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 Introduction 
 
    In this volume, I explore all sorts of wifely depravity, from wives fucking the bullies that harass their husbands to wives who take the demands of political correctness more seriously than their own wedding vows.  Some people actually explode with anger when they come across these tales.  I see all sorts of indignant comments online.  Some can’t handle the idea of wives cheating on their husbands, which I find a quaint objection.  I’ve talked about this at length, but basically, nothing is more sexually titillating than transgression.  So I am no stranger to controversy. 
 
      
 
    In this volume, I expect to hear new objections.  I have re-approached a topic I call social justice porn in which husbands are cuckolded by wives in the name of social justice.  Many on the left will object to this, but I insist that these ideas need to be explored further.  I was amazed at first when the alt-right started using cuckold related insults like cuck-servative to attack their enemies.  As though being tolerant of immigration was equivalent to wanting strangers to fuck your wife.  What a massive, collective freudian slip on the part of these poor Trump supporters.  They are wearing their fears of betrayal, humiliation, and impotence on their sleeves.  But I am happy to go down that rabbit hole and examine cuckoldry in this light.   I am in search of the stories that makes a hotwife and her cuckold cum.  Political correctness be damned.  
 
      
 
    Cheerio, 
 
    Gustav Jorgenson 
 
    San Francisco, 2017 
 
      
 
      
 
   
 
  

 Wife Brings Husband Along on Date 
 
    My wife Alison and I were taking a hike in the redwoods not far from our home in Northern California one day when she brought up an issue that had been pestering her. 
 
    “You know Evelyn, the organizer of that feminist book club I attend?” asked my wife.  We were climbing a steep trail with huge trees all around us, sunlight dappling the ferns. 
 
    “Sure, I guess so,” I said.  I didn’t really recall meeting her. 
 
    Alison laughed.  “You are such a bad liar.  Anyway, she holds the meetup at her home, and of course our group is for women, but sometimes Evelyn’s husband, David is there.  He’s really sort of annoying, always trying to chat up all the women before and after our meetings.” 
 
    “Sure, flirting with all the hot feminist MILFs, who can blame him?” 
 
    “Yeah right.  Anyway, he’s mad about live music and he put me on this email list he sends around each week highlighting the shows he thinks will be interesting.  I don’t really pay much attention to it, but he asked me to go with him to a jazz show this Friday.” 
 
    I was confused by the way my wife phrased that.  “Like a double date with he and Evelyn and you and I?” 
 
    Alison paused and gave me a smirk.  “That’s the thing.  I asked if Evelyn was going and he said she wasn’t interested.  Then I asked if anyone else from the list was going and he said that he didn’t think so, but he wanted me to go with him.” 
 
    “What, just you and him?” I asked.  “That’s a little weird isn’t it?” 
 
    Alison grimaced.  “Well, yes.  I think it is, actually.”  She paused for a moment as though deliberating how much she should tell me.  “I feel that he sort of singles me out when he chats with the women from the book club.  He really seems extremely interested in everything I have to say, and I almost get the impression that he is flirting with me.” 
 
    I didn’t like the sound of that.  “What are he and Evelyn swingers or something?” 
 
    “I am pretty sure they aren’t swingers and I don’t think Evelyn knows he asked me out.  I’m not sure if I should tell Evelyn about this.  Maybe I’m reading too much into it.  But if I just say no, I feel that he will keep pestering me.” 
 
    “Well, what do you want to do about it?” 
 
    ‘You have to come along with us,” insisted my wife with a frown.  “That will send the subtle message that I am happily married without having to make a big scene about it.” 
 
    “Wow, that sounds like an awkward evening.” 
 
    Alison sighed.  “I know, but don’t you want to defend your wife?” 
 
    “Defend you?” I asked.  Alison was a pretty strong willed woman.  She hardly needed me to stand up for her. 
 
    “I need to you come and cock-block, David, darling,” my wife told me.  She was very matter of fact about it. 
 
    “I don’t really like the way you are putting that,” I admitted.  I pictured David trying to put his cock into my wife and my stomach felt strange. 
 
    “I’m pretty sure that Evelyn’s husband wants to fuck me, dear.”  My wife got a far away look in her eye for a moment.  She looked very pretty in her tank top and little hiking shorts, standing there in green woods. 
 
    “You almost seem fascinated by the idea,” I offered hesitantly. 
 
    Alison snapped back to attention.  “Nonsense,” she spat.  Then she blushed slightly and resumed hiking up the steep trail.  She set a fast pace and I could barely keep up.  “You are projecting,” my wife told me over her shoulder.  “I think YOU are the one fascinated by the idea of another man trying to get into my pants.” 
 
    I contemplated my wife’s round rump as she climbed ahead of me and my penis started getting hard.  “I mean, you always were always popular with the boys,” I told her weakly.  “So I guess you’ve still got it.  I just feel weird having to come along and interfere with this guy’s plans.  Isn’t there another way to handle this?” 
 
    “Try to show some backbone for once, Victor,” my wife said.  She sounded more disappointed than angry but I still winced from the insult. 
 
    “Of course, if you need me to go with you, I will,” I said bravely.  But I still felt nervous about the whole thing. 
 
      
 
    The night of the jazz show, Evelyn was getting ready and she put on a tiny black cocktail dress that showed off her splendid figure.  It was low cut in the front, highlighting her generous cleavage and very short, showing off her gorgeous legs encased in shiny black nylon tights.   
 
    “What do you think?” my wife asked me.  She turned to show me her round butt, barely covered by the short hem of her dress. 
 
    I gulped as my cock expanded in my pants.  She was looking sexy in that dress. 
 
    “Are you sure you are sending, uh, the right signal?”  
 
    Alison laughed bitterly. “I’m bringing my husband along, isn’t that a clear enough signal?” 
 
    “That dress doesn’t leave much to the imagination.” 
 
    Alison gave me a hard smile.  “Yes, well, maybe I want to give him a sense of what he’ll be missing out on.” 
 
    “You are trying to tease him or something?” I felt a little sick at the thought of my wife deliberately trying to sexually provoke another man.  But it was exciting. 
 
    “Why not?” she asked, tossing her head.  “If he wants to go after a happily married woman, maybe he deserves to get taunted a bit.” 
 
    I knew better than to argue with my wife when she got all haughty like this, so I just kept my mouth shut and helped her into her coat. 
 
    When we walked into Yoshi’s together, I could see from the look on David’s face that he was less than pleased that Alison had brought her husband along.  The funny thing was that David was a little short bald-headed guy.  He sure didn’t seem like some sexually aggressive predator or anything. 
 
    “David, this is my husband, Vic,” said Alison, introducing me to her would-be suitor. 
 
    “Hello, sorry for being the third wheel,” I joked, shaking his hand.   His palm was sweaty and his grip was limp. 
 
    “Ha, ha, yes, well, I had been hoping that Alison and I could get to know one another a little better, just, ah, one on one, as it were,” admitted David.  Alison gave him a dirty look and was about to say something, but David interrupted.  “You DO look very nice tonight,” he offered.  Alison was a sucker for compliments, so this was a clever diversion on his part. 
 
    My wife touched her chest as she looked down at herself.  She did look pretty hot in that low cut black dress with dark tights.  She had filled out nicely over the years, her boobs and butt were much bigger than when we first met, but she still had that hourglass figure. 
 
    “Uh, well, thank you David,” she said.   
 
    “Here, come along, I got us an excellent table, but we will need to find another chair for Vic.”  I was amazed at how brazenly David slipped his hand around my wife’s waist and led her into the theater leaving me standing there, flat footed.  My wife looked back at me over her shoulder with an expression of surprise as David guided her away. 
 
    I trailed behind my wife and her admirer into the dimly lit concert hall.  An usher brought up another chair and my wife sat between David and I.  We ordered drinks from the waitress and David insisted on paying. 
 
    “I never let a woman pay for drinks when I take her out,” he said. 
 
    “Even when her husband is sitting right by her side?” asked Alison with a smile. 
 
    “Even then,” said David with a shrug.  “Who knows how the night will turn out?” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” asked my wife with a smile. 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t really like the sound of that,” I stammered. 
 
    “Shh, honey, let’s hear what David has to say,” said my wife patting my arm. 
 
    “Just because your husband is along for the ride doesn’t me we can’t still get to know one another,” said David.  And the cheeky bastard slipped his arm around my wife’s narrow waist and pulled her chair close to him. 
 
    “Oh David, you are so fresh,” laughed Alison.  But she didn’t pull away from his embrace and I just sat there trying to figure out how to respond when the drinks arrived. 
 
    “To a beautiful woman,” said David, taking up his drink and proposing a toast. 
 
    “To MY beautiful wife,” I corrected, clinking glasses with he and Alison. 
 
    “We’ll see about that,” he muttered.  Alison laughed at this comment but I just stewed as I watched him squeezing my woman to his side as we all drank down our booze. 
 
    The first set started and I was distracted by the music somewhat.  It was gypsy jazz in the style of Django Reinhardt, but I found it a little too uptempo for my taste.  But after a few more rounds of drinks were consumed in rapid sequence, I started to loosen up a little.  David was whispering in my wife’s ear and making her giggle, but I was drunk enough that it didn’t bother me so much. 
 
    At one point though, I saw him put his hand on my wife’s knee.  He still had one arm around her waist, but my wife pushed his hand away.  “David, behave yourself,” she scolded. 
 
    “Why?  I’m not doing anything,” he growled.  “I’m just admiring how fit you are.  Your thighs are very firm.”  And he reached back and gripped my wife’s thigh, making her gasp.  She put her hand onto his but she didn’t remove it.  I could see that she was quite drunk at this point, her eyes were shining from the alcohol. 
 
    “Uh, David, that’s enough,” I said, motioning unsteadily. 
 
    “Victor, look, your wife is a healthy woman,” David told me.  The little dark eyed guy looked me right in the eye as his hand slid up higher and higher on my wife’s thigh.  “And I am a hetero guy,” he continued. 
 
    “You sure are,” panted my wife. 
 
    “Yes, but, you are both married,” I said.  I felt a bit impotent as David aggressively pushed his hand down between my wife’s legs, gripping a generous handful of her inner thigh. 
 
    “Oh wow,” moaned Alison.  She put her hand on top of his as he started insistently pushing his fingers into her crotch.  “You have to stop that,” she said.  She tugged half-hearted at his hand but he just kept going. 
 
    “Now David!   Stop that!” I said loudly. I stood up unsteadily and pointed a finger at the interloper fingering my wife. 
 
    People all around me turned and shushed me.  Alison tilted her head back in pleasure as the brash fellow found her clit through her tights, and I could feel my gut clench with jealousy.  I was frozen in indecision as to what to do next, when the waitress came over and pushed me gently back down into my seat. 
 
    “Please sir, take your seat. People are trying to enjoy the performance,” hissed the young woman in my ear.  She took no notice of the fact that David was fingering my wife under the table.  She just pressed me firmly down by the shoulders.  “I don’t want to have to call security.” 
 
    “Yes, don’t make them call security, Victor.  Try to hold your liquor,” said David as he took my wife’s hand and put it in his lap. 
 
    “Oh my gosh, what is this, a boner?” gasped my wife.  
 
    I watched in shock as my wife kneaded the lump in David’s trousers while he freely groped her crotch.  “Honey, what are you doing?” I gulped.  I was afraid of making a scene and getting kicked out.  I glanced back and saw the waitress talking to a big black bouncer by the entrance and pointing at me.  He nodded and gave me a hard look of warning. 
 
    “Uh nothing,” my wife insisted.  But she just kep on squeezing the bulge in his pants.  She was drunk for sure at this point, that was the only explanation. 
 
    “Are you grabbing his penis?” I asked stupidly. 
 
    “No, of course not, how could you suggest such a thing?” she said as she pinched his rod in his pants, outlining his erection. 
 
    “But, but, I can see you doing it,” I squeaked weakly pointing down at his crotch. 
 
    “I’m not, I’m not,” she repeated and then she sat up straight in her chair, taking her hand away from his lap and using it to pull David’s hand out from between her legs.  “There, now you keep your hands to yourself mister,” she told him primly. 
 
    “How could you do that?  Touch another man’s penis while I’m sitting right here?”  I was whining, I admit it. 
 
    “I don’t know what you think you saw, but I was just trying to defend myself,” said my wife with a toss of her head.   “He might look harmless, but this fellow is like an octopus.” 
 
    “I think we should go,” I said shakily.  “You’ve gone too far, David!” 
 
    “Look Victor, I have nothing against you,” said David amicably.   He was trying to calm me down. “I mean you really can’t blame me for being attracted to your wife, can you?  I mean look at these tits, they are amazing.” He brazenly grabbed one of my wife’s big boobs in his hand and wagged his eyebrows at me.  The nerve of this guy. 
 
    “My gosh you are so AGGRESSIVE!,” said my wife as she pulled his hand away.  Was that a smile on her face?  I think she was enjoying this, the little minx.  “You can look but you can’t touch, ok?” 
 
    “Aren’t we going?” I asked weakly, but they both ignored me. 
 
    “Oh, so I can look like this?” asked David with a devilish grin and he pulled the front of my wife’s dress out so he could look down the front. 
 
    Allison gave me a look of amazement.  “Can you believe the nerve of this guy?” she asked me.  “He just won’t quit.”  Yet she just let him look, craning his neck so he could peer down and ogle her cleavage close up. 
 
    I pushed David’s hand away myself and he gave me a dirty look.  “We better be going, come on.”  I took my wife by the hand and she got up unsteadily.  We lurched out of the club with David in hot pursuit. 
 
    “Come on, come on, wait a sec, people,” he demanded, catching up with us as we got out onto the sidewalk.  “Look, I know I got carried away, but let me just talk to Allison alone for a minute, will you?”  He grabbed my wife by the waist and tried to guide her away toward a nearby alley.  She gave me a confused look and I grabbed her arm.  David and I played tug of war with my wife for a moment until she called out. 
 
    “Hey, guys, stop this.I’m flattered that you are fighting over me, but you are hurting my arm,” said Allison.   
 
    “I’m ready to punch this guy in the nose,” I told her in frustration. 
 
    “Now, now, don’t be hasty,” he said.  “Give me just five minutes, Allison, I just want to explain myself to you alone, without your husband hovering over me.  And then I promise I will let you go home, no hard feelings.” 
 
    Allison looked at him skeptically. 
 
    “Just give me a chance,” he plead. 
 
    “Well, ok,” she said. 
 
    “Allison, come on, you don’t owe this guy anything,” I told my wife in annoyance. 
 
    “Well, let me just hear him out, darling,” said my wife. “You wait here and I will scream if he tries anything.” 
 
    “I don’t like this,” I said warily. 
 
    “We will be right here in this alley,” he said and he eagerly guided my wife away as she teetered unsteadily in her heels.  I watched her ass as she went and she did look pretty amazing.  Then my wife and her new boyfriend disappeared into the alley and I paced back and forth in frustration. 
 
    I crept close to the edge of the alley but all I could hear was murmuring as they conversed.  My wife giggled now and then.  I looked at my watch and then went back to pacing.  Once five minutes had passed, I practically ran into the alley and I couldn’t believe my eyes.  David had my wife pinned up against the wall with his body pressed close into hers.  The front of her dress was peeled down and her tits were out and he was kneading one in his hand, pinching her exposed nipple.  Meanwhile he was licking and kissing my wife’s neck as she cradled his bald head in her hands and cooed with pleasure.  I practically screamed with rage. 
 
    “Arrgh! What the fuck?!” I yelled. 
 
    “Oops,” gasped my wife and her eyes went wide when she saw me.  “Honey, it’s not what it seems.” 
 
    “What, what, what?” I was stammering in shock.  My wife quickly hitched up her bra and pulled her dress back into place as David nursed the prominent bulge in his pants. 
 
    “Uh, David explained that I had agreed to go on a date with him and that obviously sent a signal to him.” My wife’s cheeks were flushed with passion as she rapidly tried to explain. 
 
    “Yeah, Victor, I mean a date implicitly suggests certain things,” David told me defiantly. 
 
    “Such as?” I asked sarcastically. 
 
    “Such as, you know,” David gestured broadly toward my wife.  “A little petting.” 
 
    “So I agreed we could kiss for just a couple of minutes,” put in my wife hurriedly.  “I guess we got a little carried away.” 
 
    “Yeah, he got to second base,” I observed.  And for some reason, my penis started getting hard as I thought about it. 
 
    “Well, no not really,” denied my wife, lying right to my face again.  What was with her tonight? 
 
    “Allison, he had your tits in his hands, I SAW him,” I said.  I waved my arms dramatically. I was really drunk too. 
 
    “Well, you know,” said my wife, but she was at a loss for words. 
 
    “Come on you, you will have some explaining to do in the morning once you sober up,” I told my wife with a sigh and I grabbed her arm to pull her out of there. 
 
    “Wait, you can’t just leave me with blue balls!” squawked David in frustration.  He grabbed my wife’s other arm and we were back into a game of tug-of-war or tug-of-wife, or whatever.. 
 
    “Blue balls? I ought to kick you in the balls, you fucker,” I spat.  I pulled Allison toward me and he nearly lost his grip. 
 
    “Honey, don’t talk like that to David,” scolded my wife.  “And you are hurting my arm.”  She pushed me away and ended up falling back into David’s arms when I released her.  “David does have a point.” 
 
    “A point about what!?” I demanded 
 
    “Um, the blue balls,” she said demurely and then she looked at the ground.  
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said in amazement.  What was the world coming to?  My wife concerned about some molester’s blue balls. 
 
    “Let’s just go back to your place for a night cap and talk this over like adults, shall we?” asked David reasonably. 
 
    “Why don’t we go back to YOUR place and include your wife Evelyn in the conversation?” I asked with a sneer. 
 
    “Now that’s not fair,” he said and I could see the sweat starting to bead on his forehead. 
 
    ‘Don’t be like that, honey, try to be reasonable.  Try to see this from David’s point of view,” said my wife.  I gritted my teeth as I watched him rubbing her side with familiarity. 
 
    “Just one drink,” coaxed David. 
 
    “This is totally unacceptable,” I said as I lead the way back to the sidewalk.  We were too drunk to drive so David summoned an Uber.  “You can’t just feel up another guy’s wife, David,” I told him. 
 
    “You know it was perfectly harmless,” he said dismissively. 
 
    The car arrived and we climbed in. 
 
    “Darling, you have to admit a date does entail certain things as a matter of convention,” my wife said as David wrapped his arm around her in the back seat. 
 
    Somehow I had ended up in the front seat and I craned  my neck to argue.  “It’s not conventional for a wife to date another man in the first place.” 
 
    The driver made a face of surprise and I bit my tongue. 
 
    “Right, well, just try to get your head around that,” said David absently as he hiked the hem of my wife’s dress up and started touching her thighs again. 
 
    “David, stop,” whispered Allison. 
 
    “I’m really hard still,” he groaned and put my wife’s hand back on his crotch. 
 
    “Omigosh you really are,” she moaned. 
 
    “Allison, what are you doing?” I choked.  But my penis grew stiffer and stiffer as I watched my wife blatantly squeezing this other man’s cock through his pants again.  For the second time that night. 
 
    “Try to understand, dear,” she panted.  “Men have needs.”  She was gripping David’s bulge as she told me with an earnest look on her face.  “I might need to service him a little when we get home.” 
 
    The driver broke out laughing and I gave him a dirty look.  He was a skinny young hipster guy with a beard and that annoying undercut haircut. 
 
    “Shut up, you,” I told him. 
 
    “I didn’t say anything,” objected the hipster.  Then he made a coughing sound and muttered “Cuckold,” under his breath. 
 
    “What did you say?” I demanded hotly. 
 
    “I think he called you a cuckold,” put in David helpfully as he reached back down the front of my wife’s dress to fondle her breasts. 
 
    “Cut the shit back there,” I said.  But they just kept groping each other for the whole ride home.  There was nothing I could do to stop them and the smartass driver sniggered the entire way. 
 
    Once we were out of the car, I pushed myself between David and Allison to separate them and lead my wife up the sidewalk with David trailing close behind. 
 
    Once we got inside and drinks were poured, my wife raised her arms dramatically.  “Ok, look, boys.  We need to negotiate something here.” 
 
    “Negotiate?” I asked with derision. 
 
    “Yes, David has a painful boner and I need to help him somehow. I mean you know me, I always used to put out on the first date.  I never had any trepidation about that sort of thing.”  My wife gave me a lopsided smile and I nearly choked on my drink. 
 
    “Put out!?” I cried.  “What are you suggesting?” 
 
    “Maybe just a little oral?” she asked me sheepishly. 
 
    “I want full penetration,” insisted David.  “Look at this thing, I’m hard as a rock.”  And he unzipped his fly and pulled out his cock right there in my living room.  It was a surprisingly big and veiny dick  for a guy his size. 
 
    My wife was sitting on the couch as he hovered over her with his erect dong and she eyed it with interest.  “I could do penetration too,” she offered. 
 
    “No you can’t!’ I blubbered.  ‘That’s adultery.” 
 
    “Ok, well, just a blowjob then.  Just a quick one,” she suggested.   
 
    “No! Not even that!” I complained, but my cock was more eager than I wanted to admit, and my boner strained in my pants as I watched my wife grip his thick rod.  David groaned with satisfaction as she started stroking his shaft. 
 
    “Maybe you shouldn’t watch this part, honey,” she told me bashfully.  “It might upset you.”  But I watched very closely and David even turned his body so I could see better as my wife closed her eyes and put the tip of his phallus right into her mouth.  I gasped and David grunted as his cock slid between my wife’s sweet lips.  Soon she was sucking him with vigor and I was kneading the lump in my own pants. 
 
    “I know this is a bit awkward, old man,” David told me conversationally as he thrust his meat in and out of my wife’s wet, hungry maw.  “It must feel really weird watching your wife suck off another man.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I croaked.  I had a horrible urge to unzip my fly and jerk off while I watched my wife eagerly wriggling out of her clothes while she kept her mouth clamped tightly around David’s cock. 
 
    “So we agreed on penetration, right?” she asked me as she lay back on the couch and spread her legs for him, totally naked. 
 
    “No, of course not!” I said. 
 
    “Wow, she’s really eager, isn’t she?” David asked me with a laugh. But instead of mounting my wife straight off and pumping away, he straddled her chest and dangling his nuts in her face.  “You know if I were you, I would be jerking off right now.  You are missing a golden opportunity.”  He chuckled as my wife accepted his offered scrotum and starting licking and sucking on his balls.   
 
    I gritted my teeth and unzipped, allowing my straining boner to come popping out.  I started tugging on it immediately, watching in open mouthed fascination as my wife fingered her spread open cunt while sucking on David’s nutsack and whimpering with anticipation. 
 
    “Yep, nothing like spending a quiet evening at home with friends,” joked David as he pulled his sodden balls out of my wife’s mouth and prepared to penetrate her. 
 
    “Ha, ha,” I laughed bitterly. 
 
    “Here come closer, my friend,” he said.  He had his pants half down as he gripped his boner in one hand and prodded the slippery entrance to my wife’s vagina with the head of his cock.  “Watch as I push it into her.” 
 
    “Don’t tease me,” begged my poor horny wife.  She was flicking her clit frantically as David toyed with her. 
 
    I sighed with resignation and got up to get a better view.  He was right, I wanted to see everything at this point.  And I nearly spurted my load as I watched him sink his meat into my eager wife.  She was wriggling with anticipation and immediately started bucking her hips as his hairy ass started pumping up and down.  My wife’s mouth was open wide and turned to the side as she moaned and whimpered from the fucking she was getting.  So I knelt right down and put my cock into her mouth.  
 
    She choked with surprise but quickly got the hint and started sucking me.  Hard.  Her cheeks collapsed in as David hovered over us.  I looked down the length of my wife’s naked body and could see his slick shaft emerging and then sliding back inside her.  David gave me a wicked grin. 
 
    “I’m gonna cum inside her,” he said with satisfaction. 
 
    “Aww, come on man,” I complained.  But the way he said it, so cocky as he used my wife, it made me cum myself.  I pulled out and started spurting my load all over my wife’s face. Spurt after spurt of hot jizz.  It was an amazing volume. 
 
    “Ugh, you really came a lot,” panted Allison, “Oh fuck, and her hand whipped into a frenzy over her clit as she brought herself over the edge.  She was shuddering with climax as David groaned himself.   
 
    “Oh yeah, she’s getting tighter,” he grunted.  “There it goes.  Oh Victor?” 
 
    “Yes, David?” I asked wearily, kneeling beside my wife laying on her cheek as her lover humped her hard.  
 
    “I’m ejaculating inside your woman right now.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s nice,” I said. I got up and grabbed a tissue to clean myself off. 
 
    “Do it, do it,” urged my slutty whore of a wife as she gripped his hips and encouraged her lover to empty himself fully into her womb. 
 
    “Dammit, Allison,” I said sadly. 
 
    “What? I told you, I always put out on the first date.” 
 
    “How about the second date?” he asked my wife as he pulled his spent cock out of her. 
 
    “Well of course,” she laughed. 
 
    “Well then, how about a folk music show next week?” he asked. 
 
    “You’re on,” agreed my wife.  She was feeling no pain and stretched luxuriously from her fucking. 
 
    “Allison!” I complained. 
 
    “Quit your crying, you’ll get used to it,” he said with a dismissive wave. 
 
    And the funny part is that he was right,  I did get used to other men fucking my wife.  I got very used to it indeed. 
 
   
 
  

   
 
    Wife Opens Blouse for Bully 
 
      
 
    We were standing in a crowded bar that we probably never should have stepped into in the first place.  Myself, my wife, and my friend Jimmy, had gone out for drinks in San Francisco when we stumbled into a strangely working class Irish bar in North Beach.  The three of us must have looked like real nerds, pale and white with our thick rimmed glasses and carefully parted hair.  Of course ours was a common look for tech workers throughout the city.   But this place was full of big jock types in 49ers gear with their “basic” women in tiny dresses, teetering around on heels and shouting in voices raspy from alcohol and cigarettes.  It was like a throwback to another time.  I couldn’t figure out how people like this could even to afford to live in the Bay Area anymore. 
 
    “Nice crowd,” grumbled Jimmy as he was shoved aside by huge indifferent guy trying to get a drink at the bar where we were standing.  The interloper had his baseball cap on backwards and was wearing his sunglasses on the back of his neck. 
 
    “Yeah, maybe we should go,” I muttered, looking around nervously.  I didn’t have a good feeling about this place. 
 
    “Oh shit, come on you guys,” coaxed my wife, Cindy.  “I think this is fun.  We never meet people like this.”  She stared in fascination at two young women in micro skirts shouting right into each other’s faces like braying donkeys.  They were so drunk they were swaying back and forth and a couple of beefy guys in sports gear were rubbing their mouths and eyeing them like prey. 
 
    “The mating habits of the lower classes,” said Jimmy.  He had finally managed to get the tough looking woman behind the bar to serve us and he handed out our cocktails.  Cindy tittered at his joke and I granted him a wry smile to acknowledge his humor. 
 
    “What are we talkin’ about, mating habits?” asked the backward baseball cap guy who had just shoved Jimmy aside.  He elbowed his way between my wife and I and looked down brazenly at her chest.  She was wearing one of those white milk maid style tops with a drawstring bodice and it made her boobs look huge.  Well her boobs are pretty big, but this made them look bigger.  She was doing a sort of hippie peasant style lately and I normally found it flattering but at this moment, I wished she had dressed more modestly. 
 
    “Um, we are having a private conversation here,” I said. 
 
    The big douchebag looked down at me with disdain.  “Take it easy there, little man.  Don’t get your panties in a twist, I’m just talking.”  Then he looked back at my wife’s tits.  “I like this top,” he told her.  “It’s nice.” 
 
    Cindy blushed madly under the big jerk’s intense scrutiny.  She coughed and then giggled nervously.  “Uh, thanks? I guess?” 
 
    “So it kinda unties here, huh?” he asked, toying with the string tied in a bow at the center of her bodice. 
 
    “No the top here is just stretchy elastic, the string is just for show,” my wife said.  She was just chatting away while this brute examined her milky white cleavage with interest. 
 
    “Oh, like this?” he asked.  He tugged on the decorative bow and pulled my wife’s top open so he could look down the front. 
 
    “Hey!” gasped my wife.  She slapped his hand away, and started snorting with laughter.  She pushed her glasses back up and glanced up at him with a little smile that one might use with a rambunctious child while he guffawed like a big oaf. 
 
    “You can’t just, just mess around with my wife’s top like that!” I stammered.  I stepped around the bigger man and wedged myself between him and Cindy. “She’s my wife!” I added and then realized that I was being redundant since I had just said that. 
 
    “Get the fuck out of my face,” he cursed.  Then the ruffian literally shoved me aside so hard that I fell down against the bar.  I felt tossed back like a ragdoll. Other people were pushed aside by the force of his shove and they squawked in indignation as drinks were spilled all around. 
 
    “Sydney!” shouted my wife in concern and she and Jimmy rushed to my side. 
 
    “Are you OK, buddy?” asked Jimmy as he and my wife bent down to help me. 
 
    “She got a good ass too,” commented my assailant.   He was watching my wife’s rear in her snug skirt as she was bent over. 
 
    “Nobody asked you!” hissed my wife angrily over her shoulder.  “Look, you hurt my husband, you brute!” 
 
    “Ah he’s fine, I could have knocked him out if I wanted.  I went easy on him.”  The big man shook his head and looked down at me with a suppressed grin. 
 
    “Ok, ok, what’s going on over here?” asked the bouncer.  He pushed his way through the crowd.  Then he recognized my attacker.  “Oh hey Tommy.”  My blood ran cold as I watched them exchange fist bumps.  “You causing trouble?” 
 
    “Nah, dude’s clumsy, he just fell.  He’s not too coordinated I guess, look at him,” said Tommy.  He pursed his lips at me. 
 
    “That’s, that’s not true,” squeaked my wife in shock.  She and Jimmy were hauling me clumsily back to my feet.  “He pushed my husband down!”  She pointed at Tommy in accusation but the bouncer was just looking at her boobs. 
 
    “She got a nice rack,” he told Tommy, ignoring my wife.   
 
    Tommy broke out laughing and started punching the bouncer’s shoulder.  “That’s what I’M talkin’ ‘bout.” 
 
    “What did you say?!” cried my wife incredulously.  “I’m telling you this guy assaulted my husband.” 
 
    “Yeah, I saw it,” seconded Jimmy.  He wagged a finger at Tommy. 
 
    The bouncer gave us three a gravely stare and said nothing for a moment.  A crowd had formed around us.  “Tommy said he fell.  He’s in here all the time, so...  when it comes down to ‘he said, she said’ I gotta go with my gut.” 
 
    I could feel his animosity. 
 
    “Who’s in charge around here?” demanded Jimmy.  He was really indignant about this. 
 
    “I’m the manager,” shouted the tough looking woman from behind the bar.  She had a low cut crop top that showed off her fake tits.  “I saw the whole thing and it looked like the dork fell over.” 
 
    “That’s just not…” exclaimed my wife. 
 
    “This isn’t a tech bar sweetie,” the woman told her with malice. 
 
    And that was all.  Tommy and bouncer went off to talk in the corner and crowd returned to their drinking.  The show was over. 
 
    “We better get out of here,” I said. 
 
    “Are you ok?” asked Jimmy. 
 
    I patted myself down and my neck felt a little stiff from the fall but overall, I wasn’t really hurt.  “Yeah, I’m fine.  But this place is scary.” 
 
    “We are staying,” said Cindy.  Her lips were tight with anger.  I had an ominous feeling when I saw her expression.  My wife was a sweet woman, very smart and kind, but she could really be stubborn.  “I’m not going to let them have the last laugh and run out of here with our tails between our legs.  I’m getting us more drinks.”  She slipped between two big meatheads and called out the the tough manager with the boobjob. 
 
    The manager was surprised as my wife ordered, but handed over the drinks with a look of grudging respect. 
 
    “I don’t like this, Cindy,” complained Jimmy as she handed him a fresh cocktail.  “We won’t get fair treatment in a place like this.” 
 
    “Let’s just go out on the back patio and see if it’s more quiet out there,” said Cindy and we followed her out.  We stepped into a small courtyard with potted trees and blazing heaters.  Only a couple of people were out here, smoking illegally.  But we mostly had the area to ourselves.  It was a surprisingly pretty scene with the all the greenery around. 
 
    “Wow, it’s actually pretty nice out here,” I admitted. 
 
    “But that guy Tommy is still here and he knows the bouncer,” whined Jimmy.  He was clearly afraid and was glancing around apprehensively. 
 
    Cindy looked at Jimmy with pity.  I felt a little embarrassed by my pal’s spinelessness, so I tried to show some backbone myself.  “No, look, it’s comfortable out here, nice and warm.  Not too many douchebags mashing into you.  Cindy is right.  We should stay for a bit and not let them intimidate us.” 
 
    My wife smiled at me brightly and rubbed my arm in affection.  “That’s the spirit, honey.  Just one drink.  To show them we aren’t afraid of them.” 
 
    “Some kind of territorial pissing?” mumbled Jimmy into his drink. 
 
    “Come on Jimmy,” coaxed my wife, trying to tickle him and lighten his mood. 
 
    He cracked a smile and pushed her away.  “Social signalling it is, then.”  He sighed in resignation and we all stood enjoying the fresh night air.  The breeze was carrying the cigarette smoke away and we could barely smell it. 
 
    I admit that I was very uptight at first and shared Jimmy’s fears, but I wanted to put on a good face for my wife to show her I was brave.  After a while, the patio’s pleasant atmosphere and the effect of the alcohol lightened my mood. 
 
    “Wow, that guy Tommy was really going after my boobs,” commented Cindy.  We were into our third round at that point somehow.  She gripped her large bosoms in her hand and squeezed them while Jimmy looked on with interest. 
 
    “And the bouncer liked them too,” agreed Jimmy.  “They are big.” 
 
    Cindy seemed to be enjoying Jimmy’s attention and she played with her titties for him a little more, bouncing them in the palms of her hands.  I felt myself getting an erection and wondered if my wife was interested in a threesome with my pal and I.  That would be pretty hot.  “What’s the big deal?  They are only mammary glands.” 
 
    “Signals of reproductive fitness,” I said with a slur.  I was pretty sauced up at that point. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” said Jimmy and his face went white.  “I was afraid of this.”  We turned to look and saw Tommy and bouncer come out onto the patio. 
 
    “Holy shit!” shouted Tommy.  “You guys are still here?  I thought you left and took the nerdy slut with you.”  He and the bouncer walked over quickly.  They were swinging their limbs around loosely and looked drunk and ready for a conflict. 
 
    “I’m not a slut,” objected my wife.  She straightened her shoulders and stood taller to confront him, but the effect was that her breasts jutted forward more. 
 
    “Oh, yeah I like when you stand like that, it’s makes them stick out more,” said Tommy.  He never took his eyes off my wife’s chest while the bouncer cracked up laughing. 
 
    Cindy deflated for a moment, but then resumed her posture and even waggled her shoulders a bit, shaking her boobs defiantly.  “Yeah, well, you will never get your hands on these,” she told him. 
 
    “Sure I will,” he told he smoothly.   “Who’s gonna stop me?”  So confident. 
 
    “I think we should go, you guys,” whimpered Jimmy.  He was so afraid, that I felt ashamed of him in that moment. 
 
    “You are a big dick, you know that?” my wife blurted hotly. Her eyes were flashing now, and her dander was up. 
 
    “I have a big dick, if that’s what you mean,” he rejoined.  Then he grabbed his crotch lewdly and my wife rolled her eyes with disgust. 
 
    “Why don’t you two just move along?”  I said.  I was so drunk that I swaggered right up to the two huge muscle men without a care in the world.  I guess I was showing off for my wife. 
 
    My bravado didn’t last long.  Tommy’s hand shot out with a blur and felt myself jerked practically off of my feet as he grabbed the front of my shirt and yanked me toward him. 
 
    “I could like literally smash your goddamn face in, dorkwad,” he told me.  He said it in almost a friendly way and I could feel my pits growing damp with apprehension. 
 
    “Hey, hey, wait, look, don’t do that,” chattered my wife with concern.  “You want to see my boobs?  No big deal. Just put my husband down.”  She grabbed the elastic band at the top of her bodice and pulled it down slightly to reveal more cleavage. 
 
    “Ooh, I like where this is going,” said the bouncer rubbing his palms together.  He had tattoos all over the backs of his hands. 
 
    “Me too,” grunted Tommy as he tossed me aside. 
 
    I stumbled but managed not to fall this time since there was more room out here and I was able to regain my footing. 
 
    “I don’t know why men get so excited.  They are just mammary glands,” repeated my wife.  She gave Tommy a playful look as she pulled down her top briefly and flashed him a view of her bra. 
 
    “No, no, wait, here, let’s do this,” he strode forward and stood close to my wife.  She had to tilt her head back to look him in the eye with her big doe eyes.  “You let me feel up your tits and I promise not to crush your husband.” 
 
    “You know we could just call the cops you guys,” said Jimmy. He had his phone out and everything, ready to dial 911.  I felt scared and intimidated, but even I thought that was overboard. 
 
    “Or we could just leave,” I offered weakly. 
 
    Cindy looked up at Tommy submissively as she answered me.  “No, dear, there might not be time.  We might not be able to get away.  I better do what he says.  I don’t want you to get hurt.” 
 
    “Yeah, but um,” I objected.  It was too late.  I felt my mouth go dry as I watched my wife pull the top of her bodice down and tuck it under her large boobs, exposing her lacy bra.   She licked her lips as she looked up at Tommy expectantly and I felt a sharp pang of jealousy and frustration mixed with fear and somehow a bit of arousal. 
 
    “This is super hot,” commented the bouncer. 
 
    “This is sick, it’s assault,” complained Jimmy. 
 
    “Technically, it’s not assault against me, he’s just threatening Sydney,” said my wife.   She was still making doe eyes at the big jock. 
 
    “Unhook your bra,” commanded Tommy.  The big man was hovering over my little wife menacingly. She unhooked her bra and her big white boobs came spilling out, pick nipples going cock eyed in either direction. 
 
    “Cindy!” I gasped.  “Seriously?” 
 
    “I don’t want you to get hurt, baby,” she purred.  Then she cooed as Tommy grabbed her tender knockers in his big rough hands.  Her cheeks were flushed bright red and her eyes with shining with excitement. 
 
    “Aww yeah, these are good titties,” giggled Tommy as he toyed with my wife’s boobs.  He looked over at me brazenly as he fondled my wife’s bare chest.  “How do you like this, little man?” he asked me.  “You like how your wife lets me feel her up?” 
 
    “No sir, I don’t like it,” I said in the voice of that horse from Ren and Stimpy and it made my wife titter.  But I could feel my dick getting hard as I watched the big alpha male take liberties with my nerdy little woman. 
 
    “Nice and soft,” he told me as he cradled them in his hands.  “Look, I’m pinching her nipples now.” 
 
    “Oh,” exclaimed my wife.  She was breathing faster now as the big man worked her knockers. 
 
    “Look at her, she is into it,” he chuckled.  “It’s making her hot.” 
 
    “No it’s not,” objected Cindy weakly.  But she didn’t sound sincere at all.  It was making me hot just watching. 
 
    “This is like a damn nature documentary,” commented Jimmy.  “The dominant bull has faced down the smaller males of the pack and now asserts it’s sexual prerogative with the fertile female.”  He intoned this in a deep narrator voice and I had to laugh along with Cindy and the bouncer.  I couldn’t help it.  It was so true.  It was also giving me such a boner. 
 
    “That’s right, bitch,” Tommy told me.  “Your wife’s ass is mine now.  Lookit, I’m fucking juggling her melons and there’s nothing you can do about it.” 
 
    “Don’t be rude, Tommy,” panted my wife.  She laid her hands gently on his as he persisted in rubbing her bare breasts. 
 
    He just ignored her.  “Lift your skirt up, let me see that ass,” he told her impatiently. 
 
    Cindy looked around bashfully.  “People are looking,” she whined. It was true, two mouthbreathers and their trashy ladies were glancing over from the other side of the patio. 
 
    “Don’t worry about them, I’ll block you,” said the bouncer and he moved over slightly to block their view with his immense bulk. 
 
    “Do you want me to punch your husband or not?” asked Tommy.  But he didn’t sound threatening any more, he was too aroused.  He sounded urgent and horny. 
 
    “I don’t even believe you will punch Sydney,” Cindy told him. 
 
    “Yeah, well, I might,” he said distractedly.  “Now lemme see that ass.” 
 
    Cindy laughed. “You really are assertive,” she said. She was impressed by this brash retard.  It sort of annoyed me and I could feel my stomach roiling with jealousy as she turned, bent over, and lifted her skirt for him. 
 
    “Nice! Lookit that ass, K-Dog,” said Tommy excitedly as he slapped my wife’s rear. 
 
    “Looking good,” agreed the bouncer known as K-Dog. 
 
    “Now pull your panties down!” Tommy demanded of my wife. 
 
    “Tommy, please, that’s going too far!” she cried. 
 
    “Do it!” he bellowed in a deep voice and my wife squeaked in submission and slid her underwear off, exposing her bare ass to us. 
 
    Tommy bent down to put his face close to my wife’s butt as he looked back at me triumphantly and started squeezing her cheeks.  “Lookit this!” he told me.  “You like how I rub your wife’s ass little man?” 
 
    “It’s uh, pretty rude I guess,” I admitted.  I had to adjust my pants as my penis grew stiffer and stiffer at the sight of this jerk molesting my wife. 
 
    “I’m sorry about this, honey, are you ok?” asked Cindy sweetly as Tommy ran his hands gratuitously over her white ass and lovely pale thighs.  “Is this freaking you out?” 
 
    “Pretty much,” I admitted. 
 
    “Look watch this,” Tommy urged me and he put his hands between my wife’s legs and fingered her labia which was poking out puffily now. 
 
    “Oh god you are fresh,” panted my wife. She was clearly aroused now. 
 
    “I’m funky fresh medina, baby,” he crowed.   
 
    “That’s just, such a stupid reference,” said Jimmy critically.   But he was gazing in fascination as Tommy impudently poked his finger into my wife’s twat.  It emerged slick with her juice.  She sure was wet. 
 
    “Turn around and show us that pussy,” Tommy told my wife. 
 
    “Oh my god,” sighed my wife.  She glanced around nervously as she turned and stood upright before us.  Her big beautiful tits were still hanging out for all to see as she lifted the front of her skirt and showed us her crotch. 
 
    “Yeah,” exclaimed Tommy with a guttural growl.  “Lookit this pussy,” he told me as he grabbed my wife’s cooch roughly.  “I’m gonna FUCK this pussy,” he bragged to me. 
 
    “No, no you’re not,” whimpered my wife.  Her eyes were glazed over with passion as the big man forcefully squeezed her vagina.  
 
    “Your husband can’t stop me, he’s a wimp,” laughed Tommy.  “Isn’t that right, little man?” 
 
    “I uh, don’t know if I could stop you actually,” I admitted.  But at that point I didn’t want to.  This was too exciting, to see my wife getting used in public by a douchebag.  It was exhilarating really and it made me horny as hell. 
 
    “It’s best if we just do what he says,” said my wife. 
 
    “That’s right, feel this, this is what I’m gonna fuck you with,” said Tommy proudly and he took my wife’s hand and put it on the massive bulge in his jeans. 
 
    “Oh wow,” said my wife in surprise.  “You are really hard.” 
 
    “That’s right, you hear, that, little man?” he looked at me imperiously as my wife fondled his junk through his pants. 
 
    “Oh God, Cindy,” I said, gripping my own boner. 
 
    “I know, this is terrible,” she said in a consoling tone as she knelt in the grass before the bully.  “But look at this.”  She unzipped his pants and I felt my chest constrict as the huge erection practically erupted from his pants.  My wife nuzzled his stiff dong with her face, resting is along her cheek as she looked back at me sweetly.  “He’s really big, honey,” she told me excitedly.  “Big and hard. Wow.  And he’s not circumcised.  That’s so weird.”  I watched breathlessly as my nerdy wife gripped the bully’s cock and gently pulled back his foreskin, revealing his red sticky glans.  “It’s like a dog penis or something,” she said gazing at it in fascination.  Jimmy and the bouncer laughed, but Tommy just groaned with pleasure as my wife starting licking the glistening head of his penis.  “Ooh it tastes funky,” she said, wrinkling her nose at me.   
 
    “Um, ok,” I said weakly. 
 
    “Honey, remember to breath,” she told me with concern.  “I’m going to suck it now, ok?” 
 
    I realized that I had been holding my breath and I expelled suddenly as I watched my wife on her knees, sucking my rival’s cock. We stood there, the bouncer, Jimmy, and I while my wife’s head bobbed up and down as she administered to Tommy’s cock right there on the patio of this proletariat bar. 
 
    “Man she sucks a mean cock,” said the bouncer in admiration.  Cindy looked him in the eye as she ran her tongue up and down Tommy’s stiff shaft.  That struck me as being an extremely slutty thing to do.  Not just suck off a bully in front of me,but in front of other guys too and even look them in the eye while she did it.  My cock was painfully hard. 
 
    My wife paused sucking Tommy’s dick for a moment and knelt there jerking it and staring at it with adoration.  “I just love this cock,” she blurted to Tommy’s delight.  Then she gave me a guilty glance.  “Oh jeez, honey, I’m being bad, I know.  How are you feeling about this?” 
 
    “I mean, I don’t know,” I admitted, kneading the lump in my pants desperately.  “It’s a little shitty of you to give blowjobs to guys who threaten to beat me up I guess.” 
 
    “But did you see the size of his balls?” she giggled.  She cradled Tommy’s huge hairy testes in her palms of her hand.  “They are ginormous!” she gushed.  I felt a little inadequate when wife raved about another man’s testicles. 
 
    “No surprise, it takes a big pair of stones to fuck another mans wife right in front of him,” put in the bouncer. 
 
    Just then the tough manager woman with the boobjob came out on the patio and joined our group.  “What the holy fuck is going on here?  Is that the nerdy bitch from before?  What’s she doing with Tommy’s nuts in her hands.” 
 
    “I’m going to suck them,” Cindy told her happily.  “They are really big and hairy!”  Then my wife started sucking the big jerk’s scrotum while the manager laughed in amazement.  Cindy was really enthusiastic about it, making loud slurping sounds as licked and sucked. 
 
    I groaned in despair and arousal as I wrestled with the boner in my pants. 
 
    “That’s right, bitch, suck those balls,” gloated Tommy.  He grabbed my wife’s hairs and roughly jammed her face between his legs while she practically gagged on his nutsack. 
 
    “And this pussy of a husband is just going to stand there watching?” the titjob manager spat with disgust, jerking a thumb in my direction.  “That’s San Francisco for you.  Freaks everywhere.” 
 
    “He knows I’ll just smash him if he tries to interfere,” said Tommy.  “How does it feel to watch your wife gobbling the nads of a real man?” 
 
    “I mean it feels like, kind of weird,” I said.  I didn’t want to admit how arousing this was in spite of the humiliation. 
 
    “Honey, don’t take this the wrong way,” gasped my wife, coming up for air.  “I mean, he’s obviously more macho than you are and I didn’t realize how stimulating that would be for me, sexually. But of course I still only love you.  I couldn’t love a beast like him.  But I did sort of get wet when he started pushing you around.” 
 
    “Jeez, how can you say that?,” I complained.  Wow, my wife really had a soft spot for tough guys I guess. 
 
    “Bitch, get up and bend over, it’s time for me to fuck you silly,” demanded my wife’s new lover. 
 
    “Hold that thought, dear,” my wife told me sweetly as she eagerly jumped to her feet and presented her ass to the bully so he could do her from behind. 
 
    “What a little fucking slut,” laughed the tough manager in admiration. 
 
    “Yeah, she’s a good little whore,” agreed Tommy.  He grabbed my wife by the hips as she lifted the back of her skirt for him and then thrust himself into my wife from behind, making her cry out in surprise. 
 
    “Oh my god you are big,” she moaned. 
 
    “You are fucking tight,” he cursed through gritted teeth.  “I’m going to blow my wad right inside your fucking whore wife,” he told me with relish as he bent my woman over and started pumping his cock in and out of her.  I just watched her big naked boobs swinging back and forth as the bully dogged her.  Her head was thrown back and her mouth was hanging open in ecstasy. 
 
    “And so the alpha male mounts the fertile female while the betas look on jealously from the sidelines,” intoned Jimmy in his documentary narrator voice. 
 
    “He’s really fucking me hard,” my wife whined to me.  “He’s really manly.” 
 
    “Uh, ok.  Thanks for sharing?” I said awkwardly.  I desperately wanted to just unzip and start jerking off while I watched my wife getting mounted by this dominant bull, but I was too ashamed to do it. 
 
    “How you like it when I bang the shit out of your wife, bro?” barked Tommy at me aggressively as he stabbed his cock more and more forcefully into my wife. 
 
    “I’m a sort of upset obviously,” I said.  Though I was mostly upset that I didn’t have the guys to just masturbate while I watched. 
 
    “It doesn’t really mean anything,” whimpered my wife. 
 
    “Letting this guy fuck you you mean?” I asked. 
 
    “Wait, sorry, I’m cumming,” groaned Cindy and she put her head down and shuttered. 
 
    “Yeah, you fucking bitch, yeah,” shouted Tommy and he paused for a moment, grinding himself deep into my wife’s womb.  “Fuck yeah, there it goes.  I’m emptying my load up in your wife, little man,” he crowed triumphantly.  I just ground my teeth in frustration, but said nothing. I guessed I would be jerking off imagining this moment for weeks if not months to come. 
 
    Tommy pulled out of my wife and slapped her on the ass.  “Give me your number,” he said and my wife quickly blurted it out as he tapped it into his phone. 
 
    “Honey, jesus!”  I complained. 
 
    “Look at it this way,” Cindy told me as she rehooked her bra and pulled her bodice back up.  “I took a pounding so you didn’t have to.” 
 
    It wasn’t really that funny, but Jimmy and I laughed along anyway.  The bouncer even bought us another round of drinks to show there were no hard feelings. 
 
      
 
   
 
  

 Dom Wife Pretends to Break Down in the Ghetto 
 
      
 
    My wife Amanda is sort of a dominant woman.  I think of her as an alpha female.  I’m not complaining.  Lord knows I wasn’t much of a ladies man back in our college days when we first met. I always needed the woman to make the first move.  And she certainly did.  But that’s another story.  Sometimes my wife gets frustrated by my generally passive nature and it can get a little… how I put this?  Well maybe this story can provide an illustration. 
 
    Amanda and I were driving back from brunch at a nice little spot in Berkeley one Sunday afternoon.  She was driving the new BMW I had bought her for her birthday and I was in the passenger seat.  I might be a bit passive, but at least I make enough money to buy her nice things. But anyway, we both had a few too many mimosas so we didn’t notice when she missed our exit and we ended up having to jump off the freeway down by the Coliseum in Oakland so we could turn around.   
 
    That part of Oakland was always really resistant to gentrification and we both commented on the urban blight. 
 
    “Tsk, tsk, look at this.  All these boarded up homes,” said Amanda with a sigh.  She had her sunglasses on her head and she looked quite dashing in her sharp little skirt suit and jacket. 
 
    “Yes, it’s terrible,” I agreed sleepily.  I was having trouble keeping my eyes open to be honest. 
 
    “And look at all these hooligans loitering on the corners outside the convenience stores.” 
 
    “No, it’s not too savory,” I said. 
 
    Amanda slowed down a bit to look at some young thuggish types and they stared back, giving us dirty looks.  “Ugh, look how brash these fellows are, staring like that,” said my wife. 
 
    “One wouldn’t want to break down in this neighborhood,” I said. 
 
    “Hmph, that’s true.  It’s not as though I could rely on YOU to protect me.” 
 
    “Now honey,” I sighed.  This was a running refrain with her.  “You don’t need anyone to protect you.  You can protect yourself.” 
 
    “True enough,” said Amanda and she pulled a right off the main road and went around the block back to the corner with the thugs. 
 
    “Hey, what are you doing?” I asked.  I sat up in my seat and glanced to make sure the door was locked. 
 
    “I just want to have a little fun,” said Amanda, pulling over and stopping the car on the side street a few door down from the convenience store.  “Let’s see what would happen if we DID break down in this wretched neighborhood.  Do you think anyone would come to help us?”  She had that look in her eye when she’s drunk sometimes, when she’s itching for a fight. 
 
    “Now Amanda, be reasonable.  This is a rough place.  I know you like to push your limits sometimes, but this might be really dangerous.”  I glanced nervously at the hoodlums on the street corner as they started pointing in our direction. 
 
    My wife sneered at me.  “What a little coward you are, sometimes Stanley.  It really is disgusting.”  She reached forward and released the hood latch.  “I’m half inclined to teach you a lesson in bravery.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” I could feel the sweat beading on my forehead and dampening the armpits of my shirt. 
 
    “Why, I’m going to see what the matter is with the engine, silly,” she said in a falsetto.  Then she really shocked me by reaching up her skirt and pulling her panties down. 
 
    “But, you know darn well there is nothing wrong with the car,” I stammered.  “It’s a brand new car!  And why are you taking your panties off?” 
 
    “That’s where the bravery comes in,” my wife told me with a wink.  What a she-devil she could be sometimes. 
 
    Amanda left her drawers under the gas pedal and climbed out of the car.  She is a tall woman with fiery red hair, pale white skin, and a big bosom.  She looked quite imposing in her expensive outfit.  And sexy too, it was very tight and showed her curves to good advantage.  She strutted arrogantly toward the front of the car, flipping her hair to attract the attention of the hooligans, and then she lifted the hood with a loud sigh of exasperation. 
 
    The group of young men of color came and stood nearby.  They were watching my wife closely as she bent over to peer under the hood of our car, but they made no move to help her.  As I looked at the young men, I realized that they weren’t really very dangerous looking.  They were just teenaged boys really, and I relaxed a little bit.  I even rolled the window down and considered informing them that the car wasn’t really broken down.  But then my wife hiked up her skirt a bit and bent over with her rear pointed in their direction and they broke out in hoots of surprise.   
 
    I could see part of my wife’s bare bottom showing below the hem of her skirt and I started getting an erection.  I wasn’t really feeling afraid of the young men anymore.  They were pointing and shouting, but also covering their faces and peeking bashfully between their fingers at my wife’s immodesty.  She stood up straight and turned to face the youth and I saw that she had unbuttoned her blouse nearly half-way, exposing an impressive amount of cleavage.  She was quite brave, I will give her that. 
 
    “Are you boys going to just stand around there, sniggering, or is one of you capable of helping a lady in distress?”  My wife put her hands on her hips and spread her legs slightly and she cut quite a luscious and imposing figure as she faced off against the ghetto youths.  But really she was old enough to be their mother and they wilted beneath her imperious gaze even though her breasts and buttocks were hanging half out.  I was actually starting to enjoy their discomfiture for a moment.  Now they knew how I felt facing my wife when her dander was up. 
 
    Before I could get too comfortable though, a middle aged black man in a work shirt and jeans came along. 
 
    “What you niggas doin’ over here?” he demanded suspiciously of the young men.  He looked at my wife facing them down and then our car with the hood up. “You young bloods messin’ with this white lady?” 
 
    “Naw, nigga, naw, we just chillin’!” insisted one young fellow. 
 
    “She got no DRAWERS on, OG, her booty sticking out when she bent over!” explained another. 
 
    “Hush up with that bullshit,” said the older man with a wave of his hand.  “None you little thugs think to try to help out?  Look like she broke down.” 
 
    “Her bra broke down, cuz.  Look at them titties hanging out!” 
 
    “Why you little scallywag!  Watch your tongue!” scolded my wife.  But her breasts really were practically bursting out of her bra. 
 
    The older black man stared at my wife’s pale jiggling mammary glands with fascination.  My wife watched him gazing at her chest and a little smirk came onto her face. 
 
    “Do you know anything about cars, sir?” she asked him. 
 
    “Cars?” he asked stupidly, still smitten by her mesmerizing breasts. 
 
    “My car isn’t working,” explained my wife.  She was suppressing a smile.  “My poor husband is useless around cars.”  She gestured to me dismissively and I gave him a little wave of chagrin. 
 
    “Uh huh?” he asked, looking at me warily. 
 
    “He’s sort of useless generally, actually,” said my wife chattily.  “Especially in bed.”  I felt my face burning a deep red as the kids broke out laughing at my expense but the black man just shook his head sadly. 
 
    “That’s a damn shame.  You a fine looking woman.”  He couldn’t seem to tear his eyes away from my wife’s lively bosom. 
 
    “Yes, well, his key doesn’t quite turn my ignition if you know what I mean,” she told him with a wink.  “I need a real man to get my engine going.” 
 
    “Honey, come on,” I complained weakly.  The young thugs were having hysterics at my expense. 
 
    “No, no, brother, I think I can help you folks out,” said the black man.  He looked my wife’s body over.  “Let’s take a look at that car.  I know about engines and whatnot.” 
 
    “There is some problem in here,” said my wife, and she turned and bent down under the hood again, but this time she pulled her skirt up around her waist and exposed her entire bare ass.  It looked pretty good.  Nice and round.  The peanut gallery reacted wildly, the young men slapping each other and running in circles.  But the older man just hitched up his belt and walked resolutely up behind my wife. 
 
    “I know what she needs,” he told me matter of factly as he gripped my wife’s hips and started grinding his crotch against her naked ass. 
 
    Amanda gave a gasp of surprise as the stranger started dry humping her from behind.  “Oh yes, I think you have the tool to start my engine alright!” she purred. 
 
    Now I don’t know what you are thinking as you read this right now.  Maybe you think I should have jumped out and confronted this big black man and pulled him off of my wife.  Or maybe you think I should have hopped over to the driver’s seat and just driven away, to leave my wife at the mercy of the ghetto.  But of course I didn’t do either of these things.  When you have a dominant wife, you just need to put up with things like this now and then.  I had long ago resigned myself to my fate.  So when I saw how things were going, I just sighed and unzipped my fly.   At least  I could pleasure myself while I watched my wife getting used in broad daylight by a total stranger, with a pack of hooting underprivileged teens looking on. 
 
    My wife turned to face the big man and he pushed her back against the car as they started kissing.  I pulled on my modest erection, my mouth going dry, as I watched his hands roaming freely over my wife’s voluptuous body.  The teenagers of course were on the verge of a collective nervous breakdown over this turn of events and they shouted shrill encouragements.  The stranger quickly had my wife’s bra unhooked and was juggling her luscious knockers in his hands as she pinched the huge bulge in his pants. 
 
    “Oh my gosh, what a tool you have.  Let’s show my husband!” she giggled. 
 
    “Oh, that’s kind of fucked up, woman.  You cold,” said the black man.  He looked at me with embarrassment. 
 
    “Not at all!  Stanley knows his place.  Look!  The little worm already has his pathetic excuse for a penis pulled out and he’s spanking happily away.”   
 
    I cringed at the insult.  “Well, I’m not HAPPY about it, just used to it, I guess.” 
 
    “Well, you should be used to the idea that I need to get serviced by a REAL man every now and then,” she told me.  “Look at this thing, Stanley. He’s hung like a moose.”  And my wife pulled the black man over by the passenger side window where I sat and unzipped his pants.  His huge member came out and it was truly a frightening piece of meat.  It was stiff and veiny and uncut.  I could  even smell it’s funk and I wrinkled my nose in disgust.  But Amanda was on her knees in an instant and started licking and sucking the man’s junk while the young onlookers cheered her audacity. 
 
    I had a front row seat as my wife enthusiastically fellated the big cock and balls while the black man groaned in pleasure, putting his hands on my wife’s head.  She looked me boldly in the eye, one massive testicle in her mouth, the other hanging out and I felt my heart racing as I fapped away.  Up and down her head bobbed as she gobbled this stranger’s dong for the whole world to see.  It was pretty intense and I almost felt myself hyperventilating. 
 
    “Put you key in my lock!” panted my wife finally.  And she stood and bent over, presenting her ass to the man while gripping the sill of the passenger window.   The horny fellow eagerly acquiesced and I watched my wife’s face, just inches from my own as the big cock entered her.  She made the cutest O of surprise.  It was very titillating and I was on the verge of ejacjulating when I saw her expression.  “Oh STANLEY! “ she whimpered.  “He’s so FORCEFUL!  Not like you at all. He’s fucking me like an ANIMAL!”   
 
    He certainly was working her out.  I could hear his hips slapping violently against my wife’s bare ass and she was being wrenched back and forth by his aggressive thrusts into her.  She put her hands on the roof of the car to steady herself and her big white boobs started swaying in and out of the car window, slapping me in the face as the stranger’s shagging put them into pendulous motion.  Of course this was too much to take and I spurted my own meager seed as one of my wife’s big pink nipples lodged itself in my ear for a moment.  It was very satisfying and I actually felt sleepy for a moment as I nuzzled my face into my wife’s bosom. 
 
    I lost track of time for a moment, but soon I heard her crying out as she reached her climax and then the black man was grunting. 
 
    “Don’t cum inside, you have to show my husband,” chided my wife.  So the stranger pulled out awkwardly and my wife dropped back to her knees so I could watch the shocking black phallus spurt out one voluminous stream of hot semen after another onto my wife’s face and exposed chest.  The sperm just seemed to keep on flowing for a ridiculous amount of time and Amanda was chuckling in amazement as she got absolutely soaked with the virile stranger’s jism.  “Good GOD what a stud!” she said appreciatively when the flow finally slowed to a dribble. 
 
    “Happy to be of service, baby,” said the big man, smiling down benevolently at my utterly violated wife in her cum infused skirt suit.  Her bright red cheeks were shiny with his spum and I handed her a tissue out the window though it was woefully inadequate for the job.  She needed a towel or two, not a kleenex. 
 
    The drive home was relatively uneventful. Though I did think it was bit dangerous of my wife to leave her sperm slathered breasts exposed as she drove us home.  Several male drivers nearly got into accidents from the distraction. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
 
  

 Wife Tries Prostitution 
 
    My wife Vera and I were driving home from the bar one weekend night and as we approached the on ramp she noticed a pair of young women loitering there under the overpass.   
 
    “Harold, look at those women!  I think they are prostitutes,” gasped Vera craning her neck and slowing the car.  She always insists on driving. That’s just how she is. 
 
    I scratched my cheek nervously as I looked the women over.  They weren’t really dressed the way I imagined prostitutes to dress.  They  weren’t wearing garters or stockings or anything, just simple sweatpants and halter tops.  But it was strange to see two unaccompanied young women hanging out in this dark deserted place.  “I don’t think so honey,” I said skeptically. 
 
    Vera got that devilish look in her eye that she always gets when she wants to tease me.  “I’m telling you, Harry, these are real prostitutes.  Do you want me to hire one for you?  What would you prefer, a handjob or a blowjob?”  My wife cackled with drunken laughter as she pulled the car over near the women and rolled her window down. 
 
    I just shook my head and tisked dismissively but my stomach dropped when both girls eagerly came forward and leaned in the window. 
 
    “Hey mama, wazzup?  You like to party?” asked one of the girls.  She was a white girl with an inch of dark roots showing beneath her poorly bleached and frizzy hairdo.  Her makeup was simply atrocious.  Her blue eyeliner made her look like a clown. 
 
    Vera giggled with excitement.  “How much for a blowjob for my husband?” 
 
    “Vera!” I gasped in shock.  I couldn’t believe she was doing this. 
 
    “Ten dollars,” put in the other girl with a shrug.  She was hispanic or maybe part black with huge lips and a mass of black curly hair. 
 
    “For 15$ we could both suck it,” offered the white girl.  She looked at her companion and rubbed her nose. 
 
    “Sure,” agreed the darker girl giving me a coldly calculating stare.  “That guy don’t look like he would take too long.” 
 
    Vera broke out laughing as my face burned with shame.  “You’ve got that right, girl.  You’ve got that right for sure.  He’ll probably cum before you get his peter out of his pants.” 
 
    “Vera stop it!” I choked.  I didn’t appreciate being humiliated in front of street whores like this. 
 
    “She’s got your number, Harry, you can’t deny it.  She has the eye of a professional,” said my wife.  She rummaged in her purse and pulled out a twenty.  “Here, all I have is a twenty,” said my wife, handing over the bill to the brown girl. 
 
    “We can make change,” said the white girl.  She hurriedly reached down the front of her shit and pulled out a wad of cash. 
 
    “No no, you can keep the change,” said my wife.  She eyed the woman’s wad as the whores traded a ten for the twenty so they could split the loot.  “That’s quite a take, did you make that all tonight?” 
 
    The white girl flashed her roll of bills proudly.  “Wouldn’t you like to know?”  Then she tucked the cash back between her breasts. 
 
    “I would like to know, I think this is all very fascinating.  Do you have a pimp?”  My wife’s eyes were shining with excitement. 
 
    The girls exchanged a worried glance but said nothing. 
 
    “What’s the matter?  Are you afraid we are police?  I assure we aren’t,” said my wife with concern.  “I’m just curious.” 
 
    “Ah no, mama, we know all the police, that’s cool,” said the hispanic girl.  “We just don’t like to talk too much, you know.  We just do our thing and you can split.” 
 
    “Whatever, Yo-yo, she’s cool, I can tell,” said the white girl.  She turned chattily to my wife.  “Down here, we don’t need no pimp.  This is po-po’s corner, so we just pay our tax and we cool.” 
 
    I was confused for a moment as parsed out her meaning. “You don’t mean that you pay the police?!” I gasped when I finally understood her.  
 
    “He’s pretty stupid, huh?” the hispanic girl asked my wife. 
 
    “Well, yes, about some things,” admitted my wife.  She turned to face me.  “You must have seen the news about police corruption in Oakland, haven’t you dear?” 
 
    “Let’s just suck this dude off and get on with it,” sighed the hispanic girl.  And the two young women came around to my side of the car while my wife rolled down my window. 
 
    “You can’t be serious about this!” I objected to my wife. 
 
    “Oh, stop being such a prude,” admonished my wife.  “Why I think this will be incredibly exciting.  Most husbands would jump at the chance to get their penis sucked by a strange woman after 20 years of marriage to the same old bag.” 
 
    “You’re no old bag and you know it,” I said. 
 
    “What’s the matter, poppi?  Don’t you like boobies?” asked the hispanic girl.  And then she lifted up her shirt and stuck her brown nipples right in my face. 
 
    It was pretty shocking.  I had these big round, soft, brown breasts smushed into my face while the girl giggled.  She grabbed the back of my head to keep my face pressed against her chest while the white girl leaned her whole torso into the car and and started unzipping my fly. 
 
    “He’s hard already,” said the white girl with satisfaction as she extracted my penis.  “Not much more than a mouthful though,” she joked and my wife laughed along. 
 
    “Mmmph,” I complained, but I couldn’t see anything with the big brown titties in my face. 
 
    I felt the white girl’s hot wet mouth on the tip of my cock and I nearly came right then.  It was pretty kinky. 
 
    “Here, hold her boobs honey, that will help you,” coaxed my wife and she took my hands and put the white girls exposed breasts into the palm of my hands while the whore sucked me harder and harder.  I have to admit, it was more than I could take and I immediately climaxed, spurting my modest load into the girl’s greedy mouth. 
 
    “Wow, that’s it?” giggled the girl.  The brown boobs were removed from my face and the white girl opened her mouth to show my wife the cum on her tongue before turning and spitting it out on the road.  She and her pal had their tits tucked away in a jiffy and started walking away, laughing as they went. 
 
    “Wow, that was hot,” panted my wife.  I noticed that she had her skirt bunched up around her waist and was touching herself.  “I’m going to get a lot of mileage out of this during my nightly rub session.” 
 
    “I feel… odd,” I said as I wiped my limp penis off with my handkerchief. 
 
    “I want to try that,” said my wife hoarsely.  Her cheeks were flushed. 
 
    “What, suck my penis?” I asked nervously.  It was still tender.  “I need time to recover, dear.” 
 
    “No, you fool, the hooking, the prostitution,” she said watching the girls as they resumed their positions on the corner.  “To just pleasure a complete stranger for cash and then walk away.  That was a fantasy of mine when I was a young girl.” 
 
    “Come on,” I chortled.  “Now you are really going too far.” 
 
    “Oh, please, you are such a milquetoast sometimes.  Where is your sense of adventure?  Wouldn’t you find it kinky to watch me sucking off some random guy in his car for a ten dollar bill?  It would be simply WILD!” 
 
    “You’ve clearly lost your mind.” 
 
    “Oh my god, our sex life has gotten so BOOORING!  I’m sick of it.  We need to spice things up a little.  Here, give me your wallet, I want to buy some information from these girls.” 
 
    I reluctantly offered up my billfold and Vera snatched it from my hand.  She jumped out of the car and walked purposefully toward the two prostitutes.  I got out myself and followed, hoping in vain to talk some sense into my lustful wife. 
 
    “No refunds!” said the hispanic girl as my wife approached. 
 
    “No, no, everything was fine, I just want to ask you two some questions,” said Vera.  She held up my wallet invitingly. 
 
    “Bitch, I’m here to work, not to gab,” sneered the brown girl.  I could tell she didn’t like my wife.  
 
    A beat up pickup truck pulled over and a brown faced mexican fellow leaned out his window and whistled at the girls.  The hispanic girl went running to greet him, but the white girl hesitated.  She bit her lip and looked back and forth between my wife and the John. 
 
    “I’ll make it worth your while,” assured my wife.  She pulled out a couple of twenties and the white girl’s eyes went wide. 
 
    “Holy shit, mama, I’d eat your snatch for that much, and I don’t even go that way,” gasped the girl taking the money and tucking it away quickly. 
 
    “Uh, no,” said my wife.  “I’m not interested in that.  I just want to know how this all works.  How do I turn tricks?” 
 
    The white whore laughed in her face.  “The fuck you talking about, lady?” 
 
    “What’s the matter, do you think I’m too old?” asked my wife.  She pulled at her temples self-consciously like she does at home when she contemplated getting a facelift. 
 
    The white girl looked confused.  “No, I mean, you look better than half the bitches out here who half your age, you got that tits and ass too,  but it’s just....” The girl wrinkled her brow.  “You a classy lady.  You got a husband...” 
 
    “You saw my husband’s dick,” laughed my wife. 
 
    “Hey now!” I complained.  But it was hard to be angry since I was still experiencing that post-orgasm glow from all the boobs and sucking I had been given. 
 
    “Well you got a nice car,” objected the girl. 
 
    “It’s not for the money,” explained my wife.  “I need excitement in my life.” 
 
    “Bitch, you crazy,” laughed the white girl.  “You think this shit is EXCITING?  Sucking some smelly old nutsacks for a ten?” 
 
    “Ahh, ahh,” cried the mexican in the truck and I turned to see the brown girl bouncing up and down on his lap in the cab of his truck. 
 
    “Just watching her is making me wet,” said my wife. 
 
    We all turned and watched as the brown girl brought her trick to climax and then she deftly slipped out of the truck and pulled her sweatpants back up.  He John was smiling groggily as he put the truck in gear and pulled away. 
 
    “Jose make me work it tonight,” said the hispanic girl, rubbing her rump ruefully.  “Why this crazy white bitch still here?” 
 
    “She so crazy, she wants to turn some tricks for fun,” said the white girl pointing to my wife. 
 
    The hispanic girl looked my wife over critically.  “Turn around,” she commanded. 
 
    My wife turned and showed her rear to the saucy young whore. 
 
    “Damn she got some ass,” admitted the harlot.  “But you can’t whore in that office outfit.  You need easy access, hoe!”  She pulled her waistband with a snap. 
 
    “Oh, so that’s why you wear the sweatpants,” said my wife thoughtfully.  “It’s not very flattering, though.” 
 
    “These niggas that come down here for pussy don’t give two fucks for flattering,” laughed the hispanic girl. 
 
    “Ok, but I don’t want to go home and change, I might lose my nerve,” said my wife, biting her lip. 
 
    “Come on, this is preposterous,” I said.  I took my wife by the elbow and tried to lead her back to the car but she dug in her heels and slapped my hand away. 
 
    “Get your hands off me, Harold.  I am DOING this,” hissed my wife.  She was angry enough to make me recoil in shock.  “You haven’t satisfied me in the bedroom in YEARS!” 
 
    “Vera you are drunk,” I sighed. 
 
    “Yes, I am,” she admitted.  “But I wouldn’t have the guts to try this sober.  Now will you just calm down and let me do this?  It’s an experiment.  It might save our sex life.  You owe it to me.”  She was on the verge of tears at this point and I honestly felt guilty for my lack of sexual prowess. 
 
    So I sighed and rolled my eyes.  “Ok, ok, you will probably chicken out if you actually get propositioned anyway.” 
 
    Vera hugged me and turned to the white girl.  “Ok, now what do I do?  Do we just wait for the next customer?  What do I say?  This is so exciting!” 
 
    “Look, let me do the talking.  We’ll tell the tricks that hubby is your pimp if anyone asks,” said the pale girl with her clownish makeup.  She held her finger up and then went and rummaged in a crumpled paper bag sitting by one of the freeway support pylons.  When she came back, she was holding a handgun.  I nearly jumped at the sight of it, but she came right over to me and stuck it in the waistband of my pants. 
 
    “Is this really necessary?” I gasped.  Things were getting a little more serious than I hoped. 
 
    “Try not to piss yourself, but things can get a little sketchy down here,” said the young whore.  She pulled my jacket closed and patted me on the cheek condescendingly. 
 
    “Oh look, it’s El Hefe and and a couple of his boys!” shouted the brown whore excitedly.  “El Hefe might like a shot at a rich lady for once.”  A king cab pickup full of Mexicans pulled up to curb and a jolly looking fellow with fat face and sparkling eyes leaned out the driver’s side window. 
 
    “Que pasa, bitches?  You busy?” shouted El Hefe. 
 
    “Let me handle this, Yo-Yo,” hissed the white girl to her friend.  Then she motioned for El Hefe to get out and join us on the sidewalk. 
 
    The fat man obliged, climbing out and hitching up his jeans clumsily as he ambled over.  A couple of his pals jumped out as well.  They looked like a landscaping crew from the way they were covered in dirt. 
 
    “Wazzup Hefe, we gots a new girl for you tonight.  She a classy callgirl fallen on hard times, needs to make a quick buck,” said the white girl motioning to my wife. 
 
    Vera blushed and waved at the men bashfully. 
 
    “For reals?” asked El Hefe skeptically.  “She sure don’t look like no whore.” 
 
    “A callgirl don’t have to dress like a whore, dumbass,” the brown girl told him.  His pals broke out laughing at the insult, but Hefe just smiled good naturedly. 
 
    “And who that, then?” he asked, pointing to me. 
 
    “That’s her pimp,” said the white girl confidently.  All the men broke out laughing again. 
 
    “I slap down that little bald white man with a quickness,” chuckled El Hefe. 
 
    “He’s packing,” sniffed the brown girl. 
 
    “Yes, I’m afraid I am,” I told the crew leader.  I opened my jacket and smiled at the Mexicans with embarrassment as I showed them the firearm in my waistband. 
 
    “You gotta be fucking kidding me,” said El Hefe in amazement.  “What you all trying to pull, Yo-Yo?” 
 
    “Ask Sheila!” said Yo-Yo, pointing to the white girl. 
 
    “Come on now Hefe,” said Sheila.  She took my wife by the hand and lead her closer to the landscapers.  “When’s the last time you had a crack at some fine ass pussy like this?  Show them your titties, mama.” 
 
    My wife blanched at the suggestion, but then she smiled nervously and started fumbling with the buttons of her silk blouse.  The Mexicans looked on hungrily as my wife got her blouse undone and pulled it open to show them her bosoms encased in her lacy white bra. 
 
    “She real fancy,” admitted El Hefe, fingering his crotch.  “Take the bra off, let’s see them bad boys.” 
 
    Vera gave me a look of trepidation, but I just shrugged nonchalantly.  The gun was making me feel powerful and I was relishing my wife’s chagrin. 
 
    Sheila wasn’t allowing any hesitation though and she effortlessly unhooked the front of my wife’s bra and let her pale white orbs spill out.  The crew was delighted and started giving catcalls and shouts of arousal. 
 
    “Look at these nice pink nipples, Hefe,” said Sheila, talking up my wife’s goods.  “They look tasty, right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” said Hefe. His mouth was hanging open as he and his pals ogled my wife’s bare chest and I could feel my member swelling in my pants at the sight.  I never thought I would be aroused to see my wife put on display for manual laborers under an overpass, but it really was kinky. 
 
    “Now show them that ass, mama,” coaxed Sheila, turning my wife around brusquely and lifting her skirt. 
 
    “Oh boy,” said my wife.  She was facing me with her rear pointed at the landscapers when her eyes widened in shock as Sheila pulled her panties right down to her ankles.  The Mexicans gave a fresh shout of appreciation and Yo-Yo was tittering into her hand. 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll tap that,  how much?” said Hefe, stepping forward and unzipping his fly. 
 
    “One hundred dollars!” shouted Sheila triumphantly. 
 
    “Get the fuck outa here!” cried Hefe.  He was frozen in his tracks with his stiff prick in his hand. 
 
    “Don’t you think I’m worth it?” asked my wife with a pout as she wiggled her bare round rump at the chubby Mexican man.  She was starting to get into the swing of things now. 
 
    “Baby, you clean, but a hundred dollars buys a LOT of skanky pussy,” said Hefe.  He was absently stroking his rod as he admired my wife’s naked ass. 
 
    “I ain’t that skanky, Hefe,” complained Yo-Yo stamping her foot.  She was clearly jealous of the impression my wife was making. 
 
    “Lookit this pink,” said Sheila.  My wife gasped again as the brazen white whore reached down and actually spread Vera’s labia so that the Mexicans could see the pink of her vagina.  Sheila hesitated.  “She’ll do two for that much.” 
 
    “I will?” asked Vera. 
 
    “Yeah, it’ll be fine, don’t worry,” whispered Sheila.   
 
    The mexicans were conferring amongst themselves now, pooling their cash.  A moment later Hefe and a tall skinny fellow with bad acne stepped forward with a fistful of bills.  Sheila snatched the dough and then stepped aside.  “Have at her,” she said with a flourish. 
 
    Hefe practically pounced on my wife from behind.  He prodded her right in the ass with his stiff dong and gripped her bare boobs in his hands while he gnawed hungrily on Vera’s long white neck.  She cried out in surprise and then started whimpering and moaning in passion as the burly Mexican pinched her stiff nipples with his rough calloused fingers.  The tall fellow came around in front of my wife and bashfully unzipped his pants.  Vera gaped in amazement at the size of the erection that came popping out.  It was truly a massive piece of meat, but the poor fellow really seemed embarrassed as he asked my wife to suck it for him. 
 
    My own erection was stiff again as I watched Hefe bend my wife over so he could insert his cock into her from behind while the tall guy put his huge swinging dong in front of her face.  Vera grabbing that big tool and wasted no time getting it into her mouth.  She started sucking and slurping on it hungrily, making little moans and humming back in her throat with pleasure.  Meanwhile Hefe with sweat pouring down his face, was gripping my wife’s hips so hard his knuckles were turning white as he pumped away, dogging her from behind.  I pulled out my own meager pecker.  I didn’t care about anything at that point.  I started stroking it shamelessly as I watched my wife being violated by these peasants.  It was very arousing. 
 
    The tall mexican bent down to cup my wife’s swinging udders in his hands and it helped him cum.  He pulled his thing out of my wife’s mouth and blew his wad all over her face, spurt after hot spurt, coating her cheeks with cum as she licked his head hungrily, coaxing him on.  A moment later Hefe gave a loud grunt and ground himself desperately as he clung to my wife’s ample rear.  He looked like a little chihuahua humping a fine poodle as he emptied his load into my tall graceful wife from behind.    
 
    The sight of the little brown man pumping his sperm into my wife made me cum again, but I didn’t have much left since I had just ejaculated minutes before, so there was only a tiny dribble.  Still it was satisfying.  I actually felt really elated to see my haughty wife brought so low, fucked like a common street whore.   The Mexicans, for their part, edged awkwardly away and climbed back into their truck and were gone without further adieu.  
 
    “Oh my gosh, that was fucking intense,” panted my wife as he dabbed at the jizm on her face.  “I came like three times, Harry!  Did you see the size of that boy’s cock?  It was amazing! I couldn’t get enough.”  My wife was struggling to get her panties pulled back up.  So I went and helped her arrange herself, pulling her skirt back down as she wrangled her big boobs together and got them back inside her bra. 
 
    “I think I should get a cut,” said Sheila, handing my wife back a portion of the bills. “Twenty percent!” 
 
    “That’s fine, dear,” said my wife.  “You can keep it.” 
 
    “No bitch, you EARNED that shit,” insisted Sheila, thrusting the bills toward my wife. 
 
    “Well, then, give that to my pimp,” laughed my wife.  Vera was taken aback by the girl’s intensity.   
 
    Sheila gave me the damp bills and I gave her back her gun which she quickly re-deposited in the shopping bag a few yards away. 
 
    “My first ill-gotten gains,” chuckled my wife as we headed back to the car. 
 
    “Pleasure doing business with you, mama!” Sheila called, waving gayly.  “Come back anytime you want to earn some cash.” 
 
    And my wife did too.  Every couple of weeks she would get drunk and we would go sell her ass under the overpass with Sheila and her compatriots.  We started to think of it as a public service as well when we convinced Yo-Yo to re-enroll in community college and got Sheila into a meth rehab program.  Our sex life improved dramatically as well.  I found it incredibly arousing to re-imagine my wife’s whorish exploits as we had sex in our own bed. 
 
    Of course there were some disturbing moments as well.  That time when Vera had to service six corrupt policemen at gunpoint was pretty terrifying for me.  Though she claimed that she had more orgasms that night than ever before.  Also, I did find it pretty humiliating the week when my rival from work showed up and took my wife away to fuck at his apartment with several of his goonish pals.   And really, posting those pictures on Facebook was really gauche on his part, I must say.  Still, overall, my wife’s prostitution experiment has proven to be a stunning success. 
 
      
 
   
 
  

 Wife Fucks Husband’s Rival at Company Party 
 
      
 
    I never liked these monthly birthday dinners that my company throws.  First of all, it seems like a waste of money to have these catered events every month.  And secondly, I spend ENOUGH time around my coworkers, I don’t want to have to see them after business hours.  Not to mention the fact that everyone always drinks too much and people are constantly making fools of themselves.  But the absolute worst thing about last month’s dinner was when my rival, Jake Steuben was seated at the same table with my wife Cathy and I. 
 
    Steuben or Stew as he insists on being called is one of those big, burly types who succeeds in the business world due to charisma and sheer aggression as opposed to those who have talent such as myself.  It absolutely infuriated me that such a numbskull got promoted to manager while I sat languishing with the measly title of “Team Lead.” 
 
    Of course Cathy was totally unsympathetic once she met Stew because he was such a charmer around women. 
 
    At one point, I was refusing to laugh at a joke that Stew had cracked about some recently deceased celebrity and my wife started teasing me about it.  She turned to the young Vietnamese woman Trinh from accounting who was also at the table.  “Trinh, I think Norman is jealous of Stew.  What do you think?” 
 
    “Of definitely.  Very jealous,” giggled Trinh, giving me a smile to take the edge off of her teasing.  “Stew is so much BIGGER than Norman.” 
 
    “He really is, isn’t it?” said my wife.  She turned to admire Stew’s physique as he expanded his broad chest proudly. 
 
    “It’s all hard work ladies,” said Stew with a smirk on his big strong jawed mug.  “Feel that.”  He offered my wife a bicep to examine. 
 
    My wife eagerly gripped Stew’s huge bulging muscle.  She wasn’t even able to get her two small white hands around it as she squeezed it in admiration.  “Oh my gosh, Norman.  He’s huge and hard,” my wife told me.  She was drunk at that point and had that shiny, devilish look she gets sometimes. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s wonderful,” I sighed.  I took another drink and slinked down in my seat.  The fact was, I always was thin and scrawny.  I always relied on my brains to get by in life and never paid much attention to physical fitness.  Weightlifting was for jocks and idiots in my mind.  Not to mention that I too lazy to go to the gym much.  
 
    “Dude, your wife likes how BIG and HARD I am,” Stew told me.  He was wagging his eyebrows at me as my wife clung resolutely to his massive bicep. 
 
    “What ELSE you got is big and hard, stew?” asked Trinh.  She and my wife broke out tittering nervously.  Trinh was normally such a quiet and reserved girl, I was shocked at her behavior.  But her red cheeks offered a clue.  She just couldn’t handle her liquor very well. 
 
    “I can’t show YOU, Trinh, I might get in trouble with HR,” said Stew.  “But I could show Cathy later.”  He gave me a lewd wink as my wife cackled with laughter. 
 
    “I’m game!” put in Cathy.  She just wouldn’t let go of Stew’s arm.  She leaned back and was practically swinging from it, but he just held it out perfectly straight, showing off his strength as my pretty wife dangled from his ape-like limb. 
 
    “Take pictures!” shouted Trinh to my wife gayly. 
 
    “Ok, yeah, that’s… that’s not cool,” I said weakly.  Stew and the two women just laughed at my embarrassment.  So I tried to stick up for myself a little bit.  “Muscles aren’t everything you know.  I mean, that’s why we have civilization and tools and whatnot.  We don’t need huge muscles like neanderthal’s anymore.” 
 
    “Dude, do you even lift?” joked Stew. 
 
    “Actually, darling, didn’t Stew get promoted to manager while you didn’t?” asked my wife.  She was growing more serious and she disengaged from Stew’s big arm so he could put his elbows on the table to hear my response. 
 
    “I don’t see what muscles have to do with it,” I said. 
 
    “Well, you know, I read this study that showed that the person most trusted during business meetings is the one that can lift the most weight,” my wife told me. One of my wife’s favorite conversational habits was to cite counterintuitive study results. 
 
    “IS that true?” asked Trinh in fascination.  She put her chin in her palm and gazed at Stew as though contemplating him in a new light. 
 
    “I believe it,” he said with a confident smirk as he took another drink of his whiskey.  “Weak guys just don’t make an impact.” 
 
    “Ugh!” I groaned.  I drank my wine and wished I was anywhere else in the world but there. 
 
    “So it looks like the laws of the wild still apply,” my wife told me.  “The dominant male rises to the top, even in the business world.” 
 
    “I like dominant men,” cooed Trinh.  She was staring at Stew with frank lust in her eyes at that point. 
 
    “Yeah, well I like woman, with, you know, more meat and potatoes,” said Stew.  He shot a look at my wife’s knockers. 
 
    “You like Cathy’s big boobs and big butt!” shouted Trinh with a laugh.  I shrank down further in mortification at people at the surrounding tables overheard her and looked over at us with knowing grins on their faces. 
 
    “Shush, Trinh,” I hissed. 
 
    ‘It’s true though,” insisted Trinh drunkenly.  “Cathy has big boobs!  I’m jealous.” 
 
    “Ok, but try to keep it down a little,” I said, glancing furtively around. 
 
    “Everyone can see that your wife is stacked, Normie.  It’s no secret,” laughed Stew. 
 
    “I’m glad you noticed,” purred Cathy.  She was sauced up too and she jutted her chest out.  She had a low cut dress on and her white cleavage bulged out enticingly.  Stews eyes ran over my wife’s chest hungrily. 
 
    “Can we change the subject now?” I pleaded. 
 
    “What’s the matter?  Don’t you like talking about how dominant men get their choice of women?” asked my wife.  She was suppressing a smile, but it cut me when she said that. 
 
    “Is that what we are talking about?” I asked nervously. 
 
    “Of course,” said Trinh.  “Women get excited by big dominant guys.” 
 
    “Honey, you know, I don’t think you should be so jealous.  You are a real man too, you know,” my wife said consolingly. 
 
    “Wow, that’s so nice of you to say that,” I replied.  My wife shook her head, impatient with my sarcasm. 
 
    “I have an idea,” said Cathy with a sly grin.  “Why don’t you and Stew arm wrestle and whoever wins gets to have their way with me tonight?” 
 
    “What kind of stupid idea is that?” I squawked loudly.  Then I cringed as people all around looked over curiously. 
 
    “Man, he’s got no sense of humor, does he?” asked Stew shaking his head at me.  “Sad.” 
 
    “He knows you would win!” said Trinh excitedly. 
 
    “She’s just playing around,” said Stew dismissively. 
 
    “Sure, yes, it’s just for fun,” said Cathy.  She licked her lips and glanced indecisively between me as I slumped in shame and Stew with his head held high. 
 
    “Don’t be such a pussy, Normie, let’s do this,” offered Stew, and he leaned aggressively across the table,sweeping the plates out of the way and slamming his elbow down, offering his huge palm for me to grip. 
 
    “I mean, we know what the outcome will be,” I said.  Other people were watching with interest and whispering amongst themselves at the other tables. 
 
    “Well if you forfeit, that would make Stew the winner by default,” said my wife reasonably.  “And he will be able to sample my goods unopposed.  She traced her finger along the crease of her cleavage seductively and Trinh started giggling. 
 
    “Cathy!” I complained.  I wanted to get up and drag her out of there, but I also wanted to avoid even MORE of a scene. 
 
    “I’m just having a little fun,” grimaced my wife.  “Can’t you play along?”   
 
    “Ahh,” I said.  I looked at Stew and he wagged both eyebrows at me as he sat there in position, waiting for me to arm wrestle him. 
 
    “Fate favors the brave,” coaxed my wife.  She patted me on the knee to encourage me. 
 
    I was really annoyed with my wife for trying to humiliate me like this, but there was no way out at this point, so I sighed with resignation and leaned forward to take Stew’s hand.  His grip crushed mine and I nearly called out in pain.  But then he pursed his lips and make a face of concern at me as he loosened his grasp. 
 
    “Ok, now GO!” shouted Trinh. 
 
    I wasn’t even going to try, but Stew just waited.  “Come on, Normie, you never know what you can do unless you try,” he said.  “Give it your best shot.” 
 
    I shook my head in frustration but gripped his hand more tightly and put all my strength into it, trying to force his arm down.  Stew gave a grunt of surprise and his arm folded down just inches from the table.  I gave a puff of amazement.  Had I caught him off guard?  How ironic would it be for me to beat the strong man by accident like this? 
 
    The girls gasped in shock as well.  “My god man!  You may be skinny, but you are wiry. What a grip!” panted Stew dramatically. 
 
    But I soon realized he was teasing me as I proved unable to budge his arm any further.  I even used both hands and tried to stand up and force his arm down.  But he just grinned at me while I struggled for a moment before violently wrenching his wrist over and pinning both my hands down to the table.  My entire body was jerked over and I nearly fell out of my chair.  The women applauded the brute’s victory over me and I heard titters of amusement from the other tables.  Stew shook his clenched palms above his head in celebration. 
 
    “And to the victor, goes the spoils,” said Stew.  He snaked an arm over to wrap around my wife’s waist and pulled her bodily over next to him, her chair scraping loudly on the floor as she gasped in surprise. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, I like this part,” purred Cathy as the big man crushed her to his side in his strong embrace. 
 
    “Ok, yeah, very funny,” I said.  I busied myself with straightening the table as my face burned with shame. 
 
    “What you going to do with her?” asked Trinh.  She was gazing at my wife trapped giggling in Stew’s embrace and obviously wished she was in my wife’s place. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know, maybe I will have a little of this,” said Stew.  He looked me right in the eye as she reached over and pinched one of my wife’s breasts. 
 
    My mouth went dry and I gulped in amazement as I watched the big bully fondling my wife’s boob right there at the company party. 
 
    “Omigosh, he’s grabbing your boobie!” laughed Trinh.  She was pointing at my wife and covering her own mouth. 
 
    “Hmm, I know, he’s very dominant,” said my wife with satisfaction.  She looked at me with a strange smile.  “Do you see what he’s doing, honey?” 
 
    “Yes, I mean, of course.  Stop that, you brute,” I stammered. 
 
    “Aww, what’s the matter, buddy?” he asked me.  His eyebrows were raised in the center as he feigned concern for my feelings, but he held my wife’s left tit in his palm as he said it. 
 
    “It’s natural for him to want to show his dominance by bedding me,” said my wife.  “It’s fun.  Sex should be fun and playful.  We are just acting out the laws of the wild.” 
 
    I was about to answer when I noticed our boss Adam waving to me and coming toward our table.  He had a big drunken grin on his face but it faded as he noticed what Stew was doing to my wife.  He paused in his tracks and stared for a moment before shaking his head abruptly and turning toward a different table.  He forced a smile back onto his face and shifted gears to greet a different group of folks.  My heart was beating a mile a minute at at that point.  This was going to be the talk of the office on Monday for sure. 
 
    “Oh wow, this is so kinky, it’s making me hot,” said Trinh.  She was fanning her face with her hand as she watched Stew squeezing my wife’s boobs. 
 
    Cathy tilted hier head back and watched Stew’s face as he groped her bososm.  “You like me, don’t you?” my wife asked Stew. 
 
    “I won you fair and square, I intend to use you to the fullest,” Stew told my wife with a grin. He gave me a lecherous grin as he pulled one of my wife’s breast out of her bra and started pinching the exposed nipple. 
 
    “Naughty, naughty,” laughed Trinh excitedly. I noticed with shock that the young accountant was touching herself under the table, and then I noticed my own stiff erection for the first time.  I must have been hard for the past ten minutes without realizing  it.  Somehow the sight of my wife being handled by my muscular rival was making me aroused.  How embarrassing. 
 
    “You can use my lips, too,” moaned Cathy, and my wife parted her soft pouty lips, offering them to Stew.  She gripped the back of his head passionately as his mouth locked with hers.  My hardon grew uncomfortably hard as I watched my wife kiss my nemesis while he tugged gently on the hard pink nipple poking out of the top of her dress. 
 
    But I gasped in shock when my wife went so far as to reach down between Stew’s legs and start squeezing his cock. 
 
    “Oh, she’s going for the dong,” said Trinh knowingly. 
 
    “Cathy!  Come on now, for chissake,” I blurted.  I pushed my own erection down under the table. 
 
    My wife broke off from kissing Stew and she looked at me blearily. “Oh come on, Norman.  Why does sex have to be so serious all the time?  Why can’t it be playful for once?” 
 
    “This is playful, Cathy?” I asked gesturing at Stew. “Him tweaking your bare nipple in front of everyone?”  I glanced around hesitantly, and sure enough, Cathy and Stew were getting plenty of stares from around the room.  People were whispering behind their hands to one another. 
 
    “Yes, Norman,” said Cathy as though explaining something to a child.  “This is PLAYFUL.  Stew proved he his more masculine than you.  So now I am playing the primate female, offering herself to the alpha male of the troop.”  Cathy unzipped Stew’s fly and pulled his stiff cock out of his pants.  He grunted in surprise and Trinh gasped, her mouth making  a cute O shape as she beheld the red swollen glans of Stew’s cock poking up just above the table top. 
 
    “Seriously, Cathy?” I said in exasperation.  
 
    My wife ignored me as she eagerly examined Stew’s unsheathed sword.  “Trinh look how big it is,” gushed my wife smitten wife.  She was tugging insistently on Stew’s cock and he pulled the entire front of her dress down, exposing both of her breasts fully so that he could fondle them better. 
 
    “Wow, you guys are really going at it,” commented Trinh.  Then she turned to me.  “This is so kinky, right?  Did you see how big and veiny Stew’s penis is?” 
 
    “I’m not really…ugh,” I stammered.  I was secretly wrestling with my boner under the table the whole time.  It was kinky, but I couldn’t admit it. 
 
    At this point, Stew’s pal Gartner came moseying over to the table.  “Uh, hi there gang.  Who’s your lovely companion there, Stew.  She’s really letting it all hang out I see.”  The tall blonde californian flashed his bright veneers for our inspection. 
 
    “Gartner, this is Cathy…. Norman’s wife,” grunted Stew.  He was distracted by my wife’s vigorous handjob as she jerked his wang without pause, even while Gartner joined us. 
 
    “Hello Gartner,” said my wife, offering her free hand to the newcomer to shake. 
 
    He looked at my wife’s bared breasts with interest as he shook her hand gently. 
 
    “Dude,is your wife jerking Stew’s meat?” Gartner asked me with a broad grin.  ‘That’s so gnarly.” 
 
    “Stew and I are just getting to know one another a little better,” insisted my wife.  She gave Stew’s cock and extra hard yank while his hands roved freely over her naked breasts. 
 
    “Ok, you bitch,” Stew panted.  “Enough of that, you’ve got to suck this thing.”  Stew’s face was beet red as he thrust his hips upward, impatient to feel my wife’s mouth wrapped around his cock. 
 
    “Oh, I’m jealous,” pouted Trinh.  “I want to suck it too.” 
 
    “You’re such a slut, Trinh.  I always knew you were a freak,” Gartner commented over the rim of his glass. 
 
    “Get down there and suck my balls then,” commanded Stew.  “Let Cathy suck the head, you suck the balls.” 
 
    I wasn’t too surprised when Trinh disappeared, sliding lithely under the table to start servicing Stew’s testicles.  And I watched in a mix of despair, shame, and arousal as my wife looked me in the eye while she lowered her head into Stew’s lap and took the head of his penis into her soft red mouth.  She made eyes at me as she sucked Stew’s cock and I rubbed myself hard under the table as I watched. 
 
    “You people are going to be the talk of the water cooler for weeks to come,” laughed Gartner good naturedly. 
 
    “Ahh, ahh, your wife sure likes my cock there, Norman,” Stew said.  “Did you notice that?” 
 
    “Don’t rub it in, asshole,” I spat back bitterly. 
 
    “Yeah?  Hey Cathy, hand me your panties, will you?” asked Stew.  He was wriggling uncontrollably as my wife and Trinh went to town on his junk.  People at other tables were starting to point now and some were laughing outloud.  I shrank down in my seat in mortification as my wife slipped her panties off and gave them to Stew.  She never took her mouth off his cock or broke eye contact with me the entire time. 
 
    Stew handed me my wife’s panties over the table.  “Is this rubbing it in too much, old man?” he asked with an arched brow. 
 
    “Too cold, my man, too cold,” laughed Gartner. 
 
    “Oh my, ok, I’m sorry, dear,” my wife told me.  Her cheeks and nose were flushed a bright red and her mouth pouted open sensuously.  “I need to take the dominant male’s superior prick inside me now.”  She hiked the hem of her dress up until it was bunched up around her waist, then she swung her leg over Stews lap so that she was straddling him.  Trinh’s head appeared above the table again. 
 
    “”Oh my god, he’s entering me, Trinh,” my wife told her. She rolled her eyes back in her head.  “Oh god, he’s big.” 
 
    “Big and hard, right?” asked Trinh, her eyes bright with lust. 
 
    “This is so freaky, dude,” Gartner told me excitedly.  He was wrestling with a visible boner in his pocket. 
 
    I had my fly down at this point and was jerking myself under the table as I watched my wife pull the hem of her dress down modestly so it hid the fact that she was being violated by Stew’s dagger. 
 
    “Oh, honey, he’s going really deep into me, much deeper than you ever did,” my wife moaned at me.  Her eyebrows arched maddeningly as she made faces of passion at me. 
 
    “This is playful?” I gasped.  My pits were soaked and I was masturbating fiercely as I watched my wife bouncing up and down on Stew’s prong. 
 
    “Oh you fucking, slut, I’ll show you who’s boss,” shouted Stew.  He grasped my wife’s waist in both his big hands and he started jamming her forcefully up and down on his cock.  Basically he was masturbating himself with my wife’s entire body.  Or really her pussy I guess. 
 
    “Oh, oh, you are so ROUGH!” called my wife. I watched in fascination as her face changed and then her body shuddered.  She threw her head back and was shaking for a minute or so in the throes of climax while Stew jacked her up and down on his member nonstop. 
 
    “That’s it, that’s it, slut.  I’m cumming up inside your fucking slut wife, Norman,” he crowed in triumph.  “How you like me now, bitch?” 
 
    “You’re a dick, Stew,” I said simply, but it made me cum under the table to hear him bragging about emptying his seed inside my woman.  I know, I’m sick.  But that’s how it worked. 
 
    Cathy was slumped  down onto the table when  Stew lifter her gingerly off of his spent cock and set her down beside him again. 
 
    “Oh wow, that was literally the best sex I’ve ever had in my life,” my wife told me, her eyes shiny with lust.  “I think I’m in love.” 
 
    “Sorry, babe, but I’m more the love ‘em and leave ‘em type,” said Stew.  He zipped up hurriedly and jumped up to join Gartner who gave him and enthusiastic high five. 
 
    “Drinks on me, my man.  That was fucking EPIC,” shouted Gartner.  He and Stew headed off to the bar. 
 
    I looked around sheepishly and discovered that half the company had witnessed my wife getting owned by Stew’s big dick and I quickly wiped my limp dick clean with my napkin and tucked it back inside my pants. 
 
    “Uh, I think we should go now,” I told my wife.  I jumped up and helped to her her feet. 
 
    “Cathy,” shouted Trinh loudly, holding up my wife’s knickers for all to see.  “Don’t forget these!” 
 
    I dodged back quickly and snatched the underwear from Trinh’s hand as the crowd broke out in laughter. 
 
    I never really lived that evening down.  Especially once Cathy got into the habit of visiting Stew for lunch and fucking him in the cafeteria in front of all my coworkers. 
 
   
 
  

 Wife Wants To Have GangBang 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Honey, have you ever fantasized about group sex?” my wife Monique asked me over breakfast one morning. 
 
    Needless to say, I nearly spit out my coffee.  “Urgh!  What are you talking about?” I demanded. 
 
    Monique twirled a lock of her blonde curly hair around her finger and bounced one crossed leg over the other.   She didn’t meet my gaze but just looked out the window at our well manicured suburban back yard, green and bright in the Northern California sunlight.  “You know, like a threesome.”  Her blue eyes had a faraway look about them. 
 
    Now my wife was still very beautiful, even at 42, although she was very willful and petulant, she had never suggested such a thing to me before.  I was utterly taken aback and didn’t know what to say.  “Well our love life could certainly use some spicing up, but I had never considered anything like that,” I said cautiously.  “Did you have uh, another woman in mind?”  The idea of sex with two women at once was pretty wild.  I wondered if I was manly enough to handle that sort of situation.  I usually thought of myself as fairly mild-mannered.   
 
    Monique looked at me in amazement.  “Another woman?” she gasped.  She looked at me in confusion for a moment before breaking out in laughter.  “Oh you silly man, I was talking about a threesome with other men, not another woman.”  My wife slapped my knee in delight.  “My god, you can barely get it up for me and you think you could satisfy two women?  Such wishful thinking.  No, no, that’s absurd.”  Thus my wife squelched my visions of myself becoming a sexual animal. 
 
    “Hey now, no need to rub it in,” I said defensively.   “That sort of hurts my feelings you know.” 
 
    “I’m sorry dear, no offense intended.”  She rubbed my leg absently and her foot resumed its rhythmic bouncing.  I could tell she was agitated or excited about something.  “But seriously, what do you think about experimenting with our sex life?” 
 
    “Experimenting?”  I felt a little queasy at the thought of my wife having sex with other men.  Especially when she put it in the context of my sexual shortcomings. 
 
    “Maybe we could invite a couple of attractive men we know over for drinks and sort of see what happens.”  My wife pursed her lips and looked at me curiously.  Was she trying to judge my reaction. 
 
    “I mean, I don’t know, I don’t really like that idea,” I stammered.  “Having sex with you and another guy.  It would be weird.” 
 
    “I was sort of thinking that you should just watch,” said my wife.  “I mean, you and I have had sex plenty of times, right?” 
 
    “I, uh, wow, that’s true I guess, but that’s sort of what marriage is about.  You know agreeing to only have sex with one other partner.”  I could feel my pulse starting to race.  Was she serious about this? 
 
    “I know dear, I know, but these are modern times.  People come up with all sorts of arrangements.  Now help me think of a couple of good looking guys we could invite over.” 
 
    I laughed nervously.  My stomach was roiling with anxiety. “Seriously?” I asked her. 
 
    “Well I’m not about to have sex with strangers,” laughed my wife as though I had suggested the idea myself. 
 
    “I don’t really want you having sex with my friends,” I said.  “That would be so awkward.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, most of your friends do nothing for me,” sniffed Monique.   “I’m interested in real men.” 
 
    She could be so imperious sometimes.  It seems strange but I didn’t like the way she immediately dismissed my pals as unfuckable.  “I mean, of course my friends are real men,” I said. 
 
    “What about that one coworker of yours, James something?”  Monique got a gleam in her eye that I didn’t like when she thought of him. 
 
    “Ugh!  I hate that guy.  Jame Goodwin, you mean.  Totally arrogant prick.  He’s always one-upping me at work.” 
 
    “There is something very forceful about him.” 
 
    “Yeah, he’s a dick Monique,” I said with frustration. 
 
    “That sort of guy makes me hot,” admitted my wife with a shrug.  “Like the typical 80’s movie asshole.” 
 
    “Oh my god, are you kidding me?”  I slapped my forehead in dismay. 
 
    “Stop being such a baby about this,” scolded my wife.  “You don’t have to like someone to fuck them.”  She paused for a moment.  “Do you think James likes big boobs?”  She gripped her large breasts in her hands and I could feel the blood draining from my face.  “I have big boobs.” 
 
    She sure did.  Her breasts were nice and big, but not too big, not disgustingly big.  They were just right.  And I sure didn’t want her offering them to a jerk like James Goodwin.  “Look forget it, you are not fucking James Goodwin.  Anyone but him.  That guy delights in getting up on me.” 
 
    My wife rubbed her belly which was a little chubby.  “I really should be working out more to lose this belly,” she worried.  “I hope James likes big butts.”  She leaned over and rubbed her large round rump. 
 
    “Come on, I told you, James is off the table.”  But I could tell my wife wasn’t listening. 
 
    Her smile lit up as she had an idea.  “You know who likes big butts?  Black guys!  What about  your friend Simon from your badminton group?” 
 
    I felt as though I had been punched in the gut.  Simone was a big rough black man who only showed up to badminton club so he could have sex with the little asian women that played there.  “Simon is totally ghetto,” I said with disdain.  “I wouldn’t have him over here.  He might steal something.” 
 
    “He can steal my booty,” muttered Monique under her breath. 
 
    “What?” I asked in shock. 
 
    “Nothing, dear, try to relax yourself a little bit,” sighed my wife. 
 
    “Jesus, first you want to start having sex with other men, and then you go and pick literally the worst two guys you can think of.  I mean, why couldn’t you at least suggest someone normal like Jared?”  I couldn’t believe I was actually suggesting men for my wife to fuck.  But that was just the position she had put me in by picking such terrible suitors as Simon and James. 
 
    Monique pursed her lips again.  “Hmm, yes.  Jared.  A little weak willed, but not bad looking.  You can invite him as well just in case.” 
 
    “I don’t, I mean, what the fuck?”  I was at a loss. 
 
    “Look, I know this is a little weird, but trust me, it will be good for our relationship,” said my wife.  She took my hand and smiled at me warmly.  “You know I love you, don’t you, dear?” 
 
    “Of course,” I sputtered.  I felt my heart melting under my wife’s loving gaze. 
 
    “I would do anything for you, darling,” she continued. 
 
    “Except for calling off this gangbang?” I asked sarcastically. 
 
    “Don’t be crass, dear,” groaned Monique, pulling her hand away.  “It’s not like you.” 
 
    “Oh, pardon me,” I said.  “I should be more classy when discussing you getting your holes filled by a bunch of jerky, arrogant guys while I sit by and watch helplessly!” 
 
    “I literally started getting wet when you said that.”  My wife touched her crotch.  “I’m going to go in our room and masturbate.  You call the boys and invite them over for drinks.” 
 
    I sat there speechless as Monique got up and strode out of the room.  She shook her ass as she left and I could feel my worm start to stiffen.  My penis was actually starting to get hard.  Weird.  “I’m not calling anybody,” I yelled after my wife.  I sat there thinking this over for a moment.  Nope.  I definitely wasn’t going along with this crazy idea.  I didn’t care how determined my wife was. 
 
    *** 
 
    That Friday night I was sitting nervously on our couch waiting for James, Simon, and Jared to arrive.  Of course Monique had ignored all my objections and simply invited the guys over herself. 
 
    “I can’t believe you are doing this to me,” I told her miserably as she bustled around the room, laying out snacks and tidying up. 
 
    “Oh listen to you.  Such a big baby.  I am not doing anything to you.  I’m just trying to get things done to me!”  My wife broke out in a cackle of nervous laughter.  Then she stood up and straightened the hem of her dress.  “Oh god, do I look OK?  Am I too fat to pull this off?” 
 
    I looked her over critically.  She looked damn fine in that short blue dress and those black stockings.  Her legs were well shaped, athletic even, and of course her chest and rear both protruded nicely.  No one would notice the slight bulge of her belly.  “You look good, you always look good,” I admitted. 
 
    The doorbell rang and my wife nearly jumped.  She was really nervous, as nervous as I was, I realized.  Good.  Maybe she would chicken out, I thought to myself.  Monique ran to the front door to answer it but she deflated once she saw who was there.   
 
    “Oh, it’s you,” she sighed. 
 
    “Nice to see you too, Monique,” laughed my friend Jared.   
 
    Monique stepped aside and swept an arm out .  “Please come in, Jared,” she said tiredly. 
 
    Jared smile and entered the room.  He was a tall, good natured fellow with sandy brown hair.  He and I got along quite well but I was conflicted about him being here. On the one hand I wanted his moral support during a difficult time, but on the other hand it would be humiliating for my friend to watch my wife cheating on me with that prick James and the thug Simon, and then there was always the possibility that Monique might fuck Jared as well.  So I was quite mixed up and didn’t really greet my friend as he came in. 
 
    “Wow, you two are friendly today,” he commented, helping himself to one of the glasses of wine that Monique had set out on a tray. 
 
    “Sorry, pal, I’m just feeling preoccupied,” I said. 
 
    Jared came and sat next to me on the couch.  “What’s the problem, buddy?” 
 
    “Oh, he’s just making a fuss because I want to start having sex with other men,” muttered Monique.  She kept pacing back and forth, looking out the front window.   
 
    “What?” squawked Jared in shock.  He nearly spilled his wine and looked at me in confusion. 
 
    “I know.  That’s how I feel about it,” I replied glumly. 
 
    “Omigosh, someone is here, who drives the nice BMW?” asked Monique. 
 
    “That’s James of course.  He loves bragging about that car,” I sighed. 
 
    “Well it’s a really nice model,” replied my wife. 
 
    “Oh, yes, he never lets me forget it,” I said. 
 
    “Who are we talking about, James Goodwin from work?” asked Jared.  “That guy is a real douchebag.  Is he coming here tonight?” 
 
    “Shush, Jared, I like James, and yes, here he comes,” said my wife.  She ran to open the front door before James got chance to ring the bell.  “Hello, James!  Welcome!  Welcome!” she gushed.  I felt sick at how excited she was to see this guy. 
 
    “Hello Monique, you look nice this evening,” said James. 
 
    “Oh that’s nice of you to say,” said my wife.  I watched her blush at the compliment and I felt annoyed with her. 
 
    “Where’s the little man of the house?” he asked condescendingly. “Oh there he is, how are you doing little buddy?”  James loved to poke fun at my height.  He wasn’t even that much taller than me. 
 
    “We were just admiring your car,” said Monique, rushing to hand James a glass of wine. 
 
    “Oh, yes, M6, top of the line,” I said sardonically, mimicking the way James always talked about his expensive car. 
 
    “Someone’s jealous,” commented James.  “Not my fault you can’t afford nice things though.”  He looked around our living room with disdain.  “Really a shame you can’t provide a nicer place for your beautiful wife.” 
 
    “Do you really think I’m beautiful?  I’m not the beauty I used to be,” said my wife, patting her hair and trying to suck in her gut. 
 
    “Monique, jeez,” I said with disgust. 
 
    “Oh, I mean, of course Harry provides for me very nicely I would say,” put in my wife offhandedly.  She thrust her chest out to get James’ attention and he obliged her by looked over her tits with interest. 
 
    Jared rolled his eyes at me and I just gritted my teeth. 
 
    “Yes, well, you haven’t seen my place,” said James.  He plopped down into a chair and spread his limbs out insolently, taking up as much space as possible. 
 
    The doorbell rang before I could respond to that and Monique rushed to answer it. 
 
    I heard Simon’s rough voice as Monique opened the door. “Damn woman, you lookin’ FINE!” he said.  The big black man took my wife in his arms and gave her a bear hug. 
 
    “Oomph!  Wow!  Well, hello there,” said my wife as the big man crushed her to his chest. 
 
    “Damn, my nigga, you wife nice and thick,” Simon told me and he slapped my wife’s ass.  “Lookit dat booty.” 
 
    “Simon!  How fresh!” laughed Monique, clearly delighted. 
 
    “Uh, Simon, please don’t slap my wife’s rear like that,” I said weakly. 
 
    “Aww, I’m just playin’, nigga, just playin’.”  Simon noticed James.  “That your whip out front, playa?” 
 
    James nodded with a wry grin, clearly amused by the loud rambunctious black man.   
 
    “My man pulling in some DOUGH,” said Simon with admiration. 
 
    “I do alright,” agreed James, puffing his chest with pride. 
 
    “Uh, Simon, this is Harry’s friend James,” said my wife.  Simon offered James a fist bump and James returned it with a smile.  Wonderful.  The two assholes were getting along already. 
 
    “Here, drink up, drink up,” said my wife, offering Simon a glass of wine and taking one herself.  “To getting to know one another,” she said.  She lifted her glass, offering a toast, and we all drank. 
 
    “Yeah, I’d like to get to know YOU better, baby,” said Simon.  He looked my wife up and down with relish. 
 
    “Oh, I’d like to get to know you TOO, Simon,” purred my wife.  “You and James.  That’s why I invited you over tonight.” 
 
    “Yeah, that sound REAL good,” agreed Simon.  He smacked his lips in that disgusting way of his and poured himself another glass of wine. 
 
    “Jesus, did you drink that whole glass already?” laughed Jared. 
 
    “Nigga, when I drink, I DRINK,” said Simon with a twinkle in his eye.  “Don’t fuck around.”  He drank down his second glass of wine as though it were juice and I winced.  That was some expensive Napa Cabernet he was carelessly quaffing. 
 
    “Oh, I agree,” said Monique and she tossed back her wine as well.  I think she was trying to fortify herself.  “Darling, do open another bottle, won’t you?”  She smiled at me and I could already see that glassy look in her eyes that indicated she was starting to feel her alcohol. 
 
    “Ok, maybe I should open a coastal variety next,” I mumbled, going to the wine rack. 
 
    “Oh yes, you don’t want to break the bank, cracking open all the good Napa stuff,” said James snidely.  What a dick that guy was.  Unbelieveable.  But he shamed me into opening another good bottle. 
 
    “No, no, it’s fine. I don’t mind sharing good wine with my friends,” I said with some acid in my voice.  At least I hoped it sounded acidic.  I felt a little too anxious to put much vinegar into it.  I opened the bottle and James wagged his empty glass at me.  I nearly poured the wine right in his lap, but I checked my temper and poured him a glass with a fake smile plastered on my mug. 
 
    “So anyway, I just wanted to let you boys know why I asked you over here tonight.  I mean, why I am so interested in getting to know you all better,” said my wife.  She clasped her glass tightly in her hands and her knuckles were white.  She was really nervous and it was making ME nervous.  She hesitated for a moment, grimacing cutely.  “Oh well, I might as well come right out and admit it, Harry isn’t really satisfying me sexually anymore.” 
 
    I have to say, I nearly fainted when she said that.  The room literally went dark before my eyes for a moment.  Meanwhile Simon broke out in raucous laughter, Jared sat there looking aghast, and James just grinned and rubbed his hands together gleefully. 
 
    “Wow, that’s sort of, kind of personal,” said Jared.  He looked at me sympathetically as I stood there holding the wine. 
 
    Monique grabbed the bottle from my hands and poured herself another big glass. 
 
    “Nigga, I help you out,” shouted Simon.  “She too much woman for you, but I help you out.”  He looked over my wife as though she were a piece of choice meat and she actually blushed, the harlot. 
 
    “Yes, I agree, I guess I don’t mind doing Harry a favor.  It’s not surprising to me that he is inadequate in the bedroom, really.”  He gave me a wicked, wicked smile and I wanted to punch him right in his face. 
 
    “Now that’s not called for,” objected Jared, coming to my defense. 
 
    “Well, I really hope it won’t be such a terrible chore,” said my wife.  She ran her hands down her hips seductively as she gave James a smoldering look. 
 
    Simon nearly choked with excited giggling, he slapped his thigh over and over.  But James just put his nose in the air arrogantly.  “Yes, well, I am willing to make a sacrifice to help out a lesser man.” 
 
    “A sacrifice?” demanded my wife, stamping her foot.  “I thought you said you thought I was beautiful.” 
 
    “I was just being polite,” said James.  I saw him give Simon a sly wink and Simon nearly fell on the floor in his merriment.  “You are getting sort of fat, after all.” 
 
    “Fat?  Fat?” said my wife.  “How dare you!  Why I have been working out three times a week.”  She sucked her gut in self-consciously. 
 
    “Monique, take it easy, can’t you tell that he’s pulling your leg?” said Jared kindly. 
 
    “Yeah, woman, you looking real fine, real fine,” repeated Simon.  He licked his lips in a truly grotesque fashion and my wife smiled at him thankfully. 
 
    “Do you like my boobs?” she asked Simon.  “Black guys like big boobs, right?”  My wife took her big breasts in her hands and squeezed them for him. 
 
    “Really, Monique?” I asked my wife. 
 
    “Shush, you,” she scolded me.  Then she slipped the straps of her dress off her shoulders and the next thing I knew her bare tits were sticking out.  She turned to James and showed him her naked breasts.  “Are you sure you don’t like these?” she asked him playfully. 
 
    James shifted in his chair as a bulge formed in his pants, but he just smiled blandly at my wife.  “Those are alright I guess,” he allowed. 
 
    “Nigga, you crazy, dem’s GOOD titties,” crowed Simon excitedly.  He was gripping the lump in his own sweatpants excitedly as my wife jiggled her boobs back and forth. 
 
    “Oh boy,” muttered Jared.  I could see the sweat beading up on his forehead as he ogled my wife’s body. 
 
    “Monique, put those things away,” I said awkwardly. 
 
    “Yes, it is humiliating isn’t it?” said James viciously.  “Having your poor sex starved wife throwing herself at other men because you aren’t MAN enough to satisfy her.” 
 
    “Ouch,” commented Jared. 
 
    “Sort of true though,” muttered my wife. 
 
    “Monique!” I croaked impotently.  I didn’t know what else to say. 
 
    My wife looked at me with pity.  “I know this is hard to deal with dear, but just remember that I still love you.”  I looked back at her in disbelief.  What sort of loving wife does this sort of thing?  But she just turned her back to me.  “Now unzip me so I can properly undress for our guests.” 
 
    “Unzip you?” I asked stupidly. 
 
    “Yes, undress your woman for us. Chop chop, little man,” said James.  He clapped his hands to urge me on. 
 
    “Oh nigga, you cold,” said Simon, wiping the tears from his eyes. 
 
    My face was burning as I hesitated.  This was so humiliating. 
 
    “Harry, come ON,” commanded my wife.  She gave me an angry look over her shoulder. I could never oppose Monique when she gave me that look.   So I just bowed my head and unzipped the back of my wife’s dress as she had demanded.  She dropped it to the floor and stepped out of it to stand there topless before the men gathered in our living room.  She had nothing on but her panties, stockings, and high heels.  Her big breasts were bouncing back and forth and she finally let her gut stick out a bit.  “Well, what do you think, boys?  Is my body appealing?  Simon, do you like these?”  She held up her boobs and shook them a little for the black man. 
 
    “Come here, come here,” he coaxed.  And when my wife got closer, he grabbed her and pulled her toward him so that he could latch his mouth onto one of her hard pink nipples.  Monique shrieked with pleasure as the black man’s huge lips slobbered on her tit.  I watched him munching away on my wife’s boob with a mix of revulsion and arousal.  To my chagrin, my dick was getting hard watching the black man molest my wife.  Both James and Jared looked on with interest. 
 
    “Yes, she is a filthy slut, I’ll give you that,” said James to no one in particular. 
 
    Simon went back and forth between my wife’s big boobs slurping and sucking on first one then the other as she giggled wildly and held his big black head in her hands.  “I told you black guys like big boobs,” she told me giddily. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s wonderful,” I replied.  What is a husband supposed to say when his wife says that sort of thing to him? 
 
    “Now, wait, wait,” said my wife.  She pulled away from Simon and went back to stand in the center of the room so we could all see her clearly.  “James, what do you think of this?”  Monique pulled her panties off revealing her bush and then turned and showed James her round white ass. 
 
    Simon had no compunction about pulling his sweatpants down at that point.  He pulled out his huge black boner and started stroking it frantically.  “Awww yeah, dats’ what I’M talkin’ ‘bout!” 
 
    Monique slapped her rear to entice James.  “Come James, don’t you like a nice round ass?” she asked him.  I could see her swollen labia peeking out between her thighs and it made me hard. 
 
    James stood up and unzipped his own fly.  I was annoyed to see a large veiny erection emerge from his pants, several inches longer than my own. My wife gazed at it with fascination.  “You are acceptable, you may get on your knees and service me,” he told her haughtily.  And my own wife, normally so imperious herself, eagerly dropped to her knees before him and started sucking his cock.  I ground my teeth in frustration but my penis kept getting stiffer and stiffer as I watched my wife voraciously devouring James’ big dick.  “Ahh, yes, turn so your husband can see you sucking off a REAL man,” said James.  He pulled my wife’s thick curly mane back and she looked me in the eye apologetically with his penis sticking out of her mouth.  “How do you like that, Harry?  You like how obediently your wife tries to please me?”  He puffed his chest out proudly. 
 
    “Cold, cold, cold,” chuckled Simon.  He just brazenly jerked his massive shaft as he watched my wife sucking James off. 
 
    “Now lick my balls,” James ordered my wife.  He looked me smugly in the eye as my wife hungrily obeyed him.  “See that, Harry, you like how she does that?” 
 
    “Not really,” I croaked. 
 
    “This is fucked up, man,” panted Jared, sweat was pouring down his face now and he kept adjusting the crotch of his pants. 
 
    My wife paused and looked up at James with adoration in her eyes.  “Do you like me?” she asked him earnestly.  It really tugged at my heartstrings the way she asked him.  Like her self-esteem relied on it. 
 
    “You’ll do,” he told her callously.  “Now bend over and let Simon get a crack at that ass.” 
 
    “Damn right,” grunted Simon.  He was on his knees behind my wife in an instant. 
 
    “Oh noes, please don’t!  Stop him, honey, stop him,” teased my wife. 
 
    Simon laughed as he grabbed my wife by the hips and eased his big black cock between her swollen cunt lips.  He put himself inside my wife an inch at a time so he didn’t hurt her with his dangerous dong. 
 
    The next few minutes were sort of blur.  There was lots of ass slapping and cock slurping.  Simon pumped away for a few minutes, dogging my wife before spurting his seed inside her.  Then James emptied his load in her face, dragging her close to me so I could watch him defile her up close.  Even Jared climbed on top of her at the end, humping her missionary style, his bony ass pistoning frantically for just a moment before he ejaculating into her, joining his sperm with Simon’s.  James wagged his tongue at me in derision before leaving.  Simon tried to get me to fist bump him and show there were no hard feelings, and Jared slunk away in shame, leaving my poor spent wife crumpled on the floor in exhaustion. 
 
    “Well, I hope you are satisfied with  yourself,” I told her weakly. 
 
    “Oh, I am.  Most thoroughly,” replied my haughty wife. 
 
    And I slunk off to the bathroom to jerk off earnestly by myself while I relived every humiliating moment.  It was oddly liberating actually. 
 
   
 
  

 Wife Blows Flasher in the Park 
 
    My wife Karen has been trying to quit smoking for years.  By the time she turned 42, I had mostly convinced her to stop, but she still slipped up sometimes.  This upset me since I do love my wife and want her to, you know, not die of lung cancer and whatnot.  So I would often yell at her when I caught her smoking.  And when my wife supposedly went to the bathroom one night while we were out drinking at a local pub with another couple, I started to grow suspicious. 
 
    First of all, Karen always had a harder time avoiding cigarettes when she was drunk, as do most people.  And secondly, she was in fine form that evening, flirting with all the men and flashing them some leg in her short dress.  She was clearly feeling horny that night and when she was gone for too long to the restroom, I almost worried that she had snuck off to fool around with some other guy.  When Karen had been gone for about five minutes, I sent our friend Susan to the bathroom to check on her. 
 
    Susan came back empty handed.  “Sorry Roger, but Karen isn’t in the bathroom.” 
 
    Her husband Ed laughed.  “Better run and find her, old boy.  She’s been pretty popular with the boys this evening. You might find her pressed up against a wall somewhere getting familiar with one of these fine fellows.” 
 
    “Stop it, Ed, you are terrible!” laughed his wife.  I could tell by the sparkle in her eye that the idea excited her.   
 
    I had a sick feeling in my gut as I stepped away from our table. “She’s probably just sneaking a cigarette.  I will give her what for.”  I searched around the front of the bar but the street was deserted.  Then I went around the corner to a little pocket park, and sure enough, there was Karen.  She was perched on a park bench taking furtive puffs, mostly shielded by the shrubbery. 
 
    “Karen, for Chrissake, put that out!” I shouted and I started running from the corner. 
 
    My wife gave a start and guiltily dropped the butt to ground it beneath her high heeled pump. 
 
    I was marching angrily toward her, ready to chew her out, when a tall skinny white guy in his early twenties stopped in front of my wife and opened his trench coat dramatically.  Karen gave a gasp of surprise and then burst out laughing.  From where I stood, behind him, it really looked like the young man had just flashed my wife.  But I couldn’t believe it.  That sort of thing doesn’t happen in real life, does it? 
 
    Yet sure enough, when I came closer I saw to my amazement that this dorky fellow was totally naked under his coat and he was pointing his stiff erection directly at my wife and waving it around excitedly.  I had to laugh.  I mean, Karen was old enough to be this kid’s mother and he just looked so silly wagging his dick around like that. 
 
    “Look at my penis, look at it!” he demanded of my wife. 
 
    “Yes, I see it dear, it’s a very nice penis,” said Karen.  And she did oblige him by gazing at it with amusement.   Then she made an impressed pout.  “It’s a very big penis, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Get out of here with that thing,” I told the young man with a dismissive wave.  “What the hell are you thinking?” 
 
    “I’m a pervert, ok?” he replied defensively.  “I get off on this.” 
 
    “Oh, hello dear,” said Karen, greeting me brightly.  “Have you met, uh, I’m sorry, I didn’t get your name,” my wife turned toward the gangly flasher with his waving tentpole. 
 
    “Uh, I’m Aaron,” said the bashful exhibitionist. 
 
    “Have you seen Aaron’s cock?  He’s quote proud of it,” Karen told me with a grin. 
 
    “Don’t try to change the subject, you,” I told her angrily.  “I saw you smoking!” 
 
    Karen grimaced in contrition.  “It was just a puff…” 
 
    “Show me your tits!” blurted Aaron. He planted his feet far apart and thrust his hips forward, jutting his massive dong toward my wife and then the cheeky bastard started stroking it. 
 
    “Oh for chrissake, she’s old enough to be your mother!  Run along will you?  My wife and I are trying to have a conversation here,” I told the young man in exasperation.  I would have normally punched another man in the face for doing something like this in front of my wife.  But this young guy just seemed like a desperate nerd and I sort of felt sorry for him.  He was resorting to such crude depravity to fulfill his fantasies. 
 
    “She gives me a hardon and I want to see her tits!” insisted Aaron. He never took his eyes off my wife as he frantically tugged his meat.  He wagged it at my wife insistently.  “Look how hard I am!” he whined. 
 
    “What balls this little fucker has,” I gasped in astonishment. Seriously, who does such a thing? 
 
    “His testicles are big, look at them hanging down,” giggled my wife, pointing to the young pervert’s huge sagging nutsack. 
 
    “You are enjoying this, you little slut,” I said, shaking my head. 
 
    “Well it is sort of flattering I have to say,” admitted Karen.  She looked at the big penis being wagged in her face and she licked her lips.  “And of course it is keeping me from being scolded over the smoke.  Maybe I should humor the boy?” 
 
    “What, you mean flash him your tits?  You can’t be serious?” I said.  I was taken aback by my wife’s brashness.  She really was feeling randy tonight. 
 
    “Oh he seems perfectly harmless.  He’s just desperate and a little unclear on proper social etiquette,” said Karen. She looked around cautiously to make sure no one was around, then slid the straps of ther dress down over her shoulders and pulled her bare breasts out so the young man could see them.  My wife leaned forward seductively and cradled her large white boobs under her arms so that they protruded nicely.  I got a hardon myself as I ogled my wife’s jiggling knockers. 
 
    “This is madness!” I exclaimed.  But it really was arousing, I had to admit. 
 
    Aaron groaned desperately when he saw my wife’s big pale orbs on display with her nubby pink areola growing firm and erect in the cool night air.  He resumed jerking his meat as he stared open mouthed at my wife’s amazing chest.  “Yes, yes,” he panted. “Now touch it!  Touch it!”  The excitable young man thrust his pulsing boner toward my wife with a pleading look on his face. 
 
    “My gosh, he’s so insistent, honey,” laughed my wife.  She contemplated Aaron’s long veiny shaft for a moment before taking it gingerly in her hand.  “What raging hormones these young guys have,” she commented to me.  My drunken wife looked me right in the eye with a smoldering look as she slowly started stroking the stranger’s tool.  Right in front of me. With her tits hanging out for the world to see.  My mouth was going dry and I didn’t know what to say. I could barely catch my breath as I watched and then I heard Aaron moan in deep satisfaction. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah,” he groaned.  His head was thrown back and his entire body arched backward as he presented his cock to my wife for handling. 
 
    “Do you like that dear?  Do you want me to pull on it a little harder?” my wife asked sweetly.  But she was looking at me while she said it, not at Aaron. 
 
    “What do you mean, are you asking me?” I croaked.  I could feel my heart thumping heavily in my chest. 
 
    “Yes, I am asking you, darling,” my wife told me. She squinted at me sensuously.  “Are you enjoying the sight of your wife jerking off a horny stranger in the park?  Am I being naughty enough for you?” 
 
    “Since when did I ask you to be more naughty?” I asked.  My own cock was pitching a tent in my trousers and I knew she could see it. 
 
    “A husband can’t ask for such things,” she sniffed dismissively.  “But a wife knows.” 
 
    Aaron looked at me curiously, his eyes glazed over with lust as my wife generously tugged his meat for him.  “Can she suck it?” he asked me.  “I want her to suck it now.” 
 
    “What?  No, of course not,” I stammered. But Karen could see how weakly I protested.   
 
    My wife smiled knowingly at me as she pulled the young man closer.  The red swollen glans was just an inch from her pink pouty lips.  “How about if I just lick it a little?” she asked me in voice generally reserved for babies.  And she stretched her wet little tongue out and lapped delicately at the pulsing head of the flasher’s cock.  My cock jumped at the sight and I pushed it down hard, gripping it through my trousers. Karen noted my reaction with sly smile and then started sucking the pervert’s cock in earnest.  He put his hand on the back of my woman’s head and whimpered in pleasure as it bobbed up and down.  She had engulfed the top part of his long cock in her hot little mouth and was giving him a thorough blowjob. 
 
    I don’t know what possessed me, but I just sort of gave in to my bestial desires at that point and I unzipped my fly so that I could masturbate while I watched my filthy wife sucking off a complete stranger in this tiny pocket park.  Karen was really getting into it now and she moaned in the back of her throat as she enthusiastically slurped and sucked.  She gripped the young man by his bony hips and tried to get as much of his cock into her mouth as she could, but she quickly choked once it was halfway down.  So my wife contented herself with sucking just the top third of the thing.  She pulled it out of her mouth and ran her tongue up and down it, looking me in the eye ferociously as I stood there jerking myself to the kinky spectacle.  She even lifted his testicles up and started sucking those in front of me.  Her fierce gaze cutting into me as she serviced the pervert. 
 
    “This is so fucked up,” I moaned.  I was on the verge of climaxing though. 
 
    “Your wife is a total whore,” Aaron said in a congratulatory manner. 
 
    “Hmm, mmm,” agreed my wife as she resumed sucking his dick with abandon.  She even reached up and pulled her panties down. 
 
    “Oh, now wait a minute,” I gasped, but I nearly came when I saw her do that. 
 
    “Oh, here you two are!” called Susan.  “Ed and I thought you had left…”  Our two friends sauntered into the park to join us.   “What the holy hell?!” yelped Susan when she saw Karen sucking the stranger’s huge cock while I fapped away. 
 
    “Who?  What?  Who the hell is this guy and what the fuck are you people doing?” laughed Ed.  He thought it was funny, of course. That’s the kind of guy he was. 
 
    Susan gagged on the big dick for a moment before pulling it out of her mouth.  “This is Aaron,” she told Ed breathlessly as though that explained anything.  “And he’s fucking me now.” 
 
    “Yes! YES!” shouted Aaron in ecstasy. The gangly fellow dropped unceremoniously to his knees into the mud before my wife.  She spread her legs for him urgently and within moments he was thrusting that big prick of his right into my wife’s cunt. 
 
    Susan looked on with shock. Ed looked on with a big lecherous grin.   
 
    But for me it was just time to cum.  “Fuck her!  Fuck her hard!”  I groaned in encouragement to the hormone fueled younger man as his ass pumped away trying to impregnate my wife.  Then my climax came and Susan gasped in surprise as she watched the hot jism spurting out of my cock.  Burst after burst spewed forth into the air as Ed’s wife watched in fascination.  Karen saw me ejaculating and the sight of my orgasm triggered her own.  I saw her shudder and grimace as her body was wracked with a powerful climax. 
 
    “Ugh, ugh, I’m cumming!  I’m cumming inside,” shouted Aaron after pumping his huge dong in and out of my wife’s tight snatch for a few more moments. 
 
    “That’s a good boy,” she told him.  And my wife grinned at me blearily as she patted the young stranger on the back while he emptied his seed up inside her. 
 
    Aaron jerked himself free and awkwardly jumped to his feet.  He ran his hands through his hair as he looked at Susan and Ed with embarrassment.  Susan’s eyes widened at the sight of the youth’s huge dangling schlong. Softer now, but still impressive.  “Uh, I think I should go now,” he said.   
 
    “I think that’s for the best, dear,” my wife told him as she searched around under the park bench for her panties. 
 
    Aaron was watching Susan stare at his dick and he held his coat open so she could see it clearly.  Unbelievably his healthy young member started to swell again from her attention, even though he had just blown his wad.  “I, uh, usually go do this in Dimond park on Tuesday nights,” he told Susan.  “Down by the dog run.  It’s pretty secluded and I sometimes find horny MILFs there.” 
 
    “I’ll bet you do,” Ed said with a lewd leer.  He noticed his wife’s interest in the younger man’s wang. 
 
    “Good to know, dear,” said my wife.  She gave me a wicked grin to let me know she might be visiting that park soon.  The young man wagged his inflating cock at Susan one last time before wrapping himself back up in his trench coat and dashing away.  Karen watched him go with a tender expression. 
 
    “Now that is something you don’t see every day,” Ed said with a twinkle in his eye.  
 
    His wife Susan was fanning herself and said nothing. 
 
    “Well, at least I got out of a scolding,” my wife told me with a grin. 
 
    “No wait, about that, you really need to think about your lungs, Karen,” I chided as I tucked my spent cock back into my pants.  Really, we need to get our priorities straight here.  I wasn't about to let my wife off the hook for that cigarette. 
 
   
 
  

 Wife Picks Up Two Santa Cruz Hipsters 
 
    My wife Simone loves to visit Santa Cruz for weekend getaway trips from the Bay Area where we live.  She likes the mellow, laid back beach town feel of the place I guess.  We were having dinner one Friday night at a Tiki Bar restaurant and the server was extremely chatty.  The good looking blonde even sat down with us and talked while her other customers looked over in annoyance.  Simone and the younger woman seemed to hit it off in spite of the fact that my wife was nearly old enough to be the girl’s mother. 
 
    “So tell us,” my wife asked the girl after we had finished our meal.  “Where’s a good spot to get a drink around here?” 
 
    “Oh, you have to try that place called Pour,” gushed the young woman.  “All my friends go there.” 
 
    “So it’s a young crowd?” I asked skeptically.  I liked the girl.  She reminded me of a young versions of Simone, tall, busty, good looking, assertive.  In fact, I almost suspected that she was interested in coming out to drinks with us after she got off work.  But I didn’t like the idea of drinking with such a young crowd.  “Young people get so rowdy, and I like a mellow atmosphere when I drink,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, well you two can’t be much older than me,” the girl told my wife. 
 
    Simone laughed in delight.  “I like this one, we should keep her,” she told me.  Simone slapped my knee playfully as she put her arm around the young woman. She was already into her cups, I could tell.  “Darling, you flatter me, but I am 43 years old,” Simone told the server. 
 
    The girl was incredulous.  “I don’t believe it!  I thought you were thirty, maybe thirty-five, tops.” 
 
    Simone was a sucker for compliments and her eyes twinkled with pleasure. 
 
    “You do look good, dear, that’s a fact,” I agreed.  “For an old lady, that is.”  I was just teasing my wife of course.  She did still have a terrific figure, large round breasts which hadn’t started sagging much and a good solid ass.  She generally stayed out of the sun, so her skin was still soft and supple as well, unlike some of these leathery California housewives she hangs out with. 
 
    “Oh stop it,” cried the server.  She slapped my shoulder to scold me.  “Simone looks outstanding.  She’s a total MILF.”   
 
    Simone stuck her tongue out at me playfully. 
 
    “MILF?  What?  Does that mean YOU want to fuck her?” I asked the server.  I gave Simone a wink. 
 
    The girl poked her tongue into her cheek as she stood up to get back to work.  “Well I wouldn’t kick her out of bed for eating crackers, that’s for sure.” And she sauntered off to wait on her other tables. 
 
    ‘What a cheeky monkey,” laughed my wife. “I love this town.  Let’s go to Pour and hang out with the kids tonight.” 
 
    I agreed grumpily and we wandered up the main strip of the town until we found the place.  Sure enough, it was packed with Millennials.   But I did find the premise of the place intriguing.  There was no bartender, but the walls were lined with taps dispensing beer or wine. Each patron received an RFID bracelet which could be swiped at each tap to record how much they were drinking. A staff member came to check on each drinker after a certain number of ounces were served to ensure that no one drank too much.  It was a clever scheme, I had to admit.  And it certainly made it easy to drink too much. 
 
    Simone was buzzing about the place, social butterfly that she was, chatting up strangers left and right while I sat and anti-socially browsed my phone.  The kids were better behaved than I thought they would be, but I had no interest in getting to know a bunch of twenty-somethings.  I managed to drink four drinks in short order since it was so easy to swipe and pour.  When I reach the limit, the staff only performed the most perfunctory check of my sobriety when they saw my age.  But in fact, I was pretty sloshed at that point, and I decided to go search for my wife to take her back to the hotel. 
 
    I found Simone chatting with two young bearded hipsters on a couch by the front window.  She was sitting between the two guys with one arm strewn casually around each fellow's shoulder and they were laughing when I approached. 
 
    “Oh, darling, THERE you are,” shouted my wife as I came to stand before her and her new friends. 
 
    “Well, you three look comfortable,” I said.  I eyed my wife’s familiar embrace of the two strangers with displeasure.  She could get very flirty with other men when she was drunk.  I needed to keep an eye on her sometimes. 
 
    “Oh we are very comfortable, aren’t we, boys?” my wife said.  She squeezed the two young men to her and they broke out laughing nervously.  They seemed to be enjoying my wife’s flirtation but they kept shooting me guilty glances.  Simone noticed their trepidation.  “Goodness, where are my manners?  Roderick, Garrett, this is my husband, Jimmy.  Jimmy, meet the boys.”  The two guys waved at me sheepishly.  They both had big beards, one blonde, one dark, with undercuts and they were wearing plaid flannels buttoned up to the top with black skinny jeans.  Typical Nor-Cal hipsters.  I just smiled at them tightly.  “We were just talking about this music,” she turned turned the blonde one, name Garrett.  “What is it called again, dear?” 
 
    “Tame Impala,” offered the young man.  I stopped to listen to the song, but it seemed rather unremarkable. 
 
    “Tame Impala, yes, it’s nice, but I was just thinking that I might enjoy it better if I was stoned,” my wife told me.  She had that look in her eye when she was as drunk as she could comfortably get, but wanted to keep the buzz going. 
 
    “That’s true, it’s much better after smoking some pot,” said Roderick.  He glanced around surreptitiously before producing a vape pen from his pocket.  “And I just happen to have some.” 
 
    “Ooh, is that a vape pen?  My girlfriend Sarah has one of those, she has a medical allowance for her nerves,” said Simone.  “That medicinal stuff knocks me on my ass, let’s smoke it!” 
 
    “I think we should be going,” I told my wife.  I tried to keep the pinched expression off my face, but my face was already numb from the alcohol and I wanted no part of getting stoned here in public. 
 
    “Oh, stop being such a buzzkill,” said Simone with a wave of her hand.  “Here Roddy, take a hit and pass it around.” 
 
    Roderick took a deep inhale from the pen, it’s blue led tip shining in the dimly lit bar before passing it to my wife.  Simone copied him, drawing deeply on the pen. 
 
    “Uh, you better be careful,” warned Garrett.  And sure enough, Simone was soon doubled over in a coughing fit as Garrett and Rod patted her back with concern.  I noticed them looking at my wife’s breasts as they jiggled madly from her coughing. 
 
    “No, no, I’m fine, I like it,” gasped Simone.  She wiped her watering eyes and took a drink of her wine. “Oh wow, that’s strong stuff.” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s high in THC,” agreed Garrett.  He gently relieved my wife of the pen and took a hit from it before offering it to me as he held his breath. 
 
    “I don’t want any,” I said.  I was already dreading the idea of shepherding my drunk and stoned wife through the streets of Santa Cruz to get back to the hotel room. 
 
    “Stop being a shit and take a puff,” demanded my wife.  She wrapped her arms around Garrett and looked at him.  “Why won’t my husband learn to loosen up and live a little?” she asked the young man blearily. 
 
    “Uh, I don’t know,” the hipster said.  My wife’s face was just inches from his.  He looked at my wife’s pouty lips and cheeks pink from the alcohol, and I could swear he was thinking about kissing her.   
 
    “I know how to have fun!” I complained.   I snatched the pen from Garrett’s hands, breaking the spell between him and Simone for a moment.  The three of them watched as I drew a huge hit from the pen and almost immediately collapsed in a fit of coughing. 
 
    “Oh jeez,” gasped my wife.  She jumped up and patted me on the back as I coughed and hacked.  I felt like my lungs were on fire.  I nearly vomited from the exertion. 
 
    “I don’t feel good, I think we should go,” I choked as the coughing subsided to intermittent hacks. 
 
    “Yes, I think that’s best,” agreed my wife as she guided me toward the door.  “Come on Garrett, Roddy, why don’t you come back to our hotel room and hang out?  We can smoke more and listen to music.” 
 
    “Wait what?” I asked.  But the pot was hitting me hard and I suddenly realized that Tame Impala was fucking brilliant.  It was like a modern subdued revival of sixties psychedelica.  Amazing.  So I was only vaguely aware of the two hipsters consulting quietly between themselves before agreeing. 
 
    “Yeah, ok, Simone, that sounds like fun,” said Garrett.  He and his pal followed us as my wife and I stumbled to the counter to pay our balance and trade our wristbands back for my credit card.  It was an excellent setup and we were quickly back out on the street. 
 
    I stared in fascination at the wild paintings of a street vendor until Simone tugged my arm and pulled me along. 
 
    We wandered in a daze down the main strip, surrounded by the diverse Santa Cruz crowd. Other yuppies like my wife and I were laughing as the exited fancy restaurants, while group of modern hippies hung out on street corners, panhandling and playing musical instruments. 
 
    Garrett and Roderick stopped in front of a shop window where sex toys and lingerie were being displayed.  They were chortling as they pointed out the various dildoes. 
 
    “Hey Simone, do you want one of these?” asked Garrett.  He pointed to a huge purple rubber dong in the window and grinned at my wife. 
 
    “Oh you cheeky monkey,” giggled Simone.  “Why would I need a thing like that?  Don’t you think your own penis could satisfy me?  Couldn’t you get it up for an old lady like me?”  Simone wagged her hips at the hipster with one hand behind her head. 
 
    I just gazed at my wife in a stupor, barely aware of what she was saying. 
 
    “I’ll bet he could get it up for you if you wore that,” said Roderick. He pointed at a mannequin in the window dressed in an exposed cup leather corset and fishnet stockings. 
 
    It took a moment for me to register what the kid was suggesting.  “Now settle down there champ,” I told him.  I had to put my hand against the window to keep from falling over. 
 
    “Dude, your wife would look so hot in that,” coaxed Garrett excitedly. 
 
    “Do you really think so?” asked my wife.  She tapped her chin thoughtfully.  “Well then, maybe I should try it on.  Come along, Jimmy, buy me this slutty outfit so I can give the boys a thrill.”  And my wife strode right through the sex shop door. 
 
    “Holy fuck!  I was just teasing her, man.  I didn’t think she would go through with it,” Roderick told me apologetically. 
 
    “Ahh, she’s probably just pulling our legs.  She never wears stuff like that,” I told them and I went into the store after my wife.  The two hipsters followed behind, jabbing each other in the ribs and giggling as we entered the shop. 
 
    A butch dyke dressed in a suit approached my wife with a greasy smile.  “Can I help you, ma’am?” 
 
    “The boys think I would look hot in that really slutty outfit in the window,” my wife told the dyke breezily.  She gestured at myself and the two younger men as we stood awkwardly in the showroom surrounded by giant latex penises and racks of skimpy lingerie. 
 
    The dyke screwed up her face in concentration as she looked between my wife and us, trying to figure out what was going on.  But then she just shrugged.  “Well you are welcome to try it on and decide for yourself.  She looked over my wife’s figure.  “You would certainly fill it out nicely.”  The horny clerk ran to grab a corset from a rack. “I think a medium should fit.”  She picked up some stockings as well.  “These attach with suspender and a waistband.  Do you want some panties and a bra to go with this?” 
 
    Simone gave me a coquettish look.  “No, just the outfit as the mannequin is wearing.  No bra, no panties.  Don’t you agree, Garrett?”  My wife batted her lashes at the hipster by my side and I felt a pang of jealousy, but my brain was still moving too slow to come up with a plan. 
 
    The young man gulped.  “Uh, well, yeah, that would be pretty wild.” 
 
    The dyke shrugged.  “Ok, well, the dressing room is back here.”  The clerk lead my wife to the back of the store. 
 
    “Garrett and Roddy, you two come along,” my wife called over her shoulder.  “I want your opinion.” 
 
    “Uh, what?” I asked stupidly. I trailed behind the two hipsters who only paused for a moment looking at me. But they soon realized that I was too stoned to intervene properly, so they rushed forward to heed my wife’s summons. 
 
    “It’s ok, if I bring my two friends into the changing room with me, isn’t it dear?” my wife asked, taking the corset and stockings from the dyke. 
 
    “Well, it’s technically against store policy...” The clerk rubbed her head and looked at the two excitedly young men with envy. 
 
    “Jimmy, give the clerk a nice tip for their trouble.   They are breaking the rules for us,” said my wife as she ushered the two hipster into the dressing room ahead of her. 
 
    “Wait, now you want me to bribe the clerk to let you strip down in front of two complete strangers?” I asked in shock.  I was slow on the uptake, but this was getting out of hand. 
 
    “Don’t be crass, darling,” called my wife.  She closed the door behind her.  “It’s a gratuity.”  I heard the hipsters giggled nervously from inside the changing room. 
 
    “But, but,” I stammered.  The dyke came over and held out her hand expectantly.  I looked at her for a moment and then realized that this wasn’t HER fault, so I fished out a twenty and handed it over. 
 
    “Ah, yes, thank you sir, I think I can make an exception just this once,” said the clerk, pocketing the bill. 
 
    “Now honey, come on this isn’t funny,” I said.  I walked over to the door of the dressing room and I jiggled the handle, but of course it was locked.  I put my ear to the door to hear better. 
 
    “Now you boys sit there and behave yourselves,” my wife was saying.  “I’m going to undress now, so be good and close your eyes.”  The hipsters just giggled in response. 
 
    “Simone, you can’t undress in front of two strange men like this,” I called out.  I tapped on the door.  “Unlock this door, let’s go home. You are drunk.” 
 
    “Oh, Jimmy, why can’t you be more open to new experiences?” called my wife in exasperation.  “Can’t we try new things now and then?”  I heard the sound of her dress unzipping and the guys broke out in a fresh bought of giggling.  “Naughty boys, I told you to keep your eyes closed.” 
 
    “What good is it to keep their eyes closed if you are going to change into a corset with your tits and crotch exposed anyway?” I asked in frustration.  But the thought of my wife stripping there while these two insufferable hipsters giggled and watched her was giving me an erection.  I struggled to push it down in my pants. 
 
    “It’s the principle of the thing, darling,” insisted my wife.   “They need to learn to obey orders.” Then there was a sound of rustling and a loud thump against the door.  “Oh you boys are so rambunctious,” she laughed.  “Settle down and let me get changed properly.”  I couldn’t make out their muffled response but there was another thump followed by more laughter from my wife. 
 
    I was gripping my erection through my pants as I listened intently, trying to figure out what was happening in there. 
 
    The dyke noticed me handling my dong and she came over and whispered to me.  “For another hundred, I will let you into the next changing room over.”  She glanced around to make sure no one else was around.  “There is a peephole so you can see into the changing room your wife is in.”  She nodded toward my hand on my crotch with disdain.  “And you can relieve yourself in private.” 
 
    “That’s preposterous,” I stammered.  Really I have been dragging my wife out of there, not peeping at her while she fooled around with two strange young men. 
 
    “Look buddy, people do shit like this here all the time,” said the dyke.  She held out her hand patiently to receive her next bribe. 
 
    “Oh my!  Look how hard you are Garrett, what hormones you young guys have.  Mmm, both of you are so hard, mmmm,” my wife was moaning now. 
 
    “Jesus Simone, what are you three doing in there?” I whined helplessly. 
 
    “These naughty boys need to be punished for insubordination,” my wife called.  Then there was another loud thump against the door and my wife was cackling with laughter and I could hear the two guys breathing heavily as they horsed around with my wife in there. 
 
    “Ok, ok,” I said, giving up.  I pulled out the cash and handed it over to the butch little clerk.  She took it and let me into the next changing room which was much smaller than the one my wife had entered.  The clerk deftly slid the mirror aside to reveal a little black window.   
 
    “Two way mirror,” she whispered.  “You can see them, they can’t see you.”  Then she handed me a box of tissues that was sitting nearby.  “And do me a favor; use these so I don’t need to clean up after your filthy  business.” 
 
    “I just, I’m not,” I stuttered stupidly.  But the dyke just held up her hand and ducked out of the little room, locking the door behind her.  I wasted no time and eagerly pressed my face to the glass to see what was happening. 
 
    My heart jumped into my throat as my worst fears were revealed.  My wife was standing between Garrett and Roderick wearing just the corset and stockings. Her big jiggling boobs totally exposed as was the furry patch of her cooch.  Both hipsters had their skinny jeans pulled down revealing shockingly stiff erections.  I looked on with envy as they waved their swords around.    Simone was kissing Garrett and she reached down to grab his tool as I watched him groping her bare breasts and pinching her nipples with relish.  Meanwhile Roderick has his hands on my wife’s generous hips and was prodding her from behind with his own weapon, trying to find a way to get it into her. 
 
    My mouth went dry and I hastily unzipped my fly so I could jerk my own meager hardon while I watched my wife carrying on with these two young strangers.  When I was young I used to sport wood like they had, but my own boner was much diminished in middle age and I could hardly blame my wife for her lustful delight in her two studly lovers. 
 
    Simone gave a loud gasp as Roderick managed to finally wriggle his cock into her from behind.  “Oh Roddy, how dare you poke me with that thing,” she panted. “Bad boy!   Bad, bad boy!”  She started tugging Garrett’s cock harder and harder as Roderick humped her from behind, his bare skinny hips slapping against my wife’s chunky ass with abandon.  It was a pretty exciting sight and I felt myself nearly climax. 
 
    Garrett got creative and climbed agilely onto a chair so that he could stick his big dick right in my wife’s face.  She started sucking it eagerly and I had to hurriedly snatch out a handful of tissues so I could empty my load into them.  I actually produced a pretty sizable amount for a change.  It must have been the pot and the extremely kinky circumstances.  I leaned against the wall and stared glassy eyed as Garrett spurted his own load across my wife’s face.  Her expression was a mask of passion and she barely noticed Garrett’s hot stream of cum coating her face.  She was too busy paying attention to the rowdy dogging that Roderick was giving her from behind.  I saw her shudder with her own climax and my spent cock actually started swelling again.  Finally Roderick called out, grunting gruffly as he ground himself against my wife’s ass and pumped her womb full of his young active sperm.  It was a surprisingly satisfying sight.  I must be getting perverted in my old age.  
 
    I suddenly realized what a compromising position I was in.  I quickly stuck my hardening penis back into my pants and fumbled drunkenly with the door for a moment before getting it unlocked.  Luckily, I emerged from my dressing room a few moments before my wife.  The clerk ran into my dressing room to replace the mirror and she nodded at me thankfully when she found no mess in there. 
 
    When Simone emerged from the dressing room, she was a complete mess.  Her hair was mussed, her makeup smeared, and her dress was only half zipped up in back with one strap hanging off her shoulder perilously.  The two hipster guys came out after her looking very cool and collected and extremely satisfied with themselves. 
 
    “You need to buy me these,” my wife told me.  She practically tossed the corset and stockings at me.  “The boys approve.” 
 
    “We definitely do approve,” Garrett told me.  The cheeky fucker kept a totally straight face.  He just looked me right in the eye, moments after blasting my wife in the face with his cum.  What balls these kids had. 
 
    “So you expect me to buy you this filthy slut outfit for what?  So can parade around half naked for these two horny hipster guys in our hotel room?” I asked sarcastically.  It actually sounded like a good plan to me if I got to watch without having to peek through a little window. 
 
    “Is that going to be a problem?” Simone asked me haughtily.  Even her bedraggled state, she managed to look like an imperious duchess. 
 
    “Uh, I guess not,” I said.  I gave my card to the dyke who smirked at me knowingly and tried not to yelp when I saw the total on the receipt. 
 
    “That’s a custom leather corset.  Real leather,” insisted the clerk when she saw my reaction. 
 
    But it was worth it.  The corset really trimmed in my wife’s belly and gave her a tighter hourglass figure while leaving her boobs free to be groped and her crotch free to be fucked.  Back in the hotel room, she quickly changed into the slutty outfit and brazenly strutted her stuff in front of the three of us.  I only mumbled mild complaints when they carried her giggling to the bed and threw her down on it.  I jerked myself as they took turns fucking my wife missionary style, each one of them cumming on her and into several more times that evening.  Ah to be young, dumb, and full of cum again.  I didn’t even begrudge them their terrible hipster music once I was stoned again.  Simone is right, I decided in the end, Santa Cruz IS a fun town. 
 
   
 
  

 Husband Calls Wife Fat, So She Finds a Mexican to Fuck Her 
 
    I guess in some ways, I had it coming.  I kept haranguing my poor wife for being a little overweight.  Whenever she would eat that second dessert or late night sweet I would chide her about it.  I really shouldn’t have made a big deal out of it.  She was only about twenty pounds overweight.  It’s not like she was a monster or anything.  And really a lot of middle aged women gain more weight than that.  But no, I had to be an idiot about it.  And she taught me a lesson.  Did she ever! 
 
    One weekend morning, Cindy and I were getting dressed to go out to brunch and she pulled out a pair of jeans she hadn’t worn in a while.  She was cursing in frustration because she had gotten too plump to button them. 
 
    “Should have skipped that second bowl of ice cream last night,” I commented. 
 
    Cindy gave up trying to button her jeans and stood there facing me in her bra with her jeans unbuttoned and her white little pot belly poking out.  She looked cute actually. 
 
    “I’m really sick of your shit, Frank!” she shouted.  She wagged a finger at me and it made her big boobs sway back and forth which was a little distracting.  “I work out a lot to try to burn off those extra calories, but it’s hard, you know?”  She noticed me looking at her boobs.  “Besides, the fat makes my boobs bigger.  I’m a double D now,” she added proudly. 
 
    “Yeah, well you look better naked than in clothes, I’ll grant you that,” I said.  “But you can’t go to brunch naked.” 
 
    “Oh you are such an asshole,” fumed my wife as she tugged awkwardly at her pant cuffs trying to extract herself from the tight jeans.  “Here, help me will you?”  My wife laid back on the bed and put her legs in the air so I could pull her jeans off.  It was a struggle, but after a few sharp tugs the pants came off of her and I fell back against the closet door. 
 
    “I was afraid we were going to have to cut these off of you, chubs,” I told my wife.  I wiped my brow dramatically from the exertion. 
 
    “Dammit Frank, lay off me, will you?” complained Cindy.  She went over to the mirror and looked at herself.  She unhooked her bra and her massive jugs came flopping out. They certainly were big now.  Then she pulled her panties back off and turned to look at her ass in the mirror.  She slapped it playfully.  “Look at that ass, nice and firm still.  No cellulite.  A lot of guys would go for this big booty.  But not you.  You never take advantage of it anymore.” 
 
    I grimaced at my wife’s mention of our diminished sex life.  “Well I like you a little thinner,” I said.  But the fact was that Cindy still looked fine, I couldn't’ say why our sex life had petered out exactly. Maybe it was fading hormone levels or just that we were too familiar to each other after all these years together. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, so it’s MY fault,” snapped Cindy angrily.  She turned to face me and I looked over her pale naked body and felt my member stiffen slightly.  I needed to figure out a way to calm her down so I could proposition her for sex after all.  She was sexy when she was angry like this.  But Cindy ignored my ogling and went into a rant.  “Well, you know what?  A lot of guys like fat women you know.  Plenty of guys,” she was practically sputtering now. I knew I was in trouble. 
 
    “Yeah, well,” I said noncommittally.  I saw my prospects for sex fading as her anger built.  “Mexicans and black guys maybe.” 
 
    Cindy stopped short.  “Mexicans and black guys.  Nice.  I think that’s just a stupid stereotype, Frank.” 
 
    “No, I don’t think so,” I said, warming up to the topic.  “I think those dark skinned guys are all into fat women.   Different cultures have different standards for beauty.” 
 
    Cindy looked at me skeptically for a moment, and I could see her anger fade a bit.  She rubbed her belly thoughtfully.   Then the sound of a leaf blower erupted outside our bedroom window.  The landscapers had arrived to work on the lawn.  Cindy went to the window and pulled back the curtain to peek out.  “Hmm, these landscapers look like they might be Mexican,” she said. 
 
    I got a weird feeling in my gut.  “Uh, you better keep those curtains closed.  You are still naked, honey.” 
 
    “What?  Are you embarrassed that other men would see what a fat wife you have?” she asked me. 
 
    “Come on, Cindy, it’s not like that,” I said nervously.  I didn’t like where this was headed. 
 
    “Maybe we should test this theory about Mexican beauty standards?” suggested Cindy. She had a devilish gleam in her eye as she drew back the curtain suddenly and stood boldly in the window with arms raised.  She was offering up her naked body for display to the workmen out back and I nearly had a heart attack.  My pulse was pounding in my ears.  And for some reason, my nascent erection bloomed into a full fledged hardon as my wife exposed herself. 
 
    I jumped up and rushed to the window and looked out over my wife’s shoulder.  A short, brown skinned guy was staring up at her with his mouth hanging open.  I think his name was Carlos or maybe Juan.  He had been weeding in the bushes outside our bedroom window when my wife had drawn back the curtains suddenly, catching his eye.  Cindy waved at him with a friendly smile and he raised his hand, in confusion, looking at me guiltily.  I dragged my naughty wife back away from the window. 
 
    “For Chrissake, Cindy, get a grip on yourself,” I cried.  “What’s gotten into you?” 
 
    “I’m sick of you putting down my figure all the time,” she pouted.  “I want some positive attention for a change.”  She pulled away from me petulantly and ran out of the room. 
 
    “Jesus, where are you going?” I yelped.  “Cover yourself up, woman.  At least put on a bathrobe.”  I chased after my wife, but she just cackled with laughter as she sprinted toward the back door. 
 
    “I’m going out back to see what these Mexican guys think of my body,” she called over her shoulder.  And sure enough, the little slut threw open the back door and strode totally nude out into the yard where the workmen were gathered.  I must have really pushed her too far this time. 
 
    “Mamacita!” cried Carlos.  He jumped to his feet and came running over to ogle my wife’s naked body. 
 
    The leaf blower and the lawn mower both sputtered to a halt as the other two workmen shut down their machines and stood gaping at my naked wife as she waved at them from the back porch.  I didn’t know the other two guys’ names.  I only ever dealt with Carlos. 
 
    “Cindy, get back inside!  Have you lost your mind?” I yelled.  I grabbed my wife’s arm, but she jerked out of my grip and stuck her tongue out at me.   
 
    “I just want to ask you boys a favor,” my wife called out to the stunned workmen.  “Can you give me your honest opinion about my body?  Do you think I’m too fat?”  My wife ran her hands up and down her sides seductively while the brown skinned workmen’s eye grew wide with amazement. 
 
    “What the fuck you talking about?” asked Carlos in confusion as he stepped closer.  His eyes were fixed on my wife’s huge swaying tits.  His pals came forward as well.  They wanted a better view of my wife’s naked body too. 
 
    “My husband thinks I’m too fat,” said Cindy.  My wife pouted her lips at the workmen dramatically.  “But he said Mexican guys like fat women, is that right?” 
 
    “We’re from Guatemala, but yeah, you looking pretty fine to me,” said Carlos.  “What you guys think?”  His two pals nodded vigorous agreement. 
 
    “It’s not cool to call your woman fat, man,” offered the tall skinny guy who had been leaf blowing.  He gripped his crotch as he kept his eyes glued to Cindy’s body.  “She’s hot as fuck, dude.” 
 
    My wife blushed and tilted her chin down bashfully.  “Do you guys really think I look nice?  How about my butt, though?  Isn’t it too big?”  My wife turned and presented her bare white ass to the workmen, wagging it back and forth provocatively. 
 
    “Cindy, cut the shit,” I said.  But her ass wagging had set her knockers swinging as well and I was mesmerized by her pendulous tits swaying back and forth. 
 
    “Baby, I would tap that ass with a quickness,” said the tall guy.  He was practically jerking his dick through his pants. 
 
    “Easy Jose, you gone fuck up our contract,” Carlos hissed, giving me a worried look. 
 
    “Fuck it Carlos, it would be worth it lose some business to get a piece of that fine ass,” insisted Jose fiercely. 
 
    “Oh, I wouldn’t let my husband fire you boys, don’t worry,” said Cindy. 
 
    “Cindy!” I complained. 
 
    “Shush, you,” demanded my wife.  “You are learning a valuable lesson right now.  Other men find me attractive you know.  It’s something you should keep in mind before criticizing me.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t put you down, baby,” said Jose through gritted teeth. 
 
    Cindy put her finger in her mouth seductively.  “What have you got there in your pants, Jose?” 
 
    “I got a big old boner for you,” he said breathlessly.  He was panting from excitement at the sight of my wife flaunting herself for him. 
 
    “Let me see it,” coaxed my wife. 
 
    “Hey now!” I complained.  But Jose ignored me as I stood by indecisively, and he whipped his junk right out.  His big brown penis stood at attention, poking proudly from his unzipped jeans. 
 
    “Oh my goodness!” gasped my wife putting her hands on her cheeks.  “Did I do that?” 
 
    “Yeah your ass did that to me, baby,” growled Jose.  He came ominously closer, waving his cock like a spear. 
 
    “I got a boner too,” offered Carlos.  He gave up his fear of me cancelling his landscaping contract and pulled his own brown boner out of his pants and third guy followed suit as well.  All three hispanic workmen were pointing their dark hardons of various sizes my wife while she cooed with appreciation. 
 
    “Oh no, you poor boys,” gasped my wife.  “I didn’t mean to do that!”  My wife bit her lip and gave me a sultry glance.  “Is there anything I can do to HELP you with those?” 
 
    “You know what you can do,” said Jose.  He stepped so close to my wife that his rod practically poked her in her soft white belly and my wife grabbed his thing instinctively. 
 
    “Cindy!” I gasped.  But my boner was stiff in my own pants as I watched my chubby little white wife tugging the brown phallus eagerly. 
 
    Cindy turned to me and raised the inside of eyebrows in concern.  “Ohh, honey, I know I’m being naughty, but look how hard poor Jose has gotten.  My body never gets YOU this hard.  I need to help him out.” 
 
    “Help him out?” I choked. 
 
    “I’m a help myself too,” grunted Jose as he grabbed each of my wife’s big pale boobs in his rough filthy paws. 
 
    “Yep, brown guys like big boobies, I guess,” confirmed my wife.  She gave me a smoldering look as Jose bent over and started sucking loudly on first one nipple and then the other.   
 
    My heart was racing so hard I felt that I might literally have a heart attack any moment.  I put my hand on my chest and tried to catch my breath.  Both Carlos and the other guy were jerking their meats as they watched Jose going to town on my wife’s tits while she tugged his dong for him. 
 
    “Bend that shit over, I’m a give you something good,” coaxed Jose.  He grabbed my wife by her chubby hips and spun her around forcefully, making her gasp. 
 
    “Why, what are you going to give me, Jose?” she asked innocently.  Then my wife’s mouth made a cute “O” of surprise as the horny landscaper thrust himself up into her from behind. 
 
    “Unnggh, arrgh,” groaned Jose loudly as he started pumping away on my wife from behind. 
 
    “Oh god, yes, YES!” cried my wife.  Her face was a mask of passion and she reached out to grab my arm to steady herself as the tall Guatemalan fucked her as hard as he could, his hands clamped like pincers onto Cindy’s soft ivory hips.  I didn’t know what else to do, so I held my wife’s hand to steady her while the big man used her for sex. 
 
    “What the holy hell is going on over there?” called my neighbor Ed from his backyard next door.  “Sounds like a fucking porno,” he laughed as he pushed through the shrubs into our backyard.  “Frank, Cindy, holy fuck nuggets!  It is a goddamn porno.  What gives?” 
 
    “Hubby told her she was too fat, so she came out here to see what we think,” said Carlos.  He kept fapping away as he watched Jose humping my wife more and more frantically. 
 
    “You didn’t call Cindy fat, now did you Frank?” scolded Ed.  “That’s not nice, you know.  Christ she’s half the size of my wife Bertha, and you don’t see me calling Bertha fat.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ed,” panted my wife.  “Oh sorry, I’m cumming now.”  I held my wife’s hand as she shuddered with a climax from the latino’s hard fucking and it was pretty hot actually.  I noticed my penis getting hard. 
 
    “Who you calling fat, Ed?” called Bertha as she pushed through the bushes separating our properties and then stopped short.  Her mouth dropped open.  “Cindy, what the heck you doing girl?” 
 
    “Trying to prove a point to my husband,” Cindy called back.  She gave me a significant look. 
 
    “Frank called her fat, so she went to ask the Mexican how fat THEY thought she was,” Ed told his wife. 
 
    “We Guatemalan not Mexican!” objected Carlos with his dick in his hand, but Ed just waved him off dismissively.  Being black, Ed didn’t worry too much about coming across as racist. 
 
    “Oh, that ain’t right, Frank.  Cindy looks just fine,” fussed Bertha.  “You got no business hurting your wife’s feelings like that.” 
 
    “Ay, Mama! Ay!, I’m getting ready!” cried Jose. He was slapping my wife’s ass over and over again as he pumped his cock in and out of her at a feverish pace. 
 
    “No, wait, pull out and cum on my face.  Show my husband how much you like my fat,” begged Cindy.  She drew away from him and dropped down on her knees before him.  She looked up at him beseechingly and cradled her big white bosoms under her arm so he could see them better and he gave his cock a quick jerk and started shooting spurt after spurt of hot jizm all over my wife’s face and tits. 
 
    “Yeah, hubby, check it out.  That’s what I think of your wife, my man.  She a hot mama!” cried Jose in triumph.  
 
    “Oh my gosh, Frank.  LOOK how much he came,” giggled my wife in delight.  She gave Jose’s nutsack a playful tug and was rewarded with a few more sticky blobs of semen erupting from the slick brown head of Jose’s big cock.  “Look how much Hispanics like fat girls.” 
 
    “Girl you nasty,” laughed Bertha.  She and her husband had come closer to watch the bold landscaper blow his load on my wife. 
 
    “Frank was the one that said Mexicans and blacks like fat women like me,” said Cindy, pointing an accusing finger at me.  “He’s the racist one.” 
 
    I felt mortified that she would say that in front of our black neighbors, and I tried to defend myself.  “You are the one kneeling there, stark naked, covered in another man’s cum after letting him fuck the shit out of you, and somehow I should feel guilty about being racist?  What the fuck?”  I cried. 
 
    “Black guys do like big booty, that’s not racist,” admitted Bertha.  “But I got no sympathy for you, Mr. Frank.  You wanna toss your wife aside for being too fat?  Serves you right that she show you how much other guys willing to go to WORK on that booty.” 
 
    “I’ll go to work on that booty, baby, come down here in the soft grass,” said Carlos. He showed my wife his straining brown cock and pointed to the ground by his feet. 
 
    “Ooo, I’m getting all kinds of love today from the brown guys,” giggled my wife and she jumped up and ran over to Carlos.   
 
    “Cindy, I think you made your point already, ok?” I yelped.  But my prick was standing at attention as I watched my wife hurriedly wipe Jose’s cum from her mouth so she and Carlos could kiss.  He was squeezing her plump ass and prodding her in the cunt with his stiff cock as they made out in the yard. 
 
    “That booty DO look good,” mumbled Ed, licking his lips as he watched Carlos work my wife’s pale buttocks over with his rough brown hands. 
 
    “I don’t usually like for Ed to try to get up on white women, but I ain’t even mad at him.  Your poor wife deserve a little love after you cast her aside like that,” Bertha scolded me. 
 
    “Uh, calling my wife fat isn’t quite the same as casting her aside,” I objected. 
 
    “Says you,” sniffed Bertha. 
 
    I stood there nursing the hardon in my pants as I watched Carlos get my wife down on all fours so he could do her from behind.  Ed got a nod from his wife and then pulled his own cock out and knelt down so he could stick that big black erection right in Cindy’s face.  She waved at me gayly as she took his shaft into her mouth. 
 
    “She a slutty ass white girl, ain’t she?” chortled Bertha.  She seemed to be enjoying the sight of my wife servicing her husband. 
 
    Carlos came inside my wife with a brutish cry.  Ed emptied part of his load down Cindy’s throat, but it nearly choked her so he blasted the rest of his prodigious load in her face and hair.  The third landscaper wouldn’t be left out, and he pinned my exhausted wife on her back and humped her missionary style while the rest of us stood around and watched.  She giggled but was obviously too worn out to object.  The unnamed Guatemalan quickly came inside my wife and he and his friends immediately collected their things and left when he was done. 
 
    “Don’t call your wife fat next time,” Carlos scolded me. 
 
    “True dat,” agreed Bertha.  “Let that be a lesson to you, Frank, you mean man.”  She lead her husband back next door. 
 
    “I really enjoyed testing that theory of yours, darling,” my cum soaked wife called as she rolled around luxuriously in the grass in the back yard. 
 
    I went inside to furtively jerk off over the whole scene and it didn’t take me long to cum.  It was actually incredibly arousing to see my chubby white little wife get used so enthusiastically by all those dark skinned guys.  I never criticized her for being fat again after that.  Though I did get a little antsy leaving her home alone when the landscapers were working.  Also, I found Ed making himself comfortable in our house a few time when I got home from work which made me suspicious.  But the funniest part was when I got the invoice from Carlos and the little fucker included a line item for “ploughing the wife - no charge.” 
 
      
 
   
 
  

 Bully Shows up at Clothing Optional Spa [1] 
 
      
 
    My wife Allison is always planning weekend trips for.  She loves exploring Northern California and is always having to drag me along because I don’t really like to try new things.  I mean, I usually enjoy them once I try them, but I always resist for some reason.  I guess I am just stuck in my habits and more comfortable doing familiar things.  So I was more than a little freaked out when Allison suggested visiting one of these clothing optional hot springs where people go out to the country to soak naked in mineral water. 
 
    “Oh god, no, Allison, please,” I laughed when my wife showed me the Wilbur Springs website.  “I need to relax.  That jerk Erickson has been riding me all week.  I don’t want to have to get naked around a bunch of strangers.  That’ll just stress me out.” 
 
    “You don’t have to get naked, look at this customer testimonial,” coaxed Allison.  She grinned at me as she wriggled with excitement next to me on the couch while we browsed the site on her laptop.  “People feel perfectly comfortable wearing swimsuits.  Come on, I think this will be fun.  Look, it says that they have Lithium in the water and it makes people relaxed.” 
 
    “Yeah, no wonder people feel comfortable enough to get nude around people they don’t know,” I muttered. 
 
    “Seriously, I think that’s part of it,” agreed my wife.   “Anyway, I booked the trip already, so you don’t have a choice.  I’m just going to make you do a new thing against your will and you will love it like you always do.”  Allison’s eyes were shining and she had a huge smile on her face.  I couldn’t say no to my wife when she was in such high spirits.  So I went off back to my easy chair grumbling to myself. 
 
    “Other guys are going to look at you,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, well, let them look,” said Allison breezily.  “I’m not ashamed of my body.  I’m still in good shape.”  She patted her belly to demonstrate.  “See.  Nice and flat still.  That’s why I work out.  No wonder you are embarrassed to strip in public with your pot belly.”  My wife jumped up playfully and came to poke me in the belly. 
 
    “Ah, shit, I’m always working.  I don’t have time to work out,” I complained.  I pushed my wife away as she tried to tickle me.  “I can barely keep up with Erickson as it is.  Our boss just made him team lead and put him above me.” 
 
    “I know, dear, I know.  All you ever talk about it is that terrible Erickson,” said Allison with a compassionate pout.  “But I’ll bet that once you soak in a lithium pool for a couple of hours, you will forget ALL about that bad nasty man.” 
 
    I smiled at my wife sadly and shook my head.  
 
    That Friday, I let my boss know that I needed to take off early to head up to Wilbur Springs and he laughed knowingly which made me feel strange.  We did manage to beat the traffic and once we were out in the country, I really did feel all my cares and worries draining away.  We passed fields with cows and rolling green hills.  The sky was blue and the weather was fine.  I gave a sigh of relief and my wife patted my knee affectionately as we drove along through the idyllic scenery. 
 
    The resort itself was incredibly isolated.  There was no cell reception within 30 minutes of the place and the lodge and room were very basic.  No TV, no wifi.  Just a simple, clean rustic place.   
 
    “So you get a digital detox too!  That’s great,” enthused my wife.  “You need to get off that phone once in awhile.” 
 
    “Yeah, great!” I said sarcastically.  I really was an internet addict, so I wondered how well I would handle being forced to go cold turkey from constant info-stimulation. 
 
    Allison and I took a hike around the grounds and enjoyed the natural beauty of the place for a while before checking out the springs.  They had one area that was designated a silent area with a roof over some pools they called “flumes”, and Allison wanted to try that one first. She and I both wore our swimsuits but we were the only visitors who did, and I actually felt a little strange about it.  I guess I had been picturing a scene with a lot of sexy younger people with perfect bodies, but I was put at ease by all the other people our age, in their forties and even older.  Everyone was just as out of shape as I was, but no one seemed to mind.  Guys walked around flaunting tiny penises hanging down without a care in the world.  Women with pot bellies and saggy breasts just smiled politely as we passed.  It made me feel less uptight. 
 
    But once I got into the lithium water was when I really loosened up.  The effect was subtle at first, but after about a half hour, there was no denying it.  My anxieties had completely disappeared.  We took a break in the cold pool outside and Allison was simply radiant. 
 
    “Omigosh, this is even better than I expected,” gushed my wife.  “I feel as though I don’t have a care in the world.”  She looked around at the other nude bathers and then slipped the bathing suit straps off of her shoulders and wriggled out of it her  modest black one-piece suit.  I was feeling so mellow that when her big boobs came popping out, I just laughed.  Of course no one paid any attention, though I do think I saw a few men glancing at my wife’s naked form now and then before looking away hastily.  She did look good.  Her big white boobs were very pert still at 42, her belly was still flat and he ass was tight.  I felt myself getting an erection as I ogled her figure. 
 
    Everything was going wonderfully until we headed back toward the silent flumes and low and behold, who was there by my nemesis, Jim Erickson standing on the deck in his boxer shorts.  The tall, good looking bastard smirked at me as we approached.  I glanced around trying to find an escape route, but there was none, so I just sighed and accepted my fate.  We would have to say hello.  The lithium was in full effect so I didn’t even feel that nervous really. 
 
    “Oh god, here is that asshole Erickson I have been telling you about,” I muttered to my wife as we approached.  I gave him a friendly wave, but Erickson’s eyes were drawn immediately to my wife’s naked body and he never took his eyes off of her.  He immediately sprouted a large gnarly erection which was very visible in his flimsy underwear. 
 
    “Jim,” I said in greeting.  “Didn’t expect to see YOU here.” 
 
    “Ha, yeah, hello there Seymour.  The boys mentioned that you were coming up here and I thought it sounded like a fun thing to try.  I didn’t have time to pack a swimsuit, but I heard that wouldn’t be a problem,”  he gestured down at his boxers in that self-deprecating way that I hated so much about him.  “And who is this gorgeous lady?  Don’t worry, I won’t tell your wife I caught you with her.” 
 
    Allison laughed at his stupid joke and I noticed that her eyes were fixed on Jim’s huge johnson.  “I AM his wife, silly,” she giggled, holding her hand out to shake.  “Allison.” 
 
    “Wow, Seymour’s a lucky man,” said Jim smoothly.  He took my wife’s hand in his and held onto it, looking my wife in the eye.  At that moment his cock spasmed and his veiny boner came popping out the flap in the front of his shorts.  My wife’s eyes widened at the sight of his aggressive looking cock.  It was bigger than mine and the head was swollen and purple. 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” said my wife absently.  She couldn’t take her eyes off of Erickson’s straining dong.  He wagged his eyebrows at me lewdly when he noticed.   Normally I would have been mortified, but the lithium gave the effect that this whole thing was happening to someone else, and I just felt a strange tingling in my belly.  “Um, yeah, anyway, Seymour tells me that you are the guy always giving him a hard time,” she said.  She pulled her eyes away from Erickson’s penis and gave him a teasing frown. 
 
    “Ha, ha, that’s true about me.  I do give people a HARD time,” laughed Erickson.  He still hadn’t released my wife’s hand and his cock started bobbing up and down menacingly.  “I drive it in real hard.” 
 
    “Oh I bet you do,” breathed my wife as she watched his bouncing cock with interest. 
 
    “Um, phrasing?” I said.  I should have been upset to see my wife flirting with my nemesis, but somehow with the lithium, it was just giving me an erection. 
 
    “I know it’s naughty to joke about that in front of you, but he is just so feisty, honey,” laughed my wife, pointing at Erickson’s eager cock. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s...nice,” I said.  I rubbed my head in confusion. 
 
    “I think it’s making your husband nervous how interested in my dick you seem,” Erickson said.  He gave me a cruel smile and I felt a bit of annoyance pushing it’s way up through the lithium haze. 
 
    “I know it’s terrible of me to say it,” giggled Allison.  “But maybe Jimmy acts like such a big dick at work because his dick, is like, literally so big.” 
 
    Erickson laughed as he pulled his boxers off and stood nude facing my own naked wife.   I could almost sense the animal magnetism drawing them together as they eyed others naked bodies up and down. 
 
    “Come on, let’s go get back in the water,” I said.  I grabbed my wife’s arm and pulled her away from Erickson.  She gazed longingly over her shoulder back at his big cock, standing stiffly at attention. 
 
    “Oh, well then, I will join you,” he said and followed after us. 
 
    “Uh, well,” I said.  I wasn’t sure what else I could do. 
 
    Erickson followed us so closely that he poked my wife right in the butt with his hardon. 
 
    Allison yelped and I gave a cry of dismay, but we were shushed by an old japanese woman. 
 
    “This is the silent area!”  she scolded.  “No yelling!” 
 
    “Yeah, quiet down you two,” whispered Erickson.  He had my wife by her hips and was jamming his cock right between her butt cheeks from behind.  She moaned with pleasure and leaned back against him until I yanked her away, eliciting a pout.  I want to scold her, but the Japanese woman gave me a dirty look.  I passed the dirty look right back at Erickson, but he just shrugged and fingered the head of his glistening cock. 
 
    I lead my wife to the hottest flume and helped her in. 
 
    “He poked me in the bum with his thing,” she whispered to me with a sly grin.  “I liked it!” 
 
    “I’m sorry, you must really remain silent.  Totally silent here!” shouted the Japanese woman in frustration.  A couple of other people hissed at her in return.  
 
    My wife and I shrank down in the water to hide from their censure as Erickson swaggered over confidently.  His big dick was swinging side to side like a billy club.  He joined us in the flume and heaved a big sigh of relaxation.  I was relieved that he kept quiet and behaved himself and we all just sat soaking in the lithium water for a while.  My anxiety about Allison’s flirtation with Erickson subsided.  I started to find it sort of funny what my wife said about his big dick.  Maybe guys with bigger cocks did act ruder because they didn’t need to be nice to impress the ladies, they just needed to whip out their giant schlongs.  The thought made me chuckle to myself. 
 
    Allison patted my thigh under the water, which made my dick hard, which she noticed, so she grabbed onto it and started tugging my cock under the water while smiling at Erickson. 
 
    “I see what you are doing,” he hissed quietly.  “You should grab MINE if you want a REAL handful.” 
 
    “I would need BOTH hands for yours,” giggled my wife. 
 
    A naked elderly man with grey chest hair and pubic hair sauntered over and bent down near us.  “Sorry folks, I know you are having fun and all, but why don’t you go out to the other pool if you want to talk?  These flumes are for more of a meditation experience.”  He winked at my wife for some reason and got up creakily and wandered off. 
 
    “Ok, come on,” Erickson said and he stood up and poked my wife right in the nose with the head of his dripping dong.   He was STILL hard somehow.  He must have been really horny for my wife. 
 
    Allison grabbed his dick impulsively.  “Hey mister!  Watch it with this thing, you could hurt somebody,” she purred, giving his rod a playful tug. 
 
    “Uh, honey, stop that, will you?” I asked.  My own pickle stood at attention as I watched my wife handling my rivals’ cock so carelessly. 
 
    “Oops, sorry, honey,” she said, releasing Erickson’s fat cock with a look of regret.  My heart was beating faster but somehow the lithium made it all seem sort of OK.   Sure, my wife just grabbed another man’s cock.  A man who happened to be my nemesis at work.  Oh well. No big deal really.  
 
    We climbed out of the flume and went outside to the cooler pools.  The cool air felt good and it made Allison’s nipples nice and hard which Erickson noticed as well.  His boner just wouldn’t quit as he eyed my wife’s nubby areola.    
 
    “Here, give me a hug before we get into the pool,” Erickson told my wife.  He grabbed her by the hand but she resisted coyly, drawing back from him. 
 
    “I wouldn’t mind giving you a friendly hug, but you would poke me with that big boner of yours,” she teased, pointing at Erickson’s straining cock.  His junk was sopping wet and his nuts hung down grotesquely, dripping water onto the wooden deck. 
 
    “Ah, we will find some place to stick it,” he grunted.  He pulled my wife toward him forcefully and she giggled but relented and allowed him to embrace her.  I was watching this all through my lithium haze as he prodded my wife’s cunt with his dong. 
 
    “Oh, you are always giving everyone a hard time,” panted my wife as he jammed his stiff rod against her twat. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, that’s just how I am,” he moaned.  I watched him gripping my wife’s bare ass cheeks in his hands and I started fingering my boner absently.  I briefly considered pulling my shorts off to jerk off while I watched, but I thought that might be against the rules or something.  It certainly would have been in bad taste. 
 
    “If I let you give me a hard time, will you go easier on my husband at work?” she asked Erickson coquettishly. 
 
    “Honey!” I complained.  But it was more out of habit, than out of real emotion.  I was suddently fascinated by the idea of Erickson fucking my wife. 
 
    “No, sorry, I have to maintain excellence in the workplace.  Seymour is a slacker and I need to stay on top of him,” muttered Erickson.  He was squeezing my wife around her narrow waist and was really trying to push his cock into her but he didn’t have a good angle since he was so much taller than her. 
 
    “Hey, I’m a good worker,” I croaked.  Somehow he still managed to ride me even as he was molesting my wife. 
 
    “No, you aren’t, and you know it. You need me to teach you how to work your wife properly,” laughed Erickson harshly.  Then he crouched down slightly and thrust his hips upward so that he was penetrating my wife from the front.  She gave a cry of passion and clung to his strong arms as he slid the head of his cock right inside her. 
 
    “Hey, wait, what are you doing?” I asked.  I gripped my cock firmly as I watched my wife, with her beautiful pale hourglass figure, getting violated by my domineering coworker.  A couple of older men stopped to watch as well, including the old guy who asked us to leave the quiet flumes who I assumed was some sort of manager. 
 
    “Oh honey, he’s got the tip inside me,” gasped my wife.  “Naughty man.”  But she seemed to be grinding her hips against him urgently as she said that.  
 
    “It’s just the tip,” the big prick assured me with a smirk. 
 
    “You folks know how to have fun, alright,” the manager said.  He and some of the other men watching started to get hard as they watched Erickson trying to get his dick deeper into my wife.  “Normally we don’t allow sex out in the public areas, but as long as you are discreet, I guess it’s ok,” said the manager and he started brazenly stroking his cock as he watched my wife getting dicked by my rival.  A couple of the other guys started stroking their penises as well. 
 
    “No, that’s not right though,” I said blearily.  Obviously I would have been freaking out a lot more if it weren’t for the soothing effects of the lithium.  I even considered pulling my own shorts down and jerking it since the manager was doing so himself. 
 
    “Oh, he’s right, Jimmy.  I’m a married woman, after all,” said my wife as she drew reluctantly away from him.  His boner was practically purple at this point and his glans was shiny with my wife’s juices. 
 
    “Ugh, ok, ok,” he groaned.  He gripped his cock and pushed down hard on it,trying to get it under control.   He noticed a massage table nearby on the deck. “Uh, how about I give you a nice massage.” 
 
    “Oooh, I would like that,” chirped my wife. And she flung her naked body facedown onto the table expectantly.   
 
    The group of older male onlookers moved to form a circle around the table as Erickson eagerly gripped my wife’s bare butt cheeks and started kneading them.  I glanced at the group of old hippies jerking off as the big dicked Erickson started manhandling my eager wife on the massage table.  What a bunch of perverts we were.  I pulled my shorts down in resignation and started pulling on my own pud while I watched. 
 
    “This is weird you guys,” I complained weakly as I fondled myself. 
 
    “Look Seymour, your wife is very tense and needs a nice hard massage to loosen her up.  It’s so typical that I have to pick up the slack for you, but I don’t mind.” Erickson gripped my wife’s gorgeous bare thighs in his meaty paws and she cooed with pleasure.  Then he slid his rough hands up her silky inner thigh and prodded one brutish finger right into her vagina.  She spread her legs to give him easier access and moaned.  “See, you obviously don’t finger her enough.” 
 
    The guys jerking off around me hummed in satisfaction when they saw this.  “That’s my wife though, you aren’t supposed to,” I stammered helplessly.  But I was jerking away the whole time I said it. 
 
    “But she likes it, just ask her,” Erickson told me. He was boldly sliding his index finger in and out of her while Allison clung desperately to the cushioned table, wriggling with pleasure.  His finger was slick with her juice. 
 
    “No, no,” she panted.  “Seymour is right.  This isn’t proper.” 
 
    “Ok,” he said.  “How about a back rub then?” He withdrew his digit from my wife’s cunt and showed me how wet it was. 
 
    “Yes, that sounds harmless,” agreed my wife.  She was trying to catch her breath from the vigorous fingering he had given her. 
 
    Erickson walked around the table, swinging his big erection proudly back and forth.  He wagged his eyebrows at me lewdly. 
 
    “You are always swinging your dick around,” I said.  I felt a slight pang of annoyance with the big brute. 
 
    “Yep,” he agreed.  We went and stood at the head of the table with his cock inches from the top of my wife’s head.  When he bent over my wife to grip her shoulders, he swung his hips in such a way that his stiff cock came up onto the table and slapped her right in the face. 
 
    Allison giggled and turned her head slightly so his veiny shaft lay along her soft white cheek.  “Oh my gosh, look at this thing honey!”  she said.  “Oh, are you jerking off?  So naughty.  Here, watch me lick it then.”  And my cute little wife stuck out her small pink tongue and started lapping delicately at Erickson’s meaty shaft. 
 
    “Ooooh boy,” I gulped.  It was pretty hot though. 
 
    Erickson groaned with pleasure and shifted around so he could get the head of his penis into Allison’s mouth.  She greedily accepted it and started sucking it lustfully, looking me in the eye the whole time.  What a slut she was turning out to be. 
 
    “Yeah, look at your wife sucking my dick,” grunted Erickson as Allison slurped his dong.   
 
    She wriggled around on her back, and presented her big tits for him to fondle while she cupped his nuts in her hand.   She kept his dick in her mouth the whole time.  She is pretty agile.  The old men oohed and ahhed as she spread her legs and started fingering her clit.  One old guy got right up and peered between my wife’s legs and I noticed a dribble of cum dripping from his old pud as he tugged it.  The sight of my wife’s spread open beaver was too much for him I guess. 
 
    “Ok, that’s enough.  Time for me to fuck your wife properly since you obviously have been slacking in that department, Seymour,” said Erickson.  He pulled his cock out of Allison’s mouth with a loud “pop” and she spread her legs wide apart in anticipation as he climbed right up on top of her and dropped his huge dick into my wife’s hot pink snatch.  The table creaked menacingly, but didn’t collapse under his added weight. 
 
    “Oh god, Jimmy is so much BIGGER than you, Seymour,” whined my wife.  “I can really feel it!” 
 
    The old men chuckled sheepishly at me as I blushed deeply.  It was certainly embarrassing to watch my wife submit to the huge cock of my competitor.  But I was on the verge of cumming, jerking off as I watched, and plus I was still in the midst of a lithium haze, so I shrugged it off. 
 
    Allison clung desperately to Erickson’s broad shoulders as he ploughed his dick into her.  His glutes started pumping up and down like a piston and I was afraid the table would collapse under his powerful thrusts.  Allison grunted as each jab of his cock landed home deep inside her womb. 
 
    “Work me, Jimmy!” she shouted.  “Work me hard!” 
 
    The old Japanese woman from the quiet flumes came out and hissed at my wife.  “Quiet down!  We can hear you inside the silent area!  Take her inside somewhere and poke her.  She’s too noisy!”  But everyone ignored her and she actually stayed and watched with interest as the powerful Erickson had his way with my woman. 
 
    I heard that strangled whimper that my wife gives when she is climaxing and saw her shudder as the orgasm hit her, but Erickson just kept pumping away.  The manager and a few other guys shot their loads out on the deck and grinned at me sheepishly as the wandered off.  I was on the verge myself. 
 
    Erickson turned to give me a cruel sneer as he drove himself deep into my wife.  “I am busting my nut up inside your wife, Seymour.  After doing your work for you, once again!”  The boastful prick was lording his conquest over me.  And I spurted my own meager load, stimulated by the humiliation.  It was painful, but it made me cum for some reason. 
 
    Erickson climbed smoothly off my wife and was gone.  Just like that.  Allison leaned up on her elbows and smiled at me guiltily.  “Wow he really does work you hard, doesn’t he?” she asked.  “My pussy is going to be sore for a week.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” I agreed. 
 
    We stayed the whole weekend and Erickson pretty much fucked my wife at will the whole time.  In our bed, down by the pools, in the water in the silent flume, wherever.  Luckily I was soothed by the constant lithium soaks.  But when we got back to San Francisco and Erickson started inviting himself over to dinner every night and fucking my wife right on the dining room table, well that was a little harder to deal with. I might actually need to get a lithium prescription. 
 
   
 
  

 Social Justice Porn 
 
    Arab Guy Wants to Impregnate My Wife 
 
    My wife, Janet and I invited our new neighbor Nadeem over for dinner one evening to welcome him to the neighborhood.  He had just arrived from Pakistan and Linda suspected he was having a hard time adjusting to life in America.  She tried hard to be culturally sensitive and didn’t offer him any alcohol or pork so as not to offend his Muslim faith.  It was actually a bit of an uncomfortable evening because Nadeem was not a very unsophisticated conversationalist. 
 
    “So, when are you two going to have children?” Nadeem asked after we had retired to living room after the meal. 
 
    I stared down glumly at my tea, wishing it was a glass of wine and let me wife answer him. 
 
    “Oh I don’t know if we are going to have children, Nadeem,” said Janet.  “I am so busy with my career, and I am getting older now.”  She gave me a tender look.   
 
    “Yeah, we figure there are enough humans on the earth right now,” I said dutifully.  In fact, I had wanted kids myself, but Janet had always put it off. 
 
    “Ach, that is terrible, man!” Nadeem was practically shouting in amazement.  He was very emotional.  “A woman’s place is in the home, making babies.  She is not meant to work.  This is an abomination.” 
 
    Janet grimaced and tried to diffuse the situation.  “Now Nadeem, here in America, women often choose to have a career.  The idea that women should stay at home and have babies is considered old fashioned.” 
 
    “Well, not in the red states,” I mumbled. 
 
    “Nonsense, your husband is too weak.  You need a strong man to make you live the correct way as Allah intended.  A real man would force you to stay home and give him lots of babies.”  Nadeem drew himself up and stared at me, daring me to oppose him. 
 
    But I just laughed in his face.  “Easier said than done, my friend.  Easier said than done.”  What a backward fellow this guy was. 
 
    “You are a coward.  It is only right for your bloodline to die out,” Nadeem told me with a sneer. 
 
    “Now, Nadeem, that’s really not very polite,” said my wife.  She looked at me helplessly.  “You have to understand, we live differently here than your people do.” 
 
    “Silence, woman.  I would impregnate you and make you into a real woman.  You don’t know what a real man is,”  Nadeem clenched his fist and shook it at my wife angrily.  I was starting to get a little nervous. 
 
    “Uh, maybe we should change the subject,” I suggested gently. 
 
    Janet agreed and tried asking Nadeem about his family back home, but the dark skinned foreigner was still angry and gave terse, surly responses before excusing himself and leaving abruptly. 
 
    “Wow, Nadeem is so intense,” said my wife after he left. 
 
    “What culture shock he must be going through if he thinks it is acceptable to call a husband a coward and threaten to rape his wife,” I said.  I wasted no time dumping out my tea and grabbing a proper glass of wine. 
 
    “Oh, well, he didn’t exactly threaten to rape me,” said Janet.  She chewed the edge of her finger thoughtfully as I pour out a glass of wine for her. 
 
    “He did call me a coward though,” I said. 
 
    “Yes, well,” said my wife.  I had a hard time reading her expression. 
 
    “Well, what?  Do you think I’m a coward?” I asked with annoyance. 
 
    “Maybe by his standards,” said my wife.  “Each culture has it’s own values, you know.  We need to respect that.” 
 
    “Ha, well next time you invite him over, you should be sure to wear a hijab then,” I told my wife with a bitter laugh. 
 
    “Stop it, Adam,” said my wife.  “I was going to get a hijab and participate in World Hijab day this year.  You need to be more culturally sensitive.” 
 
    “I really can’t understand why a supposed feminist such as yourself would support that sort of thing,” I said. 
 
    “You just don’t understand cultural relativism,” sniffed my wife haughtily.  She was always lording her social justice views over me.  “I do think I should invite Nadeem back for tea and I should wear a hijab to make him more comfortable.  And I don’t think you should be there.  He seems to have something against you.” 
 
    I stared at my wife in shock.  “You can’t be serious?  You actually want to have that backward neanderthal back in our house.” 
 
    “I think you are over-reacting dear,” said Janet.  And she pulled a scarf out of the hall closet and stood in front of a mirror, trying to arrange it to look like a hijab.  “You need to be more open to other cultures.” 
 
    “This is ridiculous.  I forbid you to have that man back in our home.” I stamped my foot petulantly. 
 
    “Oh, you forbid me?” my wife told me ominously.  She turned on me and fixed me with a piercing glare.  Even in her silly faux-hijab, she was quite an imposing figure. 
 
    “Now, Janet, please,” I said, backing down. 
 
    “You don’t forbid anything, Adam, we are partners,” my wife continued, her voice gone cold. 
 
    “Of course, darling,” I said.  I spread my hands, trying to appease my angry wife. 
 
    “I am going to get a proper hijab and then have Nadeem over for tea on Saturday afternoon.  You will need to find something to do with yourself,” my wife told me.  
 
    “Yes, dear,” I agreed.  But I had a bad feeling about that. 
 
    I went to the art museum by myself that day and stayed until closing.  I kept thinking of my wife bending over backward to be culturally sensitive in her hijab while Nadeem berated her for her decadent feminist lifestyle and it annoyed the shit out of me.  Before heading home, I texted my wife to make sure the coast was clear, but she didn’t respond.  So I just shrugged and drove home. 
 
    When I entered our front door, I saw Nadeem’s shoes on the mat and I frowned.  I briefly considered leaving and coming back later, but I decided that this was my own home and I wasn’t going to be driven out of it by a backward Pakistani.  “Honey, I’m home!” I called out.  I went through the living room and the kitchen, but my wife and our neighbor were nowhere to be seen.  I was starting to get a weird feeling in my gut as I searched the house.  Surely they weren’t in the bedroom?  But as I went down the hall, Nadeem emerged from my bedroom door tucking his shirt into his pants.  He didn’t look at me, but just brushed past me gruffly and then left without saying a word.  My blood ran cold as I considered the situation.  Had this guy been fucking my wife?  I walked forward in dread and found Janet hastily straightening the covers in her hijab. 
 
    “Janet, tell me you have an explanation for this,” I told my wife as I stood at our bedroom door in shock. 
 
    She nearly jumped out of her skin when she heard me.  “Oh, Adam.  There you are.  I didn’t hear you come in.” 
 
    “What was Nadeem doing in our bedroom?” I asked coldly. 
 
    “Nothing, I mean, I was just showing him around,” stammered my wife.  She looked very guilty and I felt my armpits growing damp with anxiety. 
 
    “Why is the bed messed up?” I demanded. 
 
    “Well, he was just being silly and jumped on it to see how comfortable it was,” said my wife.  She wouldn’t meet my gaze and I gulped at the implication.  She was a terrible liar. 
 
    “Did he wear a condom at least?” I asked her acidly. 
 
    Janet blushed bright red.  “Of course not, don’t be silly darling,” she told me.  “How could you say such a thing?” 
 
    “No he wouldn’t wear a condom, because that would prevent him from impregnating you,” I told her. 
 
    “You are just, I don’t know how you could suggest such a thing,” gasped my wife, and she ran from the room. 
 
    I followed her around all day, pestering her with my accusations, but she kept denying that anything unsavory had transpired between her and Nadeem.  But I noticed that she didn’t remove her hijab all day and she was evasive when I asked her why not.  I was stewing with jealousy and suspicion, but I had no real proof that Janet had been unfaithful to me.  When she told me that she wanted to have Nadeem over again the following day, I saw an opportunity to catch her red-handed, so I readily agreed. 
 
    The next day, instead of going to the museum again.  I just drove to the coffee shop around the corner.  I gave them about thirty minutes and then drove right back home again.  But instead of going in my front door, I went into the back yard and crept up to my bedroom window.  I was frustrated when I found the curtains drawn and I was about to turn away when I realized that the window was open and I could hear the headboard tapping rhythmically against the wall.  I stood there listening numbly to my wife’s whimpering and then I heard Nadeem’s rough voice. 
 
    “You will take my seed, woman,” he groaned. 
 
    “Yes, Nadeem, give it to me,” called out my wife submissively. 
 
    The tapping of the headboard increased to a feverish tempo.  I was about to run inside and confront my wife and her lover when I noticed a strange feeling inside me.  My penis was growing stiff for some reason.  Instead of going to break up the lovemaking, I unzipped my fly and started masturbating as I listened to my wife getting fucked.  It was incredibly stimulating for some reason I can’t exactly explain.   Nadeem grunted and cursed in some foreign tongue as he ploughed my wife and she called out his name over and over and soon I was spurting jizz all over the rose bushes outside our bedroom window. 
 
    I didn’t even complain when my wife started studying the Koran and wearing the hijab whenever she went out.  She quit her job and everything, and I was hardly surprised when she announced she was pregnant. I had setup a peep hole for me to watch my wife and Nadeem’s weekly impregnation sessions, so I knew that he had worked very hard to attain this outcome.  I also knew that I would need to divorce her for this at some point, but it was hard for me to give up my voyeuristic pleasures.  So I just kept my mouth shut and pretended not to be surprised when she gave birth to a brown baby boy and insisted on naming him Muhammad. 
 
      
 
   
 
  

 Wife Has to Make Reparations to Black Neighbor Over Trump Sign 
 
    Even though Trump wasn’t really a proper conservative, and I knew it.  I still backed him.  He tells  it like it is.  Of course my vote didn’t mean anything since I live in California.  But being the contrarian trouble-maker that I am, I proudly kept my Trump/Pence 2016 sign on the front lawn to the annoyance of my liberal Bay Area neighbors. I swear, the Bay Area is the most liberal place on earth.  I was surrounded by special snowflakes who all piss their panties when they see my Trump sign and it made me laugh heartily. 
 
    But my wife Linda was a liberal herself and she nagged me a lot to get rid of the sign.  Her fat friend Hazel was even worse.  She was the sort I like to call a “social justice warrior,” a rabidly unreasonable radical leftist, completely out of touch with reality as far as I was concerned.  Although she was a white upper class woman herself, she had somehow come to the conclusion that whites are the source of all evil in the world.  I found her endlessly annoying. 
 
    One day I was replacing the sign in the front yard because my crybaby neighbors kept taking it down and Hazel and Linda were following me around, trying to get me to stop. 
 
    “Why do you have to keep putting that sign back, Harold?” whined my wife.  “The election is over already.”  She was wringing her hands in despair.  I took a break from pounding the wooden stake with my mallet and I gazed at her jiggling cleavage for a moment.  She was wearing a very low cut blouse and her huge tits were practically spilling out of it.  It was giving me a hardon. 
 
    “What?” I asked as I gazed pointedly at my wife’s chest.   
 
    “Stop it,” giggled Linda putting her hands over her boobs.  “This is serious!” 
 
    “That sign is basically hate speech, Harold!” shouted Hazel.  She was always blowing everything out of proportion.  But that’s how these Bay Area leftist really felt.  Even displaying Trump’s name was hate speech.  What fools. 
 
    “Don’t be an idiot, Hazel.  Displaying the president’s name isn’t hate speech,” I sighed. 
 
    “He’s a racist!” Spit was literally flying from Hazel’s lips as she yelled. 
 
    “He’s not even that racist,” I countered.  “I mean, no more racist than your average seventy year old white guy.” 
 
    “Calling Mexican’s rapists is pretty racist,” insisted my wife. 
 
    “He said that some were rapists, which I’m sure is true,” I said patiently. “He also said that some are good people.” 
 
    “Immigrants commit less crime statistically than natives,” sputtered Hazel. 
 
    “Sure, if you count immigrants from India maybe,” I laughed.  “But look, even if he’s wrong about Mexico not sending their best people, that doesn’t make me racist.” 
 
    Just then, my black neighbor, Wilson, came up and decided it was his right to butt into our conversation.  “That sign is a microaggression, Harold,” he said.  He pointed a finger at me menacingly.  
 
    “Oh, here we go.”  I rolled my eyes dismissively.  “Where did you learn the word microaggression, Wilson?  Have you been on Tumblr again?” 
 
    “You racist, you know that?” he asked me. 
 
    I put down my mallet and hitched up my dockers as I faced the big black man towering above me. “You know what, Wilson?  It’s these liberals that are the real racists.  Not us conservatives.” 
 
    “That’s preposterous!” choked Hazel indignantly.  She was fluffing her red curly locks trying to attract Wilson’s attention, but he only had eyes for my wife. I caught him checking out Linda’s cleavage. 
 
    “It’s true,” I continued.  “A conservative tells the black man to forget about the welfare and pull himself up by his bootstraps.  We are assuming that he’s capable of that.  That’s he’s equal to the task at hand.  While these liberals wring their hands and say ‘Oh no, these poor useless black people have no abilities, we need to just give them welfare.’  It’s the soft bigotry of low expectations.” 
 
    “I ain’t on welfare, Harold,” said Wilson with a frown.  But the horny bastard kept glancing over at my wife’s tits which was starting to annoy me. 
 
    “There is SO much wrong with what you said,” cried Hazel.  “The white man has his boot planted firmly in the small of the black man’s back and then asks why he can’t pull himself up by his bootstraps.  You know that study where identical resumes were sent around, one with a black sounding name and one with a white sounding name and all the black resumes were rejected?  You don’t have to deal with that. That’s your white privilege.” 
 
    “Yep, yep, white privilege.”  Wilson was nodding his head and pointing at Hazel. 
 
    I threw my hands up in frustration.  “Here we go with the privilege bullshit now.” 
 
    “It’s not bullshit, honey.  We ARE privileged,” my wife told me in a small voice. 
 
    “Thank you, Linda. Thank you!” Wilson said excitedly.  He adjusted the crotch of his basketball shorts rudely.  My wife’s big knockers were giving the lecherous fucker a boner!  And of course, he’s black so his huge horse dick was forming a grotesque lump in his shorts. 
 
    My wife furrowed her brow as she noticed his growing bulge but then looked away when I gave her a dirty look. 
 
    “I earned my money, fair and square,” I said.  “Why do I have to accept responsibility for other people’s failures?” 
 
    “You’re only successful because of institutional racism,” snarled Hazel.  “And now you are perpetuating it with that Trump sign.” 
 
    “Yeah, you racist, like I said,” added Wilson.  He pointed his finger at me again and nodded his head up and down vigorously.. 
 
    “Look, Wilson, I know my husband’s sign is upsetting to you.  But isn’t there anything I can do to make it up to you?” asked my wife.  She took Wilson’s hand and looked up at him beseechingly. 
 
    “Blegh,” I spat in disgust.  I didn’t like how she was trying to bend over backwards to appease this black man. 
 
    Wilson gave me a frown, then he looked down brazenly at my wife’s jiggling cleavage as she clung submissively to his hand.  “I know how you can make it up to me,” he said, licking his lips. 
 
    “How?” asked my wife innocently.  Then she noticed that his gaze was directed insistently at her big tits and my cute little wife’s cheeks turned red.  “Omigosh are you are looking at my boobies?” she giggled nervously.  She shot me a guilty look. 
 
    “I don’t like the way you are looking at my wife, fella,” I sputtered.  I know it sounds racist for me to say this, but black guys really are sexually aggressive. 
 
    “I think it’s only fair,” said Hazel reasonably.  “Your callous racist support of Trump has caused a rift in the neighborhood.  Maybe if Linda shows Wilson a little love, that could begin the healing process.” 
 
    “A little love,” I croaked.  My pulse was starting to race and I could feel my armpits growing damp. 
 
    “Maybe I could just let him have a quick peek?” my wife asked me sweetly as she gripped the neck of her low cut blouse.  “Maybe it would help smooth things over?” 
 
    I nearly gagged with shock and was sputtering incoherently as my wife yanked her top open allowing her big white tits to spill out.  Her rosy pink nipples were nice and hard and Wilson grabbed them in his big black hands instinctively.  Linda cooed with pleasure and smiled up at the big black man as he fondled her knockers. 
 
    “Get your black hands off of my wife!” I shouted and rushed forward to intervene.  But that fat chunk Hazel got in front of me and pushed me back with her bulk. 
 
    “Why are you pointing out his skin color if you aren’t racist?” she demanded hotly. 
 
    “He’s got his goddamn mitts on my wife’s breasts, Hazel!” I yelped. 
 
    “Serves you right,” she sniffed. 
 
    “Yes honey, it’s just a bit of harmless fondling,” my wife told me as I watched Wilson pinching her nipples and twisting them gently between his fingers. 
 
    “Damn your wife got some fine ass titties,” Wilson told me with a toothy grin. 
 
    “Fuck you, Wilson!” I shouted.  But Hazel managed to keep her bulk between me and Wilson.  Which might have been for the best, because he was a lot bigger than I was and would probably would have knocked me to the ground with his ape-like strength.  I know that sounds racist. 
 
    Some kids on bikes stopped and gaped in amazement at the sight of my big black neighbor juggling my wife’s bare bosom in our front yard.  “Maybe we should take this conversation inside,” said my wife as she gently removed Wilson’s roving hands from her exposed chest.  She tucked her generous endowments back into her shirt and took Wilson’s hand to lead him inside.  I noticed her glancing furtively at his big dong which had formed a tent in his shorts at this point. 
 
    “Wait, you can’t bring that, that animal into our home,” I cried as Hazel and I trailed them back into my home and castle. 
 
    “See, that language you use? It is so problematic,” tisked Hazel.  “Just because he is black, now he’s an animal?” 
 
    “Any guy who feels up my wife is an animal, Hazel.  I don’t care if he’s black or purple!”  I was sputtering with indignation, but I was outnumbered and my wife took Wilson right into our living room and sat him down on the couch. 
 
    “Oh, I know my terrible husband has given you so much stress, dear,” she told him. “Here let me comfort you.”  And my wife straddled the big man’s lap and stripped her shirt right off so that her tits flopped right into his face. 
 
    “That’s what I’m talking about,” hummed Wilson with satisfaction as Linda pressed her soft melons into his face and cradled the back of his head. 
 
    “For Christ’s sake, Linda!” I gasped in shock.  “What do you think you are doing?” 
 
    “I’m comforting him, silly,” she told me with an impish grin.  Then she pouted at me.  “You were so mean to him with your Trump sign and all.” 
 
    “Stop complaining and sit right there and watch,” commanded the bossy Hazel.  She pointed at my favorite chair and I sat down automatically.  I honestly didn’t know what else I could do at that point.  “Maybe this will teach you something about good race relations.” 
 
    “I have to let a black man suck my wife’s tits in order to prove I’m not racist?” I asked incredulously.  Wilson was going to town on my wife’s knockers, slurping loudly on her nipples and she was grinding her crotch down on his protruding hardon insistently. 
 
    “Nom, nom, nom,” said Wilson as he gobbled my wife’s tits. 
 
    “We know you are racist, Harold,” sighed Hazel. “You can’t prove otherwise.   Maybe this will make you less racist.” 
 
    “Bitch, get down there and suck my dick now,” grunted Wilson urgently.  He shoved my wife off of his lap unceremoniously and then yanked his shorts down to his ankles while his huge horse dick shot skyward like a black tent pole. 
 
    “Um, Wilson, the word ‘bitch’ is problematic,” said Hazel uneasily as she eyed the black man’s massive dong with interest.  “It’s misogynistic.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t mind.  It made me sort of wet how forceful he is being,” said my wife and she wasted no time wrapping her mouth around the head of Wilson’s cock. 
 
    My chest tightened and my cock was throbbing as I watched my wife hungrily servicing the ill-mannered negro on my couch.  It was a true defilement of our marriage vows, but all I could think of was pulling my own trousers down so I could maturbate while I watched. 
 
    “Even the sexual is political, though,” mumbled Hazel as she watched my wife slurping happily on that big black cock. 
 
    “Bitch, shut the fuck up and get down there and suck mah balls, whore ass slut,” crowed Wilson and he gestured at his big saggy nutsack hanging down between his legs. 
 
    “I don’t like this language,” said Hazel.  But Wilson correctly identified her as a fat slut and she submissively dropped to her knees before him and began delicately lapping at his scrotum. 
 
    “This is social justice right here, motherfucker,” Wilson told me with contentment.  “Two white bitches sucking a nigga’s junk.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s how I picture social justice too,” I admitted.  I pinched the erection in my pants ruefully. 
 
    “Please police your language,” Hazel told Wilson, pausing her ball licking for a moment. 
 
    “I don’t want to hear nothing from you, bitch.  Get them nuts back in your mouth,” Wilson told the fat social justice warrior, and she readily complied.  I was pretty sure she hadn’t had a boyfriend in years.  This was a chance of a lifetime for her. 
 
    Meanwhile my own wife was urgently unzipping her pants and I watched with painful anticipation as she wriggled out of her jeans and pulled her panties off, sucking Wilson’s cock the whole time.  My lily white wife shoved Hazel back  roughly, making her squawk and then Linda swung herself back onto Wilson’s lap.  But this time his saliva slickened cock speared right up into my wife’s exposed pussy.   She cooed with pleasure as she lowered herself down, impaling herself eagerly on Wilson’s hard cock. 
 
    Hazel lifted her mumu and fingered herself shamelessly as she watched my wife getting owned by my black neighbor.  He pumped his big dick in and out of her aggressively while wagging his eyebrows at me mockingly.  But I was too fascinated at this point to even put up much protest.  I finally overcame my hesitation and pulled my dick out so I could jerk it while I watched my crude black neighbor violate my tender white wife. 
 
    The fucking went on for a while, LInda’s feral cries growing louder and louder until she practically screamed in climax. 
 
    “I’m cumming inside your whore ass wife now, whitey,” called Wilson.  “Teach your racist ass to put a Trump sign out.”  And the big black man pumped his seed deep inside my willing wife as she clung to him and whimpered. 
 
    Hazel was madly flicking her click as she lay back on the floor watching them.  I was about to cum myself, when I got an idea. 
 
    “Here’s what I think of your social justice, Hazel,” I gasped.  I ran over and sprayed my load of cum right into her fat white face.  Spurt after spurt of hot jizz when shooting out, some into her piggish mouth as she gasped in shock.  It was very satisfying, I must say.  But my victory was short lived as the indignant cow lumbered to her feet, shouting profanities at me.  I had to beat an ignoble retreat before the raging fat woman as she chased me from the room.  Still, it was sort of worth it to learn about the kinky side of social justice. 
 
   
 
  

 Short Shorts 
 
    Dom wife with big tits used by bully 
 
    “Honey, You need to do something about that neighbor’s lemon tree,” said my wife Donna one day.  She was peering out the front window as was her habit, keeping an eye on the neighborhood.  “It’s growing way out over our side of the property line and it’s always dropping those nasty lemons on our lawn.” 
 
    I sighed.  “Here we go again.” 
 
    “You need to just go out there and saw those branches off,” huffed Donna.  She was a big woman, busty and broad shouldered.  She came and towered over me and thrust her intimidating bosom out and stuck her hands on her hips.  She was wearing a lace-up corset top for some reason and her tits were practically exploding out of it. 
 
    I was distracted for a moment as I gazed at my wife’s amazingly pale jigging cleavage. 
 
    “Harold, are you listening to me?” scolded my wife.   
 
    “We’ve been over this before,” I said tiredly.  “That brute Max next door threatened to punch me in the face if I dared touch his precious lemon tree.” 
 
    “It’s within our rights!” insisted my wife.  She stamped one booted heel impatiently.  I noticed her skin tight jeans and started to get a hardon as I ogled her big muscular legs.  She noticed the meager lump growing in my shorts and snorted with derision.  “Is that a boner, Harold?  Seriously?  You are thinking about sex at a time like this?  Pay attention to me.  I need you to pretend to be a man for once.  Go out there and show some backbone.  Stand up to that bully Max and cut those damn branches!” 
 
    I cringed under my domineering wife’s tongue lashing.  “For chrissake, honey, why make a big deal out of it?  I mean, I like the lemons actually. I use them for cooking sometimes.” 
 
    “You are such a wimp, sometimes, Harold. It’s really disappointing,” said my wife with disgust.  She took out her compact and applied a fresh coat of blood red lipstick to her pouting lips.  “Do I need to go out there and do it myself?  Why I barely know how to work the saw.”  She turned and stalked toward the garage where I kept my tools neatly hung on pegboard hooks. 
 
    “Ah, hold one now,” I stammered, following meekly after my wife.  She was really on a rampage today for some reason. 
 
    “Which one do I use?” she asked impatiently.  She reached for a circular power saw like an idiot. 
 
    “No, no, not that one, you’ll chop your damn arm off,” I said.  I shook my head.  “Step aside, I’ll do it, I’ll do it.” I knew I was risking a punch in the nose, but maybe she would feel remorse if Max did hit me over this.  I grabbed the large pruning saw and headed out toward the front yard. 
 
    “That one?” asked my wife in amazement.  “But it’s so skinny!” 
 
    “It’s skinny, but it gets the job done,” I said. 
 
    “That’s what you said about your penis, but I’m still seldom satisfied,” said Donna, following close on my heels as I headed purposefully toward our neighbor’s lemon tree. 
 
    “Har dee har har,” I said sarcastically.  But I stopped short when I saw Max watering the flower beds in front of his house.  He was a big man, tall and heavy, with huge arms, tanned to a leathery brown in his filthy wife beater.  I have no idea how he ever afforded a house in our neighborhood. He must have a rich uncle or something.  His pay as a plumber couldn’t have paid the mortgage on that place.  But my musings were interrupted when Max saw Donna and I approaching his tree, saw in hand. 
 
    “What are you doing with that pruning saw?” called Max.  He had a suspicious look on his simian face. 
 
    “He’s going to trim back some of the overgrowth onto our side of the property line as is his right by law,” my wife called back haughtily. 
 
    “The hell you are!” cried Max in anger.  He threw down his hose and came thudding over to us.  “Put that damn saw down, Harold.”  He held a fist up theateningly. 
 
    I quailed before the big ape and held my arms out defensively.  “Now Max, settle down, will you?  Can’t we talk this over?” 
 
    “Put it down, I said,” he screamed.  His face was turning red and spittle was flying from his open maw. 
 
    “Get off our property at once!” put in Donna bravely. She shook a finger at Max. 
 
    But this just infuriated the brute and he lashed out one monstrous limb and struck me across the face with the back of his paw.  There was sharp crack and the world went dark for a moment.  I came to a moment later and I was laying in the grass with my ears rining and my face was numb. 
 
    “Oh you MONSTER!  How DARE you strike my husband.  I ought to call the police!” gasped Donna.  She bent down to help me up and even in my dazed state, I couldn’t help but notice how her huge tits practically spilled out the top of her corset. 
 
    Max noticed too and was rubbing his cheek, ogling my wife’s chest as she helped me back to my feet. 
 
    Donna planted herself before the big man defiantly. “That was totally uncalled for, striking my poor defenseless husband like that!” 
 
    “He’s not defenseless,” said Max absently.  He kept his eyes brazenly fixed on my wife’s cleavage as he spoke. 
 
    “What? What?  What are you looking at, you crass beast?” gasped my wife with indignation when she noticed Max’s attention. 
 
    “Your tits are ready come popping out of that shirt,” he told her simply.  “I don’t want to miss it when they do.” 
 
    Donna’s face turned beet red in either anger or embarrassment, I couldn’t tell.  Any other woman would be embarrassed.  But Donna wasn’t the modest sort exactly.  “What a shocking ape you are, talking to a lady like that.”  She hitched up her top a bit and she seemed a bit self-conscious which was rare for her.  “My top is perfectly fine.” 
 
    “Look, it’s ready to come undone any second,” insisted Max.  And the cocky bastard reached right out and plucked at the knot that tied my wife’s corset front together.  It came untied with just that gentle tug and sure enough, Donna’s huge boobs came pouring lusciously out, pink hard nipples and all. 
 
    “Hey now, buddy,” I said weakly.  But my cock was busy popping a boner. 
 
    “She’s not even wearing a bra!” he replied defensively. 
 
    “Why, why, I never! How DARE you!”  Donna ineffectually covered her chest with one arm and slapped Max right across the face. 
 
    He grabbed her thin white arm in his huge brown mitt before she could draw back and strike him again.  He grinned at her with a glint in his eye.  “You came out braless like that on purpose, didn’t ya?” he leered. 
 
    Donna blushed.  My haughty, overbearing wife blushed. Beet red.  “Why, that’s, that’s ridiculous!”  she stammered.  But she was so obviously lying that I had to laugh. 
 
    “Donna!  Is that right?” I chuckled.   For some reason I found the idea of my wife trying to dress slutty for our brutish neighbor to be hilarious. 
 
    Max watched Donna with interest as she struggled feebly to rein in her bare bouncing tits.  “Look how much lipstick she got on.”  My embarrassed wife turned her back to him so at least her chest wasn’t facing him as she worked to get her tits back into her corset.  Max smacked his lips at the sight of her ass in those tight jeans.  “And look how tight her jeans are!  She’s trying to turn me on!” 
 
    “Don’t flatter yourself, you animal!” spat Donna over her shoulder. 
 
    “Animal, huh?” he asked.  Max pounced on my wife from behind and reached around to cup her big swinging melons in his rough calloused hands.  “Maybe I AM an animal!” 
 
    “Jesus, Max, get your hands off my wife’s tits, will you?” I laughed.  I couldn’t believe this was happening.  But my erection was at full staff.  I mean she really was dressed to provoke him.  That was obvious now. 
 
    “Ah man, don’t be selfish.  Look at this big titties.  Let a guy cop a feel will ya?”  He pinched my wife’s nipples as she struggled in his arms.  “They are giving me a boner.”  He jammed his crotch against my wife’s ass aggressively.  “You feel that, honey?  That’s the boner your tits are giving me.” 
 
    “Oh, I feel it, you filthy beast,” spat Donna.  But my wife rotated her ass a bit, grinding it back against his rod.  “You get that huge cock away from me, you, you, fucker!” 
 
    “You know you want it, you bitch,” he growled in my wife’s ear as he reached down and unzipped her fly. 
 
    Donna gasped as Max reached right down the front of her open jeans and grabbed her pussy. 
 
    “Harold, are you just going to stand there and watch like an imbecile while this, this ape molests me?” whimpered my wife.  But she wasn’t struggling against him any more and her eyes were shining with lust. 
 
    “Uh, no, no,” I said.  I cleared my throat.  “Unhand my wife, you cad!”  I giggled a little at the absurdity of it all. “Who do you think you are, Donald Trump?” 
 
    Max had my wife’s jeans halfway down at this point as he insistently prodded her in the rear with his boner and fingered her at the same time. “Dude, she’s wet a fuck.  She’s totally ready for it.” 
 
    “Donna, is that true?”  I gasped in mock surprise.  I understood what her game was now and I had to admit, it was turning me on. 
 
    “Um, no?” lied my wife. 
 
    He yanked my wife’s jeans down to her knees, effectively hobbling her while he got his dick.  “See that, Harry!” he crowed triumphantly.   “No panties.  I told ya!  She was planning this!”  And the crude bastard jammed his cock right up into my wife’s wet sloppy cunt from behind, making her cry out in passion. 
 
    ‘How DARE you!” she moaned.  “HOW dare you!” 
 
    Max was pumping away in earnest now, fucking my wife hard from behind right there in broad daylight in our front yard while he juggled her big white boobs in his hand.  Without thinking, I pulled my own pants down and started spanking my monkey while I watched.  You don’t see something THIS hot everyday. 
 
    “Oh, how COULD you, Harold?” cried my wife, and she bit her knuckle as she climaxed from Max’s animalistic humping.  He really was going at her just like a dog. 
 
    “What do you people think you are doing?” screamed Mrs. Crawford from across the street.  She was a nosy old woman.  We should have known she was would see this.  
 
    I turned to face her, with my dick in my hand and the perversity of the whole situation made me start cumming.  I shot a big glob of semen right onto the hem of Mrs. Crawford’s dress and the poor old girl nearly had a conniption fit.  It had probably been twenty years since she had laid eyes on a cumshot. 
 
    “Harold Meadly, why I never!” she gasped.  But she was looking at my deflating hardon with fascination so I just grinned at her and wagged my eyebrows.  She stormed back to her house looking over her shoulder and muttering. 
 
    Meanwhile Max had Donna by the hair and was jerking her head back viciously while he emptied his load deep inside my wife’s womb.  She was whimpering again and I realized that his rough treatment made her come a SECOND time.  Amazing.  He pulled his cock out of her and gave me a smug look, proud of himself. 
 
    “That’s what you get!” he told us. 
 
    “Yeah, well, we’re going to come back tomorrow and try to cut that branch again, you know,” I said with a smile. 
 
    “Yeah, well, me and my dick will be waiting for you,” he said and the big dick swaggered back to his yard with his chest puffed out proudly. 
 
    “Sorry about that, honey.  I know he's a crass brute, darling, but I'm afraid that gets me off," Donna said in a small voice. 
 
    I just slapped her bare ass playfully and then let her lean on my shoulder so she could pull her jeans back up before leading her back inside.  It was worth taking a bitch slap from our oaf of a neighbor to see my imperious wife brought low and get used like a whore in the front yard. 
 
   
 
  

 Wife Wants to Seduce Husband’s Friend 
 
    “Honey, I really want to suck your friend John’s dick,” my wife confessed drunkenly to me one Friday night as we sat at home having a nightcap after dinner and drinks out with John and some other friends. 
 
    “Uh, what?” I asked.  I was drunk as well and a little stunned by her admission. 
 
    Sarah peeked at me over the rim of her wine glass.  “Is that bad of me?” she giggled. 
 
    “Ha, yeah, I guess so,” I said.  I wasn’t really sure what to say.  Was she kidding?  Was she just drunk? 
 
    “Do you think he would, I mean, do you think he would be INTO me?” Sarah asked.  My wife ran her hands over her hips sensuously. 
 
    I sat there, staring at her agape.  “Um, are you drunk or what?” 
 
    “Yes,” she admitted.  “But I kind of want to fuck John’s brains out.”  She looked at me seriously.  “Do you think you could handle that?” 
 
    My stomach lurched as I realized that my wife was really serious.  She was asking me if she could fuck my buddy.  “That’s, wow.  That’s a lot to process.” 
 
    “I mean, you can watch of course,” she added hastily. 
 
    “Watch?” I asked stupidly. 
 
    “While he puts it in me,” she purred.  “His hard dong, right inside me.” 
 
    “Sarah,” I said, my face was growing hot. 
 
    “Pumping,” she panted. 
 
    “Honey, stop.” 
 
    “In and out, in and out,” she was touching herself now. 
 
    “SARAH!” I practically shouted. 
 
    “Until he cums, spurting inside me,” shrieked my wife as she climaxed.  “Oh god, that would be so hot.” 
 
    “What’s gotten into you?” 
 
    “I have to try to seduce him,” she told me seriously.  “You have to help me.” 
 
    “What?” I squawked. “No way.” 
 
    “I don’t know how to come onto men anymore,” pouted my wife.  “How long have we been married?  17 years?  I’m out of practice.” 
 
    “As well you should be!” I said.  I was feeling righteous. 
 
    “Oh stop with the feigned jealous,” scoffed my wife.  “You know you want to watch.” 
 
    “That’s… that’s not true,” I stammered.  But I could feel my penis growing hard.   
 
    “I’m going to suck his cock right in front of you.  Lick it up and down.  I’ll even suck his balls and get really nasty.  It’s going to be so hot.  You will be spanking your monkey so hard.”  I could tell that Sarah was getting worked up again.  She was touching herself again. 
 
    “Oh god,” I groaned.  I had to adjust my boner in my pants so she wouldn’t notice. 
 
    “Yeah, well, invite him over to dinner tomorrow.  I will figure SOMETHING out,” sighed my wife.  And she headed off to bed. 
 
    I sat there in the darkened living room after she was gone.  I clinked the ice in my empty glass and looked at the shadows the moonlight was casting as it streamed in through the sliding glass doors leading to the back yard.  Life is weird sometimes. 
 
   
 
  

 THE END 
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