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Doing the Nasty
 
    
 
   Sheldon Whipple was reading the tech blogs on his iPad in his living room on Saturday afternoon.  It was a beautiful sunny day and he knew he really should go out and and get some sun, but he preferred to sit inside and read.  He looked out his living room window and could see his jerky neighbor, John Mathers, mowing his lawn across the street.  Mathers prided himself on using an old fashioned reel mower without an engine.  He was a big strapping man who liked to show off his physique.  Sheldon grimaced at the sight of the sweaty Mathers in his tank top and shorts as he exerted himself in the yard.  He was the sort of jock tough guy that used to harass the nerdy Sheldon when he was back in high school.
 
    
 
   In those terrible days of high school Sheldon used to console himself that his high IQ would land him a high paying job fair away from his meat-headed tormentors.  And Sheldon had mostly been correct.  He moved to Silicon Valley after college and took a lucrative programming job at Google.  He and his wife Lisa settled down in a nice neighborhood in Mountain View and they were very happy.  But Sheldon was annoyed to find that the rough alpha types like Mathers had a place in Silicon Valley as well.  Mathers was some sort of sales position where his aggressive and boorish personality probably served him well as he bullied prospects into buying whatever piece of junk product his current company was churning out.  Sheldon sniffed dismissively and returned his attention to his iPad.  
 
    
 
   His stomach was starting to grumble slightly when he wondered when Lisa would return from the store to make lunch.  Just then he heard her car pull into the driveway and he stood up eagerly to go help her bring the groceries in.  To his dismay, he watched his fair-skinned wife pop out of their Prius and dash across the street in her pretty summer dress waving her hand at John Mathers.  He ground his teeth in annoyance as his wife stood before Mathers breathlessly while he wiped the sweat from his brow and insolently looked Lisa’s body up and down.  Sheldon couldn’t imagine what on earth Lisa would want to talk with Mathers about.  He thought she disliked the clod as much as he did.  
 
    
 
   Sheldon looked on through the living room window as Mathers listened intently to Lisa with his head tilted to the side. Suddenly Mathers’ face broke in a look of shocked amazement which quickly transformed into a lewd grin as he stared brazenly at Lisa’s exposed cleavage.  Sheldon’s gut wrenched with jealousy at the sight, but then Mathers looked right over at him and saw Sheldon watching them from his living room.  Mathers waved at him brightly and Sheldon felt an inexplicable urge to hide as a hot wave of embarrassment washed over his body.  
 
    
 
   “Why should I feel embarrassed?” he asked himself defensively, but his stomach dropped as he watched Lisa and Mathers cross the street together, heading back toward his house.  He saw Mathers help Lisa unload the groceries and he stood in the living room awkwardly as he heard them enter the kitchen and start putting the groceries away.
 
    
 
   “Honey, I’m home,” called Lisa, though she must know that Sheldon had seen her already.  “I’ve brought John Mathers with me.”
 
    
 
   Well there was no avoiding it, Sheldon would have to go greet his guest.  He steeled himself and strode down the hall to the kitchen.
 
    
 
   “Hello, there buddy,” said John Mathers with a smirk as he helped Lisa unpack the groceries.
 
    
 
   “Yes, hello, John,” replied Sheldon.  “Err, I could have helped you bring in the groceries, dear,” he continued, while Mathers extracted two six packs of beer from a large paper bag.
 
    
 
   “Of course you could, dear,” said Lisa distractedly, gazing at Mathers’ muscles, slick with sweat from his macho lawn mowing.  “Just put the beer in the fridge, John, and of course have one yourself.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t mind if I do, Lisa,” he said.  “Want one, Sheldo?”
 
    
 
   “Uh, no thanks,” said Sheldon, gritting his teeth at being called ‘Sheldo.’  He noticed Lisa looking at John’s buttocks when he bent over to put the beer in the refrigerator and it irked him.
 
    
 
   “Do have a beer darling,” coaxed Lisa, patting her hair self-consciously and returning her eyes to her husband.
 
    
 
   “But, I don’t...” whined Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Get him one, John,” said Lisa, cutting Sheldon off with a wan smile.
 
    
 
   “Alrighty.  Here you go, bud,” said John, coming around the counter and looming over Sheldon.  John thrust a beer toward him and Sheldon accepted it gingerly.
 
    
 
   “Ah, thank you,” said Sheldon, inching away from Mathers slightly.  He smelled strongly of sweat and Sheldon wrinkled his nose in disgust.
 
    
 
   “Let’s all go sit in the living room, and enjoy a drink, shall we?” said Lisa, grabbing herself a beer and bustling the two men into the living room.  “Here, John, come sit on the couch next to me,” she said, sitting down and patting the couch seat next to her suggestively.  Mathers grinned and readily flopped down beside her.  Sheldon stalked over and sat in his favorite recliner across from his wife and their asinine neighbor.  He was annoyed at his wife for inviting this person he disliked into the house, but was resigned to make the best of it and he took a tentative sip of his cold beer.
 
    
 
   “So,” said Lisa, tugging nervously at the paper label pasted to her beer bottle.  “I was just telling John here about that discussion we had the other night.”
 
    
 
   “Which discussion?” asked Sheldon, genuinely confused.  He realized that he was still hungry and would really prefer to be having lunch rather than this damn beer.
 
    
 
   “The one about me having sex with Lisa while you watch,” said Mathers suddenly, waggling his eyebrows at Sheldon crudely.
 
    
 
   The blood drained from Sheldon’s face as Mathers said this and his mouth moved soundlessly in shock.  He had broached the topic of a threesome with Lisa, and she had agreed to think it over, but he never in a million years imagined that she would get this jackass Mathers involved.
 
    
 
   “Now John, don’t put it like that,” said Lisa, coloring slightly and taking a quick drink of her beer.  She was clearly flustered and pushed her heavy framed glasses back up onto the bridge of her nose.
 
    
 
   “Lisa, I mean, how could you just go and, uh,” Sheldon trailed off, unable to think of the right way to say what he was thinking.  His heart was racing with anxiety and Lisa squirmed uncomfortably on the couch.
 
    
 
   “Well, honey, I thought we agreed it should be someone we knew and were comfortable with,” said Lisa, avoiding her husband’s gaping stare of amazement.
 
    
 
   “Oh believe me, Sheldon, I understand how it is,” said John waving his beer for emphasis.  “You’ve been with your wife for years and the sex is starting to peter out a little.  You want to inject some fresh blood into the relationship.  Believe me, I understand, I’m very open minded.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” snapped Sheldon.  “That’s interesting John, because you have never come across to me as particularly open-minded.  Have you talked this over with Celia?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, uh, yeah, about that,” said John wilting slightly.  “It would probably be best if we didn’t mention this to her.  She isn’t as, uh, you know, modern as I am.”
 
    
 
   “Modern,” said Sheldon shaking his head in bemusement.  “Really?”
 
    
 
   “Now Sheldon, don’t get upset,” said Lisa jumping up and rushing over to her husband.  She kneeled down before him dramatically and took his hand, looking up at him beseechingly.  Sheldon was mortified for this to be playing out in front of their crass neighbor.  “It’s like we talked about.  Sex is just physical act.  Of course you are the only one I love.  It’s just that our love life has gone into a doldrums.”
 
    
 
   “Doldrums, that’s a good word,” offered Mathers from the couch.
 
    
 
   “Butt out, will you?” snapped Sheldon, and Mathers ducked his head contritely and held his hands up for forgiveness.  “When we talked about this, I wasn’t thinking about someone like him,”  hissed Sheldon emphatically.
 
    
 
   “Hey now,” said Mathers straightening up in his seat and bristling slightly.
 
    
 
   Lisa just ignored John and focused on her husband.  “Yes, well, to tell the truth, John was exactly the person I was thinking of.”  She looked up into her husband’s eyes and gripped his hand in her tightly.
 
    
 
   “But why?” asked Sheldon, feeling petulant.  His armpit were soaked and he could feel a headache coming on.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, it’s that animal attraction I suppose,” she said distantly, looking over her shoulder.  Her cheeks were bright red with shame and Sheldon was struck at that moment by how beautiful his wife was.
 
    
 
   “Animal attraction,” repeated Sheldon gazing over at John who flexed a bicep for him and winked back playfully.
 
    
 
   “That’s right,” sighed Lisa, patting Sheldon’s lap and climbing to her feet.  “Look, let’s just take it slow at first.  John and I will fool around on the couch a little and you just watch.  Let us know if you are getting uncomfortable and we will stop.”
 
    
 
   “But I’m uncomfortable right now,” whined Sheldon, embarrassed at how childish he must sound.  “I didn’t want it to be like this.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, but the arousal is in the transgression, we need to start pushing boundaries,” said Lisa, her eyes bright with excitement.  “We have to move outside of our comfort zone.”
 
    
 
   “You seem more comfortable with this than I am,” grumbled Sheldon unhappily.
 
    
 
   “Oh, please,” chuckled Lisa lightly.  “You can’t really be jealous of a monkey man like him, can you?” 
 
    
 
   “You’ll pay for that,” laughed John good-naturedly.  “Not get over her and let me get my hands on those knockers.”
 
    
 
   “Hey!” complained Sheldon, watching sickly as Lisa walked slowly back to the couch and sat next to John, putting her arm around his shoulder.
 
    
 
   “Now John, don’t goad him like that,” said Lisa, running her hands over John’s muscled shoulder.  “We have to go slow.  You aren’t allowed to touch my boobs  Just put your arms around me and give me a little kiss.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, Lisa,” said John obediently as he took Sheldon’s pale,nerdy wife gently into his tanned and thickly muscled arms.
 
    
 
   Sheldon’s heart was racing in his chest and his penis stiffened unaccountably at the sight of his wife tilting her head back and opening her mouth expectantly to receive a kiss from their brutish neighbor.
 
    
 
   “Oh my gosh, my heart is fluttering,” gasped Lisa.  “Your arms are like steel bands.”
 
    
 
   “You ready?” asked John softly, his mouth hovering inches from Lisa’s as he cradled her in his arms.
 
    
 
   “Yes, kiss me,” begged Lisa plaintively, and Sheldon’s gut felt like it was flooded with ice as Mathers pressed his lips against his wife’s mouth.  Soon their tongues were flicking in and out of each other’s mouths and Lisa was clinging to John lustily.
 
    
 
   “Ok, yeah, that’s, uh,” said Sheldon.  This wasn’t happening the way he had intended it.  He had been attracted to the idea of sharing his wife, and imagined doing it with one of his safe, dorky friends.  But as much as he hated to admit it, this was turning him on, and he adjusted the erection in his pants uncomfortable.
 
    
 
   Lisa broke away for a moment and fanned her face with her hand.  “Wow, is it getting hot in here or what?”
 
    
 
   “Take your dress off, it will help you cool down,” coaxed John, pulling at the hem of her summer dress suggestively.
 
    
 
   “Ah, no, that’s not a good idea,” said Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “But I’m sooo hot,” complained Lisa, pouting cutely at her husband.  “Look, he’s still not allowed to touch my boobs.  Everything will be fine.”  She stood up and pulled her dress off over her head and folded it neatly. 
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” grunted Mathers, gripping his crotch suggestively, ogling Lisa’s pale, hourglass figure as she bent over to lay her dress on a side chair.  “Your wife has a smokin’ body, my friend,” said John.
 
    
 
   “Do you really think so?” giggled Lisa, covering her mouth bashfully as she stood before John in her bra and panties.
 
    
 
   “First of all, you aren’t really my friend, John,” said Sheldon stiffly.  “And secondly, I’m not really comfortable with my wife hanging out in her underwear in front of you.”
 
    
 
   “Look, if it will make you feel any better, I’ll take my top off too, so she will feel less underdressed,” said John with a smirk as he peeled off his sweaty tank top and tossed in on the floor.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” said Lisa staring at John’s well-defined muscles.   Then she glanced apologetically over her shoulder at her husband.  “Uh, look, you have a nice chest and all, but please don’t come over here and make a mess,” she told John, putting one hand on her soft hip and pointing a finger at him accusingly.  “Now pick up that shirt and fold it properly,” she demanded.
 
    
 
   Sheldon was enthralled by the sight of his wife, bossing this big jerk around while standing half-naked in her flimsy underwear, with her curvaceous body exposed.
 
    
 
   “Yes, ma’am,” said John, smartly, eyeing Lisa’s body as he bent down and retrieved his shirt.  He folded it carelessly over the arm of the couch.  “Now come back over here and give me another smooch.”
 
    
 
   “Ok,” she said brightly and Sheldon’s jealousy flared at how eagerly his wife sat down and wrapped her arms around his neighbor.  John gripped Lisa in his arms forcefully, crushing her barely covered boobs up against his bare chest and she gasped as he hungrily nibbled on her her graceful neck.  “Oh my,” she purred in obvious arousal while John ran his hands up and down her exposed back while kissing her neck.  Sheldon watched in fascination as his wife tilted her head back in ecstasy while this brute ravished her.  He noticed his wife rubbing as much of her bare skin against John’s exposed chest as possible and it maddened him.  He was torn between jealousy and titillation.  “His hands are very rough,” Lisa told her husband distractedly as John ran his hands up and down the tender skin of her sides.
 
    
 
   “And you wife’s skin is soft as silk,” said John, sliding his hand up her side dangerously close to the side of her generous bosom.
 
    
 
   “Hey, no boob-touching,” yelped Sheldon, sweat beading on his forehead.
 
    
 
   “Oh, right, sorry,” said John as his slid his hands back around Lisa’s back and then down to cup her round ass in his hand.
 
    
 
   “Oh wow,” gasped Lisa, clinging to John’s chest and chewing lightly on his collarbone while he held her bottom in his big callused palms.
 
    
 
   “Um, that’s enough,” choked Sheldon, struggling to catch his breath.  His penis was painfully swollen and was pitching a tent in his trousers.
 
    
 
   “Ok,” said John pulling his hands reluctantly from Lisa’s ass cheeks.
 
    
 
   She sighed in disappointment while she nuzzled her face into the crook of John’s neck.  Then she traced her finger idly down John’s sweaty chest and over his stomach, stopping at his waist line.  “Oh, you have quite a bulge going here,” she said, noticing the large lump in John’s shorts while she toyed idly with the elastic of his waistband.
 
    
 
   “Go ahead and touch it,” coaxed John huskily as he slid his hands between her milky white thighs and stroked the tender skin there.
 
    
 
   “No, I don’t think my husband is ready for that yet,” she said wistfully, tugging his waistband out and peeking down the front of his shorts mischievously.
 
    
 
   “Lisa! Stop that!” yelped her husband, and Lisa released the waistband with a snap, giggling like a schoolgirl.  
 
    
 
   “I was just curious,” she said defensively.
 
    
 
   “I’ll show you mine if you show me yours,” said John with a wink.
 
    
 
   “Ok,” agreed Lisa, standing up abruptly before him with her back to her husband.
 
    
 
   “No, no, we can’t do this,” complained Sheldon.  “This isn’t how I pictured it,  I don’t want to share you with a man like John.  He reminds me too much off all those jocks back in high school that delighted in humiliating me.”
 
    
 
   Mathers furrowed his brow at John as he sat splayed out insolently on the couch with a huge bulge in his shorts.  “I would never humiliate you, Sheldon.  I’ve always liked you,” he said.  Sheldon was surprised at how sincere Mathers sounded at that moment, but quickly realized that a salesman could be expected to be a master liar, especially when a delectable wife was at stake.
 
    
 
   Lisa tisked and rushed over to Sheldon’s side.  She bend over and took his cheeks in her hands and kissed him lightly.  “Now, now, sweetie,” she cooed.  “John wasn’t one of those mean boys.  This is a different time and place.  You have nothing to fear from him.  I know you would prefer a man more like yourself, but frankly, that would be harder on myself emotionally.  I would be more attracted romantically to a man like you.  With an oaf like John, it’s just about the sex.”
 
    
 
   “An oaf?” laughed John light-heartedly. 
 
    
 
   “Now, let’s make a deal,” continued Lisa, ignoring John and addressing her pouting husband.  “I am going to pull my panties down and show John my vagina.”
 
    
 
   “No!” objected Sheldon, his pulse quickening madly.
 
    
 
   “Hear me out,” insisted Lisa, raising a finger sternly.  “But he can only look, he’s not allowed to touch.  And then I will ask him to pull his shorts down and show me his, uh, penis.”  Sheldon noticed Lisa growing flustered at the thought.  “But I promise that I will only look and I won’t, uh, touch his thing.  And then we will just kiss a little more on the couch, ok?”
 
    
 
   “You are just going to make out on the couch bottomless together, but not touching down there?” asked Sheldon incredulously.
 
    
 
   “Sounds hot, actually,” chimed in John with a smile.
 
    
 
   “Right, I don’t need to wear my underwear to fool around on the couch,” said Lisa with a devilish twinkle in her eye.
 
    
 
   “Um,” said Sheldon hesitantly, but he had to admit that the idea was intriguing.
 
    
 
   “Fine, it’s settled then,” said Lisa brightly, giving Sheldon a peck on the cheek and squeezing the lump in his own pants playfully before skipping back to the couch to stand before John.  “Stand up, John,” she demanded as she prepared to wriggle out of her panties.
 
    
 
   John complied and stared hungrily at Sheldon’s wife’s crotch.  “You first,” he grunted.
 
    
 
   “Ok,” said Lisa, and she pulled her panties down and dropped them to her ankles.  Sheldon and John both stared at the dark patch of her neatly trimmed bush and Sheldon could feel his penis throbbing in response.  “Do you like it?” she asked sweetly.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” said the big man, staring down open mouthed at her cooch.  
 
    
 
   “Now let me see,” she said bashfully, pointing at the tent in his shorts.
 
    
 
   John quickly pulled his shorts down and his big hard, penis came popping out, standing at attention.
 
    
 
   “Oh boy,” breathed Lisa.  She reached out to grip it, but stopped herself short.
 
    
 
   “You want that thing, huh?” asked John smugly, swing his swollen cock back and forth before her.
 
    
 
   Sheldon was about to complain when he looked out the front window and saw their neighbor, Jenny Jenkins, staring in the window in shock at the sight of John Mathers and Lisa Whipple standing there with their privates exposed for the whole world to see.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, Jenny Jenkins is out there and she can see you two,” gasped Sheldon in annoyance.  “Go pull the curtains!”
 
    
 
   John ran to the front window, his big phallus swinging back and forth and yanked clumsily on the cord until the curtains came together shielding the trio from prying eyes.
 
    
 
   “Well she got an eyeful of cock,” said John turning to Lisa and Sheldon with a shrug of chagrin.
 
    
 
   Lisa was silent for a moment before bursting out laughing.  “She won’t be satisfied with poor Peter after seeing you swing that club of yours,” she giggled.
 
    
 
   “Lisa, please,” said Sheldon, wondering if she would be satisfied with himself after seeing that big cock.  “You know Jenny is a horrible gossip.  This is going to spread all over the neighborhood.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, honey, lighten up,” laughed Lisa, never taking her eyes off of John’s swaying penis.  “The good news is that this is all just too absurd to be true.  No one will believe her.”
 
    
 
   “You have a point,” admitted Sheldon thoughtfully.
 
    
 
   “Of course I do, now John, come over her and kiss me some more,” coaxed Lisa, dropping down onto the couch and spreading her legs suggestively to show him her bush.
 
    
 
   “Ok,” said John walking over to the couch and standing before Lisa with his erect penis pointing in her face.  The swollen head of his member was just inches from her mouth.
 
    
 
   Lisa stared at John’s penis and started touching herself absently, parting her labia and sliding a finger over her clitoris.  “I’m not supposed to touch that,” she said.
 
    
 
   “I know,” he said, slapping her across the cheek with his dick impishly, causing her to gasp and gulp with lust.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing over there?” asked Sheldon petulantly.
 
    
 
   “I’m just slapping your wife across the face with my cock,” chuckled John over his shoulder.
 
    
 
   “Don’t do that,” chided Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “But I like it,” whined Lisa in response.  John had his back to Sheldon and her husband couldn’t see what she was doing so she looked up at John and lapped quietly at the underside of the tip of his penis with her soft wet tongue.
 
    
 
   “Ok, that’s just rude, you guys,” said Sheldon straining in his chair trying to see what his wife and his neighbor were doing.
 
    
 
   “He’s right, he’s right, sit down here, John,” said Lisa, giving his cock one final quick lick.
 
    
 
   John gazed down at her as she fingered her snatch and nodded in assent.  He sat down next to her and took her in his arms again and starting kissing her passionately.  Sheldon watched them kissing there, both of their genitalia exposed, but being careful not to touch each other’s privates.  He couldn’t take it anymore and unzipped his pants so that he could stroke his own penis and pull on his own scrotum while he watched the perversion before him.
 
    
 
   “My pussy is really wet,” gasped Lisa, breaking her lips away from Johns and panting lustfully.
 
    
 
   “I’m not allowed to touch it,” murmured John as he nibbled her earlobe.  Then he reached behind her and unsnapped her bra.
 
    
 
   “That’s true, we didn’t make a rule about me keeping my bra on,” said  Lisa, tossing her bra aside as she gave her husband a smoldering glance.
 
    
 
   Sheldon just grunted as her large knockers came spilling out.  John immediately drew her toward him so that their chests were touching.
 
    
 
   “My nipples are brushing against John’s chest, dear,” said Lisa.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” said Sheldon, pulling slowly up and down on the shaft of his penis as he looked at Lisa’s soft white boobs and pink nipples contrasted against the dark, tanned skin of Mathers’ chest, still slick with sweat.
 
    
 
   “Ugh, you are going to get covered in his sweat,” said Sheldon.  “That’s disgusting.”
 
    
 
   “I know, dear, he’s very sweaty,” said Lisa as she and Mathers embraced, nude, on the couch.  She started kissing John’s nipples and he giggled in response, then she worked her way down, kissing and licking his belly until his stiff penis was prodding her in the ear.  “I just need to move this out of the way, so I can kiss his stomach more, dear,” said Lisa, gingerly gripping John’s dick with two fingers and pulling it out slightly so she could kiss John’s belly lower and lower down.
 
    
 
   “Oh, god, yeah,” grunted John in pleasure.
 
    
 
   “You said you wouldn’t touch it,” gasped Sheldon, his blood pounding in his ears and his palms slick with sweat as he fondled himself and watched his wife finger his neighbor’s dick and nibble on his happy trail.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, dear,” she mumbled, releasing John’s cock and letting it slap against her cheek as she licked the base of his shaft.
 
    
 
   “Are you licking his penis?” asked Sheldon, who was having trouble breathing.
 
    
 
   “Just a little around the base,” she admitted.  “Can’t you see what I’m doing?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I see,” said Sheldon quietly as he stroked himself.  
 
    
 
   “Here, just watch, I am going to lick his penis a little bit,” said Lisa.
 
    
 
   “Hell yeah, that’s what I’m talking about,” laughed John as Lisa started enthusiastically running her tongue up and down the veiny shaft of his penis.  Sheldon watched helplessly as his wife’s head bobbed up and down in John’s lap as she greedily lapped as his cock.  Up and down and up and down, her mouth licking and sucking the underside of John’s shaft.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to put the head in my mouth and suck it now, ok?” asked Lisa rhetorically.  Sheldon was incapable of answering as she wrapped her moist lips around John’s prick and stared at her husband, cheeks drawn in dramatically as she lustily sucked their neighbor’s meat as hard as she could.  “How do I look with another man’s cock in my mouth?” she asked her husband.
 
    
 
   “Beautiful, as always,” he admitted as he tugged furiously on his own stiff phallus.
 
    
 
   “Suck my balls,” demanded John, pushing Lisa’s head down forcefully.
 
    
 
   She just giggled and Sheldon looked numbly at the back of his wife’s head as she descended deeper into John’s crotch.  He could her the sounds of her slurping noisily on Mathers’ testicles and looked with disgust at the broad grin on satisfaction on the big idiot’s face.  He hated John deeply at that moment, his gut was tied in knots of jealousy.
 
    
 
   “I mean, do you have to be so, uh, eager about it?” asked Sheldon plaintively.
 
    
 
   “He’s got such big hairy balls,” said Lisa cheerfully, lifting her head and regarding her husband with a twinkle in her eyes.  Her chin was glistening with saliva.  “Can’t I suck his penis just a little bit more?” she begged her husband.  “His dick is really fat and hard.  It’s making me so horny,” she said, then she started sucking ardently on John’s penis without waiting for her husband’s response.
 
    
 
   “What can we do?  She can’t get enough of my cock?” John told Sheldon with a shrug.  “She sure loves oaf-cock I guess.”
 
    
 
   “You’re a douchebag, you know that?” sniffed Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yeah?  Watch this,” said John with a wicked smile as he yanked Lisa off his dick by her hair and threw her forcefully back on the couch.  She gave a yelp of surprise but immediately spread her legs wide for him when she realized what was happening.  “I’m a douchebag, huh?” asked John, climbing up onto Lisa, between her legs and pushing his dick down between her legs.
 
    
 
   “Oh, god, he’s parting my labia with the head of his penis, Sheldon,” gasped Lisa excitedly.  “Can you see?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I can see,” croaked Sheldon, dry mouthed, as John gripped the shaft of his sizable member and prodded Sheldon’s wife’s vagina with the red swollen head of his prick.
 
    
 
   “You want that in you?” asked John.  
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, please,” begged Lisa, her breast jiggling fetchingly as she wriggled in anticipation.
 
    
 
   “Beg your husband to let me,” said John smugly.
 
    
 
   “Oh, god,” groaned Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Honey, please, can John fuck me now?” asked Lisa urgently.  “These games have been fun, but I need to get fucked now.  I need release.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, ok,” said Sheldon, fighting to hold back his own climax.
 
    
 
   “Ask me nicely,” said John primly as he continued to tease Lisa’s twat with the tip of his massive dong.
 
    
 
   “Will you dick my wife now please and stop fucking around?” snapped Sheldon irritably.
 
    
 
   “Not very nice, but close enough,” laughed John as he lowered his body down onto Lisa’s penetrating her with his penis as he went.
 
    
 
   “Oh jesus, you are big,” cried Lisa.  “Go slow, go slow,” she begged.  
 
    
 
   John complied and turned to Sheldon as he eased himself into his wife.  “You heard that, Sheldon, she said I was too big for her.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, well, I am sure there are any number of animals with bigger penises than mine,” said Sheldon.  “Donkeys and jackasses come to mind.”
 
    
 
   “Ha, ha, you’re funny,” said John distractedly.  “Jesus, your wife snatch is hot and tight.”
 
    
 
   “Just fuck me, you brute,” demanded Lisa as she wrapped her legs around John’s back and bucking her hips up against him.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” sang John excitedly as he drilled Sheldon’s wife on the couch.
 
    
 
   Sheldon looked on in sick fascination as Mathers’ ass pistoned up and down as he pumped his dick in and out of Lisa while she moaned softly in pleasure. John’s dick penetrated her over and over, In and out and in and out and in and out, rhythmically violating Sheldon’s wife over and over.  His shaft visibly slick with her juices as it emerged and descended over and over and over in and out of her womb.
 
    
 
   “Oh God, I’m coming,” she cried out suddenly.  
 
    
 
   “Jeez that was fast,” Sheldon said.  He was annoyed by how rapidly she came.  It usually took him much longer to cum with him.
 
    
 
   “Honey, don’t be jealous.  This is just really kinky.  It’s why we are doing this, to spice up our love life,” Lisa peered over at her husband with concern, her cheeks flushed and eyes bright with arousal while  John continued to hump away.  “Uh John, can we take a break for a minute? I’m a little sensitive after I come.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, sure,” said John, drawing his long prick out of Sheldon’s wife and then climbing up to straddle her chest and thrust his cock into her mouth.  “Just suck this for me a little more,” he said.
 
    
 
   “I like how forceful you are,” purred Lisa as she obediently sucked John’s dick.  Sheldon could feel himself reaching climax himself at the sight of this big rough lout cramming his dick into his nerdy wife’s face.  But just then there was a sharp rap on the side window and Sheldon was surprised to see John’s wife Celia’s face in the window.  She was watching John sticking his dick in Lisa’s mouth and her own face was lividly angry.
 
    
 
   John looked up and saw his wife in the window and blanched.  “Oh shit, I’m screwed,” he cried.  But Lisa had no idea what was happening and just sucked as hard as she could on John’s big dick.  He tried to yank it free, but she clung to it, sucking for all her worth and once John got it free, he couldn’t help himself and started spurting loads of hot cum all over her face, looking at his wife guiltily through the window as he hosed Lisa down with cum, coating her spectacles with spurt after spurt after spurt of his jizzum.  Celia’s expression flicked between horror and disgust.  Meanwhile Lisa licked greedily at his dick and clung to John as he tried to climb off her.  The obvious intensity of her lust and her unwillingness to release John’s dick finally twisted Sheldon’s gut too far and he sent his own seed fountaining up into the air.
 
    
 
   “Oh, good, you liked it,” laughed Lisa happily as she watched her husband cum.
 
    
 
   “Lisa, Celia has been at the window, watching this whole thing,” said Sheldon nervously as Celia suddenly disappeared from view.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit,” gasped Lisa.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that’s why I’m trying to get off you, but you just won’t let go of that dick,” said John.
 
    
 
   “It’s such a wonderful, meaty dick,” growled Lisa taking off her glasses and contemplating the semen on them.  She licked some off glancing up at John seductively.
 
    
 
   “Honey, come on!” squawked Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Ha, you are a dirty slut, I like you,” said John. “But I am going to be up shit’s creek when I get home.”
 
    
 
   Just then the kitchen door slammed open and Sheldon jumped in his seat.
 
    
 
   “You are going to be in trouble sooner than that I think,” said Sheldon as Celia came storming into the room.
 
    
 
   “What the holy fuck is going on here?” screamed Celia, spit flying from her enraged lips.  She looked down at Sheldon, with his limp penis in his hands all covered in cum.  “Sheldon you fucking pervert, did you just fucking sit there and jerk it while my husband was fucking your whore wife?”
 
    
 
   “She’s not a whore,” complained Sheldon. Celia just stood there glaring at him angrily.  “I mean he never paid her anything.”  Still Celia stared.  “But uh, yeah, I sort of masturbated while I watched.”  He face was burning with shame.
 
    
 
   “Honey, look, I can explain,” said John, pulling on his shorts awkwardly while Lisa lay spread luxuriously on the couch, her pale, naked body glowing from the exertion of sex.
 
    
 
   “What makes you think I’m going to swallow your excuses?” demanded Celia coldly.  “I knew you were trouble when I first saw you, Lisa, you little fucking minx.”
 
    
 
   “How can you say that?” cried Lisa, sitting up on one elbow.
 
    
 
   “I’ve seen the way you look at my husband,” snapped Celia.  “Jiggling those big floppy boobs of yours and shaking that fat ass to get his attention.”
 
    
 
   “Well she’s not fat, really,” objected Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Shut up, Sheldon.  How can you defend her?” cried Celia.  “She clamped her mouth on John’s dick like a goddamn lamprey.”
 
    
 
   “Now honey,” said John soothingly.  “Come on, let’s go home and talk this over.  I was just doing Lisa and Sheldon a favor and things got out of hand.”
 
    
 
   “Oh no, I’m not listening to any of your bullshit,” said Celia, choking up as a tear came to her eye.  Sheldon’s heart melted at the sight of Celia struggling to hold back tears.  “And you aren’t coming into my house.  You can stay here from now on.  If you try to enter that house, I will get a restraining order, so help me God.”
 
    
 
   “But he can’t stay here, Celia, that’s ridiculous,” said Lisa.
 
    
 
   “Lisa, I will slap your face if you ever say another word to me,” said Celia tightly.   “You like his cock so much, you can tuck him right into bed between you and your goddamn, uh, goddamn cuckold of a husband.”  Then Celia broke down crying and fled from the room.  “You people are sick!” she screamed finally before slamming the door.
 
    
 
   “Oh man, I really fucked up,” said John.  “Jeez, Sheldon, I know this is weird, but uh, can you go over there and get my wallet?  I’m gonna need to go get a hotel room tonight I guess.”
 
    
 
   “I’m not going over there,” said Sheldon with a laugh, zipping up his fly.
 
    
 
   “Look, maybe you should just stay here tonight,” said Lisa.
 
    
 
   “NO!” shouted John and Sheldon simultaneously.  Then they looked at each other in surprise.
 
    
 
   “It’s just going to make things worse for me, can you see that?” said John.  “She already thinks, well, uh, she basically saw me fucking you.  And Sheldon fapping away while he watched.  So uh, you know, if I stayed here, she would think that we were doing it all night.”
 
    
 
   “Rawr,” said Lisa, making a cat claw of her hand, and thrusting her chest out to make her breasts jut forward.
 
    
 
   “Cut it out, Lisa,” said Sheldon.  “This is serious.  Celia is really mad at John now.”
 
    
 
   “But you aren’t mad at me, are you dear?” asked Lisa, suddenly seeming vulnerable.
 
    
 
   “Uh, a little,” admitted Sheldon.  “I’m not going to get a restraining order, but jeez, you were a little more enthusiastic about all this than I imagined you would be.”
 
    
 
   “Sorry, dear,” said Lisa, casting her eyes downward.
 
    
 
   “Well, just loan me some money for a hotel room, then,” said John reasonably.
 
    
 
   Sheldon looked at him with disgust and gritted his teeth but agreed that this was the best course of action.
 
    
 
   “Bring me another beer before you go, I’m feeling too languid to get up,” called Lisa stretching nakedly on the couch.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Coming to Terms
 
    
 
   Sheldon and John sat in awkward silence in the car, as Sheldon drove John to a nearby hotel.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, it really sucks that Celia saw that,” said John after a while, staring out the window as they passed lushly landscaped suburban yards.
 
    
 
   “It sucks that it happened in the first place,” replied Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Ah get off it, you were into it,” chuckled John.  “I saw you spanking your monkey over there, you little pervert.”
 
    
 
   “Fuck you, Mathers,” sputtered Sheldon, feeling his face grow hot in indignation.
 
    
 
   “Hey relax there, little buddy,” sighed John.  “I got in trouble with my wife by doing you and Lisa a little favor.”
 
    
 
   “A favor,” mumbled Sheldon in annoyance.
 
    
 
   “Yes, a favor,” insisted John, nodding his head and tapping his own chest.  “And look what I get for it.  I’m kicked out of my house and my wife is threatening me with a restraining order.”
 
    
 
   Sheldon shook his head in response.  He had to admit that John ended up in a pretty tough situation.  “It wasn’t my idea to bring you into this,” he said after a moment.
 
    
 
   “I know, it was Lisa’s idea.  But she said that you suggested the wife sharing idea in the first place,” said John with a frown.
 
    
 
   Sheldon said nothing.  He hated to accept responsibility for his neighbor’s plight after watching the boorish jerk fuck the daylights out of his tender wife Lisa all afternoon.  They pulled into the parking lot of the hotel and Sheldon handed John a couple hundred dollars in cash.
 
    
 
   “Gee, thanks,” said John, an infectious grin spreading across his face in spite of his troubles.  “Hey, you know, I feel almost like a gigolo right now, taking your money like this.”  He wagged his eyebrows at Sheldon to tease him.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, joke away there, playboy, and enjoy your hotel room,” said Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “They better have some good porn on pay-for-view is all I can say,” replied John, hopping out of the car and slamming the car door behind him.
 
    
 
   Sheldon drove home in a state of conflicted emotions.  He felt angry at his wife for doing this, but he also had to admire her chutzpah.  When he first suggested the idea of sharing her with another man, he never thought she would agree to it, let alone take the initiative like that.  He just wished she hadn’t picked such a douchebag as John.  He felt somewhat humiliated by the way she submitted to John sexually and he felt a bit jealous of John’s physical prowess.  But then again, he never really did value physical strength and in fact always looked down on people like John.  So he couldn’t really muster much anger toward him.  Also, he did feel somewhat guilty about John’s situation with Celia.  He was indirectly responsible for that after all.
 
    
 
   When he got home, he found Celia reading Harry Potter and the Methods of Rationality on the couch, still completely nude with a beer at her side.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, you seem pretty pleased with yourself,” said Sheldon shaking his head in bemusement as he entered the living room.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I am,” she responded, tossing her book aside and jumping up to greet her husband.  She rushed to her husband and wrapped her arms around him, pressing her soft naked body against him.  “Aren’t you happy?” she asked, nibbling on his ear.  “You wanted to see my naughty side, didn’t you?”
 
    
 
   Sheldon felt his penis stiffening as he held his naked wife in his arms.  “Err, yes, but my God, how could you pick Mathers to fuck like that without consulting me first?”
 
    
 
   Lisa noticed Sheldon’s erection and ground her crotch against his bulge suggestively.  “You would have said ‘No’ if I asked you first,” she purred into his ear.
 
    
 
   Sheldon slid his hands down his wife’s silky smooth back and gripped her soft white buttocks in his hands.   He was distracted by her supple body for a moment before snapping back to attention. “You are damn right I would have,” he said, slapping her sharply on the rump.  “Mathers is an obnoxious cretin!”
 
    
 
   “Ooh, spank me again, that’s hot,” said Lisa, pulling away and presenting her ass to Sheldon playfully.
 
    
 
   Sheldon couldn’t stay mad and spanked his nerdy wife on her pale bare ass, just as she bid him.
 
    
 
   “I’ve been a terribly disobedient dear, can you forgive me?” asked Lisa sweetly, lowering her spectacles to bat her eyelashes at her husband.
 
    
 
   “Disobedient!” snorted Sheldon with a laugh.  “Since when were you ever obedient?” he asked.  “You’ve always done just as you please.”
 
    
 
   “Well,” replied Lisa thoughtfully turning to face her husband.  “Of course I always take your wishes into account.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, you always have,” agreed Sheldon, looking her gorgeous naked body up and down as she stood unselfconsciously before him.
 
    
 
   “Here, let me make it up to you with a nice bracing blowjob,” said Lisa brightly, dropping to her knees before him and unzipping his fly with surprising speed.
 
    
 
   “Wow, uh, ok,” said Sheldon as Lisa sucked his semi-stiff penis into her mouth and looked up at him lovingly.  He thought back to the way she had just sucked John off an hour before and his dick stiffened suddenly in response.
 
    
 
   “Are you thinking about me and John?” she asked, gripping his shaft firmly and stroking it up and down.
 
    
 
   “Well, yeah,” admitted Sheldon, reddening in embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “John does have a really amazing penis,” she said, looking up at him mischievously as she tugged his rod, running her hand back and forth and back and forth as she jerked him.
 
    
 
   “Christ, Lisa, stop that,” he chuckled nervously.
 
    
 
   “Why should I, it’s turning you on,” laughed Lisa.  “Why should I fuck monkey men like that if it doesn’t improve our sex life?”
 
    
 
   “Well, that’s true,” admitted Sheldon as his wife bent down and licked his balls.  Her tongue flicking across his scrotum sent spasms of pleasure through him.
 
    
 
   “Here, fuck me from behind, now,” said Lisa, jumping up and kneeling on the couch with her ass in the air.  She arched her back and pointed her rear at her husband invitingly.  He gazed at her swollen labia peeking out between her plump, milk white thighs and was drawn forward, his stiff penis leading the way, pointing like an arrow at a bullseye.  He gripped her yielding hips and plunged his johnson into her wet gushy vagina.  
 
    
 
   “Attaboy,” she gasped as he entered her forcefully.  “Wow, you are a lot harder than normal, uh,  almost as hard as John was.”
 
    
 
   “Why you little vixen!” said Sheldon as he pumped ferociously away at his sassy wife.   His hips slapped against her thighs as he gripped her waist fiercely and jammed himself into her over and over.
 
    
 
   She grunted with pleasure as he pounded her from behind and she reached back to finger her clitoris for added stimulation.  “I don’t expect you to be as big as he was, but do try get as hard,” she panted.
 
    
 
   “I’ll show you!” he said, leaning forward and reaching down to grip her large dangling breasts.  He felt their substantial weight in his hands for a moment with his cock lodged deep inside her womb and then he pinched her nipples sharply as he thrust himself deeper and deeper into her.
 
    
 
   “Ouch,” she cried.  Then she shuddered as she reached climax.  He could feel her vagina tightening around the back of his penis and Sheldon flailed away with abandon, standing upright again, gripping her hips and driving himself into her as she moaned beneath him.  Soon he was spurting his hot cum inside her as he released load after load after load deep within his wife.  Once he was finished he and Lisa collapsed side by side on the couch.  He looked over at her face, sweaty , glowing with exertion. with her glasses charmingly askew and he squeezed her hand lovingly.
 
    
 
   “That was pretty damn good,” she said, struggling to catch her breath and straightening her spectacles with one hand.
 
    
 
   “Yes it was,” agreed Sheldon, looking down at his own red penis as it slowly deflated, then over at his wife’s bush, sodden with cum, between her sexy thighs.
 
    
 
   “Well we were trying to spice up our love life, so it looks like mission accomplished,” said Lisa brightly, reaching over to hug her husband and kiss him on the cheek.
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   She Can Handle a Large Portion of Meat
 
    
 
   The following day, Lisa and Sheldon spent the day hiking in Wunderlich County park and didn’t talk much about the incident with John Mathers.  They wandered along tranquil trails beneath majestic redwoods and soaked up the peaceful quiet of nature.  Sheldon felt free of all worldly problems as he contemplated the greenery around him.  He and Lisa both felt more loving to each other which was common for them after having a good bout of excellent sex.   There treated each other tenderly and had no disagreements all day.
 
    
 
   The next day Sheldon went off to work as usual and he had mostly put Mathers out of his mind.  When he came home from work, he found Lisa wearing a sexy black dress that just barely covered her crotch along with thigh-high stockings.
 
    
 
   “Wow, you look, uh, slutty,” he said with a laugh, taking his dorky wife into his arms.  “I like the zettai ryouiki thing you’ve got going there.  The absolute territory between the tops of your stockings and the hem of your dress,  it’s perfectly hentai.”
 
    
 
   “Why thank you, sir,” she replied kissing him on the cheek as she ran her fingers self-consciously across her exposed patch of thigh.
 
    
 
   “What’s the occasion?  Are we going out?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Yes, I thought we might take John out to dinner,” she said lightly.
 
    
 
   “What?” squawked Sheldon in shock.  He thrust his wife away and held her at arm’s length, glaring at her in anger.
 
    
 
   “Well, you know, he is still at the hotel and Celia isn’t talking to him yet,” said Lisa, wringing her hands together.
 
    
 
   “How do you know all this?” asked Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I gave him a call to check in on him today,” she said, not meeting her husband’s stern gaze.   “You know it’s my fault that his relationship is in trouble and I do feel bad about it.  It’s really the least we could to do to take him out to dinner and show him a good time.”
 
    
 
   “Show him a good time?” asked Sheldon, looking his wife over skeptically.  “Is that why you are wearing such a short dress?” he asked.  “And my God, are you even wearing a bra?”  Sheldon stared at Lisa’s stiff nipples as they poked out prominently against the thin material of her dress.
 
    
 
   ‘Of course, I am,” said Lisa, blushing slightly.  “It’s just a special bra that, uh, just has lace in front.  I mean I do want to look sexy for John.”
 
    
 
   “What?” asked Sheldon.  “I mean, I don’t want this to turn into some kind of on-going thing with him.”
 
    
 
   “Oh honey, are you getting jealous?” asked Lisa, forcing a laugh and peeking up at her husband bashfully.  “You can’t think he means anything to me.  He’s a complete moron as you’ve said.”
 
    
 
   “Then why are you trying to turn him on?” whined Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Well I mean, he does have quite a cock,” said Lisa with an impish grin, then she shrieked as Sheldon chased her from the room.  He caught her in the bedroom and put her over his knee to give her a playful spanking.   Sheldon grew quite aroused by the sight of her luscious thighs as she kicked and struggled on his lap and he slapped her round rump.  When she finally broke free of him, her face was beet red, her hair was a mess, and her glasses had fallen off.
 
    
 
   “Now Sheldon, look what you’ve done, I’m an utter mess,” she panted, retrieving her glasses and rushing to the mirror to fix herself.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I am so sorry.  We must have you looking pretty for John, mustn’t we?” he replied sarcastically, his penis stiffening as he watched his wife adjust her thigh-high stockings.  
 
    
 
   “Don’t be like that, darling, it doesn’t suit you,” said Lisa distractedly as she primped in the mirror.  “Let’s just go out and have a nice dinner, can’t we?”
 
    
 
   The couple met John Mather at the upscale Sundance steak house in Palo Alto.  He was waiting at the bar for them, dressed in a business power suit.  John greeted Sheldon with a smug nod and then held his arms open to receive a hug from Lisa.  She tottered eagerly into his arms in her unfamiliar heels and they exchanged a warm embrace.  The hug lasted a bit longer than Sheldon felt was necessary and he cleared his throat.
 
    
 
   “Lisa is just giving me a little comfort,” said John as he gripped Sheldon’s wife in his muscular embrace.  “My wife is on the verge of leaving me you know.  I need consolation.”
 
    
 
   “Oh you poor man,” said Lisa, wrapping her arms around him and snuggling against his chest.
 
    
 
   “Oh, God,” sighed Sheldon in annoyance as a well dressed older couple at the bar eyed him strangely.  Sheldon smiled weakly at them but they just stared at him coldly until he looked away in embarrassment.  He glanced back to John and his wife and noticed that Mathers had slid his hand down to grip Lisa’s buttock and they were whispering to each other.
 
    
 
   “Can you two not make a scene, please?” begged Sheldon petulantly.  “People are staring.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, sorry, buddy,” said John as he slipped his hand insolently between Lisa’s thighs, making her yelp in surprise and push away from him finally.
 
    
 
   “Bad boy,” she gasped, slapping him on the chest flirtatiously.
 
    
 
   “You loved it,” he said with a smirk as he straightened his tie.
 
    
 
   “Ok, that’s, uh, let’s just go get a table,” said Sheldon, his face burning with shame and his gut churning with jealousy.
 
    
 
   Lisa took John’s arm to steady herself in her heels as they approached the hostess stand.  Mathers looked her up and down and whistled.  “Wow, you look pretty sexy there, nerdo,” he teased.  “You’ve got that slutty librarian thing going on.”
 
    
 
   “Of course I never dress like this,” gushed Lisa, her eyes bright with excitement.  “You can see that I can barely walk in these heels.”
 
    
 
   “I know, this whole episode is a real change of pace for you,” said Sheldon shaking his head as he tagged along beside them.  “You have always been so, uh, modest.”
 
    
 
   “You mean a dorky wallflower!” laughed John crudely as he held Sheldon’s wife on his arm.
 
    
 
   “Well, I don’t know,” said Sheldon, glancing at his wife nervously, unsure of how to respond.
 
    
 
   Lisa just sighed.  “It’s true, Sheldon and I are both nerds and we always have been,” she admitted.  Then she straightened her shoulders.  “But there is no reason we can’t change,” she said cheerfully.  “Men never really paid much attention to me when I was younger.  Now I have two men!  It’s sort of exciting.  I mean, it’s a real ego boost.”
 
    
 
   Sheldon didn’t like the idea of his wife having two men.  He realized that he hadn’t really thought through the implications of sharing her sexually.  He had failed to thoroughly consider the situation from his wife’s point of view.  “Well, one man and one jackass anyway,” he mumbled bitterly.
 
    
 
   “Do you have a reservation?” asked the young blonde hostess as they approached.
 
    
 
   “Uh, yes, Whipple for three at 6:30,” said Lisa.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Mr. and Mrs. Whipple, I see that you are in our system and have dined with us before,” said the young woman smiling up at Mathers fetchingly.
 
    
 
   “Ah yes, Mrs. Whipple and I do enjoy a good steak,” said John, putting on a deeper voice and crushing Sheldon’s wife against his side with his powerful arms.  “Mrs. Whipple in particular loves a nice big piece of meat,” he told the hostess with a lewd wink, making her giggle and blush.
 
    
 
   “He’s not Mr. Whipple, I am,” squeaked Sheldon in frustration.
 
    
 
   The hostess’ face dropped as she looked back and forth in confusion between Mathers and Lisa, both of them dressed sharply and embracing, and Sheldon standing off to the side and dressed in his in a t-shirt from a hackathon with faded jeans and his cherished vibram foot gloves.
 
    
 
   Before the hostess could apologize for the misunderstanding, Mathers just broke out laughing and Lisa joined in weakly.  “Oh, Sheldon, you are such a joker,” chuckled Mathers.  “Isn’t he, darling?” he asked, looking down at Lisa with a wicked grin.
 
    
 
   “Sheldon does have a wonderful sense of humor,” said Lisa, smiling hopefully at her husband.
 
    
 
   The hostess laughed along weakly, casting a strange look at Sheldon as he glowered and then lead the trio through the rich, panelled dining room to a choice corner booth. 
 
    
 
   “This is so humiliating,” hissed Sheldon after they were seating in the rich leather appointed booth.  The hostess had seated Mathers and Lisa together on one side of the booth, with Sheldon by himself on the other side.
 
    
 
   “Don’t get your panties in a knot, Sheldo,” snorted Mathers as he consulted the drink menu.  “I was just joking around.  Besides, I’m the one with real problems.  Celia still isn’t talking to me since she saw me performing my, uh, services for your wife, and these hotel bills are killing me.  I need to find a place to stay.”
 
   “Don’t you have any friends you can stay with?” asked Lisa sympathetically, putting her hand on John’s thick, powerful thigh.
 
    
 
   “I’ve got a buddy up in San Francisco with an extra room, but the commute would be a bitch,” said John.
 
    
 
   “Well maybe you could stay with Sheldon and I,” she said looking up at John meekly with her pouty lips.  Sheldon could tell that the idea definitely aroused her.
 
    
 
   “No!” snapped Sheldon just as the server approached the table.
 
    
 
   “Oh, uh, do  you folks need more time?” asked the young man looking at Sheldon with trepidation.
 
    
 
   “Never mind him, I’ll have a Glenmorangie on the rocks,” interrupted John.  “What do you want, dear?” he asked, turning to Lisa.
 
    
 
   “House Chardonnay, please,” said Lisa, biting her lip as she glanced over at her livid husband.
 
    
 
   “And for you, sir?” asked the server, pivoting smartly to face Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “I’ll have a sparkling water,” he said, glaring down at his menu, his face burning.
 
    
 
   The server nodded,  “Alright, I will get those drinks started for you.  Would you like to order an appetizer while you look over the menu further?”
 
    
 
   “Two shrimp cocktails,” blurted out Mathers gruffly.
 
    
 
   “Excellent, I’ll back in a moment,” said the server, bowing to John slightly before heading away.
 
    
 
   “Will you please stop pretending that Lisa is your wife?” asked Sheldon petulantly.
 
    
 
   “Why?  Don’t you think I get lonely without my own wife around?” asked John, pouting in response.  “I need womanly comfort too, you know.”
 
    
 
   “This is just surreal,” said Sheldon shaking his head in disbelief.  “Am I supposed to believe you are a sensitive guy now?”
 
    
 
   “Not at all,” said Mathers with a grin.  “By comfort, I mean a handjob.”  Sheldon could hear the sound of Mathers unzipping his fly under the table, then Mathers turned to Sheldon’s wife expectantly.  “Lisa, would you care to comfort me?”
 
    
 
   “What, right here in the restaurant?” gasped Lisa in surprise.  But Sheldon could see that she was suppressing a smile.
 
    
 
   “Sure, why not?  No one will see, we are hidden by the tablecloth,” said John taking her hand and pulling it under the table toward his crotch.
 
    
 
   “But my husband wouldn’t approve,” she said looking at Sheldon with concern, then her expression changes to one of intrigue. “Oh wow,”  She leaned up against Mathers’ chest and looked up at him submissively as her arm rustled around under the tablecloth.  “Jeez, you are as hard as a rock.”
 
    
 
   “Lisa, are you jerking him off?” exclaimed Sheldon in horror just as the server returned with the drinks.
 
    
 
   “Ha, well, uh, here are the drinks,” said the server rapidly, averting his eyes from Lisa and John as he quickly placed the drinks on the table.
 
    
 
   Lisa bolted upright and put both her hands on the table, her cheeks flushing rosily.
 
    
 
   “Don’t stop!” complained John grabbing her hand back and pulling it back down out of sight.
 
    
 
   “Ah, I will back in a moment,” said the server, turning to leave as sweat broke out on his forehead.
 
    
 
   “But I’m ready to order now,” said John with a wicked leer as Lisa resumed her activity under the table with her face buried studiously in her menu.
 
    
 
   The server expelled a breath of exasperation,  “Oh, uh, yes, very good, sir.  What will you have?”  He stared down at his own pad and paper careful not to look at either John or Lisa as her arms moved up and down; his foot started tapping unconsciously.  Sheldon wanted to crawl under the table.
 
    
 
   “I’ll have the prime rib and baked potato,” said John staring up at the server with a smirk.
 
    
 
   “Ah, which size, sir?” asked the server, eyes fixed on his pad.
 
    
 
   “The big one,” said John.
 
    
 
   “Oh, the Shareholder’s cut, very good,” said the server.
 
    
 
   “And the lady with have the same,” said John decisively.
 
    
 
   “Oh, no,” objected Lisa, her hand under the table never ceasing it’s activity.  “That’s too much.”
 
    
 
   “It is a large portion, maybe you would prefer the petite cut,” said the server, peeking at Lisa quickly.
 
    
 
   “She can handle a large portion of meat,” laughed John.  “Believe me, I know.”  Lisa giggled in spite of herself as the server turned pale as he watched her arm moved up and down and up and down, her hand hidden under the table.   Sheldon grimaced in disgust at Mather’s crass behavior.
 
    
 
   “Please pardon my friend,” he told the server.
 
    
 
   “Pardon nothing, Sheldon, keep it simple, Shareholder’s all around,” shouted John before taking a swig of his scotch.
 
    
 
   “Jesus are you drunk already?” asked Sheldon in disbelief.  Then he regained his composure and turned to the server apologetically.  “No, that’s fine, I’ll have the same.  Thank you.”
 
    
 
   The server nodded thankfully to Sheldon and rushed away from the table.
 
    
 
   “I cannot fucking believe you!” snapped Sheldon at John who just waved a hand back at him dismissively.  Then Sheldon turned to his wife, whose right hand was still under the table.  “And you, Lisa, I can’t, I mean, you just sat there jerking him off in front of the server.”
 
    
 
   “No,” denied Lisa, then she licked her lips and continued stroking John’s meat.  “Well, yes, sort of.  But the server couldn’t really see what I was doing.  Besides, John needs comfort.”
 
    
 
   “Damn straight,” said John stretching his arms apart to show of his massive wingspan then wrapping one meaty limb around Sheldon’s wife’s shoulder as she labored secretly under the table.
 
    
 
   Sheldon just gaped at her open mouthed as she took a sip of her wine with her left hand.
 
    
 
   “Try not to think about it, dear,” she told her husband in a soothing tone, as Sheldon watched her arm flexing up and down.  “Not now at least.  Think about it later while we are having sex.  It will make you harder.”
 
    
 
   “Ha!” laughed John loudly.  “You little fucking vixen.”
 
    
 
   “I am a little vixen aren’t I,” said Lisa, putting face close to Mathers’ and looking him straight in the eye with an impish grin on her face while her hand worked madly under the table.
 
    
 
   Mathers eyes nearly rolled back in his head and his mouth hung open in a slack expression.  “Oh god,” he moaned.
 
    
 
   “That’s enough for now,” said Lisa primly withdrawing her hand from under the table and wiping it with her napkin.  “I don’t want you making a mess at the dinner table.”
 
    
 
   “Holy shit, you goddamn tease,” he panted.  “You can’t just leave me with blue balls like that.  Get down there and suck it.”
 
 
   “Oh, John, I couldn’t,” laughed Lisa, looking around the room nervously at the other patrons.  “Not in front of everyone like this.”
 
    
 
   Just then a short man in a dark suit approached the table.  “Hello, folks, I am Rodrigo, your manager this evening.  I just wanted to check on you to make sure everything was to your satisfaction so far.”  He gave John a phony smile and Sheldon knew that the manager was there to make sure no hanky panky was going on.
 
    
 
   “Well frankly Rodrigo, we haven’t even gotten our appetizer yet, so there’s not much to report,” said John.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I see, well I will go check on that,” said the manager, taken aback by John’s boldness.
 
    
 
   “That’s fine.  Also, my wife isn’t feeling well, so she is just going to put her head down on my lap and rest for a moment.”
 
    
 
   “Err,” said Rodrigo, his face distorting in bewilderment.
 
    
 
   “Oh John, I feel fine, really,” said Lisa, laughing weakly and looking up at  Rodrigo with embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “Nonsense, just put your head down and relax, darling,” said John, putting his huge paw on her head and pushing her down into his lap as she struggled feebly and giggled.  Rodrigo and Sheldon both looked on in different shades of horror as Lisa’s head disappeared beneath the table and a several couples at other tables took notice and started murmuring.  “There, now don’t you feel better?” he asked making a strange face.  Lisa made a muffled sound of assent from below and Sheldon’s blood turned to ice in his veins.  He felt as though he might suddenly have a seizure, he was so mortified.
 
    
 
   “I’ll. Check. On. Your. Appetizers, then,” said Rodrigo, struggling with his words and then he turned and walked deliberately away.
 
    
 
   “Cut the shit you two, people are looking,” whispered Sheldon desperately.
 
    
 
   “There’s nothing I can do!” panted John, eyes wide with amazement.  “Once she locks onto my dick, she won’t let go.  She’s a maneater!  Oh man, that feels good, baby,” he told her, looking down to peek under the table.
 
    
 
   Sheldon looked around the room helplessly as several nearby couples glanced over.  But the corner was tucked well away in the corner and actually no one could really see what was going on under the table.  The other diners soon resumed their meals and just glanced occasionally over at them.
 
    
 
   “See, nothing to worry about,” grunted  John as he started rocking back and forth unconsciously with his mouth hanging open stupidly.  Lisa started making little moans of pleasure under the table and Sheldon’s penis began to stiffen at the sound in spite of himself.
 
    
 
   Rodrigo returned personally and delivered their shrimp cocktails.  He just placed them on the table without a word, his eyes pointed heavenward as if appealing to a higher power for patience and grace.
 
    
 
   Neither Sheldon nor John was in any mood to eat and Sheldon rubbed his face for moment and stared off into space, fighting the urge to touch himself while small sounds of pleasure emerged from under the table as his wife fellated his vulgar drunken neighbor in a booth there at a fancy steakhouse.  At that moment he saw someone waving to him as they strode across the dining room toward him and and his heart started racing even faster.  He immediately recognized Ira Silvers, his boss, along with his wife Miriam.
 
    
 
   “Christ you two, stop it right now, Ira Silvers is here!” he said.
 
    
 
   “Huh?” mumbled Mathers, looking at him stupidly with the hand on the back of Lisa’s head as it bobbed in and out of view.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck it,” snapped Sheldon, his erection deflating rapidly as he yanked his drink from the table.   Hu jumped up with a broad grin plastered across his face, striding forward a bit in hopes of blocking their view of his wife and John going at it in the booth.
 
    
 
   “Sheldon, so good to see you,” said Ira shaking his hand warmly.  “You remember Miriam, my wife?”
 
    
 
   “Of course, of course, how are you, Miriam?” croaked Sheldon nervously.
 
    
 
   “I’m very well, Sheldon.  Thank you for asking,” said Miriam eyeing him coolly.
 
    
 
   “This is a wonderful place, isn’t it?” said Ira smiling at Sheldon.  “Do you come here often?”
 
    
 
   “Well no, it’s a bit expensive,” admitted Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “What’s the occasion?” asked Ira amiably.  
 
    
 
   Sheldon shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot, Ira didn’t seem to notice his discomfort, but Miriam’s gaze drilled into him like a cold sharp needle.  “Um, trying to console my neighbor who has separated from his wife?” said Sheldon uncertainly.
 
    
 
   “Huh.  Well, that’s a, err, reason I guess,” replied Ira, clearly confused.  Ira glanced at his wife who just pointed her chin imperceptibly back toward the couple in the booth where the back of Lisa’s head lifted and popped in and out of view as John sprawled there oblivious to his surroundings.  “Hello, is that Lisa?” asked Ira with a strange look on his face as it dawned on him what was happening. 
 
    
 
   “Uh, she’s not feeling well actually,” said Sheldon.  He could feel his pits growing damp and it felt as though his heart would explode from his chest it was beating so rapidly.
 
    
 
   “Really?” said Miriam brittly.  “What’s the matter with the poor darling?”  She gazed with disdain down at John Mathers who just gazed at them blearily for a moment before jerking forward and grunting.  
 
    
 
   “Oh, god, holy shit, ok, ok, stop now,” groaned John pulling Lisa head up out of his lap by her hair.
 
    
 
   “Ouch,” she complained struggling to free herself.  “Stop it.”  She broke free of his grasp with a laugh and was about to punch him when Lisa looked up and saw Sheldon, Ira, and Miriam gazing down at her.  Her hair was a mess, she had lost her glasses, and she had cum dripping sloppily from her chin.  Her eyes widening in extreme dismay.  “Ira and Miriam,” she yelped, her voice cracking.  “I didn’t expect to see you here!”
 
    
 
   “You’ve got something on your chin, darling,” replied Miriam sarcastically.
 
    
 
   “Oops,” said Lisa, her face burning bright red as she grabbed a napkin and wiped John’s spooge from her face.  “I must look a horror.   Where are my glasses?”
 
    
 
   John reached down between his legs and pulled out her smeared spectacles.  “Here you go,” he said handing them to hear as the group looked on  in disgust.
 
    
 
   “Please excuse, I need to go splash a bit of cool water on my face,” said Lisa as she extracted herself from the booth and rushed off the rest room.
 
    
 
   “Wazzup!” said John, just becoming aware of the newcomers and raising his scotch to them in greeting before taking a big gulp and spilling some of it onto his rumpled tie.
 
    
 
   “Yes, hello, so sorry to hear about your, uh, misfortune,” said Ira with a pained smile.
 
    
 
   “Shit happens,” said John with shrug.
 
    
 
   “Indeed,” replied Miriam with tight, vicious little smile.  Then she turned away from John with a sniff of disgust  “So let me get this straight, Sheldon.  You and your lovely wife are consoling your dear neighbor on his domestic setback when she grows ill and needs to lay her head down?”
 
    
 
   “Darling,” warns Ira, taking Miriam by the elbow.
 
    
 
   “Let him answer, Ira,” said Miriam drawing herself upright haughtily.
 
    
 
   “Yup!” chimed in John boldly, giving Miriam a wink.
 
    
 
   “So for some reason she chose your lap to lay down in,” continued Miriam, turning back to face John, tilting her nose skyward imperiously.
 
    
 
   “That’s about right,” agreed John straightening his tie and smiling at Miriam with a twinkle in his eye.
 
    
 
   “I wouldn’t think your lap would be very comfortable,” said Miriam airily.  “It seems as though it would be quite hard and lumpy.”
 
    
 
   “Miriam!” exclaimed Ira.
 
    
 
   “Oh there’s a lump there alright,” replied John, warming up to her.  “But’s it’s not uncomfortable at all.  In fact you are welcome to try for yourself if you don’t believe me.”
 
    
 
   Miriam just smiled broadly at John with her tongue sticking out slightly between her teeth while her husband glared sourly at John in open animosity.  “It’s very kind of you to offer, dear.  Maybe some other time,” said Miriam with a conceited air.  “Let me go check on poor Lisa.”  
 
    
 
   “I’ll get us a table,” said Ira as his wife departed.  He gave John an angry glare, then turned to Sheldon with frank astonishment.  “Well, it seems like you are having a, hmm, complicated evening here, so I will leave you to it.  I will see you tomorrow at the sprint review.”
 
    
 
   “Uh, I thought tomorrow was the retrospective,” stammered Sheldon pulling out his smartphone and launching his calendar app.
 
    
 
   “Oh, you are right,” said Ira, consulting his own phone.  “Review is Wednesday right after the scrum.”
 
    
 
   “You nerds play rugby?” asked John in mock surprise.
 
    
 
   “It’s agile methodology, you baboon,” snapped Sheldon irritably.
 
    
 
   “I know that Sheldon, I was just teasing you,” replied John, zipping up his fly casually.
 
    
 
   Ira looked at John and tisked.  “Ok, well, yeah, best of luck with this situation here,” he said waving both hands in a circular motion in John’s general direction.  Ira gave Sheldon an empathetic smile and patted him on the  shoulder as he departed.
 
    
 
   “My god, you are such an incredible lout,” said Sheldon flopping back down in the booth.  “You just propositioned my boss’ wife.”
 
    
 
   “I’d do her,” said John smugly as the waiter delicately approached.  “The hottest part about those uppity chicks is when you break them down and get them begging for your cock.”
 
    
 
   “Haha, yes, well,” said the server when John was finished with his pronouncement.  “We are holding the food until the, uh, your wife returns,” stuttered the server.  “Can I get you two another round?”
 
    
 
   “More scotch,” said John, rattling the ice in his empty glass.
 
    
 
   “Make my next one a beer, Trumer if you have it, otherwise whatever lager is fine,” said Sheldon sadly.  “And bring my wife another chardonnay.”
 
    
 
   “Your wife?” asked the server, confused.
 
    
 
   “The wife, whatever,” said John, waving him off dismissively.  He turned to Sheldon and said, “Soooo, about me staying at your place.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t start in with that nonsense,” said Sheldon.  “You will screw up your relationship with Celia even worse if you try to pull something like that.”
 
    
 
   “She will never know,” said John spreading his arms wide as he relaxed in the booth.
 
    
 
   The server waved from across the room to let Sheldon and John know he was coming and approached very slowly with the tray of drinks to give them time to finish their conversation.
 
    
 
   “Look at this guy,” said John shaking his head.
 
    
 
   “He’s trying to be polite and not eavesdrop on our private conversation,” said Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Why, what are we talking about?” asked Lisa as she appeared at the booth and bounced her way in to snuggle up against John.  “Ohh, more wine,” she exclaimed gleefully as the server arrived.  “Where’s the food?  I could eat a horse.”
 
    
 
   “Aren’t you satisfied with the meat you ate already?” asked Sheldon sardonically as the server blanched.
 
    
 
   “Uh, I will run and tell the kitchen to fire those out right away,” he said and practically sprinted away from the table.
 
    
 
   “Ha, ha, good one.  High five,” said John, holding up his hard for Sheldon to slap.  Sheldon just stared at him.  “Don’t leave me hanging, bro,” said John.
 
    
 
   “I’m not a goddamn bro, John,” said Sheldon with exasperation.
 
    
 
   “I was trying to think of a snappy comeback,” said Lisa as the server returned with three massive plates of bone-in prime rib.  “I was going to say something like I didn’t really eat the meat because I didn’t swallow.  But I did swallow, I swallowed a lot actually,” she said, teasing her husband with a gleam in her eye.
 
    
 
   “Ok, that’s nice, right in front of the waiter,” said Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I uh, have no idea what you are talking about, I’m sure,” said the young man as sweat beaded up on his forehead.  “But here are you dinners,” he said as he served the dishes.
 
    
 
   “She’s talking about how she just sucked my dick right here in the booth and then swallowed my jizz when I busted my nut in her mouth,” said John taking yet another ill-advised drink of scotch.  “Which part of that don’t you understand?  I mean you stood there watching the whole scene go down.”
 
    
 
   “I’m trying to be professional, here, sir,”said the server, straightening his shoulders.  “Is there anything else I can get you folks?”
 
    
 
   “No, dear, you’ve been a real trooper putting up with our hijinx tonight,” said Lisa, smiling up at him sweetly.  “You are in for an extra big tip.”
 
 
   “Big tip?  What are you offering to blow the server now, too?” asked Sheldon bitterly as the beer started to kick in.
 
    
 
   “Why, do you think he would like that?” asked Lisa, eyeing the crotch of the young man’s pants.
 
    
 
   “I’m out of here,” said the server, laughing and shaking his head as he walked away.
 
    
 
   John chuckled to himself, but said nothing and the trio tucked into their meals with relish.  But of course, only John was able to finish the entire portion and was soon gnawing on the bone of the prime rib.
 
    
 
   “My god, you’re an animal,” said Sheldon with disgust.
 
    
 
   “Oh, darling, don’t be like that.  John just enjoys his food,” said Lisa, watching John affectionately.
 
    
 
   “Ugh,” sighed  Sheldon as he pushed his plate away.
 
    
 
   “Oh, and you wouldn’t believe the questions that Miriam was asking about you,” said Lisa, turning to John and wriggling in her seat.  “She was simply scandalous.  She didn’t bother keeping up the charade for one moment and just asked how big your penis was, whether you were cut or not, how long it takes for you to cum, how rough you are, on and on.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, she wants it,” said John, winking at Sheldon.
 
 
   “She does want it,” laughed Lisa.  “What on earth did you say to her?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, it’s pheromones or something,” said John wrapping his long baboon arm around Lisa as she giggled and straightened her glasses.  “Why do you like it so much?”
 
    
 
   “It’s big and hard,” she said shyly, not looking at John.
 
    
 
   “Ok, can we changed the subject?” asked Sheldon, surprised to find his penis growing stiff again as he wife praised her lover’s penis in front of him.  “The last thing I want to think about is John balling Miriam and getting me fired.”
 
    
 
   “How could me dicking Miriam possibly lead to you getting fired?” asked John indignantly.  Of course, just at that moment, Ira was passing by to go use the restroom and he glowered at John as he passed by.
 
    
 
   “Did you see that new study about bullies having better health outcomes than victims, Sheldon?” asked Lisa suddenly.
 
    
 
   “Why on earth would you bring that up right now?” asked Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “She’s recommending that you grow a pair,” said John as he cuddled with Sheldon’s wife and toyed idly with one of her breasts  “What do you say, are you going to hook me up with Miriam?” he asked her as she giggled and snorted with excitement. “That would be a hot threesome.”
 
    
 
   “I think she wants you all to herself,” said Lisa looking up at him fondly as he pinched her nipple through her dress.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, leave my wife’s tits alone,” snapped Sheldon as the server returned.
 
    
 
   “Can I clear these plates for you folks?” asked the server with a smirk on his face glancing down to watch John fondling Lisa’s breast.
 
    
 
   “Yes, thanks, and please bring the check,” sighed Sheldon, having given up on any sense or propriety around the restaurant staff.
 
    
 
   “Invite her over tomorrow night, and I will do her in the guest room,” said John.
 
    
 
   “Stop it, you’re making me jealous,” said Lisa as John slid his hand into her top and grabbed her breast.
 
    
 
   “Making you jealous? How the hell do you think I feel?” complained Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Oh, jeez, I’m sorry, honey,” said Lisa, pulling John’s hand out of her top as the server returned with the check.
 
    
 
   “Hey Lisa, slide your panties off real quick,” said John, winking at the server.
 
    
 
   “What are you talking about?” she laughed, glancing up at the server as he cleared the napkins and silverware.
 
    
 
   “You said you were going to leave him a nice tip,” said John struggling not to laugh.
 
    
 
   “Ok, yeah, very funny,” said the server, blushing now.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you dare,” warned Sheldon, but again, the idea aroused him and he felt his penis getting hard at the thought of his wife pulling off her underwear in front of the server.
 
    
 
   Lisa wriggled in her seat briefly, then dropped her panties on the table casually.  “There you go, young man,” she said primly.
 
    
 
   “Nah, he doesn’t want your drawers, show him your twat,” urged John, as sweat beaded on his brow.
 
    
 
   “You want to see?” asked Lisa sweetly, adjusting her glasses nervously.
 
    
 
   “I ah, you’ve got to be kidding,” said the server looking at Lisa’s big boobs unconsciously.
 
    
 
   “Come on and look,” said John as he grabbed Lisa by the shoulders  firmly and turned her sideways as easily as though she were a ragdoll so that her legs were sticking out the end of the booth.
 
    
 
   “Just a peek,” admonished Lisa as she hiked the hem of her dress up around her waist.  The young man couldn’t resist and moved over to catch a glimpse of Lisa’s bush.
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs for him, show him some pink,” said John reaching around her and parting her thighs forcefully.
 
    
 
   “John, people will see,” she protested.  But after glancing furtively around, she parted her labia for the server while John held her legs apart.  The stunned waiter stood there gazing down into her cooch with his mouth hanging open.  “Look, he’s getting hard,” she giggled, causing the server to cover his crotch self-consciously.
 
    
 
   “Now check these babies out,” said John, pulling the straps of her dress down, exposing her pale round boobs and hard pink nipples.  Lisa shrieked with surprise and chortled uncontrollably as she tried to pull her dress back up.
 
    
 
   Rodrigo rushed over at that point and shouted,  “That’s enough, you are all 86’d.  I never want to see you in here again.  If you don’t leave right now, I am calling the cops!”
 
    
 
   Lisa got herself put together and covered up and rushed out toward the exit, not bothering to wait for John or Sheldon,  she nearly fell in her heels, but just kicked them off and ran out barefoot into the parking lot.  John took his time getting out of the booth while Sheldon ran after his wife, ducking his head to avoid the curious stares of the surprised diners.
 
    
 
   “Rodrigo, my man,” said John patting him on the shoulder.  “Don’t get so worked up, we were just playing around.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t touch me,” said Rodrigo hotly.  “This is a classy restaurant and we mean to keep it that way.”
 
    
 
   “Suit yourself,” said John with a shrug as he moseyed casually out into the foyer, grabbing a toothpick and chatting with the hostess on the way out.
 
    
 
   John found Sheldon and Lisa in the Prius.  Lisa was laughing so hard that she was practically hyperventilating while Sheldon patted her shoulder and tried to calm her.
 
    
 
   “Hey, by the way, we never did pay the bill did we?” asked John with a knowing smile.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

The Well Hung House Guest
 
    
 
   Sheldon drove Lisa home only to find John waiting for them in the driveway.
 
    
 
   “John, you can’t stay here!” snapped Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Oh, honey, don’t be like that,” begged Lisa, looking up at her husband pleadingly.  “We can put him in the guest room.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, let me in quick before Celia sees me,” said Mathers, glancing over at his house across the street.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit,” grumbled Sheldon as he let them all inside.
 
    
 
   “I think it will be fun to have a house guest,” said Lisa brightly.  “John is so funny, always cracking jokes.  He will liven up the place.”
 
    
 
   “You just want to be able to fuck him more often,” complained Sheldon, dropping his keys in the bowl by the door and stalking off to get himself a drink.
 
    
 
   “Well, yes, maybe a little bit,” admitted Lisa with a laugh, following her husband.  “Why, does that make you jealous?”
 
    
 
   “Of course it makes me jealous, Lisa.  I don’t know if I can deal with this!” squeaked Sheldon, taking a drink of his beer.
 
    
 
   “Didn’t you get me a beer?” complained John, taking off his jacket and tossing it across the kitchen table insolently.
 
    
 
   “Get your own damn beer!” snapped Sheldon irritably.  “I’m trying to have a serious conversation with my wife.”
 
    
 
   “Jeez, ok, ok,” said John, loosening his tie.  “I’ll get my own beer.”
 
    
 
   “Wait, Johnny, will you unzip me first?” asked Lisa, eyeing Sheldon impishly.
 
    
 
    "Wait, what are you doing?" croaked Sheldon as John eagerly unzipped his wife's dress.
 
    
 
   "Why I'm getting undressed, darling.  Just as I always do after a night out," laughed Lisa.
 
    
 
   "What right here in the kitchen?  In front of him?" Sheldon asked as Lisa shimmied out of her dress, and stood there naked but for her lace bra with her well trimmed bush exposed to her husband and her lover.
 
    
 
   "Well its not as though John hasn't seen me naked.  And uh I did just suck him off in public, so I feel pretty comfortable getting naked in front of him," said Lisa, stripping off her bra and rubbing her nipples thoughtfully.  "Ahh that feels better."
 
    
 
   John and Sheldon stood staring at Lisa's gorgeous nude form for a moment.  "Yeah we need to talk about that.  You two made a fucking insane scene in that restaurant tonight.  Word will get around.  There is going to be a scandal.  And Mathers flirted with my boss’ goddamn wife," sputtered Sheldon, waving his beer for emphasis.
 
    
 
   "Can we talk about this later, dear?" asked Lisa sweetly.  "That scene actually made me incredibly horny, and I haven't gotten off yet.  I am going to go wait in the bedroom, and hopefully someone will come in and service me properly.  I don't much care who does it, but I want to get off," she said and dashed off to bedroom, tittering mischievously.  
 
    
 
   "I'm on it," said john starting off after Lisa.  
 
    
 
   "Hold on, for fucks sake," said Sheldon, blocking the bigger man’s path.  "You just blew your wad in her face an hour ago.  Can't you let me get a crack at my own damn wife?" 
 
    
 
   "Don't whine, Sheldon.  You sound like a pussy when you whine," said john, taking Sheldons beer from his hand and enjoying a long draught.  "But you have a point.  Its only fair for me to give you a head start.” Mathers stepped aside and bowed to let Sheldon go down the hall ahead of him.
 
    
 
   Sheldon hurried down the hall into the master bedroom and locked the door hurriedly behind him.  He found his wife face down on the bed with her ass in the air, offering her swollen labia to whomever came along first.
 
    
 
   "For Chrissake Lisa, have you no shame?" he asked, unzipping his fly.
 
    
 
   "Oh, Sheldon," she said, and Sheldon thought he detected a hint of disappointment in her voice.  "Are you here to bitch me out or fuck me?" she asked saucily, wiggling her rear and reaching back to spread her vagina open in anticipation.
 
    
 
   "Oh I will fuck you, you little slut," cried Sheldon, his dander up. His penis had sprung erect at the sight of his wife's submissive pose, and he plunged his stiff cock into her mercilessly, making her cry out in surprise.
 
    
 
   "Oh Sheldon," she called out in surprise.  "You are being very manly," she purred as he dicked her angrily.  "I like it."
 
    
 
   Sheldon ground his teeth and said nothing as he humped away at his wife, in and out, in and out, and she panted and fingered her clitoris frantically.  He looked down at her face turned to the side, her expression lost in passion and his penis grew stiffer still.
 
    
 
   He felt her twat tighten around his shaft, and he knew she was cumming.  
 
    
 
   "Oh John , John!" She called out as she came.
 
    
 
   "Why you damn vixen, I will show you," groaned Sheldon, withdrawing his dick from his wife's throbbing cunt and reaching down to yank her head up by the hair.  She gasped with surprise as he jammed his dick into her mouth, but quickly recovered and started sucking his penis and gazing up at him obediently.  Sheldon quickly climaxed and fired his first load down her throat then pulled out and covered her face in semen.  "Take that, you wench," he cried triumphantly as he spurted hot cum into his wife's face.
 
    
 
   "Oh Sheldon, what's gotten into you?" She asked, licking his cum from her lips.  "You are being so aggressive all of a sudden."
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, dear.  But you really tweaked me when you called out John’s name as you came,” said Sheldon as his sticky penis slowly deflated.  “And I don’t like having to compete with another man just to have sex with my own wife.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I was deliberately teasing you when I called out for John,” said Lisa, flipping over onto her back luxuriously.  “And don’t forget that it was your idea to explore this whole wife sharing business.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, but, but, I didn’t want to share you with a jerk like Mathers,” pouted Sheldon plopping down on the bed next to Lisa and running his hand through her hair tenderly.
 
    
 
   “And yet, that was possibly the best fuck you have ever given me,” said Lisa, looking up at Sheldon pensively.  “So maybe a little competition is good for our love life.”
 
    
 
   “Oh brother,” said Sheldon, looking off into space. 
 
    
 
   “Now go out there and choose a movie for us all to watch.  I am taking a shower,” said Lisa.
 
    
 
   “Ugh, ok,” agreed Sheldon and he headed back out to deal with Mathers.
 
    
 
   “Did you do my girlfriend right?” asked John when Sheldon found him drinking a beer and watching television in the living room with his feet up on the coffee table.
 
    
 
   “Your girlfriend!” exclaimed Sheldon, amazed at Mathers’ ability to continually find new ways to annoy and offend him.  “And can you please at least take your shoes off if you are going to put your feet up?”
 
    
 
   “Ok, but I’m warning you, my feet stink really bad,” laughed John, kicking off his shoes.  “But seriously, how was the sex?  I heard Lisa calling my name, so that must have been awkward.”  Mathers gave Sheldon an evil grin.
 
    
 
   “You are such a, a fucking pig, do you know that?” sputtered Sheldon, shaking his fist at Mathers impotently.
 
    
 
   “Take it easy, Shelo, you need to relax.  Go grab yourself a beer and try to calm yourself.  And bring me one too, while you are at it.”
 
    
 
   “You can get you own beer,” snapped Sheldon as he headed off to the kitchen.
 
    
 
   “But I’m tired, I worked all day!” cried John from the living room.
 
    
 
   Sheldon shook his head in bemusement as he pulled two beers from the fridge.
 
    
 
   “And bring out some chips or something,” called John.
 
    
 
   Sheldon was about to shout back an angry response but decided to take a drink of his beer and just grab the damn chips.
 
    
 
   Sheldon and Mathers were still arguing about what movie to watch when Lisa finally appeared, wearing the long t-shirt she commonly wore as a nightgown. 
 
    
 
   “Listen to you two bickering, you are like an old married couple,” laughed Lisa as she flopped down on the couch between John and Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “That’s some pretty hot lingerie,” said John, staring at Lisa’s boobs.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yeah, I know, real hot,” laughed Lisa.
 
    
 
   “You’re not wearing a bra, are you?” asked John, reaching out to gently cup one of Lisa’s jiggling knockers in his hand.
 
    
 
   “Of course not, I’m trying to get comfy,” said Lisa, pushing her glasses back up as John fondled her boob and made her nipple hard.
 
    
 
   “John, please, don’t grope her boob like that,” asked Sheldon patiently, though the casual way Mathers felt up Lisa made his penis stiffen.  He waited until John released Lisa’s breast before continuing.  “Darling, we just can’t decide on a movie.  I want to watch Samsara.”
 
    
 
   “Ooh, I love that one!” gushed Lisa excitedly.
 
    
 
   “But John wants to watch something called ‘Need for Speed’ which is about cars or something,” frowned Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Ok, you are overruled then John,” said Lisa with a wave her hand.  “You might have the bigger cock, but Sheldon has better taste in movies.  Besides, you could use a little more cultural exposure.”
 
    
 
   “I know there’s a joke in there somewhere, but I’m not gonna make it,” said John wrapping his arm around Lisa familiarly.  “I will geek out with you guys, no problem.”
 
    
 
   Sheldon frowned as Lisa snuggled up against John’s chest and it was left to him to put the movie on.  He glanced over at Lisa and John jealously as the movie progressed but he was quickly drawn into the stunning visuals of the film.  About twenty minutes into the film, he felt Lisa and John shift and looked over to find them kissing passionately on the couch next to him.  John had his hand up the front of Lisa’s shirt and Lisa was gripping John’s stiff cock through his pants.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, cut it out you two,” complained Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Wait, wait,” said John, picking Lisa up easily and laying her down on her back on the floor.  “I want to try something.  I am so struck by the beauty of this movie, that I want to explore the beauty of Lisa’s body.”  He tugged her shirt off over her head while she giggled and then helped her slide her panties off so that she lay back on the floor completely naked.
 
    
 
   “Wow, are you really doing this now?” asked Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Stop your crabbing, don’t you think she looks beautiful?” asked John kneeling beside Lisa and running his hands over her soft belly and then down over her thighs, carefully avoiding her curly patch of public hair.  Sheldon’s wife giggled and shivered under John’s caresses and Sheldon gulped as his cock responded to the sight of another man running his hands over his wife.
 
    
 
   “You guys, this isn’t, uh,” mumbled Sheldon, fingering his stiff cock while he watched.
 
    
 
   “Just stay calm and try to breath,” encouraged Lisa, arching her back luxuriously, as though offering up her nude body to her lover.
 
    
 
   John slid his coarse palms down along her sides and up across her shoulders, bypassing her breasts and then sliding his fingers down her chest between her breasts but not touching her nipples.  He ran his hands all the way down her legs to her ankles and parted her legs slightly, making her gasp, then and ran his hands inner thighs while she squirmed with pleasure.
 
    
 
   “Lisa has such soft beautiful skin, doesn’t she,” murmured John as he felt up Sheldon’s wife.
 
    
 
   “Uh, yeah,” agreed Sheldon, gripping his boner.  He noticed that Lisa’s hand had slid back over and was working John’s bulge through his pants.
 
    
 
   “And look at this boobs,” commented Mathers, as he slid his hands up Lisa’s bare torso and then gripped her big knockers in hands.  They had been spread out flat to each side, but he propped them up with his palms, causing them to jut upward provocatively while he pinched her nipples.
 
    
 
   “Look how hard my nipples are getting, Sheldon,” said Lisa, looking over at her husband innocently.  “Do you like them?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, fuck, yes, they look good,” admitted Sheldon, bending forward in the hopes Lisa wouldn’t notice how stiff his erection was.
 
    
 
   “And her bush is so nice too,” said John as he ran his fingers lightly back down across her belly so that he could tickle Lisa’s bush.
 
    
 
   “Ok, that’s enough,” said Sheldon, his cock painfully erect.
 
    
 
   “No, I like that,” purred Lisa, thrusting her pelvis upward as John ran his fingers lightly through her pubic hair.  “Don’t make him stop, Sheldon.  Please.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah wait, watch this,” said John as he reached down and parted Lisa’s labia gently.  “Look how pink it is inside.”
 
    
 
   “Oh god,” grumbled SHeldon, watching in sick fascination as this rogue fingered his naked wife on the floor.
 
    
 
   “Give me that dick,” whispered Lisa, unzipping John’s pants suddenly and pulling his penis out.
 
    
 
   “Ok, ok, take it easy,” said John as he deftly straddled Lisa’s face and pushed his cock into her mouth.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit,” gasped Sheldon as John easily descended into the 69 position and started licking Lisa’s twat while she sucked on his dick and Samsara’s beauty played out on their big screen television behind them.  The pair were slurping and moaning with pleasure on the floor, so Sheldon went ahead and unzipped his own fly so he could jerk off while he watched them servicing each other.  John came first, practically choking Lisa with his ejaculate.  Then Lisa came soon after once John started thrusting a couple of fingers in and out of her cunt while flicking his tongue across her clit.  Sheldon came last, shooting his load discretely into his handkerchief while John and Lisa cuddled on the floor and ignored him.
 
    
 
   “Ok, you two, that’s enough, time for bed,” said Sheldon and he help his naked wife to her feet and lead her away to the bedroom.  She yawned sleepily and waved goodnight to John who sat on the rug admiring her naked ass as Sheldon hurried her off to bed.
 
    
 
   “Goodnight, lover,” she called affectionately.
 
    
 
   “Goodnight, babe,” rejoined John, searching for his beer.
 
    
 
   “Is it going to be like this every night now?” asked Sheldon peevishly as he brushed his teeth and Lisa washed her face.
 
    
 
   “Please honey, I saw you jerking off while you watched us,” sighed Lisa.  “Don’t act like you aren’t getting off on all this.”
 
    
 
   “Ugh, maybe I am, but it still tears me up inside to see you being so lovey dovey with another man.”
 
    
 
   “Well, you are the only man for me, of course.  I am just playing with John.  He can’t hold a candle to you.”  Lisa held Sheldon’s cheek in her hand and then kissed her husband on the lips before padding off to bed.
 
    
 
   Her affection made him feel a little better and he switched off the lights and crawled into bed beside her.  Soon they were snuggled up and dozing off together, with Sheldon’s erection lodged firmly against her bare buttocks.
 
    
 
   But when morning came, Sheldon awoke to find Lisa missing.  He climbed sleepily out of bed and called out for her, but he couldn’t find her in the kitchen or the living room.  He headed with dread down the hall to the guest room and heard her moans of pleasure from down the hall.  He could also hear the headboard tapping against the wall as John plowed his wife and she groaned loudly with pleasure, urging him on.  Tap, tap, tap, went the headboard as John pounded his dick into Sheldon’s woman.  Sheldon just felt sick and couldn’t bring himself to open the guest room door to see Lisa getting shagged with his own eyes.    So he tramped sadly back to the kitchen and put some coffee on while Lisa cried out in climax.  She sure was being much more vocal during sex with John than she ever was with Sheldon, and he wondered if she was taunting him deliberately.
 
    
 
   A few minutes later, Lisa came skipping down the hall, completely naked with her belly covered in jizz.
 
    
 
   “Good morning sleepy head,” she called gaily, running up to give Sheldon a kiss on the cheek.  “Did you hear me getting fucked?  It was pretty hot.  John’s dick is as hard as a steel bar in the morning.”
 
    
 
   “Jesus, Lisa, really?” asked Sheldon, looking with disgust at the semen dripping down her belly.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yeah, he came on my belly a little bit,” she said with a smile wiping some up and licking it off her finger.  “Yum!  But he came inside me some too, and that’s much hotter I think.  Even though I’m on the pill, when he cums inside me it just feels right.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t want to hear this,” said Sheldon, his voice catching in his throat. 
 
    
 
   “Ok, I will go take a shower then,” she said with a shrug and skipped off to use the bathroom.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” said Sheldon aloud as he took out some eggs and bacon and started making breakfast.  “She sure turned slutty fast.”
 
    
 
   “Tell me about it, she can’t get enough of my dick,” chuckled Mathers as he sauntered into the kitchen wearing nothing but a bath towel around his waist.
 
    
 
   “Urgh,” grunted Sheldon, ignoring the crass interloper as he busied himself with breakfast.
 
    
 
   John shrugged and helped himself to a cup of coffee and sat down at the kitchen table, perusing the sports section of the morning paper with interest.
 
    
 
   After a few minutes, Lisa arrived, fresh from her shower, wrapped in her bathrobe with her damp hair tied in a bun and her cheeks flushed from the hot, steamy water.  She joined John at the table, sitting by his side and nodding to her husband in greeting.  “Good morning, darling.  Oh, did you make breakfast?  You are such a peach, I’m simply famished!”
 
    
 
   “Look you guys, I am not really comfortable with this whole arrangement,” said Sheldon as he dished out eggs and bacon for his wife and her lover.
 
    
 
   “I know darling,” pouted Lisa compassionately, reaching across and secretly sliding her hand over and putting it under John’s towel.  John grunted in surprise as Lisa grabbed onto his dong and managed to coax it back to life even though he had just blown his wad all over her just 30 minutes before.
 
    
 
   “Uh, fuck, yeah,” panted Mathers, unable to think straight while Sheldon’s wife fingered his cock and balls under the table.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, Lisa, what are you doing over there?” asked Sheldon noticing Mather’s distraction.  “Are you jerking him off again?”
 
    
 
   “Of course not, darling, I swear,” insisted Lisa as she casually allowed her bathrobe to fall open in the front, exposing her big boobs and hard pink nipples.
 
    
 
   Sheldon and Mathers gazed in fascination at Lisa’s jiggling breast for a moment as she took a sip of coffee with one hand, while vigorously fondling Mathers with the other, hidden out of sight.
 
    
 
   “Look at these bad boys,” grunted Mathers, reaching over to fondle Lisa’s breasts.
 
    
 
   Lisa just giggled and covered her mouth, glancing over to see Sheldon’s reaction, a crooked smile on her face.  Sheldon gulped and stared as Mathers squeezed’s Lisa’s boobs and then pinched her nipples gently.  He felt his gut churning with jealously as his wife casually allowed herself to be groped at the breakfast table.
 
    
 
   “For fuck’s sake, cut it out, you two,” cried  Sheldon jumping to his feet and accidentally sending his chair falling backward with a loud thunk onto the floor.
 
    
 
   Lisa and John were both startled and Lisa clasped her robe closed reflexively.
 
    
 
   “I can’t take this shit!” shouted Sheldon pointing at Mathers accusingly.  “Lisa is MY wife, not your goddamn fuck toy!  This whole thing is getting completely out of hand.”  But as quickly as Sheldon’s anger flashed, it passed away and he frowned sadly at his wife.    “Lisa, how could you do this to me?  Don’t  you care about my feelings anymore?” he whined.
 
    
 
   Lisa jumped to her own feet and her robe opened briefly to expose her bush.  “Look Sheldon, don’t try to guilt trip me.  You were the one that brought up this threesome idea in the first place.  And you were right, our love life was in the dumps before this whole thing.  I thought you were going to be a rational adult about this whole thing.  John is strictly my fuck buddy, nothing more.  But if you can’t handle that, well maybe you should take a break and go stay at a hotel yourself.  I refuse to be shamed when you started this whole thing.”   Lisa’s ire was up and her eye flashed as she delivered her tirade.  She drew her robe closed with a flourish and stalked off angrily back to the bedroom.
 
    
 
   “Baby, now wait, you can’t leave me hanging like that.  I got blue balls!” cried Mathers, jumping to his feet and letting his towel drop to the floor.  His swollen phallus jutted out in front of him eagerly as he chased Lisa down the hall.
 
    
 
   “Go jerk yourself off, I’m not in the mood,” called Lisa, slamming and locking the bedroom door behind her.
 
    
 
   “But you didn’t even touch your breakfast,” called Sheldon lamely.
 
    
 
   “Good job, asshat,” snickered Mathers, sauntering back into the room with his cock swinging jauntily before him.  “You managed to piss her off royally.”  The well hung house guest dropped heavily back into his chair and bent over his own breakfast with relish.  “Good eggs, though.  Nice and fluffy.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Teaching a wife new ways to entertain her guests
 
    
 
   Lisa gave Sheldon the cold shoulder when he got back from work, but he kept pestering her until he wore down her resolve with his high-pitched apologies.
 
    
 
   “Look honey, I’m sorry, but please try to see this from my point of view,” said Sheldon trailing after Lisa as she straightened up the living room.  “When I first suggested this wife-sharing thing, I had no idea that it would escalate so rapidly.”
 
    
 
   Lisa sniffed dismissively and punched the pillows on the couch ferociously.
 
    
 
   Just then the front door slammed and Mathers’ voice came booming from the front hall.  “Honey, I’m home and I brought some visitors!”
 
    
 
   Sheldon grimaced with annoyance at the way John pretended Lisa was his own wife and Lisa eyed Sheldon with a frown and replied in kind,  “We are in the living room, darling!” she called and then stuck out her tongue at Sheldon petulantly.
 
    
 
   Mathers came into the room dressed in sweat clothes and accompanied by two other big men wearing shorts and t-shirts.  All three were covered in sweat and stunk of body odor.
 
    
 
   “Lisa, these are my two pals from the gym, Andy and Kumar,” the two men, one caucasian, the other darker and possibly Indian,  nodded pleasantly at Lisa but ignored Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Hello, boys,” said Lisa, straightening her glasses and cocking a hip playfully.  She looked the big men up and down.  “What’s the matter, don’t they have showers at your gym?” she asked, arching an eyebrow and wrinkling her nose.
 
    
 
   “Well I was telling my pals about our little arrangement here and they got real excited by the idea and wanted to come straight over here to meet you,” said John, spreading his hands wide.  “I was hoping that you would, uh, entertain my friends here and strut your stuff for them a little bit.”
 
    
 
   “Wait, what?” squeaked Sheldon in surprise, his pulse quickening rapidly.
 
    
 
   “Quiet, Sheldon, let me handle this,” said Lisa, pushing Sheldon aside and putting her hands on her hips to face the men head on.  “What did you have in mind, there, John?” she asked with an impish smile.
 
    
 
   “Well, I thought you might put on some slinky lingerie and show the boys what you got going on,” said John, rubbing his big meaty hands together expectantly.
 
    
 
   “Now Mathers, this is just going too far, I will not stand for this,” piped up Sheldon, waving a finger at John angrily.
 
    
 
   Andy and Kumar snickered when the saw the dramatic pantomime of concern on Mathers’ face.  “Sheldon, Sheldon, why I would never want to make you uncomfortable, buddy.  I’m just asking Lisa for a little bit of hospitality for our guests.”
 
    
 
   “That sounds reasonable, John,” agreed Lisa, shooting her husband a wicked grin.  “After all, Sheldon, I want to be a good hostess, don’t I?”
 
    
 
   “Good hostess?” cried Sheldon. “By galavanting half naked in front of some sweaty apes who we’ve never met?”
 
    
 
   “Please, Sheldon, try to be civil and not insult our guests.   We are all primates here after all,” said John reasonably, eliciting a round of raucous laughter from his buddies and a demure titter from Lisa.
 
    
 
   “He’s right Sheldon, you are being terribly impolite, please apologize and offer our guests some drinks,” said Lisa.  “I will run and change into something more, inviting, to entertain our guests.”
 
    
 
   Sheldon just crossed his arms obstinately and refused to budge while Lisa ran off to the bedroom to change.
 
    
 
   John and his friends ignored Sheldon and headed to the kitchen to help themselves to some beers.  They returned to the living room and gathered together in a circle while Sheldon stood awkwardly to the side.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, well, I admit, I thought you were shitting us, Mathers,” said Kumar, taking a swig of beer.  “But she does seem up for anything.”
 
 
   “True, but you didn’t mention what a nerd she is,” countered Andy.  “Is she gonna come out here in a girdle and some granny bra or something?”  The three men chuckled lewdly.  “And what’s up with cuck boy over here, is he gonna give us grief about this.  I thought you said he liked to watch.”
 
    
 
   “Ah, he likes to piss and moan about it, but once I get my dick into his woman, he just shuts his trap and starts spanking it,” said Mathers holding up his beer to Sheldon in a mock salute.
 
    
 
   “That’s so fucking weird,” commented Kumar.  “Hey man, Sheldon?  Don’t you get jealous watching Mathers dick your wife, dude?  I mean, that’s so fucked up.”
 
    
 
   “I, uh, I mean,” stammered Sheldon, his face burning with shame.  “That’s not really any of you business, now is it?”
 
    
 
   “Well, I hope to be dicking her myself in a few minutes, so, yeah, I think it is my business.  I deserve to know what’s going on here.  I’m not actually an asshole and wouldn’t want to fuck some other guy’s wife unless he was cool with it,” replied Kumar seriously.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, Kumar, when did you get all high and mighty about it?” asked Andy incredulously.
 
    
 
   “I never fuck with married women, Andy,” replied Kumar.  “I have a sense of honor, you know.”
 
    
 
   “No, no, he’s right, Andy,” agreed John.  “Believe me, I wouldn’t have ever gotten into this unless I knew Sheldon was ok with it.  And these two are way more than OK with it, they are getting off on it, big time.  I feel like a fucking marriage counsellor, putting the spice back in their love life.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, you are a real fucking Dr. Ruth,” joked Andy, cracking up with laughter as John and Kumar joined in.  Even Sheldon had to stifle a grin in spite of himself.
 
    
 
   “Ok, but seriously, Sheldon, what’s up with this?  Are you cool with us dogging your wife?” asked Kumar, gazing at Sheldon earnestly.
 
    
 
   “Of course not,” sputtered Sheldon in indignation.  “I never meant for this whole thing to get so out of hand.”
 
    
 
   “Oh please don’t be such a baby,” sighed Lisa, coming back into the room.  Everyone stopped and stared at her in her sexy outfit.  Lisa wore a flimsy see-through bra that barely restrained her bouncing bosom, through which her stiff nipples were plainly visible.   Her panties were lace and only barely covered her neat bush and she sported black, thigh-high stockings on her gorgeous legs.
 
    
 
   Andy whistled appreciatively, looking Lisa’s body up and down.  “Wow, talk about a sexy librarian,” he said gripping his jock unconsciously.
 
    
 
   “You like?” asked Lisa bashfully, batting her lashes at the big sweaty stranger.
 
    
 
   “Show them your ass,” encouraged John eagerly.
 
    
 
   Lisa complied willingly and turned to present her round white rump to the trio, her panties just concealing her ass crack and leaving little to the imagination.
 
    
 
   “Goddamn,” grunted Kumar in admiration.  “She’s got some junk back there.”
 
    
 
   “Lisa, Kumar, is worried about doing the honorable thing.  He doesn’t want to come between you and your husband,” said John, giving Sheldon an fiendish grin.  “I tried explaining the situation to him, but Sheldon started crying like a schoolgirl over here.  Is there anything you can do to put Kumar at ease?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, come on now,” said Kumar, raising his hands defensively.
 
    
 
   Lisa strode over to Kumar boldly and thrust her chest toward him.  “What’s the matter, Kumar, don’t you like me?” asked Lisa coyly, putting her finger in her mouth and looking up and Kumar innocently.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit, I like you fine, but, uh, I don’t want to fuck another guy’s wife,” said Kumar, staring mesmerized by Lisa’s boobs as she shimmied her shoulders seductively.
 
    
 
   “Why Kumar, you naughty boy, no one said that you could fuck me,” teased Lisa with a glint in her eye.  “I’m just trying to be a good hostess for my guests and make them feel welcome.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah right,” said Kumar, watching with interest as Lisa massaged her boobs and pinched her nipples provocatively.  
 
    
 
   “Sheldon, tell Kumar how much you enjoy watching John violate me,” coaxed Lisa, slipping her hand down the front of her panties so she could finger herself.
 
    
 
   “What?” croaked Sheldon, feeling the sweat beading on his brow as his gut churned with anxiety and arousal.
 
    
 
   “Did you or didn’t you jerk off watching John and I do 69 last night?” asked Lisa impatiently, looking up into Kumar’s dark eyes lustily.  She had never been with a dark skinned man before and was wondering what Kumar’s penis looked like.
 
    
 
   “Honey, please, do we have to do this?” begged Sheldon, eyeing the big men with shame.  Andy and Mathers smirked back at him arrogantly, but Kumar’s eyes were latched onto Lisa’s jiggling knockers.
 
    
 
   “I’m just asking you to tell the truth, dear.  Is that so hard?” asked Lisa, reaching out and running her fingers along Kumar’s huge arms with interest.
 
    
 
   Kumar pulled his eyes from Lisa’s chest for a minute and fixed Sheldon with a quizzical look.
 
    
 
   “Ok, ok, I admit, I guess I’m a fucking pervert, ok?” exclaimed Sheldon, throwing his hands up in exasperation.  “Go ahead and bang her then, all three of you!”
 
    
 
   “Darling, please, don’t be silly,” said Lisa.  “Why, we are just having a perfectly innocent little get together here.  Must you be so lewd?”
 
    
 
   “Oh please,” muttered Sheldon pacing back and forth anxiously.
 
    
 
   “Now, boys, we simply must get you out of these sweaty clothes.  Take off those filthy clothes and I  will run and throw these things right into the washing machine,” said Lisa.
 
    
 
   “Sounds good to me,” said Andy.  “But I didn’t bring a change of clothes.”
 
    
 
   “That’s no problem, we are all adults here, aren’t we?” asked Lisa reasonably, eyeing the growing bulge in Kumar’s trunks.
 
    
 
   “I still feel a little weird about this,” said Kumar covering his crotch awkwardly.
 
    
 
   “Wow, you are really a prude, huh?” asked Andy, slipping his shorts down easily and letting his boner pop out.  He pointed the straining shaft toward Lisa insolently while she eyed his rod judiciously.
 
    
 
   “You’ve got quite a stiffy, there, Andy,” she commented casually.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, once I got a look at your body in that outfit, I sprung one,” he said casually, stripping off his shirt and handing it to her.
 
    
 
   Lisa took his shirt and bent down to examine Andy’s penis more closely.  “Hmm, how big is this?  Have you measured it?” she asked, curiously.
 
    
 
   “Heh, heh, no, I never measured it,” admitted Andy, stroking his cock while Lisa looked on, her face just a few inches from his shaft.
 
    
 
   “Which one of you has the biggest one, do you think?” asked Lisa as John shucked off his tshirt and shorts, freeing his own erection which was standing proudly at attention.
 
    
 
   “Damned if I know, probably Kumar, since he’s the brown guy,” laughed John handing Lisa his damp gym clothes.
 
    
 
   “Don’t be racist, bro,” joked Kumar.
 
    
 
   “Ok, Kumar, give me those clothes now, John and Andy were good boys and handed over their nasty gym clothes, now it’s your turn,” said Lisa with a little smile on her face.
 
    
 
   Kumar looked over at Sheldon as he paced nervously in the corner and hesitated.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I know,” said Lisa brightly, snapping her fingers.  “You don’t want to feel underdressed around me.  I thought that I was dressed pretty casually as it was, but I don’t mind making you feel more comfortable.  Here I will take this bra and panties off.”  And with that she unsnapped her bra and dropped it on the pile of sweaty gym clothes at her feet, then wriggled cutely out of panties, dropped them to her ankles and stepped out of them delicately.
 
    
 
   “Holy fuck!” said Kumar, startled to see Lisa’s naked body all at once.  He admired her pale curvaceous form and his hardon raised a huge bulge in his pants.
 
    
 
   “Lisa, how can you act like this is just an innocent get together?” complained Sheldon, trying to hide his own erection as the three men ogled his wife’s naked torso as she stood there in nothing but stockings.
 
    
 
   “You’re the one with the dirty mind,” laughed Lisa.  “I’m just trying to make our guest feel at home.  I wouldn’t want them to feel underdressed. Now Kumar, I am going to take these shorts right off you if you won’t cooperate like a good boy.”  Before Kumar could react, Lisa grabbed the waistband of his shorts and yanked them down.  Kumar’s massive phallus came flipping up and slapped Lisa right under her chin causing her to giggle madly.  “Wow, your johnson is quite fired up, isn’t he,” she said, pushing his dong away from her face as Kumar stepped out of his shorts. 
 
    
 
   “Um, yeah, I guess so,” admitted Kumar, stripping out of his shirt.
 
    
 
   “I do think Kumar has the biggest penis of all of you,” said Lisa.  “But wow, you guys all sure work hard at the gym.  Look at these six packs,” gasped Lisa in admiration.
 
   “You like that?” asked Andy, bending down and flexing for Lisa.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, you look healthy alright,” said Lisa, “But I think I like Kumar the best.  His penis is the biggest.”
 
    
 
   “Um, really, Lisa?” complained Sheldon rubbing his head and continuing his worried pacing.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I don’t think Kumar’s dick is bigger than mine,” said John, jerking his dick to make it harder. He squeezed the shaft until the head turned dark red and bulged outward like a mushroom cap.
 
    
 
   “I could go get a ruler,” suggested Lisa brightly, rubbing and pinching her nipples distractedly while she eyed Kumar’s big meaty dick.
 
    
 
   “Nah, just measure with your hands,” suggested Andy lewdly.  “Here, measure mine first.”
 
    
 
   “I want to measure Kumar first,” said Lisa reaching out and grabbing Kumar’s cock. 
 
    
 
   He grunted with pleasure and put his hands on Lisa’s shoulders while she tugged his rod with one hand and reached under to cradles his balls in the other.
 
    
 
   “My god, Kumar, you have the genitals of a bull,” gushed Lisa excitedly as she stood there naked surrounded by three naked men while her husband looked on desperately.  “Your testicles are simply enormous.”
 
    
 
   “Why, shucks, Lisa,” said Kumar.  “I don’t know what to say.  You have a nice set of knockers yourself.”  He slid his hands down Lisa’s chest and weighed her heavy bosoms in his big hands.
 
    
 
   “Now you can’t tell me this isn’t sexual.  I thought you were going to put their clothes in the laundry,” cried Sheldon in annoyance, adjusting his boner so that it was less obvious.
 
    
 
   “Oh, don’t be silly darling,” said Lisa lustily.  “Why, I am just examining Kumar’s specimen here.  I just haven’t held such a large phallus before and I am curious about it.  Why don’t you grab the clothes and drop them into the washing machine for us?  I am a bit preoccupied here.”  She tugged on Kumar’s dick earnestly while Andy and John edged in closer, their own stiff cocks pointed at her eagerly.
 
    
 
   “For fuck’s sake,” complained Sheldon, pushing between the big men and grabbing the sodden pile of stinky clothes from the floor.  He hauled the clothes off while Lisa giggled and exchanged quiet murmurs with Kumar as she worked his big dick.
 
    
 
   Sheldon dropped the clothes in the washing machine and added detergent, and ran the load.  Grateful for the break, but eager to get back and watch.  He felt a bit shy about jerking off while he watched his wife there naked with these men.  By the time he returned to the living room, Lisa was bent over sucking on Kumar’s dick while John dogged her from behind and Andy was just masturbating while he watched.
 
    
 
   “Dammit, Lisa,” said Sheldon. “You said you wouldn’t fuck them.”
 
    
 
   “We are just talking, darling, my goodness, you get so jealous over nothing,” giggled Lisa before resuming her felatio.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, just a friendly chat among friends,” chortled John as he pounded his cock into Lisa from behind over and over again, humping her madly with his hands locked onto her soft pale hips.
 
    
 
   “I’m out of here,” cried Sheldon, unable to stand by any longer.  He didn’t want to stay and watch Kumar take his turn with Lisa and hear her cry out in passion as he made her cum.  Or watch while each of the big jocks pumped their load into his wife on on her face and chest.  It was too intense, he was afraid he might literally have a heart attack.
 
    
 
   
  
 

The Scandal Spirals Out of Control
 
    
 
   Sheldon went to his Quantified Self meetup, but he was too distracted to pay attention to the ignite talks.  He kept picturing his wife Lisa getting punctured by Kumar’s huge dong.  He tried talking to a woman about her realtime blood sugar monitor whose sensor was literally inserted into her stomach but he kept thinking about Kumar and his wife.   He saw the image of Kumar’s dick sliding in and out of Lisa’s tight cunt over and over, pushing in and pulling out, while her boobs jiggled and she moaned with pleasure, in and out, over and over, until she cried out in climax and he emptied load after load after load of hot semen inside her.
 
    
 
   “Are you alright?” asked the woman, whose name Sheldon couldn’t remember.  She looked at him with concern.  “You look pale.”  Then she glanced down at the tent Sheldon’s erection was pitching in his loose trousers and made a face of slight disgust before quickly averting his eyes. 
 
    
 
   “Uh, sorry,” said Sheldon, awkwardly covering his priapism.  “I’m not feeling well,” he smiled at her sickly and she patted him on the shoulder gingerly as she moved on to talk to someone else.
 
    
 
   Sheldon tucked himself away in the corner of the lunch room of the startup hosting the QS event and watching the chattering crowd of Silicon Valley techno elite comparing notes on their various personal tech gadgets and data analysis techniques.  He normally took to this sort of thing like a fish to water, but today he was just too distracted to join the fun.  So he just brooded off to the side, nursing his on the organic paleo fruit and nut mix and sipping his sparkling water moodily.  Visions of his wife’s adultery playing and replaying in his mind.

The house was dark and quiet when he got home and he didn’t even want to see who was in his bed with his wife, so he gathered some blankets and slept on the couch.  He arose early the next morning before anyone else and hurried off to work.
 
    
 
   He was distracted all day and his boss Ira noticed his discomfiture.  Ira stopped by Sheldon’s cubicle as he was preparing to leave at the end of the day.  He leaned against the cube partition with one arm up and Sheldon couldn’t help but picture the boss character from the movie Office Space. 
 
    
 
   “Sheldon, you seem distracted today.  Is there something you would like to talk about?” asked Ira sympathetically.  
 
    
 
   “Err, no.  I’m fine,” lied Sheldon as he packed his laptop into his bag.
 
    
 
   “Let me guess, it has something to do with that jerky neighbor of yours,” said Sheldon with a knowing smile.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, am I that transparent?” asked Sheldon in surprise as he stood to leave.  He felt uncomfortable talking about this with his work supervisor.  He didn’t want his personal problems to spill over into his work life.  He edged around Ira carefully, implicitly signalling his urge to leave.
 
    
 
   “Hey, look, let’s go back to your place and talk it over.  Believe it or not, I have some experience with polyamory and I might be able to offer you some pointers,” said Ira with a toothy grin.
 
    
 
   Sheldon’s stomach lurched at Ira’s insinuating comments and his mouth word soundlessly for a moment as he suppressed the urge to tell his boss to fuck off.  He had half a mind to go marching directly to HR and report Ira for inappropriate behavior, but Sheldon couldn’t bring himself to do it.  Ira was a good manager and had taught Sheldon a lot.  So he swallowed his pride and said, “Err, I don’t know anything about polyamory, but you are certainly welcome to come by for a dink any time.”
 
    
 
   “Wonderful, I will follow you home then,” said Ira patting Sheldon on the shoulder and strutting away.
 
    
 
   Sheldon was annoyed with himself on the drive home.  He wished he had found some way to put Ira off.  He feared that he would invite Ira into his house only to find John pounding Lisa on the living room carpet.  He wondered how Ira’s experience with polyamory would help him then.
 
    
 
   When they arrived at Sheldon’s place, Ira parked in front of the house and bounded out of his car to  join Sheldon as he walked up the driveway to his front door.
 
    
 
   “Ira, let me just tell Lisa you are here first,” said Sheldon nervously holding up one hand to forestall Ira on the doorstep. 
 
    
 
   “By all means,” agreed Ira, bowing graciously.
 
    
 
   “Honey, I’m home,” called Sheldon as he opened the door slowly, his pulse pounding with anxiety that Lisa would be sucking John’s dick in the plain sight.  But he heard no response to his call, so he motioned for Ira to enter.
 
    
 
   “Ahh, Lisa must not be home yet,” he said with relief.  “Would you like a beer?”
 
    
 
   “Definitely,” agreed Ira.
 
    
 
   Sheldon grabbed a couple of beers and motioned for Ira to join him at the kitchen table.
 
    
 
   “Look, I’m not going to beat around the bush here, Sheldon,” said Ira, leaning back in his chair expansively.  “But you are clearly doing this polyamory thing wrong.  You can’t have Lisa sucking off a rude idiot like your neighbor in a nice restaurant like that.  It’s tacky.”
 
    
 
   “Believe me, that wasn’t my idea,” said Sheldon, a sudden feeling of relief washing over him as he finally found someone to talk this problem over with.  “When I brought up the idea of wife sharing with Lisa, I never imagined she would choose a dolt like John.”
 
    
 
   “Ahh, that was her idea then,” said Ira nodding his head.  “See, you should have insisted that she take a nice educated professional as a lover.  Someone with class and a sense of decorum.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, yes,” said Sheldon, excitedly, waving his beer for emphasis.  “That was my thought, exactly!”
 
   “Someone like myself,” said Ira, looking Sheldon in the eye carefully.
 
    
 
   Sheldon stopped short, his enthusiasm squelched.  “Err, Ira?” he said, feeling sick to his stomach.
 
    
 
   “I always thought that Lisa was a fine looking woman,” said Ira hurriedly, beads of sweat forming on his brow.
 
    
 
   “But Ira,” protested Sheldon weakly.
 
    
 
   “I think I could satisfy her,” continued Ira desperately.  “She just needs a firm hand.”
 
    
 
   Sheldon was about to argue further when a loud cry of passion was heard from the guest bedroom down the hall.
 
    
 
   “Hmm, that doesn’t sound like Lisa,” muttered Sheldon in surprise.  “John must have some other woman in there this evening.”
 
    
 
   “Wait, John is staying with you?” asked Ira in amazement.  
 
    
 
   There was another loud cry of lust and the blood drained slowly from Ira’s face as he heard it.  “My god,” he said simply.  “I thought that BMW across the street looked suspiciously like Miriam’s.”
 
    
 
   “Miriam’s?” asked Sheldon, feeling his blood run cold in his veins.  “Surely you don’t think…”
 
    
 
   But at that moment Miriam’s voice could be clearly heard.  “Fuck me John, you savage goon, fuck me like the animal you are!”
 
    
 
   Ira slammed his beer down and leapt to his feet.  “Why that bitch!” he cried.  “I’ll kill her!”  He ran down the hall to the guest room with Sheldon close behind.
 
    
 
   “Now don’t do anything rash,” cautioned Sheldon worriedly.
 
    
 
   Ira burst into the guest room to find Miriam completely naked on the bed. She was on all fours, getting dogged by John from behind while an equally naked Lisa kneeled beside her, sucking on one of John’s nipples.
 
    
 
   “You filthy whore!” cried Ira pointing at Miriam dramatically as he stood in the doorway.  “I should slap you silly for this!”
 
    
 
   “Haha, calm down poindexter,” laughed John, gripping Miriam by her slim hips as he drove his cock into her over and over again.   “Miriam deserves a good dicking every now and then.”
 
   “You think I’m a nerd, huh?” said Ira, rolling up his sleeves angrily.  “But I have a black belt in Karate, and I am about to kick your ass.”
 
    
 
   “Darling, please, control yourself,” panted Miriam, her eyes glassy with passion as she started to realize that her husband had arrived and was making threatening gestures.
 
    
 
   “Really?  What degree black belt?” asked John nonchalantly as he continued to hump Miriam on the bed.  “Let me just finish busting my nut and we can see how your Karate stands up to my third degree black belt in Tae Kwon Do.”
 
    
 
   Ira stopped short at that as Lisa jumped from the bed and threw herself at him.  “Ira, you mustn't fight John.  He will hurt you.  He’s an animal,” she pleaded as she put her hands on Ira’s shoulders trying to hold him back.
 
    
 
   Ira looked down at Lisa’s pale naked body and he drank in the sight of her large pendulous breasts with their pert pink nipples down past her shapely torso to her well trimmed patch of pubic hair and then to her gorgeous legs.  Without thinking he reached out and grabbed one her big boobs in each of his hands and started kneading them, relishing their firmness and heft.
 
    
 
   “There you go, Ira, just play with my boobies and settle down,” giggled Lisa, shooting Sheldon a devilish wink.  “And let’s talk about that raise for Sheldon.”
 
    
 
   “You fucking hussy, get away from my husband!” cried Miriam resentfully, her own boobs swaying back and forth as John continued to bang her furiously from behind, never missing a beat.
 
    
 
   “Oh, don’t be a hypocrite, dear,” laughed Lisa over her shoulder as Ira took her into his arms.  “It’s not my fault if your husband can’t keep his hands off my knockers.”  Lisa touched the bulge in Ira’s trousers and cooed.  “And look, he’s really popping a stiffy over them too.  I might need to take care of this for him.”
 
    
 
   “I will claw your goddamn eyes out,” screamed Miriam, pointing a menacing talon at Lisa.
 
    
 
   “John, can’t you fuck her a little harder or something to take her mind off this?” asked Lisa sweetly as she unzipped Ira’s fly and pulled out his stiff penis.
 
    
 
   “Oh christ, Lisa,” moaned Sheldon as his wife dropped to her knees and started sucking his boss off.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, you are getting too uppity, Miriam,” said John.  “Here, put your face in the pillow.”  And with that, he pushed Miriam’s face down into the pillow and held her head down while he continued to fuck her.
 
   “Oh, god, you brute, how dare you,” whimpered Miriam.
 
    
 
   “You like that huh?” he asked with delight as his hips slapped madly against Miriam’s ass.
 
    
 
   “Yes, yes, ugh, I am coming,” grunted Miriam, shuddering with a climax as John manhandled her.
 
    
 
   “Hey, go easy on my wife,” panted Ira, gripping Lisa by the ears as she sucked his dong with abandon.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I’ll go easy on her, watch this,” said John, withdrawing his big rod from Miriam’s sodden cooch and rushing around the bed.  He entwined his fingers in her hair and jerked her head up brutally, jerking his dick just inches from her face with his other hand.
 
    
 
   “You wouldn’t dare!” cried Miriam gazing at John’s red, swollen phallus with desire.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes I would!” crowed John.  His penis started spurting semen out just at that moment, and he coated Miriam’s face with sticky globs of cum, leering triumphantly at Ira as he watched helplessly with his own dick in Sheldon’s wife’s mouth.  “How you like me now, Ira?” he asked rudely.
 
    
 
   “You are a fucker,” said Ira weakly, but Lisa was sucking so hard on his cock that his eyes rolled back in his head and he blew his own wad right down her throat making her cough and choke.
 
    
 
   Lisa pushed Ira away and bent over gagging as he bowed down to see if she was alright. He shot Sheldon an apologetic gaze.
 
    
 
   “You are the fucker!” cried Miriam, jumping from the bed and throwing herself naked at her husband.  Sheldon couldn’t help admiring how sexy her body was and how slutty  she looked with John’s jizz all over face.  She slapped Ira’s face sharply as he rose from comforting Lisa.
 
    
 
   “How can you be angry?” he cried indignantly. “You’ve got that neanderthal’s semen all over your face!  You are supposed to discuss it with me before sleeping with other men.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, like you discussed it with me before coming over here to fuck Lisa?” shrieked Miriam, her nipples stiff with anger.  “You knew she was game when we caught her sucking John off at the steak house and you couldn’t wait for her to wrap her filthy lips around your pathetic little pecker.”
 
    
 
   “He’s not that small,” objected Lisa, finally recover from her coughing fit as Sheldon helped her to her feet.
 
    
 
   “You keep out of this, Jezebel,” snapped Miriam haughtily, fixing Lisa with an imperious glare that made her shrink back and hide behind Sheldon.  Then she turned on Ira and pointed a finger at him.  “I know just how to handle this, Ira.  I am just going to go jump in my car and pay your brother a littler visit.”
 
    
 
   Ira’s face blanched.  “Miriam, you wouldn’t!”
 
    
 
   “I’ve seen how he looks at me since he got divorced from Sharon, and the way he paws at me when he comes over for supper and has had a few too many.  I’m going to drive right over to his condo right now and offer him some bedroom entertainment,” she snatched up her purse and stalked out of the room, still completely naked with Ira trailing after, struggling clumsily to get his limp penis back into his pants as he went.
 
    
 
   “Miriam, be reasonable!” he implored.  “You aren’t even dressed!”
 
    
 
   “All the better!  I’ll just show up stark naked on his doorstep, and Arty and I can forgo the foreplay and get right down to business!” she screamed from the entryway as she stormed out of the house.
 
    
 
   John, Lisa, and Sheldon rushed down the hall after Ira as he chased his wife.
 
   “Wow, she really ran right out the door completely naked,” exclaimed Lisa.  “That took chutzpah.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t try to pronounce Yiddish with your shiksa mouth,” sighed Ira as he hurried out the door after Miriam.
 
    
 
   “He’s not going to catch her,” observed Sheldon as Miriam stormed, totally nude but for her purse, right past their elderly neighbor Mr. Potter, and jumped into her car.
 
    
 
   Mr. Potter stared after Miriam’s departing car for a moment and then at Ira as he ran past and jumped into his own car and sped after his wife.  Then he looked back at Sheldon and Lisa standing in their front door and his eyes widened as he took in the sight of Lisa’s naked body.
 
    
 
   “Lisa!” exclaimed Mr. Potter.  “You aren’t decent, my dear!  Cover yourself for goodness sake.”
 
    
 
   “Oops,” said Lisa, blushing furiously as she ducked out of view, back into the hallway.  “What am I thinking?”
 
    
 
   “I think you are pretty decent,” said John, embracing Sheldon’s wife playfully.
 
    
 
   “Oh you do huh?” she asked, gripping his dangling cock and tilting her head back to receive a kiss.
 
    
 
   “What is going on around here, Sheldon?” demanded Mr. Potter, as he marched resolutely up to the door.  “There are naked women running around everywhere and all sorts of shenanigans!”
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Mr. Potter.  That was Miriam, my boss’ wife,” admitted Sheldon standing in the doorway and holding his hands up in supplication.
 
    
 
   Potter peered around Sheldon and gasped when he saw John and Lisa, both of them naked, embracing and making out in the hallway.  He shook his wrinkled finger at Lisa to scold her.  “And why is your sweet innocent wife playing hanky panky with some strange man right behind your back like this?” he asked.  “Lisa, you are a good girl.  Don’t do that to poor Sheldon!” he shouted.
 
    
 
   “Oh, My. Potter, you are so old-fashioned.  Haven’t you heard of polyamory?” she asked as she tugged on John’s penis blatantly bringing back to life, in plain site of old Mr. Potter.
 
    
 
   “Good god, girl, are you just going to handle that man’s johnson right in front of me?” he asked in amazement.  “Have you no shame?”  But he watched in fascination as Sheldon’s buxom naked wife stroked John’s dick until it was standing rigidly at attention.
 
   “I guess not,” giggled Lisa.  “If you promise not to tell Mrs. Potter, I will let you watch what we do next.”
 
    
 
   “That would be so fucked up,” laughed John.
 
    
 
   “I, I,” struggled Mr. Potter, sweat beading up on his liver spotted forehead.  “Is this polyamory?” he asked weakly.
 
    
 
   “Come on in and see for yourself,” said John picking up Sheldon’s unclothed wife and carrying her back down the hall to the guest bedroom.
 
    
 
   “Can I watch?” Mr. Potter asked Sheldon
 
    
 
   “Why now?” replied Sheldon, stepping aside querulously.  “Privacy is a thing of the past!”
 
    
 
   Potter just ignored him and scurried after the retreating couple.  Sheldon heard them close and lock the door and he shook his head in resignation.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Consolation in the arms of another jilted lover
 
    
 
   Sheldon trudged out of his house into the mild summer evening.  He took a deep breath trying to calm his nerves and noticed the sweet smell of freshly cut grass in the air.  The landscaping all around him was green and lush in spite of the drought and the only sound he could hear was the chirping of cricket.  Sheldon felt himself relaxing in the quiet suburban atmosphere of his neighborhood.  He realized that he was hungry and considered going out to dinner when he noticed Celia Mathers, John’s wife standing on the sidewalk looking at him strangely.
 
    
 
   “Hey Sheldon,” she said.  “I want to talk to you.”
 
    
 
   Sheldon noted that Celia looked a bit haggard.  There were dark lines under her eyes and her hair was a bit disheveled.  As he approached, he noticed a strong scent of alcohol and realized that Celia was drunk.
 
    
 
   “How are you holding up, Celia?” asked Sheldon softly, feeling sorry for his neighbor.  “Have you been sleeping enough?”
 
    
 
   “Fuck no,” said Celia.  “You know how hard it is to get to sleep in big house all by yourself?  Every creaking floorboard or tree tapping a window from the wind has me out of bed and checking to make sure all the doors and windows are locked.  I didn’t realize how safe John made me feel until I kicked the bastard out.”
 
    
 
   “Ahh,” said Sheldon, at a loss for words.
 
    
 
   “I know he’s been staying with you.  I see him going in and out.  I assume he’s fucking your slut wife pretty thoroughly.  What kind of sick pervert are you, anyway?”  She said this in a tired voice, drained of malice.  So Sheldon tried to answer her honestly.
 
    
 
   “Um, I never meant for it to play out like this.  Our love life was getting dull and several of my friends at work were involved with polyamory, so I started discussing it with Lisa to see if she would be interested,” said Sheldon, holding up his hands in supplication.
 
    
 
   “Polyamory?” asked Celia, raising a skeptical eyebrow.
 
    
 
   “Basically just having multiple lovers, like an open marriage,” sighed Sheldon.  “But I just sort of casually broached the topic and the next thing I knew she was propositioning your husband and he just jumped at the opportunity.”  Sheldon felt his face growing hot and he clenched his fist in anger.  “I never intended to share my wife with John!  I wanted to find a nice nerdy engineer like myself.  Someone I could relate to.”
 
    
 
   “Some other limpdick that you wouldn’t feel threatened by,” snapped Celia.  But her expression softened when she noticed Sheldon’s genuine sadness.  “Ah fuck, I’m sorry Sheldon.  I guess this isn’t your fault.  It’s that whore wife of yours.   Are you going to leave her?”
 
    
 
   “No, I can’t leave her.  I love her too much,” said Sheldon, looking back at his house forlornly.
 
    
 
   “Well if you can’t leave her, maybe you can get her back in some way,” said Celia with a gleam in her eye.  “Give her a taste of her own medicine.  I’d like to give John a taste too.”
 
    
 
   Sheldon looked at Celia in amazement as he realized what she was suggesting.
 
    
 
   “Uh, I don’t like the sound of this,” he said nervously.
 
    
 
   “What’s the matter, don’t you think I’m sexy?” she asked, grinning at him lewdly and gripping her breasts through her t-shirt.  “I suck a mean dick, you know.”
 
    
 
   Sheldon had never thought of Celia sexually before, but the way that she crudely propositioned him caused his penis to slowly inflate.  He was about to protest further, but paused for a moment and looked Celia’s body up and down.  She was wearing tight jeans and a snug t-shirt, and he noticed that she was thinner than Lisa, with a more taut, lithe body.  The thought of fucking her started to appeal to him on many levels.
 
    
 
   “It would be poetic justice for us to have sex.  I’m sure both Lisa AND John would be infuriated,” said Sheldon, unconsciously adjusting his stiffening boner.  “But I would really want them to see us in the act to make it more, uh, poignant.”
 
    
 
   “Well we could film it,” said Celia.  “Hey are you popping a boner already?” she asked, eying Sheldon’s trousers in surprise.  She reached out impetuously and grabbed Sheldon’s package.  “Whoa, pretty solid cock for a skinny nerd,” she laughed.  “I might enjoy this revenge sex more than I thought.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll do my best to make it enjoyable,” said Sheldon seriously and Celia cackled in laughter.
 
    
 
   “Ok nerdball, come on over and let’s make a little movie for John and Lisa that will set their hair on end.”
 
    
 
   Sheldon felt a bit awkward accompanying Celia back to her house, but his heart was pounding madly with excitement and his penis was standing stiffly at attention. He had never had a woman throw herself at him sexually before, and he was tingling with anticipation.  Celia was swaying drunkenly and he had to steady her several times as they crossed her lawn.
 
    
 
   “Hey, are you sure you know what you are doing?  You seem pretty drunk,” said Sheldon as they entered Celia’s living room.  He looked around and noticed that the normally tidy space was strewn with beer cans and containers of half-eaten take out food.  It made him sad to see how deeply John’s affair with Lisa was disturbing Celia’s life.  She wasn’t even taking the time to care for her home as she normally did.
 
    
 
   “I know what I’m doing,” said Celia angrily.  “I’m not THAT fucking drunk.  Now help me setup John’s new camera.  He has a tripod in his office somewhere.  I’ll go slip into something slutty.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, thanks,” said Sheldon as he wandered into John’s office.  He found the camera and tripod easily and returned to the living room to set it up.  “Uh, where should I set this up?” he called hesitantly.
 
    
 
   “Facing the couch, idiot,” called Celia from upstairs.
 
    
 
   Sheldon cringed at the insult and proceeded to setup the camera and tripod.  It stung him a bit that Celia was being so rude, but it was also pretty kinky that they were planning to fuck without liking each other particularly much.
 
    
 
   Celia came tripping down the stairs in her bra and panties.  Sheldon stared at her skinny little body with her flat stomach and pert, jutting breasts, so different from his own wife’s voluptuous figure.  “Ugh, don’t just stand there gawking at my tits with your mouth hanging open, go get us a couple of beers.  You look like you need to loosen up.”
 
    
 
   Sheldon shook his head in bemusement and scurried off to the kitchen to do Celia’s bidding.  He found himself enjoying her sharp tongued harrangues.  He realized that she must be putting up a front to hide her insecurity.  He retrieved beer from the refrigerator and hurried back to the living room.
 
    
 
   “Might as well hit record now and you can edit it later,” sighed Celia, taking a beer from his hand.  “I assume you know how to use all that video editing software being a computer geek as you are.”
 
 
   “Yes Celia, I do know how to use video editing software,” agreed Sheldon with a condescending smile as he checked that the camera had enough free storage.  He adjusted the camera so that the entire couch was visible in the viewfinder and hit the record button.  His stomach was full of butterflies as he sat down next to Celia and opened his beer.
 
    
 
   “So yeah, it really sucks how your wife is seducing my husband, doesn’t it,” said Celia, looking at the camera instead of Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Uh, yeah, it does,” said Sheldon, not sure what to say.  He looked around the messy room.  “It looks like you are taking it pretty hard,” he said gesturing to a bunch of empty beer cans on the coffee table in front of him.
 
    
 
   Celia looked down at the beer cans as though noticing them for the first time, then she waved her arms frantically about while forcing a laugh, “Oh fuck, look at this place.  I guess my housekeeping just goes to shit when my husband is off fucking my nerdy slut whore of neighbor.”  She batted the beer cans aside and sent them tumbling onto the floor and her shrill laughter dissolved into tears.
 
    
 
   Sheldon’s heart went out to his weeping neighbor and he gently encircled her in his arms.  Celia collapsed against his chest, tears flowing freely as she sobbed and choked.  Sheldon looked at the camera in dismay as he patted Celia’s back consolingly.  He became acutely aware of how little clothing she was wearing as his hands brushed her naked skin and Sheldon felt his penis stiffening against his will at this most inappropriate moment.  Celia’s tears gradually subsided and she laid her head against Sheldon’s chest and allowed her hands to drop into his lap.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit,” gasped Celia in surprise when she felt Sheldon’s stiff phallus.  “Sheldon, your dick is hard as a rock.  Doesn’t your boner know when to take fucking break?”
 
    
 
   “Ah, no, I guess not, sorry,” said Sheldon, blushing deeply and gazing at the camera in embarrassment. 
 
    
 
   “Hmm, I think I like that,” purred Celia as she put her face close to Sheldon’s and gripped his rod firmly through his pants.  “Here, kiss me, you horny dork.” 
 
    
 
   Sheldon obliged by giving Celia a chaste kiss on the lips but after a few clumsy moments as they bumped foreheads they were soon passionately making out on the couch.  Sheldon forgot about the camera completely as he squeezed Celia’s boob.  He could feel her nipple growing hard through the thin fabric of her bra and she moaned in pleasure.  She unzipped his fly in response, extracted his penis, and started pulling on it urgently, making Sheldon groan with desire.
 
    
 
   Celia pulled her mouth away from Sheldon’s and was breathing heavily as she bent down to examine Sheldon’s cock.
 
    
 
   “Hmm, nice dick, Sheldon.  Big enough, pretty clean looking.  Handsome, really,” she said with a giggle.  Then she recalled that they were on camera.  “Oh hi there Lisa and John.  Don’t mind me, I am just checking out Sheldon’s gorgeous cock.  Pardon me for one second while I see how it tastes.”  Then she winked at Sheldon devilishly before descended  and wrapping her lips around the head of his penis.  Sheldon sighed in gratification as Celia’s head started bobbing up and down in his lap while she sucked his dick. 
 
    
 
   He gazed into space for a moment, relishing the sensation while Celia made a sensual humming sound as she serviced him.  Sheldon looked into the camera and felt ashamed for a moment but his shame quickly morphed into defiance as he recalled that John and his friends were fucking his wife across this street at just this moment.  So he mustered his courage and spoke to the camera,  “Hmm yes, well John, your wife certainly is enthusiastic about my phallus as you can see.  Lisa, you should pay attention to her technique, because I think you could learn something from Celia about felatio.”
 
    
 
   “Oh you are bad,” laughed Celia, lifting her head and wiping the saliva from her chin.  “Here, show John and Celia how you return a favor.”  With that, Celia, wriggled out of her panties and laid back on the couch, spreading her legs to grant Sheldon access to her neatly trimmed pussy.
 
    
 
   Sheldon ran his hands up Celia’s slim, smooth thighs while he relished the sight of her pink vaginal lips.  He turned to the camera,  “Ahh, yes, thank you, that’s very gracious of you to offer me this, let me have a taste.”  And he buried his face between Celia’s legs making her break out in a fit of laughter.  Her laughter quickly changed to grunts of passion as Sheldon located her clitoris with his tongue and started flicking back and forth.  He spread her labia carefully and gently probed her hole with one finger while she gasped and arched her back in ecstasy.
 
    
 
   “Holy fuck, Sheldon, yes, yes, do that,” cried Celia in delight as Sheldon ate her out.
 
    
 
   His mouth started to cramp as Sheldon madly lapped at Celia’s clit and her vagina was soon sopping wet.  It became lubricated enough for him to start plunging his entire index finger deep inside her while she writhed and bucked under his ministration.  Presently he felt her cunt tighten around his finger and Celia gripped the back of his head as she shuddered with an electrifying orgasm.  He withdrew his head as his fatigued tongue throbbed from the vigorous workout.  He wiped his own glistening chin, slick with Celia’s juices while she fixed him with a glassy gaze of new found admiration.
 
    
 
   “Whoa, Sheldon,” she said, struggling to catch her breath.  “That was literally the best head I have ever received in my entire life. For real.  I think I love you right now.  Climb on top of me and put that dick in me.  I want to make you cum inside me.”
 
    
 
   “Gladly,” exclaimed Sheldon as she wrestled his pants down to his knees and  fell upon his supine neighbor.  His penis slid easily into her hot wet snatch and they both gasped with contentment as he entered her.  Celia gripped Sheldon’s ass and urgently pulled him into her as he started pumping away.  He looked down into her pleading eyes as he fucked her and felt a sort of triumph building within him as he realized that this brazen harridan was really submitting to his cock.
 
    
 
   “Please, Sheldon, please, fuck me harder,” she pleaded earnestly gazing up at him in supplication.  “Own me, Sheldon.  Own me!”
 
    
 
   Sheldon could barely contain himself and was soon releasing his seed within his neighbor’s wife, pumped load after load of hot semen inside her.
 
    
 
   “Don’t pull out, not yet,” she begged as she reached down to figure herself hastily.  “I’m almost there,” she panted.
 
    
 
   Sheldon ground himself into her as deeply as he could while she rubbed her own clitoris and she climaxed a second time with a passionate whimper.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, that was, that was fucking amazing sex, Sheldon,” she told him sincerely.  “You are an outstanding fuck.”
 
    
 
   “You aren’t bad yourself,” said Sheldon, withdrawing his deflating cock from her taut little snatch.  “I light how tight your pussy is,” he said simply.  “I’ll be right back.”  Before heading off the bathroom to wash himself off, he stooped down and gave the thumbs up sign to the camera which made Celia break out laughing again.
 
    
 
   “Actually John & Lisa, I want to thank you for giving me this opportunity to get shagged by Sheldon.  That was totally epic,” said Celia sitting up and throwing her arms into the air.  “I feel like a new WOMAN!”
 
    
 
   Sheldon returned from the bathroom after having washed up and turned off the camera.
 
    
 
   “Ok, Celia, well that was very enjoyable.  Let me put my clothes back on and I will be going,” said Sheldon.
 
    
 
   “Wait, Sheldon,” cried Celia, jumping to her feet.  “Don’t rush off.  Why don’t you stay for a late supper.  I will make you something to eat.”
 
    
 
   Sheldon hesitated and glanced from Celia’s slim naked body which aroused him to the messy living room which annoyed him.
 
    
 
   Celia noticed his disgust and grabbed him by the arm.  “Don’t mind this mess, I will clean it up in no time.  Please don’t go.  I have been so lonely with John gone and I, uh, well I feel bonded with you now since we did the deed.  I want you to keep me company.”
 
    
 
   Sheldon pulled his eyes away from Celia’s sexy body and looked her in the eye with surprise.  “The camera is off now Celia,” he said gently.
 
    
 
   “I know that,” she replied looking into his eyes beseechingly.  “I’m serious.  I’m sorry about all those nerd jokes I cracked before, I was just feeling insecure.  But now I feel that I’ve seen a whole different side of you, and I want you to stay.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, Celia,” agreed Sheldon, taking her in his arms and kissing her on the forehead.  “But let’s clean this room up first, I can’t stand being in a pigsty.”
 
    
 
   As Celia pressed her naked body up against Sheldon’s he felt his wang growing feisty again and it rose to prod her gently in the bush.
 
    
 
   “Whoa there stud,” she gasped, reaching down to cup his balls.  “Looks like we have some further business to attend to before we can start cleaning.”  She gave Sheldon a smoldering look and took him by the hand.  Sheldon readily joined her, gazing at her tight little ass as she lead him back to the bedroom for some off-camera fun.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Chickens Come Home to Roost
 
    
 
   Sheldon awoke to the sound of his cell phone from somewhere and was confused for a minute when he found himself in a strange bed with a strange woman snuggled against his side.  He could smell John’s cologne everywhere and he realized that he had fallen asleep in his neighbor’s bed after cuckolding him back.  He looked down at Celia as she nuzzled her face into his chest and felt a sense of satisfaction at the revenge he had wrought.
 
    
 
   His contentment was short lived as John burst into the room, his face beet red with anger.  Lisa was right behind him, sobbing with tears in her eyes.
 
    
 
   “You fucking bastard!  I will wring your pathetic skinny neck,” bellowed John as he tore back the covers and yanked Sheldon out of bed like a rag doll.
 
    
 
   “How could you fuck Celia after all our years of marriage?” wept Lisa piteously.  “She’s a piece of trash!  She isn’t even your type.”
 
    
 
   “I’m gonna kill you,” screamed John into Sheldon’s face and shaking him by the shoulders violently.
 
    
 
   “Oh no you aren’t,” cried Celia, lashing out her heel as she lay supine in the bed and nailing her husband directly in the gonads.
 
    
 
   John instantly released Sheldon and crumpled into a ball on the floor, yelping in anguish as he rolled back and forth in agony.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck just happened?” asked Sheldon, badly shaken.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, hon, I got up earlier and texted Lisa and John, telling them to come over and watch the video we made for them,” said Celia with a shrug as she lit a cigarette.  “I guess I should have warned you that this was coming.”
 
    
 
   “Ugh, since when do you smoke?” asked Sheldon waving the smoke aside in disgust.
 
    
 
   “I started up again when John left me,” said Celia defensively. “It was stressful.”
 
    
 
   “He didn’t leave you, you kicked him out,” said Lisa tearfully as she stooped to comfort John as he writhed in pain on the floor.
 
    
 
   “Whatever, harlot,” snapped Celia.  “Did you like the little movie we made?  That was just the warmup.  All the best parts of the evening happened afterwards in here, off camera.  And believe me, it was hot.  Sheldon put that dick in me like a boss!” she said spitefully.
 
    
 
   “No, I didn’t like that movie,” sniffled Lisa sadly.  “It hurt my feelings.”
 
    
 
   “Poor baby,” said Celia.
 
    
 
   “But honey, can’t you see how I feel when I see you fucking John and his friends?” asked Sheldon plaintively.
 
    
 
   “That was different,” gasped John, and he managed to uncrumple himself and sit up weakly.
 
    
 
   “Fuck you,” screamed Celia, lashing out her heel again and connecting solidly with John’s nose.  
 
    
 
   His head snapped back and blood started pouring from both nostrils.  “Goddamn, Celia, cut the shit.  You already got me back by fucking Dilbert over here.  Fuck.  I think you seriously just broke my nose.  Fuck, this hurts really bad.  I gotta go to the hospital.”
 
    
 
   Celia face fell as the anger subsided and was replaced by concern.  “What, seriously?” she asked skeptically.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, seriously.  I think you broke it.  I got to get it set or I’ll end up looking like goddamn boxer,” said John, clutching his nose as blood dripped down his chin.  “You fucking psycho, call the ambulance.”
 
    
 
   “I’m not calling a damn ambulance for a broken nose,” said Celia, jumping out of bed and pulling a dress over her head.  “Come on, I will drive you down to Alta Bates.”
 
    
 
   Sheldon was surprised at how quickly Celia’s mood changed as she helped her husband to his feet and led him out the door without so much as a single backward glance.  He looked over at his wife who was also watching them leave in with a shocked expression.
 
    
 
   “Well that was a sudden reconciliation,” said Sheldon to his wife.
 
    
 
   “I guess all it took for them to get back together was for Celia to break John’s nose,” said Lisa.
 
    
 
   “What’s the matter, are you afraid that your lover boy’s good looks will be ruined?” asked Sheldon, unable to bite back his sarcasm.
 
    
 
   “It wasn’t his nose that I found attractive,” sighed Lisa.  “It was his big fat penis.”
 
    
 
   “Lisa!” complained Sheldon.  “Must you? How would you like it if I told you how sweet and juicy Celia’s cunt was last night?”
 
    
 
   “Ugh, I don’t want to hear about it.  She is disgusting!  I know it’s hypocritical of me, but the idea of you putting your thing into Celia sickens me! I think we need to get a sex therapist,” said Lisa.
 
    
 
   “Yes, maybe we should take a step back and take a break from polyamory until we can get this all sorted out,” said Sheldon, pulling on his pants. “I won’t fuck Celia anymore if you agree not to fuck John.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, that sounds good,” said Lisa, twiddling her fingers nervously.  “Uh, but what about Mr. Potter?”
 
    
 
   “What are you talking about?” asked Sheldon, growing ill at at the thought.
 
    
 
   “Well, I sort of let him join in when he was watching John and I in the bedroom yesterday,” admitted Lisa, blushing furiously.
 
    
 
   “Lisa, how could you?” gasped Sheldon, truly aghast.  “He’s an old man!”
 
    
 
   “Well I guess he’s taking viagra or something because his penis was working just fine,” said Lisa shrugging her shoulders. Sheldon gave her a look of disdain and she held out her hands pleadingly, “Look, the poor old fellow was so excited, I couldn’t just leave him hanging.”
 
    
 
   “Ah well then, I will be home in a little while then,” said Sheldon heading out the door.
 
    
 
   “Where are you going?” called Lisa, following after Sheldon anxiously.
 
    
 
   “I guess you leave me no choice but to go get Mrs. Potter drunk and slip it to her,” said Sheldon in resignation.
 
    
 
   “You wouldn’t dare!” cried Lisa chasing after her husband.
 
    
 
   “Just watch me!” called Sheldon with a laugh as he sprinted toward the Potter’s while Lisa chasing close on his heels.
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   THE END
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