to shake her naked ass at them.  They both just stare open mouthed and neither one can say a word.  
 
   “My ass left them speechless, dear.  Did you see that,” laughs your wife archly.
 
   “Yeah, I see it,” you mumble trying to nurse your own stiffy without attracting attention.
 
   “On your knees, now, please,” says Bob unzipping his fly.
 
   Your wife slowly gets down on her knees and looks up at Bob waiting for his next instruction.
 
   “This is going to far!” you object, but you keep your seat.  But Bob and your wife both ignore you.
 
   “I hope no one minds, but I’m going to jerk off now,” says Pete pulling  out his cock and stroking it.  
 
   Bob pulls his thing out too and puts it right in your wife’s face.  She is still looking up at him submissively.
 
   “Do I suck this now?” she asks as the head of his penis brushes her cheek.
 
   “That sounds about right,” says Bob gruffly, his voice thick with lust.  Then he takes your wife by the back of the head and pushes his stiff member into her waiting mouth.  He grunts with satisfaction as she starts sucking him enthusiastically.
 
   “Oh fuck!” you say in despair, gripping your cock all the while.
 
   “Yeah, she didn’t... need to be asked twice, did she?”  stammers Sam looking on in fascination.
 
   “Look how she’s looking up at him.” gasps Pete, fapping away madly.  “Like she’s begging him for more.”
 
   “Do you like me, Bob?” asks your wife, pulling his cock from her mouth briefly and looking up at him lovingly.  
 
   “Sure, you’ll do,” he says.  Then he crams his meat back in her mouth.  She resumes sucking with renewed energy and then reaches up and start massaging Bob’s balls.  He can’t take much of this and pulls out to shoot a load all over her face.  She licks the cum from his head eagerly.  
 
   “Look how greedily she licks that cum,” pants Pete, jumping up and approaching your wife.   “Sorry, Jenn, do you mind if I blow my wad on you?” he asks desperately. 
 
   “Jesus! ok, Pete,” gasps your wife in surprise and within seconds he is shooting his load all over her face.  You and Sam just look on mesmerized as Pete further soaks your wife with cum.
 
   “Wow, sorry about that Jim,” he says sheepishly slapping his limp damp phallus against your wife’s cheek playfully.
 
   “Well, I’m not sorry.  That was awesome!” says Bob.  “I would kiss you Jenny, but I don’t want Pete’s jizz on my mouth.  Maybe next time.”  Then he zips his trousers up.  He comes over to you sitting in your chair and leans over you “I really like the way your wife sucks my cock, so loving, so submissive.” he says with a leer.
 
   And this manages to unfreeze you enough to reflexively smash a fist into his face.  He reels back, completely taken by surprise as you stand up as if in a dream.  You kick him in the groin smoothly and he goes down on one knee.  You reach your arm back to strike another blow, but your wife and Sam restrain you.
 
   Pete has zipped himself up and is helping Bob to his feet.  Bob’s lip is fat and bleeding.  “Fair enough.  Maybe I deserved that.  But it was worth it.” he shouts madly with a bloody smile.  “Blowing my wad in your fucking wife’s face was worth it.”  Pete drags him out the door, shouting apologies over his shoulder.
 
   “Goddamnit, Jim.  I was hoping to invite him back to fuck me next time.” shrieks your wife in anger.
 
   Sam turns white at the suggestion and you just slap her numbly right across the face.  She grips her stinging cheek in amazement and a tear comes to her eye.
 
   “I can only be pushed so far.” you say shakily. Then you flop back in your chair and put your head in your hands.
 
   Sam mutters his own apologies and lets himself out.  Your wife goes to clean up and then returns to the living room and watches you sitting despondently in your chair.  After a moment she quietly comes over and lays down on the floor with her legs spread before you, masturbating herself quietly.
 
   “Oh fuck!” you say, looking down at her offering her snatch to you.  Then you pull your pants off and climb on top of her.  “You win,” you sigh, sliding your stiff member into her hot, waiting pussy.
 
   “Thank you honey, I was so horny from sucking Bob off in front of you, I thought I would burst,” she whispers in your ear as you penetrate her with your throbbing rod.
 
   “You little slut!” you laugh, slapping her thigh playfully.  You fuck the shit out of her, pounding her with abandon and she is gasping from an orgasm within minutes.  You shoot your own load deep inside her when you feel her cunt tightening around your dick.  Then you lay on top of her in exhaustion.
 
   “Do you think Bob would come back to fuck me if we asked him?” she whispers fiendishly in your ear. 
 
   “Oh sure, that lip of his will probably only need a stitch or two,” you say and then share a good laugh with your wife.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Wife Spanked by Old Friend While Husband Watches
 
   Jim, Bob, and Susie were all good friends since college.  Bob and Susie were a couple and later got married, but Susie and Jim always liked to flirt and tease Bob.  He didn’t mind it since he trusted them both and loved his wife.  But one day things got a little out of hand…
 
   One afternoon, Bob and Susie had a BBQ at their house and invited some friends.  In the evening, after all the other guests left, Jim hung around with the couple in the backyard having a few more drinks as was his habit.
 
   “Ok guys, now that it’s just us, I am going to go change,” said Susie.
 
   “Put on something slutty,” joked Jim.
 
   “Yeah right, you wish,” said Susie with a smile, walking into the house.
 
   “What’s the matter, Jim?  You getting desperate now that’s you’ve broken up with Amber and you want to get your jollies ogling my wife?” asked Bob, handing him another beer.
 
   “Your wife!” snorted Jim.  “Don’t forget that I knew Susie before you did.  I’m the one that introduced you two.”
 
   “True, but now we are bound by the sacred vows of marriage,” intoned Bob seriously.  But he couldn’t keep a straight face and he and Jim broke out laughing.
 
   Bob and Jim contemplated the mild evening.  They looked out across the lush green lawn, illuminated by the bright full moon, listening to the crickets, and drinking beer.  After a few minutes Susie re-emerged from the house.  She was wearing a thin halter top with short denim cut offs and she carried another six pack of beer.
 
   “Yeah, that’s what I’m talking about,” said Jim, looking Susie up and down and admiring her shapely legs, round ass, and generous bouncing breasts.
 
   “Don’t be a perve, I am just trying to get comfortable,” said Susie with a smile.  Then she bent over, pointing her ass at Jim provocatively as she put the six pack into the cooler the ground.  
 
   “Wait a minute, are you wearing a bra?” asked Bob wryly, noticing Jim checking out his wife’s ass.
 
   “Nope,” said Susie, straightening up and shimmying her shoulders for her husband to make her boobs jiggle.  “Like I said, I’m trying to get comfortable.”  Then she flopped down on the cushioned wicker outdoor sofa next to Jim.
 
   “That’s nice,” said Bob, slightly annoyed.
 
   “Oh come on, don’t be so uptight,” laughed Susie opening a beer for herself.  “It’s not as though Jim’s never seen my body.”
 
   “Yeah, like that time in Rehobeth at the outdoor shower,” said Jim looking at her lasciviously.
 
   “Yeah, that was awkward,” laughed Susie looking at Jim fondly.
 
   “Wait, what?” asked Bob, sitting up to attention.
 
   “You know, that time we all stayed at Gerry’s beach house in Rehoboth Beach and Jim walked in on me in the outdoor shower,” said Susie.
 
   “I never heard about this,” complained Bob, shifting uncomfortably in his seat.
 
   “Oh I’m sure we told you about that before, you just aren’t remembering,” said Susie furrowing her brows at her husband and leaning back against JIm on the couch.
 
   “It wasn’t my fault!” chimed in Jim.   “I mean, who takes off their bathing suit in those things?  They are just for rinsing off the salt water.”
 
   “So you were totally naked?” asked Bob queasily.
 
   “Yepper,” said Susie with a devilish smile.  “He saw everything I have to offer.”
 
   “You’re a lucky man, my friend,” said Jim eyeing Susie’s boobs lecherously.
 
   “Ok, yeah, let’s change the subject, shall we?” said Bob testily.  He was sure that Susie never told him about that shower incident and he started to wonder what else she might have neglected to tell him.
 
   “Moving on, how is Amber doing, Jim?” asked Susie, turning to look at Jim impishly.
 
   When he saw Jim’s reaction, Bob broke out laughing in spite of his annoyance with his wife.
 
   “Don’t start with that. We are through, I told you,” said Jim uncomfortably.  He took a drink of beer and looked out across the lawn.
 
   “What’s the matter, weren’t you giving her enough... good luvin’?” teased Susie, poking Jim in the ribs.  “Is that why she had to go looking for someone to keep her warm at night?”
 
   “Oh, you bitch,” yelped Jim with an indignant laugh.  “You’ll pay for saying that.”  Jim grabbed Susie and they struggled playfully on the couch for a moment.  
 
   “Bob, help!” Susie shrieked as Jim tickled her.
 
   “You probably deserve it,” said Bob, amused but a little wary.  It looked like Jim might have “accidentally” grabbed Susie’s boob once or twice.
 
   Jim finally managed to pull Susie down and put her over his knees with her rump in the air.
 
   “That’s it, you are getting a spanking now, young lady,” said JIm.  His face was flushed from the exertion and the alcohol.
 
   “Oh no, Bob, make him stop,” said Susie, gasping with laughter.
 
   “Let her go, Jim,” said Bob with resignation.  
 
   “Come on, man.  You heard what she said.  She was questioning my manhood there,” complained Jim, holding the struggling Susie down on his lap.  “I mean Amber and I just broke up and she is already rubbing salt in the wound.”
 
   “Well, that’s true...” said Bob judiciously, taking a sip of beer.
 
   “Noo!” shouted Susie.  “Come on, I was just kid-ding.”
 
   “Quiet down, you,” said Jim, giving her a slap on her soft round ass.
 
   “I can’t believe you are letting Jim put me over his knee and spank me like this, Bob,” giggled Susie.
 
   Bob noticed that she seemed to be enjoying herself more than was appropriate.  He was also surprised to find that the sight of his old friend spanking his wife was making him slightly aroused.
 
   Jim rested a hand on Susie’s rear and rubbed it slightly before giving her another, slightly sharper spank.
 
   “Hey, that hurt,” purred Susie.  She had stopped struggling and was clearly warming up to this little game.  “It’s not my fault that you didn’t fuck your ex-girlfriend enough,” she said, wiggling her ass in anticipation.
 
   “Oh, you want to play it like that, huh?” said Jim giving her a few more spanks in rapid succession.
 
   Susie just laughed and rocked side to side slightly, but made no further effort to escape.   Bob was embarrassed to notice that his penis was growing stiff at the sight of his buxom wife thrown over the lap of good buddy with her nice round ass in the air.
 
   “You think you’re a big man?” teased Susie.  “Spanking a poor helpless wife while her husband just sits there doing nothing?”  Susie shot Bob a wicked smile.
 
   Bob’s stomach felt cold and his cock stiffened at his wife’s flirting.  He was torn between jealousy and curiosity, but he decided to play along.  So he gulped some beer and replied, “I’m not doing nothing, I’m drinking my beer and watching.”
 
   “Pssh, no wonder Jim can’t keep a woman.  A real man would have pulled my shorts down and given me a proper bare-bottomed spanking,” said Susie with a twinkle in her eye. 
 
   “You think so, do you?” demanded Jim nervously, shooting his friend a guilty look.  “Bob, I can’t have your wife questioning my manhood like this.  I’m going to need to discipline her.”
 
   “Ahh, Jeez, I don’t know,” muttered Bob half to himself.  He was aroused by the situation but the jealousy was starting to twist his gut and he hesitated to let the flirting go any farther.
 
   “See, you ask permission instead of just forging boldly ahead,” said Susie, unsnapping and unzipping her shorts as she lay over Jim’s lap.  “You need someone to teach you how to be assertive.”
 
   “Oh, that’s it, I’m sorry, Bob, but she is going to get it,” laughed Jim angrily, his face deep red as he grabbed Susie’s cutoffs and yanked them down to her knees, exposing her panties, barely covering her soft white buttocks.  She made a show of struggling, but Bob noticed that she didn’t put up any real resistance. “And you don’t get to keep your panties on either!” exclaimed Jim, casting Bob a quick glance of trepidation before yanking his wife’s panties down.
 
   “Uh, that’s a bit much, now, guys,” said Bob, but his voice caught in his throat.  The sight of his wife’s bare ass waiting to get spanked by his friend had him frozen in fascination.  His heart was racing and the blood was pounding in his ears.
 
   Jim and Susie just ignored Bob’s comment.  She looked over her shoulder and exchanged a smoldering look with Jim as she wiggled her ass again, challenging him to spank her.
 
   Jim looked down and contemplated Susie’s beautiful round rear for a moment before slapping it playfully.  Susie gasped in response and Bob noticed that her cheeks were flushed with excitement and her hair was a mess.
 
   “I hardly felt that,” she said softly looking up at Jim pleadingly.
 
   “How about this?” asked Jim giving her a solid whack on the rump that left a red mark on her pale flesh.
 
   Susie yelped in spite of herself, but she gritted her teeth and said, “Nope!”
 
   Jim cast a furtive glance at Bob as he laid a hand on Susie’s ass and rubbed it softly for a moment.  Then he looked down again at Susie as he slipped his hand down between her thighs and prodded her vagina gently with his finger.
 
   “You feel that?” he asked her softly.
 
   Susie gasped with pleasure and looked over at her husband guiltily.  “Uh, yeah, I felt that.  Maybe I was wrong about you.  It takes some balls to finger a wife in front of her husband like that.”
 
   “Yeah, Jesus, Jim.  Cut the shit, will you?” stammered  Bob.  He was flustered and didn’t know how to react.
 
   “Yeah, uh, sorry about this Bob,” said Jim with chagrin.  “But she was really questioning my manhood there.”  He kept rubbing the soft, tender skin of Susie’s inner thighs as he talked.  Then he moved his hand up and stroked her outer labia for a moment.  He could feel moisture there, so he thrust an exploratory tip of his finger between her vaginal lips.  Susie’s vagina was slick and wet inside and Jim’s probing elicited a moan of pleasure from her.
 
   Bob gripped his throbbing, stiff erection unconsciously as he watched.  “Hey! Am I supposed to just sit here watching, while you prove to my wife what a real man you are?” he asked helplessly.  
 
   “I don’t know what you should do,” admitted Jim as he started working a finger in and out of Susie’s hot, tight, vagina.
 
   Meanwhile, Susie reached up and gripped the bulge in Jim’s pants.  “My god, you are hard as a rock,” she moaned breathily.
 
   Jim withdrew his finger from Susie and pulled her shorts the rest of the way off.  The sound of crickets chirping filled the soft summer night as Bob watched his wife slide bare legged and bare assed off of his buddy Jim’s lap to knee expectantly before him.
 
   “Unzip my pants,” Jim commanded Susie.
 
   “What about my husband?” she asked, casting a look of concern back over her shoulder at Bob.
 
   “Well, I guess he’s going to watch this time,” sighed Jim with resignation.
 
   “This time?” yelped Bob with indignation.  “What are you talking about?”
 
   “Honey, let’s not dwell on the past,” said Susie soothingly as she unzipped Jim’s pants and extracted his stiff member.  “What’s done is done, let’s live in the moment,”  she continued as she stroked Jim’s hard penis.
 
   “Suck it,” said Jim simply and Susie complied immediately, pushing her hair back from her face and turning slightly so that she could look at her husband as she slid the purple head of Jim’s swollen phallus between her lips.
 
   “I can’t believe this is happening,” said Bob in a daze watching his wife perform felatio on his buddy.  He realized that his mouth was bone dry and he took a satisfying gulp of cold beer to quench his thirst.  “How long have you two been cheating on me like this?”
 
   Bob grunted with satisfaction as Susie slurped heartily on his manhood.  “Ah, it’s not really cheating exactly,” he said lamely.  “Maybe we fooled around a little here and there.  You know we were sort of friends with benefits before you and she met…”
 
   “What?” said Bob in shock, stunned to be hearing these revelations while he watched his wife go down on his old friend out the in the backyard like this.  “What about marriage vows?”  But he feels silly trying to invoke those vows seriously after joking about them before.
 
   “Oh come on,” coaxed Susie with a smile after pulling Jim’s cock from her mouth.  “This is us we are talking about.   We’ve all known each other for years.  We are practically family.  Can you really make a big deal out of this?”
 
   “Lay down on you back,” demanded Jim urgently.
 
   “Hold on a second, dear,” Susie said to Bob as she casually stripped off her halter top and laid back down in the cool grass spreading her legs in anticipation.  Her pale skin glowed slightly in the moonlight as she lay there nude in all her sensual glory.
 
   Bob admired his wife’s gorgeous body for a moment.  He gazed with anxious appreciation at her dark bush, lewdly spread wide for Jim.  Then looked over at the neighbor’s house nervously.  The light was on in the Smith’s kitchen, which had a clear view right down into Bob’s backyard.
 
   “Fuck you guys, what if someone see you?” he asked nervously.
 
   “Well, if that’s all you’ve worried about, I’m just going to go ahead and fuck her then,” laughed Jim, shedding his pants and climbing on top of Bob’s waiting wife.
 
   “This is so weird,” said Bob, shaking his head as he unzipped his own pants and started jerking himself off, casting a tense glance over at the Smith residence.
 
   “Are you going to jerk off while you watch?” cackled Susie in delight.  “That is so kinky!  I love that you are being such a good sport about this.” She looked over at her husband lovingly.   Then Jim pushed the head of his prick into her and she gasped with pleasure, quickly returning her attention back to her friend with benefits.
 
   Bob looked on in fascination, masturbating himself while his friend Jim fucked his wife missionary-style in the grass.  They made loud noises of lust but Bob was too engrossed in pleasuring himself to notice when Mr. Smith pushed through the low hedge that separateed the two properties and walked over to join them.
 
   “What the living hell is going on here?” blurted the elderly Mr. Smith in bewilderment, wearing his signature plaid shorts and faded US Army t-shirt.
 
   “Oh, hi, Mr. Smith,” said Susie cheerily, looking over at him from beneath Jim as he shagged her, his balls slapping her ass vigorously.
 
   “Oh fuck! Mr. Smith!” exclaimed Bob in mortification, struggling to put his cock away.
 
   “What is going on over there, Harold?” calls Mrs. Smith from their backyard.
 
   “Stay over there, Martha.  I’m handling this,” commanded Mr. Smith gruffly.  He looks down in disbelief at the tableau before him struggling to understand what was going on.  
 
   Jim noticed the new arrival and stopped fucking Bob’s wife.  He pulls out of her and looked up at Mr. Smith in surprise and embarrassment with his stiff cock hovering over Susie’s belly, still slick with her juices.  She reached down and yanked on Jim’s scrotum playfully and he gasped in ecstasy.  The tug pushed him over the edge and he started spurting load after load of semen all over her stomach and large breasts.
 
   Bob noticed Smith looking at Susie’s naked body as she lay there drenched in cum and he saw Smith’s expression change from perplexity to amusement and maybe even arousal.
 
   “My God, Susie, what are you doing, getting plugged by a man who isn’t your husband in the backyard?”  Then he gestured over at Bob with a wicked smile. “While your hubby looks on no less?”
 
   “Sorry, were we making too much noise?” she asked sweetly, propping herself up on her elbows as Jim climbed off of her clumsily.  Bob noticed that she made no effort to hide her nakedness and might have even shook her shoulders slightly to get her boobs shaking.
 
   Mr. Smith stood looking down at Bob’s sperm-soaked wife for a moment before answering.  He ran his eyes up and down her body from her shapely legs still spread wide, over the dark patch of her pubic hair, and then up to her large generous boobs with her pink nipples pertly erect.
 
   “Mr. Smith?” asked Susie again, with a little smile.  “Are you enjoying the view?”
 
   Smith looked over at Bob with a strange smile and wiped his brow with his handkerchief.  “What was I saying, son?  I got distracted.  Oh yes.  Your wife has a fine figure, I will give you that,” he said to Bob.  “I wouldn’t share her if I was you.”  He looked back at Susie who just lounged there unselfconsciously in the nude.  “I guess this is a different era than the one I came from,” he said distractedly as he gazes at Susie’s lovely pale orbs and pink nipples.  
 
   “What can we do for you, Mr. Smith?” prompted Susie with a suggestive smile.
 
   “Uh, right.  Well, it’s a free country and all, but I would be obliged if you folks would, uh, keep it down a little when you are having your fun in yard.”  Smith looked at Jim with annoyance as he struggled to back into his jeans.  “You know if my wife had come over here, you would have given her a heart attack.”
 
   “Well I won’t tell her how much you seem to be enjoying the sight of my naked body, don’t worry,” teased Susie with a laugh.
 
   Smith broke out laughing at this, but didn’t stop admiring Susie’s body.  “You are a bad girl.  That’s for sure.  I don’t know, get a tent or something if you must make hoo-ha in the yard though.  It would be more neighborly.”  Then he turned and gave Bob a strange look.  “Bob, come and see me tomorrow, boy.  You need a talking to, I think.”  Then he waved vaguely and turned to trudge back to his house, shaking his head in bemusement.
 
   Susie broke out laughing.  “Wow, that was so fucked up.  Old man Smith really got an eyeful of my bod.  I think he was hot for me.”    She jumped excitedly to her feet and rushed over to Bob, boobs bouncing as she grabbed her husband by the hand.  “Come on, honey.  I will go rinse Jim’s spooge off myself and then I need you to fuck me more.  He stopped before I could cum.”
 
   “Can I watch?” asked Jim lecherously.
 
   “Sure, hang out if you want to,” said Susie shooting Bob a sly glance.  “Maybe you can slip it to me again later if you can get it up again.”
 
   “That’s nice,” said Bob sarcastically, but he let his wife lead him back into the house by the hand.  Jim slapped him on the shoulder good naturedly and Bob looked at him sheepishly.  
 
   “I don’t know how I’m going to deal with this wife-sharing business on an emotional level,” admitted Bob aloud as he and Jim waited in the bedroom for Susie to return from the bathroom.  
 
   “Maybe Mr. Smith will have some good advice for you,” joked Jim gently.
 
   Just then Susie returned, naked as could be, pink and clean from a quick shower.  She strode over pushed Bob back on the bed aggressively.  “Maybe Smith isn’t going to offer advice at all,” she said pulling Bob’s pants off.  “Maybe he wants to ask if he can get a crack at me himself… maybe you should let him!” she exclaimed with a laugh as she put her husband’s cock in her mouth.
 
   Bob couldn’t tell if she was kidding or not, but lust quickly pushed all thoughts from his mind as his wife gave him the most intense blowjob of his life.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Wife Confronts Thugs on the Corner in Her Lingerie
 
   Marcel and Chloe were driving home from dinner one evening when they noticed a trio of rough looking young men loitering under the streetlamp on their corner.
 
   “Ugh, look at those ruffians,” said Chloe, arching her brow in disdain.  “What are they doing here?”
 
   “They don’t look too savory,” agreed Marcel, slowing the BMW down slightly and craning his head down to get a better look at the strangers.  The three young men were all in their early twenties, wearing sagging jeans which hung below their waist, exposing their underwear with bright white t-shirts, and baseball caps with the tags still attached.  Marcel stared for a moment, surprised to see such urban fashion in this suburban neighborhood, but felt he uncomfortable when the trio of thugs stared back insolently and grabbed their crotches in signs of disrespect.
 
   “Horrible,” puffed Chloe indignantly.  “Since when do we see such trash here in our neighborhood?”
 
   “Never before, I’m sure,” muttered Marcel as he turned into their driveway.  Marcel drove directly into the garage and closed the garage door behind them for safety, which was a precaution he rarely took.  Chloe looked at him significantly as they entered their home.
 
   “I’m getting changed, dear,” sighed Chloe.  “Perhaps you should notify the security service and have them check out those hooligans.”
 
   “Good idea, dear,” agreed Marcel.  He took out his phone and called the number for the neighbor security patrol.  “Yes, hello, can we get a patrol to 340 Wren’s Nest Way?  There are some suspicious characters standing on the corner.”  
 
   “We have someone two blocks away, I will send them over,” replied the operator.
 
   “Thank you very much,” said Marcel.  He shifted the curtain and peeked out the living room window to see the three young men laughing and punching each other.  Within moments the private security SUV pulled up and Marcel saw the security guard roll down his window and ask the thugs some questions.  They gave him the finger and shouted insults and the driver quickly rolled up his window and drove off.  Marcel stared in confusion.
 
   In the bedroom, Chloe took off her dress and changed into some seductive lingerie: a see-through chemise and black stockings.  She had had a few drinks over dinner and was in the mood for sex.  She posed in front of the mirror to review how she looked.  Her blond hair hung down to her shoulders, carefully dyed to hide the grey. At 43, she still had a good figure, but it was getting harder and harder to maintain.  She cupped her large breasts in her hands and hefted them.  They used to be a bit perkier, she sighed to herself.  She thought of the young toughs on the corner and wondered what they would think of her body.  The devilish thought sent a spasm of arousal through her loins that she quickly squelched.  My god, what am I thinking? she chided herself. Then she went out to present herself to her husband.
 
   “Hubba, hubba,” said Marcel, appreciatively, looking his wife up and and down from head to toe as she returned to the living room, showing off her figure.  He gazed up from her shapely legs to her wide hips and narrow waist and then further up to pause at her large jiggling breasts.  “That doesn’t leave much to the imagination, does it?” he asked excitedly, his penis growing stiff in his pants.
 
   “Hug me,” said Chloe with a pout, holding her arms open.
 
   Marcel encircled his wife in his arms eagerly and the gripped her nice round buttocks in his hands, grinding his stiff penis against her crotch.
 
   “Oooh, I like that,” purred Chloe in his ear.
 
   “Let’s go to the bedroom and discuss this further,” suggested Marcel.
 
   “Yes, let’s.  But, darling, did you get rid of those young men on the corner?  They are making me nervous and I won’t be able to relax until they are gone.”
 
   “Oh, uh, well I called security, but they didn’t seem able to move those fellows along,” admitted Marcel with chagrin.
 
   “You mean they are still out there?” gasped Chloe, pulling away and gazing at her husband with surprise.  “Why that simply won’t do!”  Chloe strode over the to the window and peeked out herself.  The young men were roughhousing with each other on the corner and she couldn’t help but notice that all three were quite solidly built.  “Honey, go out there and tell them to go away.”
 
   The blood drained from Marcel’s face and his armpits immediately grew damp with anxiety.  “Err, darling, is that really necessary?  Let’s just lock the doors and windows.  We’ll be safe in here.”
 
   “Marcel, are you afraid to go out there?  Where is your backbone?” demanded Chloe, growing a bit exasperated with her husband.  “Aren’t you going to protect me?”
 
   “I’m sure we’ll be safe in here,” said Marcel, making soothing gestures and reaching out toward his wife.  “Let’s just go into the bedroom and divert our attention.”
 
   “I simply won’t be able to get into the mood if I know those, those animals are out there,” said Chloe, the blood rushing to her face.  She touched her breasts unconsciously and a crazy thought came to her that both thrilled and mortified her.  “Look here, if you won’t go out there and get rid of them, then, then I will do it myself,” she sputtered.
 
   “You can’t be serious,” chuckled Marcel nervously.  “Look at you, you aren’t even dressed.”
 
   “I’ll put a coat on,” said Chloe bravely, and the next thing she knew Marcel was trailing after her as she strode toward the hall closet.
 
   “Chloe, be reasonable,” he pleaded as she put on a long black wool coat and slipped into a pair of heels.
 
   “Oh, Marcel, I will be fine,” she sighed.  “I’m not going to be intimidated by these hooligans.  I am going to go straight out there and tell them to run right along.”
 
   “Yes? Just like that?” asked Marcel skeptically.
 
   “Just like that,” agreed Chloe meeting her husband’s worried gaze and giving him a grim smile in return as she put her hand on the doorknob.  “Look, I asked you to handle it, but apparently you don’t have the stones.”
 
   “Honey, please, think what you are doing, I think the alcohol is clouding your judgment,” stammered Marcel, his gut tied in knots as their tender moment quickly transformed into conflict.
 
   Chloe pursed her lips at her husband disdainfully and then tossed her head, opening the door and striding out without saying another work.  Marcel watched her go with a sinking feeling for a moment before shutting the door and rushing over the living room window to see what happened.
 
   The stars were twinkling above as Chloe strode down the sidewalk toward the young men.  Her heart was racing madly and she fought the urge to turn and run back to the house.  She felt quite naked under her heavy wool coat and wondered if the bartender had been making the drinks stronger than usual after all.  She had no idea what had gotten into her.  She was the first to admit that she could be wilful, but this was a bold move even for herself.  The ruffians soon noticed her coming and they all turned to face her with interest.  She could see them looking at her stockinged legs as they emerged occasionally through the front of her coat.  The lowest button was only a little below her crotch and she tried to clutch the coat closed in modesty as she approached the crew on the corner.
 
   “What’s up, pretty lady?” said the obvious leader of the gang, looking Chloe up and down boldly.  “You come out to keep us company?”
 
   Chloe stopped and stood there for a moment, inspecting the the three young men before her as they stared back at her insolently. None of them had showered recently and they stunk of body odor.  Much to her dismay, she found the scent of these sweaty young men to be unaccountably arousing.  They were all of the lowest class, and didn’t seem very intelligent.  But they were certainly all well muscled.  She watched them unwittingly gripping themselves, continually re-adjusting their jocks and it both thrilled and disgusted her. 
 
   She planted her legs wide apart and put her hands on her hips, exposing her stockinged legs as she addressed these thugs.  “Now see here, what are you no-accounts doing here on my corner?” she demanded, tossing her hair imperiously and holding her chin high while her heart pounded in her chest.
 
   The leader whistled lewdly, bending down to inspect her shapely legs more closely and the trio of young men broke out laughing, redoubling their efforts as their fingered their own crotches.
 
   “She looks like a flasher in that coat,” mumbled one of the young toughs.
 
   “She’s a MILF for sure,” agreed the leader loudly, smacking his lips crudely.  “I’d tap that ass all night!”
 
   His friends broke out in raucous laughter, punching each other excitedly at the comment, and Chloe felt her face grow hot with embarrassment.  “Pish posh, such bold talk from a boy.  How old are you young man?” she demanded, pointing a finger at the leader.
 
   He was a bit taken aback by Chloe’s firm show of confidence in spite of her reddening face.  “I’m 20 years old,” he said a bit defensively.  “Old enough to handle you,” he said regaining his composure and grinning at her lecherously while he gripped his crotch.
 
   “I didn’t come out here to play games with you boys,” insisted Chloe.  She was enjoying this back and forth more than she cared to admit.  “I want to know what you are doing out here.”  
 
   “We are just hanging out, waiting for hot cougars to come out and fuck with us,” said the leader,  “Looks like you fit the bill.”  He looked Chloe’s body up and down dramatically while his cohorts chortled and snorted with crude mirth, fingering themselves shamelessly.
 
   “Why you impertinent rascal, I am old enough to be your mother, show some respect,” said Chloe, wagging her finger at the leader as she suppressed a smile.  She had to admit, the leader had an infectious playfulness about him that she found appealing.  Also, his teeth were very straight and white.  “And will you three stop worrying your johnsons like that?  Don’t you know that it’s inappropriate to touch yourselves in front of a lady?”
 
   “What the fuck is a johnson?” laughed the leader with a broad smile as he gripped that very thing.
 
   “Johnson is a euphemism for penis, if you must know,” responded Chloe, feeling her pulse quicken.
 
   The three young men broke out giggling convulsively.   “She’s talking about our penises,” mumbled one the the crew, hiding his face in his hands.
 
   “What’s the matter, aren’t you used to women talking about your penises?” asked Chloe archly, seizing the advantage.
 
   “Oh, tell me she didn’t say that,” gasped the leader as he and his friends hid their faces in their hands and laughed in embarrassment.
 
   “Look at you boys, getting all worked up over the work ‘penis,’” she said, relishing the effect it had on them.   “And you think you could handle a grown woman like me?”
 
   “Hey, now,” said the leader straightening up.  “Once you saw my dick, you would be down on your knees begging for it.”  His pants were hanging low in that urban style and he pulled the waist down below his crotch, exposing his boxer shorts.  Then he pinched his swollen penis  with both hands showing her the outline of his generous bulge.  His friends hooted with delight at this display of bravado in front of the older woman.  Marcel saw it as well as he watched his wife confronting the thugs from the safety of the living room window and he felt his gut knot up with anxiety and shame.  But he just kept watching, transfixed with a sick fascination.
 
   Chloe’s eyes widened at the sight of the young thug’s huge package and she had to consciously refrain from touching her own crotch in response.  She could feel herself getting wet.  She looked up and down the deserted suburban street, with lush green lawns and large leafy trees lit by the cold streetlamp light.  There was not another person in sight aside from herself and these three delinquents standing together on the sidewalk.  All of her neighbors were tucked away, safe inside their homes, sleeping or sleepily watching a final TV show before bed.  Her pulse raced as she decided to test these boys further.  Chloe looked back over her shoulder at her husband standing nervously in the living room window as she carefully unbuttoned her coat and held it closed loosely.
 
   “Well, once you saw what I have to offer in return, you might find yourself begging my pardon, young man,” she said fixing the leader with a devilish grin and opening her coat dramatically.  She flashed the three young men a brief peek at herself, practically naked beneath her coat in her lingerie.  They erupted in shouts of excitement when they caught a glimpse of Chloe’s hard nipples, visible through translucent material of her chemise before she quickly closed her coat again.  Her heart was racing and she was amazed and aroused at her own audacity.  It felt thrilling to expose herself to these brash hooligans out on the concrete sidewalk on a quiet suburban evening.  Her pulse pounded in her ears as her heart thumped in her chest.  She turned again to look back at her husband and even from the street, she could tell that he had gone as white as a sheet.  She smiled to herself at the sight.  That will show him what happens when he acts a coward.
 
   While his two friends turned in circles with the hands on their cheeks, chattering in disbelief, the leader drew himself upright and pulled his jeans back up toward his waist, trying to regain his composure.  “Yeah, you are a hot slut alright.”  He noticed Chloe looking back up toward her husband in the window.  “Hey, wait a minute.  Is that your old man up there?  Did that limpdick let you come down here in nothing but your drawers to try to shag us out of here all by yourself?”
 
   “Yes, he did, shameful, isn’t it?” said Chloe patting her hair.  She held her coat closed only loosely, allowing a glimpse of pale thigh or sensuous navel to peek out intermittently.
 
   The three thugs obliged her by fixing their gazes at the front of her coat, drinking in every chance revelation with their eager eyes.
 
   “Well we better go up there and teach that mother fucker to grow a pair.  That’s no way to treat a lady!”
 
   “It certainly isn’t,” she agreed, giving the leader a coquettishly glance as stroked the top of her stockings, just inches from her crotch.  She flushed with satisfaction as he lost his train of thought, all three staring slack jawed as she traced her fingers up, showing them her tender inner thigh.
 
   “Oh man, yeah,” said the leader, slapping himself and rubbing his hand over his face to bring himself back into the moment.  “Let’s go.”  He strode off purposefully toward Chloe’s front door, cutting carelessly across her lawn with his pals in tow.
 
   Chloe had to stick to the sidewalk as she teetered quickly along, her palms were damp with excitement and she felt butterflies in her stomach.  Marcel is going to simply poop himself.  She thought with an internal laugh.  Serves him right.
 
   Marcel‘s blood ran cold as the three trespassers clomped heedlessly across his pristine lawn.  Don’t these fools realize that they could damage the turf walking that way? he caught himself worrying about the grass before snapping back to attention and realizing he had bigger problems at hand.  He had no idea what could possibly be happening but he didn’t like it.  It was especially dismaying that Chloe would open her coat for these young hoods.  He nearly jumped in surprise when they pounded loudly on his front door.  He froze in place, fearful of answering for a moment before realizing that his wife was still out there with these thugs and that he must let her in.  So he gathered up his nerve and went and opened the door.
 
   “What’s the meaning of this?” demanded Marcel shakily when he was confronted with the visage of three big rough young men, snarling angrily at him on his doorstep.
 
   “Bitch, step aside, we have to have a word with you,” said the leader pushing Marcel roughly back into his foyer as the three hooligans muscled their way inside.
 
   Chloe arrived close behind them, mincing along quickly in her heels.  “Now boys, play nice,” she chided with a wicked grin as she ushered them along and closed the door behind them.
 
   “Chloe, who are these people?” cried Marcel in consternation.
 
   “You can call me, Jimmy,” grunted the leader, poking his thumb into his chest aggressively.  “That’s Ken and Ty.”  The other two nodded absently as they gazed around at the well appointed foyer with it’s marble floor and high vaulted ceiling.
 
   “This is my husband, Marcel,” said Chloe.  “Marcel, I went down to shoo these fellows along, but when they realized that you let me do this on my own, they demanded to speak to you about this.”
 
   “Errgh?” choked Marcel in shock, grasping at his throat as Jimmy was distracted by an antique Chinese pot on the table.  “Put that down, it’s expensive!” he snapped when Jimmy hefted the heavy ceramic pot with ease.
 
   “Don’t piss yourself, I’m just looking,” snapped Jimmy in response as he examined the classical scene painted on the side of a waterfall emerging from a mountain to form a broad brook bordered by delicate trees.  “This is cool. Look at this.”  His friends gathered around looking at the painting and making sounds of admiration.  Chloe smiled at her husband over the naive reaction and he just gaped back at her in alarm.
 
   “I know you boys aren’t really old enough yet, but would you like a drink?” asked Chloe, glancing at Marcel to judge his reaction.
 
   “I want gin and juice,” said Jimmy looking up from the vase.
 
   “Marcel, would you?” asked Chloe with a smile.
 
   “What? Certainly not!  I want these scoundrels to leave this instant, not to serve them drinks!” sputtered Marcel indignantly, drawing himself upright and tugging at the lapels of his sportcoat for emphasis.
 
   “Bitch, get us some drinks before I smash you in the face with this vase,” said Jimmy wielding the heavy pot as though it were as light as a feather.
 
   Marcel felt his throat constrict with fear and scampered back to the wet bar in the livingroom.  This is like a goddamned home invasion.  Should I call the police? he wondered to himself.
 
   “There, there, Jimmy, put the vase down, dear,” said Chloe touching Jimmy’s muscular bicep with appreciation.  “Come into the living room and have a drink.”  She herded the hoodlums into the great room that adjoined the foyer which was panelled in dark wood with rich leather furniture.
 
   “My god, what the fuck do you do for a living?” asked Jimmy looking around in astonishment.  His friends were also awed by the luxurious decor and they all grouped together in the middle of the room self-consciously.
 
   “Marcel does mergers and acquisitions,” said Chloe casually as she discarded her coat and tossed it onto a chair, revealing her nearly naked body for the young men to see.
 
   “Good lord, Chloe, cover yourself, what are you thinking?” exclaimed Marcel, his face turning red as Jimmy and his friends took the drinks from his hands.
 
   “What’s the matter, dear, are you ashamed of my body?” asked Chloe, cocking one hip to show off her body.  “Are my breasts too saggy?” she asked coyly, cupping her large boobs in each hand.
 
   “Oh shit,” muttered Jimmy as he and his friends covered their faces and peeked between their fingers at Chloe as she showed off for them.  Their bravado ebbed noticeably, and Chloe smiled to herself to see their youth showing.  They were clearly intimidated by the wealth on display around them and Chloe’s brash behavior.  They had never experienced such a thing and they giggled nervously as they stole peeks at Chloe’s breasts as she offered them for inspection.
 
   “Now look what you’ve done, even the gangsters are cowed by your haughty posing,” chuckled Marcel, shaking his head in confused bemusement.
 
   “Man, shut the fuck up,” snapped Jimmy, pressing his lips together tightly and struggling to  muster his courage in this strange mansion with it’s overbearing luxury.
 
   Marcel contemplated the rough youth briefly with pursed lips before turning to his wife.  “Ok, Chloe, you have had your fun.  Can we please ask our, uh, guests to leave now?”
 
   “Actually, no,” said Chloe crossing the room self-consciously in her negligee to go fix herself a drink.  “Jimmy promised to show me his penis.  He insinuated that it would make me simply swoon with passion at the very sight of it.”
 
   Marcel’s face drained of color and he felt his blood run cold as he stood there gaping unable to formulate a sentence.
 
   “Ha, ha, that’s right, motherfucker,” said Jimmy, downing the rest of his screwdriver quickly and putting the glass down with a thump.  “What did you expect?  You can’t send your helpless wife down to the corner in her drawers to go fuck with a gang of thugs on the corner, you fool.  You ought to know that they are gonna jump on that shit and end up fucking the shit out of her.”
 
   “Now look here!” objected Marcel, raising his fist impotently and striding forward.  
 
   But Ty just stuck out his large meaty arm and pushed Marcel backward with a minimum of effort.
 
   “Shit, if you are in acquisitions, you should acquire some balls,” laughed Jimmy causing his pals to break out laughing.
 
   Even Chloe had to smile at that.  “Ok, my young braggadocio, enough talk,” she said, gulping down a shot to fortify her nerve.  “Let’s see this wondrous phallus of yours, shall we?” she looked at her husband with a twinkle in her eye.
 
   Jimmy deflated again slightly as he eyed his buddies and then Marcel.  “Nah, I don’t whip out my junk in front of dudes.  Let’s go in the bedroom so I can let you have it in private.”
 
   “Alright, then, my modest little gangster,” said Chloe condescendingly.  “Come along.”  She came and took Jimmy by the hand and lead him off toward the nearby guest bedroom.  He turned back to his buddies with his tongue out and making snapping gestures with his other hand while they looked on in shock and laughed in astonishment.  Then he turned and gave Marcel the finger before disappearing into the short hallway that lead to the guest bedroom.  She gave Marcel a little ironic wave before leading the thug into the bedroom, but they didn’t bother closing the door behind them.
 
   “Man, that’s fucked up,” chuckled Ty nervously.  “Jimmy’s going to dick your wife in there.”
 
   Marcel was trying to think of an appropriate response when a spotlight blazed briefly through the front window.  He rushed over and saw a police car cruising slowly in front of the house sweeping it’s searchlight back and forth.  The security service must have notified the police! he thought with excitement as he waved his arms vigorously to gain the officer’s attention.  They must have seen him because the car stopped and two bulky policemen emerged and walked cautiously up the front walk to Marcel’s house as he urged them on with his motions.
 
   “Now you interlopers will get your comeuppance.  The police are here,” crowed Marcel in delight as he rushed to the front door to let them in.
 
   The two hooligans scanned frantically about looking for an escape route but the officers were inside the room quickly and pinned the two suspects with stern glares.
 
   “Ok, what’s going on here?” asked the senior officer, never taking his eyes off the two young men who fired back defiant glares.
 
   “These, these hooligans barged right into my house, officer, and I want them out,” said Marcel waving his hands hysterically.
 
   “Nah, nah, tell the truth, Marcel.  Your wife invited us in here and you handed us these drinks yourself,” objected Ty, holding up his gin and juice for the officers to see.
 
   “Is that true, sir?” asked the officer, furrowing his brow and turning to Marcel.
 
   “Uh, well,” said Marcel, rubbing his head in confusion.
 
   “Oh Jimmy,” called Chloe from the other room.  “Oh it’s big, go slow, go slow!”
 
   Everyone looked down the hall in response to Chloe’s scream and the officers put their hands on their weapons in surprise.  Suddenly there was a telltale rhythmic tapping of the headboard against the living room wall.
 
   “Who else is in this house?” the senior officer demanded sharply, glaring down at Marcel.
 
   “Uh, my wife is in there with the leader of this bunch,” admitted Marcel with chagrin.
 
   “Sounds like Jimmy is getting into your wife,” snickered Ty under his breath.
 
   “What did you say there, tough guy?” asked the senior cop aggressively.
 
   “You can hear that he’s fucking her in there,” said Ty, spreading his hands in supplication.  “That’s not my fault, is it?”
 
   “I’m going to check this out,” the senior cop told the younger officer who smirked sarcastically in response.
 
   Marcel tagged along behind the policeman as he walked cautiously down the hall.  He didn’t want to believe that his wife was really having sex with this gangster and still held out hope that this was some sort of ruse and that she was just teasing him by playacting loudly.  But as he and the officer approached the open door to the guest room, his hopes were dashed.  Chloe lay naked on the bed with her legs spread and Jimmy was on top of her, fucking her missionary style.  Marcel watched with sick fascination as the young man’s muscular ass pumped in and out, framed by his wife’s lovely knees, spread wide to provide him easier access to her cunt.
 
   “Uh, ma’am, excuse me, but I have to ask.   Is this sex consensual?” asked the officer loudly, adjusting the lump in his own trousers.
 
   Jimmy paused mid stride with his cock sunk deep into Marcel’s wife and looked over his shoulder in surprise and fear at the ominous form of the policeman in the doorway.
 
   “Oh my god, don’t stop, Jimmy, please, keep going, I’m right on the verge,” gasped Chloe reach down and gripping the thug’s ass cheeks greedily.  “And yes, officer, this is the most consensual sex I have had in years,” she said, arching her brow at her husband.
 
   “Ha, ha, yeah!” laughed Jimmy, sticking his tongue out at Marcel as he resumed dicking his wife.  “You heard that, Marcel?  She’s begging for that dick now,” crowd Jimmy triumphantly as he pumped away.
 
   The officer shook his head in disbelief.  “Now I’ve seen everything,” he said.
 
   “Can’t you, can’t you do something?” whined Marcel as Jimmy’s thrusts increased in intensity and the headboard resumed it’s staccato tapping.  
 
   The officer looked down at Marcel sympathetically, but the cuckold husband couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight of his wife getting ploughed in his guest bedroom by a random thug off the street.  “Sorry, sir, but I can’t see what law these hoodlums are actually breaking.  Technically adultery isn’t illegal here in California.”
 
   “Would you two mind taking this conversation into the other room?  I am about to climax over here,” gasped Chloe as she clung to Jimmy’s back and he pumped his dick in and out of her sodden pussy.
 
   “Wait, don’t you want Marcel to watch?  He might learn something,” chuckled Jimmy glancing over his shoulder lewdly.
 
   “Ohgodohgodohgod,” cried Chloe as the orgasm overcame her.
 
   “Uh, yeah,” said the officer, turning to go and covering his crotch to hide his erection.
 
   “Goddamn it, Chloe,” snapped Marcel in frustration.  His gut wrenched with jealousy and shame and yet he found that he also needed to cover the tent pitched in his own pants by his own tumescence.
 
   He followed the officer back to the living room while Jimmy called after him.  “Marcel, wait, come back!  I am coming inside her now and filling your wife up with my man jam.”
 
   Marcel and the policemen returned to the living room and found the two thugs giggling and punching each other.  The junior officer was struggling not to laugh himself and Marcel’s face burned with humiliation.
 
   “Look, sir, I am really sorry about all this,” said the officer.  “I sympathize with your plight, but this really isn’t a police matter.  I can’t think of any law that was actually broken here.”
 
   “But can’t you at least get rid of these two thugs?” complained Marcel motioning to Ty and Ken.
 
   “Well if you ask them to leave and they refuse then I guess we can escort them out,” said the officer scratching his head.
 
   “Oh, hello officers,” said Chloe walking into the room, completely naked, eyes shining and cheeks flushed from the sexual exertion.  All eyes turned to admire her pale, shapely hourglass figure.  She shameless displayed her blonde bush and her large bouncing breasts with their stiff pink nipples.  She secretly hoped that no one noticed the streaks of grey in her pubic hair, but otherwise was riding an endorphin high from her glorious orgasm and felt perfectly comfortable to be nude before all these strangers.  In fact, she relished the way the two officers looked her over lasciviously.  “Can I offer you anything?  Coffee, tea… me?”   Jimmy followed her into the room, zipping up his pants and snorting with amusement at this last comment.
 
   “Heh, heh, uh, no ma’am, we will just be going now and taking these ruffians with us,” said the senior officer.  He had a hard time pulling his eyes away from Chloe’s perfect nipples as they pointed in random directions from the jiggling of her boobs.
 
   “Oh no, I wouldn’t’ hear of it,” she asserted, putting her hands on her hips in an authoritative stance that looked very odd since she was nude.  “These are my guests, and I want them to stay.”
 
   “Err, alright,” said the senior officer glancing over at his partner who just shrugged in confusion.  “I guess we will just leave you folks to your, uh, evening entertainment then.  We will let ourselves out.”
 
   Chloe went to the bar and poured herself a big glass of ice water.  “Ty and Ken, have you boys ever had sex with a middle-aged woman?” she asked as the officers departed and Marcel looked on incredulously.
 
   “Nope,” admitted Ty shyly.
 
   “Well then, come along to the guest bedroom.  You two have a lot to learn,” said Chloe imperiously, snapping her fingers for them to join her as she headed back down the hall.
 
   “Chloe, this is simply beyond the pale,” cried Marcel in complaint.
 
   “I’m sorry, darling but apparently this is what happens when you gutlessly allow me to handle a gang of hooligans on my own.  Not that I am angry about it.  I feel that a whole new world of possibilities is opening up.  I had no idea that  young hooligans would be so, uh, enthusiastic in the bedroom.  Young Jimmy gave me quite a workout and I am eager to see what Ty and Ken can do now.”
 
   The two hoods avoided Marcel’s glares of frustration and followed Chloe down the hall and into the guest bedroom.
 
   “Don’t feel bad, Marcel.  She just needs some fresh dick is all,” said Jimmy.  “Here, let me grab you a drink to show there are no hard feelings.”  Jimmy went to the bar and poured himself another gin and juice.
 
   “No thank you,” said Marcel coldly and Jimmy just shrugged.  He hopped over the back of the couch and took up the remote control for the entertainment center.  After a few minutes of fiddling with it, Jimmy brought up some hip-hop music videos and was quickly engrossed.
 
   Marcel stood for a moment pondering his options when the headboard resumed it’s insistent tapping.  
 
   “Don’t pout out there, dear,” called Chloe, grunting from the impact of some hood’s fat cock.  “Come and watch them use me.  It will be fun.”
 
   Marcel considered walking out for a moment but noticed his member swelling with excitement at the thought of watching his wife get owned by two thugs at once.  Ah well, might as well try to salvage what I can of the evening, he thought to himself as he heading toward the bedroom unzipping his fly while heavy beats thumped from his high-end speaker system, practically shaking the entire house.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Wife Helps Husband Get Promotion at Work
 
   About 7 years after Tiffany and I got married, we were still living in the small home my parents had helped us buy.  I was having a hell of a time moving up the corporate ladder, even after I got my MBA and she was starting to get dissatisfied with our home.  Our neighborhood was a little rough, and she wanted a bigger place in a safer neighborhood.  The problem was that I wouldn’t be able to afford that unless I got a promotion at work, and competition was stiff.
 
   “Well who are your rivals for the district manager position?” asked Tiffany one night over dinner.
 
   “Ah, Eric Jameson and Bill Wilkins.  And they both have more experience than I do.  Also, their departments are doing better than mine. I don’t like my odds.”
 
   “Don’t be so down on yourself.  You’ll never get this promotion with that attitude,” complained Tiffany in exasperation.  “You need that killer instinct.  I’ve been reading this book called ‘Wisdom of the Psychopaths’ and it talks about how useful a bit of ruthlessness can be.”  Her piercing glare was intense and I cringed.
 
   “Come on honey, this isn’t the movies, what do you want me to do, strangle Jameson in the restroom?  You know me, I’m a nice guy.  If anything, you are the ruthless one.”  I laughed nervously, but it was probably true.  My wife could be quite calculating, especially when she wanted a new house.
 
   “You’re right, behind every great man is a woman,” she said, tapping her red painted talons on the table impatiently.  “You need my help.”
 
   “If you have any ideas, I’m all ears.”
 
   “Who is making the final call on this promotion?” 
 
   “Jimmy Abrams, VP of Sales, you remember him.  I introduced you at the Christmas party last year.  He’s my boss’s boss basically, and it’s totally his call.”
 
   “Abrams?  I don’t recall, wait, was he the bald guy with the pink tie?”  She snapped her fingers decisively.
 
   “Yeah, that’s him.”
 
   “That guy was staring down into my cleavage every chance he got,” she said with a smirk.
 
   “Honey, every guy at the party was staring at your cleavage that night.  The other women were scandalized at how low cut your dress was.”  I gazed at my wife’s jutting tits with appreciation and my penis started swelling at the memory of her showing them off to all my coworkers.  
 
   Tiffany just laughed lightly.  “If you’ve got it, flaunt it, honey, you know that’s my motto.  Sure, a lot of guys were checking out the merchandise that night, but Abrams was a special case.  He simply couldn’t keep his eyes off of my chest.  His face got all red and his willie was practically standing at attention.  He kept putting his hand in his pocket to wrestle it into submission.  He got in line behind me at the buffet and I swear he prodded me right in the rump with his erection several times when I bent over to serve myself. ”
 
   “Nice.  You never mentioned that.”
 
   She tossed her hair and put her nose in the air.  “Oh, I didn’t want to upset you and it didn’t bother me at all.  I was flattered actually.  But now I’m thinking we should use Abrams’ fascination with my knockers to our advantage somehow.”
 
   “What do you want to do, invite him to dinner and greet him at the door topless?” I tried to laugh about it, but I felt a strange lump in my throat. 
 
   “Do you think that would work?” she asked with an evil smile
 
   “Stop it, Tiffany, I can see the gears turning and I don’t like where this is going.”  I drew myself upright and tugged at the bottom of my shirt.
 
   “Come on, Jacob, don’t be such a priss,” she twirled a lock of hair in her finger and gazed out the window at our tiny backyard.  “I’m sick of living in this tiny shack, we need to figure out how to get that promotion.  Maybe we can invite Abrams to dinner and I’ll just wear a shirt that shows off my boobs.”
 
   “How’s that going to help me?  He can check out your tits to his heart’s content, thank us very much, and then give the position to Jameson or Wilkins.”
 
   “But maybe if he likes looking at my boobs enough, he will want to come back a few times.  You can develop a rapport with him, a personal relationship.  That might help your chances,” my wife rapped the table for emphasis, and I could tell she was really excited by the idea.
 
   “Ok, I have to admit, that doesn’t sound like a bad idea.  But Abrams is notoriously aloof.  He doesn’t socialize with the underlings.  I don’t think he would accept a sudden dinner invitation from me out of the blue. I don’t know him very well. ”
 
   Tiffany put her hand on her chin to think it over.  “Well, maybe I could arrange to bump into him at the supermarket wearing a revealing outfit and just casually invite him over for drinks or something.”
 
   “Jesus, you seem really determined to whore yourself for this promotion,” I exclaimed, slightly taken aback by her persistence.
 
   “Look, I want a new house, and I will do whatever it takes to get it,” she spat, pounding her fist on the table.
 
   “Jeez, ok, ok, but how are you going to figure out where Abrams shops?” I asked in bewilderment.  I was starting to feel really inadequate, as though I had let my wife down by not being able to afford a bigger home.
 
   “I’ll just follow him home from work a few times and figure out his routine,” said Tiffany with a sunny smile.  “Easy.”
 
   As weird as it sounded to me at the time, Tiffany did just that.  She tailed Abrams for a few days and quickly discovered that he often stopped at Whole Foods on the way home.  She bought a tight little, low cut sweater dress that made her look like a prostitute with the front scooped so low that it barely covered her nipples.  Then she arranged to bump into Abrams at the store so that she could invite him over for dinner.  She came home that night breathlessly excited.
 
   “It worked, it worked!” she exclaimed, running into the living room where I was having my after-work scotch.  I couldn’t believe how slutty she looked in that tight dress.
 
   “Jesus, you aren’t even wearing a bra?” I gasped as she bounced up and down with excitement and her knockers went carooming up and down dangerously.  “How did you keep them from popping out of your dress?”
 
   “That’s the effect that I am going for, silly.  Men are fascinated by the sight of boobs that could pop loose at any moment and give them a glimpse of nip.  But listen to my story, I was good.  I saw Abrams going into the produce section and I bent over an apple bin right in front of him so that he could get a nice view of my danglers.  And when I looked up, sure enough, he was hooked, staring open mouthed at my cleavage on display.  I shimmied my shoulders a bit, you know, to add to the effect and he gulped and turned beet red.”
 
   “I’ll bet,” I said, my dick getting hard at the sight of her in that trashy dress.  “Didn’t he recognize you?”
 
   “Not at first, I let him get a good long look and then I stood up and told him that he looked familiar.  My nips were nice and hard and poking out pretty well and he just stared down at them trying to remember where we met.  Then I pretended to remember meeting him at the Christmas party and I gave him a nice long hug, rubbing my boobs up against his chest and squeezing him real tight.”  Her eyes were bright with excitement and she came and plopped down in my lap and I wrapped my arms around her slim waist and started absently fondling her gorgeous orbs.
 
   “Jesus,” I said.  “Laid it on thick, huh?”  My cock springing fully erect as I grasped her melons in my hands.
 
   “Oh yeah,” she giggled, crossing her legs and twisting one foot in circles the way she did whenever she had juicy gossip to relate.  “I pressed my body against his until I could feel his peter waking up down there and then I released him.  He had to put his hand back in his pocket to keep from pitching a tent and I buttered him up, telling him how fascinating our conversations had been and how you were always talking about what a clever strategist he was.”
 
   “Oh brother,” I laughed, pinching her nipples playfully.
 
   “He just ate it right up,” she laughed.  “Then I dropped my purse and quickly bent down to retrieve it right in front of him and managed to grind my rear right into his crotch.  He couldn’t help himself and actually grabbed my by the hips and poked me in the butt with his stiff willy.”
 
   “You hussy,” I laughed, but my stomach began to roil with jealousy at the thought of my wife flirting so shamelessly with another man.
 
   “I know, the other housewives shopping could see what I was doing and they shot me dirty looks, but poor Abrams was completely clueless.  Anyway, once I had him fired up, I simply insisted that he come join us for drinks and he agreed to come over tonight.”
 
   “Wow, good job,”  I said, impressed, impressed in spite of my reservations.  “But, you know, you should try to cool it with the flirting a little.  You don’t want to overdo it.”
 
   “Why not?” she asked, tilting her head to the side.
 
   I was taken aback by her guileless expression.  “Well, I mean, you are my wife after all, it’s sort of embarrassing when a wife flirts openly with another man in front of her husband.”
 
   “Well maybe you should step out at some point and let me work on Abrams in private,” said my wife with a devious little smile.
 
   “No way,” I laughed.  “I’m not sure I trust you.”
 
    
 
   “You can trust me to get you that promotion, that’s all you need to worry about.  Now you run out and get some expensive scotch, he’s going to be here in an hour.  I have to set up my insurance policy.”
 
   “Insurance policy?  What are you talking about?” I asked.
 
   “Nevermind, I’ll tell you later, now go, scoot.” Tiffany jumped off my lap and hustled me out the door and I and I hurried off to the local liquor store to get a single malt scotch for Abrams.
 
   When I got home, Tiffany had dimmed the lights in the living room and had some mellow jazz playing.  She had lit candles and the ambience was very relaxed and romantic.  She had a tray of hor d’oeuvres prepared as well.
 
   “Holy cow, pulling out all the stops, huh?” 
 
   “Definitely,” she said with a smile, lifting the hem of her dress to reveal her exposed bush.
 
   “Wait, you took your panties off?” I yelped. “That’s going too far, honey.”
 
   But just then the doorbell rang and Tiffany sprinted off to answer it.  I followed close on her heels as she pulled the door open.
 
   “Omigosh, Jimmy, I’m so glad you could make it,” gushed Tiffany throwing herself into Abrams’ arms enthusiastically and kicking one heel up.  
 
   He encircled her with his arms in surprise, pulling her close as she kissed him on the cheek.  Then he cast me a guilty look as my wife rubbed herself up against him, extending the friendly hug just a little too long.
 
   “Oh Tiffany, you are such a, uh, friendly lady,” exclaimed Abrams as my wife finally disentangled himself from him.
 
   “Jacob, good to see you,” he said, offering his hand.
 
   “Same here, Jim, this is an unexpected pleasure,” I said.  “Please come in.  I ran out and got a good scotch when I heard you were coming.”
 
   “Marvelous,” said Abrams as we lead him into the living room.  Tiffany lead him to my favorite chair, the big leather recliner and he sank into with a sigh of pleasure as I poured him a scotch.
 
   “I didn’t have time to change into a nicer outfit, I hope you don’t mind that I’m entertaining you in this old thing,” said Tiffany, running her hands down her sides and over her shapely hips as Abrams ogled her figure in the tightly fitting dress.
 
   “Oh, no, you look very attractive,” he gazing at her jiggling boobs and protruding nipples.  “It’s quite flattering.”
 
   “Doesn’t leave much to the imagination,” I muttered, feeling slightly bitter as I handed Abrams his scotch.
 
   He pulled his eyes from my wife’s body with an embarrassed frown as he accepted his drink.  “Oh, thanks, Jacob.”
 
   “Jacob thinks this dress is a little too immodest, what do you think, Jimmy?  Does it make me look too slutty?” My wife had a twinkle in her eye as she cupped her boobs in her hands and offered them for Abrams inspection.
 
   The poor guy’s eyes were practically bulging out of his head as he gawked at my wife’s chest.  “Err, yes, I mean no, it’s sexy but very tasteful,” stammered Abrams pulling at his collar.
 
   “How about from behind?” she asked with delight as she turned, presenting her rear to Abrams for scrutiny.  Her dress rode up slightly as she bent over and the bottoms of Tiffany’s bare ass cheeks peeked out just below her hem.
 
   Abrams face colored noticeably and he put his hands in his lap, probably to hide his erection.  “Wow, I mean, that dress does compliment your figure.”
 
   “You don’t think my butt is too big?” she asked, pouting over her shoulder at him as she slapped herself on the rump.
 
   “Urgh, no certainly not, it’s the perfect size,” grunted Jacobs, shifting uncomfortably as he adjusted himself.
 
   I cleared my throat in annoyance, my heart thumping with anxiety at the shameless way my wife was carrying on.
 
   Abrams shot me an apologetic glance.  “Jacob, you are a lucky man to have such a gorgeous and, uh, hospitable wife.
 
   “Oh, yes, I know,” I agreed, shooting daggers at my wife with my eyes.
 
   She just shrugged and pulled up an ottoman so that she could sit close to Abrams.  We all had a few drinks and made small talk.  I asked about his family, and we talked about how things were going at work.  Tiffany kept laughing uproariously at every humorous comment that Abrams made and touching his knee or his arm affectionately.  As we all got drunker and drunker, he stopped making any effort to hide his interest and his eyes fixed on my wife’s body, roving from her jiggling cleavage to her smooth white thighs, fully exposed by her short dress.   My wife kept uncrossing and crossing her legs, flashing her snatch at him until his erection formed an embarrassing lump in his trousers.  My ears were growing hot with indignation and my gut was clenched with jealousy as he eyeballed her hungrily. 
 
   “I’m actually quite proud of my boobs,” blurted Tiffany at one point, interrupting me as I was outlining my business plan for the coming year.  “I really wanted to find and even lower cut dress, but I couldn’t find one.”  She tugged down on the front of her dress until the tops of her pink areolae slipped into view.
 
   “Oh yes, you should be proud,” he agreed, sweat beading up on his forehead as he examined my wife’s nipples.  “You are really well endowed.”
 
   “Of course you are, dear, but I was trying to tell Jim about my vision for our department at work,” I interrupted irritably.
 
   “Oh, right, sorry, honey,” she said.  “Jacob has so many great ideas, he’s very excited by the possibility of executing them across the entire division.”
 
   I slapped my hand to my forehead at her lack of subtlety.  The alcohol was taking it’s toll.
 
   “What?” asked Abrams, clearly surprised and confused as he glanced over at me.  “Oh are we talking about the district manager position?  Well that’s clearly down to a decision between Jameson and Wilkins.  I assumed you knew that, Jacob.”  He made a face of mild disgust at the unpleasant change of subject.
 
   Before I could answer, my wife lunged forward and gripped Abrams’ knee.  “But Jacob has so many excellent ideas and he is such a smart man.”
 
   “He does, and he is, darling,” said Abrams, patting my wife on her thigh condescendingly.  “But he lacks the experience of these other fellows.  Jacob’s time will come, don’t worry.”
 
   My wife’s face flashed into a brief mask of rage before she regained her composure.  “Well, that’s good to know, Jimmy.  I feel so cramped in this little house and the neighborhood is so sketchy. If Jacob got this promotion, we could afford a better place.”  
 
   She was pouting and plaintive now, and I had to intervene quickly.  “Of course, that seems relevant to you, dear, but that’s not relevant to the corporation.”
 
   Abrams nodded approvingly.  “Just so, Jacob, well said.  But please excuse me a moment, I need to use the washroom.  Where is it?”
 
   “I’ll show you, Jimmy dear,” said my wife, leaping to her feet and making her boobs bounce fetchingly.  Jacobs’ mood brightened visibly as my wife took him by the hand and lead him away down the hall.  I noticed him checking out her ass the whole way.
 
   I pulled at my hair and paced in circles as I lamented the foolishness of my wife’s plan.  It was clearly unraveling before our eyes.  Abrams was enjoying her whorish behavior now when he was sauced up, but once he was sober wouldn’t he reconsider and see through our feeble ploy.  This whole thing might backfire on us and actually hurt my prospects if it got around that I was trying to use my wife’s body to get ahead.  She was overdoing it, pushing it too hard because she wanted that new house so damned badly and she couldn’t rein herself in.  As these despairing thoughts ran through my mind, I noticed that my wife hadn’t returned to the living room.  What was she doing, helping Abrams get his cock out to piss?  
 
   I stepped into the hall and I heard the toilet flush around the corner and the bathroom door open.  My wife must have been waiting by the door, because I heard Abrams grunt with surprise.
 
   “Oh, sorry, Tiffany, were you waiting to use this?” I heard him ask.
 
   “No, I just wanted to talk with you for a moment without Jacob around.  Can we slip into the bedroom here for a private chat,” she was lowering her voice but I could just make out what she was saying as I inched down the hallway quietly
 
   “Well, that wouldn’t really be appropriate,” said Abrams haltingly.
 
   “Please Jimmy, let’s be straight with each other.”  She did something that made Abrams grunt loudly and start panting, but they were around the corner, so I couldn’t see.  “I have been acting inappropriately all evening and you have been eating it up.  So here’s another inappropriate idea, why not come into the bedroom and watch me get naked?”
 
   “But what about your husband?” Abrams’ hissed, trying to keep his voice down.
 
   “I told him I was going to show you around the house,” she lied casually.
 
   I heard the bedroom door open and then shut again and I clenched my fists in anger.  Tiffany was really going too far.  I rushed down the hall to our bedroom door and then I hesitated with my hand on the handle.  This could get ugly if I barged in there to find my wife naked with Abrams in our bedroom.  Would I really be able to return to work after an incident like that?  I ground my teeth in annoyance and slipped back into the bathroom.  Our bathroom had two doors, one to the hallway and one directly into our bedroom.  I sat on the toilet with the lid down in the dark and quietly opened the door between the bedroom and the bathroom just a crack so that I could listen in to what was happening in there.  I tried peeking through the crack, but all I saw was our bedroom window.
 
   “Here first of all, let me get this slutty dress off,” giggled my wife drunkenly.  I heard Abrams gasp and I clenched my sweaty palms into fists of frustration.  ‘What do you think?” asked my wife coquettishly.
 
   “You are built like a brick shithouse, woman,” uttered Abrams through gritted teeth.
 
   “Here give me a hug,” she purred and I pictured her rubbing her naked body up against Abrams.  As angry as I was, I actually felt my dick getting hard as I listened which was confusing.
 
   “Mmmh, yeah, squeeze my butt,” she moaned.  “Hey, I feel something down here.”  I heard the sound of Abrams’ fly coming down.  “Ooo, you are you nice and hard,” cooed my wife, I could hear a rhythmic rustling that must of been the sound of her jerking on his dick and I felt like crying out in anguish.  “Do you want to suck my boobies?” she asked innocently.
 
   “Yeah,” he groaned breathlessly.
 
   “Let’s talk about that promotion for Jacob first,” she said, her voice growing hard.
 
   “Tiffany, please,” he begged.  “You don’t understand, my reputation is involved.  People will notice if I show that kind of undue favoritism.  It could could hurt my position at the company.  Wait, what are you doing, oh god, oh god.”  I hear the floorboards creak slightly and then a slurping sound which told me my wife was down on her knees, sucking the cock of my VP of sales.
 
   “What were you saying?” she asked after a minute.  I could hear a rapid squelching that sounded like she was jerking away on his saliva-slickened boner.
 
   “Oh, fuck, ok, ok, I will do it.  Get up on the bed and spread your legs,” he gasped.
 
   “You know, I like it rough.  I won’t be able to get into it unless you pick me up and put me on the bed and then hold me down while you ravish me,” she said.
 
   I scratched my head in confusion because this simply wasn’t true.  Tiffany always complained if I got too rough.  But sure enough, I heard them scuffling and panting as he must have pulled her to her feet and she pretended to struggle against him.
 
   “Yeah, you are a dirty whore, aren’t you?” he barked with relish.
 
   “No, no, we mustn’t,” crooned my wife in falsetto.
 
   “Yes we must,” he said with a laugh and I heard the bedsprings creak as they fell upon it.  “Get those legs apart.”
 
   “Oh, you beast,” she cried gaily.
 
   “Yeah, take this, take this,” he crowed with pleasure.
 
   “Oh no, oh no, you are so big,” she pleaded.
 
   My cock was straining against my pants as I heard the rhythmic creaking of the bedsprings.
 
   “Oh Jimmy, oh Jimmy,” called my wife, her voice thick with passion.
 
   “Yeah, that’s right, you earn that promotion, you filthy slut.  You take that dick, urrgh, urrgh,” he moaned.
 
   “Are you cumming?” asked my wife softly.
 
   “Yeah, I’m blowing my wad right inside you, you tramp,” he gloated.  “Oh yeah, that’s good.”  I heard the bedsprings creak again, and it was all I could do to hold myself back from running in there and slapping my wife’s cheating face and punching Abrams in the gut.  
 
   “Well, it was nice doing business with you, young lady,” he said, his voice dripping with self-satisfaction.
 
   “Likewise, I am sure,” she purred in contentment.  “You can go through there to the bathroom and wash up,” she added languidly.
 
   I leapt to my feet in panic and slipped quickly back into the hall as I heard Abrams enter behind me and close the door to the hallway.  I rushed back to the living room, livid with anger, struggling to push my erection back down.  I can’t believe that my wife could be so low.  To actually fuck another man just to get us a new house.  But the more I thought about it, my anger started to melt.  I mean, she really did it.  Abrams agreed to give me that job.  This was going to mean a lot more money, more prestige.  Even if I failed, I would have that title on my resume and I could move to a similar position at another company.  It was starting to seem like a small price to pay, to let another man use my wife’s body for his pleasure in exchange for a whole new future.  I poured myself another drink and paced the room excitedly waiting for them to emerge.
 
   Presently Abrams appeared, whistling happily as he strolled back into the living room.
 
   “You seem like you’re in a good mood,” I commented dryly.  
 
   “Oh yes, you wife just gave me a wonderful tour of your beautiful home,” said Abrams taking up his drink again.
 
   “Well, our house is pretty small, so she must have gone into great depth,” I said, feeling my anger building again in spite of myself.
 
   “Oh, yes, Jimmy insisted on plumbing the depths quite thoroughly,” laughed Tiffany as she flounced into the room merrily.
 
   He slapped her on the rear with a familiarity that made my blood boil.
 
   “Yeah,” I said, trying to swallow my irritation and look on the bright side.
 
   “Well folks, I’ve had a simply remarkable time here tonight, but I must be going,” said Abrams, putting his drink down and rubbing his stomach contentedly.
 
   “But, wait, I thought we were going to talk about Jacob’s promotion,” said my wife, her face dropping.
 
   “Tiffany, I thought we went over this,” said Abrams, shooting her a cold look as he tugged at his shirt cuffs.  “This is an important business decision and I can’t be seen playing favorites.”
 
   The blood drained from Tiffany’s face and her mouth gaped open.  “You fucker!” she spat vehemently, stamping her foot.  “We had a deal.”
 
   “I, uh, don’t know what you are talking about,” said Abrams, taken aback by the explosiveness of my wife’s response and shooting me a guilty look.
 
   “Ahh, I see how you want to play it,” said my wife snatching up her laptop and turning on the TV so she could share her screen via AirPlay.  “I was afraid you might try to pull something like this.  Luckily I made sure to have an insurance policy.”  Suddenly a high def image of our bedroom appeared on the screen and Tiffany and Abrams entered the frame
 
   “What’s this?” I asked in surprise as I watched her pull off her dress and embrace Abrams in the nude on the screen.  “Oh boy.”
 
   “Oh, didn’t I tell you, darling?  I took the liberty of having a webcam installed in our bedroom so that we could record various festivities.  It’s a high-end model capable of 4k resolution, whatever that means,” said Tiffany tossing her hair nonchalantly. 
 
   “You sneaky bitch,” gasped Abrams in shock.  It was his turn to go pale.
 
   “Aren’t I just?” laughed Tiffany viciously.  “And look what I have here!  Your wife’s personal email address.  With the streaming cloud storage service included with the camera, why I can just send her a link via email.”  Apple mail came up with an aol email address and Tiffany pasted a URL into the body of the message with a subject line of “Your husband is a pig.”
 
   Just then the video showed Tiffany dropping to her knees and sucking Abrams’ dick, her head bobbing back and forth as she worked his cock.
 
   “Fuck, Tiffany, do I have to watch this?” I complained.
 
   “Sorry, dear,” she said, seeming truly contrite as she paused the playback.  “The next part is a big rough.  I think I will send Jimmy’s wife the clip starting at this timestamp.”
 
   “You wouldn’t dare,” said Abrams drawing himself up indignantly.  “I will sue.”
 
   “Yes, I would dare, you son of a bitch,” cried my wife, jumping to her feet.  “Do you want to play fucking hardball with me?  I will have Jacob drive me right to hospital and have them run a rape kit on me.”
 
   Abrams stopped in his tracks and gaped in astonishment.  “Rape?  That’s preposterous.”
 
   My wife hit play on the video feed and the screen showed her wrestling with Abrams and then him throwing her onto the bed and climbing on top of her, forcing her legs apart roughly.
 
   “Honey, stop,” I said covering my face, but my cock stiffened at the sight in spite of myself.
 
   “I think this video along with the DNA evidence would be very difficult to beat in a court of law,” said Tiffany coldly.  “Maybe you would be convicted, maybe not.  But one thing I know is that I am not going to just sit in this fucking shack and do nothing while opportunities pass Jacob by.”
 
   “Tiffany, this is completely out of bounds.  You could ruin my entire life,” sobbed Abrams, on the verge of tears.
 
   “Why I would never do that to you, sweety,” said Tiffany with a snarl.  “Just fire off an email right now to the HR director or whoever and let them know that Jacob is the new district manager and I will play nice.  Neither your wife nor the authorities ever need to see any of this footage.  It can be our little secret.”
 
   I shook my head in amazement but said nothing. I had no idea that my wife was such a psychopath about getting this new house.  It was sort of a turn on really.
 
   “Ok, ok,” said Abrams pulling out his phone hastily.  “I can’t believe this is happening to me.  This is going to ruin my career.”
 
   “Jesus, come on Jim,” I complained.  “I’m qualified for the job.  I can turn that district around.  I know I can.”
 
   “I hope to god you are right, Jacob,” sighed Abrams.  “For both of our sakes, I hope you are right.”  He tapped on his phone for a moment, chewing his lip angrily.  “Ok, hellcat, I have sent off the damned email and CC’d Jacob.  Now destroy that video.”
 
   Tiffany just tittered to herself.  “You aren’t in control of these negotiations, Jimmy. I am,” she said with bored expression.  “Honey, can you check your mail to confirm that Jimmy is playing along?”
 
   I pulled out my phone and sure enough, Abrams had notified my boss and several senior managers that I was the new district manager.  And he had CC’d HR.  “Yep, done deal,” I told her.  “I don’t know whether to feel proud or disgusted.”
 
   “Well, I’m disgusted,” said Abrams, heading for the door with his shoulders slumped.
 
   “Hold on there, Jimmy,” called Tiffany.  “You go when I say you go.  I’ve got your balls in a sling now.”
 
   “What more do you want of me?” cried Abrams in exasperation.
 
   “Who is your boss?”  she asked tapping her chin.  “Jacob wants to host a poker night. Just for the guys.  You invite your boss and the CEO.  I’ll be entertaining in something scandalously see-though.  It’ll be fun.”
 
   “Oh, no,” said Abrams holding up his hands.  “Come on now, Tiffany.  You’ve lost your mind.”
 
   “Perhaps, Jimmy, perhaps.  Don’t test me.  It’s so trivial for me to press send on an email and land you in divorce court.  Just be a good boy and send out that poker invitation and you can run on home to your unsuspecting wife.”
 
   Abrams rapidly fired off another email and then scurried out the door, never looking back.
 
   “I, uh, wow.  So you really fucked Abrams in there,” I said, scratching my head.
 
   “Oh, don’t get bent out of shape about it,” laughed my wife, throwing her arms around my shoulders and kissing me giddily.  “So what if I let the old bald fucker use my body for a few filthy minutes.  The important thing is that we are moving out, my dear, moving out and moving up!”
 
   I’m not going to get into the details of the poker night, but it ended with a lot of bukkake.  The gossip mill at work was all abuzz about my meteoric rise to VP of Sales and Abrams’ sudden departure from the company.  I heard all sorts of wild theories, but thankfully no one got anywhere near the truth.  Truth is stranger than fiction sometimes.  Anyway, after we moved into a much bigger house in a much nicer neighborhood, our life got even weirder when my wife caught me jerking off to the video of her getting fucked by Abrams.  Once she discovered that I was actually getting off on her being with other men, she starting doing all kinds of crazy shit.   But that’s whole other story entirely.
 
   
  
 

Poker Night
 
   Every month a few old friends of mine come over to my place for poker night.  I’ve known Arnold, Ben, and Carl since college and we all ended up in the Bay Area together since that’s where all the tech work is.  My wife Zoe usually just spends poker night at her sister Terry’s house to let us have a guy’s night, so I was surprised when she came into the dining room as I was dealing the first hand.
 
   “Hey, honey, aren’t you heading over to Terry’s tonight?” I asked in surprise.
 
   Zoe looked at my friends gathered around the table with me nervously before answering.  “Uh, no, I am going out for drinks with William from work,” she said, touching her neck self-consciously.
 
   “Drinks?” I asked, growing uneasy.
 
   “Almost sounds like a date,” chimed in Arnold giving me a lecherous grin.
 
   “Quiet down, Arny,” put in Ben primly.
 
   “Well, yes, I suppose it is sort of like a date,” admitted Zoe, looking down and nudging the carpet with her toe.  She shot me a sharp glance and motioned toward the kitchen.  “Maybe we should talk about this in the other room, dear.”
 
   “Oh, come on, Zoe, why I’ve know these guys for twenty years,” I chuckled.  “We’ve got nothing to hide from them.  But I will say that I don’t like Will very much.  I don’t like the way he looks at your boobs all the time.”
 
   “What’s wrong with Zoe’s boobs?  They look good to me,” laughed Arnold, staring pointedly at my wife’s chest.
 
   “Can it, Arny,” said Carl.  “Jeez!  You can’t joke around with another man’s wife like that!”
 
   Zoe covered her boobs self-consciously with her hands and laughed uneasily.  “Yes, Will is pretty aggressive.  He’s always flirting with me and trying to get me to wear sexier outfits to work.  I usually just turn him down when he asks me out for drinks, but he’s sort of worn down my resistance and since you boys have poker night tonight, I agreed to go out with him.  I’m sure he thinks of this is a date.  That’s why I wanted to talk to you in the other room.”   My wife gazed significantly toward the kitchen and motioned with her head in that direction.
 
   “Come on, Zoe, don’t be ridiculous,” I said, putting more bravado into my voice than I felt.  “Go ahead and have drinks with this guy if you want.  I trust you.”
 
   “Yeah, but, you know, he is going to expect, well, you know,” Zoe trailed off, her face blushing cutely.
 
   “What are you talking about?” asked Carl, in surprise.  “What’s he going to expect?  He knows you are married, right?”  I nodded along in agreement, looking up at my wife quizzically.
 
   “Believe me, Carl, Will doesn’t care if I’m married or not.  If I go out drinking with him, he’s going to want to fool around a little,” said my wife with a forced smile.
 
   “Sounds pretty hot, how far are you going to let him go?” asked Arnold, wagging his eyebrows at Zoe.
 
   Instead of laughing and slapping Arnold’s shoulder as she usually does when he teases her, Zoe shrugged her shoulders and answered him, “That’s just it, I don’t know, Arny.”
 
   “Come on, now, what do you mean, you don’t know?” I said hotly.
 
   “Now settle down, Ed, settle down,” said Ben.  Ben is always the reasonable one.  “Zoe is a good girl, I’m sure she won’t do anything improper with this Will fellow.”
 
   “I’m not a girl anymore, Ben.  I’m 43,” said Zoe with a smile.   “Of course I won’t do anything improper, but you know, after I’ve had a few drinks and I’m feeling loose, well, it’ll be sort of hard to say no to a really assertive guy like Will.”
 
   I just broke out laughing, but I felt like I was hyperventilating and soon I was gasping for breath.  Carl patted me on the back with a concerned look on his face.
 
   “Zoe, stop teasing your husband like that.   A married woman can’t go fooling around with other men,” said Carl, glaring at my wife angrily.
 
   “I would pop such a boner if my wife fooled around with another guy.  Christ, that would be hot as fuck,” muttered Arnold into his beer.
 
   “My God!  Are you serious, Arnold?” asked Ben in frank surprise.
 
   “Sure I am,” said Arnold.  “Jeez, you guys, I’ve gotten to the point with my wife where the sex has sort of petered out and our marriage has started to turn platonic.  Frankly it’s hard for me to get it up for Sarah any more.  I’ll bet Ed and Zoe are the same.”
 
   “Ah, no comment,” I said, ducking my head in embarrassment.  Zoe just folded her arms and shook her head at Arnold, suppressing a smile.
 
   “But look at Zoe, she’s still got a great body, she’s a beautiful woman.  She’s old news to Ed, but to Will, she’s a fresh conquest waiting to happen,” continued Arnold, gesturing excitedly.
 
   “Conquest waiting to happen?  I don’t like the sound of that,” I said uneasily, looking at my wife with trepidation.  She just shrugged sheepishly but said nothing.
 
   “You like to shoot your mouth off, Arny, but you are talking about breaking up a marriage here.  That’s nothing to joke about!” snapped Carl angrily.  Carl was clearly still sensitive about his recent divorce that was caused by his wife’s infidelity. 
 
   Arnold looked at Carl sadly for a moment, the wind taken from his sails.  Ben patted Carl’s arm in consolation.
 
   “Look, Carl,” said Arnold softly.  “It doesn’t have to be that way.  If Ed knows about it and agrees to it, then Zoe and Will can have a little fun and no harm is done.  Maybe Ed will feel a little prick of jealousy, maybe he will stop taking his sexy wife for granted.”  Arnold looked me in the eye.  “What do you think, Ed, doesn’t it turn you on a little bit to think of Zoe fooling around with another guy?”
 
   I thought it over for a minute and then took a gulp of my beer.  All eyes were on me and I could feel my pits growing damp with anxiety.  I looked at my pretty wife, chewing her lip nervously as she waited to hear what I would say.  “Do I really take you for granted, Zoe?”  I asked.
 
   “I don’t know,” she said, looking back down at her feet.
 
   “Shit,” I muttered.  “But wait a minute, do you really want to fool around with this guy?  I mean, Will is a real prick in my opinion.”
 
   Zoe ran her hands through her hair and gave a half-hearted chuckle.  “Uh, what can I say?   You’re right, Will has a really dickish personality.  But, it’s flattering to be pursued so insistently.  It’s kind of exciting to be desired like that.”  Her eyes lit up with excitement as she talked and my stomach roiled with jealousy. But I could also feel my penis stirring slightly at the thought of my wife being with another man.
 
   “Look at the gears turning,” laughed Arnold, gesturing at me.
 
   “I can’t believe you are even considering this!” sputtered Carl indignantly.
 
   “Now Carl, settle down,” said Ben evenly, putting a hand on Carl’s shoulder.  “If you had worked out a consensual deal with Linda, you two might still be together.”
 
   If anyone but Ben had said that, Carl would have punched them.  But Carl just looked at Ben’s earnest, bespectacled face and frowned thoughtfully.  Ben looked at me and continued, “I think you would need to establish some ground rules before going through with this though.  You need to agree on how far Zoe will go with this guy.”
 
   “This is too strange,” I said, smiling queasily, feeling slightly nauseous.  “Negotiating how far my wife will go with another guy?”  But my penis kept swelling in spite of my emotional distress.
 
   “Well, first things first,” said Arnold, rubbing his hands together excitedly.  “Location.  Does Zoe go back to Will’s place or bring him back here.”
 
   “Oh, I wouldn’t go back to Will’s apartment.  I wouldn’t feel safe there,” said Zoe, holding up her hands.  “We would have to come back here.”
 
   “Yeah, it’s much hotter if Ed can watch while you guys are getting it on,” babbled Arnold, sweat beading up on his forehead.
 
   “That’s sick,” spat Carl dismissively.  “Besides, are we going to break up our poker night so Ed can watch his wife get pawed by some asshole.”
 
   “No, no, we are definitely not breaking up poker night.  If Zoe wants to fool around with another guy, she has to bring him back here and do it in the the living room while we play poker in here,” I said adamantly crossing my arms.  “I want to keep an eye on things to make sure they don’t get out of hand.”
 
   Zoe smiled at me brightly.  “Oh, I agree dear.  It will be like the old days, entertaining a boy with my parents in the next room.  I will feel so naughty.”
 
   “Hmmph, this guy will need a pretty big pair of stones to put the moves on another man’s wife with the husband and all his buddies sitting in plain sight in the next room.  He will probably chicken out,” said Carl, warming up to the idea.
 
   “True,” laughed Zoe, scratching her cheek.  “Maybe nothing will happen after all.  But somehow, I suspect that Will won’t be bothered in the least and that I will be able to see for myself just how big his balls are.”  She moved her upturned palm up and down as though weighing a pair of testicles in her hand and my stomach flipped as Arnold and Ben chuckled at my wife’s raunchy joke.
 
   “Zoe, come on.  I’m not fully comfortable with this yet,” I stammered, rubbing my head in confusion.
 
   “Right,” said Ben, pointing at me decisively.  “So the question is, what can you handle, Ed?”
 
   “You don’t want Zoe rubbing Will’s balls?” asked Arnold, grinning madly.  
 
   “It’s a little disturbing how much you are enjoying this, Arny,” I said, shaking my head. “But at this point, I could handle, I don’t know, maybe some hugging and kissing, nothing more.  No ball touching.”
 
   “What, not even though his pants?” blurted Zoe.  We all looked at her in surprise and she reddened in shame.  “I mean, it’s been a long time since I made out on the couch with anyone, but a proper snog definitely involves some crotch squeezing.”
 
   “You want to grab this guy’s crotch?” I demanded, feeling jealous and a little angry.  
 
   “Well, you know, I assume he’s got a pretty good sized package down there and I wouldn’t mind checking it out a little,” said my wife, trying to hide her excitement.  My rebellious cock stiffened in reaction and I shifted uncomfortably in my seat.
 
   “Uh, ok, that’s too much information,” I said.
 
   “What about second base?” asked Arnold, pointing to Zoe’s boobs.  “Does the lucky guy get to squeeze Zoe’s luscious knockers?”
 
   “Well of course,” exclaimed Zoe impulsively.  She saw the look of shock on my face and covered her mouth in embarrassment.  “I mean, if you approve dear.  But really, it’s kind of hard to imagine fooling around without some boob action.”
 
   “Yes, that’s true,” I admitted stiffly, fingering my boner through my pants under the table as I pictured that jerk fondling my wife on the couch while I watched.
 
   “This is going to be so hot,” gushed Arnold.  His nose was getting red from the alcohol.
 
   “You are a goddamn pervert, Arny,” said Carl.
 
   “Oh my gosh, I am feeling so nervous all of a sudden,” said my wife, fanning her face with her hand.  “I mean, I haven’t been on a date in years.  What am I going to wear?”  She looked down at us and spread her arms imploringly.  “Normally, I would have my girlfriends help me, but since there is no time, I need you guys to help me pick out a properly slutty outfit.  I’ll be right back.”
 
   “Slutty?” I asked grumpily.  “Why not wear something modest?”
 
   “Honey,” said Zoe, putting her hands on her hips the way she does when I forget to take out the garbage.  “You and I have agreed that there is going to be some hanky panky between Will and I tonight.  But he doesn’t know that yet.  I can’t just come out and invite him home to make out with me.  I have to send him the message with my outfit.”
 
   “Oh my god,” I said, putting my face into my palm.  “What have I gotten myself into?”
 
   “Oh don’t worry dear, this is going to be fun, you’ll see,” chattered Zoe.  Then she sprinted off to our bedroom like a teenage girl to get changed.
 
   “Boy, she’s pretty enthusiastic all of sudden,” grumbled Carl.
 
   “Well, to be fair, Ed has agreed to this,” said Ben, taking up the cards and shuffling them.
 
   “Sure, she’s just excited to be going on a date.  It probably makes her feel young again,” said Arnold reasonably as Ben dealt out a hand.  “Ante up.”
 
   We played out a hand and I drained one beer quickly and then pulled another round from the fridge before Zoe returned to the dining room to show off her outfit.  She was wearing a short, tight black dress that clung to her ample tits and ass and her pale white upper thighs peeked out above her thigh high stockings.  Even Carl had to whistle appreciatively as she presented herself to us for inspection.
 
   “What a body!” said Arnold with admiration.
 
   “You look very attractive, Zoe,” said Ben primly, but his glasses were literally steaming up at the sight of my wife’s curvaceous body.
 
   “Does this dress make my ass look big?” asked Zoe with concern as she turned and bent over slightly so we could examine her rear end.
 
   “Yes, but in a good way,” I said, as I eyed my wife’s round buttocks, perfectly outlined by the absurdly tight dress.
 
   “I’d tap that,” muttered Arnold under his breath.
 
   “Shut up Arny,” said Carl.
 
   Zoe turned to face us again, smoothing her dress over her hips uneasily.  “I don’t know, I feel fat.  I have to suck my gut in.  Do I really look sexy enough?”
 
   “Maybe too sexy,” admitted Carl.
 
   “Thing is, that dress is so tight, I can see the outline of your bra,” commented Arnold neutrally.
 
   “I know, I noticed that,” said Zoe, putting her hands on her boobs.  “But if I take off my bra, my boobs will be bouncing out of control.”
 
   I think Ben surprised us all when he chimed in.  “Well you are trying to send the message that you are, ah, available,” said Ben, pushing his glasses back up his nose awkwardly.
 
   We all broke out laughing at the idea of nerdy Ben encouraging my wife to lose her bra.
 
   “Jeez, Ben, I didn’t think you had it in you,” murmured Zoe as she deftly unsnapped her bra and slipped it off, extracting it from the front of her dress with a shrug of her shoulders.  “Oh my god, they are going to sag to my waist.”
 
   “No, they are still fairly perky,” observed Arnold, gazing with relish at my wife’s jiggling boobs.
 
   We all watched in fascination as her nipples became flamboyantly  erect.
 
   “Everyone will be able to see when my headlights are on,” said my wife, covering her nipples bashfully with her hands.
 
   “Well, there won’t be much doubt in Will’s mind when he sees you in that outfit,” I said. “I can’t believe I am helping my wife sex it up to attract another man.  This is surreal.”
 
   “I know honey, this is definitely the kinkiest thing we have ever done,” said Zoe, coming over to give me a peck on the cheek.  As she bent over I gazed with interest down the front of her dress at her dangling cleavage and then I glanced over to see Carl’s eyes fixed on my wife’s knockers.
 
   “Getting an eyeful there, Carl?” I asked sardonically, and he blushed with embarrassment and averted his eyes while everyone else laughed.
 
   “Ok, I’m going off to meet my date at the bar.  If all goes well, he and I will be coming back here in a couple of hours, sauced up and feeling randy,” said Zoe with a twinkle in her eye, striking a sexy pose by cocking one hip.  “Wish me luck, fellas.”
 
   “Oh boy,” I groaned.
 
   Zoe bent over again to take my face in her hands and I knew that everyone was looking down the front of her dress again.  “Ed, you and I are going to have some extremely steamy sex once this is over.  Can’t you feel it?”
 
   “Yes, I think you are right,” I said, looking up at her lovingly.  “I feel those butterflies in my belly that I haven’t felt since we first started dating.”
 
   “Me too!” she said brightly.  “Bye bye, see you later,”
 
   And with that she was gone, striding out of the room to go seduce another man.
 
   “Wow,  I hope you can handle this my friend,” said Carl, clapping me on the shoulder.
 
   The hours went by and we carried on our card game, but I just couldn’t take my mind off my wife.  I kept picturing her flirting with Will, bending over to show him her cleavage or rubbing up against him as they got drunk at the bar together and my gut wrenched with jealousy at the thought of it.
 
   “You’ve been losing all night,” commented Ben, showing me his two aces and scraping the chips toward himself.
 
   “He’s been distracted thinking about his wife with that other guy,” said Carl, looking pointedly at Arnold.
 
   Arnold pulled at his collar defensively.  “Well, come on, it’s not my fault this is happening, Carl.”  But Carl just gazed at Arnold coldly and said nothing.  “Hey, Ed, look, lighten up man.  If you change your mind about this this, you can always call it off and we will throw this Will guy out on his ass.”
 
   “Shit, that’s just it, Arny,” I said, throwing down my cards and taking up my beer.  “It wasn’t your damn idea, it was this guy Will’s damn idea, and my wife suddenly felt someone paying attention to her in a way that I just can’t anymore.  I mean, I love my wife, but after twenty years, the mystery is gone.  We are both known quantities to each other.  Should I deny her a little fun with another guy because of my petty insecurities and jealousy?”
 
   “Fuck, Ed,” said Carl, looking at me sadly.  “You are making me feel like a heel for breaking it off with Linda.”
 
   “Do you ever talk to her?” asked Ben gently.  
 
   “Sure, we make arrangements on who the kids will come to visit on holidays,” said Carl.  “Dammit, I’m calling her tomorrow.  I’m seeing this whole thing in a new light.  I cried like a baby when she cheated on me.  It crushed my precious ego.  But it didn’t have to end like that.  I want to give it another chance.”
 
   “Hey, good for you man, you do that,” said Arnold, acting serious for once.
 
   Just then the door opened and my wife and Will came stumbling into the dining room arm-in-arm, giggling drunkenly.  They positively stunk of booze and pot.  My wife’s hair and makeup was a mess and her stockings were full of runs.  Will is a big guy, over six feet tall and maybe 250 lbs.  I gritted my teeth at the way he draped his muscular arm possessively around my wife and how she clung submissively to his side.
 
   “Holy fuck, you weren’t kidding,” gasped Will, taken aback at the sight of our poker game.  “Your goddamn husband is playing poker with his buddies right here.”  He gaped stupidly at us for a second with his mouth hanging open.
 
   “Of course, that’s what I told you, silly,” said my wife, slurring slightly and rubbing Will’s belly in a disturbingly sexual gesture as she snuggled against his chest.  I noticed that Will had a raging hardon that was pitching a tent in his tacky pleated dockers.
 
   “Ah, hello you two,” I said, feeling my ire rise and pulse quicken at the sight of my wife being so intimate with this other guy.  “Will, these are my old friends, Arnold, Ben, and Carl,” I said carefully, gesturing at my pals in turn.  “Guys, this is Will, my wife’s friend from work.”
 
   “Smells like you two have been smoking some strong weed,” said Arnold with pursed lips.
 
   “Omigod,  I am so stoned right now,” babbled my wife gaily.  “We smoked a bowl in Will’s truck and, uh,” she glanced at me shyly, “we fooled around a little.”
 
   I knew that she would, and I was resolved to let her have a bit a fun with Will, but my stomach dropped when she admitted it.  My eyes went dark and I gasped for breath.
 
   Will looked down at me in frank surprise.  “Zoe said that you were cool with this and I didn’t believe her.  She said that we could come in her and fool around a little more in front of you, but that we had to follow some rules, and I thought she was just pulling my leg.  Fuck this is some kinky shit you people are into.  All your buddies wanna watch too?”
 
   “What’s the matter, will that give you performance anxiety?” asked Ben, tilting his head to the side quizzically.
 
   “Fuck no, I think I’m gonna get off on this shit,” said Will.  “So Ed, Zoe said that I could squeeze her boobies in front of you.  Is that right?  I mean, are you giving me permission to feel up your wife?”  He looked me right in the eyes with a broad grin on his face.
 
   I wanted to get up and punch him right in his gloating face, but I swallowed my bile and just sneered at him.
 
   “Don’t be like that, baby,” cooed Zoe, rubbing Will’s chest.  “Let’s go into the living room and let these guys play poker.”
 
   “Zoe, you gotta admit, it’s pretty weird to fool around with a wife while the husband is sitting right there.  I just want to make sure Ed’s cool with me touching your ta-tas.”
 
   “You already did that plenty in the car,” she giggled, looking up at him with big doe eyes.  I groaned at the look of admiration on her face.
 
   “I want to hear it from his own mouth,” said Will, looking over at me and arching his eyebrows.
 
   “Don’t be a dick,” muttered Carl, irritably.
 
   Zoe looked over at me with chagrin but said nothing.  “No, Carl, he’s right,” I forcing a sigh.  “Will, I told Zoe that you two could fool around a little,” I said tightly.
 
   “Yeah?  So I can touch her boobs like this then?” he asked, reaching over and bolding grabbing one of my wife’s nice round breasts in the palm of his hand.  “Like this?”  I watched with a dry mouth as he kneaded my wife’s boob in his hand while Zoe watching my reaction guiltily.
 
   “Uh, yeah,” I said, struggling to breath while my blood pounded in my ear. “If she’s ok with it.”
 
   “I like it,” breathed Zoe, tilting her head back to nuzzle  and kiss Will’s neck.
 
   “How about if I pinch her nipple?” he asked haughtily, locating my wife’s areola and tweaking it with his thumb and forefinger until it grew stiff and erect.  My wife moaned softly and started licking Will’s neck while he wagged his eyebrows at me and fingered her nipple.
 
   My blood was boiling at this point, but my dick started to swell at the sight of this guy pinching my wife’s tit in front of me.  I looked around the table and all my friends were watching Will work my wife’s boob with fascination.
 
   “Let’s go in the living room, baby,” urged my wife, pulling his hand away from her boob and holding it in her own.  “You are making me too hot.”
 
   “Yeah, I am getting hot too, feel this,” he said, taking her hand and putting it forcefully onto the big bulge in his pleated dockers.
 
   “Oh, boy,” she gasped gripping his shaft through his pants.  “Are you happy to see me or what?” she tittered.
 
   “Ahh, ok, now,” I said, holding up my hands.
 
   “Honey, you said I could,” pleaded Zoe.  “His thing is really, really hard,” she exclaimed with a strange innocence as she gripped the head of his dong in one hand and pinched down along the shaft with the other, making him grunt with satisfaction.   “And it’s big too.”
 
   “Ok, but,” I complained weakly.  “It’s hard to watch.”
 
   “I like watching,” blurted Ben, surprising everyone.  He had to pull his glasses off and wipe the fog from them so he could see.
 
   “Oh yeah, nerdy guy?” he asked smugly.  “Watch this dance I taught Zoe tonight.  It’s a black dance called the grind.”  
 
   “Oh, I don’t think Ed would like that,” she said, looking at me with trepidation.
 
   “Come on,” demanded Will, spinning my wife around easily and pushing her forward so that she was bent over at the waist.  My pals and I got a nice view of her swinging cleavage as Will positioned himself behind my wife and started grinding his crotch against her rear.
 
   “Omigod, I can really feel it,” she gasped.  “I like that, it’s pushing against my hoo-ha.”
 
   “Ok, ok, no dry humping,” I said, my palms slick and my cock stiff from watching this rude prick dry hump my wife in front of me and my friends.
 
   “I think she likes it though,” complained Will, giving my wife a few more thrusts before stopping.
 
   “I do like it, Will,” she said.  “I like it a lot.  It’s making me wet.”
 
   “Ok, honey, ok,” I said, holding up my hands.  “Too much information.”
 
   “Sorry, baby,” she said, standing upright.  “But I’m super drunk and stoned and super horny right now.”
 
   “Hey before we go make out in the living room, why don’t you, you  know, go take your dress off?” asked Will, gripping his jock with both hands.  “Can she do that, Ed?  Is that allowed?”
 
   “I mean, we hadn’t discussed that,” I stammered.
 
   “It should be allowed,” chimed in Ben.  “You never specified that she couldn’t.”
 
   “Listen to Ben,” laughed my wife, clapping her hands together drunkenly.  “He’s dying to see me naked.”
 
   “Well, not naked, you still have your panties on I assume,” corrected Ben awkwardly.
 
   “I want to see you naked,” said Arnold frankly.  “That would be super hot.”
 
   “I have to agree,” muttered Carl.
 
   “You guys are supposed to be on my side here,” I complained.
 
   “I think you are overruled, honey,” said Zoe.  She came over and gave me a sloppy smooch on the cheek, then clumsily pulled her dress up and off over her head.  She tossed it aside and stood there topless, in just her panties and stockings while we all gazed at her amazing tits, swinging freely.  Her ears were bright red with lust but she covered her stiff pink nipples modestly with her hands, while Will grabbed her around the waist and dragged her off to the living room without another word.  He picked up my wife and tossed her onto the couch, making her cackle with laughter.  I watched in sick horror as he climbed on top of her and buried his face in her chest.
 
   “Uh, you guys,” I called lamely.
 
   “Play nice, play nice,” laughed my wife, pushing Will away.  “Now let’s just kiss nicely, ok?”
 
   Will obliged, sliding off Zoe and sitting next to her.  They wrapped their arms around each other and were kissing each other on the mouth passionately within moments.
 
   “Oh, man, watching Zoe make out topless with that big prick is given me a massive hardon,” breathed Arnold.
 
   “I hate to admit it, but me too,” said Carl.
 
   “Would it be bad form if I unzipped and started jerking off while I watched?” asked Ben politely.
 
   We all laughed, looking at Ben in amazement.
 
   “Ben, I can’t believe you,” I said, shaking my head.  “You want to spank your monkey watching my wife fool around on the couch?”
 
   “Look at him, he’s got his hands all over her bare chest,” hissed Arnold, gripping his crotch under the table.
 
   I turned to watch as Will and Zoe kissed passionately, tongues flicking between open mouths.  Just as Arnold said, Will’s hands roved freely over my wife’s bare chest, weighing her hefty boobs in his hand one moment and pinching her pink nipples the next.  For her part, Zoe tugged insistently on the bulge in Will’s pants.  I could hear her whimpering in passion as they made out and my innards were tied in knots of jealousy.  But I felt like jerking off too, and my penis stood stiffly at attention.
 
   “Honey, I’m just going to, uh,” Zoe said, pulling her mouth away from Will’s for a second so she could unzip his fly.  I watched in shock as she extracted his huge phallus from his trousers.  “Oh my god, what a beautiful penis,” she gasped, staring at Will’s cock as she fingered it’s red bulbous head and thick, veiny shaft.
 
   “Didn’t I have a rule against this?” I asked, turning to Ben in desperation.
 
   “I don’t know, Ed, I don’t remember,” muttered Ben, his arm flailing up and down as he jerked himself off under the table.
 
   “Fuck it, if Ben’s jerking off, so am I,” said Arnold, as he unzipped and commenced to masturbating.
 
   “Omigod, are you guys actually jerking off in there?” called Zoe with delight as she stroked Will’s exposed penis.  “That’s so freaky!  Is Ed jerking it too?”
 
   “Not yet,” I admitted.
 
   “Well, I’ll give you something to jerk it over.  Stand up, Will, let me get these pants off you,” coaxed my wife, and Will eagerly obliged, standing up so that my wife could yank his pleated dockers down around his ankles.  “Here turn so Ed can see,” she said, sitting on the couch with Will’s huge swollen prick just an inch from her face.
 
   “Honey, look how big Will’s balls are,” she giggled lustily, grabbing Will’s nuts and weighing them in her hand.  “He’s got a real pair of stones, just like I thought.”
 
   “Ok, yeah, that’s nice,” I said impatiently.
 
   “Here, watch while Will dangles them in my eyes,” she said.  Then Will and Zoe laughed uproariously while she bent down, her bare boobs brushing his thighs as he plopped his nutsack into her eye sockets.
 
   “So rude, I love it,” muttered Arnold, licking his lips as he choked his chicken.
 
   “Oh, yeah, now suck those bad boys,” urged  Will.
 
   “Do you mind, Ed?” called my wife.  But before I could answer, she opened her mouth and slurped one of his sizable cojones halfway into her mouth.
 
   “Oh fuck,” I groaned, sweating profusely as I finally unzipped my fly and started tugging my compelling hardon.
 
   “Yeah, you like how your wife sucks my balls, there Ed?” called Will triumphantly.  He produced his phone from his shirt pocket and snapped a few pictures of my wife as she posed for him, gazing up at him in adulation with one of his nuts hanging half out of her mouth.  “The guys at work are gonna love these,” he boasted.
 
   “Oh my god, it’s so big, I can’t fit it all in my mouth,” gushed my horny wife, as he snapped some pictures of her vigorously jerking on his cock.  “But if you show these pictures to the guys at work, I will kill you,” she said cheerfully.
 
   “It’s ok, if I blow him, isn’t honey?” she asked me sweetly as she yanked Will’s meat.  “I mean, we are all having fun, now, right?”
 
   “Yeah, I mean, do what you want at this point,” I agreed, feeling a chill wash through my chest as I jerked my dick under the table.  I looked around the table and realized that all four of us were pulling our puds watching my wife get it on with this big dick and I felt like a dirty pervert for a second.  But then I heard my wife humming with pleasure and I forgot all about judging our perversion as I watched my wife hungrily sucking on Will’s fat cock.  Her head bobbed up and down as she blew him.
 
   “You like that, Ed?” he crowed in exultation.  “You like how Zoe sucks my cock and balls?  She can’t get enough of that big old dick in her mouth, man!”  He gave a hearty guffaw at my expense, but I just frowned and kept beating my meat while I watched my wife drop submissively to her knees before him, topless and boobs swaying, as she ran her tongue up and down his engorged shaft.
 
   “I think I’m in love with your penis,” she groaned as he held his phone above her.
 
   “This is gonna be an awesome video,” he said excitedly.  “But hold off, I’m gonna cum if you keep doing that.”
 
   “Don’t cum, I need you to fuck me,” pleaded Zoe, gripping his thighs and looking up at him beseechingly.
 
   “Yeah, that’s right,” he said smugly. “You heard that, Ed?”
 
   “I heard it, but, Zoe, come on,” I said, trying to push my boner back into my pants. “You guys were just going to fool around, right?” I said.  “I mean, already, the blowjob and getting topless was going a little too far. I am trying to be cool about this, but penetration is over the line.”
 
   Zoe jumped to her feet and ran over to me, her boobs bouncing in all directions as she approached.
 
   “The bouncing,” croaked Ben and he crumpled up and shivered and I assumed he was ejaculating into the bottom of my dining room table.
 
   “You better clean that up,” commented Carl.
 
   “Honey, please,”  said Zoe, throwing herself onto my lap so that my stiff cock poked up between her stocking clad thighs.  “Oooh, look at how hard you are,” she cooed, pinching the head of my cock.  “See, you are into this.  Don’t make me stop now.  Feel how wet my pussy is,” she said, taking my hand and putting it down the front of her panties.  “I know this is rough for you, but I need Will’s dick inside me.  He’s so big and manly, he’s making me crazy.  I need for him to fuck the shit out of me right now.”
 
   “Yeah, Ed, I’m gonna need you to let me fuck your wife now,” said Will, imitating the boss from Office Space.  He walked into the dining room with his stiff dong swinging back and forth.  He came right up to us and slapped my wife in the cheek with his dick while she sat on my lap, fingering the head of my own dick between her thighs.  She turned her head casually and he pushed the head of his dick right into her mouth and I had a close up view of my wife giving her lover an enthusiastic blowjob while she tugged my knob.
 
   “Jesus, alright, alright,” I said, sliding her off my lap hastily.
 
   “Who wants to shoot the video?” asked Will  dropping his phone on the table as he scooped up my pliant wife in his arms.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and kicked her legs prettily, as he carried her off to the bedroom to fuck her.
 
   “I’ll do it,” offered Arnold excitedly, snatching up the phone and chasing after Will and my wildly snickering wife.
 
   “Are you really OK with this, Ed?” asked Carl, holding one hand over his dick to hide it as he stood.
 
   “Yeah, as sick as it seems, I guess I am going to go in there and jerk off watching this guy fuck the shit out of my wife on our own bed,” I admitted sheepishly.
 
   “This is soo fucking hot,” raved Arnold, over his shoulder.
 
   By the time I made to our bedroom, Will had already tossed Zoe onto our bed and pulled her panties off.  He plunged his face between her legs, locking her twat in his mouth to eat her out for a few minutes, but she couldn’t take much of that and squirmed away.
 
   “Enough, enough,” she pleaded.  “I’m already too wet, I just need that dick now.”  She looked over at me apologetically as she spread her legs for him and my heart skipped a beat.  
 
   Arnold leaned in to get a nice shot of my wife’s pale inner thighs and dripping snatch.  She reached down and spread her labia for Will, her arms corralling her big boobs together and making them jut skyward.  Will pushed Arnold aside and climbed up on top of my wife, stroking his big hard cock as he hovered above her, looking down at her body as she offered herself to him.
 
   “I’m taking ownership of your wife, now, Ed,” he said gleefully.  “That ok?”
 
   “Own me,” she begged, holding her pink twat open for him.
 
   “Ed?” he asked.  “I am waiting for your approval.”
 
   “Yes, take her,” I grunted, dick in hand, jerking off as I watched Will sink down onto my wife and plunge his fat cock into her eager pussy.
 
   “Yeah, yeah,” she moaned, affirming her pleasure as Will sank his shaft into her.
 
   “Nice,” muttered Carl, who had taken up a position in a chair along the way and sat masturbating with his pants down as he watched.
 
   Arnold was holding the phone with one hand and jerking himself with the other and he actually started dribbling cum onto the edge of our bed just as Will started pumping himself in and out of my wife.  Arnold let his sticky penis drop from his hand, but continued capturing the coitus on video, walking around the bed to get the best shot.
 
   Will’s big dark body covered my wife’s small, pale form and his ass was pumping up and down insistently as he drilled her.  My wife gripped Will’s ass cheeks, pulling him into her, her head thrown back in ecstasy.  She was moaning and urging him on with inarticulate affirmations while he rhythmically violated her on the bed where she and I had slept together for all these years.
 
   “Yeah, yeah, yeah,  I like it, I like it, fuck me,” she murmured, legs spread as wide as she could to grant him full access to herself.
 
   “That’s it, that’s it, I’m cumming,” she cried out as his forceful fucking increased to a fever pitch, making the bedsprings creak manically.
 
    “Ok, I’m going to empty my load inside,” croaked Will and after a few more vicious thrusts, he arched his back, driving himself as deep inside her as he could while he filled my wife’s womb with what I assumed would be a voluminous emission.  His climax complete, he climbed gruffly off of my wife, and headed off to the bathroom to wash up.
 
   “Wait, where are you going?” cried my wife plaintively, reaching a thin arm out to him.  “Willy, I think I love you!” she called.
 
   “Jesus, honey,” I complained, near climax myself. 
 
   “Well, you know, I love his penis anyway,” she said with embarrassment.  “Hey didn’t you cum yet?   Come here, then,”  She lay limp, sweaty and naked from being fucked once already, her hair plastered to her forehead, but she rolled to the edge of the bed and and grabbed my dick in a friendly and familiar way.   “Did you like hearing me moan with pleasure while Will sank his big ole meat into me?” she asked, looking up at me impishly as she dispassionately worked my dick like a washerwoman, her sweaty tits swinging back and forth.
 
   “Bitch,” I gasped, her filthy talk bringing me to orgasm.  I spurted blast after blast of hot cum all over her tits while she laughed with pleasure.
 
   “Attaboy,” she said encouragingly as I coated her chest in glistening semen.
 
   “Oh fuck, this is so weird,” I said, pulling away and pacing back and forth.
 
   “Um, yeah, can I add to the weirdness?” asked Carl, tentatively, coming over to offer his exposed penis to my wife.
 
   “For real, Carl?” exclaimed my exhausted wife.  “What do you want me to do with this?  My arms are getting tired.” But she reached out and tickled Carl’s nuts anyway and apparently that’s all he needed because I watched in horror as my old buddy jerked his dick until he shot a nice sloppy glob of jism right into my wife’s eyes.
 
   “Wow, that’s awesome,” commented Arnold, leaning in close to capture the cumshot on video.
 
   “Jesus, Carl,” she complained, wiping the cum from her eyes.  “What the hell?  I’ve got like three men’s semen on me now.”
 
   “Four, actually,” corrected Arnold.  “I think you are sitting in the spot where I came earlier.”
 
   Zoe stood up unsteadily and turned her rump toward us, touching the wet smear of cum on her ass cheeks gingerly.  Arnold studiously captured the scene for posterity.
 
   “Oh my God, you are right,” she said with mild disgust.
 
   “You are a cum slut,” I offered gamely, noticing that I somehow didn’t feel that upset by the fact that two of my pals were looking my naked, cum slathered wife up and down with interest.
 
   Zoe noticed too.  “Wow, you boys are getting an eyeful,” she complained good naturedly. Pulling a cover off the bed to wrap herself in.
 
   Will came back into the room, fully dressed with his hair freshly slicked back.
 
   “Ok, folks, well it’s time to go,” he said, chest thrust out proudly.  “Ed, thanks for letting me use your wife for sex.  Zoe, thank you for revealing what a filthy whore you are, I look forward to besmirching your honor many more times in the future.  Arny, thanks for capturing the video, I will post that online tomorrow,” Will snatched his phone away from Arnold deftly.  “Bye, now!”
 
   “No, Will, you can’t post that online, I will be mortified,” cried Zoe, jumping up to try to chase after Will, but hampered by the cover wrapped around her.
 
   “Ahh, you will get used to it.  Lots of women have sex tapes out there,” he laughed as he scuttled toward the door.  “In fact, once the guys at work see it, the worst that will happen is that you will get asked out on a lot more dates.”
 
   With that he was gone, slamming the door behind him.
 
   Zoe looked at me with a crooked smile, Carl’s cum still dripping from her eyebrow.  “Well, that went better than expected,” she squeaked awkwardly.
 
   I thought I would be more upset when Will posted the video of Zoe getting fucked online and texted me the photos of her with his nuts in her mouth, but actually, I enjoyed jerking off to them.  As predicted, there was a minor scandal at the office, but she braved it out and she accepted dates from several other guys at work, including her boss.  Sometimes she would bring them home for me to watch alone, but I had to admit it was more fun when she brought dates home on poker night.  Sometimes she would even let one of my pals slip it in her from behind or suck them off if she was drunk and stoned enough.  Carl got back together with his ex-wife Linda, and when Linda came over to join in, poker nights got a lot more interesting.  Overall, I don’t regret the turn our life has taken, though I still get a pang of jealousy when my wife begs one of her other lovers not to leave after sex and tells them she loves them.  But I just blow it off, it’s nothing to get divorced over.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Husband Turns in Early
 
   My wife Mandy invited a couple of her guy friends from work, Sam and Peter over for dinner and drinks one Friday night.  I didn’t really like either of them very much, they were sort of big dumb jock types who worked in sales, whereas I am sort of a skinny tech guy who doesn’t care about sports.   But I agreed because my wife could get very whiney if I didn’t let her have her way, and I didn’t like to cross her.  To my surprise, dinner wasn’t that annoying, and both Sam and Peter seemed to be trying their best not to annoy me.  They avoided any talk of sportsball and stuck to neutral topics, and after a few glasses of wine, I found that I didn’t hate them very much.  After dinner we moved to the living room and I was surprised when Sam pulled out a bag of marijuana.
 
   “Anyone care to smoke?” he asked casually, holding up a small ziplock bag professionally marked with a medicinal dispensary label.
 
   “Omigod, Sam, where did you get that?” gasped my wife, clearly delighted.  “I haven’t smoked in years, I used to be a pot fiend in college.”
 
   “You were?” I asked, taken aback.  I knew that my wife was a bit on the wild side, but I didn’t realize that she had been a pothead.
 
   “Oh yes, I was quite naughty before you made an honest woman of me, dear,” she said, drawing her cardigan across her ample bosom as  she curled up on the couch next to Sam.  “Is that medical stuff, can I smell it?”
 
   “Yes, it’s medical.  It’s the good stuff,” said Sam, opening the bag with smirk and offering it to my wife to smell.
 
   The stink of skunk immediately filled the room, it was really uncanny.  “Holy shit, I can smell it from here,” I gasped in amazement.
 
   “Wow, this IS good stuff, we never had anything like this back at Columbia,”  said my wife, pouting judiciously.  Then she slapped Sam on the shoulder.  “What condition is this for, Sam?  You don’t have any medical problems.”
 
   “Not true, not true,” yelped Sam with a broad grin on his face.  “I have trouble keeping weight on.”  
 
   “Yeah right,” snorted my wife reaching over to pat his belly playfully.  “Oh wait, this is pretty hard actually.”
 
   Sam lifted his shirt to reveal a carapace of muscled abs that put my own pale flabby gut to shame.  “You like that?  Go ahead, touch it,” he offered smugly.
 
   My wife shot me a guilty look as she tucked her long blonde hair behind one ear and ran her hand up and down Sam’s rippling torso.  Her cheeks colored slightly as she felt up Sam’s body.  “Yes, well, the weed seems to be keeping you fit alright,” she said.
 
   “Ahem,” I said in annoyance, feeling a little twinge of jealousy in response to the way my wife was gushing over this jock’s hot body.
 
   “Oops, sorry, honey,” she said, pouting at me cutely as she removed her hand from Sam’s flat stomach and leaned back.  “I got a bit distracted for a moment.”  I watched with suspicion as she carefully opened her cardigan and pulled her shoulders back, making her nice breasts jut out slightly.  She fanned her face with her hand and looked at Sam with a little smile on her face.
 
   Peter snorted with amusement and I saw that his eyes were fixed directly on my wife’s chest. Sam also glanced down at my wife’s protruding knockers straining against her t-shirt for a moment before shaking himself.   “Yeah, well, do you want to smoke or what?” he asked, taking his eyes off of my wife’s tits with visible reluctance.
 
   “Definitely,” said my wife.  “Let’s get stoned!”  She pretended not to notice that he and Peter were ogling her boobs.  ‘What do you say, honey, have you ever smoked pot?” she asked me.
 
   “Oh, yeah, I’ve, uh, smoked weed before,” I lied, making a waving motion with my hand.  “But, it’s been so long, that I, err, don’t think I would be into it.”
 
   “Oh, come on, honey, loosen up a little,” giggled my wife.  I noticed that she seemed to be maintaining an oddly erect posture which kept her breasts sticking out much more prominently that normal. I couldn’t exactly comment on that because I was too embarrassed.  But Peter and Sam definitely noticed and kept stealing glances at my wife’s rack.
 
   I watched as Sam produced a pipe, packed it, and lit it with a lighter in short order.  The pungent stench of the herb filled the room and I wrinkled my nose in disgust as I drained another glass of wine.  Sam held in his breath and passed the pipe to my wife who took a big hit herself and walked the pipe over to me, grabbing the bottle of wine from a side table on her way.  She exhaled a huge puff of smoke into my face, making me cough slightly, much to the amusement of Peter and Sam.  “Here honey, have more wine, and then smoke some pot,” she said, topping off my glass and handing me the smoking apparatus.
 
   “But I don’t really,” I whined, feeling slightly afraid of what would happen to me.  I heard people got paranoid on this stuff and I was already feeling weird about the sexual tension in the room between my wife and these two guys.
 
   “Now, now, don’t be such a baby, here, I will light it for you,” coaxed my wife, putting the stem of the pipe into my mouth and lighting the bowl for me.   “Now inhale, but not too deeply,” she instructed sternly.
 
   “Maybe you shouldn’t make him,” mumbled Peter, looking at me with concern.
 
   I felt a little condescended too and it pricked my sense of masculinity, so I defiantly took a deep “toke” or whatever you call it from the pipe and tried to hold it in the way my wife and Sam had done.  My lungs immediately felt as though they were being consumed by flames and I broke out into a fit of coughing, expelling a massive cloud of marijuana smoke from my mouth and nose.  My wife knelt down beside and patted me on the back as I hacked and hacked.  Peter came and discretely relieved me of  the pipe.  I was vaguely aware of him refilling it and taking a hit himself. 
 
   “Oh, dear, oh dear,” murmured my wife with concern.  “I’m sorry honey, you breathed in too DEEPLY, darling,”  she produced a tissue and put it to my nose and I blew my nose into like a sick child.  “Drink this, drink this,” she urged, giving me my wine, and I gulped down the entire glass to soothe my fiery throat.
 
   “Jeez, you are giving him more wine?” asked Peter with surprise.  “Christ, get him some water, Mandy.”
 
   “Well, all I have is wine right at hand,” said my wife, pouring me out another glass, and I drank that down as well.  Presently my coughing subsided and a strange heaviness seemed to fill my body.  I leaned back in my chair as though I weighed 1000 pounds.  Mandy retreated to the couch, eyeing me with apprehension.
 
   “How are you feeling, dear, are you alright?” she asked me as she took another hit of the pipe that Sam handed her.
 
   It took me a few minutes to process what she said.  Then I realized that I was still thirsty, so I reached out slowly and grabbed my glass of wine and took another sip.
 
   Sam and Peter broke out laughing.  “Jesus, look at him, he’s stoned off his ass,” giggled Sam pointing at me with amusement.
 
   “Oh, god, he really is,” agreed my wife.  Her own eyes were starting to look glassy.
 
   “Yeah, I think I’m,” I paused, trying to find the right word, but I couldn’t think of it.  I realized that I had drunk quite a bit of wine at this point, and I couldn’t tell if I was more stoned or more drunk.  I was basically obliterated but I wouldn’t have been able to pronounce obliterated at that point.  As I contemplated I vaguely became aware of music playing.  I think it was Kinky Reggae by Bob Marley and I turned my head to see Peter at the stereo.
 
   “Wow, this is good weed,” said my wife, sitting stricken on the couch.
 
   “Oh, yeah,” agreed Sam, stretching his arms and legs out as he reclined on the couch.
 
   “It’s funny that you are still smoking at our age, and working a full time office job and everything,” commented Mandy, taking a contemplative sip of wine.  I noticed that her boob thrusting posture had collapsed, which was a relief, but she was curled up pretty close to Sam on the couch there and his arm was on the back of the couch behind her which seemed strangely intimate to me.
 
   “Oh, I get most of my creative marketing campaign ideas while stoned,” laughed Sam, tousling my wife’s hair impishly.
 
   She’s normally quite touchy about anyone messing with her hair, but my wife just grabbed his hand away and held it in her lap.  “Stop that, you are messing my hair,” she told him gently.
 
   “Plus he smokes it when he has chicks over to his place,” added Peter, who had sprawled out right on the floor by the stereo.
 
   “Really?” asked my wife with interest.  I watched with anxiety as she traced the veins on the back of Sam’s hand as it lay on the thigh of her jeans.  But I was stunned mute by the combination of alcohol and marijuana.
 
   “Yeah, you know, we get real high and then have freaky sex,” he said, grinning at her lecherously.
 
   My wife blushed and bowed her head so that some hair fell in front of her face.  She peeked at him from behind her hair meekly.  “Tell me more,” she said, still holding his hand in her lap.
 
   I gulped and tried to find my voice.  “Urgh,” was all I could manage.
 
   Sam gave me a strange look then returned his attention to my wife.  “Well, you know, we start out nice and comfy on the couch,  with some nice smoke, wine, and good tunes.”
 
   “Sort of like this,” offered my wife bashfully, keeping both hands on Sam’s as it rested on her thigh.
 
   Peter snorted from his supine location on the floor and Sam gave me a curious look.  When he saw that I was too dazed to object, he squeezed my wife’s thigh tentatively.  She met his eye and didn’t say a word about it.  “Yeah, well,” he laughed.  “Sort of I guess.  And you know, we fool around a little bit.”
 
   “Like, what do you do?” asked my wife, growing a little bolder.
 
   Sam looked at me again, but I was struggling to keep my eyes open at this point.
 
   “Well, you know, we kiss, and I squeeze my lady friend’s tits and try to get her to take her bra off so I can reach up her shirt and feel her nipples,” he said, looking down at my wife’s chest suggestively.
 
   Mandy put her hands on her boobs self consciously. “Then what?” she asked breathily.
 
   “Oh, you know, and then I put her hand on my jock and she will start gripping my rod though my pants,” he tells her with a grin.  “So then I unzip and I let her suck my dick for a little while.”
 
   “Oh yeah?” asked my wife, obviously intrigued as she cupped her breasts in her hands distractedly.
 
   “Ok, that’s uh, enough information,” I stammer, jealousy pulling me out of my pot coma for a moment.
 
   “What’s the matter, you got something against blowjobs?” Sam asked me with a wicked grin.
 
   “Of course not,” I stammered.  “It’s just, well, sort of improper.”
 
   “Mandy, shame on you,” he scolded my wife.  “If he thinks your blowjobs are improper, you aren’t doing it right.”
 
   “Oh, stop it, Sam,” chuckled my wife, patting him on the thigh.  Fairly high up on the thigh, pretty close to where a bulge was forming.  “I do my husband quite properly.”  Then she paused and screwed up her face, looking at me sadly.  “It’s just that we don’t get around to it as much as we used to I guess.”
 
   “Mandy!” I squawked, nearly fully awake at this point.  “Come on, that’s personal.”
 
   “Well, you know, we’ve been together seven years, of course things are bound to cool down a little,” explained my wife hurriedly.
 
   “That’s between the two of us,” I complained.  “You shouldn’t talk about it in front of guests.”
 
   “You are right, dear, I’m sorry, let’s change the subject,” agreed my wife with a sigh.  Then she got up and grabbed the wine.  “Have some more wine,” she said soothingly as she poured me another big glass.
 
   I took the wine and drank it down to calm my nerves.
 
   “Yeah, well, anyway, once my lady friend is done sucking my cock, I like to strip her naked and do her right on the couch,” continued Sam, picking up where he left off.
 
   “Wow, that sounds hot,” said my wife sitting down right next to Sam, even closer than she had before.  “Do you like to do them missionary or doggystyle?”
 
   “Mandy!” I complained.
 
   “What? I’m just curious,” said my wife with a hurt expression.
 
   “I thought we were changing the subject,” I said, stifling a yawn.
 
   “Doggystyle usually,” put in Sam under his breath.
 
   Mandy pouted in response.  “Oh, I prefer missionary actually.  Call me old fashioned.”
 
   “Honey!” I said in shock.  Then I yawned fully.  “Ok, I think this conversation has gone far enough, I’m beat.  Let’s just call it night, shall we?”
 
   “But, I’m not tired yet,” whined my wife.  I heard that tone in her voice and I shivered in dread.
 
   “But this conversation is making me uncomfortable,” I said.
 
   “Oh, come on, honey, you are just being a cranky baby,” laughed my wife, jumping to her feet.  She came over and grabbed me by the hands and leaned back with all her might, helping me climb to her feet.  “We don’t mean anything by a little friendly banter,” she said.  “Let me put you to bed and I will stay up with my friends for a little bit longer.”
 
   “Uh, I don’t know,” I said, failing to suppress another yawn.
 
   “Oh shit, look at you, man, you can barely keep your eyes open,” said Sam compassionately.  “Sorry for pushing the boundaries there, pal.  But I was just joking around.  We won’t talk about sex any more, I promise.  It’s sort of funny while you are sitting there, but I wouldn’t do it while you weren’t around.  Go on to bed, your wife is safe with us.”
 
   “Yeah, right,” I muttered, swaying slightly on my feet.
 
   My wife bolstered me up and turned me around,” Say goodnight, honey,” she told me.
 
   The whole situation seemed fishy to me, but I didn’t trust my instincts.  After all, people always got paranoid when they smoked pot.  Maybe I was just being paranoid.  I decided to trust my wife.  “Alright well, good night guys,” I said.  
 
   “Good night, man,” said Sam, with a friendly wave.
 
   “Sleep well,” called Peter, climbing to his feet and taking a seat in my chair.
 
   “Jeez, look at you, acting all suspicious,” chuckled my wife as she lead me down the hall to our bedroom.
 
   “Well it was getting pretty explicit there,” I said, falling into bed with a thump.  It felt so good to lay there that I didn’t even feel like getting changed.
 
   “Pish, posh, just a lot of talk,” she said, unzipping my pants and pulling them off me before shoving  me under the covers.
 
   “But now you are going to go back out there and…” I could barely keep my eyes open.
 
   “And do what?   Are you really afraid I will go make out with Sam with Peter sitting right there?” she laughed.
 
   “Uh,” I said, my eyes closing of their own accord.  
 
   “You just sleep, you smoked too much and drank too much wine,” she said, bending down to give me a kiss.  “I’ll come to bed in a hour or so.”
 
   I must have dozed right off then because the next thing I knew I was awoken by a horrible need to urinate.  The room was dark and my wife was not there in bed with me. My bladder was bursting and my mouth tasted like hot copper.  I staggered shakily out of bed and went down the hall to the bathroom.  I could still hear voices and music from the living room as I ducked into the bathroom to unleash a wicked stream of piss.  When I was finally done, I stumbled out to the living room to see what was going on and get a glass of water.
 
   I found my wife sitting a bit stiffly on the couch a little farther from Sam than she was before, and Peter was still sitting across from them.  She looked at bit guilty when I showed up
 
   “Oh, you are up,” said Mandy awkwardly.
 
   “Yeah and our guests are still here,” I said looking at Sam and Peter with displeasure, then I looked down and noticed that Mandy had taken her jeans and bra off and left them on the floor.  She was sitting there in nothing but her panties and tshirt.  “And you are half undressed for some reason,” I said stupidly.
 
   “Oh I was just getting comfortable, dear, don’t be so mistrustful,” said Mandy.  “Here, let’s get you a nice glass of water and put you back to bed.”  She jumped up and ran to the kitchen to grab me a glass of water, and Peter and Sam both admired her shapely bare legs as she dashed off.
 
   “Are you feeling a little better?” asked Sam politely.  He was holding his hands over his crotch from some reason.  It was a little dark in the room, but I could almost swear that his fly was half unzipped.
 
   “Yeah, that weed really knocked me out,” I admitted.  “But this whole situation is making me a little uncomfortable,” I said gesturing toward them.
 
   “Oh, it’s perfectly harmless, we are just all talking,” said Peter, struggling to maintain a straight face.
 
   “And meanwhile my wife took off her bra and her pants,” I said, rubbing my head and yawning.
 
   “Well, you can hardly blame us for not complaining about that,” laughed Sam.
 
   “I was just getting comfortable, I TOLD you,” said Mandy, walking back into the room with my glass of ice water.  Peter, Sam and I all watched her jiggling boobs, as she approached, her hard nipples poking through her thin t-shirt, boobs bobbing up and down as she walked.
 
   I took the water gratefully and drank it down, exhaustion still heavy upon me.
 
   “Now back to bed with you, sir,” she told me sternly, leading me back down the hall to the bedroom.
 
   I held my tongue until we got back to the bedroom and I had climbed back into bed with a sigh of relief.  “Honey, your nipples are showing, you should put on a robe or something,” I said as my lids drooped sleepily.
 
   “Oh, don’t be silly, I’m sure those guys have seen plenty of nipples,” she laughed, tucking me in.
 
   “But you are my wife,” I objected drowsily.
 
   “And I will still be your wife if they see my boobies,” she said kissing me on the forehead.
 
   For some reason this thought didn’t disturb me and in fact, my penis grew stiff at the thought of my pretty little wife going out and taking her shirt off for these two big jocks.  And with that perverted thought, I fell asleep again.  I woke up again just a short time later thinking about my wife.  All sorts of thoughts bounced around in my head.
 
   Was I just being paranoid from the weed, or was she really flirting with Sam?  But then Peter was sitting right there with them so she wouldn’t do anything unseemly in front of him, would she?  Yet, she decided it was OK to take of her bra and pants in front of them.  She must have done it right there in the living room instead of coming back to the bedroom, so she WANTED them to see her undressing.   It’s true that our love life had cooled recently.  Maybe my pretty little wife was getting excited by the attention from this big fellow Sam.  She certainly enjoyed rubbing his muscular sixpack.  Was this all really my own fault for neglecting my wife sexually?
 
   What were they getting up to now that they thought I was sound asleep?  I normally wouldn’t spy on my wife, but I felt a strong urge to sneak down the hall and peek around the corner to  and see what they were doing.  I know it’s silly, but that’s just what I did.  First, I turned the bedroom door handle very very carefully so that it wouldn’t click loudly.  Once I had the door open I could hear their voices murmuring, so our guests were still here, but the music had been turned off.  
 
   I crept carefully down the hall, staying close to the wall so that the floorboards wouldn’t creak.  When I got close enough to the living room to make out what they were saying, I stopped and listened for a moment.
 
   “He must be sound asleep still,” said Sam.
 
   “Oh, I know,” agreed my wife, her voice was muffled.
 
   “I mean, I can go into the other room if you two want some privacy,” said Peter.
 
   “What’s the matter, don’t you want to watch?” asked my wife playfully.
 
   What the hell were they talking about?  My heart started to pound in my chest and I had to resist the urge to go running out there to confront my wife.
 
   “I think it would be pretty hot if Peter watched,” said Sam and there was some suspicious sounding rustling on the couch.  “And you said that your husband isn’t fucking you enough lately, so what’s the problem?  Aren’t you into this?”
 
   “Oh, I’m definitely into it, I’m horny as hell right now, but I just feel guilty,” whined my wife.  But her whine didn’t have the same effect on Sam as it had on me, he kept right on pushing.
 
   “Shit, he won’t ever know anything about it.  What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him,” he murmured.
 
   “Hmm, I guess that’s true,” said Mandy.  And then there was some quiet rustling on the couch for a moment.
 
   “Oh shit, you guys are really doing this,” mumbled Peter in amazement.
 
   My stomach was roiling and I was about to go marching out there when I realized that my penis was as stiff as a board as I listened to the little wet smooching sounds from the other room.  I don’t know what possessed me, but I wanted to see what they were doing.  So I got down on all fours and crept to the end of the hall and peeked around the corner into the living room.  There was a potted fern right there to shield me and I could see the back of Peter’s chair and then my wife and Sam on the couch facing him.  They had their arms around each other and were kissing passionately with mouths open. My blood ran cold at the sight of it, but I just crouched there, on all fours, peeping at them as my wife made out with her guy friend on the couch.
 
   Sam wasted no time and quickly slid his hand up the front of my wife’s t-shirt and started kneading her boobs and pinching her nipples under her shirt.  I heard her whimper with pleasure and it cut me like a knife, but my dick just kept getting harder and harder as I watched this big jock feel up my wife.  
 
   “Oh yeah, get them titties,” encouraged Peter drunkenly.  “Stealing second base, bro!”
 
   I gasped quietly when I saw my wife reach over urgently and grip Sam’s cock which had already been protruding from his half-unzipped pants.  She unzipped his fly fully and yanked his pants halfway down his thighs so that she could get a hold of his cock and balls.  I watched in pain and arousal as she stroked Sam’s bare penis, up and down, up and down, cupping his balls in her other hand.
 
   “Holy fuck, dude, this is awesome, she is on your jock big time,” said Peter, slapping his hand to his head in amazement.
 
   “Jeepers, Peter, you are like a little boy,” laughed my wife, pulling her mouth away from Sam’s but looking him in the eye as she stroked his meat.  “Hmm, do you like that, baby?” she asked him breathily.
 
   “Oh yeah, I like it, do you like it?” he asked her, stripping off his shirt easily as my wife tugged on his penis, giving him a vigorous handjob.  I could barely catch my breath.  I was there crouching behind a fern watching my wife give some other guy a fucking handjob on our couch.  What the hell was going on here?  Why was I not jumping up and interrupting this blatant infidelity?
 
   “Hmm, yeah, I like your penis, it’s nice and hard,” my wife told Sam in a husky voice rubbing her other hand over his muscular chest.
 
   I was angry at my wife for saying that, but I realized that I was too embarrassed  to run out there and break it up.  It would be a horrible scene.  Besides, a part of me felt guilty for not paying more romantic attention to my wife.  It had been a month since she and I had had sex.  Now she was turning to other men for affection.  So instead of jumping up to interrupt them, I just reached down and pulled my hardon out of my boxers and started stroking myself quietly while I spied on my wife and her new lover getting it on on the couch.
 
   “This is so fucking hot you guys,” gushed Peter.  “Don’t mind me, but I’m just gonna spank my fucking monkey while I watch.”
 
   “Go nuts, Peter,” said my wife glancing over at him with a grin and I ducked back behind the plant so she wouldn’t see me, but she was too drunk, high, and horny to notice me here, peeking around the corner on my hands and knees.
 
   “Here take your shirt off and show us those titties,” said Sam.
 
   My wife released her grip on his johnson and readily complied with his demand.  She rose gracefully and stood before Sam, stripping off her shirt and tossing it aside.
 
   “Oh, fuck, nice fucking rack, bitch!” he said jerking his own penis as he ogled my wife’s bare boobs.  It irked me that she let him call her a bitch without so much of a peep in protest.  “Shake ‘em for me,” he ordered.  And I watched my wife’s bare back in dismay as she shimmied her shoulders and shook her tits for this dumb jock.
 
   “Hey, I want to see, too,” complained Peter, and I felt the same way.  So I was gratified when Mandy turned to face Peter and gave her tits one more shimmy for his benefit.  I enjoyed watching her big pale orbs bouncing side to side, hard pink nipples twirling in all directions.  “Super hot,” grunted Peter in appreciation.  And I secretly agreed, I had to slow down my own masturbation so that I wouldn’t cum too soon.
 
   “Ok, bitch, now get on your knees, and suck this dick,” commanded Sam, kicking his pants away and standing naked before my wife with his thick erection pointing straight at her belly button.
 
   “Oh, yessir, Mr. Man,” she laughed.  “You are feeling big and tough, I guess.  I like it.”  Then she obediently lowered herself to her knees before him and I watched in a mix of horror and titillation as she gripped his hips and wrapped her lips around the red swollen glans of his cock.
 
   “Oh, fuuuuck, yeah,” he moaned loudly, tilting his head back as my wife slid his cock in and out of her mouth, her head bobbing up and and down as she engulfed and then released his shaft.
 
   “Suck my balls,” he demanded, and my stomach lurched as my pretty little wife submissively ducked her head and lapped at his balls.  There was my woman, topless, on her knees before this big meathead, sucking his nutsack for him while his pal watched and laughed and jerked his own meat.  
 
   “Suck those nuts like you mean it, Mandy,” Peter giggled, offering encouragement.
 
   “Jeez, I am,  look how big his balls are, Peter,” responded my wife with a grin, weighing Sam’s sagging testicles in her hand.
 
   “Seriously,” agreed Peter.  “Dude’s gotta have a big pair of stones to fuck another man’s wife while her hubby is sleeping it off just down the hall.”
 
   Mandy made a face at him.  “Don’t be a buzzkill, Peter, I’m trying not to think about my loving husband while I suck on another man’s scrotum.”
 
   “Yeah man, keep the peanut gallery comments to a minimum,” ordered Sam.  “Ok, baby, are you ready?”
 
   “Ready for what, sir?” asked my wife, looking up at him with adoration, topless and kneeling before him.
 
   “Ready to take it,” he grunted.  “You said you like it old fashioned, right?”
 
   “That’s me, an old fashioned girl,” she laughed and I felt a lump in my throat as my wife reached down the front of her panties and felt herself.  “Yep, I’m pretty wet.  I’m ready.”
 
   “Good, stand up.  Take off your fucking panties.  Show Peter your cooch, then lay back on that couch and spread your goddamn whore legs so I can climb on top of you and fuck the shit out of you,” he snarled passionately, holding his big meat in his hand.
 
   “Ohh, you are a rough boy, you are making me hot with that nasty talk,” cooed my wife.  And I felt my blood pounding in my ears as my little wife stood up and subserviently pulled down her panties.  She turned and flashed her bush at Peter as instructed.  “Do you like my pussy, Peter?” she asked coquettishly.
 
   “Yeah, I like ‘em a little bushy,” he gasped, and I could hear him increase the pace as he frantically jerked his pud.  My own dick was getting raw from me jerking it while I watched my wife debasing herself with these men.
 
   Mandy lay back on the couch and spread her legs for Sam, docilely offering her snatch to him.  I could feel myself rapidly approaching climax.  The big man practically lept onto my horizontal wife and he plunged his thick cock right into her waiting cunt.  She groaned loudly in pleasure and wrapped her arms around him.  I was practically gasping for breath watching his muscular buttocks started pumping up and down as he violated my wife carnally on my own couch.  Her little moans and whimpers of passion were too much for me and I spurted cum all over the hallway carpet.  I would have to remember to sneak back here tomorrow and clean this up.
 
   My wife was crying out now, calling her new lover’s name in abandon, “Oh yeah, fuck me Sam, Fuck me,” she called, practically shouting.
 
   “Shit Mandy, keep it down a little, you are gonna wake your husband up,” warned Peter.  He jumped up and turned toward hall where I was peeping, dick in hand, with a look of fear on his face. I ducked back behind the corner, my heart pounding.  I would be so mortified to be caught peeking in on this tawdry scene.
 
   “Did you see something?” asked my wife with concern.
 
   “No, I, I must be stoned still or something, but you should keep it down a little,” said Pete. 
 
   I quietly climbed to my feet and crept back down the hall until I could just barely make out their voices.
 
   “I don’t give a fuck at this point, bro,” grunted Sam and the I could hear the couch springs creaking rhythmically as he resumed pounding my wife.
 
   “Oh God, yes, do it, do it,” begged my wife. “Fuck me, Sam, fuck me.”
 
   ‘Oh man, yeah, fuck that slut, bro, fuck her,” laughed Peter, loosening up.  I felt like crying as I listened to them carrying on and I crept back to bed feeling strangely empty.  
 
   I had jerked off watching my wife getting owned by another man and it had made me cum to see her cuckolding me.  But now I felt a little sad and left out.  I closed the bedroom door behind me as quietly as I could and climbed back into bed.  In my mind’s eye, I could still see Sam’s ass pumping up and down as he penetrated my wife.  Right now he was probably in there spurting his seed deep inside my little woman while his buddy cheered him on and she wantonly gave herself up to him.  The very thought made my cock start inflating again even though I had just cum and I half-considered sneaking back out there to watch the finale when I heard the faint sounds of my wife screaming in climax all the way down the hall.  I must have dozed off again after that, because the next I knew, Mandy was quietly closing the bedroom door behind her.  The sun was starting to come up and I could see that her shirt was on inside out, the seams were showing and the tag was sticking out.
 
   I leaned up on one elbow and greeted her groggily.  “Wow, finally coming to bed, I see,” I said.  
 
   She nearly jumped out of her skin and turned to me with a look of total shock.  “Oh, god, baby, you scared me to death.  I thought you were sleeping.”
 
   “I woke up a couple of time from all the shouting,” I said, trying to play it cool.  What was done was done, but I wanted to make her squirm a bit.  “Sounded like you had a good time.”
 
   “Ha, yeah.  Those guys are a real hoot,” she said, running her hands through her hair and finding a big glob of cum.  She looked at it in embarrassment for a moment before wiping it hastily on her shirt.
 
   “What’s that?” I asked, playing dumb.
 
   “Oh, nothing, a bit of gunk from somewhere I guess, I need to take a shower,” she said, blushing furiously.
 
   “Uh, why is your shirt on inside out?” I asked, trying to seem innocent, but relishing the look on her face as the color drained away.
 
   “Is it, really? I didn’t notice,” she stammered, yanking her shirt off and tossing it in the hamper.
 
   “You must have been having more fun than I thought,” I commented and rolled over, turning my back to her.
 
   “Oh, come on honey, I don’t know what you are suggesting,” sputtered my wife nervously.  “I mean really now.”
 
   “I’m just teasing you dear,” I admitted.  “I’m sure you didn’t do anything naughty with those two guys.  In fact, I really enjoyed having those guys over.  I think I like getting stoned.   We should have them over again some time.”
 
   “Really?” croaked my wife, climbing into bed next to me.
 
   “Yes, really,” I said, turning to kiss her on the cheek while I tried to think of which local nursery would have a bigger plant for me to replace that fern with so that I would have a better hiding place next time.
 
    
 
   
  
 

THE END
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