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Wife Excited About Date With Two Guys
 
   It was a sunny summer afternoon, and being Saturday, I had the day off and was sitting on the back patio reading A Dance with Dragons, drinking iced tea and listening the birds chirping.  The green lawn of my back yard stretched out before me and I sighed with satisfaction as I sat in the shade, shielded from the hot sun by the back awning.  I heard the front door open and turned around to see my wife, Anne, come bustling into the living room behind me, carrying a bunch of shopping bags.
 
    
 
   “Whoa, what’s this all about?  I thought you were just going to pick up a new bathing suit,” I laughed.  Anne’s normally pale complexion was bright and rosy and her cheeks were flushed with excitement.
 
   “I met these two younger guys at the mall and they asked me out for drinks tonight,” said my wife, her eyes sparkling with anticipation.
 
   “Ahh, what?” I asked, feeling slightly queasy at the thought.
 
   “Well, I bumped into these two fellows, Jerry and Roger in the line at Starbucks and we struck up a conversation and we just sort of hit it off.”  Anne gave me a wicked smile that filled me with foreboding.  Then she tossed her head and hurried off the bedroom with her bags.
 
   I sat in shock for a moment thinking this over.  What on earth was my wife doing agreeing to go out drinking with two perfect strangers that she met at Starbuck?  We had been married almost 20 years and she had never done anything like that before.  It didn’t seem proper.  I put my book down and headed back to the bedroom to find out more.  I found my wife spreading out her purchases on the bed.  She had bought some new dresses as well as lacy stockings and bras and underwear.  She seemed very agitated.
 
   “Oh my gosh,  I feel like a nervous schoolgirl.  I haven’t been on a date in years.  How am I going to pick the right outfit?” she murmured, her brow wrinkled with concentration.  “I have to call Janet to come over and help me.”
 
   “But, I mean, it’s not really a date,” I said, picking up a transparent bra that she had just bought.
 
   “Well, it sort of is,” insisted my wife as she casually stripped out of her jeans and blouse.   I looked at her soft white body, admiring her hourglass figure and big boobs as she discarded her mismatched bra and panties and took the sexy bra from my hands.  I was distracted by the sight of her naked form and my penis started growing stiff as I watched her put on her stockings and underwear.  She posed in the mirror, her pink nipples just discernable through the thin material of her bra and her shapely legs encased in dark shiny thigh-high stockings.  She was poking at her brunette bob, primping her hair to good effect.  “Does this look sexy enough?”
 
   “It’s sexy, of course,” I stammered, reaching down to adjust the hardon in my shorts.  “But, uh, why are you so concerned about wearing sexy underwear?  It’s not like anyone is going to see you in it.”
 
   Anne flashed me a glance, her baby blue eyes twinkling wickedly.  “Let me call Janet to help me.  I can’t expect my husband to help me get ready for a date with two gorgeous men.”  She bent over to rummage around in her purse, and I gazed with admiration at her round ass cheeks.  Once she had her iPhone out, she shooed me from the room with it as she pulled up her best friend Janet’s contact info..  “Ok, out, out, you, I need to find the right outfit and you aren’t helping.”
 
   “I don’t know why you keep call this thing a date,” I whined as my petite little wife pushed me out of the bedroom with a good-natured smile.
 
   “Janet, darling, I had the most outrageous afternoon at the mall today, you won’t believe it.   What are you doing right now?  I need you to come over right away and help me,” babbled my wife happily into her phone as she closed the bedroom door in my face.
 
   “This really isn’t appropriate,” I said to the door.
 
   I wandered out back and paced around in the backyard as I contemplated this turn of events.  The birds were still chirping and the sun was still shining, but my mood was troubled now. The hot sun beat down on my head as I wandered about aimlessly, ruminating.
 
   “Hey Sam!” called my next-door neighbor Ed from his back porch.  “What’s the matter, did you lose your keys or something?”
 
   “No, no, Ed, just thinking,” I called back with a wry smile.
 
   “Well beer always helps me think, want a beer?”
 
   “Uh, sure,” I agreed.  Maybe it would be good to talk this over with Ed.  My wife and I had lived next to Ed and his wife Caty for years.
 
   Ed pushed through the shrubs between our two backyards holding a six pack high over his head.
 
   “What’s bothering you, buddy?” he asked, handing me a beer and settling into a chair on my patio.
 
   I took the beer gratefully and twisted it open.  I took a deep draught, pausing to enjoy the crisp pilsner and to collect my thoughts.
 
   “You know Anne and I, Ed,” I began, “My wife and I have a happy marriage and I’ve never been the jealous type.  But Anne never really gave me much reason to be jealous.  She is a good, modest, wife and never flirted with other men.”
 
   “Uh, sure,” said Ed, looking at me strangely.  “What are we talking about exactly?”
 
   At that moment we heard a car pull up in front of the house and then I heard Janet and my wife’s cackling laughter from the living room.  Janet poked her head out the sliding door to the porch and called out to us.  “Hallo, there Sam, hi Ed,!” she shouted cheerfully.  “How are you, loves?”
 
   “I’m fine, Janet, fine, just a little confused,” I replied with a crooked smile.
 
   “Oh, I know, I don’t really understand this myself,” laughed Janet.  “But Anne certainly seems happy.  I haven’t seen her so animated in years.”  Then Anne appeared behind Janet, wrapped in a robe, and she dragged her girlfriend back inside, waving merrily at Ed and I.
 
    “Of course she will sometimes go out for drinks with her male coworkers, but I never really think anything of it.   She certainly never made much fuss over what she wore when she went out with the guys from her office,” I continued in a daze after drinking more beer.
 
   “Sam, do want to tell me what the hell is going on here?” asked Ed leaning forward, brows furrowed in concern.  He looked very worried, clasping his hands together on the patio table that separated us.
 
   “Anne is getting ready to go out drinking with two guys she met at the mall today,” I said, holding up my hands helplessly.  I didn’t feel that I was conveying the situation very well.
 
   “Well, that seems perfectly harmless,” said Ed, leaning back and giving a puff of relief.  He rubbed his balding pate thoughtfully.  “Sure, Caty goes out drinking with guys from her job sometimes.  I don’t make a big deal out of it.”
 
   “But she never calls it a date, right?  Anne is referring to this as a date,” I complained, feeling petty and jealous.
 
   “Yeah, but if it’s with two guys, how can it be a date?” asked Ed.
 
   “She insisted it was a date,” I continued.  “And, uh, she deliberately put on some sexy underwear in preparation.  Janet’s here to help pick a sexy outfit.”
 
   Ed pursed his lips judiciously, “Ohh, well, that’s uh, I don’t know what to make of that, I admit.  I guess women always want to look nice, but the sexy underwear is going a bit far.”  Ed laughed uncomfortably.  “I mean it’s not as though she is planning on showing two strange guys her underwear tonight, is she?”
 
   I just looked at him miserably and took a swig of my beer.  What if she is? I thought to myself and my gut twisted with jealousy.
 
   “Come on, you can’t be serious,” laughed Ed, but his eyes were worried.
 
   “Why did she refer to these two guys as gorgeous?  That didn’t sound right to me.  A wife shouldn’t talk about how gorgeous other men are to her husband,” I stammered.  I felt indignant, but there was a strange feeling inside me as though my familiar old wife was suddenly transforming into a stranger.
 
   “Ok, boys, what do you think?” called Janet, opening the sliding screen door and pushing my wife out onto the patio.
 
   My mouth dropped open as I gazed at my wife’s tiny black dress.  It was cut low to expose her generous cleavage and was so short that there were a few inches of thigh visible above the tops of her stockings.  I noticed Ed staring with shock at my wife’s slutty outfit and he adjusted his crotch unconsciously as he ogled her body.  Anne tugged bashfully at the hem of her dress and wiggled her hips.  She was blushing furiously.
 
   “You look like a goddamn prostitute,” I blurted angrily.  “You can’t go out with two strange men like that.”
 
   “Sam, how could you,” gasped my wife.  “I’m nervous enough as it is without you giving me a hard time.  Can’t you say something nice and flattering?  I’m already feeling insecure about this.”
 
   “Tsk, tsk, Sam, shame on you, playing the jealous husband,” scolded Janet.
 
   “Well, it is a very, ah, revealing, dress,” put in Ed, keeping one hand over his crotch.
 
   Janet squinted at him angrily and he held up his other hand as though to ward off a blow.  “I  mean, you do look marvelous, I mean, you are a knockout in that dress, Anne,” he said.
 
   “But it sure doesn’t leave much to the imagination,” I said. I felt my heart thumping in my chest as I looked at my wife.  The impression that she was a stranger to me got much stronger.  She never dressed this way.
 
   “A woman always likes to dress nicely when she goes out on a date,” said Janet, looking down her nose at me.
 
   “These two guys are much younger,” explained my wife.  “I’m afraid that they won’t pay attention to an older lady like me unless I show them a little skin to pique their interest.”
 
   “Well, that dress is sure to pique something,” laughed Ed, but he subsided guiltily when I shot him a look of betrayal.
 
   “A wife shouldn’t be going on a date in first place, let alone with the intent of sexually stimulating two younger men!” I said, patting the tabletop for emphasis.
 
   “Look at you acting like a jealous husband after all these years,” said my wife coming over and squeezing my cheeks affectionately.  “That is so cute, honey,” she said, planting a quick kiss on my lips.  Then her phone buzzed and she pulled it out excitedly.  “Oh my gosh,” she gasped her eyes widening as she gazed at her phone.  Janet peeked over her shoulder and burst out laughing as my wife tucked her phone away, giving me an awkward glance.
 
   “What was that?” I asked.
 
   “Oh, uh, Jerry just texted me, I have to go,” said my wife.  
 
   “Anne sent him some pictures while we were getting her dressed,” said Janet with a smirk.  “And he sent one back of his own.”
 
   “Wait, what kind of pictures did you send him?” I asked, feeling my face grow hotter.
 
   “Janet, be a dear and stay and fix Sam some dinner while I’m gone, will you dear?” interrupted my wife hurriedly.
 
   “Absolutely, I want to be here when you get back to hear all the juicy details in person,” said Janet.
 
   “Actually, if things go well, I might try to bring the boys back here later to, you know, get to know each other a little better,” said my wife, poking her tongue out between her teeth playfully.
 
   “I don’t like the sound of that,” I said.
 
   “Darling, don’t be such a grump, can’t you wish me luck?” asked my wife with exasperation.
 
   “I’m not sure I want you to get lucky tonight,” I scoffed.
 
   “Bah, such a poor sport,” replied my little wife, bending down to give me a peck on the cheek.  “Bye, bye, everyone,  see you later!” Then she teetered away in her heels.
 
   “Good luck, darling, knock em dead,” called Janet. Then she sat down at the table with Ed and I and helped herself to one of his beers.  “Shame on you, Sam, acting like a big baby about this,” she said.
 
   “Come on, Janet, what do you want from me?  Wives aren’t supposed to go on dates!  And when my wife says she’s going on a date with two guys dressed like a whore it makes it seem like a threesome is in the works,” I said, surprising myself at how bluntly I put it.
 
   “You don’t really think that,” said Ed aghast.  “I mean, you and Anne have been married for twenty years!”
 
   “Look, Sam, Anne just needs some attention from other men for a change,” explained Janet patiently.  “A woman gets into her forties and finds that society doesn’t value her as much as younger women.  Men pay less attention to her, and her self-esteem starts to suffer.  Now out of the blue, two younger guys show some interest in her and suddenly she feels like a woman again instead of just an aging wife, now she feels like a MILF, now she’s a cougar!  Of course she’s excited.   Didn’t you see how she was glowing?  How can you deny her this bit of fun?  Don’t be so selfish. For shame, Sam, for shame.”
 
   “Oh, shit, Janet,” I said, looking down at my beer.  “You are making me feel guilty.”
 
   “Don’t feel bad, honey, I know this all must be very confusing for you.  Now you fire up the grill and I will pull out some steaks and make a nice salad to go with them.  Are you joining us, Ed?”
 
   “I would like that.  Caty is off with her sister and the nieces today,” said Ed, looking at me questioningly.
 
   “Of course you should stay, Ed, I need to talk this over and I want another husband’s perspective,” I said.
 
   Janet grilled up some steaks for us and we all enjoyed them with the green salad she prepared as we polished off another six pack between us.  We made small talk throughout the meal but as Ed helped me clear the plates away and the sun was setting, I returned to the topic that had been dominating my thoughts all afternoon.
 
   “Ed, how would you feel if Caty was getting all excited and dressing up in a sexy outfit to go out on a date with two strange guys?” I asked.
 
   Ed pursed his lips and thought it over for a moment before answering, then he broke out into a broad grin and loaded his plates into the dishwasher before answering.  “Honestly, Sam, I would just break out laughing.  It’s too bizarre to imagine Caty with another man after all these years.”
 
   “How do you feel right now, Ed?” asked Janet, she was a bit drunk and she rubbed my arm in a more friendly way than she normally would.  “Are you jealous?”
 
   “When I think about it, I guess I’m not that jealous,” I said, surprised to find that out about myself.  “I have this weird sensation that my wife has suddenly become a stranger to me.  When I think about her dating other guys, I am forced to think of her as a free agent or something.  Like a separate person instead of, uh, my wife.”
 
   “I know what you mean,” agreed Ed eagerly.  “Caty is like a part of me.  I can’t imagine what she must seem like in another man’s eyes.”
 
   “Well I guess a couple does lose independence after so many years,” said Janet thoughtfully.  “But it seems a bit unhealthy if you are startled to think of your wife as her own person.”
 
   “It hurts me,” I admitted.  “I feel that she is breaking the rules by going out with these guys, well not so much by just going out, but more by being so excited about them.  Don’t I give her enough attention?  Don’t I compliment her enough.”
 
   “It’s not like that, Sam,” said Janet, patting my thigh in consolation.  “You can’t ever give her that kind of excitement any more.  You are a known quantity.  They are strange and new and exciting.  But at the same time, they can never give her what she shares with you. Twenty years of history, sticking together through thick and thin, knowing each other’s every quirk and foible.  There is no competition there.”
 
   “Ok, ok, I see what you mean.  Maybe I should calm down and let her have a bit of fun,” I said, not really feeling comfortable with the idea.
 
   “Sure, a little bit of casual sex is just what she needs to feel like a woman again,” said Janet avoiding my gaze as she quickly took a slug of beer.
 
   “Casual sex?” I croaked, nearly choking on my beer.
 
   “Well, I mean, it’s not guaranteed or anything, but that’s certainly her goal for the evening,” said Janet defensively.  “She’s not bringing those boys back here to have cookies and milk.  I mean, did you really not see where this evening was headed?”
 
   “Come on Janet,” said Ed with a surprised look.  “You can’t just expect Sam to swallow that.  This is his wife after all.”
 
   “This wasn’t my damn idea,” said Janet.  “How would you feel if your wife had sex with one or possibly both of these young men tonight, Sam?”  She looked at me, waiting for a response.
 
   I just stared at Janet dumbfounded for a moment.  But of course I suspected Anne was up to something when I saw the lacy underwear.  “I feel a cold sensation in my gut,” I said.  “It’s like my world is getting torn apart in some way.”  I put my hand on my chest.  “My heart is pounding, Annie is my little wife you know. I can’t imagine some strange men having their way with her.  Using her for sex.  Oh my god.”
 
   Janet arched her brow at me.  “It’s sort of hot isn’t it?”
 
   “Hot?” I squeaked in shock.
 
   “It is sort of hot,” admitted Ed.
 
   “That’s easy for you to say, it’s not Caty about to get fucked by two strangers,” I said.
 
   “She needs to get fucked SOMETIME, she’s still a woman, you know,” said Janet.  “When’s the last time YOU fucked her?”
 
   “Janet, come on,” I said, blushing, and glancing over at Ed who averted his eye in embarrassment. 
 
   “Anne tells me everything, you don’t need to answer,” sniffed Janet.
 
   “Well of course the spark dies down when you’ve been together for 20 years,” chuckled Ed.  “What do you expect?”
 
   “Well, these two young fellows are sparking pretty hotly for Anne,” laughed Janet.  “You should have seen the dick pics they texted your wife.  Thick and firm.  These young guys have healthy hormone levels.”
 
   “Dick pics?” I croaked.
 
   “Like Anthony Weiner sent?” asked Ed.
 
   “It was really the only appropriate response after Anne texted them pics of herself in her new lingerie,” offered Janet.  I recognized that she was pretty drunk by how shiny her eyes were and how loose her tongue.  “Or snapchatted or whatever.  Anyway, you saw her lingerie, Sam, you can imagine how those boys reacted when they saw those pictures.”
 
   “Let me get this straight,” I said carefully, holding up one unsteady hand.
 
   Just then Janet’s phone chimed.  “Hold that thought, dear, you wife and her two young lovers are pulling up now,” said Janet, as she read the text from her phone.  “Oh jeez, I’m just beside myself with excitement.”
 
   We heard a car pull into the driveway with a loud screech and then the sound of uproarious laughter as my wife and her two suitors came piling in through my front door and into the living room.  Anne snapped the living room light on and we could clearly see the drunken threesome from the patio where we sat.  It was dark now and they probably couldn’t see us in return.  My wife’s hair was uncharacteristically disheveled and her dress was hanging off one shoulder seductively.  Her shoes were gone and her stockings were running.  She was accompanied by two smartly dressed college men in their mid twenties.  There were very preppie with short carefully trimmed hair, parted to the side, khakis, oxfords, and sperries.
 
   The cocky expressions on their faces reminded a bit of stereotypical 80’s movie douchebags.  I could tell they felt quite at ease as they plopped down on my living room sofa as though they owned the place.  Anne opened the sliding door and slipped out onto the patio, closing it quickly behind her.
 
   “Oh my gosh, this is so exciting!” she gushed, her eyes bright from the alcohol, and her cheeks flushed red.
 
   “Rawr, those boys are HOT!” exclaimed Janet, clutching my wife excitedly.
 
   “I know, and we’ve gotten each other pretty hot and bothered all evening,” chirped my wife.
 
   “Wait, what’s been going on?” I asked, feeling a sinking feeling in my gut.  Who was this woman who looked like my wife but acted like a drunken whore?
 
   “Oh, you know a bit of flirting, a little ass squeezing here, a well timed flash of boob and maybe a crotch grab,” bubbled my wife happily.  Then she waved dismissively.  “Nevermind all that, I will describe it in detail for you later.  For now, you need to come in there and show them that you don’t object to all this.  They know I’m married and they are feeling a bit bashful about you know, the whole sex thing.”
 
   “Gah, what are you talking about?” I shrieked, pulling on my hair.  “I don’t feel right about this whole sex thing.”
 
   “They sure don’t seem bashful, they are helping themselves to the scotch,” commented Ed with a grin.
 
   “Honey, stop being a big baby,” said my wife wrapping her arms around me and blasting me in the face with breath of pure ethanol.  “Come in and meet the boys and then help me get undressed for them so they see what a good sport you are.”
 
   “Buh, buh, but, that’s preposterous,” I stammered, my heart racing.
 
   “Don’t ruin this for me,” demanded my little wife, stamping her foot petulantly.  “You know I always put out on the first date.”
 
   “You always put out on the first date?  You little slut!” said Janet, her eyes bright with excitement.
 
   “I wouldn’t have guessed that about you,” commented Ed, eyeing my wife’s body with renewed interest.
 
   “I did know that, which is why I didn’t like it when you called this a date,” I complained, unable to hold her intense gaze.
 
   “We can argue about this all you want later, now come and help get bag these two studs,” giggled my wife, pulling me by the hand and dragging me back inside with her.
 
   “God, you are drunk as hell,” I muttered.  But I went along with it, didn’t I?  I was curious to see if she would really go through with it, my little wife.  She used to be quite a slut in her younger days.  Any guy lucky enough to get a date with her was sure to get laid.  But after all these years of married life, I assumed I had domesticated her.  Maybe not.  We had to see.
 
   “This is going to be so fucking hot,” said Janet wringing her hands.
 
   “Pass the popcorn,” agreed Ed with a lewd grin.
 
   “Jeffrey, Roger, this is my husband, Sam,” said Anne introducing me.
 
   “Wazzup, bro, you wife is like a total cougar, dude,” laughed Roger.
 
   “And your scotch is superb,” chimed in Jeffrey, holding up his glass in a cheer, with his snotty ivy league nose in the air.
 
   “Sam is going to help me get undressed so that you don’t feel, uh, any compunction about, um anything,” said my wife nervously.  The boys laughed lecherously at my wife’s discomfiture.  She was blushing madly as she turned to me and hissed, “Unzip my dress, Sam, come on!”
 
   I stood there with my palms sweating profusely avoiding the arrogant gazes of these two privileged pricks but I didn’t want my wife to get upset, so I just unzipped the back of her dress as she asked.  It felt both upsetting and exciting to be offering my woman up like a piece of meat to these two asshats.
 
   She faced her two lovers and wriggled seductively out of her dress until it dropped to her ankles.
 
   “Now unhook, my bra, will you darling?” she asked me sweetly, facing the two horny young guys who were drinking in the sight of my wife’s sexy body hungrily and totally ignoring me at this point.
 
   “Oh jesus, the things I do for you,” I muttered as I unsnapped my wife’s bra with shaking hands.
 
   “Holy Fuck, look at those titties!” yelled Roger with excitement as my wife’s luscious orbs came spilling out and I helped her out of her bra.
 
   “This is going to be really good for our sex life, wait and see,” whispered my wife.  “Now help me get these panties off.”
 
   I sighed in resignation and gripped my wife’s panties and yanked them down over her wide hips, down past her smooth white thighs over her shapely calves and down to her lovely little feet.  I glanced up to see my wife rubbing her bush suggestively for Jeffrey and Roger as she stepped out of her panties.
 
   “Would you mind going back out on the patio, now darling?”  asked my wife lightly.  “I think Jeffrey and Roger and I would like some alone time.”
 
   “Oh sure, no problem,” I grumbled, slapping her bare ass as I shuffled back out onto the patio.
 
   “You’ve got big balls to go along with that,” said Ed.  “I wouldn’t have the guts to go through with this.  Oh, and Anne sure has a hot body.”
 
   “Yeah Ed, thanks a lot,” I said, my pits were soaked and my heart was pounding as I flopped back into my seat and watched my wife showing off her naked body to her two boyfriends.  She juggled her big boobs in her hands and then turned and presented her cute round rump for inspection.
 
   “I think the gentlemen approve,” purred Janet excitedly as we watched the two young men unzip their flies and jerk their meats as they ogled my wife’s naked body.  “This is so hot it’s going to spice up MY love life.  I’m gonna go home and fuck the shit out of Frank tonight.  I am wet as hell right now.”
 
   “Janet!” I exclaimed in shock.
 
   “Well, I am,” she laughed.
 
   “I’m just going to jerk off over here if no one minds,” offered Ed modestly as he unzipped his own fly.
 
   “This is just wrong,” I complained, my pulse racing as my wife went and sat on the couch between the two preps, totally naked except for her black stockings.  She leaned over and started whispering in Roger’s ear and then planted her mouth on his.  Soon their tongues were flicking back and forth as he reached up and grabbed one of her heavy breasts in his hand.
 
   “Wow, she didn’t waste any time did she?” laughed Janet.
 
   “Lookit the other guy, he’s feeling up her thighs!” commented Ed as he stroked himself discreetly under the table.
 
   “I see that Ed, I see that,” I snapped, and I felt my stomach flip as I watched my wife of 20 years fooling around with two strange young men on the couch.
 
   “Oh, jeez, look, she’s jerking his pud!” gasped Janet, fanning herself as she watched my wife’s hand sneak down and grip Roger’s stiff wang, protruding from his open fly.  “Are you OK, with this, Sam?  How are you feeling?”
 
   “This is so crazy, she’s really grabbing that guy’s dick, I almost can’t believe it, but there she is naked as a jaybird and just tugging away on that young guy’s prick while he feels her boobs up,” I said.
 
   “This is incredibly kinky,” panted Ed as he fapped away, sweat beading on his forehead.
 
   “I can’t believe you are jerking off over there,” commented Janet, peering under the table to get a peek at Ed’s penis.
 
   “Oh, shit, now the other guy is fingering her!” shouted Ed.
 
   We all turned to watch the show as we sat on the dark patio in the cool evening air, with crickets chirping peacefully all around us, watching a veritable sex show in my warmly lit living room. We were gazing through the sliding glass door, invisible to the occupants within.  Sure enough, the other fellow, Jeffrey, was pushing his fingers in and out of my wife’s pussy and we could tell it was exciting her because we saw her increase her pace as she jerked on Roger’s prick.
 
   “Isn’t this making you jealous, Sam?” asked Ed.
 
   “I don’t know, Ed,” I admitted as my cock grew stiff at the sight of my wife making out with one guy, jerking him off while getting fingering by another.  “I mean yes, and no.  On the one hand, we’ve been together too long for me to even consider breaking it off.  And I’m sure Anne would never leave me for some arrogant young prick she just met.  But on the other hand, it feels weird watching her do these intimate things with other men.  She had reserved her intimacy for me alone all these years and it feels crazy to watch her getting naked and having her genitals violated.  But somehow, you know the earth doesn’t explode or anything.  She’s breaking the rules and really it doesn’t matter.”
 
   “Oh, look, here she goes, she’s sucking him off now,” panted Janet, fondling her own boobs unconsciously as my wife knelt on the couch next to Roger and lowered her head down to suck his cock. Her hair hung down so I couldn’t see the cock actually enter her mouth, but there was no doubt what she was doing.  Jeffrey found himself confronted with my wife’s round white ass and he wasted no time in kneeling on the couch behind her and positioning himself so that he could sink his dong into her from behind. 
 
   I watched in fascination as Jeffrey’s stiff boner penetrated my wife’s puffy labia and she lifted her head and looked back at him with surprised amusement and shook a scolding finger at him.  But he just gripped her hips and started humping away on my wife and she arched her spine and threw her head back in pleasure as the eager young fellow dogged her enthusiastically.  Roger impatiently grabbed a handful of hair on the back of her head and forced her back down onto his cock and so she submissively resumed sucking him.
 
   “Oh wow, they are getting rough with her,” grunted Ed and then he snarled.  “Oops, sorry, I just uh, came on the underside of your table.”
 
   “You are cleaning that up,” I said distractedly as I fingered my hardon through my pants while I watched my wife getting roughly used by two privileged frat boys.
 
   “I’m glad he’s got her by the hair, now I can see his cock better with her hair out of the way,” said Janet as she rubbed her crotch shamelessly and watched.  She glanced over at me seductively.  “Why don’t you whip out your johnson and start stroking it, Sam?” she purred.
 
   “I would feel I little weird about that,” I gulped looking at Janet’s big boobs.
 
   “Look, look, he’s getting ready to cum!” shouted Ed, and we looked over to see my wife flicking her tongue rapidly across the head of Roger’s cock while he wriggled dramatically and then suddenly streams of jizm erupted from the tip of his penis and shot into my wife’s waiting mouth and across her cheeks and forehead.  
 
   “That boy must have been eating oysters,” commented Janet, as Roger sent spurt after spurt of hot cum into in my wife’s face.  She turned to smile out at us, and though I knew she couldn’t see us through the light reflected from the glass, my stomach flipped and my gonads swelled with arousal at the site of her face slick with another man’s seed.  Presently Jeffrey gave a telltale spasm as he humped Anne and we knew that he had cum inside her.  He pulled out  gingerly and she licked his penis clean for him and help him zip up in a disturbingly motherly gesture.  Then she helped Roger tuck his own limp dick away again and she shooed the two boys out of the room like naughty schoolboys late for class.
 
   She headed back out to patio when they were gone with a swagger in her step, totally naked and soaked in cum, inside and out.
 
   “Well, was it good for you?” asked Anne with a devilish gleam in her eye.
 
   “Oh my god, you filthy whore,” said Janet. “I nearly came just watching you getting ravished by those two young stallions.”
 
   “They did get a bit rough with me for a minute there,” said Anne, casually wiping the cum from her face and plopping down in my lap, totally unconcerned about being nude in from of Ed.  “Did you enjoy the show, Ed?” she asked, shimmying her shoulders a bit to make her bare boobs jiggle for him.
 
   “Yeah, I jerked off while I watched until I came under your table,” he admitted, gazing at my wife’s hard pink nipples.
 
   “Ew, you pig, go grab some paper towels and clean that up this instant,” scolded my wife and Ed scurried off, thoroughly chastised.  Anne wrapped her arm around my neck and looked me in the eye.  A glob of stray semen was dripping from her brow.  “How are you doing, honey, I can feel your hardon down there.”
 
   “Yeah, well, I guess that was pretty, um stimulating,” I admitted.
 
   “Problem is, that those two jokers blew their wads before I had a chance to cum,” sighed Anne as Ed re-appeared with the paper towels and hastily cleaned up the mess he made under our table.  “Can you come inside and ahh, finish the job those two lightweights started?”
 
   “Ok,” I said eagerly, pushing her from my lap and jumping to my feet.
 
   “You can join us if you want, Ed,” said my wife, giving me a daring look.  “That is if you’ve got any shots  left in the old bandelier.  I promise not to tell Caty if you don’t.”
 
   “I want to come too,” whined Janet.  “I’m horny as fuck right now.”
 
   “Sure, the more the merrier,” laughed my wife, and we all went inside and had some really fucking strange sex until we were all exhausted.
 
    
 
   
  
 

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

Wife’s Rich Friend Needs Oxytocin
 
    
 
   “Darling, please don’t throw a fit, but I invited Chad over for dinner tonight,” said my wife, coming into the living room where I sat reading.
 
   “Ah, God no!  You know I hate that guy.”  I looked up from my ipad and glared at my wife.
 
   She recognized my annoyance and hastily rushed over to placate me.  “He’s been broken up with Amanda for almost three months now and he’s terribly lonely, darling!” she said, rubbing my back and looking at me beseechingly.
 
   “That guy is such an effeminate whiner, I just can’t stand him,” I said, shifting in my chair so that my wife could reach my lower back better.  “I worked my way up from the bottom and he always had everything handed to him on a silver platter.  That little prick just exudes privilege.”
 
   My wife noticed that I was enjoyed the back rub and seized the advantage.  She dug her knuckles into my lumbar region, making me moan with relief as she worked away the tension from my long day at work.  “Honey, please, I know you don’t care for Chad, but can’t you be the bigger man?  It’s true that he has had a lot of advantages in life because of his family’s wealth, but things aren’t going well for him now.  He is lonely and hurting and needs to be comforted.”
 
   “Let him get comfort from his piles of money,” I grumbled and my wife broke off rubbing my back with exasperation.
 
   “Money isn’t everything you know,” she said.  “Besides, I already invited him and he will be here any minute, so you will just need to suck it up and play nice.”
 
   I groaned as the doorbell rang and my wife sprinted off eagerly to answer it.
 
   Truth be told, I did feel sorry for the poor schmuck once we sat him down and fixed him a drink.  He truly seemed down in the dumps and even though I didn’t care for him much, I started feeling some sympathy for him.  We had a rather depressing dinner together and consumed several bottles of wine before adjourning to the living room together.
 
   “The worst part is that I miss the oxytocin,” said Chad with a pout and giving my wife a pitiful stare.
 
   “Ah, that’s the hormone that is released with intimate contact?” I asked.
 
   “Yes, well, come here and give me a hug then, silly.  I’ll give you some oxytocin,” said my wife standing up and holding out her arms.
 
   “Ok, but we have to embrace for at least 30 seconds to get the full effect,” he said, jumping up eagerly and wrapping his arms around my wife.
 
   I sat watching, gritting my teeth slightly at the sight of my wife putting her head on Chad’s shoulder while they embraced, bodies pressed close together.  I checked my watch so that I could interrupt if he tried to hold onto my wife for too long.
 
   My wife sighed after a few moments and squeezed Chad more tightly.  “Oh, this does feel good, I feel the oxytocin myself,” she breathed.
 
   “Yes, thank you, Anne, it’s been a long time since I was held,” said Chad, bending down to sniff my wife’s hair.
 
   “Ok, time’s up,” I said, tapping my watch impatiently.  I was feeling a little drunk and the sight of my wife and her friend hugging like this was starting to make me jealous
 
   “Shh, honey, don’t be like that,” she scolded.  “I’m enjoying this too.  You and I should hug like this more often.”  She didn’t release him and they continued standing there before me, arms wrapped tightly around one another as I sat seething.
 
   I noticed Chad subtly thrusting his groin against my wife and her cheeks reddened as she cast me a guilty glance.
 
   “I like this, but we need to have more skin touching to get the full effect,” said Chad, pulling away from my wife and starting to unbutton his shirt.
 
   “What?” gasped my wife in surprise, putting her hand on her chest and looking at Chad with a disbelieving smile.
 
   “Yeah, that sounds pretty inappropriate,” I complained, scratching my cheek as he pulled off his oxford, exposing his bare, hairless chest.
 
   “I’m not getting the full effect of the oxytocin because there isn’t enough skin on skin contact,” Chad snapped at me.  He acted as though it was his god-given right to have skin on skin contact with my wife.  “Anne, please, just take your blouse and skirt off, you can leave your underwear on.”
 
   “Oh, I can, can I?” she laughed.  She shot me a look with a devilish glint in her eye.  “How generous of you.”
 
   “Don’t tease me, Anne, this is a difficult time for me, you know that,” whined Chad, stamping his foot petulantly as he unfastened his belt and started taking his trousers off.  “Here, take your clothes off so we can hug with more skin touching.”
 
   “But what about my husband?” asked my wife, looking back at me with trepidation as she began undoing the front of her blouse.
 
   “What about him?” asked Chad with derision.  “He’s sitting right there watching us, what could possibly go awry?”  Chad pulled his trousers off and folded them neatly on the couch.  When he turned to face my wife again we could see his erect penis sticking straight out, straining against his red briefs.
 
   “My goodness, Chad, you have quire an erection there,” said my wife, gazing at Chad’s preposterously hardon with obvious interest.  
 
   “Well, yes, it’s a perfectly natural reaction for me to become erect,” said Chad reasonably as his phallus bobbed up and down, stretching the fabric of his shorts lewdly.
 
   As though encouraged by the sight of Chad’s siff member, my wife pulled her blouse off half-unbuttoned and wriggled excitedly out of her skirt until she was standing before him in her thin bra and panties.  Plenty of skin was exposed now as Chad and my wife faced each other in their underwear.
 
   “Jesus Christ, Anne, are you really going through with this?” I croaked, utterly scandalized by the turn of events, my heart pounding wildly in my chest.
 
   “He needs comfort, darling,” said my wife her eyes never leaving Chad’s priapic bulge.
 
   “You are supposed to comfort me, I’m your husband!” I complained, my own penis growing stiff at the sight of my half-naked wife’s pale, sexy body.
 
   “Of course I comfort you all the time, darling,” said my wife, biting her lip as she stared at Chad’s penis.  “But I can comfort my friends too, can’t I?”
 
   “Look at you, you can’t take your eyes off of his johnson,” I said, feeling an odd sense of arousal at how shamelessly my wife was eyeing her friend’s stiff cock.
 
   “Don’t be selfish, Simon,” snapped Chad irritably.  “Now come here Anne, hug me so that our skin is touching.”
 
   “Oh, but Chad, what are we going to do with this penis of yours?” laughed my wife reaching out as though to grasp his dong before stopping herself self-consciously.  “You are going to skewer me with this thing.”
 
   “Don’t worry about that, it’s fine,” he said wrapping his arms around my wife and pressing himself assertively up against her.
 
   “Ow, oh my, Chad, you are poking me right in my, oh dear,” giggled my wife and she reached down and readjusted his thing before wrapping her arms around him.
 
   “Anne, did you just touch his penis?” I yelped, my pulse pounding in my ears and my own cock painfully erect as I watched my wife embrace her friend in her bra and panties.
 
   “No, I mean, well, yes, just a little, I had to move it a little,” she admitted.  She looked back at me guiltily, her cheeks bright red and her eyes shining with excitement.  “It’s really stiff and it was poking me in the belly,” she said.
 
   “Anne, please, stop wriggling, I’m trying to get some oxytocin here,” commanded Chad.
 
   My wife obediently put her head on his shoulder again and Chad gripped her by her hips and thrust his crotch against her.
 
   “Oh, Chad, you are pushing your thing up against my, my, you know,” murmured my wife urgently.
 
   “I know, I know, shush, this feels good,” said Chad softly.  “Doesn’t this feel good?”
 
   “Yes, it feels good,” admitted my wife and I watched helplessly as my wife’s privileged friend asserted his self-appointed rights to her body and prodded her insistently in the crotch with his hard penis.
 
   “What is he?  Is his penis poking against your, uh, vagina?” I croaked, barely able to breathe as I covered my crotch to hide my own erection.  Why was I getting excited by this?  I should jump up and punch this fellow right in the jaw, but instead I just watched in fascination as my wife squeezed him to her tighter and tighter and his hips thrust against hers more and more insistently.
 
   “What? Oh, well, just a little bit, dear, just a little,” she breathed, nuzzling her face against his neck.  “I tried pushing it to the side, but it seems to have a mind of it’s own.”  Chad grabbed my wife in the small of her back as he ground himself against her.
 
   “Take your bra off now, let’s touch chest to chest,” he grunted imperatively.
 
   “Oh no, Chad, that’s going too far,” said my wife breathily.  But she clung to him limply as he unsnapped the back of her bra.
 
   “Now Chad, this really is beyond the pale.  For a man to take the bra off another man’s wife.  I mean, that simply isn’t done,” I chattered, squeezing the erection in my own pants surreptitiously.
 
   Chad just looked at me coldly for a moment before saying simply, “I have needs, Simon.”  Then he tilted his head down and spoke to my wife,”Take your bra off now Anne, press your bare chest against mine.”
 
   My wife released him from her embrace, shrugged out of her bra and tossed it aside as he commanded.  Her bare back was turned to me as she looked up at Simon while he held her at arm’s length and examined her chest.
 
   “Simon, don’t look,” said my wife, casting a furtive glance back over her shoulder at me as I sat gripping my erection through my pants.
 
   “I’ve never seen your bare breasts before, Anne,” he told her.  “I like them.”
 
   “Well, thank you, Chad that’s nice of you to say, but you are making me feel bashful by the way you are staring at my bosom.  And my gosh, don’t touch yourself, that’s so naughty,” gasped my wife, covering her breasts with her hand coquettishly.
 
   “Why shouldn’t I touch myself, Simon is,” sneered Chad, nodding his head in my direction.
 
   My wife turned in shock to see me fingering the bulge in my pants.  I stopped immediately but she had already seen me.  “Simon, my goodness, don’t do that, what example are you setting?”
 
   “You are standing there topless, rubbing your half naked body up against another man and you try to lecture me?” I croaked.
 
   “I’m just comforting him,” she gasped, wagging a scolding finger at me.  “It isn’t sexual.”
 
   “Of course not, now come press your chest against mine,” demanded Chad, gripping his rod brazenly in one hand.
 
   “Alright Chad, but watch where you stick that thing,” said my wife draping her arms around Chad’s shoulders as he reached back and gripped one of my wife’s ass cheeks and thrust his stiff cock against her crotch aggressively.  “Oh, Chad, you are poking me right in the hoo-ha again,” moaned my wife.
 
   “I know that, it feels good when I do that,” he said simply as he grasped my wife’s ass and humped himself against her.  She clung to him as he prodded her, pressing her bare boobs against his sweaty chest and laying her head on his shoulder in an intimate way that made my blood boil and my cock stiffen at the same time.  I was fighting the urge to unzip my fly and stroke myself as this boorish aristocrat had his way with my woman.  “Doesn’t it feel good?” he asked her tenderly.
 
   “It feels good,” admitted my wife, rubbing her breasts against Chad’s chest for emphasis.  “But you are making me a little, um, you know, aroused,” she whispered.
 
   “I’m sitting right here, Anne, I can hear you clearly,” I told my wife.
 
   “I’m sorry, honey, but he keeps poking the head of his penis against my vulva, and it’s making me wet,” she panted.
 
   “I thought you said this wasn’t sexual,” I demanded.
 
   “Don’t be fatuous, Simon,” snapped Chad, pulling away from my wife and pulling his briefs down impulsively so that his swollen phallus came popping out which made my wife coo with admiration.  “Of course it’s sexual.  I haven’t had sex in three months.  I told you, I have needs, just like any healthy man.  I need sex.”
 
   “Three months isn’t that long actually,” I said, trying to sound reasonable.
 
   “Oh, poor Chad, you are sexually frustrated,” said my wife reaching out to grab his bobbing penis.  “Ooh, I can feel how hard you are, you poor man.  You haven’t been with a woman since Amanda left.”
 
   “Please don’t mention that name to me,” said Chad as he grabbed my wife’s bare shoulders and pushed her gently down until she got the picture and dropped to her knees before him.  “Can you fellate me now?” he asked politely.
 
   “Now see here!” I objected weakly, one hand on my crotch.
 
   “I need to use your wife for sex, Simon, I think you understand,” he told me, nodding at the way I was gripping my own dick.
 
   “But that simply isn’t done,” I squeaked.
 
   “He just needs his penis sucked a little bit, dear,” coaxed my pretty little wife, clearly excited by the prospect of sucking Chad off as she fingered his hairy balls with one hand and stroked his stiff shaft with the other.  “Why he hasn’t had a blowjob in months.”
 
   “That’s true,” he grunted as he pushed his purplish glans into her soft, willing mouth before sighing in pleasure.  My wife immediately began sucking fitfully on his member, tickling his nuts with one hand while gripping one of his ass cheeks with the other.
 
   “Oh, your wife has a sweet, sweet mouth, old man,” he said, putting his hands on my wife’s head as she energetically slurped on his gonads.  “Sorry to make a cuckold of you like this, but perhaps you are enjoying this yourself?”
 
   “No, of course not,” I spat, guiltily trying to hide my arousal.
 
   “No, of course not,” he agreed sarcastically.  “Anne, take your panties off,” he commanded and my guts flipped at how eagerly my wife yanked his drawers off for him.  She was practically jumping out of her clothes for him.  “Go bend over and put your hands on your husband’s knees,” he told her casually, stroking his slick member as she lept up to do his bidding.
 
   “Honey, are you ok?” my wife asked me with concern as she bent down and presented her ass to Chad.  “My gosh, look how hard you are!” she gasped, unzipping my fly deftly and extracting my own erection.  “Chad!” she yelped suddenly as he entered her from behind.  “Don’t surprise me like that!”
 
   “It was no surprise, I can feel how wet you are.  You’ve been ready for this for a while now,” he glowered, gripping my wife by the hips forcefully as he dogged her from behind.
 
   “Sorry, about this, honey,” my wife apologized, turning to look me in the eyes her her hands on my knees as Chad humped away.  I was distracted by the sight of her luscious breasts swinging back and forth from the impact of Chad’s hips against her rear.  “Here, let me…” she grabbed my dick and started jerking it clumsily as Chad fucked her, but she was clearly distracted and wasn’t paying attention to me.  She reached back with her other hand to fiddle with her clitoris and she bowed her head, concentrating on Chad’s dick as he pounded her with it.  I put my hand over hers so that I could jerk myself more effectively and I nearly came when I realized she was shuddering with a climax brought on by Chad’s prong stabbing in and out of her cunt.
 
   “That a girl, that a girl,” said Chad, patting her on the rump proudly.  “Now take this,” he said gently and I realized he was cumming inside my wife.
 
   “Chad, are you shooting your load inside my woman?” I demanded indignantly.
 
   “Shh, shh,” said Anne, turned her attention back to me and engulfing my penis in her mouth greedily.
 
   “Of course, Simon.  It’s no fun unless I plant my seed into your wife’s fertile womb,” he said lightly, withdrawing his sticky schlong from my wife’s pussy as she sucked my cock, her head bobbing up and down frantically.
 
   “Oh fuck,” I groaned as I emptied my load in her mouth.  She slurped up my own seed hungrily and squeezed my penis until I was fully spent.
 
   “Ok, well, I think I see what kind of arrangement we have here,” he said as he dressed himself.  “Until I find a  woman of my own, I will be using Anne for sex and making a cuckold of you, old boy,” he laughed.  “I suspected you were the type and it looks like my gamble paid off.”
 
   “We have no such arrangement, you cad!” I said half-heartedly.
 
   “Oh, listen to yourself, Simon,” said my wife, patting my cheek affectionately.  “No one believes you, darling.  You haven’t even convinced yourself.”  Then she jumped up and threw her naked body into Chad’s arms as he was preparing to leave.
 
   “Ugh, your face is covered in jizm,” he said with disgust, pushing her away.
 
   “But Chad, when will I see you again?” pled my wife, clearly enamored by her new lover.  She wiped her chin hurriedly as he headed for the door.
 
   “Ah, bring some overnight things to the penthouse tomorrow afternoon,” he said loftily.  “Simon, do you want to come and watch in person or should I just video record it for you to watch later?” he asked languidly.
 
   “Fuck you, Chad,” I spat, watching as my wife gazed into his eyes lovingly.
 
   “Video then, no problem, cheerio all,” he said happily and was gone.
 
   “I wish you wouldn’t swear at him like that dear, it’s rather common of you,” said my wife as she began tidying up the living room in the nude.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

 Wife Makes Out on Couch
 
    
 
   My wife Sarah invited her friend Tom over for dinner one night and we all had a few drinks together in the living room afterward.  Sarah and Tom sat together on the couch while I sat in my easy chair across from them and I noticed them inching closer and closer together the drunker we all got.  Pretty soon they were nudged right up against one another and finding excuses to touch each other’s arm or leg over and over again.  I was a little embarrassed because I could sense the sexual tension between them and I felt an odd pang when Sarah made an exaggerated point at laughing at all of Tom’s jokes.
 
   “Boy, you guys are getting quite, uh, comfy there on the couch,” I commented, taking a sip of my Merlot.
 
   “Aren’t we though?” laughed my wife, throwing an arm around Tom’s back and putting her head on his shoulder.  She batted her eyelashes at me to tease me and I just gulped with jealousy but couldn’t think of a witty reply.
 
   “Of course, it’s perfectly harmless, John,” said Tom, as he casually draped his arm across my wife’s shoulder so that they sat arm in arm across from me.
 
   “Sure, but, you know,” I said lamely, which made my wife giggle and lift her head off of Tom’s chest.
 
   “John, look at you, you are getting jealous,” she chuckled, pointing a tipsy finger of accusation at me.
 
   “No, I’m not, I’m not,” I insisted , putting my glass down with a clunk and waving my hands at them defensively.  “You know me, I’m not like that.”
 
   “I think you’re jealous that I’ve been paying so much attention to Tom all night,” said Sarah, turning to gaze at Tom with frank admiration.  “I know I’ve been a terribly open about my crush on him.”
 
   “I’m not, uh, what?  A crush?”  I stammered.  I looked helplessly at Tom who started blushing deeply as he avoided my gaze.
 
   “But you’re not jealous,” said my wife tugging the hem of her dress down and putting her hands on her knees primly.
 
   “No, no,” I agreed, feeling slightly sick to my stomach.
 
   “Of course, Sarah and I are just good friends, nothing to be jealous of,” said Tom looking at my wife searchingly.
 
   “Right, obviously,” I said, forcing a wry smile.
 
   “So you wouldn’t mind if I gave Tom a friendly kiss?” asked my wife.  She kept her tone neutral and gazed at me placidly while I squirmed in my seat.”
 
   “I mean, well, a kiss?” I asked.  I rubbed my mouth as I worried about her level of drunkenness.  Was she serious?
 
   “Sure, just a friendly smooch.   Since you aren’t jealous,” she said, struggling not to smile.
 
   “I mean, you almost sound like you WANT me to be jealous,” I said.  I tried to manufacture a convincing laugh.
 
   “Not at all dear, why would I?” asked Sarah, putting her hand to chest dramatically.  “I just find it odd that you wouldn’t feel a bit of jealousy when I show some interest in another man.  Do you think my days as a sexual being are over?”
 
   “Oh jeez, not this argument again.  Of course you are still a sexual being, you are only forty after all,” I said.  I hated when she got like this.  She was so insecure about growing older.
 
   “I think you are very sexy,” offered Tom.  He looked pointedly at my wife’s boobs and it was her turn to color slightly.
 
   “Well then, give me a little kiss Tom,” she said puckering her lips and closing her eyes.
 
   “But that’s, you know, kind of pushing it,” I said weakly.
 
   “I’ll just give her a quick peck,” said Tom, taking my wife into his arms easily.  Their lips touched tentatively for a moment, then Sarach wrapped her arms around him and pressed her mouth fiercely again Tom’s.
 
   “Um, really Sarah?” I asked, feeling annoyed.  She was deliberately trying to make jealous for some reason.  Of course I was fucking jealous to see her kissing this guy right on the lips after fawning over him all night.  But something rebelled within me and I refused to openly admit it.  I just sat watching in fascination as Tom and my wife kissed more and more passionately on the couch in front of me.  They twisted their faces back and forth as their tongue flicked between their mouths and I could feel my penis starting to swell even as the anger and jealousy rose within me.  Tom’s hand slid down to rest on one of Sarah’s protruding breasts and she moaned in pleasure in response.
 
   “Uh, easy there buddy,” I said, but they just ignored me.
 
   Sarah reached down and started rubbing the lump in the crotch of Tom’s pants and I yelped indignantly.  “Sarah, for Chrissake!  What are you doing?  Are you touching his goddamn penis?”
 
   Sarah and Tom broke away from each other and my wife gave me a bleary look, guilty and muddled by drink.  “Oh shit, sorry.  Yes, I was rubbing Tom’s penis a little,” she admitted, gritting her teeth in contrition.
 
   “And he was feeling up your boob!” I exclaimed, feeling strangely excited at the thought.  “Of course I’m going to feel jealous when you do stuff like that.”
 
   “Oh gosh, I’m sorry honey,” she said, edging away from Tom on the couch ever so slightly as she leaned forward toward me.  “We got a bit carried away there for a moment.”
 
   “I’ll say,” I agreed, nodding my head vigorously.  “I mean, penis touching.”
 
   “And boob squeezing,” said Sarah, glancing over at Tom and touching her breasts.  “Not very appropriate for a married woman, I admit.”
 
   “But, you know, just harmless fun really,” said Tom, reaching down to wrestle with protrusion between his legs while Sarah looked on with interest.
 
   “Harmless, ha, yeah, well I don’t really feel comfortable when my wife grabs another fellow’s johnson while he’s pinching her breasts,” I said.  My own penis growing more and more engorged with blood as I thought about the incident.
 
   “Are you still hard?” blurted Sarah as she watched Tom handling his boner through his slacks.
 
   “Sarah!” I said, aghast at how excited my wife was getting over Tom’s penis.
 
   “What?  His penis was really really stiff when I touched it just now,” said Sarah, putting on an innocent face.
 
   “I’m sure it was, you two were really going at it,” I said, worried that my wife might see the erection growing in my own pants.  “You definitely succeeded in making me jealous.”
 
   “But Tom said it was just harmless fun,” said Sarah.  She paused and looked at me seriously.  “I mean what harm can come if I touch Tom’s penis a little bit?”
 
   “Uh, what do you mean?” I asked, growing flustered.  She must be have been drunk as hell at that point.
 
   “It sure didn’t harm me,” said Tom with a toothy grin.
 
   “Of course, as a husband, I don’t like to see that,” I said lamely.  “I mean, Sarah’s my wife.”
 
   “Aren’t I still your wife?” asked Sarah.  “Even after touching Tom’s penis?”
 
   “Well of course,” I sputtered, not liking where this was going.
 
   “It’s not as though you would divorce me just for grabbing another man’s equipment,” coaxed Sarah, examining me shrewdly.
 
   “Divorce? Of course not.  Don’t be ridiculous,” I chuckled awkwardly.  “It’s just, you know, it’s upsetting.”
 
   “It upsets you to watch us making each other happy?” asked my wife pointedly.  “I mean, how does it hurt you if Tom and I give each other a little pleasure?”  She reached out boldly and grabbed Tom’s bulge again.  “I like how hard Tom’s penis is.  It’s making me excited.”
 
   “Sarah, you are drunk, darling,” I said.  “Maybe we should ask Tom to go.”
 
   “I don’t want to cause any problems, but I don’t want to go either,” said Tom simply.  He looked at Sarah and not at me.  “Maybe we should take this into the bedroom.”
 
   “I agree,” agreed Sarah.  She climbed unsteadily to her feet and hauled Tom up using both hands.
 
   “Erm, the bedroom?” I asked incredulously.  Sarah took Tom by the hand and lead him down the hall toward our bedroom.
 
   I sat there in a daze for a moment, unable to believe what was happening.  My wife and her guy friend were getting ready to go get it on in our bedroom as though it were a perfectly harmless.  Just two people pleasuring each other.  Why would her husband object to that?
 
   “Honey, come on!” called Sarah from the other room.  “Aren’t you joining us?”
 
   I snapped to my senses and climbed out of my chair stiffly.  “This is fucking ludicrous, Sarah,” I called, my knees creaking from sitting still for so long as I hurried down the hall.  When I got to the bedroom, I found Sarah and Tom already half-undressed.  The bedroom was dark except for a slim beam of light that escaped from the closet, the door slightly ajar.  As my eyes adjusted I could see my wife in the dim light standing in her bra and panties.  Tom already had his shirt and pants off and was standing in his boxers.  His stiff penis formed a lewd bulge in his shorts.  “Jesus fuck, Sarah.  What are you doing?” I gasped.
 
   “You don’t need to get so upset, dear,” she said soothingly as she took off her bra and unfettered her lovely breasts.
 
   “Wow,” said Tom, gazing at my wife’s bare breasts.
 
   “Do you like them?” asked Sarah bashfully, pinching her nipples to make them hard for Tom.
 
   “Sarah, you can’t just take your top off in front of another man like this,” I said, struggling to find the right words.
 
   “I know this must be making you jealous, dear,” she said sympathetically.  “But look how excited Tom is.”  She bent over and yanked Tom’s underwear down, freeing his stiff boner which popped out and stood proudly at attention.
 
   “Yeah, I don’t think he’s going to be really sympathetic to that,” mumbled Tom, eying my wife’s body.  “Take your panties off and get on the bed.”
 
   “Ok,” agreed Sarah.  She slid her panties off, exposed her bush for him and climbing onto the bed.
 
   “Sarah, what the hell?” I asked, standing by impotently while Tom climbed up onto the bed next to my wife and started sucking on one of her nipples. 
 
   Sarah gasped with pleasure and reached down to yank Tom’s dick.
 
   “What did you say, dear?” she asked me.
 
   “Look at you,” I said, gesturing helplessly as my wife gave Tom a handjob and he sucked on her tits.  “You guys are practically fucking over there.”
 
   “Just let us try something,” she said.  A thrill ran through me as I watched my wife throw back her head back while Tom slipped his hand between her legs and started fingering her clitoris.  
 
   “Tom, are you really going to finger my wife like this right in front of me?” I demanded.  I felt as though I should intervene somehow, but I didn’t know what to do. Should I grab Tom and pull him off my wife?  That seemed sort of extreme somehow.
 
   “Hold on, dear, hold that thought,” grunted my wife as she bent down and started sucking Tom’s dick lustily.  
 
   He looked me in the eye and sighed with satisfaction while my wife’ head bobbed up and down on his cock.  “Let us do our thing, John.  Just go with it.”
 
   “Go with it, Tom?   Go with it?  What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” I asked, waving my arms feebly.
 
   Sarah unfastened her mouth from Tom’s erect penis and rolled over onto her stomach.  She looked up at me innocently as she lifted her ass and offered her pussy to Tom.  “Is it OK if Tom fucks me a little?” she asked, her voice raspy with arousal.
 
   “A little? A little?” I demanded pacing back and forth.  My own prick stiff as a board in my pants as Tom got on his knees behind my woman and lined his dick up with his cunt.  “How do you fuck ‘just a little?’”
 
   “Here, I’ll show you,” said Tom and he grabbed my wife’s hips and slowly eased his cock into her.  Sarah whimpered with pleasure.
 
   “Oh yes, oh yes, that’s good,” she moaned.  “Don’t make us stop, now, John.  What’s done is done.  Try to understand.”
 
   “I understand that I’m standing here watching my wife get fucked by another guy,” I said, feeling my dick swell painfully.  “I’m pretty sure that’s not something you are supposed to do.”
 
   “I guess that’s true,” admitted Tom as he started humping my wife harder and harder and eliciting louder and louder grunts of pleasure from her.  “But sometime it’s good to be bad.”
 
   “It’s definitely good to be bad, oh god,” gasped my wife.
 
   “What’s the matter?” I asked my wife with concern.
 
   “I’m just dicking her really good,” grunted Tom as he slammed his cock into my wife over and over again.
 
   “I’m coming, I”m coming, hold my hand,” cried my wife, reaching out to me pleadingly.
 
   “What?” I asked, taken aback,
 
   “Hold my hand,” she begged, looking up at me plaintively, sweat flowing down her rosy cheeks.
 
   “Oh shit,” I said, bending down and grabbing my wife’s outstretched hand as she ducked her head with Tom stabbing his cock in and out of her repeatedly.  “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”  Then I felt my wife shudder as she reach climax.
 
   “Ah yeah, I felt that,” said Tom with satisfaction.  “My turn, my turn, look out John, stand back,” Tom pulled out of my wife, jumped from the bed and pushed me aside roughly.
 
   “Hey, what are you doing?” I cried, nearly falling over in my drunken state.
 
   “Blowing my wad, you fool,” he cursed, jerking in dick in my wife’s face while she opened her mouth obediently to receive his ejaculation.  I watched in sick fascination as Tom’s penis erupted with semen and spat forth glob after glob of sticky jizz into my wife’s waiting mouth and onto her rosy cheeks.
 
   She giggled and latched her mouth onto his dong so she could finish him off.
 
   “Nice, nice. That’s just wonderful,” I said when Tom pulled his dick out of my wife’s mouth gingerly.
 
   “Oh, come on, that wasn’t so bad, now was it?” he asked, slapping me on the shoulder good naturedly as he looked around for his pants.
 
   “I admit we got carried away,” said my wife, licking some of Tom’s spew from her chin.  “But it felt really good to get fucked by a different man after all these years.  You aren’t terribly hurt, are you darling?”
 
   “I’m just numb right now, I don’t know how to feel,” I said.
 
   “Hey, now, you should be happy for us,” said Tom as he finished dressing.  “At least we let you watch this time.”
 
   “What do you mean, this time?” I asked, stunned.
 
   “Oops, never mind.  See you later, Sarah,” and Tom rushed from the room.
 
   “Sarah, what did he mean by ‘this time?’” I asked my wife.
 
   “Oh, honey, that’s just, uh, a figure of speech,” said my wife, avoiding my gaze guiltily.
 
   And I just looked at her in shock as the realization sank in slowly.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Wife Teases Baristas From the Coffee Shop
 
    
 
   I met my wife for coffee at the local Starbucks one Saturday afternoon.  I noticed that she was clasping her jacket closed even though it wasn’t very cold out that day, but I didn’t mention it.  
 
    
 
   “Jeez, I always see these same two kids working whenever we come in here,” I commented as we waited in line.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I know, Jeremy and Matthew.  They are sophomores at the state university,” she said with a knowing smile.
 
    
 
   “How do you know so much?” I asked, arching my brow in surprise.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I’m always in here chatting with the boys behind the counter.  I love to tease them.  They call me a cougar,” she said, tossing her hair flippantly.
 
    
 
   “You must get a kick out of that,” I said with a condescending smile.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I do.  An old lady like me can use all the attention she can get,” said my wife, pouting prettily.
 
    
 
   “Ah, you are still a bombshell,” I told her with a kiss on the cheek.  And she is.  No one can believe that she is in her mid forties, everyone thinks she’s still in her thirties.
 
    
 
   As we approached the front of the line and it was our turn to be served, my wife turned to me conspiratorially and whispered, “Watch this.”
 
    
 
   “Hello, Margaret, can we get your latte started?” asked the one named Jeremy.  He was a tall, fresh faced young guy with a pale complexion and rosy cheeks.
 
    
 
   “Why yes, you can, young man,” said my wife, dropping her jacket open nonchalantly and thrusting her chest forward to reveal that she was wearing nothing but a flimsy camisole with no bra.  Her generous boobs jiggled invitingly, cleavage exposed, her stiff nipples clearly visible through the sheer fabric.  Jeremy’s eyes bulged out of his head as he stared unabashedly at my wife’s amazing rack on full display and I almost broke out laughing in spite of my shock and embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, Margie, what do you think you are doing?” I muttered under my breath.
 
    
 
   “I like extra milk,” said my wife, ignoring me and shimmying her shoulders to make her tits bounce provocatively.
 
    
 
   “Milk,” repeated Jeremy stupidly, his mouth hanging open as he gaped at my wife’s chest.  Wearing nothing but that camisole really was shameless of her.  It left practically nothing to the imagination.
 
    
 
   “Jeremy, why are you staring at my chest like that?” asked Margaret with an impish smile.  “Are you paying attention?  Matthew, come here please, I don’t think Jeremy is understanding my order.”
 
    
 
   “You always get the same thing, Margaret, we know how you like it... holy shit,” said Matthew as he joined Jeremey at the register and got an eyeful of my wife’s tittage.
 
    
 
   “You boys are making me uncomfortable with the way you are staring at my breasts,” said my wife, pinching her nipples for them distractedly.
 
    
 
   “Cut the crap, Margie, other guys are starting to notice,” I whispered looking around nervously as a couple of construction workers in their fluorescent yellow and orange vests were craning their necks to get a better look at my wife as she was showing off her knockers for the young baristas.
 
    
 
   “Um,” said Matthew and then he was silent, his face reddening with his eyes locked on my wife’s nipples as she tweaked them and made them stiff and erect.  
 
   “I guess I didn’t realize I was staring,” admitted Jeremy  With a great show of will, he pulled his eye up from the my wife’s tits and looked her in the eyes.
 
   “I mean, you are looking at me, so, so sexually,” breathed my wife, her cheeks were getting flushed and she fanned herself dramatically with one hand while she put her other hand on her belly and lifted the front of her camisole up to expose her navel.
 
   “Jesus, Margaret,” I hissed, turning to smile awkwardly at the two women in line behind us who were frowning judgmentally at my wife’s little game.
 
   “I uh, didn’t mean anything by it,” stammered Jeremy, licking his lips unconsciously as he eyed my wife’s belly button.
 
   “Well, you and Matthew are staring at me as though you wanted to FUCK me,” murmured my wife softly, leaning forward so they could hear her and treating them to a nice view down the front of her shirt.
 
   “That’s enough, Marge,” I said finally, dropping a five on the counter and hustling her away from the register.
 
   She just giggled and pulled her coat closed as the two women behind us shook their heads in disapproval.  Jeremy snapped back to attention and started taking their order.
 
   “What the hell has gotten into you?” I asked wife, struggling to keep my voice down as the construction workers eyed us with interest.
 
   “Oh, Todd, don’t be like that,” she sniffed, tossing her head and making her long brown hair swirl behind her.  “Why can’t I have a bit of fun now and then?”
 
   “You are going to give those two kids a pair of boners,” I said, shaking my head.
 
   “Well, that won’t kill them,” she said, looking the two baristas over judiciously as they scurried about behind the counter, preparing coffee drinks.  “They seem healthy enough.”
 
   “Well, it’s embarrassing me,” I admitted.  “And other people are noticing your hijinx.”  I jerked a thumb at the construction workers.
 
   “Bah, that show wasn’t for them,” said my wife, glancing over her shoulder with disdain as she clasped the front of her coat closed.
 
   “Err, here is your, um, latte, Margaret,” said Matthew, putting the paper cup on the counter.  He was about to scurry away, but my wife lunged forward and grabbed his hand.  Her coat fell open exposing her thinly clad chest again.
 
   “Matthew, the naughty way you and Jeremy looked at me just now made me feel very dirty,” breathed my wife, fixing the young man with a smoldering stare.  He glanced down involuntarily at her boobs as she accosted him.  “See, there you go, staring at my breasts again,” she said huskily.  “I think you and Jeremy need to come over to my house after your shift and make it up to me.”
 
   “What?” croaked Matthew, his voice cracking with shock.
 
   “Yes, I don’t see any other solution,” said my wife, scribbling our address on a receipt sitting there and pushing it toward him.
 
   “Wow,” was all the kid could say as he took up the receipt and stared at it.  Jeremy appeared suddenly looking over his shoulder.
 
   “I expect to see both of you boys at that address promptly after your shift is over,” said my wife.  “You can’t just get me all hot and bothered like that and then do nothing about it.”  She took up her drink and spun away as they stared at her incredulously.  Then they looked at me but I just shrugged in confusion.
 
   My wife strode right past me and out of the coffeeshop, leaving her coat open so that the construction workers could get a good look at her tits.  I scurried after her in amazement.
 
   “Margaret, really now,” I scolded as we headed back to the car.  “That’s going a bit far, isn’t it.  Inviting those guys back to our house.  Don’t you have any shame?”
 
   “Oh, darling, you can’t be serious,” laughed my wife into her latte.  “You don’t really think they would have the guts to come to our home?  Why, they won’t have the balls to do that.  I was just yanking their chains darling.  It’s so cute how flustered they get.”
 
   “But what if they did show up at our house?” I asked, unlocking our BMW with a click of the key, making it chirp.
 
   “Well then, I’ll invite them in and offer them some hospitality,” said my wife nonchalantly.  “They are just college boys, surely you aren’t jealous.”
 
   “No, no,” I agreed.  “I’m not afraid of those little chaps.”  I wasn’t afraid of them at all.  If fact, I found my wife’s little scene to be very titillating and I could feel my member stiffening as I replayed it in my head.
 
   ***
 
   I was fantasizing about my wife with these two baristas all afternoon while we sat and read quietly in the living room.  Around 3 pm my wife checked the clock and then got up.
 
   “Well the boys are getting out from work about now,” she told me with a sparkle in her eye.  “Should I go get changed into something sexy in case they come over here?”
 
   “You don’t really think they would?” I asked, trying to sound neutral, but really fascinated by the possibility.
 
   “No, of course not,” she said, watching my expression closely.  “But if they do, I want to be ready to give them a shock.”
 
   “Uh, ok,” I gulped.  And she ran off to change.
 
   My wife returned to the living room a few minutes later wearing her white see-through lace bra and matching panties.  She had on her thigh high stockings and heels as well and she was looking pretty sexy.
 
   “Holy shit,” I said.  “Are you really going to answer the door like that if they come here?”
 
   “Won’t it give them fits?” she asked, giggling like an excited schoolgirl.
 
   “But honey, you are practically naked,” I said, feeling my dick stiffen at the sight of her.  “I can see your nipples right through that bra.”
 
   “Oh, I know, I expect them to get off out this outfit,” she told me with a smile.  Then she noticed my hesitation.  “Todd, let’s face it.  We’ve been together twenty years.  Our love life has been pretty ho-hum for a long time.   I get such a kick out it when these young fellows get all horned up over a pair of jiggling boobies.  They are just full of hormones and ready to pop a boner over anything.  It makes me feel sexy again.   Maybe injecting some young blood into the mix will heat things up a little.”
 
   “Ha, well, they are going to want to inject their things into you,” I laughed nervously.  “I mean, if you answer the door in that outfit things could easily get out of hand.”
 
   Margaret looked at me intently, the smile fading from her face.  “Yes, they could,” she said simply.  “These are impetuous and red blooded young men.  They have needs.”
 
   “Margie, what are you suggesting?  Would you actually, uh, take this all the way?” I asked, my gut wrenching at the idea of my wife fucking these two horny guys.
 
   “Would you be able to handle that?” she asked me with concern.
 
   “I, uh, I don’t know,” I admitted.  The idea was fascinating but scary too.  My old wife getting it on with other men did arouse me, but I felt a prick of jealousy too.  “I guess I shouldn’t be jealous, they are just kids after all, but still, I mean we made marriage vows all those years ago.”
 
   Margaret looked at me fondly.  “Well we’ve had and held each other all these years, gotten richer and stayed healthy so far.  But there was nothing in there about playing around with a pair of horny young baristas.  Would that put our relationship at risk?”
 
   “No, I would still love you of course,” I said.  “And I assume that you won’t run off with a twenty year old barista who still lives at home with his mother.”
 
   “That would be awkward,” laughed my wife.  “I’d be as old as his mother.”  Then she sighed and looked at the clock.  “Oh, well, it’s all just a fantasy really.  They probably won’t have the stones to show up.”
 
   Just then the doorbell rang and I nearly jumped.
 
   My wife and I exchanged stares.
 
   “You don’t think,” she said, trailing off.
 
   “Well maybe they DID have the gonads to come here,” I said, feeling my pulse quicken as the fantasy started to solidify into reality.
 
   “Look out the window and see,” coaxed my wife, shaking her hands in front of her.  She clearly wasn’t really expecting to see them here, and I could see the stage fright on her face.
 
   I got up and pulled the curtain back to see Jeremy and Matthew standing right on our porch.  They looked pretty nervous and they waved awkwardly at me when they saw me looking at them.
 
   “It’s them alright,” I said.
 
   “Ok,” said my wife, stealing her nerve.  “I guess we are doing this.  This should get interesting.”
 
   “Uh, Margaret, are you sure this is a good idea?” I asked, following along as she strode toward the front door in nothing but her lingerie.
 
   “Not entirely,” she admitted.  Then she pulled the door open with a flourish and faced the two young men on our doorstep.
 
   Their eyes widened in shock when they saw my wife’s body almost completely exposed in her see-through lingerie and they just stood there looking her up and down for a moment, utterly speechless.
 
   “Hmm, are you getting an eyeful of the merchandise?” asked my wife coyly.  “Come in, come in,  you can look me over at your leisure inside.”
 
   “Uh, Margaret, we just came to, uh, apologize,” said Matthew, his eyes fixed on my wife’s crotch.  Her dark pubic hair was discernable through the lacy front of her panties.
 
   “Yeah, we didn’t want you to get the wrong impression,” added Jeremy, his eyes flicking guiltily from my wife’s half-naked body to me, standing behind her.
 
   “I don’t think I got the wrong impression,” purred my wife.  “You boys clearly want to have sex with me.  And it’s making me terribly aroused, you bad boys.  Now get inside and let’s figure out what to do about it.”  My wife snapped her fingers and pointed down the hall back toward our living room and the two fellows hesitated just a moment before she snapped and pointed again and they hurried to obey her.  They ducked their heads in embarrassment as they skirted past me.  Margaret turned and followed them with her hands on her hips, leaving me to glance up and down the street in trepidation before closing the front door.  I was hoping no one saw that little scene on the doorstep.  My dick was standing at attention at this turn of events.  I could barely believe that they had to guts to come her and she had the guts to dress like that.  I was amazed at how aroused I was getting by the whole thing.  I never thought I would be into this kinky stuff.
 
   “Sit down,” demanded my wife, pointing at the couch.  And the two young men obediently sat as I came back into the living room.    She winked at me before continuing.  “Now are you going to tell me why you boys really came over here?” she asked, standing before the two young men with her legs spread wide and her fists on her hips, putting her whole body on display for them.  “I don’t think you came to apologize.  I think you got excited by the sight of my breasts at the coffee shop and decided to come here and see if I would show you more.”
 
   The two fellows just forced a nervous chuckle and said nothing.
 
   “Well, I’m showing you more now,” said my wife, gesturing to her body.  “What do you think?”
 
   “It looks pretty good to me,” blurted Jeremy and then he blushed madly, giving me a trite look.
 
   “Oh, did you hear that, dear?” my wife said, turning to me with a sly grin.  “The young gentleman approves of your wife in nothing but her knickers.”
 
   “Well, he’s got excellent taste, I’ll vouch for that,” I said, shooting the fellow a wry grin as I sat down in my easy chair and put a newspaper in my lap to hide my erection.
 
   “What did YOU think was going to happen if you came here, Matthew?” demanded my wife.  “Did you think you were going to get to fuck me?”
 
   “No, I mean, of course not,” sputtered Matthew, brow furrowed in confusion as he looked at my wife’s body and then over at me.
 
   “I don’t believe you,” said my wife, putting her nose in the air.  “You know it got me very hot when you looked at my breasts earlier.  And I am getting pretty excited by the way you are looking at me now too.” She ran her hands down her her sides luxuriously.  “I can see that hungry look in your eyes.  I think you guys came her to try to have sex with me.”
 
   “Well, you know, it’s hard to blame them,” I told my wife, gulping from the sexual tension in the room.
 
   “Why, do I look that good?” asked my wife playfully.  “I’ve been getting flabby, I’m getting old.”
 
   “Nah, nah,” piped up Jeremy.   “You look great.”  He adjusted the wood in his pants as he ran his eyes up my wife’s shapely, stocking encased legs.
 
   “Really?” she asked, putting her finger to her mouth.  “Isn’t my bottom getting too flat?”  She turned and presented her round ass to the two young men and they giggled nervously.
 
   “That’s not flat at all,” chortled Matthew.
 
   “Is my body making your penis hard, Jeremy?” asked my wife matter of factly.  “You seem to be touching yourself.”
 
   Jeremy just looked at her for a second before breaking out laughing.  “Holy fuck, is your husband just going to sit there and watch while we do this?”  he asked.
 
   Margaret turned to look at me quizzically.  “Hmm, I’m not sure.  Are you going to stay and watch, dear?” asked my wife.
 
   “I don’t see why not,” I said, feeling my heart beating against my rib cage.  I never thought I would be sitting here watching my wife strut her stuff half-naked in front of a pair of baristas from the local coffeeshop.  But I was finding it incredibly exciting and I was wondering how far my wife would actually take this now that they were right here in  our living room.
 
   “Ok,” said my wife with a shrug.  “I guess Todd is onboard with this,” she told Jeremy.  “How’s that dick doing?”
 
   “This is so freaky,” laughed Matthew.
 
   “I know dude, I’m freaking out,” giggled Jeremy, squeezing his crotch.
 
   “Oh, I’m sorry,” said my wife with a playful pout.  “Is this too much for you to handle?  I thought two virile young men would enjoy seeing an attractive older lady in her lingerie.  Maybe you are too, um, immature to capitalize on this opportunity?”
 
   I laughed aloud as the two young men blushed and scoffed loudly in response.
 
   “I’m man enough,” said Jeremy bravely, giving me a bold glance.  But the poor kid broke away immediately when I returned his gaze and he cast his eyes down.
 
   “I’m glad to hear that, Jeremy,” said my wife.  “Why don’t you prove it and come over here and help me unfasten my bra.”
 
   “Wat?” yelped Matthew in amazement.  “For reals?”
 
   My wife turned to Matthew with a friendly smile.  “Yes, for reals, Matthew.  It fastens in front right here,” she said, putting her fingers on the clips and pulling them half apart.  “Of course I can do it myself, but I wanted to give you the opportunity to show what a man you are by doing it yourself.  Do you have the guts?”
 
   Matthew was about to jump up off the couch, but Jeremy put his arm out and pushed his friend back.  “She told me to do it,” he said excitedly as he climbed to his feet.
 
   “So I’m gonna unfasten this here, huh?” he asked my wife as he faced her, shifting from foot to foot.
 
   “Yes, I think that will move things along nicely,” she said, glancing down at the bulge in his pants.
 
   “Ok,” said Jeremy, clearly working to build up the nerve as he contemplated my wife’s jiggling wrack before him.  “Let’s do this.”  He reached out and unclasped my wife’s bra clumsily, taking a few seconds to figure it out.  Eventually he got it unfastened, and her bare breasts came spilling out.  His mouth hung open in awe as they swung free.
 
   “Oh wow,” exhaled Matthew in appreciation.  “Dose melons, doe.”
 
   “Hold them in your hands,” my wife commanded Jeremy, thrusting her bare chest toward him as she tossed her unneeded bra aside.
 
   “Aww yeah,” he said as he grasped them in his hands.  Then he yelped in surprise when my wife reached out and gripped the bulge in his pants.  “Whoa!”
 
   “I’ve got Jeremy’s penis, Todd,” my wife told me, fingering the young man’s cock  while he weighed her hefty tits in his hands.  “It’s very hard.”
 
   “Mine too,” I admitted, tossing my paper aside and unzipping my fly so I could jerk off while I watched my wife frolic with these two young guys.
 
   “You are making me feel underdressed, Jeremy, take your shirt off,” commanded my wife.  She released his dick for a moment to turn to Matthew while Jeremy hastily complied with her order.  “Matthew, here, feel these and see if they work for you.  Jeremy got very erect when he felt them,” said my wife, bending over to dangle her pendulous boobs before Matthew’s face.
 
   “I’m already hard,” said Matthew proudly, then he impetuously darted his head forward and clamped his mouth onto one of my wife’s hard pink nipples making her gasp in surprise.
 
   “Ooh, I like a young man with initiative,” she cooed, cradling Matthew’s head as he sucked on her nipple fitfully.  Jeremy stood by shirtless, watching jealously.  Margaret reached down and unzipped Matthew’s fly while he sucked on her tits and extracted his boner, stroking the smooth white shaft as Matthew grunted with pleasure.  “That’s a good boy, nice and hard,” she moaned as she fingered his member.  “Now pull my panties down while Jeremy and I become better acquainted.”
 
   She turned back to Jeremy and started licking one of his nipples, thrusting her rear out toward Matthew so he could pull her panties down.  She grabbed Jeremy’s ass with one hand and his crotch with the other while she sucked his nipples and he groaned with pleasure.
 
   For his part Matthew hastily yanked my wife’s drawers down and she kicked them aside and spread her legs slightly.  I jerked my dick frantically as Matthew sat there, dick in hand gazing right at my wife’s swollen labia, poking out between her parted thighs right at eye level.  He reached right up and started fingering my wife’s snatch making her gasp and pause in her nipple sucking.
 
   “Atta boy, you are starting to get the idea,” she sighed, arching her back so that he could reach her cunt more easily.
 
   “It’s real wet,” he commented stupidly, his mind clouded by lust as he slid a few fingers inside my wife.
 
   “Oh god, this is hot,” I murmured.
 
   My wife glanced over at me and smiled with approval as she saw me masturbating feverishly.  “Ah, I am glad you are enjoying the show, darling,” she said.  “Now watch this.”  She pinched and worked Jeremy’s boner so that it was pointing straight up toward his navel behind the zipper of his jeans.  She unbuttoned his pants but didn’t pull the zipper down.  Then she bent down and started licking his stomach, sliding her tongue down toward his crotch lower and lower, past his navel.
 
   Jeremy put his hand on her head and panted with excitement.  “Oh, god, oh god!” he blubbered.
 
   “Oh, you like being teased,” my wife noticed.  “Hmm, he’s getting even harder now, Todd,” she reported to me.  Margaret, squeezed his bulge until the glans of his penis just started to protrude where his pants were unbuttoned.  Margaret started licking lower and lower, closer to the pink head that was peeking slightly out of his pants.  “Look, Jeremy likes it when I lick his belly,” she told me, turning his body slightly so that I had a better view of what she was doing.  Then she slid her tongue down the front of his pants, lapping at the head of his penis.
 
   “You are licking more than his stomach,” I croaked, the cock in my hand on the verge of exploding.
 
   “No I’m not,” she protested innocently.  She slyly pulled his zipper down and inch, exposing the head of his cock and a bit of his shaft and then she resumed licking the newly exposed parts with enthusiasm.  She wriggled with pleasure as Matthew started rubbing her clitoris, watching her lick Jeremy’s cock with envy. 
 
   “Yes you are,” I laughed.   “I can see what you are doing!”
 
   “Ok, you caught me,” rejoined my wife merrily as she finally yanked Jeremy’s fly down all the way and then pulled his pants halfway down his thighs, exposing his big dick and hanging balls.  “I’m sucking his dick,” she said and then ran her tongue up and down his shaft as she held his nuts in one hand and pinched the head of his prick with the other.
 
   “Oh fuck, oh fuck,” cried Jeremy, thrusting his hips forward involuntarily, trying to poke his dick into my wife’s mouth.
 
   “Ok, that’s it, I’m going for it,” said Matthew.  He pulled his pants off and jumped up to stand behind my wife as she was bent over servicing Jeremy’s tool with her mouth.
 
   “What do you think YOU are doing, young man?” asked my wife, looking back over her shoulder at Matthew as he stood behind her with his pants off, stroking his erect dong just inches from her open twat.
 
   “I’m doing THIS!” he grunted, pushing the head of his cock into my wife for emphasis. 
 
   She gave a cry of passion and gripped Jeremy’s hips for support as Matthew entered her.
 
   “How do you like that?” he asked her boldly as he introduced more and more of his strong young dick into her.
 
   “Oh, oh, yes, I think that’s satisfactory,” panted my wife.
 
   “Very much, so,” I agreed, and then I came, a surprisingly voluminous stream of cum spurting from my cock as I watched my wife getting fucked in front of me.  I blew my wad all over myself, and then collapsed back in my chair in contentment as I watched the episode unfolding before me.
 
   “Suck it more, suck it,” begged Jeremy, grabbing his dick and pushing the head against my wife’s plump lips.
 
   “Ok, ok, dear,  I will, I just need to get my bearings after Matthew, oh, oh gosh,” gasped my wife as Matthew hit full stride, humping her excitedly from behind.  She grabbed Jeremy’s cock fiercely and stuck it in her mouth.  Sucking as hard as she could on it while she jerked his shaft with one hand and steadied herself by grabbing his hip with her other hand.  He bent down slightly and fondled her dangling tits while she sucked him.  A contented smile spreading across his youthful face.
 
   Matthew grabbed her by the waist and was dogging her for all his worth.  His hips slapping against her bare ass with an urgent rhythm.  I watched his ass pumping pneumatically into my wife ruefully.  I was too old to fuck her with such vigor these days.
 
   “That’s it, that’s it,” moaned Jeremy and he pulled his prick out of my wife’s mouth and started shooting his load all over her face.  I had thought my ejaculation was unusually large.  But this young guy put me to shame as he coated my wife’s face with spurt after spurt of hot sticky jism.  She just laughed and opened her mouth wide to receive a few globs onto her tongue which she promptly swallowed.  Meanwhile she reached back between her legs to work her clitoris while Matthew pumped his dick in and out of her.
 
   “I want to cum inside,” he begged.
 
   “Well, go ahead, darling, don’t be afraid,” said my wife soothingly.  “Let it fly.”
 
   “Ugh,” he said eloquently as he emptied himself inside my woman.  He ground himself against her rear, clinging to her tightly as he pumped load after load of his sperm into her womb and I watched with some trepidation since my wife and I usually used a condom for birth control and she wasn’t on the pill or anything.
 
   “That a boy, let it all go, right inside where it’s nice and hot,” urged my wife looking back over her shoulder fondly.  Her hands clamped to Jeremy’s side to keep from falling over as Matthew finished cumming inside her.  Then she noticed that Jeremy’s limp cock was dribbling cum down onto the carpet.  “Oh you messy boy,” she scolded.  “Why can’t you be more like Matthew, he put all his nasty semen inside me, nice and neat.  But you like to spray it all around and now it’s getting on my carpet.”
 
   “Oh, shit, sorry,” said Jeremy contritely, grabbing his dick.
 
   “Let me do it,” she said. “I need to clean you up, you nasty boy.” Then my wife sucked his limp dick into her mouth and slurped the last of the cum out of it, then carefully licking his shaft to clean up the residual cum.
 
   “Oh fuck yeah,” he groaned, his penis becoming engorged again.
 
   “Oh my gosh, are you getting hard again?”  she gasped grabbing his dick and tugging on it enthusiastically.  “Todd, have you ever seen such a thing?  He just came and now he’s getting hard again!” she chirped with delight.
 
   “Not since I was in my own twenties,” I said sadly, surveying the mess I made of my trousers as I tucked my own flacid weiner back inside.
 
   Matthew pulled out of my wife and cupped his sodden junk in his hands so that he wouldn’t drip on the carpet like his pal did.  “Uh, where’s the bathroom?” he asked me.
 
   “Just through there, son,” I said pointing down the hall.  “First door on your left.”
 
   “I don’t know if I can cum again,” warned Jeremy as my wife kneeled in front of him, jerking his meat earnestly.
 
   “Well, let’s just see what we can coax out of you, shall we?” asked my wife, ducking her head to slurp on his balls.  He grunted with satisfaction and she paused and looked up at him with adoration.  “After all, it’s not every day that you get a sexy older cougar on her knees before you submissively sucking your balls, now is it, young man.”
 
   “Oh, yeah, submissive,” he muttered.  “Yeah, suck those balls, Marge, suck ‘em,” he told her.
 
   “Yes, sir,” she said, turning her head to the side so she could get his big hairy nutsack into her mouth while the veins stood out in her forearm as she yanked viciously on his stiff red dong.
 
   “Fuck are you guys still going at it?” laughed Matthew as he came back into the room with his pants back on.
 
   “She can’t get enough of my balls, dude,” said Jeremy proudly and my wife gave his dick a particularly ferocious tug and he grunted with shock and then he blew his second wad down my wife’s bare back as she slurped loudly on his scrotum.  “Ahh,” he moaned as he spurted a more modest cumshot this time, just a few sticky globs that dribbled down and then ran down her back toward her bare round ass.
 
   “Good boy, I knew you could do it,” she congratulated him, reaching back and feeling the spoog dripping down into her ass crack.
 
   “Thanks Margaret, I couldn’t have done it without you,” he chuckled, pulling his pants back up.
 
   “So you were really into that, huh, Todd?” asked Matthew, looking at me skeptically.  “I mean you just sat there spanking your monkey the whole time while we used your wife like a filthy slut.”
 
   I snorted in response, “From where I sat it looked like she was one using YOU two.  But yeah, it was pretty dirty and I got off on it.  Maybe once you’ve been married twenty years, you will be able to understand.”
 
   “She can use me anytime she wants,” said Jeremy with a big smile, looking at my wife’s big tits and furry bush as she climbed to her feet in nothing but her stockings.
 
   “Oh, I intend to,” she assured him.  “In fact, next time I come to visit you at the coffeeshop, I’ll just wear this under my coat and give you a real thrill.”
 
   “Honey!” I objected.  “What if someone ELSE sees you?  What if one of the neighbors recognizes you.”
 
   “Well, I’ll just wear a wig and some sunglasses or something,” she said with a shrug.  My own tired old penis started to come back to life at the thought of my wife flashing the baristas in a crowded coffeeshop.   “Now you two give me a kiss and run along.  I’ve got a lot of semen to clean up around here.  Next time we should put a tarp down.  You boys are practically exploding with cum.”  She reached down between her legs and grimaced.  “Oops, Matthew’s generous offering is starting to ooze out now too.”
 
   “Yuck,” commented Jeremy.  But he gave my wife a quick peck on the cheek.  “Ok, Margie, this was fun.  Thanks for having us over, and uh, letting us fuck you and everything.”
 
   “Yeah, Marge, you got a hell of a twat,” commented Matthew, kissing my wife on the mouth and pinching one of her nipples cheekily.
 
   “Oh, you naughty boy, get on with you,” she scolded, slapping his ass as he departed.  
 
   I followed her to the door as she saw the boys out.  “Next time I want it missionary style,” she called out, standing brashly nude in our open doorway and  waving to them as they strolled merrily down the path to the sidewalk.
 
   “Oh fuck, honey, get back inside, Ed’s out in his front yard,” I gasped when I noticed our next door neighbor gaping in amazement at my naked wife as he watered his roses.  I pushed her back inside and waved to Ed.  “Ha ha, hey there Ed.  Margie’s such a joker sometimes you know.  She’s just kidding of course.”
 
   “But why isn’t she wearing, err, any clothes?” asked Ed in confusion.
 
   “Just a little prank is all,” I stammered while Margie giggled behind the door.  “Anyway, have a good one.”  And I closed the door hastily.
 
   “Now look what you’ve done,” I told my naked simpering wife.  “Ed saw you naked and heard you asking for missionary from your two Lotharios.
 
   “Oh, I don’t care what fat old Ed thinks,” she scoffed.  “He can come over and watch if he wants.”  Then she paused for a moment.  “Well, as long as he gets permission from Mildred first.”  She hugged me and gave me a kiss on the cheek, and the feeling of her bare boobs against my chest made my member swell up even more.  “Oh my gosh, old man, are you getting it up again yourself?  Well then, come on into the bedroom and service your wife again.  I’m still feeling randy from our little party.”
 
   I let my wife lead me down the hall to our bedroom.  “That was fun, wasn’t it?” she asked.  “Making new friends, trying new things, spending time with vigorous young people and letting them fuck the shit out of me?”
 
   “Yep, it worked for me,” I agreed, throwing my wife onto the bed and climbing forcefully on top of her.  It’s good to try new things, I thought to myself as we got the bedsprings creaking more loudly than they had in years.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Wife’s Friend Pulls Down Her Bikini Bottom
 
    
 
   We were in Vegas with a pair of other middle-aged couples who we always vacation with.  My wife Anna and I have known Charlie and Hannah, and Jim and Carol for years.  Charlie and I were the nerdy engineers and Jim was the suave salesman, but we all got along pretty well.  Our wives had all been friends since college.  It was one of those crushingly hot summer days in Vegas as we lounged on wicker couches in a cool cabana, drinking by the hotel pool.  The women were all feeling hot and bothered and I could tell by the way they strutted around in their bikini’s that they were feeling horny.
 
    
 
   And when the women were feeling horny, it didn’t take long before us guys started getting worked up too.  We were all glancing at each other’s wife’s tits and asses in their skimpy bathing suits and chuckling guiltily when we caught each other doing it.  Jim was taking particular interest in my wife Anna.  So she kept going over and bending down in front of him and Carol so that he could get a look at her ass while she rummaged around, plucking celery from the vegetable plate we had ordered.
 
   “Look at this ass,” laughed Carol, reaching out to playfully pat my wife’s pale rump as she was bent over.
 
   “Oh my,” gasped my wife, covering her mouth in mock amazement.
 
   “Do you like Anna’s butt, Jim?” Carol asked her husband with a sly smile.  “I noticed you looking at it every chance you got.”
 
   “I don’t know what you are talking about,” said Jim, wrapping his arm around his wife and leaning back with a sardonic smile as he boldly eyed my wife’s rear.
 
   We all broke out laughing at his smooth denial.
 
   “Come on, I don’t believe you.  You are a healthy hetero guy.  I know you like a nice round ass like Anna’s,” insisted Carol.  “Let me see that rear, honey,” she urged my wife.
 
   Anna smiled at me and played along, putting her hands on her knees and offering up her rear for Carol’s further inspection.  My penis started to swell in my trunks as I watched Carol patting each of my wife’s well formed buttocks, making them jiggle slightly.
 
   “Lookit this derriere.  Nice and plump and smooth,” said Carol, grasping one of my wife’s ass cheeks in each of her hands and squeezing them vigorously.  “My ass is full of cellulite and has looked like cottage cheese since I turned 40.”
 
   “Stop it, Carol, your ass is perfectly wonderful,” scolded my wife, grinning back at her old friend.
 
   “Jim, what do you think?” asked Carol turning to her husband with a broad grin.  “Do you think Anna’s butt is nicer than mine?”
 
   “Well, I haven’t really noticed Anna’s rear, but your ass is holding up pretty good, dear,” said Jim, kissing his wife on the forehead as he glanced at my wife’s rump out of the corner of his eye.
 
   “Here, Jim, get an eyeful and tell me honestly,” said Carol, yanking the back of my wife’s bikini down, exposing her ass crack and her pale round cheeks.
 
   My wife cried out in shock before giggling madly and grasping at the front of her bikini bottoms to hold them up.  Carol had pulled my wife’s bikini half down and her public hair was poking out in the front now.  I noticed Charlie checking out the my wife’s half-exposed snatch with interest.
 
   “Carol, you are drunk, darling!” cackled Hannah.  “You are molesting poor Anna!”  But she was clearly delighted by the situation.
 
   “Oh, I don’t mind, it’s all in good fun,” said my wife good naturedly.  Anna’s cheeks were flushed and I could tell it excited my wife to have her girlfriend pull her bikini down to show her husband Jim her bare ass.
 
   “Here Jim, you feel Anna’s ass,” coaxed Carol, her voice growing thick with lust.  “I’m telling you, it’s really nicer than mine.”
 
   “Whoa now, come on,” I chimed in.  My dick was hard as a rock at this point.  It was incredibly arousing to watch Carol feeling up my pliant wife and then offering her bare ass to her own husband.  I could barely catch my breath as I watched it all play out.  But I felt a little embarrassed too and wanted to maintain a sense of propriety around our old friends.  “That’s bit much, now isn’t it?” I asked, gulping down more of my margarita.
 
   “Yeah, it wouldn’t be proper of me to go grabbing the ass of another man’s wife,” said Jim as he gazed with interest at my wife’s exposed bum.
 
   “What’s the matter, don’t you like it, Jim?” asked my wife, wiggling her rear a bit and batting her eyelashes at him.
 
   Everyone broke out laughing at my wife’s coquettish display, me along with them.  I wanted Jim to touch my wife’s ass.  That suddenly seemed extremely exciting.  But when Jim and Charlie looked at me expectantly, I felt that I need to play the part of a normal husband.
 
   “Uh, honey, that’s not really appropriate behavior for a married woman, to go wagging her bare ass, offering it to another man,” I choked up a little and felt a twinge in my gut, a wash of raw lust flowing through me as I said this.  It might not be appropriate, but the idea of another man taking sexual interest in my staid old wife was turning me on.
 
   “Oh, come on, Todd,” chuckled my wife lightly.  “We are all old friends here.  We are just joking around.”  She loosened her grip on her bikini bottom a bit, exposing more of her bush for Charlie to see.  And Charlie definitely took notice.  Hannah became aware of her husband’s gaze trained on my wife’s pussy and then realized that I saw it too and she gave me a strangely conspiratorial wink as though she could read my mind.  My face suddenly felt hot and I avoided her knowing gaze.
 
   “Todd doesn’t care, here, just feel how smooth it is,” blurted Carol, grabbing her husband’s hand and putting it right on my wife’s bare ass making my wife coo with surprise.
 
   Jim sat up and leaned forward and then started pinching and patting my wife’s naked butt with enthusiasm.  “Hmm, not bad, not bad,” he said.  His face was flushed too now and his eyes bright with excitement.
 
   “Oh, does my bottom meet with your approval, there, Mr. Jim?” asked my wife, arching a brow at her friend’s husband.
 
   “Well, it seems, uh, adequate I guess,” he said, putting one hand in his lap, while he lightly spanked my wife’s exposed butt cheeks with the other.  My wife shot me a look of pure passion as I watched Jim patting her bare ass and my cock stiffened further.  She was definitely getting off on this and she could see that I was too.
 
   “Adequate!” shrieked Carol with a huge grin.  “Bullshit, look at you, you are trying to hide your boner!”
 
   “No I’m not,” he said defensively.
 
   “Yes you are!” replied his wife, reaching impulsively into his lap and grabbing his wood through his swimming trunks.  “Oooh, you ARE hard.  Hard as a rock.”
 
   “Really?” asked my wife, turning her attention back to Jim.
 
   “Wow, this is getting pretty hot, how do you feel about Jim popping a boner for your wife’s ass, Todd?” asked Hannah, turning on me with an impish grin.
 
   “Well, I guess it’s to be expected,” I said, barely able to catch my breath.  My heart was pounding in my chest as Anna peered down at Jim’s crotch.
 
   “Did I do that to you, Jim?” she asked innocently.
 
   “Uh, no, no,” said Jim as his wife vigorously fondled his rod through his shorts.
 
   “Yes she did, liar,”  scoffed Carol drunkenly.  “Anna sweet ass inspired this wood.”  Then she looked up at my wife with a devilish grin.  “Wanna see it, Anna?”
 
   “Whoa now, that’s going a bit too far,” mumbled Jim.  But he didn’t put up a fight as he wife deftly slid his swimming trunks down to his knees, releasing his stiff boner which popped up and stood at attention in his lap.
 
   “Wow, nice penis, Jim,” commented Hannah, clearly impressed.
 
   “Ok, now, this is uh, pretty weird,” stammered Charlie.  He took a deep drink to steel himself.
 
   “There’s nothing weird about it, it’s a perfectly natural reaction,” said Anna breathily, letting her bikini bottom fall to her ankles absently while she stared at Jim’s pulsing erect cock.
 
   Just then the young woman serving us drinks came into the cabana and stopped short, her face a mask of shock.  She glanced from Jim’s stiff boner, to my wife standing before him bottomless, to my own guilty expression and it took her a moment to gather her composure.
 
   “Oh, uh, sorry folks.  I didn’t mean to interrupt,” said the young woman, blushing deeply.  She was wearing a bikini herself as she served drinks and I noticed her nipples stiffen.  “We should really pull the curtains here for a bit of privacy, and she quickly untied the thin drapes at the front of the cabana and let them fall shut.  They were translucent, but did shield us from the pool area somewhat.  “Uh, can I get you any more drinks or are you ok, now?”
 
   “I think we should have another round,” said Carol, boldly grabbing her husband’s stiff cock while the young woman watched.
 
   “Um, sure, ma’am,” said the young woman.  “Uh, another pitcher of margarita’s then.”
 
   “You are handling this very well,” said Hannah with a sardonic grin.
 
   The server gave her a sunny smile.  “Well, this is Vegas, ma’am.  It’s not the first time some couples have gotten, uh, intimate in the cabanas.  The management here is very accommodating.  You just need to keep the curtains closed when you need privacy.”
 
   “Outstanding,” said Jim, winking at the blushing server. 
 
   The young woman paused and watched Carol stroking Jim’s exposed tool for a moment before shaking her head, “Oh, yeah, margaritas coming right up,” she said, and then ducked out and strode away in her bikini and heels.
 
   “I think she wanted to stay and see what would happen next,” drawled Hannah.
 
   “Do you want to touch Jim’s johnson, Anna?” asked Carol.  “This hardon was erected in your honor after all.  And since you dropped your bottom and showed Jim your pussy, it’s just gotten harder and harder.”
 
   “Oh, jeez, I AM drunk aren’t I?” said my wife, looking down and touching herself in surprise as she  realized that her beaver was exposed.  “Sorry, honey, is this going a bit too far?” she asked me with concern.
 
   “I mean, it’s pretty crazy,” I said hesitantly.
 
   “I think he likes it,” chirped Hannah with a grin.  “Some guys get off on having a slutty wife.”
 
   “I definitely think you should touch my penis,” said Jim hoarsely.  “It’s no big deal, just grab onto it for a second.  It’ll be fun.”
 
   “I think it would be super hot,” purred Carol, grabbing Jim’s cock by the base and offering it to my wife.
 
   My wife looked back at me indecisively, her eyes shining with lust.  “Ok, yeah, maybe I’ll just touch it a little bit.  That’s not so bad.”  My pulse was racing and my dick was pitching a tent in my own shorts but all I could do is shrug noncommittally at my wife.  That’s all the permission she needed from me and quickly sat down on the other side of Jim and took his penis in her hand.  Carol started feeling up his balls to let my wife stroke his shaft and Jim sighed a deep sigh of pleasure.
 
   “You are a lucky man, Jim,” commented Hannah, clearly intrigued by the situation.
 
   “Are you really OK with this?” Charlie asked me with concern.
 
   “I mean, it’s just, no big deal I guess,” I gulped, pinching my boner through my shorts discreetly.
 
   “Sure, we are all old friends here, we’ve known each other for years,” said my wife, looking at me imploringly across the cabana as she stroked Jim’s hard cock.  She turned to Carol and said softly.  “He’s really, really hard.”
 
   “I know, he likes you, I guess,” agreed Carol as she tickled Jim’s nuts.
 
   “Ooh, there’s a little oozing out the tip now,” commented my wife, dabbing delicately at  the head of Jim’s penis with her finger and then rubbing the sticky ejaculate between her fingers.  Then she turned and looked deliberately into my eyes as she put her finger in her mouth and sucked the pre-cum from her fingertip.
 
   “Omigod, you filthy whore,” gasped Hannah with amusement.  “Did you see what she did, Todd?  She’s eating Jim’s cum!”
 
   “Ah, well, just a little I guess,” I mumbled incoherently, barely aware of what I was saying.  I was kneading the lump in my shorts pretty vigorously now and I desperately wanted to pull my dick out and start stroking it openly, but I was too embarrassed.  Anna noticed me fondling myself while I watched her jerking Jim’s dick but said nothing about it.
 
   “I’ll just suck it a little if that’s ok,” she told no one in particular as she tucked a blonde lock behind one ear and bent down to wrap her mouth around Jim’s glans.
 
   “Oh, yeah, suck it, suck that dick,” demanded Carol gruffly, pulling off her bikini bottom hurriedly so that she could diddle her own clitoris while she watched my wife sucking off her husband.
 
   “Sorry about this, buddy,” Jim said to me, putting his hand on the back of my wife’s head and it bobbed up in his lap and she moaned in pleasure as she sucked his cock.
 
   “So, I guess we are swingers now?” asked Hannah.
 
   “Honey, this is making me really horny, would you mind if I masturbated while I watched?” asked Charlie meekly.
 
   “Go nuts, it’s a free country,” said his wife, looking at her nerdy husband with a surprised smirk on her face.
 
   Charlie stood up and pulled his shorts down releasing a surprisingly huge boner just as the server returned with the margaritas.  She ducked between the drapes and stopped short again when she saw Charlie’s massive member.  “Well hello there,” said the server to Charlie’s penis.
 
   “That’s what I said when I first saw it,” laughed Hannah, smiling warmly at the young woman who brought our drinks.  “You have got to watch out for the nerdy ones.  Sometimes they are packing heat.”
 
   “I guess, so,” said the server, staring at Charlie's proud erection as he tentatively started touching himself.  She bent down and put the pitcher on the table, her face just inches from Charlie’s swollen member.  It almost looked like she wanted to suck on it.  “It’s purple,” said the young woman innocently.
 
   “It’s engorged with blood,” Charlie told her helpfully.
 
   “Do you want to stay and hang out?” asked Hannah, looking the server’s slim figure over hopefully.
 
   “I wish I could, actually,” said the woman, glancing over to watch my wife passionately sucking off Jim and then back at Charlie’s big dick as he stroked himself. “You folks seem like you know how to party.  But I’ve got to work,” sighed the woman in disappointment.  “Maybe another time.”  She gave Charlie’s dick one last wistful look and then ducked out again and strode off to quench the thirst of the other guests.
 
   “I would totally fuck her,” murmured Hannah to herself.
 
   “Don’t just stand there, jerking that thing,” demanded Carol to Charlie in a drunken daze.  “Get it over her and fuck me with it.”   She spread her legs and offered her snatch to Charlie lewdly.
 
   He hesitated and looked to his wife, asking permission.
 
   “By all means, a gentleman doesn’t leave a lady in distress,” laughed Hannah, making a magnanimous gesture with her arms.
 
   Charlie wasted no time and just bluntly strode over and dropped down between Carol’s legs, forcing himself inside her roughly and making her whimper and moan in passion.  My wife Anna lifted her head from Jim’s cock, and watched Charlie humping Carol fiercely and gazed back  at me blearily as she stood up and faced me.  
 
   “I guess we are doing this now,” she said.  “Don’t watch this part, honey, it might upset you,” she warned.  She covered her pussy with her hand and lowered herself down onto Jim’s cock, still slick with her drool.   She faced me the entire time, trying to hide the sight of his cock entering her with her hand as he gripped her hips and guided her down onto him.  “Let’s pretend I’m just sitting here innocently, ok?” she asked me, shielding her crotch from view as she slowly bounced up and down on Jim’s cock.
 
   “Ok,” I agreed feverishly, pulling my shorts down finally and tugging my dick as I watched my wife rising and falling on Jim’s lap.
 
   “I guess you and I just like to watch,” Hannah told me as she slipped her hand down the front of her bikini and started rubbing herself.
 
   “Yeah, I guess so,” I panted, watching my wife tilt her head back in ecstasy as she scrupulously hid Jim’s penetration of her from me by dangling her hands between her legs.
 
   “I’m just going to bust my nut right in there, baby,” grunted Jim, his knuckles white, firmly grasping my wife’s soft hips while he violated her.
 
   “Do it, do it, cum inside her, oh god, that’s making ME cum,” called Carol from underneath Charlie as the skinny nerd banged away on her with his huge phallus.
 
   “Oh, yeah, oh yeah, oh yeah,” chanted Jim as he pumped my wife.
 
   The thought of our good friend emptying load after load of hot semen into my wife made me ejaculate.  Just the very idea was so kinky I just started spurting up in the air and blew my wad all over myself and the couch cushions.
 
   “Ok, Charlie, please stop, I’m too sensitive now, you are too big for me,” pleaded Carol. “I came already.”
 
   “Oh fuck, I’m almost there,” whined Charlie, withdrawing his prodigious member from Jim’s wife and standing up shakily.  He stood at a loss waving his cock around before my wife as she squatted on Jim’s lap.
 
   “Gimme that, I’ll finish you,” gasped my wife and she  grabbed Charlie’s big dick and pushed hungrily it into her mouth.  I had to laugh out loud at how animalistic and primal my normally modest wife was acting.  He cheeks caved in as she ferociously sucked Charlie’s purple member.
 
   “Ugh, that’s it, that’s it,” he grunted and then pulled away and ejaculated clump after sticky clump of sperm all over my wife’s face and bikini top.
 
   She masturbated herself wildly, shuddering as his rude facial triggered her own climax.  I clapped my hands in glee, forgetting all propriety.  Then I looked over with chagrin at Hannah, but she was laying back, watching in satisfaction.  Her own cheeks were flushed and she must have cum earlier when I wasn’t watching.
 
   “Ok, that was really marvelous,” I admitted.  “I had no idea we were all such a gang of perverts.”
 
   “Oh, I had my suspicions,” said Hannah nodding sagely.
 
   “I had no idea Charlie had such a huge tool,” gushed my wife, her face glowing from the exertion.  “You need to share your husband with us more often.”
 
   “By all means, darling, by all mean,” agreed Hannah, gesturing generously.
 
   I just giggled nervously at the thought of our little group of friends becoming swingers together.  Our trips to Las Vegas were about to get a lot more interesting.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Wife Wear Skimpy Outfit to Go Out With Thugs from Work
 
   I was sitting in my living room waiting for my wife Janice to come home from work one Friday night when she suddenly burst into the room with a group of rough looking black guys.  I don’t want to sound racist, but these guys looked like real thugs.  They were wearing football jerseys and all had their saggy jeans hanging off their asses and they just sort of looked mean and angry.  But my wife was just as happy as could be, laughing away as she ushered the ruffians into the room.  
 
   “Oh, hi honey.  We have a change of plans for tonight.  I am going to have to take a raincheck on dinner because I agreed to go out drinking with the boys from the loading dock at work.”
 
   A few of the black men acknowledged me with grim nods but the others just looked around the room, clearly impressed by our expensive leather furniture.
 
   “Um, really?” I gasped in shock, my heart racing with fear.  I hate to admit it, and I swear I’m not racist or anything, but these guys were scaring me.
 
   “Yes, you see, we had a company mixer this afternoon so that people from different departments could mingle and get to know each other.  It was just so wonderful getting to know the fellows who do all the hard manual labor.  Why we simply never have any occasion to interact since I’m always working in the offices upstairs of course.  But these fellows are simply charming.  They are just so funny and good natured.  When they asked me to join them for drinks tonight, I just couldn’t say no.”  My wife beamed at me brightly and patted one of the big men on the shoulder while he nodded at me ominously.
 
   I gulped down the lump of trepidation in my throat and tried to think of a diplomatic way to object.  But I was at a loss, so I steeled my nerves and decided to invite myself along.  I just couldn’t let me poor helpless wife go off with these brutes on her own.  “Oh, well, why don’t I join you folks then?” I asked.
 
   My wife’s smile faded slightly and she looked to big man standing next to her.  “Uh, I don’t know, I guess we thought of this as sort of a Spumco coworker outing.  What do you think, Jamal?”
 
   “Nah, nah, your husband should stay home.  He won’t fit at the club we going to tonight,” said Jamal, waving at me dismissively.
 
   “Oh, well, um, ok, but if I won’t fit in, are you sure my wife will fit in?” I asked, trying to sound casual while my heart pounded madly in my chest.
 
   “Oh hell yeah, a sexy white lady is ALWAYS welcome at da club,” laughed Jamal, looking my wife up and down lewdly while his buddies chuckled and made little comments amongst themselves.
 
   “Oh my gosh, you boys are just terrible.  You are making me blush,” said Janice, smoothing the front of her dress self consciously with a little grin on her face.  She was clearly loving the attention, and I had to work hard to smile along and hide my jealousy.
 
   “Now you go get changed into somethin’ real sexy,” demanded Jamal with an imperious air about him.  I didn’t like the way he was bossing my wife around and it made me grimace with displeasure.
 
   “Well, I was going to wear a little black cocktail dress,” said Janice, tilting her head to the side.  “Does that sound right?”
 
   “Nah, you can’t wear a dress.  It gets too hot in this place.  All the bitches be wearing bikinis and heels,” insisted Jamal.
 
   “Well, Janice isn’t really a bitch of course,” I said nervously, raising a finger in objection.
 
   “Oh that’s just a figure of speech, darling,” laughed my wife, waving me off.  “But Jamal, you don’t expect me to wear a bikini in public, do you?  I mean that’s scandalous.  What will people think?”
 
   “They’ll think you got a nice pair of titties and a bangin’ booty,” replied Jamal, brashly leaning back to check out my wife’s ass while she tittered in response.  “I’m telling you, that’s how the shorties do in this joint.”
 
   “Shorties do?” I asked in confusion.
 
   “I think he means that’s how all the other women dress,” offered my wife with a furrowed brow.  
 
   “That’s what I said,” grumbled Jamal in exasperation.
 
   “Yes, well that’s not really appropriate,” I said.  But the thought of my wife going out in public in her bikini with a bunch of hooligans started to make my penis hard for some reason.  I put my hands in my lap to hide my growing erection.
 
   “Don’t worry, man, we’ll protect your woman, nobody will touch her,” said Jamal.
 
   “Except us,” mumbled one of his pals and the whole group broke out laughing, my wife included.
 
   “Oh stop it you boys, why I am old enough to be your mother to some of you,” gasped my wife, wiping a tear of merriment from her eye.
 
   “I don’t believe it,” said Jamal, honestly taken aback.
 
   “Well I am 44 years old,” said my wife primly, as she patted at her hair with one hand.
 
   “Well, you looking good to me,” growled Jamal.  “We’ll just call you a MILF.”
 
   They laughed again but my wife looked confused.  “MILF?”
 
   “Mother I’d Like to Fuck,” I explained, my face growing hot with embarrassment.
 
   “Chad, how do you know that naughty acronym?” gasped my wife, pretending to be offended, but I could see the devilish twinkle in her eye.
 
   “He looks at porn just like everybody,” shrugged Jamal pursing his lips.
 
   “I do not!” I squeaked when my wife put her hands on her hips and turned to me menacingly.
 
   But the guys saved me by breaking out in a further bout of hilarity and my wife’s stern expression softened.  “Well we will discuss this porn business when I get home tonight mister. We might need to do an audit of your browser history.  But enough of this, I can’t wear a bikini in public, but I have a cut pair of short-shorts, like little daisy dukes.  I guess I could wear a halter top with that.”
 
   “Go put it on, let’s see it,” commanded Jamal and it annoyed my how readily my wife obeyed him and ran off to change.
 
   “She follows orders good,” said one of the thugs.
 
   “I know what order I like to give her,” said another hooligan.
 
   “Um, ok, guys,” I said.  “That’s enough.”  I didn’t like the tone of their joking around.
 
   “You got any gin and juice?” asked Jamal, ignoring my protests.
 
   “Uh, well, there is gin at the bar,” I said, motioning toward the wet bar at the far end of the living room.  “And there is probably some orange juice in the refrigerator in the kitchen.”  Jamal just stared at me with contempt for a moment until I got the gist of his glare.  “Oh, let me grab that for you,” I said, standing up shakily and gingerly skirting the gang of probable felons to get to the kitchen and retrieve the requested juice.  This was really getting out of hand.  I was feeling threatened in my own home.   And to top it off, my wife was eager to go out drinking with these ne’er-do-wells, and wearing a skimpy outfit to top it off.  What was the world coming to?
 
   I came back to the living room to find that Jamal had located the gin and was holding the bottle in one hand while his friends examined the decor curiously.  
 
   “How much was this surround sound?” asked one young guy with a teardrop tattoo at the corner of his eye.  He was bent down inspecting our entertainment system and holding his pants up with one hand.
 
   “Uh, that wasn’t, uh, very expensive,” I said, lying badly as I handed Jamal the juice.
 
   “Ha, not to you, maybe,” said Jamal, taking the juice and shaking it.  Then I watched in utter horror as he opened the top of the orange juice carton and started pouring the gin right into it.
 
   “Jamal, what are you doing?” I gasped in shock.
 
   “Makin’ Gin and Juice, what do you think?” he asked, cocking his head to me as though I was the crazy one and not him.  Once he had poured half the bottle of gin into the orange juice carton , he shook it slightly, took a sip directly from the carton and passed it around the group.
 
   I was simply beside myself with disgust when my wife reappeared in the living room.  “Ta-da,” she said, raising her arms as she presented herself to the group.  She was wearing her daisy dukes as promised at they did show off her amazing legs to good advantage.  She had on a halter top that made her large breasts seem positively huge.  It was only a half-shirt and showed off her slightly chubby midriffs.  She still had her hourglass figure alright and I stood staring with the rest of the thugs as we all checked out her shapely curves.
 
   “Damn, woman, turn around,” ordered Jamal.
 
   Janice blushed and turned around slowly while the blacks hooted with excitement.  Her shorts barely covered her ass cheeks, and her big round rump looked pretty damn good encased in tight denim.  She covered her rear with her hands modestly and quickly turned back around to face the gang.
 
   “Well, I guess this meets your approval,” she said, cheeks bright red with excitement.  “Shall we go?  Wait, are you boys drinking right out of the juice carton?” she asked, aghast.  “Don’t do that!  My goodness, Chad, get them some glasses!”
 
   “Never mind that,” said Jamal, making a sharp motion with his hand.  “Do you have a bra on?”
 
   “Well of course, Jamal, don’t be silly, but I do insist that you use a glass if you drink juice here in my house,” said my wife, clearly upset about the carton slurping that was going on.
 
   “Will you forget that, woman?” spat Jamal with annoyance.  “We put the gin in there and that’s how we share it.  We can’t be pouring out all these glasses and shit.  Now if you got a bra, take the top off and let’s see it. You don’t want to wear that top, it will be too hot.”
 
   “Well I can’t take the top off, honey,” she told him sweetly.  “The bra is lacy and, uh, you can sort of see through it a little bit.”  She covered her boobs with her hands self-consciously.  “Besides, I’m sure I will be perfectly comfortable in this top.  It’s very cool.”
 
   “Just take it off and let me be the judge,” insisted Jamal taking a swig from the carton and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.
 
   “Um, that’s really, not a proper, err request,” I sputtered, utterly taken aback by our guests vulgar behaviour.
 
   “Oh no, dear, now don’t get upset,” said my wife.  “It’s ok, it’s ok, maybe I don’t need to wear this top.  It will be dark in the club I suspect,” her voice trailed off as she carefully peeled off her top, struggling not to mess her hair.   Her luscious boobs came popping out, jiggling and barely constrained by the thin sheer fabric of her bra.  The dark circles of her nipples were clearly discernable and she blushed even more as she showed her bra to the collection of drunken black ruffians in our living room.
 
   “Yeah, now that looks nice,” said Jamal, adjusting his crotch with satisfaction.
 
   “Oh, Jamal, dear, don’t uh, touch yourself like that, dear.  It’s not polite,” said my wife pointing to Jamal’s hand on his penis, her nipples stiffening  visibly.
 
   “Got to,” said Jamal.  “My junks’s getting hard, got to shift it.”
 
   “You know, I don’t feel really comfortable with this whole arrangement,” I told my wife nervously.
 
   “Oh nonsense, honey,” she said, coming over to give me a peck on the cheek.  “Everything will be just fine.  I know this is a little risque, but it’s good to try new things, isn’t it?  I’m sure the boys and I will have a simply wonderful time tonight.”
 
   “Uh, that’s what I’m afraid of,” I said, looking my wife up and down as she stood half-naked in her bra and short shorts with all her skin exposed.
 
   “You rascal,” she laughed, pinching my cheek playfully.  “Come along boys, let’s hit ‘da club’ or whatever we call it.”
 
   The guys all laughed at my wife’s attempt at being down and they all filed out of the room together.  
 
   “Don’t wait up, bruh, we might be out late tonight,” said Jamal, giving me a lewd wink that gave me a queasy feeling.
 
    I heard a slapping sound from the hallway and my wife cackled with laughter.  Did they slap her rump?  Then they were gone and the house was uncannily quiet all of a sudden.  I didn’t feel very good about this situation.  Then I remembered that Janice would be checking my browser history when she got home and I ran to the computer, cursing myself for not using incognito mode.  I knew that I couldn’t just clear the whole history because that would look too suspicious.  So I browsed through all links one by one, looking at the interracial MILF porn that I favor and I began to realize that my wife was out drinking half-naked with a gang of black men and that this scenario wasn’t entirely removed from the subject matter before me.  My penis became engorged with blood and I am afraid that I spent the rest of the evening masturbating madly to images of big black men fucking middle aged women and picturing my wife’s face on each of the female porn stars.  All the while I was painfully aware that this very scenario might be playing out in real life in some ghetto apartment somewhere tonight. 
 
    
 
   
  
 

 Wife Just Likes to Be Naked Around Husband’s Friends 
 
    
 
   My wife has always been the kind of person who hates wearing clothes if she doesn’t have to.  She’s always walking around the house naked.  I felt that her exhibitionism was sort of a turn on, but sometimes I complained, like when she paraded around nude with the drapes open while the Mexican landscapers were working on the yard.  We had quite an argument about that when I came home from work one day and found the workers neglecting the bushes in the yard as they peered through our livingroom window at my wife’s exposed bush as she sauntered around in plain view inside.  But she just laughed me off when I complained and said “Oh, let them get their jollies if they want.  What do I care?  They work hard, they deserve to take a break now and then.”  I guess she just likes the attention.
 
   So I shouldn’t have been too surprised when I found my wife naked in the living room watching television just moments before my buddies were supposed to arrive to watch the game on TV.
 
   “Jesus, Julia, the guys are going to be here any minute, can’t you go throw something on?” I pleaded.  I looked at my watch with trepidation.
 
   “Why do I always have to bend over backwards for your buddies when they come over?” she complained with a pout, sticking her hands between her knees in that cute way which made her big white boobs just out invitingly.
 
   “No one’s asking you to bend over backwards, you just need to get dressed,” I said, gazing distractedly at my wife’s hard pink nipples.  She was naked all the time, but I never got tired of seeing her gorgeous body.
 
   “I don’t feel like getting dressed,” she whined, sticking out her lower lip.
 
   “Christ, are you drunk, or what?” I asked, noticing her empty glass and bottle of wine on the side table.  “You can’t hang around naked in front of my pals.”
 
   “I’m not that drunk,” she insisted, but her cheeks did seem more rosy than normal.  “And why can’t I hang out naked in my own damn house.  It’s a free country!”
 
   “What, do you want all my friends to see you naked?” I asked, feeling oddly aroused at the thought.
 
   “Oh, well, it wouldn’t be the first time.  Christ practically everyone has seen me naked over the years.  Remember Susie’s pool party?”
 
   “Yeah, I remember, but that was just a quick flash when you streaked from the pool back to the house.  That’s not like this, sitting around for hours while all my pals get sauced up and ogle your body.”
 
   “Look at you!  You’re getting excited by the very thought of it,” laughed my wife pointing a finger at me. “Besides, everyone’s going to be watching the game.  I might have nice tits, but this is the playoffs, after all.”
 
   Just then the doorbell rang and I sighed with exasperation.  “Look, they are here now!  Why are you being like this?”  I demanded.
 
   “Because I’m a kinky little wife, aren’t I?  And you know you love me for it,” she said, casually spreading her legs and giving me a nice view of her neatly trimmed snatch.  “I can’t wait to see the looks on their faces,” she giggled.
 
 
   “Oh fuck,” I hissed as I strode to the front door.  As kinky and exciting as the idea seemed to me, I didn’t really have the guts to go through with it.   I didn’t want to be embarrassed in front of all my friends.  I pulled open the door and found my pals Thomas, Richard, and Harold on my doorstep.  They smiled at me and practically bowled me over as they tried to push their way inside, but I didn’t budge and blocked the doorway.  “We have a problem, guys.”
 
   “Don’t worry, we brought more beer,” said Thomas, holding up a case of Trumer Pils.
 
   “No, you see, Julia’s being stubborn and won’t put her clothes on,” I explained.  “We can’t watch the game here.”
 
   “But you have the best TV and besides, we don’t have time to go somewhere else, the game’s gonna start in 5 minutes,” said Richard tapping his wrist.
 
   “Didn’t she know we were coming over?” asked Harold with confusion.
 
   “No, she knew, I told her,” I said looking over my shoulder at my wife on the couch.
 
   “Oh, for chrissake, let them in, honey,” called Julia.  “Don’t be such a prude about it.”
 
   “Uh, what do you mean, she wants us to come in and see her naked?” asked Thomas, glancing over at Richard with a nervous laugh.
 
   “Oh man, that Julia,” laughed Richard.  “Remember Susie’s pool party?”
 
   “I know, I know, she’s really fun at parties, but this is going a bit far, fellas,” I said as my pals shifted impatiently on the doorstep.  “I don’t know what’s gotten into her.”
 
   “If she doesn’t want to put clothes on, maybe we can ask her to go in the other room?” suggested Harold lamely.
 
   Suddenly my wife appeared behind me, completely naked with a big grin on her face.  Her boobs were still bouncing from having sprinted to the door. “Will you guys get in here?  The game is starting any minute.  Stop being such goody-goodies about it.”  She stretched her arms above her head  and winked at Harold lewdly.  “I can’t believe that a group of grown men is incapable of dealing with one naked little wife.  Where have the red-blooded Americans gone?”
 
   “I don’t think my wife would be too thrilled if she found out,” gulped Harold eyeing my wife’s pale hourglass figure up and down.
 
   “Well then, we won’t tell her then, will we Harry?” giggled my wife, grabbing him by the hand and pulling him inside.
 
   “Yeah, game’s starting soon, we can argue about this later,” agreed Richard pushing past me.
 
   “Sorry buddy, I think you are overruled,” said Thomas, gazing at my wife’s bare back and plump round buttocks as she lead Harold to the couch.
 
   “This is totally fucked up,” I said, glancing up and down the street to make sure the neighbors didn’t see anything before closing the door.
 
   “I think I like your wife’s sense of hospitality,” chortled Richard, giving me a vulgar wag of his eyebrows.
 
   “This is pretty perverted,” muttered Thomas as he opened the case of beer and started passing bottles around.
 
   “I know, I’m a very bad wife,” said Julia.  “Maybe someone will need to spank me later.”
 
   “Julia! Come on!” I griped looking at my pals with embarrassment.  But the game was starting and they just dropped into seats around the living room with their eyes fixed on the television.
 
   “See,” whispered my wife.  “I told you.  They are more interested in the game than my body.  I’ll just take these extra beers and put them in the fridge.  You want some snacks?”
 
   “Sure, thanks, dear,” I said.  But it was pretty strange to see my naked wife obediently serving my friends and I as we watched the game.
 
   I noticed a few eyes flick away from the action on the screen when my wife came back with a tray of chips and dip, her succulent knockers dangling down as she bent over to put the tray on the coffee table.  But for the most part, my friends focused on the game and didn’t really ogle my wife much.  When the first commercial break came we fell into an intense discussion, arguing about the poor performance of our top stars while my wife sat there smirking on the couch, practically invisible in spite of her nudity.
 
   As the game progressed and more beers were consumed, I could sense my wife’s growing frustration that the guys weren’t paying much attention to her.  I mean, they would glance at her boobs now and then or look at the butt when she bent over in front of them to pick up some fallen chip or bottle cap, but then they would glance over at me guiltily and avert their eyes.  At least that’s how Harold and Thomas acted.  Richard started running his eyes up and down my wife’s body more and more boldly as he got drunker.  And it annoyed me that she seemed pleased when she caught him gawking at her figure.  She even gave her shoulders a shake now and then to get her boobs jiggling for him.
 
   During one commercial break about halfway through the game, my wife decided to turn it up a notch to get a little more attention.  She spread her legs wide and started stroking her pussy, pulling her labia apart and exposing her pink twat as we all talked excitedly about the recent turnaround in the game as our team was coming back from a big deficit.
 
   Richard noticed Julia’s self-administration first and just stared for a moment open mouthed.  She regarded him calmly as she spread her pussy lips open for him. 
 
   “What are you looking at Richard?” she asked innocently, thrusting her crotch upward slightly for emphasis.
 
   “You know,” he told her simply, sweat beading on his brow as she ran her fingers through her pubic hair.
 
   “Do you guys think my bush is too shaggy?” she asked with a mischievous grin.  “Should I shave it off?  What do you think Harold?”
 
   “Come on, Julia, cut the shit,” I stammered, watching my buddies nervously as they gaped at my wife’s vagina, spread open for display.
 
   “I mean it’s, no, I like it,” said Harold.
 
   “You like my pussy hairy, Harry?” giggled my wife, fingering herself shamelessly as Harold gulped.
 
   “I don’t like a shaved pussy,” said Richard.  “I like the way you keep yours.  A little hair but not too bushy.”
 
   “Can we talk about something else?” I asked with annoyance.
 
   But my wife was delighted to finally be getting some attention from my pals.  “Sorry honey, but isn’t it sort of hot for me to show off my cunt like this?  I mean, it’s making me pretty wet.”  She inserted a finger into her hole and then slavered the juice up onto her clitoris as she started diddling her nub while we all watched in fascination.
 
   “I agree, this is fucking hot,” said Richard. gripping the crotch of his pants as he leered at my wife masturbating herself.  She was leaning way back on the couch with her boobs pushed skyward by her upper arms as she fondled her crotch with both hands.
 
   The game came back on, but no one was paying attention as my wife masturbated wildly on the couch, her cheeks flushed and her eyes bright with excitement.  I felt my own cock grow hard but my stomach was cold with jealousy at how scandalously my wife was exhibiting herself for my friends.
 
   “You can’t just finger your goddamn cunt in front of everyone like that, Julia!” I exclaimed.  I was so drunk at this point that specks of spittle were flying from my mouth as I practically shouted at my wife.  “Show some goddamn modesty.”
 
   “Ha, you knew what kind of woman I was when we first started dating.  Remember the time my girlfriends and I stripped topless for you and your frat buddies?  That was hot.”  That had been fucking hot, and when I had seen Julia naked like that all those years ago, I was determined to make her mine.  She had such a hot body and was so confident, that I found her irresistible.  “Yeah, but now that we are married, you need to cool it with that shit,” I said.
 
   “Is it time for my spanking yet?” she asked me with a smile and then she flipped over onto her stomach, arching her back as she stuck her ass in the air, offering it to me so I could spank it.  “I have been very naughty.  I think I need to be punished.”
 
   “Oh Jesus!” I said, gazing with lust at my wife’s round ass and her swollen labia peeking out between her soft white thighs.
 
   “Come on, spank me,” she coaxed, reaching back and parting her labia again so that we were treated to the sight of her pink snatch in addition to her gorgeous ass.
 
   “I’m not going to spank you in front of my buddies like this,” I said, looking over at Richard nervously as the sweat poured down his forehead.  His mouth hung open slightly as he gripped his dong and ogled my wife’s ass and cunt on display.  
 
   “Well, someone ought to spank me, I’m being pretty bad,” she said.  “Hey Richard, do you want to do it?”  She looked back at Richard and batted her eyelashes at him provocatively, her cheek pressed against the couch cushions as she kept her ass lifted in the air.
 
   “Yeah, you’re a dirty girl alright, you need a spanking,” he said, standing up eagerly and approaching my wife.
 
   “Cut the shit Richard,” I yelped in frustration as he prepared to spank my wife and she wriggled her rear in excited anticipation.
 
   “You’ve wife’s behavior is getting out of hand, someone needs to show her who’s boss,” said Richard.
 
   “Yeah, but that’s her husband’s job, not yours,” said Harrold.  I shot him a look of gratitude for sticking up for me.
 
   “Aww, come on, this isn’t about punishment.  It’s sexual play,” snorted Thomas.  “Julia wants a spanking because it will turn her on and she asked Richard to do it for her.  I say let him spank her, who cares?  It’s all in good fun,”  Thomas kept his eyes fixed on my wife’s pink snatch the entire time and he looked like he would love to stick his face right in there and start slurping on her twat.
 
   “That’s not true, Thomas, I do need to be punished, this is serious,” insisted my wife, with a devilish grin.  She wiggled her butt for Richard some more and he couldn’t help himself, he hauled off a gave her a good smack on the rump with made her shriek in surprise and the guys all started laughing at the look on her face.  Even I had to join in a little, though I was still uncomfortable with this whole thing.  “Oooh, that smarts.  Do it again,” purred my wife, her ass cheeks already reddening from the last smack he gave her.  She spread her pussy even wider for him as she offered her ass for another blow.  But this time Richard just patted her lightly on the back of her thighs right where her cunt was poking through.  “Hmm, yeesss,” she said.  And then he went further and stuck his hand between her thighs, grabbing her cunt in his hand and squeezing it, making her moan with pleasure.
 
   “Bad, wife, bad wife,” he mumbled as he slipped his middle finger right between her pussy lips and started fingering my wife furiously while I watched. 
 
   “That’s enough!” I shouted and I jumped to my feet and pulled Richard physically away from my wife.  “You can’t fucking finger my wife like that Richard, that’s bullshit.”
 
   “Oh, shit, sorry man,” he said, wiping  his face and accidentally smearing my wife’s juices all over his face.  “I don’t know what’s gotten into me.  I guess I got carried away.  I mean her cunt was just wide open like that.”
 
   “Don’t get mad at Richard, I liked it!” chirped my wife with her ass still in the air.  ‘“This is hot.  I want someone to fuck me now.”
 
   “Julia, get a grip on yourself, what are you saying?” I gasped, aghast and titillated by the suggestion.
 
   “I’m saying I want one of you guys to whip your cock out and put it in me right now.  Whoever is man enough to do it,” she said.  “I don’t care who it is, I’m horny as fuck and I need to get dicked.”
 
   Even Richard was shocked at this suggestion and we exchanged a look of amazement.  
 
   Thomas sputtered for a moment and said, “Ok, well, this has obviously gone past the point of harmless play.  Maybe we should be going now.”
 
   “I don’t think so,” said Harold, surprising us all as he stood up and unzipped his fly.  “The only gentlemanly thing to do is to honor the lady’s request.”  And I stood and watched, utterly dumbfounded as my geeky pal Harold whipped out his rather mediocre looking erection, walked over behind my wife and sank it right into her waiting snatch.  Harold of all people.  The meekest guy I knew.  And my wife loved it.
 
   “Oh Harold! Yes, I didn’t think you had the stones, but there you go, ugh, ugh, wow, yeah, do it, do it,” she moaned and whimpered as I watch Harold banging away on my wife from behind, fucking the shit out of her while I stared, paralyzed by this utterly unexpected development.
 
   “Wow, uh, Harry is really going to town on your wife,” said Thomas, as amazed as I was.
 
   “Yup, I guess you got to watch the quiet ones,” said Richard shaking his head as we all watched Harry humping away on my wife and making her call out loudly in passion.  Then Richard turned to me and slapped my shoulder.  “Hey, idiot, are you just stand there watching Harry do you wife like that?  You yanked me off her and I did was finger her snatch a little.  You ought to punch Harry right in the mouth.”
 
   “Don’t! Don’t not yet, I’m about to cum, wait until he’s done, oh shit,” grunted my wife, and I watched as she gave that little shiver, and I knew that she just climaxed.  “Ok, you can punch him now,” she said.
 
   “Hey!” yelped Harold as he continued dogging her.  “Just for that I’m not pulling out, I’m coming right inside you, you harlot.”
 
   “Do it, I don’t care,” she laughed.
 
   “I’m cuming, I’m cumming,” he shouted proudly as he spurted what was likely an unremarkable load inside my wife.
 
   “I, uh, I know I should be mad and I should probably punch him, but shit, this is Harold we are talking about,” I said scratching my head in confusion. “I mean, he’s the biggest nerd I’ve ever met.  How can I punch this guy?”
 
   “You say I’m a nerd, but I was the only one man enough to fuck your wife when she challenged us!” insisted Harold, pulling his shriveled prick out of my wife and raising his index finger to make his point.
 
   “Whatever, Harold,” I laughed, looking at my pathetically dorky pal.  “Your glasses are so steamed up, I can’t see your eyes to tell if you are kidding or not.”
 
   “Yeah, it’s kind of hard to take Harold seriously even after he totally just fucked your woman,” said Richard.   “But really, you need to reign her in a little, she’s gonna make a cuckold out of you if you don’t watch her.”  Then he turned and slapped her ass again playfully, making her yelp in surprise again.
 
   Just then there was a roar from the crowd on the television and we all realized that our team had pulled ahead in the final moments of the game and somehow that became the most important thing.  The next thing I knew we were all cheering and giving each other high fives.  Julia had disappeared in the interim.
 
   After our celebration of the home team’s victory, I accompanied my pals to the door and shook hands all around.
 
   “Well, we finally did it this year, we are going to the finals, baby,” Richard said throwing his hands in the air gleefully.
 
   “And there was that thing with Julia,” said Thomas rubbing his head.  “Uh, hey Harold, you never apologized for that.”
 
   “Why should I?  I’m not sorry.  That was the best sex I’ve had in years.  Her vagina was extremely pleasurable,” said Harold indignantly.  He turned to me and said, “She told one of us to do it!”
 
   I just shook my head and laughed, “Ok, Harold, ok, I know, I know.  I don’t blame you.”
 
   And then my friends were gone and I was shaking my head ruefully and there was Julia coming out of the bathroom with a towel on her head and nothing else on.  Her naked body was moist and tender, fresh from the shower.
 
   “That was awesome, we should have your friends over more often,” she said with a mischievous grin.
 
   I didn’t slap her like I wanted to, I just smirked at her and started to wonder how many other guys she had let fuck her since we had been married.  She has plenty of opportunities while I was at work.  I thought about all the delivery men and then those damn immigrant landscapers, and truth be told, my dick started getting hard again.  So I threw her on the couch as she yelled and laughed and I fucked the shit out her myself, because it’s exciting to have a dirty whore of a wife, isn’t it?  I wasn’t going to let the other guys have ALL the fun with my wife.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Wife Takes up Nudism With a Guy Friend
 
   My wife Emily loved to always be naked.  It sort of bothered me how she would walk around the house naked all the time without pulling the curtains.  Sometimes teenage boys would loiter on the sidewalk in front of our house but when I mentioned it to Emily, she just laughed it off and said I was being uptight.  She started reading up on nudism and even made me go to the nude beach with her,  but I refused to strip naked in public because I was too bashful.  Emily got really frustrated with me because of it.
 
   “Edgar, you are such a fuddy, duddy,” whined my wife as she slipped out of her bikini and stood naked on the hot sand.  “Look around, no one else is wearing clothes.”  She gestured at the various groups of people loitering around, mostly middle aged people like ourselves.
 
   “You know how I am, Emily.  Civilized people wear clothes.  This is like turning modern progress on it’s head,” I complained.
 
   “Modern life isn’t all it’s cracked up to be,” she insisted, rubbing sunscreen on her round pert breasts.  I grew distracted watching her apply lotion to her boobs and my penis swelled up at the sight of her nipples hardening.
 
   “Need a hand with that?” a young fellow asked my wife as he walked over to our blanket on the sand.  He was stark naked and well built, with rippling muscles and a large wang hanging down.  I looked down and patted my own pot belly when I noticed his well defined abs.
 
   “Don’t be fresh,” said my wife, not pausing her application as she worked more lotion into her nipples, pinching them while the young looked on with interest.  I felt a little freaked out that my wife would be rubbing her boobs and pinching her nipples carelessly while this stranger stood by and watched.
 
   “I was just teasing,” he said, flashing her a bright smile.  “I’m Derek, by the way.”  He held out his hand to my wife and she shook it, glancing down with interest as his member slowly became erect.  
 
   I was mortified at the sight of my pretty little wife, stark naked, shaking hands with this young stud while she eyed his huge boner.  His cock must have been eight or nine inches long and it made me feel a little inadequate.  My poor wife couldn’t take her eyes off his dong as she introduced us.
 
   “Hello, Derek, I’m Emily and this is my husband, Edgar,” said my wife, eyes glued to Derek’s big hard dick as she held his hand in hers.  “This is our first time at a nude beach, and Edgar is feeling self-conscious.”
 
   Derek noticed my wife checking out his erect penis, but he didn’t mention it.  “Ah, yeah, well, it’s not for everyone.   I’ve been coming here for years.  I grew up in a hippie commune so everyone was pretty much naked all the time.”
 
   “Wow, that sounds wonderful, so natural,” gushed my wife, finally tearing her eyes off of Derek’s prick to look him in the eye.
 
   “I go on camping trips where we are all naked for weeks at a time.  It’s awesome,”  Derek looked my wife’s body up and down and his cock gave a little twinge of approval.  “By the time I get back, it feels weird to have to put on clothes again.”
 
   “Oh my gosh, that sounds AMAZING,” said my wife.  She turned to me, her eyes bright with excitement.  “Edgar WE should do that this summer, wouldn’t that be fun?”
 
   Derek didn’t look at me, his eyes were busy scanning my wife’s body up and down as she rubbed lotion on her belly and then down between her thighs.
 
   “Uh, sounds like you could get a bad case of poison oak,” I said.  I didn’t like camping in the first place, let alone naked camping.
 
   “Ugh, you would say something like that,” said my wife with exasperation as she reached behind her to rub lotion on her buttocks.  Derek watched her with interest and I was growing more and more annoyed with him.  My arm pits felt damp from the anxiety of this strange man looking at my naked wife.
 
   “You know I’m not much of an outdoorsman,” I complained.  “I like comfort.  I like restaurants and Starbucks and hot showers.”
 
   “Hey, me too, man, me too,” laughed Derek, finally taking notice of me.  “You just appreciate all those things even more when you unplug and do without for a few weeks.”  He casually took the sunscreen from my wife’s hand.  “Here let me help you get your back, your shoulders will get burned.”  My wife shrugged her shoulders noncommittally and Derek started lathering up her shoulders as he talked to me.  “I mean we are all poking away at our phones all day,” he said stepping closer to my wife as he rubbed her shoulders and poking her in the rear with his stiff dick.
 
   “Oops,” she said, giving a start.  “You are poking me with something back there.”
 
   “Yeah, sorry about that,” he said casually, inching back ever so slightly.  “But anyway, yeah, getting away from the computers and phones and social media, it really clears your mind.  You can just cast off all the restrictions of civilization and really live in the moment.”  He rubbed lotion down my wife’s back and then down to her butt, making her jump again.
 
   “Derek, watch it, that’s my butt,” said my wife.  “I’m a married woman.  I don’t let strange men feel my butt up like that.”  She grinned at me before turning and taking the sunscreen back from him.
 
   “Oh, well, it’s such a nice rump, I got a little carried away, whatever,” said Derek dismissively.  I noticed Sarach contemplating his dick which was still insistently standing at attention.  “You guys should really come camping with us.”  He looked at me for a moment.  “Edgar, I get the feeling you could really use a digital detox.”
 
   “I don’t want a digital detox,” I snapped irritably.  I realized that just talking about it made me want to grab my phone and check my notifications but I resisted the urge.
 
   “Come on, honey, it sounds like fun,” coaxed my wife.
 
   “I’m an engineer, Emily,” I said.  “I don’t go in for all this hippie stuff.”
 
   “Well, Edgar’s hopeless, but could I come along with you on a trip?” asked Emily, her eyes flitting from Derek’s cock to his face and back.
 
   “Definitely, you will have a ball,” he said, looking at her bush lecherously.
 
   “Now hold on a minute, who is going on this thing?” I objected, my face growing hot with jealousy.
 
   “Well just me and a couple of other guys,” said Derek rubbing his head.
 
   “No other women?” asked Emily, slightly dejected.
 
   “Not this time, but we’ve had girls along plenty of times,” said Derek breezily.  “It’s cool.”
 
   “I don’t like this idea, Emily,” I said.  “You can’t just run off and get naked with a gang of horny young guys.  I mean he poked you in the ass with his cock right in front of me.  Who knows what he’ll try if I’m not around.”  My mind whirred through some possible scenarios where my wife bent over to pick some flowers and got a stiff one from behind and I’m ashamed to say it made me a little excited.
 
   “That poke was strictly an accident, Edgar,” said Derek, lifting his inner eyebrows in apparent sincerity.  Nudism isn’t about sex, it’s about reconnecting with the primal energies.”
 
   “Well sex is pretty primal,” I insisted.  “But that’s not what I mean.”
 
   “That’s true,” admitted Derek, looking at my wife’s boobs again.
 
   “Come on, honey, you have to trust me.  I’m not going to cheat on you,” said my wife.  “I understand why you don’t want to do this, but you can’t prevent me from trying to things and exploring new experiences.”  I really didn’t like the way she kept looking at Derek’s boner while she said that.  And who the hell keeps a non-stop erection going for so long?  Ah, I’m forgetting what it's like to be a young man with raging hormones. 
 
   “Well, you are your own person, you can do what you want of course,” I said, feeling a strange stirring in my gut as I imagined Derek and his pals putting lotion on my wife and then having a good natured wrestling match, out in a remote pasture somewhere.  My dick was really getting hard now at the thought of it.
 
   “Oh, thank you honey,” gushed my wife, rushing over to give me a kiss.  “Are you sure you don’t want to come along.  I think it would do you good to get away from everything for a bit.”
 
   “I like civilization, thank you,” I said.  “But you go ahead and be a nature woman for a weekend if you want.  Get it out of your system.”
 
   “Awesome, let me give you my phone number,” said Derek, and when my wife bent over to get  paper and pen out of her purse, he gazed intently at her bare ass and gripped his dick unconsciously, possibly picturing himself thrusting it inside her.  Emily quickly retrieved the pen and paper and turned back to Derek to catch him fingering his cock.
 
   “Ha, you can’t write with that thing, here, use this,” she said, handing him a pen and paper.
 
   Derek laughed good naturedly and wrote out his contact information.  “Ok, well give me a call and we will coordinate everything.  We are leaving Friday night and we can swing by and pick you up in my buddy’s van.”
 
   “Sounds like fun,” said Emily, smiling at him warmly.
 
   “Sounds creepy,” I mumbled to myself, thinking about my wife getting banged in the back of the van.
 
   “Cool, well, I’m sorry you won’t be joining us, Edgar,” said Derek, not taking his eyes off of my wife’s body.
 
   “Yeah, I’ll bet,” I muttered to myself.
 
   “Hey, I’m going to take off, but can I get a hug?” asked Derek, holding his arms wide and pointing his stiff cock at my wife.
 
   She glanced at his stiff rod and then at me, hesitating for a second.  “Um, sure,” she said.  “But watch where you poke that thing.”
 
   Derek just laughed and embraced her, jamming his cock right into her bush.  Emily gasped with surprise but didn’t release him and I could see the head of his dick poking out between her thighs from behind.
 
   “Jesus, that’s enough,” I complained.  “He’s practically fucking you with that thing of his.”
 
   “It’s just a hug, Edgar, don’t get bent out of shape,” laughed Derek, letting go of my wife reluctantly.
 
   “It certainly was,” said Emily, her cheeks flushed with excitement.  It drove me mad the way she ogled this guys’ cock.
 
   “Ok, well, anyway, maybe I should go,” said Derek, smiling at my wife warmly.   “Hopefully you can come hiking with us up around Clear Lake this weekend.  I have a friend who works at a clothing optional hot springs up near Wilbur Springs who can get us in for free.”
 
   “Wow, that sounds like fun, I definitely want to go,” said my wife, flashing Derek a sunny smile.
 
   “I, that’s, ugh,” I said, unable to properly voice my displeasure as Derek waved and walked away.  Emily watched his bare buttocks for a moment before turning to me excitedly.
 
   “Oh, honey, why don’t you come along for this?  You are too uptight, you need to loosen up a little,” she said.
 
   “I like being uptight, it’s who I am,” I said, feeling annoyed.  “And besides, I don’t like how you are interacting with that guy.  I mean he kept poking you with his hardon.  That’s inappropriate.”
 
   “I know, his johnson was really feeling frisky I guess,” gasped Emily, putting her hand on her chest.  “Did you see how big it was?  I mean it stayied hard the entire time.  He’s quite a healthy young man.”  He eyes twinkled when she said that and I huffed impatiently.
 
   “See, see, totally inappropriate!” I complained, pointing at her accusingly.  “And he poked his boner right between your legs when he gave you that hug.”
 
   “Oh, honey, get a grip on yourself,” laughed my wife, grabbing my finger playfully and tugging on it in a way that made me feel slightly aroused.  “I’m an old lady now.  These young guys don’t want to stick it into someone practically their mother’s age.”
 
   “You still look good for your age,” I said.  “He couldn’t keep his eyes off of you.”
 
   “Really?” she asked, sounding intrigued.  Then she held up her hands when she noticed my frown of disapproval.  “Look, it doesn’t matter.  I’m a grown woman and I know how handle  these  young guys.   I will set very clear boundaries and let them know that I am a married woman.”
 
   I didn’t like the way Emily was phrasing that.  She wasn’t explicitly ruling out sex, but I didn’t want to push the issue.  So I shrugged and let her kiss my cheek before running off to join in a impromptu beach volleyball game with a mixed group of men and women of various ages.  Her big boobs sure did bounce a lot when she dove for the ball. When a group of men gathered to watch the game, I had the sinking suspicion that they were there to watch my wife.  It seemed as though every guy around her was sporting wood within a few minutes.  Of course, I got a hardon looking at the other naked women dashing about but it just sort of made me feel embarrassed.  I was relieved when my wife finally agreed to go home.
 
   Emily made arrangements for Derek and his friends to pick her up at our home that Friday afternoon and I started to have second thoughts about her going alone.
 
   “Maybe I should come along after all,” I said, watching her prepare her kit.  She wasn’t taking any proper clothes at all, just a sheer cover up and that was practically transparent. 
 
   “That would be great,” she gushed. “You need to let your hair down and get naked in nature.”
 
   “Ugh, can’t I just wear shorts or something?” I said.
 
   “No, this is nudism, you can’t wear clothes.  You will make the other people feel uncomfortable.”
 
   I blanched at the thought of parading my fat paunch and greying pubes in front of some group of strangers. I was ashamed of how bad I would look to all the women, my wife included, compared with the fit young guys and their lively hardons.  “Ok, forget it then,” I grumbled.
 
   I watched my naked wife put on some bright white knee socks, pulling them high above her knees and then lacing on her hiking boots.  She donned a big straw sun hat and stood before me, breasts, and vagina fully exposed, wearing nothing but the boots, high socks, and hat.
 
   “How do I look?” she asked brightly, pulling on her back pack.
 
   “Uh, aren’t you going to wear your cover up at least?” I asked nervously.
 
   “I’m not wearing that unless I absolutely have to,” she said.  “Derek assured me we could be totally natural for this entire trip.”
 
   “Natural!” I snorted in derision.
 
   Just then there was a honk from the street, and I looked out the window to see a beaten up van with various strange colorful patterns amateurishly painted on it.  
 
   “Oops, they are here, bye honey!”  my wife gave me a quick kiss and dashed off, totally naked.
 
   I followed her anxiously and watched as she opened the front door and then ran laughing down our driveway to the waiting van.  The side door slid open to expose two tan, smiling young guys totally naked themselves with erections standing at attention, gesturing her in.
 
   I glanced next door and was aghast to see our neighbor Fred standing in his front yard watering his flowers.  His mouth was hanging open stupidly as he watched my naked wife jump laughing into the hippie van with these naked strangers.  The door slid shut and I could see Derek leaning forward in the driver’s seat and waving at me with an evil grin on his face as the van peeled away.
 
   “What the hell was that all about?” Fred asked me in shock.
 
   “Don’t ask,” I sighed, closing the door and going back inside the house.
 
   I sat on the couch and reflected on this whole situation.  Here was my wife, going off to spend all this time in the woods with these young healthy men.  Already this Derek guy showed real sexual interest in her and practically poked his cock into her.  And she just said that she could set her boundaries, but not what those boundaries would be.  The image of Derek fucking my wife while his buddies looked on filled my mind and for some reason, I started getting aroused.  This whole thing was incredibly kinky, my wife spending all this time nude around strange men.  My penis just got harder and harder as I thought about it.  And then the way my wife pretended it was no big deal, that little minx.   Why I bet she will be bending down to pick flowers in front of Derek every chance she gets until he “accidentally” slides his cock right into her from behind.  My hardon was painful at this point, so I unzipped and started stroking it as I pictured my wife bent over in a remote meadow, Derek with his hands on her hips humping away from behind while his buddies stood around and jerked themselves.   I actually came many times that weekend imagining all sorts of nasty situations involving more and more of Derek’s pals.
 
   My wife returned Sunday night, brimming with exuberance and gushing about what a wonderful time she had and how fun Derek and his friends were.  I demanded to know if any hanky panky occurred and she smoothly denied it, but I could tell she was lying and it made me hard again.  We actually had the better sex that night than we had had in years, and I had to make a show of complaint when she said she was heading out for another nudist trip with Derek the following weekend when in reality, I was planning on following them and watching from the bushes.  Nudism might be my thing after all.  Just watching though, not participating.
 
    
 
   
  
 

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