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   Frankly, my wife Sandy never likes to wear clothes and goes nude whenever she can.  She seldom wears clothes around the house, and often sunbathes nude in the backyard.  Though I asked her to stop when I noticed the frat boys who live next door always seemed to start up an ad hoc nerf football game in their backyard whenever they noticed my wife showing off her body.  This annoyed her greatly, she took my complaints as a restriction of her personal freedom.  As a compromise I agreed to accompany her to the North Baker Beach here is San Francisco where nudity is fairly common and she could bare it for all the world to see.
 
   I am much more uptight about nudity than my freewheeling wife, but when we arrived at the clothing optional section of the North Baker Beach, I felt perfectly at home.  It was sort of techno-hippie burning man scene, with young women hoola hooping in nothing but bodypaint, people of all ages spinning poi with their parts exposed, old naked couples walking hand in hand and a group of boisterous queers playing volleyball with their privates flapping in the sunshine.
 
   My wife was entirely in her element, shedding her bathing suit before we even settled on a spot to put down our blanket.  As we walked along looking for a place to sit, my wife paused to watch the poi spinners.  They had these plastic eggs on ropes that were lit with LEDs inside and people spun them in mesmerizing patterns.  They seemed totally unconcerned to be naked in front of us and my wife watching in fascination.  I glanced over at the young naked women doing hula hoop nearby and tried not to stare, but I couldn’t help myself.  I found their gyrations more captivating than the fire spinners.
 
   “Honey, we should learn this,” burbled my wife brightly touching my arm, but then she noticed my attention and slapped my chest playfully.  “Hey, pervert, stop ogling those girls and pay attention to what I’m saying.”
 
   “Sorry, honey,” I said, feeling my face grow hot with shame.
 
   Just then we bumped into one of my wife’s friends, Julia with her boyfriend, Hunter.  They were both stark naked and my eyes practically bulged out of my head when I got an eyeful of Julia’s big buoyant breasts.  Hunter noticed my interest as the women embraced happily and he gave me a sly wink, which made me even more embarrassed and I had to struggle to maintain eye contact with Julia as I shook her hand.
 
   “Frank, why are you wearing your shorts?” Julia asked with a smirk as she held my hand in hers.  “You need to go with flow, buddy.  Take those off.”
 
   “Yeah, dear, come on, stop being such a fuddy duddy,” laughed my wife, yanking my shorts down in the back.
 
   I chuckled half-heartedly and stepped out of my shorts, mortified that they would see the raging hardon that the hula-hoopers and Julia’s tits had given me.
 
   “Whoa, looks like somebody is feeling happy,” Julia laughed, covering her mouth and glancing down at my stiff cock.  My wife cackled with laughter and wrapped her arm around my shoulder affectionately.  
 
   “Poor Frank isn’t used to seeing all these hot naked babes,” my wife chuckled, pinching my cheek.
 
   “Sandy, you know my boyfriend Hunter, don’t you?” said Julia, pulling her eyes reluctantly from my stiff phallus waving in the breeze.
 
   “I don’t think we’ve met,” said my wife, offering her hand to Hunter as she looked the handsome man up and down.
 
   The sight of my naked wife shaking hands with a naked man on a public beach gave me a strange thrill and made me slightly queasy.   But Hunter played it cool and his cock and balls just hung placidly in plain view as he avoided staring too obviously as my wife’s gorgeous tits.
 
   “Well, we’ve got to run, we’ve been here all morning, and I now I have to go to yoga class,” chirped Julia with a rueful smile.  “Let’s get together and do this another time.”
 
   “Yes, I think Frank would like another opportunity to see you naked,” teased my wife, hugging Julia goodbye.
 
   “He can look all he wants, that’s why I come here,” said Julia with a sly grin, turning to face me with her hands on her hips and her shoulders thrown back so that her boobs jutted out.
 
   “Uh, yeah,” I gulped nervously, my erection throbbing.
 
   Everyone laughed at my discomfort and my wife said, “Don’t be unfriendly, Frank, give Julia a hug goodbye.”
 
   “Um, really?” I asked, aghast.
 
   “Come here,” commanded Julia holding her arms out for a hug and Hunter chuckled as I gingerly embraced her.  I tried to hold her arm’s length, but Julia drew me to her warmly, pressing her bare boobs against my chest and my stiff rod poked her right in the belly.  “Oops ,careful where you point that thing, buddy,” joked Julia grabbing my dick casually and pushing it to side.
 
   “Oh my gosh, Julia, I can’t believe you just touched my husband’s penis!” exclaimed my wife, clearly delighted.
 
   “Yeah, that’s enough of that.  Let’s go before this turns triple X,” said Hunter, taking his girlfriend by the arm and giving me another good-natured wink.
 
   “Bye!” said my wife waving as they walked away.  I noticed that she was watching Hunter’s well formed ass as they left.  “We should hang out naked with them again.  Next time with booze and pot.   Things might get interesting,” said my wife thoughtfully.
 
   “Wow, are you serious?” I asked with a smile.  “When did you become a swinger?”
 
   “When in Rome, darling,” she said with a laugh.  “Now come on and let’s find a nice spot to sun ourselves away from those sexy girls with the hula hoops.”
 
   We found a nice patch of sand without much activity nearby and a beautiful view of the Golden Gate Bridge, and we put down our cooler and our blanket.  We settled down and took out some drinks and our books and we were soon engrossed in reading.
 
   I thought about Julia’s sexy body and the way that my wife eyed Hunter up and down and I imagined what it would be like if we swapped partners.  My flaccid cock quickly became engorged at the thought and stood up straight, catching my wife’s attention.
 
   “Are you thinking about Julia, you bad boy?” she asked me with a devilish grin.
 
   “Um, well, yeah, actually, I am,” I admitted.  “Were you serious about, ah, turning Roman?”
 
   “I don’t know,” she said thoughtfully.  “I was sort of kidding, but I can see that you are attracted to Julia’s body and Hunter is certainly a well built fellow.  I wouldn’t be opposed to getting thoroughly inebriated with those two and seeing where the night took us.”
 
   “Huh, ok, let me think about it,” I said.
 
   “You do that, dear, you do that,” said said, giving my stiff penis a playful tug before returning to her book.
 
   I was lost in daydreams about sinking my dick into Julia while watching Sandy sucking on Hunter’s balls when I was startled by a group of four black teenagers suddenly standing above us.  They were all wearing tank tops and basketball shorts and they were staring down at my wife’s naked body and pointing excitedly.
 
   “Holy shit, check this bitch out,” said a tall young fellow with huge afro and a pick sticking in it.  “Lookit them titties,” he said excitedly.
 
   My wife dropped her book and looked up in shock, putting her hand over her nipples instinctively.
 
   “Uh, you guys,” she said hesitantly.  “It’s kind of rude to stare and point like that.”
 
   “Yeah, this is a nude beach, so, you know, there are going to be naked people,” I explained.  “Nothing to get excited about.”
 
   “Man, shut the fuck up,” snapped a shorter fellow with a crew cut and Malcolm X glasses.  He was peering at my wife’s exposed bush and gripping his crotch.  I noticed that his friends were all doing the same, staring down at my wife’s naked body and blatantly squeezing their growing  erections through their shorts.  “You white people want to come out here and get naked, but you don’t want any brown people coming around to mess things up.”
 
   “Um, it’s not like that,” complained my wife, mortified to be accused of racism.  “It’s just that you guys are, you know, making me feel self-conscious by paying so much attention to me,” she yelped.  She put one arm across her chest to cover her nipples and put her other hand over her crotch to hide her womanhood from view.  “I mean, look at how you are touching yourselves, it’s pretty impolite.”  She stared at Mr. Afro’s huge bulge in amazement as he practically jerked himself off above us.
 
   “White privilege,” sniffed Mr. Afro, noticing my wife’s attention.  “If I was a white guy you wouldn’t complain, you were laying there with your snatch spread wide for every white guy to see, but once some niggas come along, you cover that shit up.  You racist.”
 
   “Yeah, racist,” agreed his friends, nodding to one another with disgust.
 
   “I’m not racist,” squawked my wife, finally grabbing a towel to cover herself.
 
   “Look, guys, this is just ridiculous.  This isn’t about privilege, we are just trying to enjoy ourselves out here and mind our own business,” I complained, feeling defensive and little intimidated by the aggressive youths.
 
   “Bullshit,” said Malcolm X, pointing at me with one hand and keeping the other firmly on his cock.
 
   “It’s not that you are black, it’s, uh, you know, the way you are acting when you look at my body.  I mean, you are touching your penises while you look at me and that’s not, uh, how people act at a nude beach,” said my wife, still gazing at the surprisingly large protrusion in Mr. Afro’s shorts.
 
   “That’s Euro-normative,” said Mr. Afro excitedly, pointing an accusing finger at my wife.
 
   “Euro-normative,” agreed his friends, shaking their heads in condemnation.
 
   “What? I don’t follow you,” said my wife, shaking her head in confusion.
 
   “Erm, I think they are trying to say that we are trying to impose eurocentric cultural norms somehow?” I said, trying to parse their meaning.
 
   “You are on the right track, white boy,” said Malcolm X.  “Good effort.”  He pointed a finger at my wife who lay clutching her towel over herself.  “When you say crotch grabbing isn’t how people act on a nude beach, you really mean, crotch grabbing isn’t how WHITE people act on a nude beach,” he said triumphantly.  “Euro-normative, look it up.”
 
   “Worrrd,” agreed his friends, patting him on the shoulder.
 
   “Are you trying to say that crotch grabbing is some kind of cultural tradition?” asked my wife with a dismissive laugh.  She still couldn’t seem to take her eyes off of Mr. Afro’s big weiner as he squeezed it insistently and her fascination with his dick was starting to make me nervous.
 
   “Bitch, please, have you never been to the ghetto?” laughed Mr. Afro, miming a crip walk for my wife with his hand firmly on his junk.  “That’s how brothers be laying it down.”
 
   “Hmmph, you sound more like a college kid than a gangsta,” sniffed my with with a smile.  I could tell that she was warming up to these kids and I felt a little annoyed by that.
 
   His friends broke out laughing at my wife’s comment and one kid leaned in for a fist bump which my wife hesitantly returned, holding up her towel with one hand and bumping his fist with the other.  “Respect,” he said with a smile.  “Respect.”
 
   “We may go to college, but that doesn’t mean you can strip us of our heritage,” complained Malcolm X, indignantly.
 
   “Wait, somehow by choosing to cover up my body, I am repressing you all of a sudden,” said my wife, suppressing a smile.
 
   “Um, yes,” said Mr. X, but he sounded unsure of himself.
 
   “Ok, well, I admit, I like being naked, and I would prefer to take this towel off.  And you boys seem to really enjoy touching your junk and it’s part of your culture and everything.  Fine.  And I might be white and privileged, but you are all overlooking some intersectionality here.”
 
   “Intersectionality,” agreed Mr. Afro, nodding his head sagely.
 
   Malcolm X looked a little confused by said nothing.
 
   “Now I don’t follow you,” I put in.  “What are you saying?” I asked my wife.
 
   “Well, clearly they are clothed and we are not.  So while we might be white and privileged, we have discarded the oppressive paradigm of clothing while they still cling to it,” said my wife with a smug smile.
 
   Malcolm X’s eyes lit up.  “I dig you, sister.  I dig you,” he said excitedly.  “You want us to strip down and show us ours before you will show us yours.”
 
   “Pish, that’s not the way to say it, man,” complained Mr. Afro, drawing himself up with dignity.  “This is about joining together with allies to challenge the narrative of clothing.”
 
   “You speak truth, brother, you speak truth,” agreed Malcolm X.  “My bad.  Clothing itself is Euro-normative and reinforces class divides.”
 
   “Right, so drop those shorts, boys,” cackled my wife with delight.  “Let me get a look at those pickles you’ve been fingering so enthusiastically.”
 
   “Uh, wait a minute,” I complained weakly, but to no avail.  All four of the young men were pulling their shorts down and stepping out of them.   Their black boners were all springing out, standing at attention.
 
   My wife gasped in admiration.  “Oh my God, look at those cocks.”
 
   “Um, yeah,” I said, holding up a finger, trying to interrupt.
 
   “You should be taking off that towel now, sister,” urged Mr. Afro as he stroked his long dark shaft lewdly with one hand and cupped his big, heavy nuts with the other.
 
   My wife tossed her towel aside carelessly and she propped herself on one elbow so she could examine Mr. Afro’s junk as he caressed it for her.
 
   “Oh man, oh man,” laughed the young men, pointing at my wife’s body and stroking themselves shamelessly.  
 
   My wife pinched her nipples distractedly and reached one hand between her legs to diddle her clitoris a bit as she gazed from one big black cock to the next.  But I could tell that Mr. Afro was her favorite, and I felt my ears burning with jealousy and embarrassment.
 
   “Are you, uh, touching yourself now?” I asked my wife uncomfortably.
 
   “Well, they are, why can’t I?” she asked.
 
   “I like it when you pinch your nipples and make them hard,” commented Mr. Afro, his eloquence diminishing as his arousal increased.
 
   “Oh, yeah?” she asked, giving each of her nipples and extra tweak for him with a smile.  “I like how your penis is uncut.  I haven’t seen one like that up close before.   Can you pull back the foreskin a little more and show me your glans?”
 
   “Sure, you wanna see?” he obliged, coming closer and pointing his long shaft directly at my wife’s face as he slowly drew the foreskin back from his glistening bulbous head.
 
   “I’m really not comfortable with this,” I gulped.  My stomach was roiling and my pits were soaked with angst.
 
   “Relax, brother, this is how the races can all come together, appreciating the beauty of the human form, with all class distinctions erased.  Exposing our essential nature to one another,” said Malcolm X, waxing poetic as he vigorously jerked his cock while hungrily devouring my wife’s naked body with his eyes.
 
   “That looks really tender,” said my wife reaching a dainty finger out toward the shiny tip of Mr. Afro’s penis.  
 
   “Yeah, it’s sensitive, but you can touch it if you are gentle,” urged Mr. Afro, peeling his foreskin back a little further and offering the head of cock to my wife like a grotesque, fleshy bon-bon.
 
   Sandy stroked the dark moist glans with one tentative finger.  “Eww, it’s wet and sticky,” she tittered.
 
   “Goddamnit, Sandy, what the fuck are you doing?” I squawked indignantly.
 
   “Is this bothering you, dear?” she asked me sweetly, turning to smile with at me as she fingered the damp exposed tip of Mr. Afro’s penis.  He towered above us with a look of pure ecstasy on his face.  She glanced down at my raging hardon and laughed lightly.  “Well we were talking about getting into swinging, why are you complaining now?”
 
   “We don’t even know these guys,” I hissed looked up with trepidation as the gang of youths closed in around my wife, with their ardent cocks in their hands.
 
   “You guys are into swinging?” asked Mr. Afro with interest as he dropped down casually onto the blanket next to my wife, his stiff cock straining upward as he put a cautious hand on my wife’s bare belly.
 
   “Well, we were talking about it,” said Sandy, lightly tracing the veins on back of Mr. Afro’s big black hand as it lay on her belly.
 
   “Not with strangers,” I choked, watching as his hand slid down closer and closer to my wife’s furry bush.
 
   “It’s because they are black, isn’t it?” said my wife, looking me in the eye with a wicked twinkle in her eye.
 
   “Of course not,” I sputtered indignantly.  “It’s just, I’m, I’m not ready for this yet.  We just broached the topic for the first time today.”
 
   “Your penis doesn’t seem to have any reservations,” commented my wife, touching my own stiff rod lightly and eliciting a burst of merriment from the boys.
 
   “Dude got a stiffy for sure,” laughed Malcolm X.  “Without your expensive trousers, you can’t hide your true desire.”
 
   “I pulled back my foreskin for you, will you open your labia for me?” asked Mr. Afro politely.
 
   “Yes,” agreed my wife breathily, looking into his sensitive brown eyes.  She spread her legs and reached out to open her lips for him and all the guys stooped down to get a glimpse of her slick, pink vagina.
 
   Mr. Afro ran his hand lightly up my wife’s pale inner thigh, stopping just short of her spread open pussy, and then stroked the other thigh lightly.
 
   “Oh, I like that,” gasped my wife as she looked at me to gauge my reaction.
 
   He repeatedly caressed first one thigh, then the other, always stopping just short of my wife’s snatch, teasing her and making her wriggle with anticipation while his friends looked on and giggled with excitement as they jerked their meats.
 
   “I’m getting really wet,” whispered my wife as she grabbed Mr.Afro’s cock and started tugging on it insistently.
 
   “Yeah, what you want to do about it?” he asked, nuzzling her ear as he brushed his hand over her public hair lightly then prodded one finger experimentally into her hole before withdrawing it quickly, making her gasp.
 
   I looked on in horror as he ducked his head and latched his big lips around my wife’s erect nipple and she cradled his head with one hand as she tugged on his dick with the other.   The group gave a collective sigh as Mr. Afro finally sank one assertive finger deep into my wife’s wet twat, making her cry out.  My guts were twisted in agony but I joined my fellow onlookers and tentatively started stroking my own cock as Mr. Afro withdrew a glistening finger from my wife’s vagina and quickly located the nub of her clitoris which he flicked emphatically, making my wife whimper with passion.
 
   ‘Oh, god, oh god.  Can I suck you now?” she begged.
 
   “Can you handle this, brother?” he asked, giving me a surprisingly compassionate gaze.
 
   “That’s proper consent, brothers,” said Malcolm approvingly, and the other guys agreed.
 
   “Please honey, please,” my wife begged me.  “I’ve never sucked an uncut penis before.”  Mr. Afro got up onto his knees so that my wife could get at his dick better.  She peeled back his foreskin covetously and showed me the glazed head.  Just then a pearly drop of ejaculate emerged from the tip.  “Omigod, look, some jizz is starting to come out.  I want to lick it.  Can I?” she pleaded, squirming with anticipation.
 
   “She really wants it, man,” murmured Mr. Afro gently, meeting my gaze patiently.
 
   “Um, ok, a little bit I guess?” I choked, finding it hard to breathe as the guys broke out laughing.
 
   “How does a bitch suck a dick a little bit?” asked one fellow merrily.
 
   “Mmm, mmm,” hummed my wife enthusiastically as she wrapped her lips around Mr. Afro’s glans and sucked on it loudly.
 
   I heard some giggling and looked over to find that some of the painted hula girls had wandered over and were watching a few feet away.  One of them looked me in the eye as I jerked off watching my wife blow this black kid and then blushed and dropped her gaze, tittering as she whispered something to her friends.
 
   We all watched as my wife devoured Mr. Afro’s cock, sliding her tongue down his long straight shaft, and then lifting his big dong out of the way so she could lap at his big hairy nutsack.
 
   “This sister knows how to suck a dick,” commented Malcolm X approvingly, and the crowd nodded assent, even the hula girls gave encouragement from the sidelines.
 
   My wife gave the head of his cock one last suck, withdrawing her mouth with a loud smacking sound and then she cowered below him, jerking his dick urgently and looking up at him submissively.  “I need you inside me,” she begged.
 
   “Honey, that’s uh, I mean, people are watching,” I said, as a group of naked poi spinners joined the crowd, craning their necks to see what the commotion was about.
 
   “That sort of makes it hotter, don’t you think?” she said, flipping nimbly onto her belly. She turned her face toward me and smiled encouragingly, shoulders pressed firmly down as she spread her legs and arched her back, presenting her nice round ass and hairy twat for the crowd to admire.  She reached down between her legs and rubbed her clit in preparation.
 
   “That’s so hot,” one of the hula girls said in admiration.
 
   “I can work with this,” said Mr. Afro, climbing over her leg and kneeling behind her so that he could get his dick lined up to enter her.
 
   “He’s gonna fuck me now, honey, ok?” asked my wife hopefuly.
 
   “I don’t know,” I croaked, looking around at the crowd.
 
   “Oops, too late,” said Mr. Afro as he poked the head of his dick into the opening of my wife vagina.  “Sorry, man, the spirit is willing but the flesh is weak.”
 
   “Oh, my god, oh my god, that’s big, it’s good, but it’s so big, baby, you have to go slow,” cried my wife, biting one knuckle dramatically
 
   “I know how to break a white girl in, don’t worry,” he said, giving me a wicked smile as he patted my wife’s bare rump.  “Slowly, slowly, at first.”  I watched in sick fascination as he inched cock into my woman one bit and a time and she kicked her heels in delight.
 
   “Holy fuck, that’s good, omigod, omigod,” she panted.  “Honey, hold my hand, hold my hand,” she reached out to take my hand, I was shocked at how tightly she gripped it.
 
   “You’ll be ok, honey,” I said, feeling strangely protective of my wife which elicited an “Aww” from the crowd. 
 
   Mr. Afro withdrew his sword from my wife, shining from her juices and plunged it back in, making her cry out in passion.
 
   “You can do it!” called a hula girl supportively.
 
   Slowly and patiently, Mr. Afro increased the depth and frequency of his thrusts until he was pumping himself in and out of my wife easily.  She gave a grunt of desire with each thrust, whispering encouragement to him as he violated her carnally in front of this crowd of excited onlookers.
 
   “I like it, I like it, I can take it,” panted my wife eagerly as she rubbing her clit wildly.
 
   “That’s it baby, that’s it, nice and tight,” he grunted as he penetrated my woman over and over again as I impotently held her hand and jerked off while I watched.
 
   “Oh god,” she cried out, and she gave that characteristic shudder of climax.
 
   “She’s coming, she’s coming,” shouted the hula, girls, clapping their hands with childish glee.  The whole crowd broke out in applause and it felt pretty surreal to me as my wife looked up at me proudly, her hair a mess, and her face sweaty from the exertion.
 
   “Ok, my turn now,” groaned Mr. Afro tightly.  “Not gonna pull out, sorry,” he told me, as he gripped my wife’s buttcheeks with his big hands and sank himself into her up the hilt. He shivered over and over again as he pumped load after load of hot cum deep inside my wife.  Then he withdrew suddenly and jumped to his feet. He turned to the crowd and threw his hands in the air triumphantly, his limp wet cock swinging ponderously as the onlookers broke out in a fresh round of laughter and applause.
 
   “Look how proud he is of himself for fucking that guy’s wife,” laughed one of the hula girls as the black kids patted Mr. Afro on the back in congratulation.
 
   “I know this is a special moment for you,” said Malcolm X, bending down with his dick in his hand.  “But can I brother get a hand over here, sister?” he asked offering my wife his own straining phallus.
 
   She looked over her shoulder at him coquettishly and wiggled her sweet ass at him, offering him her parted labia submissively.  “Be my guest, but go easy on me, I’m a little sore,”
 
   “Will do, sister,” he said, dropping down behind my wife thankfully and easing his dick into her.  “Oh wow, that’s snug,” he gasped.
 
   “Do you like my pussy?” my wife asked, her cheeks flushed bright red as she looked back at him with a wicked smile.
 
   “Oh, you little slut,” he grunted, gripping her hips as he humped her gently.  “You trying to talk to me?”
 
   “I like talking during sex, do you think I’m a good fuck?” she asked, winking at me cutely.  “How about if I twerk it a little?”  She bounced her ass up and down a little and Malcolm X made a face of surprise.
 
   “Ahh, fuck now, you did me,” he pulled out and immediately started blasting a stream of semen all over my wife’s ass, vagina, and the backs of her thighs.  
 
   The hula girls lead another cheer.
 
   Malcolm X stumbled away, and lay on his back in the sand as one of his pals tried to drop down to take his place but my wife flipped over hurriedly and sat up, holding her hands up.
 
   “No, no, boys, I can’t take any more of those big cocks, I’ll be torn up,” she laughed  touching her tender pussy defensively
 
   “Don’t leave us with blue balls, baby,” begged one of the two remaining blacks who had been mostly silent during the whole engagement.
 
   My wife contemplated the two cocks pointing insistently as she sat indian style before them.  “Here, look at my boobies, and I will try to suck you off, but I am pretty tired,” laughed my wife.  “This is a lot of dick for me to handle in one day.”
 
   “I’ll help,” chimed in one the hula girls, pushing her way forward and  showing the black kids her luscious naked body.  “I was getting jealous that you were getting all the attention.”
 
   “Oh fuck yeah,” said the black kids and the center of attention shifted as she dropped to all fours before them.  One guy kneeled in front of her and the other kneeled behind and pretty soon she was sucking and fucking both of them while her girlfriends cackled with laughter and shouted encouragement.
 
   “This is a crazy beach,” said my wife smiling at me happily.  “Oh honey, you didn’t cum, yet,” she said with concern, taking my swollen cock in her hand and pulling on it.  “Did you like watching me be a dirty slut in public?” she asked, putting her face close to mine.
 
   “I guess, I don’t know yet,” I mumbled glancing around to see if anyone was watching.  But I had nothing to fear, everyone was preoccupied egging on the hula girl frolicking with her two black lovers.
 
   “You liked watching me take that big black dick, surrendering my pussy to them to prove I wasn’t racist,” she growled, yanking my dick fiercely.
 
   “Oh fuck, honey, don’t,” I cried, feeling myself nearly climax.
 
   “Oh, yeah, you like it, you like watching me get owned in front of everyone,” she said with a snarl of passion.  And I couldn’t deny it because cum started spurting wildly from the tip of my cock as she said that and she giggled with delight, bending down to suck the last few spurts directly from my penis.
 
   “Mmm, tasty,” she smiled, wiping my cum from her lips.  My wife looked over to see that the two black guys were finished with their hula girl who sat in sand holding her hands up, her face and boobs coated with glistening cum.  The other hula girls were braying with laughter and taking photos on their phones.
 
   The four black kids had pulled their short back on and were strolling away, talking excitedly and patting each other on the back.  
 
   “Hold on, hold on,” cried my wife, and I watched in shock as she leapt up and chased after the boys.  She intercepted Mr. Afro and threw herself naked into his arms to give him a passionate kiss.  I ground my teeth jealousy as she rubbed her nude body up against him and he cupped her round ass cheeks in his hand familiarly.   Somehow that made me more upset that watching him fuck her from behind.  Fucking is less intimate than kissing in a way.  Finally he tried to pull away but she tugged at his hand pleadingly until he finally wrote down something on a slip of paper and handed it to her.  Only then did she let him go and then she blew kisses at his back as he shook his head in bemusement.
 
   She ran back to me happily, waving the sheet of paper, her boobs bouncing  in the sun.  “I got his number, I got his number,” she gloated.
 
   “Well, that’s, I mean, do you want to call him again?” I stammered, feeling empty inside.
 
   “Are you kidding me?  I’ve never been fucked like that in my life,” she snorted.  “I think I’m in love with that boy’s penis.  I mean, it’s so nasty and sticky with that foreskin pulled back,” she shuddered with delight.
 
    
 
   “Um, how am I supposed to feel about that?” I asked, feeling nauseous.  “Because that make me feel sort of, jealous and inadequate.”
 
   “Oh honey, I’m sorry,” she pouted, patting me on the shoulder.  “Look I will make it up to and hook you up with Julia.  I know she wants to fuck you.  I will send you two off on a little date.  Will that make you feel better?”
 
   “Actually, to be fair, you should sit by and watch while I fuck the shit out of Julia and then describe to you how sweet her pussy is and how perfect her tits are,” I said with a smirk.
 
   Sandy’s face reddened and she made a grimace of disgust.  “Oh jeez, really?”  She thought about it for a second then bowed her head and put it on my shoulder.  “You are right dear.  That would be fair.  If we do it that way, will you forgive me?”
 
   “Yeah, I guess so,” I thought, my jealousy assuaged as I pictured sinking my cock into my wife’s old friend while she sat and watched.
 
   “Ok then, but for now, let me bask in the afterglow of the best orgasm of my life,” she said.  “Vini, Vidi, Vici,” she shouted, thrusting a fist into the air which did wonderful things to her boobs.
 
   “Ha, ha, yeah, I get it.  We are Romans now,” I said, chuckling along grudgingly as we packed up our things.
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