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Wives Cheating, Husbands Watching Vol.1
 
   by Gustav Jorgenson
 
    
 
   Copyright © 2013 Gustav Jorgenson
 
    
 
    
 
   Introduction - The non-submissive cuckold
 
    
 
   * Section 1 - Blatant wives
 
    
 
   Your wife wears a see-through dress to entertain your important business guests
 
   Your Wife’s First Date
 
   “Making out with other guys is not a big deal,” explains your wife.
 
   Your wife fucks two young guys in front of you
 
   Your wife seduces a young fellow from the neighborhood in front of you
 
   Your wife talks your neighbor into a blowjob
 
   Your wife takes some guys into the bedroom and closes the door
 
   Your wife squeezes your buddy's cock through his pants
 
    
 
   * Section 2 - Wives pursued and caving in
 
    
 
   An introverted friend gets sauced up and shows your wife his thing
 
   Your wife lets a rival of yours squeeze her tits
 
   Your buddies convince your wife to strip for them.
 
   Two Young guys force themselves on your wife
 
   A black guy is very forward with your wife
 
   Your buddy keeps trying to undress your girlfriend
 
   Your wife brings up some guys from the hotel bar.
 
   Your girlfriend goes out with another guy
 
   Your wife makes a confession
 
   You drop in on your girlfriend unexpectedly
 
    
 
   * Section 3 - Slutty Girlfriends
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend blows some strange guy in the bar
 
   Your girl likes to hang out nude at the campground
 
   Your girl offers a guy a ride home from the bar.
 
   Two guys have been convincing your girl to make porn for them
 
   A guy on the train convinces your girlfriend to give him a handjob
 
   Your girlfriend is negotiating how far she can go with another guy
 
   Your girlfriend asks you to help pick an outfit
 
    
 
   * Section 4 - Slippery Slopes
 
    
 
   Your wife wants to audition at a strip club
 
   Taking pictures with another couple
 
   Your wife packs lingerie for a business trip with her boss
 
   Your Girlfriend Brings a Guy Friend Home from Work
 
   Your girl catches your buddies looking at porn
 
   You're wife calls you late one night to tell you she won't be home
 
   Your wife wants to wear a see-through shirt to bar
 
   Your wife is wearing a transparent nightgown when your friends show up one morning
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Introduction - The non-submissive cuckold
 
    
 
   These are stories that explore fantasies of men watching their women with other men.  This is sometimes referred to as a cuckold fantasy, but I hesitate to apply that label to my own work.  Unfortunately, many popular depictions of the cuckold fantasy as I write this in 2013 are infused with malicious humiliation, sadomasochism, and in some cases even bisexuality.  In contrast, the wives in my stories love their husbands but are unhappy with their sex lives.  It’s clear that frequency of sex declines with age which may be due to decreased hormone levels or perhaps over familiarity.  The women in these stories make the decisions they do in an attempt to rekindle the flame.  The men love their wives and struggle to come to grips with the pain of infidelity coupled with the unexpected arousal.
 
    
 
   In the 1996 book “Sperm Wars” Robin Baker suggests that the cuckold fetish has evolutionary roots.  According to this theory a man who believes that his partner has been with another man will be prompted to copulate with his woman in order to compete with the man’s sperm.  Baker’s science is questionable, but it’s a theory worth considering.  Doesn’t a man feel challenged when another pays attention to his woman?  Doesn’t he strive to rise to the occasion and overcome his adversary?  For many older couples the very idea of an adversary competing for the wife’s sexual attention has long faded from memory.
 
    
 
   Older women often feel that men are paying more attention to younger women, so seeking attention from other men might be a way for them to build their self-esteem.  Of course feminism dictates that a woman base her self-esteem on her own worth, and that is a noble and modern aspiration.  But on some level, we all get a boost from the interest of the opposite sex.  (This is more pronounced in heterosexuals admittedly.)   A loving husband understands these urges in his wife, but these stories delve into what happens as that attention seeking becomes a slippery slope and descends into adultery before the husband’s very eyes.
 
    
 
   However, as popular as polyamory is these days, I remain deeply skeptical. These stories are intended as fantasies, not a call to action. The deep bonds formed over many years of marriage are too valuable to risk by acting out these animal urges.  Look how much nicer Paris became when folks resisted the animal urge to defecate in the streets.  I fear that most relationships will be damaged by the jealousy and incrimination of actual infidelity in real life.  I wish those of you actively living scenarios like this the best of luck.   For the rest of us, I would quote the Big Lebowski:  The brain is the biggest erogenous zone.  Hold these fantasies in your head and may they rekindle the fire in your loins.
 
    
 
   Cheerio,
 
    
 
   Gustav Jorgenson
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

* Section 1 - Blatant wives
 
                                               
 
   
  
 

Your wife wears a see-through dress to entertain your important business guests
 
    
 
   You are working on a big proposal at work and the client is very close to signing the contract.  Their team has traveled from out of town, so you decide to invite them over to your house for drinks after dinner so that they aren’t stuck watching TV by themselves in their hotel rooms.
 
    
 
   The party is comprised of all men, you, your boss, one of your co workers,  a senior executive from the client, and two of his middle managers.  It’s a nice night out, so you all head out to the patio by the pool to have some drinks.
 
    
 
   Your wife didn’t meet you at the door, and you are about to go find her and introduce her when she comes out wearing a transparent dress.  She isn’t wearing a bra under the dress, just panties and stockings and her nipples and panties are clearly visible through the sheer material.
 
    
 
   Everyone stands up to greet your wife and your boss leans in toward you.  "Christ, Johnson, didn’t you tell your wife we were coming?" he whispers angrily.
 
    
 
   "Yes, I talked it over at breakfast and called her again to remind her when we left the restaurant," you hiss.
 
    
 
   All the men are eyeing your wife’s body as she comes forward and joins the party.
 
    
 
   "Aren’t you going to introduce me to our guests, dear?" she asks you archly.
 
    
 
   "Uh, right.  Everyone, this is my wife, Janet.  Janet, you know Sam and Joe from the office.  This is Victor, Jack, and Todd from ACME corporation," you say, stumbling through the introductions.
 
    
 
   You are further dismayed as your wife goes around hugging each man in greeting, rubbing her practically bare breasts against each of them as she does so.  When she comes to Victor, the senior manager from ACME, she lingers in his arms for a moment.
 
    
 
   "I hope you don’t mind that I’m dressed so informally," she says breathily.
 
    
 
   "Oh no, you look wonderful," he responds huskily.  "I like your wife’s sense of style, Johnson," he says, rubbing her back enthusiastically.
 
    
 
   "Can I get you boys anything?" asks your wife flirtatiously, stepping away from Victor with reluctance.
 
    
 
   "What are you offering?" he says so lasciviously that the entire party breaks out laughing.  Your stomach flips, but you laugh along weakly as you boss shoots daggers at you with his eyes.
 
    
 
   "Oh, you know, the usual.  Drinks, snacks, et cetera," she responds with a twinkle in her eye.
 
    
 
   "I’ll have a scotch for now and some et cetera later," he says, laughing at his own joke.
 
    
 
   Each of your guests voices their preference of drink.
 
    
 
   "Let me lend you a hand with those drinks, dear," you chime in and usher her back into the house quickly.  You glance over your shoulder and notice the eyes of the entire party focused on your wife’s round ass as she walks away.
 
    
 
   "Jesus Janet, what the hell are you trying to do?  Ruin my career?" you whisper angrily once inside.
 
    
 
   "Don’t be so provincial, darling," she sniffs, tossing her head dismissively.  "Victor doesn’t seem to mind that I’m showing off my body a bit."
 
    
 
   "A bit? Are you kidding me?  You are practically naked!" you yelp, trying to keep your voice down as you and your wife prepare the drinks and put them on serving trays.
 
    
 
   She turns to look at you with a slightly exasperated expression.  " Please don’t be such a prude, it doesn’t suit you.  We aren’t at the office now dear.  This is after hours in the privacy of our own home.  I can dress as I please.  And it pleases me to dress provocatively on this occasion," she says with a little haughtiness in her voice.
 
    
 
   "And why is that?" you ask quietly as you and your wife hoist the trays and head back out to the patio.
 
    
 
   "Oh I don’t know, I thought it might spice things up a little," she smiles.  "Besides, the way sales have been going for you lately, you can use all the help you can get."
 
    
 
   "You call this help?" you say, amazed.
 
    
 
   "We’ll see, we’ll see," she says with a wink.
 
    
 
   You say no more and bring the drinks out to your guests.
 
    
 
   "Well now, I insist that we banish all talk of work at this little party, I want to hear all about your families," says your wife gayly as you and she distribute the drinks.
 
    
 
   "Hear hear" says Victor loudly raising his glass.
 
    
 
   As your wife goes among the men extracting names of wives and children, your co-worker Joe takes you aside.
 
    
 
   "Audacious move to have your wife play the slut card, there Johnson," he says, gazing at the way her breasts jiggle as she laughs.  "What a rack."
 
    
 
   "First of all, get a grip on yourself, and try to unglue your eyes from my wife’s body for a second," you say testily.  He gives a start and meets your gaze apologetically   "Secondly, if you think I had anything to do with this, you are mistaken.  This delusional approach to entertaining important business guests is one that she is developing entirely on her own."
 
    
 
   "Well, it might not be that delusional.  She does have the body to pull off a dress like that.  Lord knows my wife couldn’t do it.  Check out Victor’s trousers.  The old boy is sporting wood, probably for the first time in a while," he says with amusement.  "As a matter of fact, she’s starting to give me a stiffy myself."
 
    
 
   "Nice.  Thanks for sharing, Joe," you say.  But you notice your own cock getting hard as watch your wife casually chatting with a bunch of men with her body almost completely exposed, just acting as though it were perfectly normal for them to clearly see her breasts.
 
    
 
   At one point Victor puts his arm around your wife as he is telling a story. You notice her subtly rubbing her breast against his chest as she looks up at him in rapt attention.  He is yammering on about some sports accomplishments of his back in college.  You know Janet has a deep disdain for sports but she makes a good show of hanging on his every word.
 
    
 
   "Oh, that’s so amusing," she gasps, patting him on the chest and squeezing herself against him.  
 
    
 
   "You like that story, huh?" he asks.  His face is flushed and you notice him pulling your wife against him and moving his hand down to grip her by the hip.
 
    
 
   "Victor, you do tell the most charming stories," gushes your wife, looking up at him with admiration.
 
    
 
   You can’t help yourself and roll your eyes in response.
 
    
 
   Victor notices your reaction and says, “Your husband doesn’t seem to  think it was very good story," he chuckles.  "Look at him rolling his eyes."
 
    
 
   "Oh, he’s probably just a little jealous, Vic.  He never was much of an athlete himself.  More of an academic."  she says, giving you a smile and wrinkling her nose at you while she casually guides Victor's hand back to rest on her buttocks.
 
    
 
   Victor gives a start and spills most of his drink down the front of his shirt and the front of his pants.
 
    
 
   "Oh my goodness, Victor.  Look what you’ve done," laughs your wife, deftly producing a napkin and rubbing his crotch with it.
 
    
 
   "Uh, oh please.  I can do that," he says, taking the napkin from her gently and trying to hide the erection straining against the crotch of his pants.
 
    
 
   "Of course, dear. Pardon me.  I was only trying to help," she says.  "I have an idea," she says brightly.  "Why not come up to the bedroom, and I will find you a change of clothes."
 
    
 
   "Oh no, I couldn’t put you through the trouble," he says casting you a nervous look.
 
    
 
   "Well it’s no trouble at all," she says lightly.  "You look to be about my husband’s size.  I am sure we can find something that you can fit into."  She gives you a wink at that point and your face flushes hotly in response.  "Come along, we can’t have you standing about uncomfortably in these soaked clothes" she says taking him by the hand and leading him inside.  "We’ll be right back dear, do carry on," she says  giving you a little wave.
 
    
 
   There is an awkward pause in which everyone realizes that your wife’s absence has drained much of the life from the party.  But conversation gradually resumes.
 
    
 
   One of the middle managers approaches you and says.  "You know we had pretty much already decided to ink this deal.  Your wife didn’t have to… go through all this trouble."
 
    
 
   "Oh it’s no trouble for her at all," you say stiffly.
 
    
 
   "Really?" he laughs.  "So she always entertains guests in the nude, then?  Don’t get me wrong, she has a smoking  hot body.  But that’s a pretty slutty dress she’s wearing.  And she sure laid it on thick with old Victor."
 
    
 
   "Now I think Victor is probably up there trying to lay something thick on his wife," laughs the other guy from ACME.  He’s clearly had too much to drink and there is a long pause before everyone breaks out laughing.
 
    
 
   "Ha ha" you say sarcastically, casting a glance up at the bedroom window.  The light is on and the window is open,but the curtains are drawn and you can only see shadows of movement up there and hear the faint murmur of their voices.
 
    
 
   Your wife and Victor remain up in the bedroom together for some time and you are starting to get nervous.  She was certainly taking a chance with the dress and the flirting, but you don’t really think she would take it any further.
 
    
 
   However during a lull in conversation you all hear her gasp “Oh, Victor!"  
 
    
 
   Several of the fellows giggle quietly and exchange significant glances.  You realize that you are all holding your breath, straining to hear what’s going on up there.  Presently you hear the distinctive sound of the bed creaking and the headboard tapping against the wall rhythmically.  Your blood runs cold in response.  You boss looks at you with a strange mix of sympathy and exasperation.
 
    
 
   "Don’t just sit there, Johnson," he says with resignation.  "Go up there and see what’s going on."
 
    
 
   "I don’t think I want to," you say, feeling nauseous.
 
    
 
   "I have to say, I didn’t think Victor had it in him," says one of the ACME guys but he is shushed up by his comrade and you all sit in silence listening to the creaking bed upstairs.  
 
    
 
   After a few minutes the intensity of the creaking reaches a crescendo and you hear you wife cry out and Victor grunting loudly.
 
    
 
   You throw your hands up in despair and pace around the patio, unsure of what to do.  You can’t believe this has happened.  You are clinging to the shred of hope in your mind that there must be a reasonable explanation for what you just heard.  One that doesn’t involve your wife fucking an older man to help you clinch a big sale.
 
    
 
   Soon your wife and Victor re-emerge from the house.  They are both glowing brightly.  Victor has changed into some your casual clothes and your wife is wearing a modest house dress.
 
    
 
   "You changed your dress," you say numbly.
 
    
 
   "Why yes I did," she says.  "I felt that it was a little too… casual.  I didn’t want to make our guests feel overdressed.  In their suits, that is."
 
    
 
   You notice a glob of what looks like semen in her hair.  "You have something in your hair."you say coldly, pointing it out to her.
 
    
 
   "Oh thank you dear.  I must have sneezed or something," she says laughing lamely and wiping at her head with a napkin.
 
    
 
   "Well, I guess we will be heading out," says Victor.  "We have to get up early and make our final decision on this proposal tomorrow morning.  I must say that things look pretty good as they stand now."   He turns to your wife and takes her by both hands.  "Thanks so much for a memorable evening," he says.
 
    
 
   She gazes lovingly back into his eyes and says, “Please do come back and visit us again the next time you are in town."
 
    
 
   General goodbyes are made and the party breaks up for the evening.
 
    
 
   You are miserably picking up glasses on the patio with your wife when you blurt out “I can’t believe you did that!"
 
    
 
   She give you a frown, “Darling, please try to be cosmopolitan about this.  Sex is sex, it’s just a physical act.  Love is love, it’s what binds you and I together.  But business is business.  And when it comes to business, I don’t fuck around."
 
    
 
   "Uh, yeah, you kind of do actually," you quip in spite of yourself and you join her in some cleansing laughter.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

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

“Making out with other guys is not a big deal,” explains your wife.
 
   "We are just going to fool around on the couch a little bit, dear," says your wife leading this strange guy into the living room.
 
   He pauses for a moment when he sees you and gives you a strange inquisitive look.  "What’s this all about?" he asks her.
 
   "Oh don’t worry about my husband," she says soothingly.  "He will be fine with this."
 
   "Yeah?  This is a little weird.  I’m not into this swinger shit." he says nervously looking you over.  "You get off on this?" he asks you.
 
   You are shocked at this turn of events and are having trouble collecting your thoughts,  "What? No! I never agreed to this." you sputter.  "What are you trying to pull?" you demand of  your wife.  "Who is this guy?" 
 
   She lets go of his hand and strides over to you and pushes you gently back into your chair. “Look honey, you know darn well that our sex life is practically dead.  Why not just sit and watch  while we fool around a little on the couch.  I think watching another man show interest in your old wife will remind you that I still have some sex appeal." she says cocking her hip and hiking up her miniskirt to reveal the tops of her stockings.  You notice him carefully examining her ass as she rotates her hips slowly and your penis grows hard in spite of yourself.
 
   "This is ridiculous," you complain weakly. “We still have a good sex life…"
 
   You wife laughs in your face and reaches down to squeeze your stiffening rod.  "Honey, I love you, but this is the first hardon I’ve seen in weeks."
 
   "How often do you two do it?" asks the stranger, growing interested.
 
   "Keep out of this, you." you say loudly, trying to rise from your seat.  But you feel somewhat deflated and allow your wife to restrain you.  This isn’t his fault after all, your wife is to blame for this situation.
 
   Your wife is squeezing and pulling on your penis through your trousers and looking at you lustily with lidded eyes as she responds to his query. “My husband and I have probably only had sex seven or eight times in the past year."  
 
    "Huh, is that what I got to look forward to from married life?" he snorts.
 
   "If you are lucky enough to stay together long enough." you say resignedly.  
 
   "That’s true, dear.  Many couples don’t have what it takes to stick with each other through thick and thin the way we have.  Look at the divorce rate." she says as she unzips your fly and pulls out your throbbing cock.  You writhe about with embarrassment at this, so she covers your lap with your newspaper.  "I think you are hard enough now dear." she whispers, giving your thing a final squeeze.  "You should touch yourself while you watch, but don’t cum.  Save that for me."  Then she winks at you and backs away.
 
   She turns to this stranger and embraces him, whispering in his ear.  He holds himself stiffly at first not returning her embrace. But she starts rubbing herself against him insistently.  After a moment she coaxes him to put his arms around her.  You are just staring with your mouth open.  Your cock is making a tent of the  newspaper in your lap as your wife starts kissing his neck and nibbling on his ear.
 
   Soon they are kissing each other on the mouth and she is making sounds of pleasure and grinding her crotch up against him.  He is grasping her waist with his hands, but she pulls them away and slides his hands down onto her ass.  He is encouraged and grasps one of her buttocks in each hand, squeezing and kneading her round ass cheeks.
 
   You reach down unconsciously and start stroking yourself as you watch in fascination.  After a moment, she pushes him down onto the couch and sits on his lap.  She shoots you a wicked smile and then resumes enthusiastically making out with this strange man.  She is wriggling her ass back and forth on his lap, clearly trying to rub her cunt against his hard-on.  He reaches up and start squeezing one of her generous breasts through her shirt.  Keeping her mouth on his, tongues lapping fiercely, she unbuttons her blouse for him and unsnaps her bra.  He pulls her bosoms out of her shirt and starts pinching and squeezing her stiff pink nipples.  You reach down with your other hand and are pulling on your own tightening nut sack while you jerk yourself with your other hand. 
 
   You wife now slides over on the couch so that she can unzip his fly.  He is holding her tits in his hands and their mouths are still locked together as she extracts his pulsing member and starts stroking it.  He grunts with satisfaction and increases the vigor with which he is fondling her.   You gasp in shock at how quickly this is happening and you squeeze your own cock as hard as your can.
 
   You wife pulls her mouth away and looks at you as she lowers her head down toward his straining hard-on.  "I think he likes me." she says jokingly and extends her tongue to lap at the head of his cock.  She is looking you in the eye as she licks and sucks on his cock.  He rearranges himself so that he can cup her tits in his hands and you notice him weighing them appreciatively.  
 
   "yeah, suck that thing for me," he says.
 
   Your wife obliges and moves her head up and down with his cock in her mouth, her cheeks sucked in.  Keeping his dick clenched between her lips, she reaches down and slides her panties off.
 
   "Oh yeah," he says.  "Get yourself ready.  I am going to stick you with this thing." And he proceeds to pull off her blouse and bra.  You wife slides down her skirt and now she is wearing nothing but her stockings and is giving a energetic blowjob to some strange man on the couch.  He grabs her by the hair and roughly pulls her off his cock.  She gasps in reaction, but he quickly pushes her back on the couch.  She spreads her legs for him as he pulls his pants off.  She is looking up at him lustily with her cunt spread wide.
 
   ‘Do you want to own me?" she asks.
 
   He looks over at you you briefly as he prepares to mount her, his stiff cock is waving above her belly,  "I am going to own your wife’s pussy now, ok, buddy?" he says.  "Well, even if it ain’t ok, I’m doing it."  
 
   Your wife looks over at your jerking your cock. “Get ready, honey." she says as he angles his dick down into her waiting cunt.  "Oh god that’s good." she says turning to him.  "Give me more, but go slowly."
 
   He runs his hands over her smooth white belly as he introduces his cock into her.  Her large breasts are jiggling and she is wriggling with pleasure as she becomes accustomed to his dick inside her.  He grasps her by the hips now and starts working his thing in and out of her.  She looks over at you, eyes bleary with lust and you slow down your masturbation to keep from cumming too soon.  You pull on your scrotum and let you pulsing cock rest a moment as this guy increases the frequency of his thrusts into your wife.  Soon he is pounding her wildly and they are both grunting with passion.  She has wrapped her legs and one arm around his back and is rubbing her clitoris with her other hand.  You see her shuddering and realize that she is having an orgasm.  
 
   The stranger notices too and he quickly pulls out and starts shooting cum all over your wife’s belly and tits.  She pulls on his balls as he cums and he nearly shouts with surprise.  "Easy, easy." he says.
 
   "Oh don’t be a baby." she chides, laughing and then pushes him off of her.
 
   He slouches back on the couch, exhausted, as she jumps up and dashes over to you.  Her eyes are bright as she kneels before you.  "Did you save your wad for me?" she asks, licking hungrily at your cock.
 
   "Yes, get on." you groan. 
 
   She mounts you lithely, careful not to smear her cum-covered belly and tits against you as she engulfs your throbbing cock with her engorged cunt.  You grasp her ass as she works herself up and down on your dick.  Her vagina is incredibly hot and wet and you have to hold yourself back from cumming quickly inside her.
 
   The stranger is watching with interest as your wife’s ass bobs up and down on your rod.  She is furiously rubbing her clit again and tilting her head back.  You admire her bouncing tits, glistening with another man’s cum, but you refrain from touching them.  You suddenly feel her cunt tighten spasmodically around your cock and you know that she is cumming a second time.  She lifts herself off you tenderly and has to hold your hand to keep from falling over.  You help her lower herself to her knees before you as she rides out the the after-effects of her climax.  Her face is flushed and glowing brightly as you stand and stick your cock into her waiting mouth.  She sucks it eagerly and you are soon shooting spurt after spurt of hot cum into her mouth and onto her face.  She laughs and pulls on your scrotum just as she had the stranger’s but you are prepared for it since this is her old habit.  You enjoy the the feeling as she pulls the tightness out of your ball sack and you reward her by shooting an extra shot of semen onto her face. 
 
   You flop back into your chair, and she throws herself back onto the floor and laughs.  "My god, I’ve never been fucked so thoroughly."  she giggles.  "I’m going to be sore tomorrow." she says reaching down to finger herself tenderly.
 
   You watch the stranger rudely wipe the cum from himself using the blanket on the back of the sofa.
 
   "Hey, what the hell?" you complain half-heartedly.
 
   He just looks at you  with your limp cock spent in your lap and laughs.  "Man, I just worked your wife’s cunt and blew my wad all over her, and you complain if I wipe my junk with your blanket?  Shit, get your priorities straight."  Then he dresses and leaves, blowing your wife a little sarcastic kiss as he goes.  She wiggles her fingers at him in an idle wave but doesn’t bother to get up.
 
   "You’re right dear, that blanket is going to be a bitch to get clean."  she sighs, stretching luxuriously.  "It’s wool."
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your wife fucks two young guys in front of you
 
    
 
                                               
 
                                               
 
   You are in the living room reading the news one day when your wife comes in with two young guys in their early twenties who you recognize from the neighborhood.  They are giggling uncontrollably as they enter and your wife has a chagrined look on her face.
 
   "Hello," you say as they file in.
 
   "Hello, dear, you know Tom and Jim, don’t you," she says.
 
   "Sure, I think you guys helped out with the yard work last year, didn’t you?" you ask.
 
   One of the boys gains control of himself and straightens up while the other continues laughing.  "Uh, that’s right Mr. Jones, we helped your wife plow the garden," he says and then breaks up laughing again.
 
   "We plowed something anyway," says the other laughing.
 
   You furrow your brow in confusion wondering why these guys seem so hysterical.
 
   "What’s going on?" you ask pleasantly.
 
   You wife makes a pained expression.  "Well dear, the boys wanted to show you something," she says.  "I didn’t think it was a very good idea, but they kept insisting, so against my better judgement, I agreed."  she looks at the two with consternation and then continues. “I am going to go get changed.  I will let them explain what this is all about… if they have the gumption to do it."  Then she walks out of the room shaking her head.
 
   You are utterly bewildered at this point.  "Alright boys, sit down, sit down.   Try to calm yourselves.  What’s this all about then?"
 
   The two sit down on the edge of the couch and look at each then at the floor, but neither one will meet your gaze.
 
   "Spit it out, then, no need to be nervous," you say gently.  "What have you got to show me?"
 
   Tom picks his head up and finally manages to look you in the eye.  He has a smirk on his face and can barely keep from laughing.  "Well Mr. Jones, Jim and I have really grown attached to your wife."
 
   "Yes sir," chimes in Jim.  "She has been extremely generous toward us, so we really feel that we are probably overstepping the bounds with this request."  He’s keeping his lips tight and nodding his head as he looks at you.
 
   "Well now, boys, I am sure my wife and I would be happy to help you out if we can," you say with confusion, unable to see where this might be going.  "Do you need to borrow some money?" you ask lamely.
 
   "Oh no, sir," says Tom, “It’s nothing like that.  It’s more of a… personal favor."  He is blushing now and you see that both boys are sweating profusely.
 
   You are getting a bit impatient and are about to ask them to get to the point when you wife walks back into the living room.  She is a wearing a transparent bra and panties and thigh-high stockings.  You can clearly see her erect nipples through her bra and her dark bush through her panties.  You stop and stare at her sexy body, admiring her hourglass figure and shapely legs for a moment before coming back to your senses.  You glance over at the boys and are irritated to see that they are looking at your wife’s body with anticipation, nodding their heads and rubbing their hands together.
 
   "Uh, Martha, shouldn’t you put some other clothes on?  You are going to make the boys uncomfortable," you say, eyeing the two eager boys nervously.
 
   "Oh, they might get nervous, but it will only be because you’re here.  They’ve seen me wearing less than this plenty of times," she says resignedly, walking over to the couch and standing before your two guests.
 
   Your mouth drops open in shock.  It takes you a moment to process what she just said. “How do  you mean?" you stammer as the two guy jump to their feet and flank your wife to either side.
 
   ‘They didn’t tell you, dear?" she asks, then heaves a heavy sigh.  "Well I’m not surprised," she reaches over and starts unzipping Tom’s pants while Jim wraps his arms around her from behind and starts nibbling her bare shoulder and squeezing her breasts.
 
   You heart is suddenly pounding in your chest and you can hardly catch your breathe to speak.  "What the hell is going on here?" you gasp in shock as your wife pulls Tom’s shorts down.
 
   "We’ve been fucking your wife for months behind your back, see," Tom says as your wife grasps his penis and starts stroking it.
 
   "Martha!" you exclaim, but she avoids your eye
 
   "Yeah, see we kind of felt bad about doing your wife behind your back and all," says Jim as he cockily unsnaps your wife’s bra, setting her generous breasts free to swing gently forward. “So we wanted to bring it out in the open and do her in front of you."
 
   "This isn’t really how I wanted to break it to you," says your wife simply as she continues to pull on Tom’s penis.  "But the boys kept insisting.  And really, I figured you might actually get off on watching me get ravished by a pair of young studs."  Then Tom puts his hand on the top of her head and starts pushing it down, so she bends over and puts his dick in her mouth.
 
   "Yeah, check this shit out, Mr. Jones.  Your wife is totally going to town on my junk," he laughs wildly, thrusting his hips forward slightly to jam his cock further into your wife’s mouth.
 
   She gags slightly and withdraws his penis for a moment to comment, “Sorry dear, the boys have gotten quite puffed up over the fact that I agreed to do this, so they are going to be a bit prickish about this.  Don’t mind them, they don’t mean anything by it."  Tom shuts her up by forcing his cock back into her mouth and she resumes sucking it enthusiastically, making small sounds of pleasure.
 
   "I can’t believe this is happening," you say in a daze.  "How could you think I’d get off on this?"  but you do actually notice that your own dick is getting hard as you watch Jim pull down your wife’s panties.
 
   Jim pulls down his pants to reveal own stiff cock and he grabs your wife by the hips to guide it into her from behind. “Do you see what I’m doing, Mr. Jones?" he laughs lewdly.  "I just slid my thing right into your wife.  She loves getting from behind.  Did you know that?"
 
   You’ve had just about enough of this and you finally manage to climb to your feet.  "You little prick! How dare you?" you roar, rushing over to Jim and punching him smartly in the jaw.  He falls back onto the floor with his cock wet with your wife’s juices and his pants tangled around his ankles.  You give him a swift kick to the gonads and turn to face Tom.  Your wife has pulled his dick from her mouth and is looking back at you in surprise.  
 
   Tom tries to back away, terror on his face, but he is hampered by his own pants around his knees and you punch him right in the gut before your wife can even release his knob from her grip.  He doubles over in pain and you kick him in the balls for good measure.
 
   Your wife looks on with her hand over her mouth in horror so you slap that look right off her face.  She takes the slap then turns the other cheek, meeting you gaze bravely.  "I deserved that," she says simply.  
 
   "I’ll deal with you later," you grumble and you go about kicking and punching the two young guys as they struggle to get their pants back up.  The kicks to the balls took most of the fight out of them and you are able to get quite a few good shots in before they regain their feet and you chase them out of the house.  
 
   "I don’t want to see you boys around here again," you call as they run out into the yard.  You slam the door behind them and turn to deal with your wife.
 
   "Now it’s your turn!" you tell her, unfastening your belt.  She just lays back on the couch and spread her legs for you in response.  You are about to beat her silly when you realize that you’d much rather fuck her.   So, you pull out your johnson, climb on top of her, and slide it in.   She moans with satisfaction and wraps her legs around you.  You are pounding her for a couple of minutes when the front window shatters and a rock comes flying into the room.  You stop for a moment in shock, then you and your wife break out laughing and resume fucking as the two young guys shout profanity at you from the front yard.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Your wife seduces a young fellow from the neighborhood in front of you
 
    
 
   A young guy from the neighborhood comes to visit one afternoon.  
 
   "Hello Jimmy." you say when you answer the door.
 
   "Hey Mr. Jenkins, guess what?  I got that job!" he says excitedly.
 
   "Well that’s great, come on in and tell us all about it." you say.  "Honey, Jimmy’s here." you call to your wife as you and Jimmy take a seat in the living room.
 
   Your wife enters the room wearing just her slip and no bra and both you and Jimmy are staring at her swaying breasts barely contained by the thin material.
 
   "Hello Jimmy." she says huskily as she joins him on the couch.
 
   He gulps, staring at her erect nipples and generous cleavage. “Uh, hello." he stammers.
 
   "Honey, don’t you think you should put a robe on or something." you say, shocked that she would wear such a revealing outfit when you have a guest over.
 
   "Oh, it’s too warm out for that." chides your wife.  "You don’t mind if I wear this, do you, dear?" she asks Jimmy, thrusting out her chest slightly to your annoyance.
 
   He simply can’t take his eyes off of her jiggling boobs and struggles with a response.  "Well, if you are… yes, I mean, sure. Whatever you want to wear is fine I guess."
 
   Your wife laughs at his discomfort.  "Ok, ok, now what’s this I hear about a new job?" she says, putting her hand casually on his thigh.
 
   "Uh, yeah, I got that marketing internship I applied for." he says shifting uncomfortably in his seat as your wife squeezes his thigh.  You can’t imagine what’s gotten into her, but it’s clear that she is giving Jimmy a hard-on with her outfit and friendly touching.  You just look on in amazement, unsure of what to say.
 
   "Oh dear, that’s wonderful." exclaims your wife, throwing her arms around him and giving him a kiss on the cheek.  She is pressing her boobs against his chest and you see him blush furiously in response.  As she withdraws from him, a spaghetti strap of her slip falls from her shoulder and one of her bare boobs pops out.  You and Jimmy both stare with fascination and shock at her hard pink nipple as she hurriedly pulls her strap back up and tucks her tit away again.
 
   "Oh, pardon me." she says casually. “I’m overflowing with excitement." she adds with a laugh.
 
   Jimmy looks over at you helplessly as he laughs along half-heartedly and you shrug you shrug your shoulders as if to say, “What can I do?"
 
   "That does sound like a great opportunity." you manage to say, struggling to keep your voice even as your heart races.
 
   "Oh yeah" he says, pulling his eyes away from your wife’s bosom and eagerly engaging with you.  "I get experience, it will look great on my resume, and I will be getting paid too."
 
   "Oh that IS a good deal!" blurts out your wife happily, squeezing his thigh for emphasis.  Jimmy gives an involuntary yelp in response and you realize with horror that your wife is actually gripping his cock through his pants.  "Isn’t that wonderful, dear?" she says turning to you as she squeezes Jimmy’s thing.
 
   You stare open mouthed at her, “Honey, what are you doing to Jimmy’s…leg?" you say hoarsely, your stomach flipping.
 
   "Why nothing at all, dear.  What are you talking about?" she says with concern as she carefully pinches the outline of his prick through his pants.
 
   "I mean, look what you’re doing!" you say in frustration gesturing at hand working his crotch.
 
   "Well he’s understandably excited by this new job." she says as she turns her attention to his crotch.  "Let me see something." she says, unzipping his fly casually and expertly extracting his stiff member.
 
   "Mrs. Jenkins!" he yelps.
 
   "Oh, don’t mind me, dear, do go on and tell us more.  When do you start?" she says as she strokes his boner.
 
   "Oh my god." he says groaning with pleasure.
 
   "This is outrageous!" you shout jumping to your feet.  "Stop that at once! What’s gotten into you!?"
 
   "Why are you two being like this?" she asks petulantly.  "I am just helping Jimmy celebrate his new job!"  She gives you a devilish wink and then bends down to start sucking his dick.
 
   "Oh fuck!" he says, putting his hand on her head as it bobs up and down on his cock.
 
   Your wife slips her panties off and the next thing you know, she has deftly straddled him and is riding his cock and pushing her boobs into his face.
 
   You stand frozen as you watch and are embarrassed to find that you are pitching a tent in your own trousers at the sight of your wife fucking this young guy.
 
   Pretty soon he grunts and grips her ass cheeks and you realize this kid is shooting his load into your wife.  After his spasms subside, your wife nimbly dismounts and chastely smooths her slip.
 
   "Who wants lemonade?" she asks cheerfully as she heads off to the kitchen.
 
   You and Jimmy just stare at each other.  He has a look of chagrin, and you have a look of horror.
 
   "Got anything stronger?" he croaks hesitantly.
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Your wife talks your neighbor into a blowjob
 
    
 
   Your neighbor Jim is a divorcee who lives alone and your wife often invites him over because she feels sorry for him.  One night you are all sitting around after dinner having a few drinks.
 
   "So are you dating at all, JIm?" asks your wife, turning to face him as they sit side by side on the couch.
 
   "No, no," he says shaking his head.  "I really can’t imagine trying to date again after all these years."
 
   "How long were you married?" you ask sympathetically from your armchair.
 
   "Fifteen years," he say sadly.
 
   You don’t ask more about his wife.  She ran off with another man and it’s a sore topic with him still.
 
   "Well we need to find you a woman," says your wife with concern, putting her hand on his knee.  "We must know some nice single woman to introduce you to.  What do you think, honey?"  She looks at you with raised eyebrows.
 
   "Oh jeez, do you really want to play matchmaker?" you ask, laughing.  "We shouldn’t be meddling, let Jim live his own life."
 
   "Nonsense," she sniffs, crossing her legs and hiking up her skirt haughtily.  "Everyone needs a helping hand now and then," she says, straightening her shoulders and jutting her chest out.  You notice Jim cast a surreptitious glance at your wife’s chest and then down to her shapely legs and you smile inwardly to yourself. 
 
   "What do you say, Jim?" she says looking into his eye earnestly and rubbing his leg.  "Aren’t you lonely?"
 
   He steals another look at her boobs and then averts his eyes nervously  when he notices you watching him.  "Oh, sure. I have been pretty lonely... You know, since the divorce.  But I just would feel so awkward being around a strange woman.  I have been out of the dating scene for a long time and  I never was much of a player in the first place," he chuckles ruefully.
 
   "Well, we just need to find you a slut then." you say, teasing him and taking another sip of your drink.
 
   He laughs out loud and then stops, giving your wife an embarrassed look.  But she isn’t offended, she just has a thoughtful look on her face.
 
   "That might not be such a bad idea actually, dear," she says to you with a smile.  "Anyway, please excuse me, you two.  I am going to go change out of these office clothes,"  She gets up to go and you catch Jim checking out her ass as she walks out of the room.  You almost laugh  out loud.  Poor Jim doesn’t realize how obvious he is being.  He looks over at you and realizes that you saw him and shrugs his shoulders sheepishly.  You sit drinking together silently for a couple of minutes.
 
   "You know, I think your are right," he stammers suddenly, turning red slightly.  "I probably do need to meet a slutty woman.  That way, I don’t have to worry about being a casanova.  If she likes me, she will just take her shirt off," he laughs half-heartedly.
 
   "There you go," you say.  Then you hold up your drink to propose a toast.  "To sluts."
 
   ‘To sluts," he agrees taking a drink.
 
   "I’ll drink to that," agrees your wife, walking back into the room wearing  a short, sheer negligee with thigh-high stockings.  You almost choke on your drink and Jim is staring open mouthed at her nipples and jiggling breasts, just visible through the thin material.
 
   "My God, Martha.  What do you think you’re doing?" you ask in shock.
 
   "What’s the matter, dear? Don’t you like it?" she says posing for you with a dramatic pout.  Your penis grow stiff at the sight of her body but your face is flushed with embarrassment that she is exposing herself so freely in front of your neighbor.
 
   "You’re, uh, going to make our guest nervous coming out here like that," you say shakily.
 
   "Oh don’t be silly, dear.  Weren’t you just lauding the virtues of loose women?" she laughs with a twinkle in her eye.  Then she turns to Jim and strikes a pose for him.  "Am I making you nervous, Jim?" she asks devilishly.
 
   "Yes," he says simply as his eyes rove over her gorgeous body, barely concealed by her transparent lingerie.  "I’m very nervous, in fact, I better be going," he puts his drink down clumsily and is about to get up, but your wife strides over to him and pushes him back onto the couch.  She deftly deposits herself onto his lap and wraps one arm around the back of his neck.
 
   "Don’t be so skittish," she says with a comforting smile.  "I can’t believe you two boys are being such prudes about this."  She looks over at you to judge your reaction.
 
   "I…I… uh, a prude?" you say lamely.  You heart is racing with excitement and you don’t know what to say.  "You can’t just go and sit on another man’s lap like that… practically naked…  it’s just…"  you trail off at a loss for words.
 
   She just laughs lightly.  "Oh dear, listen to yourself.  Why shouldn’t I give poor Jim a little thrill?"  she pauses, wriggling her rear back and forth on Jim’s crotch.  "Why Jim, what’s going on down there?" she asks him flirtatiously.
 
   He pushes her off his lap gently and she ends up sitting next to him on the couch with one leg draped rakishly over his.  You look over and see that she isn’t even wearing any panties and your pulse quickens even further.  You notice that your cock is painfully swollen at this point.
 
   "I feel more comfortable if you sit over there," he says breathing heavily, putting his hand over his crotch to hide his erection.  "I mean, I like sluts, but, you are a married woman!" he blurts out.
 
   "Jim, my husband and I have been together for 15 years ourselves.  I actually think a little flirtation like this will reignite our own love life.  But I’m not doing this for us, I’m doing it for you,"  she reaches over starts stroking the bulge in his pants.  "You need some womanly attention," she says lustily.
 
   Your stomach turns cold as you watch your wife fingering your neighbor’s cock and you can barely breathe.  "Martha!" you exclaim.
 
   "You’ve got to stop," croaks Jim, putting his hand over hers but not pulling it away.
 
   "Don’t you like it?" she ask him, shooting you a conniving smile as she grips his johnson.
 
   "Oh god," he moans gazing at her stiff nipples as she works his member.
 
   "I think Jim needs a blowjob, dear," she says matter of factly turning to you.
 
   "Who doesn’t?" you say, surprising yourself with a flip response.  "But my wife shouldn’t be giving him one."
 
   "I have an idea!" she says brightly.  "Why don’t you jerk off while you watch?" she says.  "I see you touching yourself over there."
 
   You look down and suddenly realize that you have been unconsciously fingering your own boner while you watched your wife sitting there practically naked, squeezing your neighbors junk.
 
   "Oh fuck," you swear.
 
   "I have an even better idea," she says, unzipping his fly.  She is startled by how abruptly his hardon springs out of his pants, but she recovers herself quickly and grips his bare penis in her hand, eliciting a groan of pleasure from Jim.  "Come over her and do me from behind while I suck him off."  
 
   With that, she stops talking and lowers her head down onto Jim’s prick, sucking lustfully.  She raises her bare ass in the air and points it at you.  You sit in shock for a few moments.  You can’t believe this is happening. Your wife has never acted this way before, but as inappropriate as it is, you realize that you are torn between anger and arousal.  You gaze at her swollen labia waiting for you as she sucks Jim’s cock, and you make your decision.  You jump up, whipping out your dick and positioning yourself behind her.  You can’t help but slap her ass sharply in frustration at her infidelity, but she just yelps softly and resumes sucking with more enthusiasm than before.  Jim has his head thrown back in ecstasy, gripping and kneading your wife’s dangling breasts in his hands,  totally oblivious to you.  So you just push your cock into your wife’s cunt and start fucking her doggystyle while she sucks your neighbor off on the couch.  You reach around and work her clit with your fingers for a minute but she quickly takes over, servicing herself with one hand and holding Jim’s cock with the other while she sucks it.
 
   Jim quickly blows his load in her face and she sucks the remaining cum from his cock until he cries out begging her to stop.  You bang her furiously and she rubs herself until you both cum almost simultaneously. She shuddering in climax while you shoot your load inside her.  Presently you are all collapsed on the couch, sweaty and engulfed in a post-orgasm glow.
 
   "To sluts" says your wife finding and hoisting her long forgotten drink.  You and Jim can think of no other response but to raise your own glasses and you all share a laugh and a drink.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your wife takes some guys into the bedroom and closes the door
 
   You are surprised when you wife brings home two strange men after work one day.
 
   "Uh, hello," you say as they walk into the living room together.
 
   "Oh, hello dear," says your wife, slightly embarrassed.  "This is Rob & Jerry, some friends of mine from work."
 
   The two men give you a sheepish wave and quickly look away, examining the furnishings.
 
   "We are just going to… hang out in the bedroom," says your wife hesitantly.
 
   "Hang out?" you say, perplexed.
 
   "Yes, well, it’s really quite comfortable in there," says your wife lamely.  "I’ll grab some drinks, excuse me."
 
   She hurries off the kitchen and you stare with annoyance at the two strange men who are avoiding your eyes.  After a few moments of awkward silence, your wife returns with a drink tray and snacks.
 
   "Follow me, boys," she says heading down the hall.
 
   You stand up nervously , ready to follow them, but  your wife notices and calls back to you.  "Dear, would mind terribly I spent some time alone with our guests?"
 
   "Alone?" you call back stupidly.
 
   "Well, yes, dear.  We would just like a bit of privacy," she says as they all enter the bedroom together.
 
   "But…" you respond numbly.
 
   "Nothing to worry about, we will be fine," she says brightly as she shuts the door.
 
   You stand there perplexed for a moment and then sit back down.  "This is preposterous," you mutter to yourself.  But you don’t know how to deal with this sort of thing. Your wife has never done anything like this before.
 
    You try to read for a bit but you can’t concentrate.  What could they be doing in there?  Your wife has never been unfaithful.  Surely there can’t be any hanky-panky going on…  After a while the door opens and you catch a glimpse of your wife scurrying into the kitchen. You are shocked to see that she is wearing nothing but a lacy bra and panties along with thigh-high stockings.
 
   You jump up indignantly to confront her as she emerges from the kitchen to head back down the hall.
 
   "My god, what do you think you are doing?" you gasp,
 
   "Just needed more ice," she says blushing madly and holding up the ice bucket, trying to get around you.
 
   "But where are your clothes?" you demand.
 
   "Well… it’s…" she stammers.  "Look, I am perfectly comfortable dressed like this," she says nervously.
 
   "You call that ‘dressed’? You are practically naked!" you insist, moving to block her way.
 
   "Keep your voice down, dear," she says, looking with concern down the hall toward the bedroom.  "Our guests will hear you."
 
   "Our guests!" you sputter in amazement. “What sort of shenanigans are going on in there?"
 
   "Oh don’t be silly," she says, finally managing to slip deftly by you and hurry down the hall.  "What could you possibly have to worry about?" she says feigning levity.  Then she slips back into the bedroom and this time you hear her lock the door behind her.
 
   You stand there in a daze for a while and then decide to go listen at the door.  You can hear the murmur of voices and occasional laughter but nothing else.  You can’t get up the nerve to knock, so you head back and sit down in the living room again.  Your wife is in there with these strange men for a long time and after a while you notice that your penis is hard thinking about what might be happening.  Embarrassed, you jump up and decide to listen at the door again.
 
   This time you hear moans and rustling and the rhythmic creaking of your bed.  You turn pale at the sound as the blood drains from your face as your stomach flips.  But instead of banging on the door, you find yourself unzipping your fly  and pulling your cock out.  You are surprised that you feel this urge, but you start stroking yourself as you listen to obvious sounds of you wife getting fucked by two strange men.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your wife squeezes your buddy's cock through his pants
 
    
 
   You and your buddies are watching television one day.  Your wife walks in wearing a halter top and short shorts and you notice some of your friends checking her out.  She likes to get attention with her body  which annoys you.  She flops down on the couch next to your pal, Tim and starts watching the show.  You notice Tim glancing over at her large breasts and exposed thighs several times.  You glare at him and catch his eye and he shrugs sheepishly when you bust him.  Your wife notices too and then looks at his crotch and see the outline of his boner running down the leg of his pants.
 
   She turns to him with interest.  "What’s this in your pants, Tim?" she asks, pinching the outline of his cock with her fingers.  "Is it a flashlight?" she asks innocently?
 
   The other guys break out laughing nervously as Tim wriggles in his seat and stammers a response.  "Uh, no, that’s uh, something else."
 
   "Honey, what are you doing?" you ask angrily.
 
   She just looks at you innocently as she continues to finger Tim’s cock through his pants.  "I just wanted to see what this was.  I think I know now though.  It keeps getting harder the more I touch it."  She turns to him and asks.  "Did I do this?"
 
   "Uh I guess so." he says, looking over at you desperately for help.
 
   "Jesus, cut that out." you say getting to you feet, but unsure what to do.
 
   "Ok, Ok." she says withdrawing her hand.  "Wow, so sorry to freak everyone out."
 
   You shake your head in disbelief and sit back down, but you have a hard time concentrating on the show.  After your friends leave, you confront her about it.
 
   "How could you grab my friend’s cock like that?" you demand as you shut the door behind the last of your guests.
 
   "Well he was checking me out you know." she says smugly crossing her arms.
 
   "Well you were flaunting your body again, what do you expect?" you ask exasperated.
 
   "This is my house too, and I should be able to dress as I please in my own home." she replies heatedly. 
 
   "Yeah, sure, but what gives you the right to grab his cock.  You are a married woman!" you shout, embarrassed at how shrill you sound.
 
   "You’re a married woman." she mimics, laughing.  When she notices your hurt expression, she comes and puts her arms around you.  "Oh honey, don’t make such a big deal out of it.  It was nothing.  I was just annoyed that you guys were taking over the living room with all your testosterone.  So I decided to turn the tables a little bit."
 
   "Yeah, I don’t know." you say skeptically.  "That’s pretty… slutty, you know grabbing another guy’s junk like that."
 
   "Well it’s not like I’ve never touched another penis before." says your wife coyly.
 
   "Ugh, I don’t want to hear about it." you say pushing her away.
 
   ‘Ok suit yourself." she says.  "Want some food?"
 
   "Uh, sure, what have we got?" you ask.  You feel that the matter isn’t settled, but you don’t know what else to say.
 
    
 
   


  
 

* Section 2 - Wives pursued and caving in
 
   An introverted friend gets sauced up and shows your wife his thing
 
    
 
   Your wife invited another couple you are friendly with, Dan and Susan to have dinner and drinks one Friday night. Susan had to watch her sister’s children, but she insisted that Dan come alone. He’s a bit of an introvert and his wife is always trying to get him to socialize more, so you weren’t too surprised and your wife graciously agreed to have him over on his own. 
 
   After dinner you are all sitting in the living room having drinks when your wife exclaims, “Ugh, I have to change out of these work clothes. You two don’t mind if I ‘slip into something more comfortable’ do you?" she asks, laughing self-consciously and making scare quotes with her fingers. 
 
   "Oh, no, uh, not at all, I mean, if your husband doesn’t mind," stammers Dan blushing. 
 
   "Ha, don’t worry Dan, she’s just teasing you. She’ll probably come out in her typical baggy sweatshirt," you say smiling at his discomfort. 
 
   Your wife sticks her tongue out at you petulantly and flounces out of the room. 
 
   You and Dan talk about his work as a scientist and your eyes are starting to glaze over when your wife returns. 
 
   You realize that your teasing affected her somewhat and she chose a much more revealing outfit than she normally wears to lounge around in the evening, with a thin tank top and snug flannel shorts. She is clearly not wearing a bra and your cock stiffens at the site of her large bouncing breasts and her shapely, milk white legs. 
 
   "I hope this isn’t too dumpy looking, dear?" she says archly, presenting herself for inspection and spreading her arms. 
 
   You just laugh weakly and shift uncomfortably in your seat, trying to hide your erection. 
 
   "Do I look alright, Dan?" she asks, turning to him and gesturing to her body. 
 
   Dan gulps dramatically and stares unconsciously at her erect nipples protruding against the thin fabric of her top. As you wife turns, you examine her nice round ass, clearly outlined in her tight shorts and you realize that she had no panty lines, thus she must not be wearing panties either. Your pulse quickens slightly at how audacious she is being. 
 
   "Oh no, whatever you want to wear is fine, I mean, you look very nice," he says and then quickly takes a drink as his face flushes a deep red. 
 
   You wife casts you a glance with pursed lips as though to say 'Poor Dan, I might have overdone it.' Then she joins him on the couch and conversation continues. 
 
   At first Dan tries to avoid looking at your wife altogether, but as the night goes on, you notice him stealing glances at her ass when she goes to get more drinks, or looking down the front of her top when she bends over to hand him a bowl of chips. You realize to your surprise that you actually find it arousing for another man to be looking at your wife’s body and so you say nothing and pretend not to notice. Your wife gives you a look with raised eyebrows now and then when Dan has trouble lifting his eyes from her tits while talking to her and you just smile condescendingly. It dawns on you that by not objecting, you are giving her tacit approval to show off her body to Dan and that is even more exciting. 
 
   At one point your wife decides to kid him about it. “So Dan, you seem to really like this top," she says as he is gazing in fascination at the way her breasts are jiggling as she shifts position on the couch. 
 
   "Ugh, oh, sorry," he says blushing. "I mean, it’s uh, very flattering." 
 
   You and your wife laugh out loud at that. Then you notice your wife glancing repeatedly down at Dan’s lap and you look over to realize that his cock has pitched a massive tent in his trousers. You are frankly shocked at how obvious it is and by the fact that he is so unaware of himself that he isn’t hiding it. 
 
   Your wife is a bit taken aback herself. "No, I’m sorry, Dan. I shouldn’t be teasing you like that," she says, crossing her arms over her chest to modestly hide her nipples, "But uh, you might want to do something about that," she says, nodding toward his crotch. 
 
   "Oh god," he exclaims noticing how his erection looks. "Jesus," he grips his cock through his pants and tries to rearrange it. "So sorry, maybe I should go." 
 
   "No no, dear" she says soothingly, putting her hand on his leg. “I’m flattered actually. It’s been a while since I elicited that response," she chuckles lightly. 
 
   Dan gazes at her with a frank expression of gratitude mixed with lust that makes you uncomfortable. There is an awkward silence for a moment and you try to think of something to say. Suddenly an idea hits you. 
 
   "Oh, pardon me, Dan. I just realized that tonight is garbage night. I need to roll the trash out to the curb," you say jumping up, eager for an excuse to break the tension. "Be right back." 
 
   You wife gives you a clumsy little wave, still covering her chest chastely, and you head out to the garage. Once outside, you breathe in the cool night air and admire the glittering stars for a moment. You also realize that you are quite drunk and you are weaving slightly as you roll the trashcans to the street. If you are this drunk, Dan and your wife must be as well, since you have pretty decent tolerance. 
 
   As you return to the house you glance into the living room window and are stopped dead in your tracks by the sight of Dan standing before your wife with his fly undone, pointing his bare cock at her face. Dan’s face is beet red and he is panting heavily. She still has her arms crossed across her chest, but of course you can’t make out what she is saying. Wow, he is even drunker than you thought, you think and then snap out of your reverie and rush back inside. 
 
   Dan is startled as you burst into the room and you see dark patches under his arms revealing that his pits are soaked with sweat. His erect cock is straining forward just a few feet from your wife’s face and she is sitting with her arms crossed and a look of dismay on her face. 
 
   "Oh fuck!" says Dan and you can hear the drunkenness in his voice. "I’ve really done it now." He avoids your eyes, but makes no move to put his cock away. 
 
   "Uh, what’s going on here?" you ask, feeling oddly calm. 
 
   "I feel sort of responsible," sighs your wife, gazing reflectively at Dan’s pulsing cock poised expectantly before her face. "I guess I made the drinks too strong and the outfit too skimpy," she laughs half-hardheartedly. 
 
   "And…" you say making a rolling gesture with your hand to urge her along. 
 
   "Well, Danny boy here got a little carried away. Once you left, he jumped up and whipped his thing out and asked me to touch it," she says, eyes still locked on the cock before her. 
 
   Your feel your stomach flip strangely as you watch your wife examining this guy’s cock. It occurs to you that she finds it very interesting and she can’t seem to take her eyes off it and that is actually turning you on. You can’t imagine what Dan was thinking, he must not be able to handle his liquor at all. Then you make a decision and decide to return to your seat. 
 
   "Dan, I am sure that you will regret this in the morning, but may I ask how you imagined this would turn out?" you ask mildly, barely suppressing a smile and putting your hand discreetly in your lap to hide your own hard-on. 
 
   "Honestly I don’t know," he says, clearly upset. "I just had this horrible urge and couldn’t control myself." Then he unconsciously reaches down and starts stroking his cock, making it grow even stiffer. 
 
   "My god, Dan, are you really going to stand there stroking yourself in front of my wife?" you laugh. You look over to see your wife breathing heavily. She uncrosses her arms and leans forward slightly, watching with interest as Dan works his rod. "Honey, are you enjoying the show there?" you ask sarcastically. 
 
   "Maybe she could just touch it for me?" he asks you hopefully. 
 
   You are taken aback by the audacity of the question, but given the circumstances, you probably shouldn’t have been surprised. Here is a guy who pulled out his junk and waved it in your wife’s face right in front of you, after all. But you surprise yourself when you answer coolly "Shouldn’t you be asking her that question?" 
 
   You wife pulls her eyes away from the distracting prick before her and shoots you a startled expression. She realizes that you are implicitly agreeing to this and she doesn’t know what to do. 
 
   Now it’s her turn to stammer. "Uh, Dan, I mean, what would Susan say?" she asks. 
 
   "I don’t know?" he says thickly as he give his shaft a squeeze suggestively and the head of his cock expands and turns a deeper shade of purple. "I assume no one here will tell her." 
 
   Your mouth is dry and you take a drink, looking on as your wife contemplates Dan’s meat as he works it just inches now from her face. 
 
   She tries to laugh. "I mean, this is ridiculous. What are you asking me to do here?" She gives you a questioning look and you just shrug your shoulders as if to say. “Your move." 
 
   "Just touch it for me," he pants, pulling on his pud and presenting it to her. "You are a married woman, I assume you know what to do." 
 
   You have to laugh out loud at that. "Well Dan, I must admit, I didn’t think you had it in you." 
 
   Emboldened by your reaction, your wife sits up straight and squares her shoulders. "Ok, Dan. My husband is obviously too drunk to take this seriously and I am sure we will all regret this in the morning, but let me have that thing then." And with that she reaches out hesitantly toward his quivering member. He withdraws his hand quickly and she grips him by the shaft firmly. 
 
   "Oh God," he gasps. "That feels good." 
 
   "Well, honey, are YOU enjoying the show, now?" she asks you as she sits there squeezing Dan’s cock. She is trying to feign exasperation, but is clearly excited. 
 
   "I am actually," you slur, making a show of gripping your own penis. You feel your heart pounding in your chest and your palms are slick with sweat. 
 
   "Pull on it, pull on it," urges Dan, thrusting his hips toward your wife impatiently. 
 
   "Jeez, you are like an animal," comments your wife looking up at him suggestively. She puts one hand on his stomach and starts slowly running her hand up and down his penis. "How do you like that, Dan?" she asks gazing up into his eyes. 
 
   "You slut," he blurts out. "You know I like it." 
 
   "Can you believe the nerve?" she asks you with a laugh as she continues to jerk Dan’s throbbing dick. "First he begs me like a baby to touch his thing and then he calls me a slut when I comply." 
 
   "It’s pretty slutty to jerk another guy off in front of your husband," you admit. "Pardon me," you say as you unzip your own pants and start jerking yourself off as you watch your wife giving Dan a handjob. 
 
   "Whoa," she says when she sees what you are doing. "Is this how it’s going to play out?" 
 
   "I guess so," you say frankly, pulling your pud as you look on. 
 
   "What should I do now, then?" she asks you devilishly. 
 
   "Take your top off," demands Dan impulsively. "It wasn’t fair of you to dress like that," he adds with a bit of a whine. 
 
   "Oh, poor baby," teases your wife, pursing her lips at him. “I thought that we were all adults here and could control ourselves at the site of some nips." But she releases his member and carelessly strips off her top for us. 
 
   Her generous white bosoms swing free and you and Dan both comment appreciatively. 
 
   "Nice," you say as you continue to work your dick, focusing on her pink erect nipples. 
 
   "Oh yeah," adds Dan, sitting down next to her and putting her hand back on his penis forcefully. 
 
   Your wife resumes pulling on his thing and puts her face close to his. "Are you happy now?" she asks huskily and you realize that she is seriously turned on at this point. 
 
   Dan just grabs one her boobs in one hand and puts the other behind her head. Soon they are kissing greedily on the couch. Your wife is pulling on Dan’s penis and he is squeezing her boobs and pinching her nipples. Meanwhile you look on in fascination, amazed that this is happening and surprised at how much this is turning you on. 
 
   Finally your wife pulls away. "Ok, Dan. Enough, we need to stop this," she says panting, but not withdrawing her hand from his dick. 
 
   "You are right," he answers, but then bends down and cups one breast in his hand so that he can suck on her nipple. 
 
   "No, really, you need to stop," she says lamely. You notice that she is continuing to pull on his penis while she says it. 
 
   "Honey, isn’t this freaking you out?" she asks you plaintively, voice thick with lust. 
 
   "It’s freaking me out AND it’s turning me on, so I don’t know what to do," you admit sheepishly, taking a break from jerking yourself for fear that you will cum. 
 
   "Oh Jesus," she pants as Dan continues to chow down on her breasts. "That’s a lot of help." 
 
   "Sorry," you say, gingerly touching your own throbbing cock. 
 
   Dan withdraws from her boobs and says. “Look, you might as well suck my dick at this point. We’ve already crossed the line of impropriety." His eyes are bright with drunkenness and arousal. 
 
   "Well what if I don’t want to?" she asks him coyly, giving his cock a sharp tug in emphasis. 
 
   "Oh you vixen," he says merrily, and he starts tickling her sides. She breaks out laughing and they struggle briefly as they wrestle on the couch. They end up with her on her knees on the floor and him standing before her with his cock directly in her face. She puts her hands on his thighs and looks up at him expectantly. 
 
   "Are you going to force me to suck it right in front of my husband?" she asks him cheekily. 
 
   He glances briefly at you jerking off as you watch them and shrugs. "I guess so, he’s let us come this far." And with that he pushes his stiff rod right into your wife’s waiting mouth. She feigns surprise and gives you a look with raised eyebrows with his cock in her mouth. Your heart is racing at this point and you feel your own pits grow soaked with sweat as you masturbate yourself but you say nothing. Seeing your reaction, your wife ceases her pantomime of astonishment and starts sucking Dan’s cock in earnest. He just tilts his head back and groans in ecstasy as her head bobs up and down on his member. 
 
   After a few minutes, he pushes her back onto the floor and tries to pull her shorts off. 
 
   "Whoa Dan!" she laughs, struggling to hold her shorts up. "Now that really IS going to too far." 
 
   "Really?" he demands in frustration. 
 
   You stop yanking yourself and say. "Yeah Dan, we can still call this drunken foreplay at this point, but intercourse is a whole other ballgame." 
 
   "It doesn’t feel that way," complains Dan, giving a decisive yank and managing to pull your wife’s shorts off. 
 
   You look over at her laying naked on the floor before him and your cock pulses in response in spite of yourself. Your wife jumps to her feet and backs away slightly, covering her dark bush self-consciously. She is panting and her cheeks are glowing from the excitement. 
 
   "Ok, Dan. We’ve had our little indiscretion. I think we better call it a night." she says regretfully. She slowly withdraws her hand from her crotch. "I guess you got to see me naked, if that’s any consolation." 
 
   He is gazing at her snatch hungrily and says. "Can’t I just put it in for a second?" 
 
   "Famous last words," you laugh, impressed by his perseverance. 
 
   Your wife looks over at you questioningly. "Right, I don’t think my husband would allow us to go and further, Dan. I’m sorry." 
 
   "Wait, are you saying that you WOULD want to go farther?" you ask incredulously. 
 
   "I…I don’t know, I mean, no," says you wife, clearly struggling with her emotions. "This whole thing has already been pretty insane…" she says trailing off and looking at Dan in a strange way. 
 
   "You sound like you would want to keep going if your husband agreed," Dan tells her, thoughtfully fingering his hard-on that is still standing at attention. "Can I fuck your wife now?" he asks you matter-of-factly. 
 
   "I…I don’t think that’s a good idea," you respond shakily. 
 
   "Bob, she just sucked my dick right in front of you. Think about that for a second. We’ve already left appropriate dinner party behavior far behind. What difference does it really make?" he asks peevishly. 
 
   Your wife comes over to where you are sitting and bends over to look you in the eyes. "Honey, I never meant for this to happen," she says huskily, then she notices your hard-on poking out of your pants and grasps it familiarly. "It’s up to you what happens next. I will do whatever you tell me to do," she says simply as she starts jerking your cock for you. 
 
   You sit there stunned, enjoying the handjob she is giving you but Dan wastes no time and quickly positions himself behind your wife. He puts his hand on her back and pushes her down. She finds her face down by your cock and instinctively takes it into her mouth and starts sucking it. You look up in dismay at Dan, but he avoids your eyes and just wrangles his cock into your wife from behind. She groans with pleasure as he enters her and starts sucking your dick with renewed energy. You stare open-mouthed as Dan grasps your wife by her wide hips and starts fucking her from behind while she sucks your cock hungrily. There is no way you can object. You are enjoying this too much and so you just let it happen. 
 
   Soon Dan’s pace increases and his pelvis is repeatedly slapping against your wife’s ass as he fucks her. She is rubbing herself while he does this and presently you feel her shudder with an orgasm. She stops sucking your cock for a second and gasps for air, but Dan just increase his pace, fucking her frantically. She turns and looks him in the eye. 
 
   "Are you enjoying me, Dan?" she asks him impishly. That pushes him over the edge and he withdraws suddenly to shoot his load all over her smooth pale ass cheeks. 
 
   "Wow he really hosed me down back there," she tells you with a twinkle in her eye as she yanks your penis and that saucy comment makes you shoot your own wad. She notices you cumming on her tits and quickly engulfs your cock in her mouth to suck out the last few spurts. 
 
   You all rest for a few moments, saying nothing, then each of you retire to a different bathroom to wash up. Once everyone is dressed again, you return to the living room. 
 
   "I don’t know what to say," says Dan bashfully. He is clearly embarrassed and sober at this point. 
 
   "Well I hope you enjoyed my wife," you say sarcastically but without rancor. You are still feeling that post-orgasm glow. 
 
   "Stop it, dear," your wife laughs happily, giving you a loving glance and slapping your shoulder playfully. Then she turns to Dan and holds her arms open for a hug. They embrace for several minutes, saying nothing and it makes you uncomfortable and slightly aroused. Your cock starts to swell again even though you came so recently. 
 
   "We shouldn’t have done that, but I don’t regret it," whispers your wife. After they reluctantly detach themselves from each other, your wife turns to you sheepishly and says. "It’s really going to be weird the next time we see Susan." 
 
   "Well I guess I will just need to sink my cock into her to even the score," you say jokingly. 
 
   Your wife gives you a devilish look but Dan grows pale at the suggestion. "Let me think that over," he says shakily. And with that you bid him adieu.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

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

Your buddies convince your wife to strip for them.
 
    
 
   You and two of your buddies, Jim and Bob, are watching the game in your living room.  Your wife comes in to bring some drinks and snacks wearing jeans and a blouse.  When she bends over you notice both of your friends looking down the front of her shirt at her breasts as they hang down.
 
   "Nice rack," says Bob judiciously, pursing his lips and nodding with approval.
 
   Your wife looks up in surprise, then down at her cleavage.  "Oh shit!" she gasps, hastily standing up again and holding the top of her blouse closed.   Everyone breaks out laughing.  You know you should be offended by this, but you can’t help yourself and laugh right along with everyone else.  You and your friends have been drinking for a while so you are feeling loose, but your wife has been doing her own things all afternoon and is totally sober.
 
   "That’s pretty fresh mister," says your wife, lunging over to slap Bob’s arm.
 
   He flinches mockingly, covering his head with his arms, but Jim cranes his neck dramatically to look down her shirt again as she is bent over.
 
   "Yep, they are nice,"  agrees Jim to more laughter.
 
   You laugh a little less heartily this time and are feeling like the joke is getting old.
 
   "Jeez," says your wife, straightening up with her hands on her hips.  "You would think you guys don’t have wives of your own at home."  She thrusts her bosom out provocatively and looks at you devilishly.
 
   Bob boldly looks her body up and down.  You watch him do it and wriggle in your seat uncomfortably, but keep you mouth shut.
 
   "Yeah, you know how it is," he says gazing at her jutting breasts. “After you are with someone for years and years, you stop looking at them sexually.  Your husband would probably rather check out my wife’s tits than yours at this point."  Bob shoots you a knowing look and you raise your eyebrows at him.
 
   "Ha, that’s for sure," agrees your wife looking at you accusingly.  "When’s the last time you ‘checked out my rack?’ " she asks, emphasizing the scare quotes.
 
   "Uhh, are we really going to get into this now?" you ask lamely.
 
   "Unbutton your blouse," blurts out Jim,  "Let’s get a better look at those bad boys."  He’s sweating and staring at your wife’s bust-emphasizing posture, mouth hanging open unconsciously.  
 
   "Jesus Jim, take it easy, will you?  That’s my fucking wife you’re talking to," you laugh nervously.
 
   Jim’s blushes and looks over at you guiltily.  "Sorry man, I guess I’m a little sauced up."
 
   "Don’t apologize, dear. It’s flattering actually," says your wife soothingly.  
 
   "Well in that case, open your blouse for sure," demands Bob crudely, eyes locked on your wife’s tits.  He knocks his beer on the table loudly for emphasis.
 
   "God Dammit, what’s with you guys?" you ask incredulously.
 
   "Oh relax honey, they are just being honest.  I bet you wouldn’t mind asking Bob’s wife to take HER shirt off," says your wife with a knowing nod.
 
   "Maybe or maybe not, but I wouldn’t come out and ask her to," you sputter.
 
   "Well that’s just because you haven’t gotten up the nerve," laughs your wife and you blush furiously and press your lips together.  You have a cold sensation in your gut and you feel confused.
 
   "Ok boys,  I will oblige you," says you wife seriously, turning to face your guests.  "If it gives you such a thrill, I think I can undo a few buttons for you."  She slowly and dramatically unbuttons her blouse about half-way and leans forward with her hands on her knees.  "How’s that look?"  she asks.  
 
   You watch your buddies staring transfixed at your wife’s knockers.  Her bra is clearly visible and her cleavage is exposed.  She is shaking them slightly to make her boobs jiggle.  Jim is unconsciously fingering his crotch while he checks out your wife.  Bob stares for a few minutes and then leans back with a violent sigh, gripping his own crotch as he does.
 
   "Yeah those are decent titties alright.  Let’s see what else you got there," says Bob shakily.
 
   "Oh, I’ve got plenty going on back here," laughs your wife and turns to present her large round ass for them them to inspect.  "Check it out," she says encouragingly as she shakes her ass for them.
 
   You don’t really know what the hell to say at this point, you just watch your buddies checking out your wife’s ass and then take a slug of your beer nervously.
 
   "That looks good, but we could see it better if you took your pants off," says Jim, licking his lips.
 
   Your wife put her hand to her mouth in mock surprise.  "Now come on, gentleman.  A bit of teasing is all in good fun, but I am a married woman, not a stripper."
 
   "Yeah, you are getting off on this.  Pull those pants off and show us what you got,"  laughs Bob.  "Look at your husband.  He’s beet red, but he’s not saying a word.  I think he’s getting off on this too."
 
   "Shut the fuck up," you croak, but say nothing more.  Your palms are sweating and you take another swig of beer.
 
   "Wow you guys are pretty insistent.  I guess it won’t kill me to take my pants off.  I’ve worn less that this at the beach after all," sighs your wife.  She turns her back and unzips her jeans and starts wriggling them off.  Her panties come half-way off as she is maneuvering her pants down past her generous hips and her ass crack is showing.  She pulls them down further and bends over fully as they bunch up at her knees.  
 
   You hear Jim gulp and he is staring at her milky white thighs and squeezing his cock absently through his pants.  Bob is gripping himself as well and nodding while she pulls her pants all the way off, her round, half-covered ass weaving back and forth as she does so.  She stands and turns back to face them wearing just her panties and with her blouse mostly open, exposing her bra.   Her bravado has drained away somewhat and she is covering her crotch self consciously.
 
   Jim and Bob are both running their eyes hungrily up and down her body, and unabashedly touching themselves while they do.
 
   You wife’s eyes widen as she notices this.  "My god, you guys are practically jerking yourselves there," she says, amazed.  "I just show a little skin and you guys are popping stiffies left and right.  I wish I still had that effect on my own husband."  You can tell she feels bolder now and she bends one knee to better show off her shapely legs.
 
   You notice that you do actually have a raging hardon of your own at this point and don’t know what to do. You are amazed at how exciting it is for your wife to be so slutty, but you really don’t think you could handle it if things went any further.  You decide to keep your mouth shut for now.
 
   You wife watches with interest as your buddies look her body over and handle themselves.  She unbuttons the last buttons of her blouse and discards it casually.  "It’s odd, I’m not really wearing any less than I would if I was at the beach in a bikini.  But the act of stripping in front your friends feels so…dirty.  And the way they just brazenly ask to see my body and then grapple their cocks while they do… it’s sort of kinky,"  says your wife to you as she pinches her nipples through the thin fabric of her bra.
 
   "Can you guys see my nipples?" she asks with concern.  "They are really hard now."
 
   Your mouth goes dry, but your beer is gone.  You are frozen in place and can’t say a word.
 
   "Take off your bra," says Bob gruffly as he kneads his cock through his jeans.
 
   "Oh no," laughs your wife holding up her hands.  "I’ve gone far enough, stripping for you guys while you just sit and ogle my body.  I don’t mind putting on a little show for you, but if you want me to go further, you have to put some skin in the game too."  She looks at you with a twinkle in her eye.
 
   "What do you suggest?"  croaks Jim, eyes locked on her stiff nipples.
 
   "Well, pull out your cocks and let me see what you have,"  she says chuckling.  "You might as well, given how you two are working your rods over there.  Let me see something and I will show you a little more."
 
   "Now hold on!" you finally manage to say, but there is no conviction in your voice.
 
   Jim and Bob both ignore you and readily unzip their flies and pull out their stiff cocks for your wife to inspect.  You can’t believe this is happening.  Two of your friends are sitting on the couch, pointing hard-ons at your wife as she stands half naked in her underwear before them, promising to show them her tits.
 
   "Come on you guys, that’s going too far," you complain.
 
   "That’s true dear, this is going too far, but look at how hard they are.  They pulled their dicks right out when I dared them.  I can’t just leave them hanging now," she says as she unsnaps the front of her bra and holds it shut.  "Are you guys ready?" she teases as Jim and Bob furiously jerk their cocks.  
 
   She shrugs out of her bra and your friends both let out an appreciative sound as her round breasts swing free and her hard pink nipples are revealed in their provocative stiffness.  She shimmies her shoulders to make her tits dance and jiggle and you just stare in disgusted fascination as your buddies jerk off to your wife’s bouncing breasts.  
 
   "Get those fucking panties off," whispers Bob through gritted teeth.
 
   "Yeah, do it," says Jim as he flails away at his member.
 
   "What do I get if I do?" she asks, pulling teasingly at the sides of her panties.
 
   "You see what I’ve got," grunts Bob, pointing his cock at her.
 
   "What can I do with that?" she asks innocently, inching her panties down slowly.
 
   "You’ll see," assures Bob.
 
   "Ok, but it better be good," says your wife mock sternly.  Next, she pulls down her panties and reveals the dark patch of her bush to them. You, Jim, and Bob all stand simultaneously.  You are about to intervene but Jim elbows you aside and you slip and fall as he and Bob grab your wife.  She shrieks with laughter as she struggles with them.
 
   "Honey, help, they are ravishing me," she shouts.    But Jim just grabs her by the hair, pulls her head down toward his crotch, and sticks his cock right into her mouth.  He grunts with satisfaction as she starts sucking fitfully on his dick.  You are sitting on the floor with a sickening weakness washing over you.  You watch as Bob positions himself behind your wife and starts dogging her from behind.  Pretty soon Bob’s hips are slapping against your wife’s ass and she is making small sounds of pleasure as her head bobs up and down on Jim’s hardon.  
 
   Bob grips your wife’s hips more firmly in his hands and thrusts deeply as Jim grunts loudly and grabs your wife’s hair again.   She makes a choking sound and pulls her head back slightly as he starts shooting spurts of cum into her face.  "Oh Jim, Oh yeah," she says lustily.  "Give me that," she moans and laps the jizz from his sticky cock.  You notice that Bob has reached around and is furiously working your wife’s clitoris while he fucks her with short sharp thrusts from behind.  She can’t take much of that before she throws her head back and goes into a shuddering orgasm.  As the final waves pass visibly over her, Bob pokes his dick into your wife one final time and grinds himself up against her rear with a groan.  
 
   "I’m cumming inside you," he gasps.  
 
   "Yeah, do it," responds your wife, reaching back to pull gently on his scrotum.  
 
   "Oh fuck, I’m shooting more now,"  he says.  
 
   "Bring it," she coaxes, cheeks flushed and eyes shining from her orgasm.
 
   Jim looks at you as he playfully slaps his now flaccid cock against your wife’s  face.  "I like your wife," he says.  "She knows how to entertain her guests."
 
   You get up and pull yourself together enough to give him a violent shove.  He falls over the coffee table with a laugh.  "Ok, Ok, I deserve that.  I am out of here."  He jumps up and steals a quick kiss from your wife before bolting out the door, struggling with his fly as he goes.
 
   Bob pulls out of your wife and she turns and kneels before him to suck his softening member.
 
   "I like you," she says.  "You are forceful.  You made me cum."
 
   "Just suck it," he says tenderly looking her in the eyes.
 
   "yes sir, I am sir," she teases.
 
   You push her aside and she gives an indignant squawk.  You shove Bob and he stumbles awkwardly backward. “Fun time is over, get the fuck out."
 
   "Ok, buddy.  Don’t get all bent out of shape.  These things happen.  It’s not the end of the world," he says grumpily as he tucks himself back into his pants and stalks out the door.
 
   You look down at your wife and she looks back up at you, smiling, as she lays in a satisfied heap on the floor.
 
   "You have to admit, that was pretty wild," she says.  "We should invite them back sometime."
 
   
  
 

Two Young guys force themselves on your wife
 
    
 
   Two younger guys from the neighborhood were helping your wife with some yard work, so she invites them in for refreshments.  You are sitting at the kitchen table, having some coffee as they come inside.  She is wearing a tank top and shorts and you notice the guys checking out her ample tits and round ass as they enter the room.
 
   "You have a hot body, Mrs. Jones," says one of the guys giving you an insolent look.
 
   "Oh yeah,  sweet titties," giggles his friend.
 
   You look up from you paper in shock, not sure what to say.
 
   You wife is unfazed and just smiles.  "Oh you two, stop teasing now, you will upset my husband. Would you like some lemonade?"  She opens the fridge and bends over to look inside.  The guys are following her closely and one of them gestures to other, encouraging him to slap her ass.  The other goes one step further and grabs her by the hips and starts dry humping her rump.  
 
   "I don’t care about lemonade, but I will have some ass," he laughs as he grinds himself against her rear.  Your wife shrieks and then starts laughing.
 
   "Ok settle down there," you shout, but remain seated.  You have no idea how to handle this.
 
   You wife closes the refrigerator and pries him off of her ass.  "My god, what’s gotten into you two," she scolds, wagging a finger at them.  "I don’t mind a little rough housing, but you are going to give my husband a heart attack."
 
   The other young man looks over at you and boldly grabs your wife’s tits and starts squeezing and kneading them.  "Shit, he can watch if he wants to, we don’t mind," he says.  He is looking at you with a knowing smile, wiggling his eyebrows at you as you wife yelps and tries to pull his hands off of her knockers.  Meanwhile the other guy reaches down and unzips the front of her shorts and starts pulling them down.
 
   "Ok, cut the shit you two," you shout, putting your paper aside and standing up.
 
   You wife is laughing hysterically, gasping for breathe as she struggles with the two twenty-year-olds.  She is trying to pull her shorts up with one hand while fending off the boob squeezer with her other arm, but she is clearly outmatched.  Her shorts are pulled down roughly and the other boy has wriggled his hand inside her top and is pinching her nipples.
 
   "My goodness," she exclaims, “You boys are so insistent."
 
   You stride over to intervene, but the fellow who pulled your wife’s shorts turns and stands in your way. “Come on, don’t interfere, you don’t know how she teased us out there."  he whines desperately, hunching up his shoulders.
 
   "Go sit down, honey," says your wife, struggling to keep her top on as the other boy tries to pull it off her.  "Look how horny they are.  I can’t just leave them hanging like this," she says pleadingly.
 
   You stand there in shock as guy facing you turns and help his friend pull off your wife’s top.  They pause for a moment and look at her standing in her panties and transparent bra.  Her nipples are stiff and her panties are wet around the crotch.  She self consciously tries to cover herself as the first boy unzips his fly.  His erect cock comes springing out of his shorts and his buddy pulls out his own hardon as well.
 
   "Oh you are both so hard," she says sympathetically, staring at their junk.
 
   The first boy goes behind her and aggressively unsnaps her bra.  The other pulls her bra off and releases her large gorgeous tits.  Both boys reach in to grab and squeeze you wife’s big tits, competing with each other over her nipples, which they grasp and pinch.  You notice your own cock grow hard as one boy pushes the other aside so he can have your wife’s boobs to himself as he sucks and nibbles on her nipples.  She pats him on the head as he chows on her tits.  "There, there dear. Go ahead and suck my boobies," she says soothingly.  "Then let your friend have some."
 
   The other guy pushes in a starts licking and sucking your wife’s tits himself while the first guy reaches over and pulls your wife’s panties down.  Her dark bush is exposed now and your own penis twinges at the sight of it.  He then pulls his shorts down and positions himself behind her, hands on her hips, stiff cock straining toward her bare ass.
 
   "I’ve got something for you, Mrs.  Jones," he says excitedly, pushing her shoulder forward to bend her over.  
 
   The other guys pulls his own shorts off.  He then grabs her by the hair and helps bend her over by pulling her face down toward his crotch.  While his buddy struggles to work his cock into your wife’s puffy, exposed cunt, the guy in front slaps your wife in the face playfully with his cock.  When she opens her mouth in surprise, he just pops it in.
 
   "Suck my wang, Mrs. Jones.  Suck it," he shouts, laughing.  She grasps his rod by the base and obliges him.  Your wife sucks vigorously on his cock, cheeks pulled in, only pausing for a second to emit a gasp as the other boy finally figures out how to get his junk inside her.
 
   "How you like me now, Mrs. Jones," he asks triumphantly as he works himself in and out of your wife from behind.  "How you you like me, now."
 
   You wife pauses her cock sucking for a moment and says," I like you both very well, dear."  Then she looks up at the boy before her and starts jerking his cock for him.  "How’s this honey, do you like that," she asks tenderly.
 
   "Uh, yeah, it’s gonna make me cum," he says stupidly, caught up in the rush of hormones.  You wife responds by excitedly jerking his shaft even faster and sucking the head of his penis at the same time.  You watch in fascination as he pulls out and starts shooting spurt after spurt of hot cum all over your wife’s face while the other guy is earnestly dogging her from behind.
 
   “I wanna cum in her face too," shouts the other guy, pulling himself out of your wife and spinning her roughly around to face him.  She balance herself by grasping his thighs and then grabs his stiff rod in her mouth and starts sucking it for him, gazing up into his eyes intensely as she does so.
 
   "Holy shit," he exclaims.  "What a slut you are."  Then he tilts his head back and shudders.
 
   Your wife closes her eyes and sucks the cum  out of his dick until he can’t take it any more and pulls away.
 
   "That was awesome," the guys shout at each other, pulling their shorts on quickly.  "High five, Mr.Jone," they say to you, but you just stare in disbelief, unable to process what just happened.  So they just shrug and high-five each other  and run out the door, ignoring  your wife who is laying in a sweaty, cum covered heap on the floor.  
 
   "We should get it on video next time," one says to the other as they leave.
 
   "What should we have for dinner dear," asks your wife, absently wiping cum from her face.
 
   "Uh, chicken I guess," you respond, sitting back at the table and shakily sipping your cold coffee.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

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

Your buddy keeps trying to undress your girlfriend
 
   You and your buddy are hanging out with your girlfriend at your house drinking one night.  They are sitting together on the couch and you are sitting across from them.
 
   As you all get a little drunker you notice him looking at your girlfriend’s tits a lot.  He also carefully examines her thighs when she crosses and uncrosses her legs.  You don’t say anything because other guys check her out a lot and you are used to it by now.
 
   At one point he just blurts out, “You’ve got a hot body."  Then he turns beet red.
 
   "Uh, thanks." she says, tugging self consciously at the hem of her miniskirt and giving you a crooked smile.  "That’s nice of you to say."
 
   He reaches over suddenly and starts unbuttoning her blouse, “Can I  unbutton this a little?" he asks drunkenly.
 
   She laughs and pushes his hand away, raising her eyebrows at you significantly.  "Easy there chief."
 
   You just laugh and take another drink.  You are really going to get a kick out of riding your buddy about this tomorrow when he sobers up.
 
   "Come on, I want to see." he says and starts unbuttoning her blouse from the bottom this time.
 
   "Joe, I think you’ve had too much to drink." she says smiling.  "Do you really expect me to unbutton my blouse just because you ask me to?"
 
   "No, I’ll do it myself." he says, giving you a slightly wild look.  "What do you say, bud?" he asks you.  "Don’t be selfish, let a bro get a glimpse, will ya?"
 
   "Oh, you are going to really regret this in the morning when you sober up, bro." you laugh.
 
   "Yeah, I don’t just let any guy undress me." says your girl, putting her hands on his, but not pushing them away.
 
   "Ah, come on, we aren’t strangers." he insists edging closer to her and continuing to unbutton her shirt.  "We’ve known each other for years."
 
   He has her blouse half unbuttoned at this point and you can’t help but laugh out loud at your girlfriend’s confusion.
 
   "Yeah, well you never tried this before." she says looking at him strangely.  You notice that she has her hands on his, but she still isn’t stopping him as he moves up undoing one button after another of her blouse.
 
   "Yeah, I know, I’m drunk and horny and I haven’t gotten laid in a while." he says once he has all her buttons undone.  "Can’t you just humor me here?  Just let me open your shirt and get a peek.  You have a bra on don’t you?"
 
   "Of course I have a bra on." she laughs.  "Aren’t you going to stop him?" she asks you with a smile.
 
   "I say let him make a fool of himself." you say, smiling back at her.  "I’m about to pull out my phone and start recording this."
 
   "Don’t you dare." she says crossly.  "Do you think I want my boobies on the internet?"
 
   "You said you had a bra on." you respond teasingly.
 
   "See, he doesn’t mind." coaxes your buddy as he pulls her shirt open and stares at your girl’s tits in her translucent bra.
 
   She puts her hands over her nipples self-consciously.  "Uh, this is sort of weird." she says with a smile.  "I mean my boyfriend is sitting right there."
 
   "Yeah, so what could happen?" he says, gently lifting her arms up so he can pull off her blouse.
 
   She purses her lips and gives you a look, but allow him to take her blouse off.  
 
   You just look at  her stiff nipples poking through the thin material of her bra and whistle.  "You headlights are on." you says with a grin.  
 
   "You are getting off on this, you perv." your girl says, laughing and throwing her blouse at you.
 
   You just shrug and take another drink, admiring your girlfriend’s chest.
 
   "So ok, here I am hanging out topless with my boyfriend and his pal.  Nothing strange about this." says your girlfriend sarcastically.   She takes a drink of her beer and crosses her arms across her chest to cover her boobs somewhat.
 
   Your buddy is looking her up and down excitedly. You can see the sweat breaking out on his forehead.
 
   "You are super hot." he tells her earnestly.
 
   "Wow, you are so into me tonight." she says gently, looking him in the eye.  "What’s up with you?"
 
   “I guess I just … I don’t know." he says bashfully averting his eyes. 
 
   "Dude, you are hot for my girlfriend." you laugh.  "We are going to have to have a talk about this." you say with a wink, lifting your beer.
 
   He grins sheepishly and lifts his beer in return, then turns his attention back to your girl.
 
   "Stand up for a second." he says.
 
   "Oh man." she says giving you a look. “What now?"
 
   "Just humor me some more." he says smiling.
 
   "I am sitting here topless with you." she says, uncrossing her arms and thrusting her chest toward him dramatically. “What more do you want?"
 
   He is distracted by her boobs pointing at him and just stares in fascination for a second.
 
   "Nice knockers." you says with appreciation.
 
   "Do you know what I want?" he says, not taking his eyes off of her tits. “Honestly, I want to get a look at that ass.  Ok?  I said it.  I am drunk and horny and I want to check out your ass because I am hot for you.  Is that explicit enough?"  he pulls his eyes away from her bosom and looks her in the eye pleadingly.
 
   You just laugh some more and shift in your seat uncomfortably to adjust yourself as you cock starts getting hard.  "Well played, my good man,  well played." you say.
 
   Your girl bows her head in exasperation and lifts herself to her feet dramatically.  "I can’t believe I am doing this." she mutters as she stands before him then turns around to face you with her rear toward your buddy on the couch.  "And you just sit there laughing." she says to you with mock accusation.
 
   "I’ve never seen him like this." you say simply and take another drink.
 
   You buddy reaches over purposefully and pulls your girlfriend’s skirt down to her knees.  She shrieks with surprise and bends over to grab them.
 
   "Omigod, you are such a freak." she shouts, but she is laughing uncontrollably and can’t put up much of a fight as he wrestles her skirt to the ground.
 
   She is bent over before him now trying to pull her skirt back up and he stands up and unzips his fly.  His cock jumps out of his trousers and he pushes is right up against her ass.
 
   "Jesus, you’re really going for it." she exclaims in surprise, reaching back and touching the head of his cock.  "And you are hard as a rock."
 
   "Holy shit, dude." you shout in shock. “Are you fucking serious?"
 
   "Yeah, sorry, hold on a second." he says as he pulls your girl’s panties down.  She stays bent over and reaches back with one hand to grab his thing as he pushes it into her.  He grabs her by the hips and starts working his cock in and out of her from behind.  She puts her hands on her knees and looks up at you with her tits swinging rhythmically with each thrust.
 
   You are stunned by how quickly this situation has come about.  How did your girl go so quickly from being sarcastic to submitting to getting drilled doggystyle.
 
   "You fucking slut, you put out pretty easy." you say jumping to your feet.
 
   "It’s actually not the first time he’s done me like this." she says apologetically.  "Come here and put your cock in my mouth. That will take your mind off it."
 
   You have half a mind to slap her, but you find yourself unzipping your own fly and pulling your throbbing hardon out of your pants.  You walk over and poke it right into her face and she eagerly starts sucking on it.  You look over at your buddy fucking your girl from behind, but he averts his eyes and looks down at her round white ass as he jams his cock in and out of her.
 
   You notice her reaching back to rub her own click while she sucks you and you tilt your head back in satisfaction at how good her mouth feels on your cock.  The whole situation is so kinky that you quickly feel yourself about to come.  So you pull out and shoot your wad all over your girlfriend’s face.  Your buddy notices this and increases the force and frequency of his thrusts.  He is pounding your girl mercilessly now and soon she is shuddering with the pleasure of an obvious orgasm.  A few moments later he pulls out and starts spurting semen all over her ass.
 
   She collapses on the floor, cheeks flushed and looks up, first at you and then your buddy.  She is rubbing the cum on her ass cheeks with one hand and then rubbing the cum on her face with the other hand, looking at you both with a lascivious expression.  "Well I feel like a real cum soaked slut at this point.  Someone else is going to have to do the next beer run."
 
   "I’ll be right back." laughs your buddy zipping his fly up and heading out the the door.
 
   You are standing there with your cock dangling, still caught up in your own post-ejaculation glow.  "Well, that happened…" you say thickly.
 
   "When he gets back, I want you to fuck me while I suck him off." she says stretching out luxuriously on the floor.
 
   "You better hose the gizz off yourself first, you filthy slut." you say jokingly, a little weirded out, but turned on by the freakiness of the situation.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your wife brings up some guys from the hotel bar.
 
                                               
 
   You are on vacation with your wife and decide to take a nap after dinner.
 
    
 
   "You go ahead and rest dear," she says. “I am going to walk around the hotel and explore a little."
 
    
 
   You wake up several hours later to the sound of drunken laughter from the other room of your suite.  You are pretty groggy, but you think you hear men out there with your wife.  You get up, put some pants on and open the door to the living room.
 
    
 
   You are shocked to see that your wife has stripped down to her bra and panties and there are two strange men sitting on the couch looking her body over hungrily.  When they notice you standing there, they break out in a fresh bout of laughter and your wife blushes furiously.
 
    
 
   "Hey there sleepy head," laughs one of the guys.  "Your wife is a real card."
 
    
 
   "What the hell is going on here?" you demand hoarsely.
 
    
 
   "Honey, I can explain," says your wife lamely.
 
    
 
   "Hey, relax there buddy," says the other guy.  "We are just having some fun with your wife."  He rubs his nose and takes a sip from his drink.
 
    
 
   "Yeah, I can see that," you say angrily.  "So much fun that she took her clothes off."
 
    
 
   "Well they kept insisting," she says, awkwardly crossing her arms to hide her stiff nipples poking through the sheer material of her bra.
 
    
 
   "Yeah, I guess we got a bit drunk and got carried away with the flirting a little," admits one of the guys.  "But there’s no harm done.  Come sit down and have a drink."
 
    
 
   "Yes dear, come on," says your wife, quickly pouring a drink and bringing it over to you.
 
    
 
   You take the drink and stand there confused about what to do.  The guys do seem good-natured.  
 
    
 
   "Well, aren’t you going to put your clothes on?" you ask, feeling slightly peevish.
 
    
 
   "Why are you ashamed of my body?" asks your wife teasingly.  She shimmies her shoulders to shake her generous bosoms and the guys whistle appreciatively.
 
    
 
   "Well of course not, but this is just… improper," you mutter crankily.
 
    
 
   "Now look," says the first guy.  "I’m a married man myself.  I know how it gets with married couples after a while.  My wife and I probably have sex once a month if we are lucky.  I would find it very titillating if she ever flirted with other guys.  But she is too much of a prude.  You should consider yourself lucky to have such a saucy wife.  Why I’ll bet this little indiscretion will be a great stimulus to your love life."  He nods sagely and takes another swig.
 
    
 
   You squint at him skeptically, but say nothing and take a swallow of your own drink.  
 
    
 
   You wife walks back to the center of the living room and bends over dramatically to pick up her discarded blouse.  You notice both of the guys looking on with interest as she points her round, white ass at them.  You also notice how shapely her legs are.   She stays bent over, wiggling her rear a little and then turns to look at them.
 
    
 
   "What are you two looking at?" she asks innocently.
 
    
 
   "You’re not putting that back on again, are you?" asks one guy ignoring her question and gripping his crotch.
 
    
 
   "Oh no, I feel very comfortable like this.  I am just tidying up," laughs your wife.  Then she turns and bends down to pick up skirt, giving both guys a good look at her cleavage as her tits dangle down.  She looks up at them as they stare open mouthed at her boobs.  "You two seem to be enjoying the view," she says smugly.
 
    
 
   "You have a fine body, woman," says one guy.
 
    
 
   "Hmph, my husband hardly notices anymore," she says giving you a impish look.
 
    
 
   "I always tell you how nice you look," you say defensively, feeling strangely aroused at the way these strange men are ogling your wife’s body.
 
    
 
   "Well, I am just going to go hang up these clothes, gentlemen, I will be right back," says your wife heading for the bedroom.
 
    
 
   "Do you need some help?" asks one fellow eagerly climbing to his feet.
 
    
 
   "Yeah," says the other, following his friend’s lead and standing up quickly.  "We can help."
 
    
 
   You wife just laughs.  "I think I can hang up my own blouse and skirt," she says.
 
    
 
   One guy grabs her shoes from the floor  "Look, you forgot your shoes."
 
    
 
   "Well, that’s true, bring them along then," chuckles your wife.   “And if you want to help too, then hold my skirt while I hang up my blouse," she says handing her skirt to the other man as they all enter the bedroom together.
 
    
 
   Your stomach flips as they leave the room and you restrain the urge to jump up and follow them.  You feel slightly nauseous as you hear them laughing in the bedroom together.  You hear one of the guys rummaging around in the chest of drawers.
 
    
 
   "What’s this?" you hear one man say
 
    
 
   "Oh you are being naughty," says your wife. “That’s some of my lingerie."
 
    
 
   You crane your neck, but you can’t see into the bedroom from where you are sitting.  You have half a mind to jump up and kick these guys out, but you have to admit, this is pretty arousing.  So you keep your seat and take another sip of alcohol, straining your ears to hear their conversation in the other room.
 
    
 
   "Here, put it on.  Let’s see how you look in it," says the other guy.
 
    
 
   "Oh, no I can’t do that.  I would have to take my bra and panties off for you to get the full effect.  It’s basically see-through.  I bought it entice my husband," she says.
 
    
 
   "Come on, don’t get all modest on us now," urges one guy.  "Christ, we’ve practically seen you naked already.  Let us get a look at you in this."
 
    
 
   "Honey, they want me to see me in this lingerie," calls your wife.
 
    
 
   "Uh, I don’t think that’s a good idea," you respond and you feel your heart rate increasing as you grip the armrest nervously.
 
    
 
   "Oh, he’ll live.  He’s getting a kick out this, but he just can’t admit it," laughs one guy crudely.
 
    
 
   "You know, I think you’re right," says your wife.  "Ok, I will do it.  Now I’m going to trust you two to cover your eyes and not to look while I get changed."
 
    
 
   "Oh, you have out word on it.  We won’t take a peek," says one fellow chastely.
 
    
 
   "Keep ‘em covered," insists your wife, and you notice that you have a raging hard-on and your pits are soaked.
 
    
 
   "Hey! I told you two not to look," squeals your wife suddenly.
 
    
 
   "Sorry, we couldn’t help ourselves," laughs one guy.
 
    
 
   There is a pause and you noticed that you are frozen in your seat as you listen to these two strange men talking to your naked wife in the other room.
 
    
 
   "Well, if you are going to look, I guess I can’t stop you," she says huskily.  "What do you think?"
 
    
 
   "You got a good shape," says one guy gruffly.
 
    
 
   "Yep, I wouldn’t kick you out of bed for eating crackers," says the other.
 
    
 
   "Are my breasts too saggy?" she asks innocently.
 
    
 
   "Nah, they always dangle a little when got some heft to them."  says one guy.  "Here, let me feel them."
 
    
 
   "Oh no, you can look but you can’t touch," says your wife.
 
    
 
   "Like hell," he says, and you hear a struggle in the other room.
 
    
 
   "Alright, alright," you hear your wife laugh.  "Be gentle with them…That’s right… softly now."
 
    
 
   Your blood runs cold, but you just can’t move.
 
    
 
   "Here climb on the bed," says the other guy.
 
    
 
   "Ok, not so rough," squawks your wife.  "I guess this was bound to happen," she sighs.
 
    
 
   That’s the last straw and you finally haul yourself up and barge into the bedroom.  You see you wife laying on the bed, totally naked, with her legs spread wide.  Both guys have their pants off and their pricks are erect, pointing at your wife.  As you walk in, one guy is positioning himself to stick his dick in your wife’s mouth and the other is preparing to mount her.
 
    
 
   "Hold on a sec, buddy" says the one seeking a blowjob, and then he pokes his thing right into your wife’s mouth.  You are shocked at how eagerly she starts sucking.  "Ahh, that’s good.  My balls were getting blue," he says.
 
    
 
   Meanwhile the other guy gives you a look of chagrin and climbs on top of your wife and starts humping her right in front of you.  Again, you can’t believe how willingly she wraps her legs around him.
 
    
 
   You stand and stare as you wife sucks and fucks these two strange men.  Pretty soon the one fucking her grunts with satisfaction as he cums inside her.  Then the other makes a similar sound and you see your wife increasing the suction and swallowing his load.
 
    
 
   Both of them pull their pricks out of your wife and look over at you sheepishly.
 
    
 
   "Uh, sorry about that pal.  I guess we got carried away there," says one.
 
    
 
   "Your wife does have a sweet pussy, though," laughs the other as they pull on their pants.
 
    
 
   You curl your hand into fists and are about to start punching when you wife calls out to you.
 
    
 
   "These selfish bastards blew their wads without waiting until I came.  Honey, get over here and fuck me till I cum.  I’m horny as hell right now," she says getting up on her hands and knees and presenting her rear to you.
 
    
 
   You are surprised to find that your dick is standing at attention and you find yourself willingly pulling out your prick and plunging into your wife’s swollen cunt from behind.  The two strangers look on with interest as she rubs her clit frantically and you bang her doggystyle.  She cums quickly with a shuddering moan and you follow soon after, pulling out to blast a copious load all over her ass.
 
    
 
   "Wow, that was quite a cumshot," she says with admiration, smearing the jizz around her ass.  "I should fuck other guys more often."
 
    
 
   You collapse on the bed and look over at the two interlopers with dismay.
 
    
 
   "Hell, I’m game," says one.  "See you tomorrow?"
 
    
 
   "Wait, I didn’t…" you object.
 
    
 
   "Sure boys, just drop by whenever," sighs your wife.  "But try to act like gentlemen and let me cum first next time, ok?"
 
    
 
   "Ha, you bet, there slutty, you bet!" says the other guy and they each give you wife a peck on the cheek and walk out laughing.
 
    
 
   "I can’t believe that just happened," you say stretching out on the bed in a daze.
 
    
 
   "Oh, you’ll be fine, dear.  It’s not the end of the world," says your wife, then she crawls over and starts licking the excess cum from the head of your cock and you feel yourself growing hard again.
 
    
 
   "Hey, this is a banner event," she says, sucking your cock until it’s fully erect again.  "Two hard-ons in one night?  You should be thanking those two guys for firing up our love life again."   And with that she mounts your stiff rod tenderly and you commence a long and drawn out coitus.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your girlfriend goes out with another guy
 
    
 
                                               
 
   You and your girlfriend have been living together for several years now and have settled into a comfortable domestic relationship.  One day she comes home from the store in an excited and chatty mood.
 
   "What’s up with you?" you ask her smiling.  "You are in a good mood today."
 
   She blushes in response and tilts her head down shyly. “Oh, uh.  Well I met this guy at the store and he asked me out on a date."
 
   You laugh at how bashful she is being. “Well I assume you told him that you already have a boyfriend."
 
   You quickly looks you in the eye with an earnest expression. “Oh yes, I told him, of course," she says nodding vigorously.  "But he was such a nice guy, we talked for a while and got along really well.  He likes all the same music I do."
 
   You grimace thinking of the bubblegum pop junk that she listens to. “Yeah, well anyway…"
 
   She looks away. “So you know we stopped and had a cup of coffee at the cafe…"
 
   "Really," you say, slightly annoyed, but not wanting to show it.
 
   "Well, yeah.  He kept insisting that we hang out again, so I agreed to go have dinner and see a movie together," she holds her hands up. “But I made it clear that it wasn’t a date and that I already have a boyfriend."
 
   "So how is it not a date?" you ask, struggling to maintain your cool.
 
   "Well I hang out with other guys sometimes.  I guess calling it a date makes it different somehow."  she looks a little uncertain and nervous.
 
   You just shake your head and drop the subject.
 
   ***
 
   On the night of her date, she dresses modestly and just leaves without mentioning where she is going.  You know she is going out with this other guy, but you don’t say anything.  You just sit there watching TV, unable to concentrate and unable to deal with your jealousy.
 
   She comes home very late.  Her face is flushed with excitement, hair disheveled with her clothes are all askew.
 
   "Where have you been?" you ask her, barely hiding your anger.
 
   She looks away guiltily.  "Well I went out with that guy John tonight," she says not meeting your eyes.
 
   "How did it go?" you ask with a brittle expression.
 
   "Oh, we had a great time, the movie was fun, dinner was nice.  We went back to his place afterward and had some drinks," she is twisting her fingers nervously and not looking at you.
 
   "Yeah, it’s pretty late now.  I was wondering where you were.  What did you do at his place?" you ask, working hard to maintain composure, your stomach flipping as you do.
 
   She takes a deep breath and looks you in the eye.  "Ok, look.  We listened to music for while and sat together on the couch.  After a while, one thing led to another and we ended up fooling around a little bit."
 
   Your stomach drops and your blood runs cold. “Fooling around?" you croak, unable to say more.
 
   She gives you a pained expression. “I’m sorry honey, we were just having such a nice time and he was so insistent.  I sort of forgot myself. I mean it’s not a big deal really.  You are the one I love.  He is just some friendly guy I met at the store."
 
   "How far did you go?  Did you have sex?" you ask, and you notice that your pits are soaked.
 
   "What?  No?  Of course not," she gasps, shocked.  "I mean, you know. We kissed a little.  Maybe there was some groping.  Nothing serious."  she is wriggling with discomfort.
 
   "What sort of groping?" you ask numbly.
 
   She makes a scrunched up face at you. “Do you really want to get into all the details?" she asks.
 
   "I think you owe me that much," you reply stiffly.
 
   She sighs with exasperation. “Well, he touched my boobs a little," she admits bashfully.
 
   "Really?" you ask, shifting uncomfortably when you notice your own prick growing hard at the thought.  "Your blouse isn’t buttoned properly," you point out.
 
   "Ok, yes.  He unbuttoned my shirt and took off my bra. I honestly don’t even know where my bra is.  It’s probably behind his couch or something," she laughs lamely.
 
   "Ok, yeah, this is very interesting," you say, putting your hand over your crotch to hide your stiffening hardon.  "Go on, what did you do while this was going on?"
 
   She gulps and looks away.  "Well we were kissing you know…"
 
   "And?" you insist.
 
   "Well, see, he had unzipped his fly and showed me his thing.  He kept asking me to touch it," she says not meeting your eye.
 
   "You mean his penis," you say matter-of-factly squeezing your own cock unconsciously.
 
   "Uh, do we really need to do this?" she asks, obviously upset.
 
   "Yes we do," you say.
 
   Then she notices you gripping your cock and she comes over and joins you on the couch.  "Hey wait a minute," she says, laughing.  "My god, are you getting off on this?" she asks, grabbing your cock through your pants.
 
   "No," you object defensively.
 
   "Yes you are, your cock is hard as a rock," she says, unzipping your fly and pulling your dick out gleefully.
 
   She knees in front of you and puts the head of your penis up against her face.  "You are getting off on the slutty girlfriend fantasy.  I should have known when you didn’t object to me going out with him," she says as she strokes your cock.
 
   "Fuck no," you say half-heartedly as she sucks on your cock for a second.
 
   "Whatever.  I will continue my story for you," she says pulling on your pud and looking you in the eye.
 
   "John pulled his cock out while he was sucking on my nipples and tried to put my hand on it," she says devilishly looking you in the eye as she jerks you.  "I thought that was going a bit too far, so I resisted at first.  But he kept insisting and I was getting pretty hot and bothered by the way he was sucking and pinching my nipples.  So finally, I just gripped his johnson and started pulling on it like this," she demonstrates on your cock and you groan with pleasure.  "See, you like it too.  Then he begged me to suck on it, but I refused.  I only go so far on a first date you know," she says primly.  "So I just kept jerking his cock with one hand and pushed him back onto the couch with the other and pretty soon he shot his load right in my face," she laughs as she continues to work your own prick.
 
   "Oh shit," you exclaim, and you know you should be pissed, but you are about to cum yourself.  
 
   ‘Yep, it was pretty messy," she says and then pops your cock into her mouth and sucks really hard.  You can’t take much of this and shoot your load into her mouth.  She gags slightly but keeps sucking and swallows the entire shot.
 
   "So yeah. This is a little weird that it’s working out like this, but we are going out again tomorrow night and I will probably be sleeping over at his place," she says with a glint in her eye as she walks out of the room.  You just sit back in your post-orgasm glow and wonder how you are going to handle this emotionally.
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Your wife makes a confession
 
    
 
   You wife comes home late again and you decide to ask her about it.
 
   "Honey, you’ve been out late a lot lately.  Where were you tonight?" you ask her.
 
   "Uh, I went out drinking with some of your buddies." she admits, not meeting your eye.
 
   "Really?" you say surprised and a little alarmed.  "Why didn’t you tell me about this?" 
 
   "Well, I was afraid that you wouldn’t approve." she says hesitantly glancing at you  and then looking away.
 
   "It is a little weird for you to go drinking with my friends without me, don’t you think?" you say, annoyed.
 
   She twists her fingers and doesn’t meet your gaze. “Yes…" she admits.
 
   "Also, the bars closed like two hours ago." you say looking at your watch.  "It’s really, really late."
 
   "Right, well, we hung out at Joe’s house afterward.  His wife is visiting her mother." says you wife softly.
 
   "Yeah, I knew that." you say absently.  "So what did you do at Joe’s house?  Who was there?"
 
   "Uh, Bob and Justin and Joe were there." says your wife, taking off her coat and hanging in the hall closet.
 
   "And what did you do at Joe’s?" you ask, making an impatient gesture.
 
   "We…talked?" asks your wife nervously, with a strange grimace.
 
   "You don’t sound very convincing." you respond.  You’ve always trusted your wife absolutely.  It’s not like her to be so evasive and you are started to get a little worried.
 
   "Well, I… do we really need to get into this now?  I am sure that we are both tired and need some sleep.  Let’s talk about it tomorrow." says your wife brightly as she unzips her dress and starts getting undressed for bed.
 
   "It’s a little weird that you don’t want to tell me what you did with my friends at Joe’s house." you say stiffly, trying to control your anger.  "Can’t you just give me a straight answer?"
 
   "Um, I’m pretty sure you won’t like what I have to say…" says your wife, coming to sit by your site in her underwear and taking your hand and looking at you tenderly.
 
   "Try me." you say tightly, releasing her hand.
 
   "Honey… Ok, let me ask you a question." says your wife with a sigh.    "When’s the last time we had sex?" she asks.
 
   "Oh god, here we go again." you say rolling your eyes.  "Please don’t change the subject.  You know  that our hormones go down as we age, you can’t expect us to have sex like twenty-year olds any more." you say with exasperation.
 
   "You know it’s not just a hormonal issue," she snaps.  "After a while the novelty goes away.   You got bored with me.  I see you looking at other women."
 
   "What the hell does this have to do with you staying out all night with my buddies?" you demand angrily, not wishing to make the connection.
 
   You wife says nothing and just takes your hand again, looking at you earnestly.
 
   Your blood runs cold as you realize where this is going.  "Oh my god." you say.
 
   "We were all talking about this at the bar.  Your friends have the same problem with their own wives.  They never have sex anymore.  The spark is gone." says your wife.  "But as we had a few drinks, they started  giving me compliments about my body.  Bob commented on what nice breasts I have and Justin and Joe told me what nice legs I have."
 
   "It’s starting to sound like little red riding hood." you say sarcastically. “All the better to fuck you with…"
 
   Your wife makes a pained expression then continues. “They were making some lewd suggestions and I really should have been offended and just walked right out."
 
   "Yeah?" you say, curious now. The idea of your friends making lewd suggestions to your wife gives you a cold feeling in your gut.  You are annoyed and amused and slightly excited by the idea.
 
   "But I found that I was enjoying the attention.  Do you know how long it’s been since I flirted with another man?" she asks you simply.
 
   "Well a long time I hope." you say with a snort.
 
   "Of course." she says with a smile.  "It’s been a really long time since anyone looked at me that way…sexually I mean."
 
   You look at your wife’s shapely body as she sits by you in her underwear and shake your head.  You are starting to feel a little guilty about not paying her more compliments.
 
   "So, instead of storming out when they started flirting with me, I just flirted right back." says your wife, straightening her shoulders and jutting her chest out.
 
   "What sort of flirting?" you ask, eyeing her lovely bosom.
 
   "Well…"she says, deflating slightly.  "Do I really need to get into the details?"
 
   "Why not?" you ask.  "Do you have something to hide?"
 
   She looks away and puts her knuckle in her mouth for a moment before withdrawing it and steeling herself.  "Ok… It started out with Bob daring me to flash my boobs."
 
   You raise your eyebrows in surprise.  "That old dog!" you exclaim.  "He must have really been drunk.  I never knew he had the backbone to try something like that." you say laughing.
 
   Your wife smiles in return.  "I know, can you imagine mild-mannered Bob demanding to see my titties." she laughs.  "But there he was, eyes glued to my breasts, sweat pouring from his forehead, and not that drunk really."
 
   "So what did you do?" you ask, growing more excited in spite of yourself.
 
   "Well I took down the front of my dress and flashed my bra." says your wife primly.  
 
   "Right there in the bar?" you say with surprise.  "That’s pretty saucy."
 
   "I know, I know.  I thought  it would put him on his heels a bit.  But it just encouraged the other guys to push it farther.  They demanded that I take off my panties and show them… you know… spread my legs for them."
 
   "Jesus!" you exclaim, starting to sweat a little yourself.  "What did you do?"
 
   "Well I told them to show me theirs first." she says smiling tightly. “And Justin just unzipped his pants right there and said ‘Here you you.’  We were sitting side by side in a booth at the back and he pulled his thing right out and showed it to me."
 
   "Oh my god." you say putting your hand to your head.
 
   "That’s how I felt." says your wife.  "But I couldn’t help looking at his penis.  I mean, you know, it’s been a long time since I saw another man’s penis…"
 
   "And?" you ask.  "Give it to me straight.  Is he bigger than I am?" you say half-joking.  The idea of your wife looking at another man’s penis is giving you a weird feeling.  You are pissed at Justin for doing it, but slightly turned by your wife’s reaction. 
 
   "A little bit bigger."she admits. “But it was much more veiny.  I couldn’t take my eyes off of it.  But then the waitress came over and screamed at him to put it away and then she told us all to leave."
 
   "So then you went to Joe’s." you prompt.
 
   She sighs.  "Yes, then we went to Joe’s.  We were pretty drunk, so we took a cab.  In the backseat, Justin pulled his thing out again."
 
   "Yeah?" you say annoyed at how free Justin was being with cock around your wife.
 
   "And…I uh…" you wife is very nervous and wringing her hands.
 
   "What did you do?" you ask coldly, you stomach flipping over.
 
   "I touched it.  I… basically… well… I sort of gave him a handjob in the back of the cab." she says with a grimace.
 
   "Are you fucking kidding me?" you says amazed, your own cock stiffening unexpectedly  "How could you?"
 
   "Honey, I just, I don’t know.  It was there and the guys were encouraging me and it was big and hard and I was flushed and excited by the attention and a little drunk, so I started pulling on his cock."
 
   "I can’t believe this." you say standing up and starting to pace the room.  "How am I supposed to accept this?  You gave one of oldest friends a handjob in the back of cab. This is surreal."  Your stomach is flipping and your blood is running cold, but you are actually getting turned on by this.
 
   "And then I sucked on it a little." she admits averting her eye and flinching slightly.
 
   "What?" you shout waving your arms in anger.  "A blowjob.  Un-fucking-believable.  I ought to slap your goddamn face for this."
 
   "You’re right, I deserve it." she says miserably.
 
   "Did he… did he, come?" you ask.
 
   She just nods silently head bowed.
 
   "And did you… swallow?" you ask, face growing flushed.  You notice that your dick is really getting hard now.
 
   "Well… I swallowed some, but then I took my mouth off of his penis and he shot some more on my cheeks." she says blushing furiously.  "Joe and Bob took pictures. Everyone was laughing and congratulating us.  Justin was so proud of himself.  It was quite funny really." she says.
 
   "Oh yeah, that’s really funny." you say angrily, sitting down again to hide your stiffening hardon.  "Then what happened?"  You mind is reeling at the very idea of your wife sucking off one of your buddies and him shooting his load in her face.  You can’t believe how crazy this is or how turned on it’s making you.
 
   "We got to Joe’s house, and I went and washed my face.  When I came back out, the guys were all excited and looking at the pictures they had taken with their phones of me… going down on Justin."
 
   "Oh my god, they took pictures of the whole thing." you ask amazed, secretly eager to see the pictures.
 
   "Yes, well, yes.  Anyway, they begged me to strip naked for them in Joe’s living room and show them my body.  Everyone was flushed and horny and chattering, so I took off my dress.  They all remarked on how shapely my legs are and how nice my hourglass figure is and how round  my ass is.  They were just eating me up with their eyes."
 
   Your mouth is dry at this point and you are staring at her glassy eyed.  Your cock is throbbing in your pants and you are partly nauseous, partly titillated.  You squeeze your crotch unconsciously.  "And so you took your underwear off for them and showed them everything." you say numbly.
 
   "Oh yes I did." she says, warming up to the story.   “I stripped totally naked for them and they all took their pants off and started jerking off as as I did so."
 
   "I’ll bet." you say.
 
   "Even Justin was hard again, which I found intriguing." says your wife.  "Justin has quite a cock.  I just walked over and sat right down on it."
 
   "Of course you did." you say squeezing your cock, amazed at how brazenly your normally modest wife is describing how she fucked your buddy.
 
   She notices you fondling yourself and unsnaps her bra to let her boobs swing free.  You stare at them with surprise as she reaches over and unzips your fly, pulling out your hard cock and stroking it as she continues her story.  "Yes, Justin’s cock penetrated right inside me as I sat on his lap.  I was facing outward and Joe jumped up and poked his penis right into my face.  I reached up and gripped it and said. ‘What do you want me to do with this, Joe?’  ’I’d be obliged if you sucked that thing ma’am.’ he said, which made me laugh, so I sucked it for him.  He is pretty small, by the way, and crooked.  Meanwhile, Justin, bless his heart, reached around and was rubbing my clitoris while I worked myself up and down on his cock.  Oh that cock was hard, honey.  It poked right into me.  My god. I am getting wet again thinking about it."
 
   She takes a break from her story to go down on your own cock and start sucking.  She never does finish her story, because you push her back on the couch and fuck her yourself until you pull out and shoot your load on her belly.
 
   Then you both go to bed without saying another word.  But there is a tacit understanding between you that your love life has just been resurrected from the dead.  You just hope you don’t start seeing photos of your wife getting fucked by your buddies on Facebook
 
    
 
   
  
 

You drop in on your girlfriend unexpectedly
 
    
 
   You get the night off from work unexpectedly and decide to drop by your girlfriend’s house without calling ahead.  The lights are on, but she doesn’t answer the door, so you go around back.  It’s a nice night and she often sits out in the back yard on nights like this.  You are behind the hedge when you hear her laughing and talking with someone.  You peer through the leaves and see that she is sitting next to a guy friend of hers from work.  You feel a sharp pang of jealousy and decide to eavesdrop on her.
 
   "Omigod, you are being so crazy tonight, what’s with you?" she laughs pushing him away playfully.
 
   "I’m just horny.  I haven’t gotten laid in a while," he admits, edging closer to her.  "Come, just touch it.  What’s the big deal?"
 
   "Is it a big deal?" she asks teasingly.  "Your thing, that is."
 
   Your face flushes with anger and you are about to break this up, but you are curious to see how she handles this, so you keep yourself hidden and continue watching them.
 
   "Check it out," he says, unzipping his fly and pulling out his cock.
 
   "Whoa, I can’t believe you just did that," she says, taken aback.  She is staring intently at his boner in a way that makes you uncomfortable.
 
   "Do you like it?" he asks her.
 
   "Well, I guess it’s a penis alright," she giggles.
 
   "Here, touch it," he urges.
 
   You gulp in anticipation and realize that your own cock is growing hard as you watch this guy putting the moves on your girl.
 
   "I really shouldn’t," she says hesitantly.  "I do have a boyfriend you know."
 
   "Well I certainly am not going to tell him about it," he laughs.  "This can be our little secret.  I’m really horny.  Help me out and tug on it a little," he whines.
 
   You roll your eyes in disbelief.  You can’t believe the line he’s feeding her.  Does that ever work on girls? you wonder.
 
   "I don’t know…" she says,
 
   "Here, give me your hand," he says gently.  She puts her hand into his and he smiles at her.  "See that was easy."  He takes her hand and places it down onto the head of his cock.  "Now just squeeze it a little," he urges.
 
   "Uh, I do know how to give a handjob, for your information," says your girl as she grips his dick forcefully.
 
   "Oh yeah, I believe you.  Lay one on me," he says.
 
   "Oh shit, ok. You win," she says and starts stroking his cock up and down.  "How do you like this?"
 
   Your pits are soaked and you find yourself unconsciously fingering your own cock as you watch your girl giving this guy a hand job
 
   "Damn girl, that feels good.  Now lick the head a little," he says, grunting with pleasure.
 
   "Oh no, I don’t know where this thing has been," she laughs.
 
   But he takes her by the head and just guides it down onto his cock.  She makes a show of struggling but she could easily have pulled away if she wanted to.  Pretty soon the head of his cock is brushing her cheek.  She sniffs at it. “I guess it smells pretty clean."
 
   "Oh, yeah, I soaped it up for you before I came over," he laughs. “You might as well suck it while you’re down there," he says holding her head down in his lap.
 
   She turns her face  and opens her mouth to receive his member and pretty soon she is sucking his cock with enthusiasm.  He pull his pants down and she immediately takes the opportunity to start sucking on his balls.  
 
   "Yeah, you little slut, you work those balls," he groans.
 
   "Who are you calling a slut?" she says giving his cock a playful tug.
 
   "Just take your pants off and we will find out if you are a slut or not," he demands, pushing her gently back onto the grass.  She readily, unzips her jeans and kicks off her shoes and he assists her with peeling her pants off.  You go ahead and unzip your fly at this point and start tugging your pud in earnest as he climbs on top of her and puts his dick inside her.
 
   "That’s what I’m taking about," he gasps as he starts working himself into her.
 
   "Oh god, yeah, that feels good," she moans.  "Go slow at first, you are big."
 
   He slowly works up the tempo until he is pounding her wildly and she is grunting like an animal.  You shoot your load into the bushes as you watch, then sit back exhausted.  He pulls out suddenly and shoots his load all over her belly.  She smears it around and looks up at him lovingly.  "Gee thanks," she says sarcastically.
 
   "You loved it," he says smugly, standing up suddenly and pulling up his pants.  "See ya."
 
   "Hey where are you going?" she calls wistfully as he walks away.
 
   "I’m done with you for now, I’m out of here," he says brusquely over his shoulder.
 
   You watch as she lays back in the grass and contemplates the stars.  She seems deflated and you almost feel bad for her.  You zip up quietly and emerge suddenly from the bushes.
 
   "Whoa, where are you pants?" you ask her brightly.  "Were you expecting me?"  You smile at her as she nearly jumps out of her skin in surprise.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 


* Section 3 - Slutty Girlfriends
 
   Your girlfriend blows some strange guy in the bar
 
    
 
   When you meet your girlfriend at the bar, she is sitting at a table with a bunch of guys you don't know. She waves you over and everyone greets you warmly. They obviously had a couple of drinks already. You give her a kiss on the cheek and sit down at the table across from her.
 
    
 
   "Dude, your girlfriend is a riot, she just sat right down with us and joined the conversation as though she was just one of the boys," says the guy sitting next to her. 
 
    
 
   "These guys are fun, honey," says your girlfriend. Her eyes are bright and a little glassy. She is a bit sauced up. "They keep trying to get me to take my bra off."
 
    
 
   Everyone breaks out laughing. "Dude, I'm telling you, it's not like that," Says the one guy looking you right in the eyes with a big smile on his face. "We were just talking about how some women can take off their bra without taking their shirt off, right? She was bragging that she could it better than anyone, so one of my buddies dared her to do it."
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend looks at you with lowered lids. "Dare me, honey?" she asks you huskily.
 
    
 
   You chuckle nervously and look at the table of smiling strangers. "Uh, no."
 
    
 
   Everyone laughs again. "Yeah, I would be weirded out too in your situation," Says one guy slapping you on the shoulder. "But it's cool, bro. We aren't creeps. It's not like we are going to try to jump your woman or anything," You scan his face warily, looking for signs of mockery, but he seems sincere.
 
    
 
   "I'm doing it," your girlfriend says and all heads turn to watch. She does the complicated maneuver you have seen so many times before and finally pulls her bra out the cuff of her blouse. There is general applause and praise at the table. "Well done!" someone shouts.
 
    
 
   The guy sitting next to her points to her chest. "Some of your buttons came undone," he says, eyes glued to her breasts. She is wriggling in her seat and making them jiggle, you wonder if it is on purpose. She is looking at his face, watching him check out her tits. "I'm cool with that if you are," she says softly seeking out his eyes. Her blouse is almost half-way undone now. The table grows quiet briefly and your face begins to burn.
 
    
 
   "Shit I'm definitely cool with it," says the guy and that breaks the tension at the table and his buddies all laugh. You feel your stomach churn slightly.
 
    
 
   Your girl looks over at you smugly, "my boyfriend and I are very secure in our relationship. Stuff like this doesn't make him jealous," she says. You can't see her hand, but she seems to move it onto this guy's leg. You refrain from the urge to look under the table to see what she is doing, but you are very suspicious when his expression changes slightly and he shifts toward her in his chair. His eyes are flicking between her eyes and her tits.
 
    
 
   Conversation resumes at the table, and your girlfriend and this guy lean together and are conversing too quietly for you to hear. She is leaning toward him and you can clearly see down her shirt and her pale jigging boobs. She is definitely rubbing his leg or something, her hand is hidden under the table, but her arm is moving back and forth slightly. Everyone else is averting their eyes from them for some reason.
 
    
 
   "Hey do you want a drink?" you ask her loudly.
 
    
 
   She turns to you briefly and smiles but shakes her head, "No thanks honey, he bought me one just before you got here," She shift her other hand over to his lap and you can't help yourself. You push back from the table and bend over to see what she's doing. She snatches her hands away from his crotch but you can see that she had unzipped his fly and the head of his cock is sticking out of his pants. He doesn't bother to zip up or cover it.
 
    
 
   "Did you lose something down there, dude?" he asks casually.
 
    
 
   You stand up. "Your fly is down."
 
    
 
   "That's not my fault," he says simply looking you in the eye without malice.
 
    
 
   You girlfriend grabs her blouse to hold it closed and says "Honey, I am so sorry. I am a little drunk and I got carried away with flirting," She looks at you beseechingly. "Please let's go. I just want to apologize to everyone. I really interfered in their night out. Can you just wait in the car for me? I will be right out."
 
    
 
   Everyone at the table is averting their eyes nervously. You just turn and walk toward the door. Just as you are about to leave you hear a shout rise up from the table. "Whoa, dude," You look back to the table and see that your girlfriend has her head down in that guy's lap and it is bobbing up and down. He has his hand on the back of her head and his own head tilted back with his mouth open. His friends are all shouting. One of them jumps up from the table and runs over to intercept you, but you are too stunned to move. Your girlfriend is blowing this guy right in the middle of the bar in front of all his friends.
 
    
 
   "Dude this is totally fucked up, but it's not our fault. Your girlfriend is being a fucking whore. You should just dump her here and now," He is blocking you from going back to the table, but there is no need. You are just staring weakly at your girlfriend's head bobbing up and down as she sucks this guy's cock in public. No one else in the bar seems to be noticing but finally the guy grunts loudly and your girlfriend's head emerges from his crotch.
 
    
 
   She has cum dripping from her lips as she stands up. Her blouse is totally open now and her tits are swinging free. The guys at the table applaud and shout compliments so she shakes her shoulders to give them a show. Then she curtseys for them and heads over to the door, not bothering to button up her shirt. The guy blocking you is checking out her tits and hard pink nipples as the cum drips from her mouth onto them.
 
    
 
   "yeah, well, she may be a whore, but your girlfriend is hot as fuck," he says.
 
    
 
   "Sorry about that," she says to you, licking cum from her lips. "Let's go home and sort this out."
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your girl likes to hang out nude at the campground
 
    
 
   You and your girl are camping for the first time together.  She strips naked before crawling into the sleep bag at night and you have some hot sex.
 
   In the morning when you wake up, she is up already and you find her making a pot of tea on the fire, stark naked.
 
   "Hey, this is a public campground you know," you say to her.  "You should put some clothes on."
 
   "Whatever… There is no one around.  I like being naked.  I feel free," she giggles.
 
   You just laugh nervously and go collect some firewood.  You go 30 or 40 feet into the woods when you hear the sound of male voices approaching the campsite.  You start rushing back to warn your girl, but just before you get back you see your girl talking to a pair of male hikers who had wandered up to your campsite.  She is standing there totally nude and not bothering to cover herself at all.  They are looking at her body with interest and she is just standing there, brazenly baring her all.
 
   You can’t believe she is doing this and you are too embarrassed to come out into the open. What would your girl do if you demanded that she get dressed?  Would she defy you just to be pig headed?  What if she complied?  Would these guys laugh at you either way?   You don’t know what to do, so you skirt the edge of the clearing so that you can hear what they are saying, but still stay hidden in the brush.
 
   "…I don’t see why I can’t hang out naked if I want to," you hear your girl say defiantly.
 
   "Hey, I sure don’t mind seeing your naked body," says one of the hikers, gripping his crotch unconsciously.  "We’re just saying, you won’t get much privacy up here.  This is a busy area this time of year."
 
   "I don’t care about privacy," responds your girl flippantly.  "You can look all you like.  It’s nothing to me.  I’m feel like a nature woman being nude out here."
 
   "Well do you mind if we take a break and hang out here with you?" says the other guy, unhitching his backpack.
 
   "Sure, feel free," responds your girl, and she turns and bends over to tend the fire.  "You want some tea?"
 
   Both guys are staring slack jawed at her bare ass as she bends over and don’t respond.  She turns and looks at them appreciating her ass.  "Hello?  Take a break from checking out my ass for a second and answer the question: tea or no tea?"
 
   "Uh, sorry, yes, tea," laughs one guy as he drops his backpack and joins her by the fire.
 
   Your face is burning with shame.  You don’t know what to do. You assumed that they would just go on their way.  You just want them to leave, but at the same time, you find it incredibly erotic to watch your girlfriend casually serve tea to these two guys totally naked and unconcerned.  So you unzip your fly and start pulling on your prick as you watch them hidden form view behind a bush.
 
   "So yeah, how long have you been into nudism?" asks one of the hikers.
 
   "I guess I never knew I was into nudism," laughs your girl.  "This is the first time I ever tried it.  I’ve never really been camping overnight this far into the wilderness before.  The feeling of being out in nature is so amazing.  It’s so liberating."
 
   "Oh, yeah, I agree," says the other guy eyeing her boobs and taking a sip of tea.
 
   "Hey, you know, it’s actually pretty rude of us to hang out while you are naked.  We should be going," says the other guy. “We don’t want to cramp your style."
 
   "Oh I don’t mind, you can stay," she urges them.  
 
   "Well, I feel kind of weird sitting here with you naked and all… I almost feel as though we should strip down and get naked too," he laughs nervously.
 
   "Feel free to do whatever you want," she says.  "Since you didn’t mind seeing me naked, I won’t mind seeing you naked," she smiles broadly.
 
   The guys chuckle nervously and take off their clothes.  Both of them have raging hardons and you see your girl staring at their cocks with interest.
 
   "Well alrighty then," she laughs.  "Looks like your johnsons are standing at attention this morning."
 
   "Well stumbling upon a beautiful naked girl on the trail will do that," laughs one of the hikers standing just a few feet in front of her with his cock pointed right at her face.  She remains seated and stares at it fixedly.
 
   "Oh are these hard-ons on my account?" she asks them innocently taking a sip of tea.
 
   "Yep," says the other guy sitting down close by her side.  "It’s all your fault that I sprung this boner." he says stroking his hard cock lewdly.
 
   "Sorry about that," she says, her eyes glued to his cock as he pulls on it.
 
   "Oh, not at all, I am enjoying it," he says.  "You don’t mind if I touch myself, do you?" he asks.  "I’m just not used to being nude around strange good looking girls."
 
   You are feeling a little sick at this point with both guys naked and your girl checking out their cocks, but you keep yourself hidden and continue jerking yourself and watching.
 
   "You think I’m good looking?" she asks bashfully.
 
   "Oh yeah," both guys say.
 
   She stands up and turns to show them her ass again.  "You don’t think my ass is too big?" she asks playfully.
 
   Now both guys are stroking themselves as they look her over.
 
   "Well?" she asks wiggling her ass at them.  "Too big or no?"
 
   They don’t answer, they just stare and stroke.  "You’re just teasing us now," croaks the one guy.  "But I will play along.  No. It’s not too big, it’s just right.  In fact I wouldn’t mind slapping my cock against it."
 
   "Oh really?" laughs your girl.  "Well, don’t let me stop you.  Slap away."
 
   The guys exchange a glance, and the one just shrugs and approaches her with cock in hand.  She just stays bent over slightly and shakes her ass at him again to encourage him.  So he grabs  dick and slaps her across the ass with it.  You gulp in amazement, unable to believe this is happening.
 
   Suddenly, two female hikers enter the clearing and stop dead in their tracks staring at the two naked guys and your naked girlfriend while one of the guys slaps his cock against her ass and she laughs with pleasure.
 
   "Uh, well this is pretty random," laughs one of the girls.
 
   "Sorry folks, we are just passing through.  Didn’t mean to interrupt your little breakfast orgy over here," says the other girl looking at the guy’s stiff pricks.
 
   "Oh, it’s not an orgy.  We are just horsing around a little," says your girl blushing as she stands up straight and faces them.
 
   "Hey, whatever you say, sister.  I know this mountain air makes me feel frisky," laughs one of the girls.  "I wouldn’t mind taking on two guys with pricks like those."
 
   Her friend slaps her shoulder, “Omigod, I can’t believe you just said that!"
 
   Both guys are speechless with embarrassment  but their cocks are still standing at attention.
 
   Your girl turns to examine the dick that was just slapping her ass and she reaches out and takes it in her hand.  "You have a point, this is a pretty good cock," she admits, looking the guy in the eyes as she starts to stroke his dick.  Everyone watches with interest as your girl goes down on her knees before him and puts his dick in her mouth.  You, the female hikers, the other male hiker, all of you are watching as your girlfriend starts performing fellatio on this strange man she just met twenty minutes ago.
 
   "This is soo, freaky," says the other female hiker.  "I had no idea that this was like, the kinky sex trail." 
 
   "Lay down on your back," commands the hiker receiving a blowjob from your girl.  She complies submissively and spreads her legs for him.
 
   "Excuse me ladies," he says as he gets down and mounts your girlfriend missionary style.
 
   "Hey,don’t mind us," laughs the one girl.
 
   The other hiker is jerking his cock as her watches your girlfriend getting boned by his buddy.  You hear her moaning with pleasure as he pounds her in the grass and you start jerking yourself wildly.
 
   "Holy shit, there is some other pervert spanking his monkey in the bushes," shrieks one of the female hikers as she spies you there.
 
   The hiker fucking your girl pauses for a second, looking up.  
 
   "Nevermind, it’s probably just my boyfriend," she says.  "Don’t stop now, I’m about to cum."
 
   He quickly returns to fucking her and she cries out as the orgasm engulfs her.  He pulls out soon after and spills a load all over her belly.
 
   "Her boyfriend is jerking off in the bushes?" laughs one girl to the other, scandalized. “I thought one of these guys was her boyfriend."
 
   "This is the most fucked up hike I’ve ever been on by far," giggles her friend.
 
   The other male hiker approaches your girl with his cock in hand.  "Can you suck this for me?" he begs.
 
   "Ok, honey," she says climbing to her knees, cheeks flushed, belly slick with cum. “I’ll help you out," she says looking up at him lustily and taking his thing into her mouth.
 
   He tilts his head back and cries out almost immediately.  Your girl gags slightly and pulls his dick out of her mouth as he shoots his wad all over her face.
 
   "That is so nasty," comments the one girl, watching with fascination.
 
   The other girl crawls into the bushes where you are kneeling and kneels down beside you.  "You guys are all real perverts, you know that?" she whispers unbuttoning her shirt.  "But I must be one too, because watching this shit has made me horny as fuck."  And the next thing you know you are sucking on her nipples as she jerks you pud.  A few minutes later, you notice your girlfriend watching you as this female hiker bounces up and down on your cock and your girl laughs when you cry out firing your load inside the female hiker.
 
   "That girl better be on the pill," she calls.
 
   Afterward you all share an awkward breakfast around the campfire.  The two guys and your girl never bother getting dressed which makes things weird.  But things get even weirder when another couple enters the clearing and approaches your group nervously.
 
   "Uh, sorry to interrupt your…breakfast?  We just wanted to get directions," says the woman as the man looks your girl’s cum stained body over hungrily.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your girl offers a guy a ride home from the bar.
 
   You and your girl are out a bar along with one of her girlfriends.  At one point, your girl wanders off to talk to some friends of hers.  You don’t pay much attention and are chatting with some people at the next table over when your girl’s friend comes over to you.
 
    
 
   "Uh, we should probably go now," she says looking at you nervously.
 
    
 
   "What’s the matter?" you say.  "It’s early yet.  I thought you had off tomorrow."
 
    
 
   "That’s right.  I don’t have to work tomorrow."  She is twisting her fingers and looking away and you are starting to get a little annoyed with her.
 
    
 
   "So what’s the problem?" you demand and then take a drink of your beer.
 
    
 
   She won’t meet your eyes.  "Hey, where’s your girlfriend?" she asks suddenly.  "If she really wants to hang out, then I will too."
 
    
 
   You look around and see some friends that she was talking to.  "Come on," you say.
 
    
 
   "Hey, you seen my girlfriend?" you ask her friends.
 
    
 
   "Who’s this guy?" one girl asks looking you over critically.  
 
    
 
   “That’s her boyfriend," says another and then looks over her shoulder.
 
    
 
   "So who is that other guy," asks the first girl.
 
    
 
   Her friends all shush her at once.
 
    
 
   "Don’t fuck with me, you guys.  Where’s my girl at?" you demand, puffing out your chest slightly.
 
    
 
   "Uh, I think she’s in the bathroom," one says lamely, obviously lying.
 
    
 
   "Ok, yeah. Thanks," you say and walk away.  They all start chattering as soon as you turn away and you can hear a lot of muffled laughter.  Your face is starting to burn with embarrassment. Your girl is flirting with some other guy and her friends are all trying to cover for her.  That much is obvious at this point.  You head to the back of the bar with her friend is trailing behind you nervously.
 
    
 
   You find your girl talking to another guy in the pool room of the bar.  Her knees are touching his and their heads are close together.  But you take a good look at this guy and your anger drains away immediately.  He is a couple of years younger than you and he’s holding a bag of candy.  He just seems sort of immature and almost effeminate.  It’s hard to picture this kid putting the moves on your woman.
 
    
 
   You walk over and say, “Hey, what’s up?"
 
    
 
   Both your girl and this kid are startled by your arrival and he jumps to his feet immediately, sticking out his hand.  "Hey, h-how you doin’?" he asks, stammering slightly.
 
    
 
   You smile at him and shake his hand, “Doin’ good, bro. How you doing?  Trying to get into my girl’s pants or what?" you ask him with a sly smile.
 
    
 
   You girl gives an exasperated snort and tosses her head.  The kid can’t tell that you are joking around and he practically shits himself.  His face is pale as he stutters a response.  "Whoa, dude.  No-No man.  We were just talking.  I was just handing out candy to girls, uh, everyone really.  You know. She told me she had a boyfriend.  I wasn’t trying anything."
 
    
 
   "Easy there Romeo, I am just pulling your leg."  you laugh confidently.  "That’s a good trick though, giving out suckers to meet girls.  I will have to try that sometime."
 
    
 
   You girl slaps your leg in response.  "You’ve got a girl, asshole," she says petulantly.
 
    
 
   You tousle her hair affectionately and she shrieks as usual and jumps up to fix her hair in a nearby mirror.  The kid is awkwardly shifting his weight from foot to foot.  "Yeah, girls don’t like it when you mess up their hair," he mumbles.
 
    
 
   You just laugh and turn to her friend.  "You still want to go?" you ask her.
 
    
 
   Your girl comes over and wraps her arm around you and nestles up against you. “What’s the matter, why are we going?" she asks.
 
    
 
   Her friend is at a loss for words.  "Oh, uh.  I guess we can stay…  I thought… Well, never mind.  It’s cool I guess."  She is staring at the kid, but he is avoiding her eyes.
 
    
 
   "This is rich.  You thought Kid Casanova over here was going to steal my woman or something?" you chuckle.
 
    
 
   "Alright, that’s enough, babe.  Jeez, look at him.  He’s really blushing now," she says chidingly.  "You are embarrassing him."
 
    
 
   You laugh again.  The kid’s face is beet red and he is obviously uncomfortable.  "No, I’m cool," he says.  "I can take a joke.  But, uh, I kind of want to go actually."
 
    
 
   "Oh, yeah," your girl blurts out, swing herself around and putting her face in front of yours.  "Honey, can we give this guy a ride home?  I told him we could.  His friends took off already and he got stranded."
 
    
 
   You shrug, “Sure, yeah, that’s cool.  But you want to go now?"
 
    
 
   "Yeah, I’m beat," he says sheepishly.
 
    
 
   "Yeah, let’s go," chirps in her friend.  "We can watch a movie at my place and have more drinks there."
 
    
 
   You aren’t really sure if the kid was being invited too, but you don’t want to act jealous after teasing him like that.  So everyone heads out to the car.  As you approach your ride you see your girl nudge her friend.  "Oh, yeah.  Shotgun!" call her friend an runs ahead laughing.  "I called it."
 
    
 
   Now you are starting to feel a weird twist in your gut.  What was that all about?  Your girl just looks at you innocently and shrugs her shoulders as she gets into the back seat with the kid and her friend sits up front with you.
 
    
 
   You don’t ask the kid where he lives, you just start driving to your girl’s friend’s house.  You see your girl and this kid snuggle close in the back seat and your face starts to burn, but you can’t really say anything after mocking the idea that this kid was trying to fuck your girlfriend.  Pretty soon, you see in the rear view mirror that they are actually hugging and kissing back there.
 
    
 
   Your girl’s friend looks at you nervously and says, “uh what are you guys doing back there?"  You just grit your teeth and stare forward.
 
    
 
   "We aren’t doing anything," laughs your girl pulling her mouth away from his, “Mind your own business up there."  But you see her unbuttoning the front of her blouse and pulling it open to expose her nice round tits.
 
    
 
   "Oh my god, you are such a slut," shrieks her friend laughing.  "I can’t believe you."
 
    
 
   You see your girl looking at you in the mirror as she takes the kids hands and puts them on her boobs.  He starts working them enthusiastically.  Your blood is running cold at this point and you don’t know what the fuck to say.
 
    
 
   "Yeah, that’s real funny," you croak, trying to concentrate on the road.
 
    
 
   "What’s the matter, you aren’t jealous of ‘Kid Cassanova’ here are you?" she asks sarcastically.  "Suck my nipples," she whispers to him and he readily complies descending on her breasts hungrily.
 
    
 
   "Ok, yeah.  That’s enough of that shit," you say angrily  pulling your eyes away from the mirror and braking suddenly to avoid running into the car in front of you stopped at a red light.
 
    
 
   No one comments on your sloppy driving,  the kid just resumes sucking your girl’s nipples while her friend is turned around in her seat watching in fascination.  "Enough of what shit?" asks your girl innocently and you hear the sound of his fly coming down.  
 
    
 
   Her friend gasps and covers her mouth, her eyes glued to his crotch.  "Wow, look how hard he is."  She looks at you incredulously then just laughs.  "This is so fucked up." 
 
    
 
   "This is totally fucked up, I am pulling over," you say angrily, but traffic is busy and there is no place to pull over right now.
 
    
 
   "Jesus, why are you being such a baby," laughs your girl.  "A little handjob isn’t going to kill you."  "yeah, feel how hard he is," she says turning to her friend as the kid groans with pleasure.
 
    
 
   Her friend giggles.  "Can I touch it?" she asks the kid.  
 
    
 
   "If you want to," he says shakily.
 
    
 
   So she reaches her hand past you into the back seat and starts stroking the kid’s cock.  "Ooh, you are really hard."
 
    
 
   "I know," he says and then grunts with pleasure. “that feels good though."
 
    
 
   "Don’t hog it, let me have some," laughs your girl as you finally find a place to pull the car over.  Your heart is racing as you jump out of the car and pull open the back door.  Your girl just looks up at you as she pulls her friend’s hand off this guy’s cock and lowers her head down to stick it in her mouth.
 
    
 
   "Get the fuck out of the car," you shout, but you are frozen in place and just watch as her head bobs up and down on his member.
 
    
 
   "Give us a minute, man," gasps the kid.
 
    
 
   Your girl’s friend is cackling wildly as she wriggles past you to join your girl and the kid in the back seat.  You watch helplessly as they take turns sucking the kid’s dick and licking his balls.  You try lamely pulling her friend’s leg to break this up, but she kicks out impatiently and you narrowly avoid getting nailed in the balls.  Somehow your girl managed to get her panties off and climb onto his lap and she is riding his cock now with her tits in his face while her friend resigns herself to pulling  his ballsack.  The kid is firmly grasping your girl’s soft white ass cheeks as she bounces up and down on him.  Your girl looks over at you passionately, eyes glistening and cheeks flushed, gasping as she cums quickly.  
 
    
 
   "Let me," pleads her friend, pulling off her own panties.  You catch a nice view of her round ass and swollen cunt lips from behind as she bends over to climb further into the back seat and your girl climbs off.   But the kid blows his wad before your girl’s friend can climb on, shooting spurts of cum on her friend’s face and your girl’s leg.
 
    
 
   "Shit, couldn’t you hold it?" she complains.
 
    
 
   "Yeah, these young guys have no stamina," agrees your girl crumpled up in the back seat next to him.
 
    
 
   Her friend looks back and you and wiggles her ass. “Well I am horny as shit at this point and I could use a cock over here," she says to you.  "What have you got?
 
    
 
   You girl laughs, “Yeah, I guess that’s fair." 
 
    
 
   You realize that you have had a raging hardon for a while now, so you pull it out and ease it into your girl’s friend from behind.  She gasps with pleasure and starts working her clit as you slowly increase the pace and then start pounding her, your hands clasped firmly on her generous hips.  You wait until you feel her cum with a shudder and then you spin her around and push her down to her knees so that you can blow a load into her face.  You look over to see your girl masturbating herself and jerking the kid’s slowly stiffening member as they both watch you spurting cum into your girl’s friend’s face.  Her friend sucks your softening cock into her mouth and looks up at you lustily, drawing out the last drops of semen.  You are surprised at the intensity of her attention and manage to produce a few more ejaculations which she greedily swallows.
 
    
 
   By the time you are finished, you look over to see the kid extracting himself from your girl who is trying to suck him off again.  "No, I can’t, it’s too sore.  Sorry," he tells her.  He climbs out of the back seat and pulls his pants up.  You suddenly realize that you have been fucking a girl on the side of a busy street and that cars have been honking and people shouting out of windows as they passed for the past five minutes.
 
    
 
   "Thanks for ride, bro.  I can walk from here," says the kid and then he waves to the girls and walks away.
 
    
 
   You look down at the two cum-soaked sluts before you as you pull your pants up.
 
    
 
   "Well that happened," you say as the cars continue honking and the people keep shouting.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Two guys have been convincing your girl to make porn for them
 
                                               
 
   "Whoa, that’s a hot outfit," you say, looking your girl up an down as she dashes through the living room."What’s the occasion?"
 
   “Do you like it?"  She asks brightly.  She pauses for a moment and cocks a hip so you can check out how her body looks in the tight mini dress  “I told you I was going out with some friends tonight, didn’t I?"
 
   "Oh yeah," you say, leaning back on the couch.
 
   Your girl runs out of the room to finish getting ready.  A few minutes later, the doorbell rings.
 
   "Oh shit," calls your girl from the bathroom.  "I’m still getting ready.  I will call them and ask them to wait in the car for a minute."
 
   "Why the hell do that? I will just let them in for a second."  you shout back and go to open the door.
 
   "No, wait," she yells, but you just open the door and are surprised to see two cocky looking frat boys with backwards baseball caps standing on your doorstep.  One of them is carrying a camera bag.
 
   "Can I help you," you ask suspiciously.
 
   They exchange glances, the guy with the bag looks nervous but the other guy just smiles confidently.
 
   "Hello, my name is Dick, and this is my associate, Richard.  We are here for Chloe," he says smoothly.  "You must be her boyfriend.  We have heard a lot about you," he says.
 
   Your girl, Chloe runs up to the door with her hair a mess. “Uh, can you guys wait in the car," she asks nervously, giving your a sheepish look.  "I’m still getting ready."
 
   "No problem," says Richard, hitching up the camera bag and turning to go.
 
   "No, wait," you say. “Why don’t you guys come on in and wait in the living room?" You stand aside, and Dick confidently strides into the hall with Richard following hesitantly.  Chloe has a sick look on her face, but she just runs back to finish getting ready.
 
   "What’s with the camera bag," you ask Richard.
 
   "Uh, we are… filmmakers," he says with trepidation, casting Dick a questioning look.
 
   Dick shrugs his shoulders in response.  "I guess she never told him.  It wouldn’t be the first time."
 
   You don’t like the sound of this and are starting to get annoyed.  "She didn’t tell me what," you say testily.
 
   "Well you see, buddy, we make porn videos of girls flashing groups of strange guys in public. Usually, one or two of the guys will either fuck the girl right there on camera or at least let her suck him off.  Sometimes they get bashful and we have to find an alley or other secluded spot.  It’s super hot," he says looking you in the eye, trying to gauge your reaction.
 
   Your stomach drops and your palms feel suddenly sweaty. “Yeah, what’s that got to do with Chloe," you ask shakily.
 
   Richard looks at you with regret and pity. “Sorry about this, bro.  Sometimes the girls’ boyfriends are into this shit and they come along and watch…"
 
   Dick cuts in,"...other times the girls try to keep it secret, and personally, I don’t think that’s cool."  He gives you a tight smile and shrugs.  "But it’s hard to find the right girl for this sort of thing, usually the ones slutty enough to debase themselves in public aren’t very hot."
 
   "Not as hot as Chloe," add Richard helpfully.
 
   "Fuck you guys, Chloe would never do that shit," you stammer, feeling cold and nauseous.  
 
   Dick purses his lips sadly and pulls a laptop out of Richard’s bag.  "Sorry to have to break this to you, bro," he says and hands it over after clicking on for a second. “This is Chloe’s gallery."
 
   You see a whole page of thumbnails of your girlfriend in various public places.  You click one picture of Chloe on the train.  It seems late at night and there are a group of guys who have obviously been drinking sitting together at one end of the train.  The camera pans to show that the car is about a quarter full, with passengers scattered here and there throughout.  You watch in sick fascination as the camera follows  Chloe from behind while she approaches the guys and opens her coat.  They all react wildly and then she drops her coat to reveal that she is wearing nothing but thigh-high stockings.  She goes and sits on one guy’s lap and they all start fondling her and taking pictures.  Pretty soon she is sucking one guy’s cock and getting drilled from behind by another.  The camera swings around to show the bystanders.  One old lady is watching with interest along with several young guys who are taking pictures or recording it with their phones.  A young hipster couple gets up in disgust and goes into the next car.
 
   "Oh shit, you guys," says Chloe creeping slowly into the room.  "What did you tell him," she asks sheepishly.  "Oh fuck," she exclaims when she sees you with the laptop.
 
   You look up at her in shock, as Richard takes the laptop gingerly from your numb hands.
 
   "How long has this been going on for," you ask shakily.
 
   Chloe grimaces and twists her fingers before her bashfully.   Her cheeks are flushed with embarrassment.  "Oh a couple of months I guess.  I didn’t know how to tell you.  I don’t want to break up over this."
 
   You feel a surge of anger at he betrayal. “You don’t want to break up," you shout.  "You should have thought about that before turning into a fucking prostitute.  Fuck, worse than a prostitute.  You are some kind of deranged nympho."
 
   She nods,  "Yeah, I discovered that I am sort of a nympho.  I always had fantasies about public sex, but aside from a few teenage experiments, I never acted out the fantasies…"
 
   "But this is beyond… I mean, this isn’t like us having sex in the woods…You are cheating on me with these guys and everyone is watching…  I can’t believe it, it’s disgusting."  you croak, struggling to find words.
 
   "Check your pants, bro.  Your cock didn’t think that video was too disgusting," laughs Dick pointing to your crotch.
 
   You look down and realize that you have had a raging hardon for the past few minutes.  You cover your crotch with your hands.
 
   "Honey, what’s going on over there," says Chloe with interest, approaching you.  "Are you turned on by this?"  She reaches down and grabs your stiff cock through your pants.  "My god, you are hard as a rock," she says with surprise, squeezing your rod to make it even harder.
 
   "Jesus, get off me," you sputter, pushing her away. “I need to think."
 
   Chloe retreats and goes to stand by Dick and Richard.  You are torn by conflicting emotions.  On the one hand, you have to admit to yourself that watching Chloe in that video was incredibly hot.  You never realized that you were perverted enough to get off on that sort of shit.  On the the other hand… “I can’t have you cheating on me with other guys," you say peevishly.  "And then it’s all on the internet, what if my friends found out?"
 
   "Well some of your buddies know already because we made a video of them fucking Chloe on a pool table in a bar last week," says Dick casually.  He yelps when Chloe punches his arm to shush him.
 
   "What," you squeak, utterly horrified.
 
   "Honey, look," says Chloe. “These guys mean nothing to me.  I mean, look at these two, they are just cocky frat boys that pay me to be in movies.  Sure, I let them do me sometimes, but I would never date douchebags like that."
 
   "Wow, thanks a lot," laughs Dick, slapping her on the ass.
 
   "Wait a minute, you fucked these guys, too," you ask incredulous.  This is beyond surreal.
 
   Your girl rushes over to you.  You try to push her away, but she is insistent and sits right down on your lap.  You stop struggling and look at her miserably as she cups your face in her hands.
 
   "I love you, you are actually cool.  We are like soul mates," she says earnestly looking you in the eyes.
 
   "How could you do this to me, then," you ask, sulkily turning away.
 
   "Well I am starting to view sex as sort of a bodily function… like eating and pooping.  It’s something I need to do.  I realized that I get a lot of satisfaction from sex with strange guys, especially douchebags and asshole types.  So maybe I have some psychological problems, but it really gets me off.  It’s like taking an incredibly satisfying shit."
 
   "That’s nice," laughs Dick.  He turns to Richard, “How do you like being called a douchebag, asshole who’s a shitty fuck?"
 
   "Shut it," says Richard unhappily. “We should go, they’ve got to work this out."
 
   "Tell him about the money," encourages Dick.
 
   "I don’t want to hear anymore, I need to think," you say pushing Chloe off your lap.
 
   "It’s never been about the money," she whines. “I discovered that I am a pervert.  I never felt so sexually fulfilled in my life.  I would make these movies for free.  But there is more to life than sex.  I need a good boyfriend who treats me well.  I need you to stay with me and figure out how deal with my problem," she pleads.  "Your dick got hard when you watched, maybe you could get into it," she asks hopefully.
 
   "I really don’t know," you say sadly.
 
   "Ok, enough of this soul searching," laughs Dick. “Look buddy, whether she’s your girlfriend or your ex-girlfriend now, we are taking Chloe out and have her strip down in front of a bunch of horny guys to see what they do with her.  I personally will be slapping her in the face with my cock on camera somewhere public to get her back for calling me a douchebag."
 
   Chloe laughs and looks at him devilishly.  "That’s big talk," she says teasingly.  He grabs her ass, but she pulls away and runs back to you.  "No matter what happens, I still love you," she says sincerely.  Then she kisses your forehead, and runs out of the room with Dick hot on her heels.  You hear them laughing and struggling in the hall, then they are out the door and gone.
 
   Richard pulls out the  laptop and hands it to you.  "I don’t know what to say," he says sympathetically.  "Chloe does good work.  Check it out."  Just before he walks out, he turns and says.  "Oh, and she does get $1000 a shoot, so you know, it beats waiting tables."  
 
   Then he is gone too and you are alone with the laptop before you.  You are in a strange state of shock and excitement, sick and exhilarated at the same time.  You decide to watch some more videos of your girlfriend getting screwed in public by strangers, so you open the laptop and unzip your fly.
 
    
 
   
  
 

A guy on the train convinces your girlfriend to give him a handjob
 
    
 
   You and your girl are taking the train to the city to go out drinking one night.  It’s a crowded car and you can’t sit together.  She sits next to a guy about your age and you sit down the aisle, facing them.  He keeps whispering in her ear and she is laughing and shaking her head.  You can’t hear what they are saying, but at one point she gestures over to you and you assume that he’s hitting on her, but she is telling him that she is with you.
 
   You don’t want to stress about it since you and your girl have a good relationship and you trust her.  So you just stay where you are and watch.  At one point he holds out his hand to shake.  She looks at his hand hesitantly and looks over at you nervously.  You just shrug.  "What’s the harm in shaking hands?"  You think.
 
   She smiles at you crookedly and reaches out her hand.  They shake for a minute, but he doesn’t let go and gently pulls her hand down behind the seat back.  She struggles for a second, laughing loudly and finally pulls her hand away.  "Omigod, stop it!" she shouts.  He just leans back smiling.
 
   You’ve had enough of this and go over to her.  "Do you want to switch seats?" you ask her, ignoring the guy.  He looks you over and sniffs slightly.  
 
   "No, no, I’m fine.  This is Sam, he’s just a flirt.  I can handle him," she says.
 
   "Well I hope you will handle me," he says starting at her tits in her low-cut dress. 
 
   "Hey, take it easy," you warn.
 
   He glances up at you briefly, then back at your girl’s knockers. “Sorry bud, just kidding around," he mutters, but his eyes are glued to your girl’s chest the whole time.
 
   "Go on back and sit down," she says with a reassuring smile.  "I’ll be fine."
 
   You give Sam a dirty look which he ignores and reluctantly return to your seat.
 
   Pretty soon he is whispering in her ear again and she is laughing and looking over at you furtively.  He reaches across and gently takes her by the  shoulders and turns her to face him.  You are about to jump up again, but she makes a calming gesture with her hand and you grit your teeth and stay where you are.
 
   He stretches back and seems to be pulling something out of his front pocket and you girl gasps with shock and covers her mouth, staring down at his lap.  He reaches up and takes her hand away from her mouth and guides it down to his lap.  You can’t see what’s happening because your view is blocked by the people sitting in front of them, but your girl just waves with her other hand and starts laughing, so you assume everything is still ok.
 
   "Maybe he is trying to give her some present and she is humoring him," you think to yourself.  But you are starting to get suspicious of her.  She sure is humoring him a lot.
 
   At this point, Sam puts his hand behind his head with a satisfied look on his face and your girl puts her face close to his and seems to be asking him something.  He is just nodding vigorously in response.  An old woman standing in the aisle near them looks over at them and then gasps in shock and strides away, a look of disgust on her face.
 
   At this point, you jump up and run over.  You look down and see that Sam’s fly is unzipped and your girl is working his stiff prick, giving him a handjob right there on the train.
 
   You grab her and pull her away and she squawks loudly.  "Jesus, don’t make a scene about it," she yelps.  "He kept begging me to pull on his penis.   So I dared him to pull it out. I didn’t think he would do it, but I couldn’t just leave him hanging at that point."
 
   "Why the hell not?" you shout.  "He’s a fucking pervert."
 
   "Well I guess I am too then," she says defensively, eyes tearing up slightly.  "I kind of got off on it," and then she jumps off at the wrong station and you struggle to chase her through the crowd.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

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

You're girlfriend asks you to help pick an outfit
 
   "Come help me pick an outfit for tonight." says your girlfriend brightly, bouncing into the living room full of excitement.
 
   You look up from you laptop and say, “Huh?  Where are you going?"
 
   She pauses for a minute and blushes slightly.  "Oh, I thought I told you that I was going out tonight with some guys I met at the coffee shop the other day."
 
   "You never told me about it." you say defensively.  "Who are these guys?"
 
   "Oh they are pretty funny." she says with a smile.  "They invited me out for drinks."
 
   "I’ll bet they did." you say skeptically, looking her body over appreciatively.
 
   "Come on, don’t be gross." she says scrunching her nose. “Just help me pick an outfit."
 
   "Ok, where’s the chastity belt?" you say jokingly, getting up to follow into the bedroom.
 
   "Har har." she says sarcastically.
 
   First she tries on some jeans and a t-shirt.  She poses for you, turning slowly.  You admire her round ass in the tight jeans and the way that the clinging shirt accentuates her jutting breasts.  
 
   "Does this make my ass look too big?" she asks with concern.
 
   "I like ‘em big." you say with a smile.
 
   "Ugh, I have to change then." she says.
 
   "Why are you so concerned about how you look anyway?" you say leaning back on the bed to rest on your elbows as the dresses in front of the closet.
 
   "Girls always care about their looks, silly." she scolds as she strips down to her underwear.  You admire her pale, shapely legs as she pulls on stockings that go just above her knee.  Then she puts on a modest dress that goes below the knee.
 
   "That’s better, it’s more reserved.  Your tits and ass were booming in that other outfit." you say.
 
   "Sure, I should just wear a nun’s habit then." she says putting her hands on her hips and giving you a stern look.  "Look, other guys are going to look at my body, ok?  Get over it.  You look at other girls, don’t you."
 
   You get a little uncomfortable about having the tables turned, so you just shrug.  "Whatever."
 
   She changes into a much shorter, tighter dress that goes just below her crotch.  You look at the portion of her pale thighs visible above her stockings and you feel yourself getting a hard on.
 
   "That’s hot." you say in spite of yourself.  
 
   She bends over slightly and turns to admire her own ass in the mirror.  "Yeah, see, I’ve got to show some skin.  I want to keep things interesting." she says. 
 
   "Interesting?" you snort. “What’s that supposed to mean."
 
   "Jeez, relax will you?" she says with exasperation as she adjusts her neckline to show more cleavage.  "I want guys to pay attention to me, don’t I?"  
 
   "They won’t pay attention to what you’re saying  they will just be checking out your body." you say, while you check out her body and your cock throbs in response.
 
   "That’s fine too." she giggles, “It spices things up a little."
 
   "Oh man," you complain with annoyance.
 
   "Come on," she says, touching your arm tenderly.  "You don’t want to date some mousy wallflower, do you?  You should go trawl the library looking for nerdy girls with glasses in sweatshirts and mom jeans." she finishes with a wry smile and you can’t help but join her in a laugh.
 
   But when she reaches up and pulls her panties down, you give a squawk.  "Hey, what’s up?"
 
   "I can’t wear these, they are giving me panty lines. It’s cool, I’ll just go commando tonight." she says with a nervous laugh.
 
   "You gotta be kidding me." you say, sitting up.  You feel your pulse quicken and your cock getting even harder at the thought.
 
   She just ignores you and unsnaps her bra as  well.
 
   "Hey!" you say in amazement.
 
   "The straps were showing," she says lamely.  You gaze at her large jiggling breasts with the outline of her erect nipples clearly visible through the thin, material of her tight dress.
 
   "Your headlights are on." you say.
 
   "Hello, my eyes are up here." she laughs pointing to her eyes with two fingers.
 
   "You will be saying that a lot tonight." you say, gripping your crotch.
 
   "Ooh, are you getting hard?" she asks with interest, feeling your crotch.  "I like that.  That’s the reaction I’m going for."
 
   "From other guys?" you ask annoyed.
 
   "Sure, why not?" she says lightly. She give you a kiss on the cheek and heads out the door.  "See you later," she calls over her shoulder.  You watch her ass gyrating as she walks away and then she is gone.
 
   You lean back and think about your girl our drinking with some strange men wearing this smoking hot outfit without underwear.  It makes your stomach churn nervously but in the end you decide to think it over with your pants off by yourself. 
 
   


  
 

* Section 4 - Slippery Slopes
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your wife wants to audition at a strip club
 
                                               
 
   Your wife comes home one day in a huff.
 
   "What’s eating you?" you ask, annoyed at how she is slamming the cupboard doors and stamping around the house.
 
   "Do you think I’m still sexy?" she asks, putting her hands on her hips.
 
   "Uh, sure," you say nervously.
 
   "We never have sex anymore," she responds.
 
   "Oh jeez, not this again.  Look what do you expect after 20 years together? " you say.
 
   "Other men don’t find me attractive either," she sniffs, holding back tears.
 
   "Well, I’m sure they do…" you respond, not liking where this is going.
 
   "I was out with my girlfriend Samantha today and these men approached us and asked her if she would ever consider exotic dancing," says your wife angrily.  "I mean, they were serious.  They work at a gentleman’s club and they actually offered her a job."
 
   "Well that’s not too surprising," you say thinking about Samantha’s body.
 
   "What’s that supposed to mean?" she snaps back.
 
   "Uh, Samantha’s, you know, sort of slutty looking," you say lamely.  "Look, what are you so angry about?  At least they didn’t proposition you."
 
   "That’s just the point," she says with exasperation. “Why didn’t they ask me?"
 
   "Wait, what?  You probably seem too… classy for that sort of thing," you say, confused.
 
   "Classy?  Ha!" she pouts.  "Old and dumpy is more like it!"
 
   "Are you seriously upset because some guys…DIDN’T make an inappropriate proposal to you today.  Are you actually jealous of Samantha?"  you ask, amazed.
 
   "Frankly… yes.  I am jealous.  No one has ever propositioned me like that," she sighs.
 
   You look at your wife in a fresh light.  She does still have an excellent body, but she has always been very modest and reserved, maybe even a little nerdy.
 
   "Look, you just don’t give off that vibe," you say, struggling for words.
 
   "You mean, I come across as a wallflower.  I know it, but I am sick of it," she says angrily.  "Samantha just breezily turned them down and casually handed their card to me.  I asked her if she was offended but she said that it’s happened now and then over the years and she’s used to it by now."  Your wife holds up a gaudy looking gold and black business card.  "You know what?  I am going to give these guys a call myself and schedule an audition."
 
   "What?!" you yelp.  "You can’t be serious!"
 
   "Oh I am serious, see if I don’t," she says face flushed with excitement.
 
   "But you are a married woman!" you say, shocked at this turn of events.
 
   "That’s true," she says pausing.  "I suppose you would be jealous?" she asks.
 
   "Well, yes, of course.  I mean…" you are at a loss for words.
 
   "Well what if I just did one audition?" she asks hopefully. “Please, honey, my self-esteem could really use the boost.  I need to prove to myself that I am still desirable.  Can’t you understand that?"
 
   "Yes, but, umm… you might be setting yourself up for disappointment…" you say hesitantly, not meeting her eyes.
 
   "Ugh, I know.  Believe me, I have thought about that," she says pensively.  Then she bursts into tears and runs from the room.  "I knew you didn’t think I was sexy anymore," she cries over her shoulder.
 
   "Oh jesus," you say to yourself as you climb from your chair.  "She’s really cornered me now."  You walk down the hall and are not surprised to find that she has locked the bedroom door and is crying within.
 
   "Honey!" you shout.  "I am quite sure that you would pass the audition.  You still have an amazing body."
 
   You hear your wife’s sobbing lessen.  After a minute, she opens the door, sniffling.  "But I am so uptight," she says.
 
   "Oh jeez, look how you’ve turned the tables on me," you say, taking her into your arms.  "Do I really have to be the one to convince you to do this?" you ask.
 
   "Yes," she says simply, as you hold her.
 
   "Well, I guess you could have a few drinks before you go down there to loosen up," you say with resignation.
 
   She pulls away from you.  "That’s true!" she says, brightening.  "But you will be jealous if I… you know… let other men…  see me like that," she stammers and blushes deeply.
 
   You are surprised by how aroused you suddenly become as she shyly describes showing herself to other men.  
 
   "I am willing to swallow my jealousy and let you do this," you say, your cock growing hard at the thought of your wife stripping for other guys.  "But just this one time."
 
   "Oh thank you, honey.  You don’t know how much this means to me," says your wife, giving you a kiss.
 
   * * *
 
   On the day of the audition, you wife is beside herself, nervously pacing around the house.  She has spent weeks looking at lingerie with her friend Samantha who finds the entire thing quite amusing.  Samantha was going to accompany your wife but had to cancel at the last minute.  When it’s time to leave, she comes rushing into the living room wearing an incredibly short, skin tight dress and thigh-high stockings.  You admire her body appreciatively.
 
   "Honey, you have to go with me," says your wife, eyes wide with fear.  "I can’t do this alone."
 
   "You’ve got to be kidding me!" you say, stunned.  
 
   "This is too nerve wracking, I need you there with me," she wails, teetering awkwardly in the high heels that she isn’t used to wearing.
 
   You look at your poor wife standing there hysterical in that sexy outfit, completely ill at ease and you can barely restrain a laugh.  "Alright dear, calm down, have a drink and calm your nerves, then I will drive you down there."
 
   * * *
 
   The drinks do calm her nerves somewhat and she is in a bubbly mood when you arrive at the club.  It’s early afternoon on a Saturday and the club is closed.  You and your wife are greeted at the door by one of the managers.
 
   "Hello Mrs. Smith," he asks grinning broadly and looking her body over.  "I’m Jim Reaver, we met briefly a few weeks ago I think.  And are you… Mr. Smith then?" he asks, giving you a strange look but offering his hand nonetheless.
 
   ‘Uh, yeah," you say, shaking his hand hesitantly.
 
   "Well, alrighty then.  It’s a bit odd for a husband to actually be present at the audition," he says as he leads you both inside.  "I mean you understand the nature of this sort of audition, don’t you?" he asks, looking at you quizzically.
 
   "Honestly, I begged my husband to come along because I was so nervous," laughs your wife.  "I have never done anything like this before."
 
   "Of course, that’s perfectly fine.  That’s why we are so interested in you, actually," he says looking at her wolfishly.  "That shyness is impossible to find in professionals your age.  I just want to make sure your husband understands what we are going to ask you to do and that he agrees to it."
 
   "I guess I know what happens in strip clubs," you say uncomfortably.
 
   He gives you a surprised grin.  "Sure, but let me just explain how this audition works."
 
   Your wife smiles at him and listens intently.  You don’t like the way she is looking at this guy.  Does she find him attractive or something?
 
   "See we will ask your wife to get up on stage and dance a little bit.  There will be some guys here.  Bartenders, bouncers, you know, maybe some other staff members.  So this isn’t like a private thing."  He turns to your wife casually,   “We understand that you won’t have any routine prepared.  We will just offer some suggestions about how to disrobe."
 
   You wife giggles nervously  and blushes, unable to meet his eyes.  He waggles his eyebrows at you rudely and you just swallow and give him a false smile in return.
 
   "Once your wife has stripped completely naked, we will ask her to dance nude for a little while and show us her… assets," he says lasciviously.
 
   Your wife laughs out loud. “You sound like you are really enjoying this."
 
   He looks her over slowly and says.  "I admit that I love my job," he says.
 
   "Ok, yeah. That’s great," you say annoyed.
 
   "Anyway, after the stage dance, we will ask you to do some lap dancing," he says.
 
   "Ok," she says, giving you a nervous look.  "What does that involve?"
 
   "Well there is some touching of course.  That can’t be avoided.  Some girls like to brush their bare nipples across the client’s faces.  We will try to act like a typical customer to give you some idea of the groping you can expect," he says giving you a gleeful wink.
 
   "Oh, boy," says you wife, blushing even more furiously.  "Are you going to be OK with that, dear?" she asks.
 
   "Well not really, no," you admit, your stomach flipping.
 
   Jim purses his lips.  "No?  Well we can take her into the VIP room for that part then," he says smoothly.
 
   "Uhh… I don’t know," you say.
 
   "The VIP room will be fine," pipes up your wife.  "My husband is being a real trooper by accompanying me down here.  But I won’t make him watch me do a lap dance for another man.  That’s asking too much."
 
   "Oh, I agree," he says looking at her tits.  "Shall we get started?"
 
   "Oh yes!" she says excitedly as he takes her hand and guides her to the steps leading to the low stage.  
 
   "Please help yourself to a seat anywhere, Mr. Smith," he calls over his shoulder.  "Bob, get Mr. Smith a drink."
 
   "Uh, yeah, I could use a lager," you tell the bartender as you approach the bar.
 
   "Is that your wife?" he asks curiously, handing you a glass of beer.
 
   "Yes," you admit, taking a swig.
 
   "Yeah, we get that sometimes.  Swingers taking it to the next level," he smiles.
 
   "Oh, we aren’t swingers," you say, shocked as the music starts.
 
   "Really?" he says confused.  "There goes your wife," he gestures.
 
   You turn to watch your wife awkwardly start dancing to the music.  
 
   "Hold on!" shouts the manager.  "She doesn’t like this song.  Put some 80’s music on.  You like Madonna, honey?" he calls to your wife.
 
   She nods meekly, the music changes to 80’s Madonna, and pretty soon she is up there getting into the groove.  You are embarrassed at how readily she starts shaking her ass and shimmying her shoulders to make her tits bounce.  The manager whistles in appreciation.
 
   "Ok baby, you got it now.  Lose the dress!" shouts one of the bouncers coming forward toward the stage.
 
   You wife is blushing furiously and pauses to clumsily pull her dress off.  Your pulse is pounding as you look around at the various guys in the darkened club looking at your wife in a see-through bra and panties.  You turn to see the bartender staring raptly at her as he cleans the glasses.
 
   "That is hot!" shouts the manager.  "Keep dancing!"
 
   After a few moments, your wife gets back into the swing of things and resumes dancing sexily.  Your cock is getting hard at the sight of her shapely figure and bouncing boobs.
 
   "Will you remove your bra now, please?" calls the manager.
 
   Your wife reaches behind her and unsnaps her bra, but pauses for a moment, teasing a little by holding her hands in front of her breasts before she pulls it off and tosses it to the manager.
 
   "Outstanding!" he shouts, catching her bra.  "Pinch your nipples!"
 
   You gulp as your wife obliges him, lewdly pinching her bare nipples and pursing her lips at him.   You look on numbly as she dances topless in front of these strange men and the next thing you know she is wiggling her panties down and exposing her dark, freshly trimmed bush.
 
   "Sweet!" mutters the bartender and you look over at him angrily.
 
   "Oops, sorry, bud," he says with a wry smile.
 
   You can’t believe that you are sitting here watching your wife expose her pale gorgeous body as she dances nude for these strange men.  Presently the song is over and there is scattered applause and catcalls from around the club.
 
   "Well done, Mrs. Smith," shouts the manager as your wife performs an awkward, nude curtsy.  "Ok boys, we are taking Mrs. Smith into the VIP room, who wants a lap dance?" he shouts.  "Bob, you in?"
 
   "Oh, hell yeah!" calls the bartender, tossing his dish towel down and scurrying out from behind the bar.  You stare at him in dismay, but he just avoids your eyes and rushes to the back of the club as the manager helps your naked wife down from the stage and leads her through a door labelled “VIP" in silver glitter.
 
   One of the bouncers comes over and lays a heavy hand on your shoulder.  "Sit tight, buddy,  this might take a little while."
 
   "I don’t like this," you mutter, looking with interest at the strippers as they emerge from the dressing room and congregate at the end of the bar in their skimpy outfits, getting sodas for themselves and laughing in conversation.
 
   "I know what you are going through.  My girlfriend is a dancer," he sighs joining you at the bar.  "I don’t like to think about the lap dances or the VIP room activity."
 
   "What normally goes on in there?" you ask as one of the girls notices you sitting there and heads over.
 
   ‘You don’t wanna know.  Hey Cindy!" he says greeting the stripper.  "This is Mr. Smith.  His wife is auditioning with Jim in back right now."
 
   Cindy smile brightly at you as you try not to look at her nipples clearly visible through her transparent top.  
 
   "Omigod, are you like, so jealous right now?" she asks scandalously.
 
   "Uh, yeah, sort of," you admit.
 
   "I know, your wife is back there, like, going down on all these guys right now while you just sit here waiting," she laughs, putting her hands on your thighs and rubbing her boobs against your chest suggestively.
 
   "Ugh, what? No, she wouldn’t go that far," you say distracted by her boobs.
 
   "Oh yes she is," says Cindy gripping your cock through your pants.  "Ooh, you are hard," she growls softly.
 
   "Uh, I’m sure she’s not," says the bouncer, averting his eyes.  "I got to go do something."
 
   "Don’t worry, I will keep you company," whispers Cindy as she nibbles on your ear and squeezes your cock.  "This one is on me."  She unzips your pants and starts giving you a handjob right there in the bar shielding your bare cock with her body so no one can see.  You don’t know what to do so you just cup her perfectly round ass cheeks in the palms of your hands and let her do her thing.
 
   When she feels you about to climax, she pulls away suddenly.  "Oops, sorry, I can’t let you cum on me, I have to work in this outfit," she laughs and walks away with a little wave as you hastily put your cock away.
 
   You sit there will blue balls for a few minutes and are about to go to the bathroom to relieve yourself when your wife finally emerges from the VIP room accompanied by the manager, bartender, and several bouncers.  Everyone is flushed with excitement and laughing loudly.  Your wife is still nude and she is wiping her face and belly with a towel as she locates her underwear and dress.  She dresses casually right there by the stage  talking to the manager happily.  The bartender returns to the bar with a broad grin, giving you a thumbs up.
 
   "I thoroughly enjoyed your wife, Mr. Smith.  You are a lucky man," he says with a devilish smile.
 
   "Yeah, thanks," you say sarcastically giving him a dirty look.
 
   Once she is dressed, your wife and the manager join you at the bar.
 
   "Well Mr. Smith. I must say that you have been a real good sport about all this," says Jim.
 
   "Yes, you are such a sweetie," gushes your wife, eyes bright with excitement as she gives you a hug.  Her face is glowing with pleasure and you are surprised at how vital and young she seems right now.
 
   "Your wife really blew us all away," says Jim. “We are prepared to hire her on the spot and have offered her $1000 a night base salary, plus tips and commission on all drinks ordered by her clients."
 
   "And that’s for a four-hour shift!" says your wife excitedly.  "I wouldn’t even need to quit my day job."
 
   "Yeah, that’s a lot of money," you mutter distractedly.  Then you blurt out, “I hate to be a stick in the mud, but what went on back there in that VIP room just now?"
 
   Your wife looks guiltily at Jim who just shrugs his shoulders.  "Honey, it was, you know… I performed lap dances for Jim and the boys," she says  making a strange face.
 
   "Well I heard that you were giving them head," you say hotly.
 
   "From who?" demands Jim casting a suspicious glance at the strippers at the end of the bar.
 
   "Oh were you talking to those girls?" laughs your wife nervously.  "You just don’t understand their sense of humor.  They are so naughty, they were just teasing you.  Of course I wouldn’t ever do something like that. How could you think that of me?"
 
   "Well you went through with this whole stripping thing…" you say, somewhat abashed.
 
   "Mr. Smith, I assure you, this is a professional establishment.  No sex acts of any kind are tolerated," he says stiffly as though offended.
 
   "Ok, then, let’s just go," you say grumpily.
 
   "Mrs, Smith, it was a real pleasure, I look forward to working with you," says the manager taking your wife’s hand and looking deeply into her eyes.
 
   She just titters nervously and averts her eyes. “Thank you James," she says meekly.
 
   * * *
 
   "I can’t believe I let you talk me into that," you say grumpily on the drive home.
 
   "Well I’m glad I did," responds your wife casually. “I feel like that was an incredibly liberating experience."
 
   You glance over at how bright eyed and full of life your wife seems and you can’t help but smile in response.  "You certainly seem rejuvenated.  I guess I will just suck it up and put this behind us."
 
   "Were you very jealous?" she asks shyly.  "Watching me dance in front of those strange men."
 
   "Yes, my blood ran cold," you admit.
 
   "But it wouldn’t be so bad if you weren’t actually there watching, right?" she asks after a moment of thought.
 
   "What are you getting at?  You aren’t seriously considering that offer!" you say in surprise.
 
   "Honey, it was so much fun!" she gushes.  "All that attention!  I felt like a movie star up there on stage.  It was unlike anything I’ve ever done.  Also, I must admit, I liked being so… naughty."  she reaches over and grabs your crotch.
 
   You give a start as she unzips your fly and pulls out your cock as you drive.  "Being such a slutty wife has made feel randy," she says as she goes down on you.
 
   "Oh my god," you say trying hard to concentrate on the road as she blows you.  You come to a stoplight and a woman in an SUV looks over in shock and then breaks out laughing.  You see her gesturing to her friends as the light changes and you pull away.  By the time you get to the next light, you are shooting your load into your wife’s mouth.
 
   She sits up and wipes the cum primly from her chin.  "Besides, the money is pretty compelling," she says as though nothing happened.
 
   "I’ll think about it," you gasp.
 
   "You do that dear, you do that," she laughs, and she reaches over to help your put your limp, wet cock back into your pants.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

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

Your wife packs lingerie for a business trip with her boss
 
    
 
   You are talking to your wife in the bedroom one evening as she packs for a business trip.
 
   "So where are you off to?" you ask her.
 
   "District office in Vegas again, as usual," she sighs, putting some toiletries into a bag.
 
   "Who is going?" 
 
   "Just my boss and I," she says.
 
   "You and Jim travel together a lot," you say, realizing too late that you sound suspicious just as the words leave your lips.
 
   "Well, yes…" she admits shyly giving you a strange look.
 
   "I don’t mean to suggest…"  you stammer.
 
   "Oh, I know, dear.  I am sure you and I trust each other after all these years together," she says tightly as she takes out some of her sexy lingerie and packs it in the suitcase.
 
   "You are taking that?" you ask, surprised.
 
   "Um, sure… I always take this sort of thing… Just in case…" she says blushing, as she adds a transparent negligee, stockings, and garters to her suitcase.
 
   "Wait, what?" you ask incredulously.  "Just in case of what?"  You are embarrassed to be interrogating her like this, and your stomach flips with nervousness, but she rarely wears this sort of thing.
 
   "In case I am feeling, randy." she says softly, tilting her head down bashfully and avoiding your eyes.
 
   "But…" you stammer, nonplussed.  
 
   "Are you really going to investigate my choice of sleepwear, dear?" she asks you with an awkward laugh.  "That’s not like you…"
 
   "Well of course you are free to wear whatever you like," you say hastily.  "I don’t mean to pry into your personal attire."  You pause hesitantly, unsure of how to proceed.  "It’s just that you usually wear that when you want to… I mean I think of it as being part of our foreplay when you wear those things."  You are blushing yourself now, and wish that you just hadn’t seen her pack these sexy garments.  This conversation is starting to upset you.
 
   "I know honey but Jim likes it when I wear these things to bed," she says, biting her lip and averting her eyes as she packs a short dress.
 
   You just laugh nervously.  "Surely you are joking," you say, your voice cracking with anxiety.  “I mean, why would Jim be in your room when you are getting ready for bed?"
 
   Your wife’s pale complexion is flushed, and her cheeks are bright red with chagrin.  She continues to avoid your eyes and just looks at the clothes as she packs them.  "We generally just get one room when we travel together…"  She casts you a furtive glance and cringes when she see the look of astonishment on your face.  "Of course, we almost always get separate beds," she adds quickly.
 
   There is a long pause as you try to process this news.  Your heart is pounding in your chest and your blood is running cold.  "Darling." you say, trying to breathe normally.  "Can you stop packing for a moment?  I want to make sure I understand what you are saying here."  It comes out as a croak.
 
   Your wife stops packing regretfully and stands with her head bowed, nervously plucking at her clothes.
 
   "Are you telling me that you and your boss generally share a room when you travel?" you ask.
 
   "It’s so much cheaper, that way," she says urgently, casting your a desperate look before returning her eyes to the floor.
 
   You take a deep breath.  "Ok.  That’s reasonable.  But what do you mean that you ‘almost always get separate beds’?  Are you saying that you sometimes actually… uh, share a bed?"
 
   "You know how these things go, dear," she says, loosening up slightly and trying to smile. “We reserve a room with two double beds, but then there is some mixup at the reservation desk, and all they have is a single king when we arrive.  Jim used to offer to take the couch or sleep on the floor, but I couldn’t let him do that…"
 
   "Well, that’s very considerate of you," you say sarcastically.
 
   "Oh, honey," says your wife, putting her hand to her mouth and looking at you beseechingly.
 
   "I’m sorry, dear, but this is really quite… I mean, for a married woman to be sharing a bed…" you are stammering and surprised to find yourself growing aroused at the thought of this.  You trail off, trying to suppress the erotic thoughts that are emerging.
 
   "Oh, Jim is married too, of course," says your wife primly.  "You know, we have been working together so long and have grown so close over the years, that we never really gave it a second thought," she says haltingly.
 
   "Really?" you ask, amazed that your timid wife is revealing this salacious side of herself.  "You know I could almost understand that, but then there is this business with the lingerie," you say.  You notice your penis growing slowly engorged as you picture your beautiful wife parading around in lingerie, showing off her gorgeous pale body to another man. You find the idea unaccountably fascinating and struggle to banish the thought from your mind.  You gaze at her large full breasts and shapely legs and grow more aroused.  
 
   "Yes, well, that’s a bit harder to explain, I admit," she says biting her lip and looking up and to the side.  "Jim used to tease me about wearing my normal baggy pajamas."
 
   You know you should be showing a stern face to your wife, but you chuckle in spite of yourself at this.  Her favorite pajamas are the opposite of sexy.
 
   She notices your smile and brightens, visibly relieved that you are not angry.  "See, you know what he means.  So I started wearing sleepwear that is more… flattering? I guess?"
 
   "Darling, I hate to say this, but I can’t help picturing you walking around in that transparent nightgown, showing off all of your… assets… for Jim and then slipping into bed with him…" you are practically gasping for breathe at this point and your cock is stiff and pushing against your pants.
 
   Your wife glances down at the tent you are pitching in your trousers, but doesn’t mention it.  "Now, dear, you make it sound so… improper," she says with a crooked smile.
 
   You say nothing, struggling to control your arousal and to come to terms with the very fact that you are aroused at the idea of your wife with another man.
 
   Your wife notices you thinking things over and slowly resumes packing. You notice that she is packing a lot of unusually short skirts and revealing tops.
 
   "I assure you, honey, it’s all perfectly harmless," she says bustling around, arranging her things.  "Jim and I are just good friends."
 
   "He’s a good friend who you show your body to," you blurt out excitedly, gripping your cock unconsciously.  "As you saunter around the bedroom in that lingerie,your nipples clearly visible through that see-through material.  Why you even show him the dark thatch of your public hair," you say holding up a pair of lacey, transparent panties.
 
   She just laughs uneasily and gently takes the panties from you and returns them to the suitcase.  "Well I hardly ‘saunter’ around… but yes, he certainly enjoys it when I wear these things."  She is blushing again and avoiding your eyes as she zips up her luggage.  "To be honest, I enjoy it too.  I like the way he… reacts.  But, you know, it’s all in good fun, really," she says lamely.
 
   "Oh, yes, great fun, I’m sure," you croak, struggling to control your emotions.
 
   Your wife steels herself and looks you in the eye.  "Now darling, I have told you some details about my business trips that I hadn’t revealed before because I felt you should know.  I am a good wife and I will respect your wishes regarding this."
 
   "My wishes?" you ask with confusion.
 
   "Do you want me to cancel this trip?" she asks you with a pleading look in her eye.  "Do you want me to quit this job?"
 
   "What? No. I mean, I-I know how important this j-job is to you," you stutter.
 
   "So am I allowed to go on this trip?" she asks you hopefully.
 
   "Allowed? Since when do I forbid or allow you anything?  We have always been equal partners," you say with trepidation.
 
   "Of course, that is why I love you, but I want to give you veto power here, since these trips might seem… well unseemly when viewed in a certain light," she says scanning your face for a reaction.
 
   "Is it really all or nothing?" you ask uncomfortably.  "Can’t you just, I don’t know.  Get separate rooms, or at least forgo the lingerie or something?" you ask half-heartedly.
 
   "I could…" she says holding her head stiffly and gazing over your shoulder.
 
   "Oh jeez," you say, putting your hand on your head.  You can’t admit to her that you find the whole idea incredibly titillating.  You are having a hard time even admitting it to yourself.  And your wife seems intent on carrying on this flirtation arouses  you further.  "I have always trusted you to be loyal to me," you sigh.  "I guess you figure that you have been loyal to me so far."
 
   "Why yes of course.  I consider myself very loyal," she says looking at you softly.
 
   "You have an interesting definition of loyal," you say tenderly.
 
   "Perhaps…" she says with a wry smile.
 
   "Have a nice trip then," you say with a sheepish grin.
 
   Her face blooms with a beautiful smile and your heart melts slightly as she throws her arms around you and kisses you goodbye.
 
   "Thank you dear.  I knew you would understand.  Love you, see you next week," she gushes and then rushes out the door to catch her flight.
 
   You return the bedroom and unzip your pants to contemplate what might happen after your wife had gotten Jim’s blood flowing with her sexy outfits and finally crawls into bed next him.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your Girlfriend Brings a Guy Friend Home from Work
 
    
 
   You know that you aren't supposed to be jealous of every guy she hangs out with. Also, you understand that she is very physical and likes to hug her friends. But still...
 
    
 
   "Honey, I am going to bring a guy friend home from work today, ok?" she says, searching your face for a reaction. "We are just going to hang out in the living room on the couch tonight."
 
    
 
   "What are you saying, do you want me to leave or something?" you feel your irritation rise and your heart speed up.
 
    
 
   She reaches over and touches your arm. She is smiling compassionately. "My god no, what are you thinking?" She searches your eyes. "I want you to hang out with us. It's just that I'm in the mood to be mellow and snuggle at home tonight. He and I always like to have friendly hugs and stuff. I want to cuddle on the couch with him tonight. You know, in a friendly way, not sexual at all."
 
    
 
   Your heart beats faster and you feel nervous and confused. "Uh, isn't that a little weird?"
 
    
 
   She tilts her head and looks up out of the corner of her eye. "Yes, I guess it's unusual. But you know how I am. I'm a physical person, I touch my girlfriends all the time. I always hug my guys friend. I'm just warning you that he and I have a very touchy-feely relationship. It's not sexual at all, I am not attracted to him in the least, let me tell you. But I feel comforted when a man holds me close."
 
    
 
   "Um, yeah, ok then, whatever," you say.
 
    
 
   ...
 
    
 
   That night she brings him home and introduces you. He seems a little fruity, sort of metrosexual. He and your girlfriend are talking about going shopping together. You are immediately put at ease.
 
    
 
   "Oh god, I have to get out of these work clothes," says your girl. "Come in my room and talk to me while I get changed," She takes his hand and says to you, "We will be right out."
 
    
 
   You are a little stunned by this, but he just grins at you sheepishly as your girl leads him away. It's such a gay look on his face that you just drop it. You can hear that she left the bedroom door open and you can hear them laughing. He has sort of a gay laugh, you tell yourself. You are trying not to get bent over the fact that your girlfriend just took some guy into your bedroom while she changes her clothes.
 
    
 
   When they come out, she is wearing her thin flannel pajamas. Her tits are jiggling freely and you can clearly see her erect nipples pushing through the soft material.
 
    
 
   "Uh, are you wearing a bra?" you ask.
 
    
 
   She scrunches up her face and looks at you quizzically "No. I never wear a bra when we are just snuggling at home. What are you thinking?"
 
    
 
   You look at her round ass outlined in the snug pajama bottoms and realize that she isn't wearing panties either, but you decide not to say anything.
 
    
 
   Her guy friend averts his eyes from her body and changes the topic to shoe shopping. They sit on the couch together and pretty soon you start to relax a little. This guy seems harmless. He and your girl talk about clothes and different styles.
 
    
 
   Your girl goes and brings out some drinks and snacks. You are watching her body outlined in her pajamas. Her boobs are bouncing slightly and her nipples are still hard. She bends over to put some snack on the table by the couch and she shoots you a flirtatious glance and wiggles her ass at you. Her friends doesn't notice, and she plops down beside him which makes her tits shake around even more. You are starting to get a hard-on looking at them. 
 
    
 
   To distract yourself, you turn down the lights down and put the movie on.
 
    
 
   At first they are just sitting side by side on the couch with their hips touching. They are occasionally murmuring small comments at various points of the movie. At one point, your girl snuggles up against him and he puts his arm around her shoulder. Neither one of them notices that you are watching them and it seems perfectly natural. But, you can see her boob pressed up against him and it bothers you a little.
 
    
 
   A little further along in the movie, she softly says to him, "I'm a little cold, do you mind if I pull this over us?" 
 
    
 
   "That's fine," he says. You watch as she pulls the shawl off the back of the couch and spreads it over their laps. You notice that a couple of buttons of her top have come undone somehow, but her friend isn't looking at her chest. She pushes herself up against him and they are cuddling now. She has her head on his shoulder and is rubbing her hand over his stomach. He is running his hand up and down her side, you notice that he pauses to squeeze the soft part of her waist just above the hip, then he puts his hand on her hip and squeezes that.
 
    
 
   You girl notices you watching them and looks over at you with wide eyes, "Are you enjoying this movie, honey?" she asks. Her friend looks at you and smiles simply. He really doesn't seem to think that there is anything odd about him feeling up your girlfriend's body right in front of you.
 
    
 
   "Uh, yeah, it's fine," you say and look away. Your stomach is starting to churn a little and your face is getting hot. You try to focus on the film but they are continuing to rub and stroke each other. They are starting to make little sounds of pleasure. You look over and see that your girl's top is mostly open now and her hand is under the shawl moving around his crotch.
 
    
 
   "Uh, can you guys cool it a little?" you ask as your palms break out in sweat. "Isn't that a bit much?"
 
    
 
   The guy looks at you blearily, with a confused look on his face. You girl look up innocently and slides her hand up his belly away from his crotch.
 
    
 
   "Oops, sorry, honey," she says. "You know I love to cuddle this way. I like being comfy on the couch."
 
    
 
   "Ok, but weren't you just touching his cock?" you ask. You can feel your heart pounding.
 
    
 
   "Not really" she says. I was just rubbing his leg. She pulls the shawl down and you can see that he has a raging hard-on "Like this," she shows you by running her hand up his thigh, stopping just short of his dick which is pointing straight up right along the zipper. She smiles and looks up at her friend. "Wow, are you getting hard?" she asks with interest.
 
    
 
   "No, come on. You guys are embarrassing me," he says blushing. "Can't we just watch the movie, please?" He looks at you beseechingly. Your girl just giggles and nestles back down, resting her head on his stomach. She looks over at you with big eyes to see your reaction.
 
    
 
   You are wriggling in your seat, but you can't make a decision about what to do. You don't want to leave the room, but you can't see yourself grabbing this guy and tossing him out either. An interesting part of the movie comes on and everyone returns their attention to the television.
 
    
 
   After a few minutes, you look back over and see that he has his hand inside her top and he is squeezing one of her tits and pinching the nipple. She has pulled up his shirt and is kissing and nibbling his stomach just above his crotch.
 
    
 
   You can't take this, "For Christ sake, your guys, can you chill the fuck out? Dude, you are feeling up my girlfriend like crazy over there."
 
    
 
   He looks hurt and indignant. "No I'm not," he says. But he leaves his hand inside her shirt. "I mean, yeah, I guess I am, but she said her nipples were tender and she wanted me to pinch them for her," He bends his head down to look at your girl, "Do you want me to stop?" he asks as he continues to knead her boob.
 
    
 
   "No no, you are fine" she says leaving her head on his belly. She looks at you with half lidded eyes, her hand resting right over his cock. "Honey, you knew that we would be snuggling tonight. You know how I like to snuggle. Can't you just relax a little. This is NOT sexual. I think of him as a girlfriend practically."
 
    
 
   He laughs when she says that and pinches her nipple harder and makes her squeak "NICE!" he says. "a girlfriend, huh?"
 
    
 
   She is giggling now and they are struggling on the couch, pinching and tickling each other. 
 
    
 
   "Cut the shit" you shout, standing up. Your heart is racing and your pits are drenched.
 
    
 
   They pause, but don't look at you. Their eyes are locked and they are facing each other on the couch, each of them panting from the exertion. Her top is totally open now and her boobs are swinging. His fly has come unbuttoned and the head of his penis is sticking out. Their cheeks are flushed and their eyes are bright with excitement.
 
    
 
   You girl reaches over touches the exposed head of his penis with one finger. She looks over at you and smiles. "Honey, I know we got a little more carried away then I had planned. But um, you can hang out if you want, but you might not want to see this part."
 
    
 
   She shrugs out of her top and bends over to puts her lips around the head of his cock. Her friend reaches down to cup one full breast in each hand and then leans his head back. Your girl unzips his fly and slides more of his cock into her mouth. She looks over at you with wide eyes, cock in mouth, cheeks sucked in. 
 
    
 
   Then she chokes a little and pulls it out, laughing. "My god, he just spurted a little cum right in my mouth" she says smiling at you and stroking his dick. She turns to him and puts her face close to his. "You are bad, aren't you. Right in front of my boyfriend, too."
 
    
 
   "yeah, I'm bad," he says huskily, pulling her pajama bottoms down, exposing her round, white ass. "Let me show you how bad."
 
    
 
   Your girl steps off the couch, turning toward you with a big smile as he pulls her bottom off entirely. She stands there naked facing you, smiling devilishly. 
 
    
 
   "Get ready, honey," she says to you. Then he pushes her head forward and she bends over at the waist. She puts her hands on the coffee table, looks you in the eyes with open mouthed excitement and then arches her back slightly to present her cunt to this guy.
 
    
 
   He wastes no time and grabs her by the hips immediately sinking himself into her.
 
    
 
   "Oh shit" she says breaking your gaze and turning to look at him over her shoulder. "That feels good."
 
    
 
   You are standing there frozen in shock. Your blood is running cold. As he slowly starts working his dick in and out of your girl, she puts her head down and her tits start swaying back and forth.
 
    
 
   "You might as well sit down and enjoy the show at this point," he says to you. He pokes his thing into your girlfriend for emphasis and she gasps with pleasure. You just feel nauseated and helpless, but you can't look away either.
 
    
 
   You sit and watch as your girl strokes her own clit and gets herself off while this guy drills her from behind firmly grasping her wide hips. Once she is done cumming with a shudder, he pulls out of her and she kneels before him, mouth open. He pops his cock in and she sucks it for a second, then he pulls out and shoots spurt after spurt of hot cum into her face and onto her tits. As the spurts reduce to dribbles, she grabs his cock and sucks it vigorously. She is milking the last of the cum out with her hand. "Oh fuck, stop, it's sensitive he shouts, laughing. But your girl grips him for another second and looks over at you again, cheeks sucked in, eyes wide and questioning. Finally he pulls away and he flops down on the couch. He looks at you while your girl smears the cum around her lips. "Well, that happened," he says shakily.
 
    
 
   Your girl turns to you with cum dripping from her hard nipples unto her soft white belly. Her eyes are glassy and her cheeks are flushed.
 
    
 
   She tries to smile, but she looks like she is about to cry. "Yeah, well... we definitely didn't mean for you to see this," she says. Then she gets up and runs into the other room.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your girl catches your buddies looking at porn
 
    
 
   You and your girl go over to your friend’s house to hang out one Saturday night. As you walk into their living room, two of your friends, Jim and Bob are looking at something on Jim’s laptop and laughing. When they see your girl, Jim slams the laptop shut quickly.
 
    
 
   “Whoa, hello there Sue. Didn’t know you were coming over,” he says, raising his eyebrows at you significantly.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, my thing got canceled, so I decided to tag along. What were you guys doing, looking at porn?” she asks casually, wedging herself between them as she plops down on the couch.
 
    
 
   Your buddies both laugh nervously. “Naw, I don’t look at that stuff,” says Jim unconvincingly and you have to suppress a smile.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, right!” snorts your girl with disbelief. “Let me see that laptop,” she snatches the laptop quickly from Jim and he and Bob both give you sheepish looks.
 
    
 
   “Thanks for bringing your girl along without telling us,” mutters Bob grumpily.
 
    
 
   “Oh, just relax you. I am aware that guys look at porn. I don’t live under a rock. I am just curious…” she trails off as she starts clicking around on the laptop. “Let’s see, browser history… yep, looks like some porn action going on,” Bob just shrugs and sits back to look at the screen.
 
    
 
   “Ok, which one of you is into this Big Naturals site?” she asks. “Naturals huh? That’s interesting. So none of the women have implants on that site, then?”
 
    
 
   “Well, ” says Jim. “They look pretty natural anyway, don’t they? He asks, clearly uncomfortable.
 
    
 
   “Yes, natural… and big,” says Sue, impressed. “I’m going to get an inferiority complex if I keep looking at this stuff,” she says, straightening her shoulders and jutting her chest out.
 
    
 
   “Nah, you are ok,” mutters Bob, eyeing you nervously.
 
    
 
   “What do you think, Jim?” she asks turning toward him and thrusting her tits at him.
 
    
 
   “Uh, yeah, pretty good size there, nice. I mean. What can I say?” he laughs, looking at you to rescue him.
 
    
 
   “Am I the only one who is uncomfortable with this situation?” you ask petulantly. “Can someone tell me why my girlfriend is looking at porn with my buddies over there? Sue?”
 
    
 
   “Oh relax,” she laughs. “I’m sure you look at this stuff all the time and hide it from me.”
 
    
 
   You blush and don’t bother trying to lie about it.
 
    
 
   “What’s XXXProposal?” asks Sue, pursing her lips.
 
    
 
   “These guys supposedly pay couples so that they can fuck the girl on camera while the boyfriend watches,” says Jim. You notice that he is getting pretty loose and casual about this whole porn business and you don’t like it.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit, that’s really raunchy,” laughs Sue, gazing at the screen with interest. “You guys get off on this stuff?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, it’s pretty hot,” admits Jim, “What do you think?” he asks her insolently.
 
    
 
   “Me?” squeeks Sue, “I don’t know, I never thought about anything like that…Omigod, this one is super kinky. This girl is sucking one guy off and  another boinks her from behind while her boyfriend watches. So rude. Do you think these are real couples?” She asks looking over at JIm.
 
    
 
   “Uh, they claim it is,” he says shifting uncomfortably trying to hide the wood in his pants.
 
    
 
   Sue looks down at his crotch and covers her mouth mockingly. “Whoa there Jimmy, you getting worked up or what? Jimmy’s got a stiffy over her, babe,” she says looking at you and laughing.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that’s sort of the point of porn, duh,” you say sulkily.
 
    
 
   “So what’s up in your pants, there Bob?” she says cheekily, turning to look at Bob’s crotch.
 
    
 
   He looks over at you insolently and grips his johnson. “Yep, I’m packing wood,” he says to her. “Want to see?”
 
    
 
   Sue blushes furiously and punches him awkwardly on the shoulder. “Omigod, shut up. You’re such a perv,” Then a thought occurs to her. “Wait a minute, what do you guys do when looking at porn together? Do you whip out your things and jerk off in front of each other?”
 
    
 
   You laugh as Bob and Jim shift uncomfortably and look away. “That’s pretty gay,” you tease.
 
    
 
   “I guess it would be sort of BI actually, assuming that they look at pictures of women,” says Sue thoughtfully.
 
    
 
   “Come on, we don’t whip it out in front of each other,” complains Jim.
 
    
 
   “But you get turned on when you look at this stuff, don’t you want to yank your crank?” asks Sue sarcastically.
 
    
 
   “It would be weird to do in front of another guy,” says Jim.
 
    
 
   “would it be weird to do in front of me?” asks Sue giving you a daring look.
 
    
 
   “Of course,” says Jim, simply.
 
    
 
   “You offered to show me before,” pursues Sue turning to look Bob in the eye.
 
    
 
   He makes a face and looks over at you. “Yeah, I was just sort of joking around.”
 
    
 
   Sue turns quickly to Jim, “I want to see you jerk it,” she says excitedly.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck?” you shout. “This is going too far.”
 
    
 
   “Calm down,” chides Sue looking at you sternly. “I’m a big girl you know. I have seen a cock other than yours before. What’s the big deal? I’m just curious! I never saw a guy jerk off to porn before. I want to see.”
 
    
 
   “You gotta be fucking kidding me,” you say helplessly.
 
    
 
   “Would you freak out if I did it?” Jim asks you meekly.
 
    
 
   “What part of ‘WTF’ don’t you understand, Jim?” you shout. “My god, this is crazy. How is this even happening?”
 
    
 
   “You are such a big baby,” laughs Sue devilishly. “Bob, I demand that you whip it out and start jerking it. Check this porn out. Look at the boobies on this slut. Mmm, you know you wanna start spanking that monkey when you see those bad boys.”
 
    
 
   Bob glances at you once nervously then turns to Sue. “You wanna see? I’ll do it,” he unzips his fly and his cock pops right out of his pants. Sue’s eyes widen with surprise and she gasps in shock.
 
    
 
   “Wow I didn’t think you would really do it,” she says in awe as Bob starts stroking his rod up and down. “He really did it,” she says looking at you guiltily.
 
    
 
   You jump up nervously and start pacing the room, unsure what to do.
 
    
 
   “Ok that’s enough, we are out of here,” you say suddenly.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, ok,” Sue says gazing at Bob’s dick as he jerks it. “Let’s go,” But she doesn’t move, she just keeps staring. “Wow the head is really purple,” she says softly to Bob.
 
    
 
   “yeah, it gets that way,” he says gruffly as he works his tool.
 
    
 
   “well if he’s gonna do it, I am too,” concedes Jim, unzipping his pants as well.
 
    
 
   “Jesus,” you shout, upset, and storm out of the room. You pace nervously up and down the hall, unsure of what to do. Part of you wants to yank Sue out of there by the hair, but you can’t bring yourself to do it.
 
    
 
   “Yours isn’t as big,” you hear Sue say from the other room and Bob laughs as Jim makes a complaining noise.
 
    
 
   You storm back into the room “Sue, let’s go right now, I mean it.”
 
    
 
   She is just watching in fascination, looking back and forth between Jim and Bob as they jerk off to the porn on the screen in her lap.
 
    
 
   “Oh, come on, you might as well hang out at this point,” smiles Sue. “They are pulling on their puds in front of me and the world didn’t come to and end. It’s no big deal. I’m picking up some good pointers from watching them. I didn’t realize guys were so rough with themselves. I mean it looks like they are going pretty fast there.”
 
    
 
   “You want to practise on me?” asks Bob offering his cock to her.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, let’s do XXXProposal,” says Jim, standing up and poking his dick into Sue’s ear.
 
    
 
   “Omigod, you guys, this is too fucked up. My boyfriend is gonna freak,” squeals Sue, pushing Jim’s cock aside but leaving her hand on it. “Or would you be into it?” she asks you huskily. “Would it turn you on to watch us?”
 
    
 
   “Of course not, this is totally sick, how could you guys do this to me?” you stammer. You pits are drenched and you blood is pumping.
 
    
 
   “Honey, I can see that you have a raging hardon right now,” says Sue, wrapping her fingers around Jim’s cock. “You can’t front. This kinky shit is turning you on too,” She starts pulling on Jim’s cock. “Do you like it like this, Jim?” she asks, looking up at him innocently.
 
    
 
   You are about to intervene physically when Bob gets up and blocks your way. He’s a little taller and heavier than you and he wrestled in high school, so you aren’t sure you could take him. “Look bro, I know this is fucked up, but your girl is the one that started it. I think you should either leave now, or whip out your junk and fap off while we do your girl. But I am not gonna let you drag her out of here against her will.”
 
    
 
   You back off and pace around the room, frustrated but unsure of what to do. Sue is sucking Jim’s cock now. He has his hand on her head and is smiling broadly. Bob bends over and unzips Sue’s jeans and pulls them off her. She doesn’t resist, but just starts unbuttoning her blouse. Bob helps your girlfriend unsnap her bra and finally he pulls off her panties. Pretty soon your girl and your two buddies are all naked and going at it on the couch.
 
    
 
   Sue turns to start sucking Bob off and Jim pops his junk into her from behind. She turns to look over her shoulder as he works himself in and out of her. “You go Jim, you work that little cock of yours,” she teases, then resumes sucking on Bob’s thick stump.
 
    
 
   “Oh I will,” he says tightly and pounds her from behind hard and fast, making her tits swing back and forth.
 
    
 
   Sue looks over at you lustily with Bob cock in her mouth, her cheeks are pulled in as she applies suction. Jim grunts loudly and pulls out to shoot his load all over her ass.
 
    
 
   “Wow, that’s a spoonful, alright,” says Sue. “Did you enjoy me, or what?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, you are ok,” he says slapping his limp cock against her ass.
 
    
 
   Bob never gets a chance to fuck her himself and starts shooting his wad into her face just at that moment.
 
    
 
   Sue laughs and pulls on his nutsack. “Wow the big guy is a premature ejaculator. I wouldn’t have guessed that.”
 
    
 
   Bob turns deep red, but says nothing as he jumps up to head for the bathroom to clean up.
 
    
 
   “Was it good for you?” Sue asks you lazily, stretching out on the couch as Jim pulls on his pants.
 
    
 
   “No, not really. It was actually the most fucked up thing I’ve ever seen in my life,” you shout.
 
    
 
   “You’re such a baby,” mutters Sue, searching around for her panties. “What’s the big deal?”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

You're wife calls you late one night to tell you she won't be home
 
                                               
 
   "Sorry honey, I got a little too drunk to drive with some friends after work," she says, but she doesn’t sound very drunk. "I am going to spend the night here at my co-worker’s house."
 
   "A male or female co-worker?" you ask suspiciously.
 
   There is a pause on the line. “Well, it’s a male friend," she admits hesitantly.
 
   "Does he have an extra bedroom or will you be sleeping on the couch?" you ask.
 
   "Uh, neither one actually…" she says trailing off.
 
   "Wait, what does that mean? Is he giving you his bed and sleeping on the couch himself?" you ask growing annoyed.
 
   "Sort of," she says nervously.
 
   "This is silly, I will just come and pick you up. Where are you?" you demand.
 
   "No,no dear, it’s way too late for that. We all need to get some sleep for work in the morning. Everything will be just fine. Don’t worry," she says brightly.
 
   "How am I supposed to go along with this? You are staying at some strange man’s house with ambiguous sleeping arrangements. Why you don’t even have your pajamas. What are you going to sleep in?" you say growing excited.
 
   "Please Tom is not strange, we’ve worked together for several months. The sleeping arrangement is that we are sharing his bed if you must know," she says petulantly. “He offered to sleep on the floor, but I couldn’t let him do that. It’s a big bed, there’s plenty of room. And as for pajamas…well…" she deflates slightly and trails off again.
 
   "Yes, what about pajamas?" you say eagerly, slowly growing aware of your hardening cock.
 
   "Ok, look. This is silly. We are all adults here. I am just going to sleep in the nude tonight. We are going to turn out the lights while we get changed and Tom promised to stay on his side of the bed. It’s perfectly innocent," she says daringly. "I’ll see you after work tomorrow," she says and hangs up quickly.
 
   You stare down at your phone in disbelief and then unzip your pants to start masturbating at the thought of your wife nude in another man’s bed, pretending to be chaste.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your wife wants to wear a see-through shirt to bar
 
    
 
   You are getting ready to go out with your wife to a bar for some drinks one Friday night after dinner at home.  She walks into the living room wearing a short miniskirt with a tight, black, see-through shirt and no bra.
 
   "Hubba, hubba," you say, eyes fixed on her large round breasts.  You can clearly see her nipples through the transparent material of her shirt.  "I thought we were going out tonight, but if you want to stay in, I’m up for that too." you say.
 
   "Oh no, I want to go out," she says, blushing.  "I was thinking of wearing this to the bar…"
 
   You laugh out loud.  "You’ve got to be kidding.  You’ll get arrested in that outfit."
 
   She laughs along with you nervously.  "Oh honey, I don’t think so.  I should be fine.  It won’t be this bright in the bar."
 
   You scratch your head nervously, growing confused. “Uh, are you serious?  Since when do you dress like this?"
 
   She sighs and looks at herself in the mirror.  "That’s just it, I always dress very modestly…and men never pay any attention to me."
 
   You are a little taken aback by this. “I…I didn’t know that was a issue… Men not paying enough attention to you, that is.  I mean, surely… men must… you are a good looking woman." You trail off realizing that you are botching this attempt at consoling her.
 
   She gives you a frank look.  "Honestly dear, men never look at me.  I feel invisible sometimes.  I didn’t have this feeling when I was younger," she finishes wistfully, looking off into space as though reminiscing. 
 
   "Ahh, you haven’t lost your looks," you tell her.  "You’ve still got a great body.  In fact, your tits and ass are bigger than ever."
 
   "Well that’s what I’m trying to show off tonight," she says smiling, presenting her ass to you for inspection.
 
   The short skirt rides high up her thighs and you admire her well formed legs and round ass.  You gulp and say, “Yeah, well.  I guess I would just feel weird about you flaunting it like that in public."
 
   "Well maybe it would be good for you to get a little jealous of other men’s attention," she says bashfully, looking away.  "Maybe you take me too much for granted after all these years."
 
   You don’t know what to say so you just contemplate her sexy body silently.  You do feel bad that you don’t pay more attention to your wife.  After a moment you says.  "But you know that it happens to every couple who has been together for a long time.  The spark just sort of fades after a while…"
 
   "Yes, I suppose it does,"  she agrees taking your hand gently.  "Maybe if I let other men ogle my body, it will light that spark up again." she says devilishly thrusting her breasts forward.
 
   You reach out and squeeze one generous tit, pinching her nipple softly though the thin fabric and you feel your own member growing stiff in response.  
 
   "Well, OK," you agree.  "I guess I will go along with it and see what happens."
 
   And with that you depart.
 
   When you walk in to the establishment with her, you are nervous about how bright the lighting is.  You always remember it being darker.  Your wife’s nipples are clearly visible through her tight black, transparent top.  She doesn’t seem the least bit self-conscious, as she squares her shoulders and walks nonchalantly up to the bar.
 
   A group of young men gathered at the bar immediately take notice of her.  They are staring at her chest and then boldly looking her up and down, admiring her shapely, stocking clad legs and round ass in her short miniskirt.
 
   "Hello there, ma’am," says one young guy hastily, not taking his eyes off her tits.  "May I offer you a drink?  Are you here alone?"
 
   "Oh no, my husband is right here," she says gesturing casually to you as you join the group.  "But I’m sure he wouldn’t mind if I let you buy me a drink," she finishes with a flirtatious wink.
 
   "Ree-ally?" he says looking at you briefly with interest.  "How very… modern of you," he says, which elicits a round of laughter from his friends.
 
   You are blushing furiously as you stand next to your wife and these young men shamelessly ogle her breasts and sexy body.  She graciously accepts a glass of wine and someone hands you a beer which you take with an awkwardly muttered thank you.  Your heart is racing and your tongue is tied as your wife happily chats with these young men.  They are very polite and are casually exchanging pleasantries, but you feel like crawling under a rock.  You didn’t realize you would be so embarrassed to socialize with your wife while other men brazenly examine her body.  She is clearly loving  the attention.  Her eyes are bright and her cheeks are flushed with excitement. You must admit that she is livelier than you have seen her in many years, so you just drink your beer and nod silently at the small talk.
 
   Suddenly to your mortification, a couple you know from the country club joins the group, Sam and Janet.
 
   "Suzanne, what ARE you wearing?" shouts Janet gleefully.  "It’s simply SCANDALOUS.  Don’t look, Sam" she titters, covering her husband’s eyes playfully.
 
   "Hush dear," says Sam pulling her hand away.  "Let me look."  He approaches your wife confidently and holds her at arms length, looking her up and down appreciatively while she blushes furiously, smiling nervously at him.  "I think you look… marvelous.  Such a flattering outfit," he says, turning to give you a lewd wink which makes you cringe.  He then hugs her in greeting and you swear that his hand brushes her breast on purpose.  
 
   Everyone looks on while they hug for a slightly inappropriate amount of time and you notice that he cups her rear in one hand while she presses herself against him sensually.
 
   "Stop it, you’re making me jealous!" Janet  screeches with delight.  When they disengage, you notice that your wife is breathing heavily and her erect nipples are straining against the translucent fabric of her shirt forming two distinct points.  Janet leans toward you with a conspiratorial air and whispers,  "I didn’t know you were such a SWINGING couple," she says with a lascivious grin that makes your cock hard.
 
   "I’m not sure that we are…" you stammer clumsily.  But Janet just nods knowingly.
 
   Conversation continues with introductions all around and you look on nervously while one of the young men puts his arm casually around your wife’s waist while they are chatting.  You notice that all the men are paying a lot of attention to your wife and many of them gaze directly at your wife’s bosom while they talk to her. She just ignores this and acts as though it’s perfectly normal for her to be exposing her breasts this way. At one point another young guy approaches your wife from the other side and puts his arm behind her back.  She makes a startled gesture and taps his chest playfully.
 
   "How dare you," she says playfully.  "Honey, this young fellow is taking liberties.  He just pinched my bottom!" she laughs.
 
   Your pits are drenched and your heart is beating quickly.
 
   "Err, yes, that’s rather rude," you say lamely.
 
   Everyone laughs at your discomfort and the young man hold up his hands apologetically.  "Sorry sir, I didn’t mean anything by it.  I was just teasing.  It’s all in good fun."
 
   The night progresses with a series of unnerving events like this.  Men gather around your wife all evening and are constantly taking any opportunity to touch her inappropriately.  One fellow puts his hand high up her thigh while she sitting on a bar stool and is squeezing her leg enthusiastically when you clear your throat nervously and suggest that he might consider ceasing that activity.  Many men ask her to dance and one fellow grabs her by the hips and grinds his crotch against her from behind.  You are about to stride over and intervene when Janet constrains you.
 
   "I know it seems shocking, but that is actually a popular dance these days among younger people," she says with a twinkle in her eye.
 
   "You can’t be serious," you say in amazement.  "He’s…he’s dry humping her out there," you say pointing helplessly at the dance floor.
 
   "No, no, it’s a dance alright," chimes in Sam.  "I’ve seen it.  And really Suzanne seems to be thoroughly enjoying it,"  he says with a smirk that makes your blood boil.
 
   But as infuriating as the evening seemed, it was all worth it when you got her home and pushed her down in the hallway to have your way with her.
 
   “Oh, honey! What are your doing?” laughs your wife drunkenly as you pull her panties down.
 
   “Has is been so long that you really don’t know what I’m doing?” you ask, plunging your face into her crotch.  Her pussy is hot and soaking wet already and you lap her clitoris with your tongue for a moment, but she doesn’t need any further stimulation.
 
   “You’ve been a very naughty wife, and now it’s time for your cock,” you tell her gleefully, yanking your dick out of your pants and climbing on top of her.
 
   “Oh, darling,  I think you are right.” she gasps as you insert your johnson into her waiting cunt.  
 
   You plunge your member in and  out of your wife for a few minutes, gripping her soft round ass lustfully and soon she shudders with an orgasm.  Once you notice this, you allow yourself to release your seed deep within her, shooting load after load into your wife.
 
   As uncomfortably as the evening was, you must admit this was the best sex you’ve had in years.  As you lay together on the cool marble floor basking in the afterglow of your orgasms, your wife says casually.  "I gathered a lot of phone numbers this evening.  How would you feel about me going on a date or two?"
 
   "I’ll have to think about it," you say skeptically.
 
   But your wife notices your cock growing stiff again at the thought of it and says, “I’ll take that as a yes!"
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your wife is wearing a transparent nightgown when your friends show up one morning
 
    
 
   "Oh, I didn’t know you guys were coming over this morning!" she exclaims, not bothering to cover herself as they file into the kitchen.
 
   "Jeez, I told you we were golfing this morning." you say, annoyed at the way your buddies are checking out her body.
 
   "Sorry," says one of your friends, eyes glued to your wife’s nipples.  "We can wait outside while you get changed."
 
   "No, no, it’s fine.  Come on in and have some coffee." she says, squaring her shoulders and jutting her breasts forward.
 
   They help themselves to coffee and join her at the kitchen table.  None of them can take their eyes off of your wife’s nice round tits,  clearly visible through her sheer gown.
 
   "Yeah, we should probably get going." you say nervously, not wanting to make a scene.
 
   "Oh sit down and relax." she coaxes, totally unselfconscious about exposing her body to these men.  "Have a cup of coffee."
 
   The End – Volume 1
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Introduction
 
    
 
   This aptly named collection of stories is about men watching their wives with other men.  These aren’t malicious wives.  They still love their husbands, they are just trying to reignite their sex lives.  The husbands are shocked and reluctant and amazed at their own arousal as they watch strange men have their way with their women.  This is something between a cuckold and a hotwife fantasy.  There is no intended humiliation, but the husbands aren’t really consenting either.  If you don’t get it, then it’s hard to explain, but you might refer to Sperm Wars by Robin Baker.  He asserts that it’s evolutionarily adaptive for a man to be stimulated to copulate with his mate when he sees another man violate her, so that his sperm might compete with the interloper’s.
 
    
 
   These are much longer stories than I included in Volume 1 of the series.  I wanted to stretch out and dig into the character development more.  I am exploring some polyamorous themes in “The Perverted Bridge Club” and “Curious Wife…” which touch on the swinger lifestyle.  I also continue a work-related theme in “The Slutty Saleswoman”, “Boss Takes Wife…”, and “Wife Reveals the Little Favors.”  To some extent, we are all whores, selling our effort and skills.  It’s just particularly stimulating to imagine business women taking this to it’s logical conclusion and leveraging their unique assets.
 
    
 
    
 
   I was afraid that these longer stories would overly strain the modern attention span.  Also, it may be presumptuous to expect readers to devote so much time to erotic smut.  Therefore, to counteract this effect, I have included a vast assortment of very short two line phrases that I call Porn Koan™ after the Zen practise of “observing the phrase.”  I noticed that climax can be triggered by just the correct phrase, and I have taken up the pursuit of these correct phrases.  I hope that you enjoy.
 
    
 
   Tally Ho!
 
    
 
   Gustav Jorgenson
 
   Burma, 2013
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Section 1 - Pliable Wives
 
    
 
   
  
 

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

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

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

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

 
 
   A drunken prick at a party grabs your wife around the waist.
 
    
 
   "You don't mind if I steal a kiss from your wife, do you, old man," he asks you as he rudely gropes her.  "She is just too irresistibly gorgeous!"
 
    
 
   "Oh my!" gasps your wife, blushing with pleasure as he pulls her close to him.  "That's very forward... I really couldn't..." she says with a nervous laugh, looking into his eyes with interest.
 
   You are annoyed at how flattered she seems.   She doesn't even try to withdraw from his embrace.
 
    
 
   He doesn't wait for your response and just locks his mouth onto your wife's in a fierce kiss.
 
    
 
   “Alright, that’s enough!” you say, annoyed.  You reach over to give him a shove, but your wife is responding  and putting her arms around him.  “Jesus, honey, what are you doing?” you ask her petulantly.
 
    
 
   She pulls her mouth away and gasps for breath, but doesn’t release him from her embrace.  “Wow!” she says, blushing.  “I don’t normally get that reaction from strange men.”  She is stroking his shoulders fondly.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that’s really rude,” you say, embarrassed at how excited your wife is.  Some of the other party goers are glancing over oddly and then the hostess, Gabrielle appears.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Ingrid, you’ve met Carl I see,” she laughs.  Then she notices your discomfort and puts her arm around you affectionately.  “Don’t get bent out of shape, Jason”, she tells you.  “Carl is a terrible flirt, but he’s harmless.”
 
    
 
   “Uh-huh,” you say, putting your arm around her back hesitantly.  Gabrielle is an old friend of you and your wife, so you don’t want to make a scene.
 
    
 
   “Why didn’t you introduce me to Ingrid earlier?” asks Carl, gazing at your wife’s face lustfully.  “Such a gorgeous woman… look at her porcelain skin,” he is still holding her in his arms and running his hands up and down her back in a more-than-friendly way.
 
    
 
   “Oh my gosh,” laughs your wife, blushing madly.  “Stop it, Carl, you are making me blush.”
 
    
 
   “Carl, have you met, Jason, Ingrid’s husband?” asks Gabrielle significantly, patting you on the shoulder.
 
    
 
   “Err, no, I don’t think we’ve been introduced,” says Carl, pulling your wife close to him with one hand and reaching out the other to shake.  “Carl Ascot, I work wtih Gabrielle at McKinsey.”
 
    
 
   You grit your teeth and smile fakely as you shake his hand.
 
    
 
   “Carl is a top business strategist,” beams Gabrielle proudly.  
 
    
 
   “How wonderful for him,” you tell her sarcastically.
 
    
 
   “Oh Carl, see, you’ve made my husband jealous,” says your wife, making herself comfortable in his tight embrace.
 
    
 
   “I know, I know,” he tells her, putting his face close to hers, “But I just can’t help myself.  Besides, he must be used to other men throwing themselves at you by now, surely?”
 
    
 
   “Ah, no,” stutters your wife.
 
    
 
   “Jason, I am going to steal your wife away,” he tells you casually.  “Just for a few minutes, I simply must get to know her better. You don’t mind, do you, Ingrid?”
 
    
 
   “Well, no…” says your wife, eyeing you guiltily.
 
    
 
   “You go have a little chat,” laughs Gabrielle.  “I will keep Jason company.”
 
    
 
   Carl doesn’t waste another moment, and sweeps your wife away toward the french doors leading out to the patio.  Carl whispers something in her ear and she giggles, slapping him on the chest and waving to you distractedly as they depart.
 
    
 
   “Ah, really?” you ask Gabrielle. “I don’t like that guy, Gabby.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t be like that, Jason,” she says, pouting prettily at you.  “He’s always been a perfect gentleman.  He’s just playing around.  Wives are always flattered by a little attention from a man other than her husband.”
 
 
   “Uh, huh,” you say, looking over suspiciously as Carl gets himself and your wife a couple more drinks and head out on onto the moonlit patio.
 
    
 
   “Why, I like a bit of attention myself, you know,” she teases, wrapping her other arm around you and looking up at you seductively.  Her eyes are a bit glassy, and you can tell she’s a little drunk.  “But you don’t see my husband getting all jealous and trying to pull you off of me,  do you?”
 
    
 
   You feel your penis stiffen in response to Gabrielle’s flirtation.  She makes no mention of it, but embraces you more tightly so that the lump in your trousers is pressed firmly against her thigh.
 
    
 
   “Gabby, I’ve known you and Sam for years, I should think he would trust us together,” you tell her with a little smile, loosening your arms around her, but not wanting to push her away for fear you might embarrass her.
 
    
 
   “Well, I’ll vouch for Carl, OK?  Now give me a little kiss,” she purrs.
 
    
 
   You bend down and give Gabrielle a quick kiss on the lips and she seems satisfied, though you are sure she rubs her thigh deliberately against your hardon as she withdraws from your embrace.  “There you go, now come along and let’s go mingle.”  She take you by the hand and draws you into the dining room as you struggle to rearrange your erection so that no one notices.
 
    
 
   You get into a conversation with some other friends but your jealousy of Carl keeps eating at you.  
 
    
 
   “If you’ll excuse me, folks, I am going to go check on my wife,” you tell the group as you head out to the patio.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I think you’d better, Jason,” sniffs your neighbor Jennifer.  “I saw her chatting quite intimately with a strange man out on the patio.”
 
    
 
   “Uh-huh,” you say, your pulse quickening with anger.
 
    
 
   “Let me join you, Jason.  I could use some air,” says Gabrielle urgently, tagging along as you walk briskly out onto the patio.  It take a few moments for your eyes to adjust to the moonlight, but then you see Carl and your wife embracing against a tree in the yard.  They seem to be kissing again and you rush over with Gabrielle trailing behind and making small anxious sounds.  As you get closer, you are stunned to see that Carl has your wife’s blouse open to her waist and is kneading her large breasts and pinching her hard pink nipples while he kisses her lustily.
 
    
 
   You grab him by the shoulder to pull him off of her and then realize that his fly in undone and your wife has his cock in her hand and has been stroking it while he felt her up.
 
    
 
   “Oh boy,” gasps Gabrielle behind you with concern.
 
    
 
   “Holy fuck!” you shout.  “What the hell are you doing?” you demand of your wife.
 
    
 
   She is confused by alcohol and lust and it takes her a moment to respond, she just stares at you disoriented, still tugging on Carl’s stiff penis.
 
    
 
   “Look, it’s not what it seems,” says Carl, not looking at you and continuing to pinch your wife’s nipple.  “We were just talking.”  Then he grunts and starts spurting semen all over the front of your wife’s blouse and skirt.
 
    
 
   “Oops,” she says, finally releasing his cock from her grip.  “That’s going to leave a stain…”
 
    
 
   You snap out of it and punch Carl abruptly in the mouth.  He staggers back and you are about to pounce on him when you wife and Gabrielle intervene and hold you back.  
 
    
 
   “Jason, please!,” shouts Gabrielle.  “Get a grip on yourself,”
 
    
 
   “Honey, I know this looks bad, but I can explain,” shrieks your wife.
 
    
 
   “Stay away from me, you brute!” shouts Jason dabbing at his bloody lip as more people gather around.
 
    
 
   “What the hell?” cries Gabrielle’s husband, Arthur.  “Carl, put your johnson away for Christ sake.”
 
 
   “That animal punched me,” shouts Carl in response, wagging his limp dick around as he gestures angrily at you.  You are annoyed that several of the women are staring at his exposed member in fascination.
 
    
 
   “You were… molesting my wife!” you shout in reply, straining to get at him as several more men intervene.
 
    
 
   “Well…” he says, settling down some and zipping his fly back up.  “I think molesting is too strong a word.  We were just chatting.”
 
    
 
   “Chatting with your cock out?” laughs a man from the crowd.
 
    
 
   “Yes, well… Ingrid is quite… friendly,” says Carl squaring his shoulders and straightening his tie.   Several people laugh in spite of themselves and then look over at you guiltily.
 
    
 
   Ingrid breaks down in tears and Gabrielle leads her away as she clutches the front of her blouse closed.
 
    
 
   “Ok folks, I know that this is quite interesting, but please break it up and go back inside.  We need to sort out a sensitive situation here,” says Arthur shooing everyone away.  He puts his hand on your shoulder and says,  “Sorry about this old man, but it’s just the sort of foolishness that happens when people drink too much.  Don’t make too much out of it.”
 
    
 
   “They were really going at it, Arthur,” you say glumly.
 
    
 
   “Ok, well, go check on your wife.  I will get Carl’s side of the story,” he says soothingly.
 
    
 
   “Side of the story?” you ask, incredulous.  Then you shake your head and walk inside.  
 
    
 
   Gabrielle intercepts you in the livingroom.
 
    
 
   “Oh Jason, she is too upset to talk right now,” says Gabrielle breathlessly.  “I gave her a valium and the poor dear is laying down.  I think she should stay here tonight and you two can work this out tomorrow morning in the light of day.”
 
    
 
   “But…” you say, then close your mouth.  “Maybe you are right, Gabby.  I’m too upset right now to talk this over properly.”
 
    
 
   “Good man, you are such a sensible fellow.  Let me call a car to take you home, I don’t want you driving in this state,” she says rushing off.
 
    
 
   You stalk over to the bar and get another drink to steady your nerves.  After a few moments, Arthur comes to join you.
 
    
 
   “Where is that bastard, Carl?” you ask testily.
 
    
 
   ‘Well, he’s too drunk to drive, so I put him up in one of the guest rooms,” says Arthur, shaking his head.  “He is a cocky fellow.  He doesn’t seem to get what the fuss is about and he’s threatening to press charges against you for assault over that fat lip you gave him.”
 
    
 
   “Wait, what?” you squawk.  “He can’t stay here, Ingrid is staying here!”
 
    
 
   “Eh?” asks Arthur confused.
 
    
 
   Just then Gabrielle shows up,  “Jason, a car is here to take you home, now come along.”  She starts bustling you toward the door, but you resist.
 
    
 
   “Wait Gabby, Arthur just put Carl into a guest room to stay overnight.  I am not leaving Ingrid here in this house that guy!” you stammer.
 
    
 
   Gabrielle and Arthur share a look of concern, then he holds up his hands,  “Look, Jason, we will make sure no hanky panky goes on.   I am sure Carl and Ingrid are both too upset and worn out to try anything further…”
 
    
 
   “She’s sound asleep from that valium,” says Gabrielle with a weak smile.  “Nothing will happen.  Now off you go.”
 
    
 
   You let them shepherd you out the door and walk slowly over to the waiting car where the driver is holding the car door open for you.  Then you heard the distinct sound of your wife’s voice calling out.  You glance back at the house and see that the upstairs guest room window is open.  You stop and motion to the driver to wait, then walk back under the window to listen. 
 
    
 
   You hear your wife call out, “Oh Carl!” Then you hear the unmistakable sound of a bed creaking and a headboard tapping the wall rhythmically.  You blood runs cold as you stand there frozen.  Gabrielle and Arthur see you standing there and come out to see what is the matter.  They hear the sound of Carl grunting and your wife gasping as the headboard taps out a staccato against the wall and they look at  you with chagrin.
 
    
 
   “Uh, I’m sure there is a perfectly reasonable explanation,” says Gabrielle putting her hand on your shoulder gently and smiling awkwardly up at your stoney expression.
 
   
 
 
   
  
 


Slutty Girlfriend Agrees to Blow Boyfriend’s Perverted Uncle for Cash
 
    
 
   Sheldon and Sarah met attending college in California and had been dating for about a year when he brought her along to his family reunion back east in New England.  They were hanging out in his grandmother’s basement den with Sheldon’s uncle Bob, who was his mother’s brother.  Sheldon’s father didn’t like Bob and called him a pervert and a junkman.  But Sheldon and his mother suspected that he was just jealous because Bob made more from his recycling business than Sheldon’s father made as a college professor.  Sheldon was soon to learn that his father had been partially right about Uncle Bob though… to his immense chagrin.
 
    
 
   “I have good memories of this place,” said Sheldon, looking fondly around the basement den decorated in rustic new england style with an old plaid couch, wood paneling, and duck decoys on the shelves.  “We used to play Magic: the Gathering down here.”
 
    
 
   “You are such a nerd,” snorted Sarah, laughing and taking a sip of her sloe gin.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I have good memories of this place too,” said Bob, reflectively scratching his fat belly though his faded t-shirt. “We used to bring girls down here and dare them to do naughty things.”  He winks suggestively at Sarah and looks body her up and down.  Sarah is wearing a short dress and boots with thigh high stockings, leaving the tops of her thighs exposed and Bob’s eyes flick hungrily from her pale thighs to her large breasts, barely contained by the halter top of her revealing dress.
 
    
 
   “What sort of naughty things?” asked Sarah with a giggle.  She noticed Bob’s interest in her body and smiled inwardly, squaring her shoulders to make her boobs jut out a bit more.  It amused her that a fat, old, sloppy man like Bob would take such an obvious interest in her.
 
    
 
   “Oh, you know,” chuckles Bob, “We would play spin the bottle or maybe dare them to take their clothes off and fool around in the closet.”  He pauses to gaze at Sarah’s breasts again.  “I would have liked to have a girl as good looking as you to play with back in those days,” he said, gripping his crotch suggestively.
 
    
 
   “Ok, wow,” laughs Sheldon.  “Take it easy there, Uncle Bob.”  He was starting to understand why his father called Bob a pervert.  Sheldon hadn’t seen this side of him before.
 
    
 
   “Sorry boy,” says Bob, as he continues to fondle himself and ogle Sarah’s body.  “But Sarah is just such a beautiful damn girl.”
 
    
 
   “Oh stop it,” laughs Sarah, blushing.  She didn’t take Bob seriously, but it was always flattering to be complimented, even by a dirty old man.  Sheldon was a bit annoyed at her reaction.  She was obviously pleased by the attention.
 
    
 
   “Why do you let her dress like that?” demanded Bob with an evil grin. “With those slutty boots, and her boobies hanging out, of course men are going to look.”
 
    
 
   Sheldon rolled his eyes in exasperation, not knowing where to begin.  “First of all, Uncle Bob, this is the 21st century and we aren’t from a trailer park.  My girlfriend doesn’t ask my permission to wear an outfit.”
 
    
 
   “Besides, he likes it when I dress a little slutty,” said Sarah looking at Sheldon fondly.  “If I wasn’t a little sexually aggressive, we wouldn’t have ever gotten together.  He’s shy around girls.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” asked Bob with furrowed brow, taking a slurp of beer.  ‘I never had that problem.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I’ll bet,” responded Sheldon with a tight smile.  Then he loosened up as he remembered how he and Sarah first met.  “I am confident in my academics, but not with women.  I have trouble reading the signals they send.  I never know if they are attracted to me or not.  Luckily, Sarah just came over and plopped right into my lap at a party.”
 
    
 
   “No mixed signals there, huh?” said Sarah with a smile, touching Sheldon on the arm.
 
    
 
   “I wouldn’t mind it if you came over and sat in my lap,” said Bob, patting the faded thighs of his old jeans suggestively as he sat in a leather club chair, facing Sheldon and Sarah together on the couch.
 
    
 
   “Omigod, you uncle is such a dirty old man,” squealed Sarah with a laugh, addressing Sheldon but shooting Bob a sly look out of the corner of her eye and cocking a shoulder at him coquettishly.
 
    
 
   “I had heard that, actually,” mumbled Bob nervously. He was really uncomfortable with how much Sarah was enjoying the attention from his disgusting uncle.
 
    
 
   “Ahh, don’t listen to what your father says about me,” said Bob, frowning and waving his hand dismissively.  “There is good money in garbage.  It doesn’t mean I’m stupid just because I’ve chosen a dirty business.”  Then he shook his head and said, “But speaking of money, how much can I offer you to come sit on my lap, little lady?”
 
    
 
   “Are you kidding?” blurted out Sarah, amazed at Bob’s audacity.  “I’m not a prostitute!” she exclaimed with a grin, putting her arm around Sheldon to comfort him.
 
    
 
   “Now, now, don’t get offended and start throwing that word around,” said Bob, making calming gestures with his hand.  “Look at it this way, who pays for dinner when you and Sheldon go out?”
 
    
 
   “Well he does,” she said hesitantly.  “But he’s my boyfriend…” She stopped and gazed over at Sheldon affectionately,  “Also, he’s young and smart and good looking.”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” said Bob, rubbing his hands together. “And you would go out with him even if he made you pay.”
 
    
 
   “Of course,” said Sarah, less sure of herself.  Sheldon didn’t like the direction this conversation was going, but he didn’t know what to say.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, you might be a 21st century couple, but you would think less of him if he didn’t have the cash to take you out,” said Bob, nodding his head knowingly. “And you might even be thinking of his future prospects.  A smart guy like him is sure to make a good buck… If he doesn’t get sucked into academia like his father did.”
 
    
 
   “Now hold on!” objected Sheldon hotly.  “Dad’s considered the top researcher in his field.”
 
    
 
   “I know, son, I know,” said Bob soothingly.  “I am just saying that women do take money into consideration when they choose who to bestow their affection on.”  He held up his hands to forestall Sheldon’s objection.  “Of course, society forces them to.  They get paid less than men for the same work after all.”
 
    
 
   “Alright, so he is basically saying that we all have our price,” said Sarah turning to Sheldon with a devilish smile. “And he wants to know how much I will take to go sit on the lap of an overweight, grey balled, slob of an old man.”
 
    
 
   “Not to put too fine a point on it,” agreed Bob with a friendly laugh, totally unfazed by her playful  insults.
 
    
 
   “Don’t encourage him,” laughed Sheldon nervously.
 
    
 
   “I take money to wait on tables, don’t I?” teased Sarah.  “That’s unpleasant too.”
 
    
 
   “It won’t be unpleasant, darling,” said Bob, patting his lap again.
 
    
 
   “Oh God,” exclaimed Sheldon.  “Don’t even joke about that.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, how about $200?” asked Sarah with a twinkle in her eye, giving her shoulders a playful shimmy.  “That’s what I make in a night at the restaurant.”
 
    
 
   “That’s fair,” said Bob, licking his lips as he stared at Sarah’s jiggling cleavage.  He grunted with effort as he leaned forward and extracted his wallet from his back pocket.  He pulled out two crisp one hundred dollar bills and waived them at Sarah with an impish grin.
 
    
 
   Even Sheldon had to break out laughing at the expression on his uncle’s face.  “Who carries that much money around?” he demanded, shaking his head in surprise.
 
    
 
   “I do,” said his uncle with a shrug.  “You never know when an attractive business deal will come along.  People are surprisingly swayed by the sight of cold hard cash and will often sell for less than they would otherwise.”
 
    
 
   “Uh, huh,” said Sheldon nervously.  “Like you want my girlfriend to…”
 
    
 
   “Perhaps,” responded Bob with a toothy grin, waving the money at Sarah.
 
    
 
   “Oh, come on honey,” said Sarah standing up  and facing Sheldon.  “I will take $200 to sit on your uncle’s lap.  He’s being a bit pervy about it, but it’s not really a big deal, after all.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah…” said Sheldon, rubbing his head nervously.
 
    
 
   Sarah saw his hesitation, but just shrugged and headed over and sat down in Bob’s lap, snatching the money away playfully and tucking it into her bra.  He responded by wrapping his arms around her eagerly.
 
    
 
   “That a girl,” he said encouragingly.  “Oh, you are just a little slip of a thing.  Light as a feather.”  Bob put his hands on her thighs and started rubbing them.  “Ooh, you have nice soft skin, too.”
 
    
 
   “Omigod, Bob, you are really going for it, huh?” laughed Sarah, grabbing his hands and pulling them from her thighs.  Her face flushed red with excitement. She was embarrassed to feel a tingle of arousal as the dirty old man put his hands on her.
 
    
 
   “Now darling, I paid for this sit, nice and proper.  Don’t be stingy about it,” coaxed Bob, running his hand over her round rump enthusiastically.
 
    
 
   “You are like an octopus,” said Sarah, slapping his hand away playfully, but then she gave a little start as she felt something stiffen under her bottom.  “Holy cow, are you popping a boner?” she asked incredulously.
 
    
 
   “Feel that, did you?” he asked, wagging his eyebrows at her lewdly.
 
    
 
   “Christ, Bob, cut it out, will you?” demanded Sheldon with exasperation.  He was truly annoyed that Sarah seemed more intrigued than upset to be perched on top of his uncle’s stiffy.
 
    
 
   “Ah, don’t be such a spoil sport,” chided Bob.  Then he turned to Sarah and reached out to pull her top open and peek down the front of her dress.  “How much to show my your boobs, sweety?” he asked.
 
    
 
   Sarah slapped his hand away again and looked over at Sheldon with chagrin.  “What a pervert!” she exclaimed in amazement.  “Why didn’t you warn me about this guy?”  But she couldn’t hide the little smile on her lips and Sheldon could tell she was actually enjoying the kinkiness of the situation.
 
    
 
   “$500?” he asked suggestively.
 
    
 
   “Are you serious?” asked Sarah, impressed by the number.  She wriggled her rear back and forth and felt Bob’s prick pressing into her butt insistently.
 
    
 
   “You can feel how hard I am, lass,” gasped Bob, turning red as Sarah shifted her rear on his lap.  “You know I’m serious.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, come back and sit over here,” said Sheldon to Sarah in disgust.  “This is ridiculous.”
 
    
 
   “Come on Sheldy, $500 isn’t chump change.  We could split it,” said Sarah, pulling the straps of her dress down over her shoulders but holding it up to keep her breasts covered.  “I’ll just flash them for a second.”
 
    
 
   “Not for $500!” squawked Bob indignantly.  “I want a good long look.”  He tugged gently at her hands and her top came down, and her generous breasts came spilling out, the two hundreds fluttered from her bra onto the floor.
 
    
 
   “Look at those knockers!” exclaimed Bob in admiration as Sarah shook them for him provocatively.  
 
    
 
   “Are you getting off on this, Sheldy?” she asked innocently, pinching her hard pink nipples distractedly.
 
    
 
   “What?” he gasped.  “No, of course not.  I am just worried that someone will come down here and see you like that.”  But he had to admit that his own penis was stiffening at the sight of his girlfriend baring her breasts for his uncle.
 
    
 
   Bob reached out boldly and grabbed one of Sarah’s bare boobs but she slapped his hand playfully away again.  “No!” she said coyly.  “You can look but not touch.”  Her cheeks were flushed bright red with excitement and her eyes were flashing with pleasure.  She was excited by how naughty she was being.
 
    
 
   “Oh you minx,” he chuckled.  “You’ve got my boner as hard as a rock.  You feel that?” he asked pulling her against him forcefully.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, I feel it alright,” she laughed.  “But where is my $500?”
 
    
 
   “Get down and I will get it out,” he said, sliding her off his lap deftly so that she ended up on her knees before him.
 
    
 
   “Hey,” she exclaimed in surprise and tried awkwardly to rise.  
 
    
 
   “No, no, you are fine there, lass,” he said putting his hand on her shoulder and standing before her.  She stayed on her knees and looked up at him expectantly as he pulled out more bills.  Sheldon just stared in fascination, unable to  believe this was happening and surprised at how aroused he was.  “Here’s $1,500,” said Bob, handing her a thick wad of bills as he unzipped his fly and pulled his pants down.  His small, crooked penis came popping out and slapped Sarah in the cheek.
 
    
 
   “Holy Fuck, Bob, are fucking serious?” yelped Sheldon in shock, jumping to his feet but unsure of how to proceed.
 
    
 
   Bob ignored Sheldon and put his cock up against Sarah’s mouth.  “There you go, dear.  You know what to do,” he coaxed.
 
    
 
   Sarah pulled away slightly but gazed at his dong in fascination.  “Ugh, your pubes are all grey,” she said with distaste.
 
    
 
   “Ah well, if I was young and good looking, you wouldn’t need to be getting $1000 more to suck it,” sighed Bob wistfully.
 
    
 
   “True,” Sarah said thoughtfully, reaching up to grab Bob’s crooked penis.
 
    
 
   “Sarah!” exclaimed Sheldon in shock and embarrassment.  “How could you?”
 
    
 
   She looked over at him as she jerked Bob’s cock and noticed the lump in Sheldon’s trousers.  “Oh Sheldy, you can’t be jealous of this gross old thing,” she laughed with a devilish smile.  “Besides, look at the tent you are pitching.  I think you are getting off on this too.  I have to admit, it’s pretty kinky to give your uncle a quick hummer for a thousand bucks.”
 
    
 
   “But…” objected Sheldon, then he trailed off as he watched Sarah wrap her mouth around Bob’s member while looking Sheldon in the eye with an arched brow.
 
    
 
   “Ahh yeah!” shouted Bob as he started thrusting his cock in and out of Sarah’s mouth.
 
    
 
   “Easy, old man!” laughed Sarah, gagging slightly.  “You are going to choke me with this crooked little thing.”  Then she started sucking fitfully on Bob’s penis while Sheldon looked on with a mix of horror and titillation.  His stomach churned with jealousy, and his pits were soaked with anxiety, but his cock was standing stiffly at attention.  For her part, Sarah was enjoying Bob’s stiff little prick.  She doubted it would do much for her if he fucked her with it, but it was easy to manage for a blowjob, fitting easily into her mouth.
 
    
 
   Just then Sheldon’s father came down the stairs.  “What’s all the shouting down here?” he called as he entered the den.  “Holy mother of God!  What the bloody hell?”
 
    
 
   “Hello, Jim,” said Bob sheepishly with his cock stuck into Sarah’s mouth.  She leaned forward to catch her balance and her boobs brushed against his thigh which pushed him over the edge.  Bob gasped with pleasure and started coming in Sarah’s mouth.  She gagged again, and he pulled out, spurting a few anemic dribbles of semen onto her face and down onto her breasts.
 
    
 
   Sheldon’s dad rushed up to Bob and punched him smartly in the mouth.  “You goddamn molester. I always knew you were a pervert!” he shouted as Bob clapped his hand over his fat lip in shock.  Sheldon’s dad punched Bob on the side of the head and Bob fell right over, hobbled by having his pants down around his knees.  Jim started kicking Bob angrily while he was down and Sarah kneeled there, bare chested, covered in cum, stunned at this turn of events.  Sheldon rushed forward to pull his father away when his mother and a bunch of other family members came down the stairs.  
 
    
 
   Everyone started shouting at once and a couple of men came forward to help Sheldon pull Jim away from Bob.  However, they paused to stare at Sarah’s gorgeous pale orbs, her pink nipples glistening with cum.
 
    
 
   “Pull your top up, dear,” encouraged Sheldon’s mother, helping Sarah to her feet.
 
    
 
   Sarah came to her senses and pulled her top up then ran off up the stairs, weeping with shame.
 
    
 
   Sheldon’s mother was loudly demanding an explanation.  His father was swearing at Bob and struggling to get at him.  His other uncles were either holding Jim back or helping Bob get his trousers back up.  His cousins were tittering and smirking at each other.  Thinking quickly, Sheldon discretely scooped up the $1,700 from the floor and slipped away, passing his grandmother on the stairs as she went down to announce that there was pie and ice cream for everyone to come eat.
 
    
 
   He found his girlfriend in the driveway, hair disheveled, gazing at him miserably with tear stained cheeks.
 
    
 
   “I’m so sorry, Sheldy,” she said, her eyes pleading for forgiveness.
 
    
 
   His heart melted at the sight of her and he threw a protective arm around her.  “Come along, slutty,” he told her affectionately. “Let’s go spend some of your ill-gained earnings.”  Then he hastened her down the street, away from his grandmother’s house and all the roiling confusion that they had left in their wake.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Section 2 - Assertive Wives
 
   Wife Wants Husband’s Friends to See her New Lingerie
 
    
 
   One day James is having  a couple of his male friends over for drinks when his wife Kim joins them.
 
    
 
   “You know I went shopping for lingerie today, dear,” says Kim, pouring herself another drink and sitting next to her husband on the couch.
 
    
 
   “Uh, huh,” says James with a smirk, looking to see his friend’s reaction.  Fred blushes slightly but Sam just laughs.
 
    
 
   “Are you going to try it on for us?” asks Sam playfully.
 
    
 
   “Do you want me to?” replies Kim, batting her lashes at him.
 
    
 
   “Sure, why not?  What could possibly go wrong?” he laughs, slapping James on the knee.
 
    
 
   “Very funny, you guys,” says James taking a drink.  His gut knots up slightly in jealousy at his wife’s flirting.  She likes to flirt with his friends sometimes and he is always torn between arousal and possessiveness.
 
    
 
   “Oh, come on, James,” says Kim with a twinkle in her eye.  “It will be fun!”
 
    
 
   “Wait, what?” he replies, almost choking on his drink.  “You can’t be serious!”  He looks over at his friends and sees Fred blushing a deeper shade of red.  Even raucous Sam who like to be obnoxious seems a bit taken aback.
 
    
 
   “Oh you boys act like it’s such a big deal,” says Kim putting her knees together and placing her hands on her thighs primly.  “I just want to get an objective opinion from some close friends of the masculine persuasion.”
 
    
 
   “Objective opinion on what?” blurts Fred nervously, his forehead breaking out in sweat.
 
    
 
   “Why, on how sexy my new outfits are, silly,” exclaims Kim with surprise.  
 
    
 
   “My wife wouldn’t like that,” responds Fred.
 
    
 
   “Oh I’m sure Janet wouldn’t mind.  But I won’t tell her if you don’t want me to.” says Kim, suppressing a smile.
 
    
 
   “Wait, a minute. I mind!” sputters James.  “You can’t just go parading around in your underwear in front of our guests!  It’s indecent!”
 
    
 
   Kim laughs lightly.  “Don’t be such a prude, dear.  It doesn’t suit you.  Don’t you like it when other men admire your wife’s body?  I work hard to keep my figure you know, I wouldn’t mind some appreciation now and then.”
 
    
 
   James notices Sam and Fred glancing from Kim’s ample bust to her slim waist and down over her shapely legs.  His stomach flips again and he feels his heart racing.  “I just… I don’t know.  It feels weird.”  he says feeling slightly nauseous.
 
    
 
   “Oh you are the one making it weird,” replies Kim, getting to her feet and bending down to give her husband a peck on the cheek.  “You’ll see, it will be fun!”  Then she dashes off to get changed.
 
    
 
   “Sorry about that old, man,” says Sam guiltily.  “I was just joking around.  I didn’t think she would take me up on the offer.”
 
    
 
   “Maybe we should go?” asks Fred with trepidation.
 
    
 
   “No, no,” responds James, shaking his head.  “Maybe Kim is right and we are just making a big deal out of nothing.”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” says Sam with a hesitant smile.  “A little harmless flirting never killed anyone, right?  But we should keep this just between us, because I am not sure my wife would see it that way...”
 
    
 
   The three friends share a half-hearted chuckle at that and James takes another sip of his drink to steel his nerves.
 
    
 
   Presently, Kim returns wearing a lacy bra, transparent panties, thigh-high stockings, and high heels all in black.  Her erect nipples are clearly visible as is the dark patch of her pubic hair.
 
    
 
   “Whoa!” exclaims Sam with appreciation.  “That’s hot.”  James looks at Sam and Fred devouring his wife’s body with their eyes and feels his pits grow damp.
 
    
 
   “Do you boys like it?” asks Kim innocently.  “I am hoping that this will pique James’ interest in the boudoir.”  Kim runs her hands down the side of her hips, watching the reaction from  Fred and Sam with delight.
 
    
 
   “Jesus Christ!” exclaims James.  “I can’t believe you are doing this!”
 
    
 
   “Please, honey, I asked our friends a question,” says Kim chiding him playfully.  “Well, Fred, what do you think?”  She cocks her hip suggestively and James notices his penis swelling in response as he gazes at his wife’s sexy body.
 
    
 
   “Erm, yes, it’s uh, very flattering,” stutters Fred, with sweat pouring from his brow.  He shifts uncomfortably in his seat, trying to hide his erection.
 
    
 
   “Can you be more… specific?” asks Kim, furrowing her brow and pursing her lips mockingly.
 
    
 
   “Uh, that outfit, err, shows your body to good advantage,” says Fred looking over at James nervously. 
 
    
 
   “That’s not specific!” says Kim sternly, putting her hands on her hips.
 
    
 
   James is embarrassed at how much Kim’s little act is turning him on as he reaches down to surreptitiously adjust himself.
 
    
 
   “Ugh, sorry, I mean.  It shows off your gorgeous porcelain skin,” says Fred gulping as he runs his eyes up and down Kim’s body.  
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Fred,” sniffs Kim with satisfaction.  “Anything else?”
 
    
 
   “Well it shows off your, um, very shapely legs?” says Fred pulling at his collar.
 
    
 
   “You don’t sound convinced!” laughs Kim, bending a knee provocatively to show off her legs.  ‘Do you like my legs or not?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, very much!” responds Fred quickly.  “They are beautiful.”
 
    
 
   “Jeez, lay off him,” says James half-heartedly.  He doesn’t want to let on how aroused this is making him and feels that he must protest to save face.  “Can’t you see how nervous you’re making him.”
 
    
 
   “Alright, dear,” says Kim, looking at her husband warmly.  “What about you, Sam?  What do you think of this outfit?  Be specific.”
 
    
 
   Sam glances over at James in confusion and then returns his eyes to James’ wife’s body.  “Well it certainly shows your hourglass figure,” he says hesitantly.
 
    
 
   “I can’t believe that no one is commenting on my breasts!” says Kim gripping her own boobs with exasperation.  “Can’t you see how hard my nipples are?”
 
    
 
   ‘Darling, please!” says James, looking at this friends with chagrin.
 
    
 
   “Yes, that bra really accentuates your outstanding tits,”  admits Sam with a sigh, putting his hands in his lap to hide his arousal.  “Is that what you want to hear?”
 
    
 
   “Well, I worry that they are getting too saggy,” says Kim matter of factly, boosting her breasts with her hands from below.  “I’m not getting any younger.”
 
    
 
   “No, no, they are still  jutting out nicely,” says Sam, warming up to the topic and avoiding James’ eye.
 
    
 
   “That’s good,” says Kim with relief, looking over at her husband with a gleam in her eye.  “Now what about my rear?”  She turns and  bends over slightly presenting her bottom to the men for inspection.
 
    
 
   “Oh god!” moans James with a mix of exasperation and excitement.
 
    
 
   “Well that’s a very round and well formed ass,” says Sam judiciously, checking James’ reaction to see if he is going too far.  James just smiles ruefully at him in response so he carries on.  “Also, I like how smooth and white your thighs are.  There isn’t a trace of cellulite like my wife is starting to get.”
 
    
 
   “Well she needs to start jogging with us, dear. I will be sure to invite her,” says Kim, looking over her shoulder at Sam with concern.  Then she wiggles her rear at Fred.  “What do you think, Fred?  Does this do anything for you?”
 
    
 
   “Do anything?” he asks anxiously.
 
    
 
   “The point of lingerie is to make men aroused,” explains Kim patiently.  “Are you hard yet?”
 
    
 
   “Kim!” exclaims James.  “Please, now that is just going too far.”  He breathe is coming quickly and his pulse is racing with excitement.
 
    
 
   “Settle down, dear,” says Kim calmly.  “It’s a perfectly reasonable question under the circumstances.”  Then he turns her attention back to Fred with an impish grin.   “Fred, have I made your penis erect or not?”
 
    
 
   “But, I mean, well yes, it’s very… uh, stiff right now, of course,” stammers Fred, looking at James apologetically. 
 
    
 
   “Oh of course,” laughs Kim, straightening up and turning to face him.  “May I see it?”
 
    
 
   “Darling!” shouts James in exasperation.  “What are you doing?  This is really going too far.”
 
    
 
   “I certainly couldn’t…” chimes in Fred turning pale.
 
    
 
   “Alright, alright, please relax yourselves, gentlemen,” says Kim, holding up her hands defensively.  “It seemed like a fair request, but I will withdraw it.”  Then she walks over and plops herself down right in Fred’s lap.  “You don’t mind if I sit here, do you, dear?”  she asks him playfully draping an arm around his neck.
 
    
 
   “Honey!” complains James.  “Stop it.”  James notices Fred looking down at his wife’s cleavage just inches from his nose.
 
    
 
   Kim ignores her husband’s complaint and wriggles her rear against Fred’s lap.  “You weren’t kidding, Fred!” she laughs devilishly.  “I feel a real lump down there.”
 
    
 
   “Kim, I’m serious,” says James, jumping to his feet.  “Get off Fred’s lap right now!”  As exciting as this all is, he can’t tolerate the idea of being humiliated like this in front of his friends.
 
    
 
   “Oh darling,” says Kim with a pout.  “You are being such a spoilsport.”  She slides off of Fred’s lap and sits between him and Sam on the couch, putting an arm around each of them.  “Is that better?” she asks James coyly.
 
    
 
   “Not really,” he mutters returning reluctantly to his seat.  “I think you should go put some clothes on and stop this nonsense.”
 
    
 
   Kim notices Sam looking down at her crotch and says,  “Sam, what are you looking at?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, sorry,” says Sam looking over at James helplessly.
 
    
 
   “I asked what you were looking at?” demands Kim sternly, extracting her arm from behind Fred and putting it around  Sam to encircle him.
 
    
 
   “I was looking at your… uh, thighs,” says Sam putting his hands on his knees and trying to respond to Kim’s advances.
 
    
 
   “No you weren’t,” she says wickedly.  “You were looking at my vagina!”
 
    
 
   “Um, ok,” admits Sam giving James a penitent look.
 
    
 
   “Here, if you want to look, then look,” she says, cackling with laughter as she wriggles out  of her panties and tosses them aside.
 
    
 
   “Kimberly!  What’s gotten into you?” cries James in dismay.
 
    
 
   “I’m just feeling randy, darling,” responds Kim sulkily.  “Is that a crime?”
 
    
 
   “Well, is adultery a crime?” sputters James in response, looking on in shock as Kim spreads her legs with Fred and Sam’s eyes glued to her crotch.
 
    
 
   “Actually, it’s not literally against the law here in California…” says Fred pulling his eyes away from James’ wife’s privates for a moment.
 
    
 
   “Now is not the time to get pedantic with me, Fred,” says James, but he can’t refrain from smiling at Fred’s nerdiness.
 
    
 
   “Just go with it, dear,” coaxes Kim.  “This will just be our little secret.”  Then she reaches over , unzips Sam’s fly, and extracts his stiff penis.
 
    
 
   “Oh God!” says Sam as Kim starts stroking his member and gazing into his eyes lustily.
 
    
 
   “I just can’t believe this is happening,” says James slapping his hand to his forehead.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t know you folks were into wife-swapping,” admits Fred matter of factly.
 
    
 
   “Let’s try something,” says Kim brightly, turning around and kneeling on the couch pointing her rear out into the room.  She crosses her arms on the back of the couch and rests her head there looking over at Sam alluringly.  “I will just knee her waiting to see what happens.”  She reaches down and parts her swollen labia with her fingers suggestively.
 
    
 
   Sam jumps to his feet and positions himself behind James’s wife with his erect penis inches from Kim’s waiting vagina.  “Sorry about this, old man,” he tells James as he starts prodding his wife with his swollen member.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, my ass, you are about to fuck my wife!” says James jumping to his own feet, unsure of what to do.
 
    
 
   “My goodness, James!  Look at yourself!  You are pitching a tent in your trousers over there!” says Kim as Sam rubs the head of his penis along the slit of her labia, lubricating it with her juices.
 
    
 
   “That’s beside the point!” yelps James putting his hand over his erection.
 
    
 
   “The gentleman doth protest too much, methinks!” shouts Kim, cackling with laughter.  “Go ahead and put it in, Sam.  Don’t be bashful.  James might be making a show of complaint, but he is obviously loving this.”
 
    
 
   Sam shoots James a quick glance as he plunges himself into Kim’s waiting pussy.  She gasps with pleasure as he does so and James just looks on in fascination with his mouth hanging open.
 
    
 
   “Sam, how could you?” shouts James.
 
    
 
   Sam pauses with his shaft sunk deep into James’ wife. “I know, this is weird.  I never fucked a friend’s wife while he watched before.  I mean I never fucked a friend’s wife at all,” says Sam uncertainly.
 
    
 
   “Don’t stop, keep going!” pleads Kim, reaching back to grip Sam’s balls.
 
    
 
   “But I feel like I should get your husband’s permission or something,” says Sam withdrawing himself partway.  Kim’s hot, slick sheath is gripping his cock snugly and Sam can’t bring himself to withdraw fully because she feels too good.  Also, Sam finds it incredibly kinky to have his old friend’s wife impaled on his boner and begging for more.
 
    
 
   “How can you expect me to give my permission?!” yelps James.  “Would you let me fuck your wife while you watched?”
 
    
 
   “Well at this point, I guess I would have to…” says Sam thoughtfully.
 
    
 
   “Turnabout is fair play after all,” chimes in Fred.  “Assuming that Sam’s wife would agree to it, of course.”
 
    
 
   “That’s very helpful, Fred,” snaps Sam with annoyance.
 
    
 
   “Well, look, James,” says Fred.  “This evening has already careened  madly off the tracks.  Maybe you should just go along with it at this point.  I mean would you really break up with your wife of 15 years over this?  And you have been friends with Sam and I longer than that even…”
 
    
 
   “Please honey, it’s just a bit of playful shagging.  What harm can there be?” begs Kims, her eyes bright with lust.
 
    
 
   “Playful shagging?” asks James skeptically.  He hesitates a moment and then flops back into his seat with bewilderment.
 
    
 
   “There you go, dear.  Maybe you should masturbate while you watch?” suggests Kim soothingly.  “Sam, can you please fuck the shit out of me know?  I’m so horny I could burst.”
 
    
 
   “James sitting down does seem like tacit approval, anyway,” says Fred to Sam.
 
    
 
   “Ok, well, I hope we can still all be friends in the morning,” says Sam with a sigh as he pulls out of Kim briefly in order to pull his pants off and then reinserts his prick into her waiting hole.
 
    
 
   “Would you mind if I masturbated while I watch, actually?” asked Fred politely. 
 
    
 
   “Not at all, dear, would you like me to suck it for you?” replied Kim with a gasp as Sam began thrusting himself more and more insistently into her.
 
    
 
   “If you wouldn’t mind, I would be quite obliged,” said Fred, turning red again as he withdrew his painfully stiff johnson from his pants and presented it you James wife.
 
    
 
   “Fred, what a huge cock you have!” says Kim with surprise.   “I never knew!”  Then she bent her head down to put her mouth over the purple swollen head of Fred’s phallus.
 
    
 
   “I can barely fit it into my mouth, honey,”  says Kim excitedly, lifting her head momentarily to make a spicy comment to her husband.
 
    
 
   “Spare me the details, please,” responds James with a show of unhappiness.  His guts are tied in knots as he watches his wife enthusiastically go down on Fred while Sam fucks her from behind.  Pretty soon Sam’s thighs are slapping against Kim’s ass rhythmically and Fred is moaning with pleasure as she sucks him off.   No one is paying him any attention, so James goes ahead, pulls out his thing and starts stroking it as he watches in fascination.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to cum soon,” grunts Sam.  “Can I cum inside her?” he asks, turning to James who is fapping madly while he watches.
 
    
 
   “What kind of question is that?” asks James with indignation.
 
    
 
   “Oh, god, too late,” replies Sam and he grinds himself against Kim’s ass, presumably shooting load after load of semen into James’ wife as he does so.  Kim reaches back and rubs her clitoris vigorously as he finishes, bringing herself to a shuddering climax.
 
    
 
   Sam withdraws himself tenderly and flops down on a nearby chair as Fred stands up and eagerly takes his place.  “Don’t mind me,” he tells her as he grips Kim’s hips and forces his huge cock into her waiting vagina.
 
    
 
   “Jesus you are huge!” cries Kim.  “Go easy with that thing.”
 
    
 
   “It’s ok, I’m coming now, you are so tight!” pants Fred as he empties his own load into Kim.
 
    
 
   “That a boy, shoot your wad in there,” jokes Kim as Fred pulls his dripping cock from her cunt.  “Care for sloppy thirds, dear?” asks Kim shaking her ass at James.
 
    
 
   “NO thanks!” he says with disgust.  “Get over her and finish me off with your mouth.”
 
    
 
   Kim scurries over obediently and kneels before her husband to go down on him.  The way she looks up at him submissively with his cock in her mouth after brazenly seducing his two friends makes James loose his seed almost immediately.  He spurts load after load of hot sperm down his wife’s throat and she almost chokes trying to swallow it all.
 
    
 
   Once he is done, she unsnaps her bra and tosses it away as she sprawls back casually on the floor.  “Bring me a drink, Sam,” she demands.
 
    
 
   Sam hurries to do her bidding, handing her a fresh rum and coke, admiring her sexy body as she lays there.
 
    
 
   “Well, you two are welcome to stay over tonight.  Maybe you can rest up and fuck me more later,”  says Kim hopefully.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, Kim, are you serious?” complains James.
 
    
 
   “Honey, did you see Fred’s cock?” laughs Kim.  “I need to give to investigate that further!”
 
    
 
   Fred blushes modestly in response as he zips up his fly.
 
    
 
   “At what point do you turn into a shameless slut?” asks James affectionately, unable to bear her a grudge in his post-orgasm euphoria.
 
    
 
   She thinks that over and then answers seriously,  “I’m not sure, but I am enjoying it immensely.”
 
    
 
   Everyone has a good laugh at that and James wonders how he will be able to deal with sharing his wife and if Sam and Fred will share their own wives with him.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

In skimpy bra and panties, Wife Asks Husband’s friend to give her a hug
 
    
 
   Eve and Jason have been married for over twelve years and their life has settled into a comfortable routine.  They have good jobs, live in a decent suburb, and have good friends.  They have noticed that they don’t make love as much as they used to and have discussed ways to spice things up.  Eve tried getting sexy lingerie, but she never got around to wearing it.  Then one day while using her husband’s laptop, she made a disturbing discover and decided to talk it over with her best friend, Samantha.
 
    
 
   “So, what’s up?” asked Sam as she and Eve settled down at their favorite coffee shop with their coffees and muffins.
 
    
 
   “Well you know how Jason and I have been trying to respark our love life?” asked Eve nervously, looking around to ensure that no one could overhear her.
 
    
 
   “Sure,” replied Sam leaning forward and lowering her voice.
 
    
 
   “It hasn’t worked.  I don’t know if our hormones are flagging or we are just bored with each other…” said Eve sadly, looking out the window at the busy street.
 
    
 
   “Well, sure, after all these years, I guess you just have to work harder,” said Samantha sympathetically.  
 
    
 
   “Sure,” snorted Eve, looking at her friend significantly.  “But then I was using Jason’s laptop the other day and I found that he was looking at certain porn sites.”
 
    
 
   “That’s annoying, but it’s understandable.  Are you really mad about that?” asked Samantha taking a thoughtful bite of muffin.
 
    
 
   “I’m not mad, I’m freaked out.  He was looking at… uh, wife sharing porn…” whispered Eve glancing at the nearest table to make sure the two older ladies sitting there weren’t eavesdropping.
 
    
 
   “Wife sharing?” asked Samantha with a furrowed brow.
 
    
 
   “Yes, like pictures of a husband watching another guy have sex with his wife,” said Eve, blushing slightly.
 
    
 
   “Whoa…” said Sam trying to keep from laughing.  “So… uh, that’s different.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll say.  So I looked it up and I guess it’s a whole thing where some guys get off on watching their wives…” said Eve with exasperation.
 
    
 
   “Well, it’s a little weird, but it’s just a harmless fantasy,” said Sam soothingly.  “As least he’s not into bestiality or something.”
 
    
 
   “I know, but what if it’s not just a fantasy…” said Eve with concern.  “What if he is trying to work up the nerve to get me to try it?”
 
    
 
   “Try what?  Bonking some other guy while he watches?” asked Sam with a laugh.  She raised her voice by accident and several people in the coffeeshop looked over at them briefly before carrying on.
 
    
 
   “Keep your voice down,” whispered Eve with a scandalized smile.  “This is embarrassing!”
 
    
 
   “But you aren’t seriously considering this?” asked Sam with delight.
 
    
 
   “No...well… I don’t know…” said Eve with confusion.  “What if that worked?  What if that was what we needed to get our love life fired up again?”
 
    
 
   “You are unbelievable,” laughs Samantha.  “I never knew you were so wild.”
 
    
 
   “I haven’t been wild since I got married,” says Eve blushing a deeper shade of red.  “But I was in a threesome with two guys once, back in college.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” says Samantha, wriggling in her seat in excitement.  “That’s kinky.  Which of your husband’s friends do you want to try out?”
 
    
 
   “Oh my goodness, Sam!  Are you encouraging me?” laughed Eve awkwardly.  “I don’t know.  Steve Winthrop is nice.”
 
    
 
   “Steve is not bad looking, but one has to wonder why he’s been a bachelor all these years,” says Sam thoughtfully.  “Does he like women?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, he has dated on and off over the years.  I think he’s just very nerdy and sort of eccentric,” says Eve.  She pauses for a moment thinking it over.  “I would do him,” she says finally with a devilish little smile.
 
    
 
   “Eve, you are terrible!” exclaims Samantha with a laugh.  “How are you going to do it?”
 
    
 
   “Well, I figured we could just invite Steve over for dinner with just Jason and I.  We could have a few drinks.  Once we are all loosened up, I will go change into a sexy bra and panties and just come out as though it were perfectly natural,” says Eve, warming up to the conversation.  She can’t believe she is actually planning this, but the idea is exciting her now.
 
    
 
   “That’s a good idea.  Not too subtle, but not something crazy like grabbing Steve and kissing him or something,” says Sam thoughtfully.  “Are you really going to go through with it?”
 
    
 
   “I think so,” says Eve bravely.  “My love life with Jason might depend on me getting a little bit creative.”
 
    
 
   Eve and Sam sit quietly for a moment and then break out giggling like schoolgirls as the other coffee shop denizens eye them strangely.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   Eve invited Steve over for dinner the following week. She wore a short, revealing dress and Jason took note of it but didn’t make a comment.   She was very nervous at first, but the three of them had an enjoyable dinner.  She noticed that Steve was glancing at her breasts throughout dinner and also at her stockinged legs whenever she got up from the table, which she took as a promising signal.  After dinner, the threesome moved into the living room to have some drinks.  By her second martini, Eve started to feel more relaxed and decided to start dropping some subtle hints.
 
    
 
   “So, Steve, do you like this dress?” she asked innocently.  “I noticed you looking at it all night.”
 
    
 
   Steve blushed immediately and looked at Jason guiltily but Jason just smiled in response.
 
    
 
   “Don’t tease him, dear,” chuckled Jason, leaning back in his favorite chair.  “You know Steve is shy around women.  In fact, I was surprised when you wore that outfit tonight.  It’s a bit risque, isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   “Oh I don’t know, is it?” responded Eve, flipping her hair casually.  “Does it bother you to have other men appreciating your wife’s body?”
 
    
 
   It was Jason’s turn to blush and he avoided his wife’s intense gaze as she sat, examining his reaction.
 
    
 
   “Uh, no,” he muttered uncomfortably.  “You have an outstanding figure…  You can show it off a bit if you like…”
 
    
 
   “Uh, huh,” responded Eve, staring at her mate knowingly.  She could tell that he was getting excited by this turn in the conversation.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t mean to…” stammered Steve finally.  “That is, I didn’t mean to stare.  I guess I am not used to seeing you dressed like that.”
 
    
 
   “I wore this especially for you, Steve,” said Eve, turning toward him and hiking the hem of her dress a bit higher up her thigh.  She leaned forward a bit to give him a better view of her generous cleavage as well.
 
    
 
   “For me?” squeaked Steve, his voice cracking awkwardly.  He realized after a moment that he was staring at Eve’s boobs again and he forced himself to look her in the eyes.  His penis was painfully erect, as it had been all evening and he held his drink in his lap hoping that she wouldn’t notice the lump there.  “What do you mean?” he said, struggling to maintain a normal tone to his voice.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, what is that supposed to mean?” laughed Jason nervously, mustering the nerve to look his wife in the eye.
 
    
 
   “Well Steve probably needs a bit of thrill now and then,” she says reasonably, putting her hands on her knees primly and sitting up straight.  “He hasn’t had a girlfriend in…  How long has it been, Steve?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, what?” he asks, taken aback.  “Since I dated a woman?  Uh, there was that lab technician, Martha from work a couple of years ago.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t you get lonely?” asked Eve, tilting her head sympathetically.  “For a woman’s attention, I mean,” she adds, shooting her husband an impish smile.
 
    
 
   “What?  No, I’m ok,” responded Steve, rubbing his face distractedly.  “I am comfortable being alone.  It’s simpler that way.”
 
    
 
   “That’s true!” laughed Jason.  “Women are complicated creatures.  It’s hard to figure out what they are thinking sometimes,” he said giving his wife a look of mild exasperation.
 
    
 
   “My goodness,” responded Eve putting her hand to her mouth in mock surprise.  “I had no idea my little dress would cause such a stir.  Shall I go take it off?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, no, dear, it’s fine,” said Jason with chagrin, glancing down to admire his wife’s shapely legs.  “You do look nice.”
 
    
 
   “No, no,” said Eve, standing up resolutely.  “I don’t want to make our guest feel uncomfortable.  I will go take this off right now.”  She walked purposefully out of the room with a little smile on her face.
 
    
 
   Jason and and Steve watch her go, each of them confused.  Jason notices Steve looking at her ass as she departs and feels his member stiffen at the sight of another man checking out his wife.
 
    
 
   Steve noticed that Jason is watching him and blushes anew.  “I’m really sorry about that, Jason,” he says.  “I had no idea I was staring.  I guess I don’t know how to play it cool,” he gave a rueful laugh and takes a sip of his drink.
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry, my friend,” said Jason.  “Eve does have a great body.  I don’t blame her for wanting to show it off a bit now and then.  And I don’t blame you for looking.  She’s feeling devilish tonight, I can tell.  That’s why she’s teasing you like that.”
 
    
 
   “Devilish!” laughs Steve.  “See, that is why I can’t understand women.  It almost seemed like she was flirting with me,” he says after brief pause, giving Jason a furtive glance.
 
    
 
   “Well I was of course, silly,” said Eve, striding bolding back into the living room wearing her pink lace bra and panties, her black, thigh-high stockings, and nothing else.  The bra barely contained her large breasts and the tops of her nipples peaked out.   The panties were very brief, and the top edge of her public hair was visible too.  Eve laughed as Jason and Steve’s jaws dropped in amazement.  Eve was turned on by the way her husband and his friend were devouring her exposed body with their eyes, looking her up and down hungrily.  She could feel her crotch getting hot.
 
    
 
    
 
   “Gah, Eve, what are you doing?” blurted out Jason once he caught his breath.  He couldn’t believe this was happening.  This had been a fantasy of his for some time, but now that it was happening in real life, his blood was running cold in shock.
 
    
 
   “Well you two told me to go take my dress off, so I did,” responded Eve coyly.
 
    
 
   “Wait, what?” stammered Jason in response.  “We did no such thing!”
 
    
 
   “Well I don’t know what you want then,” said Eve furrowing her brow in mock confusion.  “Do you want me to take these off too?” she asks, tugging at her panties and suggestively.
 
    
 
   “My God, no!” exclaimed Jason, struggling to catch his breathe.  His heart was pounding in his ears and his palms were slick with sweat.
 
    
 
   “Steve, you did  want me to take my dress off, didn’t you?” asked Eve cocking an eyebrow at him.
 
    
 
   “Wha… I…  No, I didn’t mean to say that,” said Steve.  He fingered his boner through his pants unconsciously as he gazed at Eve’s voluptuous figure.
 
    
 
   “Steve, why are you touching yourself like that?” asked Eve quizzically.
 
    
 
   Steve gave a start and withdrew his hand from his crotch guiltily.  His face was burning bright red.
 
    
 
   “Honey, you have to go put some clothes on,” said Jason, trying to regain his composure.
 
    
 
   “You don’t really want me to do that, do you dear?” asked Eve seriously.  “You are just saying that to maintain an illusion of propriety.”  She stared at her husband frankly.
 
    
 
   Jason realized that she must have discovered his secret fantasy and he bowed his head in resignation.  He understood why she would try this.  She was trying to reignite their love life.  But the stress of the situation was practically giving him a heart attack.
 
    
 
   When Jason said nothing in response, Eve nodded her head.  “Alrighty then.  Let’s proceed, shall we.  Steve, will you please come give me a hug?” she asked sweetly.
 
    
 
   “A hug?” gasped Steve, his own heart was racing and he his stomach was flipping from arousal.  “I really couldn’t,” he said looking at Jason helplessly.
 
    
 
   Jason looked at Steve in dismay, but said nothing.
 
    
 
   “My gosh, I just want a friendly hug,” begged Eve plaintively.  “I came out here in my underwear and created a terrible scene.  Now I feel terrible.  I want you to show me that you aren’t mad at me and that there are no hard feelings between us.”
 
    
 
   “Of course I’m not mad at you,” stammered Steve looking at Jason in desperation.  Jason just shrugged his shoulders in response.
 
    
 
   “Well then, give me a hug and comfort me,” purred Eve, hold her arms open as she stood before him, wearing practically nothing.
 
    
 
   Steve gazed at her erect nipples, pushing through the thin fabric of her bra and gulped.  He ran his eyes down her gorgeous, pale torso to her generous hips and shapely thighs and he felt that he would burst with excitement.  He got up shakily and approached her.  His erect penis pitching a tent in his trousers as he did so.
 
    
 
   Eve looked at the bulge in Steve’s pants, but said nothing.  She glanced at Jason significantly and he just returned her gaze with a wan smile. The blood had drained from his face and he was feeling faint.
 
    
 
   Steve approached Eve hesitantly and then reached out to give her a loose embrace.  The smell of her body filled his nostrils.  She smelled clean and fresh with no cloying perfume.  He put his hands on her bare back chastely and the feel of her soft, smooth skin made his cock quiver in response.  Eve wrapped her arms arms Steve and pulled him close.  His erection pushed up against her crotch and aroused her.  Steve tried to withdraw but she gripped his buttocks and pulled him toward.  She ground her groin against his stiff member eagerly.
 
    
 
   “Is that a billy club in your pocket or are you happy to see me?” she breathed breathily.  “Steve’s pushing his cock up against my pussy, Jason,” she told her husband matter-of-factly.  “He’s hard as a rock.”
 
   “Ok, that’s…” Jason tried to speak, but the words wouldn’t come.
 
    
 
   Steve stopped trying to withdraw and started dry humping Jason’s wife shamelessly.  It felt so good to grind his dick into her waiting crotch.  He could feel her heat right through his pants. 
 
    
 
   “There you go,” gasped Eve lustily.  “You just needed some encouragement.  But I still feel that I might have been too forward.  Can you give me a little kiss to assure me that we are still friends?”
 
    
 
   “Ugh,” said Jason.
 
    
 
   Eve looked over at her husband out of the corner of her eye as she and Steve locked lips.  She darted her tongue into his and soon they were french kissing madly.  Jason sat staring in fascination, mouth dry and hanging open.  She reached back and pulled one of Steve’s arms from around her back and placed his hand firmly onto her breast.  He didn’t need much encouragement and began enthusiastically kneading the large soft orb, pinching her nipple for good measure.
 
    
 
   Eve was satisfied to see Jason grunt desperately and unzip his fly.  He started stroking his own cock as he watched his wife making out with his good friend.  Emboldened by Jason’s masturbation, Eve  reached down and unzipped Jason’s fly.  His dick erupted from his pants and she gripped the smooth hard shaft fiercely.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Eve,” he panted.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Steve?” she asked innocently, looking him in the eyes, their noses practically touching as she stroked his stiff erection.  “Were you going to ask me to blow you?  Because, I will, you know.  You just need to ask.”
 
    
 
   Steve looked over at Jason in confusion.
 
    
 
   “My husband’s jerking off over there, Steve.  I don’t think he’s going to object.” said Eve softly, yanking Steve’s rod insistently.  It was a good hard cock and she was anxious to get her lips around it.
 
    
 
   “I see.  Yes, I want you to suck my penis now,” said Steve awkwardly.
 
    
 
   “Uh, huh,” said Eve absently as she smoothly descended to her knees before him.  She looked over at Jason, breathlessly beating off.  “Watch this, dear,” she told her husband with a conspiratorial air.  She put her hands on Steve’s thighs and looked up at his submissively with his straining cock just an inch from her waiting lips.  “Are you sure you want me to, Steve?” she asked coquettishly.
 
    
 
   “Yes! Suck it!” he exclaimed pushing his thing into her mouth.
 
    
 
   “Oh Steve, you are so forceful,” she said, pulling his cock from her mouth briefly.  Then she popped it back into her mouth and began sucking fitfully.  She looked over at her husband, to make sure he had a good view of her with another man’s dick in her mouth.  She wagged her eyebrows at Jason and he groaned in pleasure as he fapped off.  Then Eve unsnapped her bra and wriggled out of her panties.  Jason almost blew his wad right then when he realized that his wife was preparing herself to get fucked by his friend Steve.
 
    
 
   Once she was fully naked, Eve, withdrew Steve’s penis from her mouth and lay back on the oriental rug with her legs spread, looking up at Steve suggestively.  “What do you want to do with me now, Steve?” she asked innocently.
 
    
 
   Steve said nothing.   He gazed down at Eve’s lovely pale body spread before him and  pulled his pants down unceremoniously.  He paused just a moment admiring her large breasts and was struck by how atrractive the dark patch of her public hair looked in contrast to her white belly and thighs.  Then he climbed on top of her and plunged his cock directly into her waiting snatch.  Steve gasped with pleasure at how hot,  wet, and tight Eve’s cunt felt.  It had been a long time since he had his penis inside a woman and he had to fight to restrain himself from ejaculating right away.
 
    
 
   Eve moaned as well as her vagina gripped  Steve’s stiff rod.  “God you are hard,” she said distractedly as Steve started pumping his thing in and out of her deliberately.
 
    
 
   Steve pinned Eve’s wrists down the floor and finally felt comfortable taking control of her.  She writhed with pleasure beneath him as he jammed his rock hard phallus into her over and over.  Meanwhile her husband sat in his favorite chair and watched, pulling his pud the whole time.  The way Eve ground her pelvis against his, greedy to receive his dick, pushed Steve over the edge quickly.  “I’m going to cum!” he shouted, forgetting himself in his passion.
 
    
 
   “Cum inside me, Steve,” she urged, reaching down to finger her clitoris frantically.  Steve sank himself deep inside Jason’s wife and discharged load after load of sperm within her.   Jason sat watching in amazement.  He couldn’t believe this was happening.  As Steve rolled off of Eve, Jason jumped up and rushed over to stick his own cock into her face.  She sucked him hungrily as she fingered herself and the urgency with which her husband forced his member into her mouth triggered her climax.  While Eve shuddered from the effects of her orgasm, Jason pulled his thing out of her mouth and jerked it until he started shooting cum all over her face.  She licked his spurting head receptively as he did so until he fell back with a grunt of satisfaction.
 
    
 
   All three lay on the floor in a daze for several minutes, saying nothing.
 
    
 
   Finally Steve stood up shakily and put his pants on.  “I, uh, hope it was ok that I did that to your wife, Jason,” he said, looking at this old friend with concern.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, it’s ok,” said Jason.  “She clearly wanted to do it.”
 
    
 
   “You wanted me to do it too, dear,” said Eve, stretching luxuriously.  Both men stopped to look at her body as she did so.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” admitted Jason tightly, gazing at the way his wife’s breasts jiggled. “I did.”  It was embarrassing to admit, but he felt a weight removed from his shoulders as he did so.
 
    
 
   “Will you come back and fuck me again next week, Steve?” asked Eve, batting her eyelashes at Steve flirtatiously.
 
    
 
   “Um, yes?” he said, pulling his gaze away from Eve’s naked body and looking at Jason for confirmation.
 
    
 
   “Well if you want to, I guess that’s ok,” said Jason, blushing.
 
    
 
   “Ok, it’s settled then.  We have a little menage a trois,” said Eve happily.  “Give me a kiss before you go,” she demanded of Steve.
 
    
 
   “But your face is covered in, uh, jism,” said Steve with a crooked smile.  
 
    
 
   “Well, kiss my belly then,” said Eve playfully, gesturing to her smooth, flat belly.
 
    
 
   Steve complied and got down awkwardly on his knees to give Eve a smooch on her soft white stomach.  Jason’s gut twisted with jealousy at this intimate gesture, but he said nothing.  Steve climbed back to his feet and departed with a wave.
 
    
 
   “That was awesome.  I can’t believe how horny I got with you watching Steve put his hard cock into me.  I never knew that I could get off on being so perverted,” said Eve excitedly.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that was pretty surreal,” agreed Jason uncomfortably.  It felt weird to hear his wife talk about another man’s dick inside her.  He was excited and freaked out by her flippant attitude to the whole thing.  
 
    
 
   “So, which of your other friends should I fuck next?” asked Eve pleasantly.
 
    
 
   “Oh God,” said Jason, staring at his wife in amazement.
 
    
 
   “Or should I bring home a stranger?” she asked with a devilish smile as the blood drained from Jason’s face.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Wife Enjoys Nude Sunbathing in Public
 
    
 
   Bob and his wife Dorothy head down to the park one weekend to sit and read and get some sun.  It was a beautiful summer day and the park was crowded with families and couples walking about and playing on the lawn.
 
    
 
   “Honey, let’s go find a secluded spot.  I might want to take my top off and really soak up the sun,” said Dorothy with an impish smile.
 
    
 
   “Come on now, you can’t do that here, it’s too crowded.  Look around,” laughed Bob.  He was very familiar with his wife’s penchant for outdoor nudity, but she normally restricted this behavior to remote or private places with no people around.
 
    
 
   “But look how beautiful it is out here, I can’t be all covered up on a day like this,” she whined playfully.
 
    
 
   “Look, you’ve got your bikini on under your clothes,” said Bob reasonably.   “We can strip down to our bathing suits like just like we planned.”
 
    
 
   “You know I’ll get tan lines and everything,” muttered Dorothy searching for a spot to sit.  “Just humor me, I am sure we can find an out-of-the-way place.”
 
    
 
   “This park isn’t very big…” said Bob nervously.
 
    
 
   The couple walked to the edge of the park where it bordered some woods on private land and they found a little clearing that is set back from the footpath that encircles the park.
 
    
 
   “This is fine,” said Dorothy happily.  She throws down her bag and starts spreading the blanket about 20 feet from the path partially screened by some low bushes.
 
    
 
   “It is nice and sunny here,” agreed Bob.  “But there is no way you could strip here.  You’ll be clearly visible from the path.”
 
    
 
   “Well, there are these bushes,” said Dorothy with a half-hearted smile, gestures at some low shrubs.
 
    
 
   “Come on, those don’t offer any privacy,” countered Bob.  “Just skip the naked sunbathing idea for today, OK?”
 
    
 
   “Alright dear, whatever you say,” agreed Dorothy reluctantly.  She casually pulled off her t-shirt and shorts while Bob stood admiring her gorgeous hourglass figure as she stood in her bikini.
 
    
 
   “I don’t blame you for wanting to show off that body,” he growled flirtatiously, grabbing her by her soft white hips.
 
    
 
   “Stop it,” she laughed, giving him a quick kiss and then pushing him away.  “No PDA please.”
 
    
 
   While Bob stripped down to his swimming trunks, Dorothy unpacked their snacks and pulled out their novels.  They settle down and are soon engrossed in their reading.  It’s a wonderful spot.  A cool breeze blows out of the woods and they are far enough from the center of the park to not be disturbed by the raucous laughter of the children playing there.  Few people passed by their little clearing and pretty soon Dorothy get emboldened.
 
    
 
   “Honey, will you run back to the car and get the other thermos? I want some iced tea,” she asked sweetly.
 
    
 
   “No problem, dear,” said Bob and he gallantly jumped up to go fetch his wife some tea.
 
    
 
   As soon as he is out of sight, Dorothy looked around cautiously.  No one was on the path so she slipped off her top and wriggled out of her bikini bottom.  She breathed a sigh of relief as her large breasts swung free and the cool breeze stiffens her pink nipples.  She scratched at her bush distractedly, enjoying the unique feeling of freedom she experienced being nude outdoors.  
 
    
 
   “Now this is the way to enjoy a beautiful day,” she sighed to herself.  She knew her husband would be miffed when he got back, but she liked being naughty sometimes.
 
    
 
   By the time Bob returned, Dorothy was already engrossed in her book again.
 
    
 
   “Christ Dorothy,” he exclaimed as he approached on the path.  “Anyone passing by could see you perfectly well from the path here.”  He stood there, themos in hand, shaking his head.  The sight of his wife boldly displaying her lovely body made his penis stiffen with lust.  He eyed her large round breasts with their erect pink nipples hungrily as he approached.
 
    
 
   “I don’t think anyone will say anything,” she said with a wicked smile.
 
    
 
   “Well, any guys that pass by certainly won’t complain,” admitted Bob, adjusting his erection.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, look at you,” laughed Dorothy, grabbing the bulge in Bob’s shorts.  “You like it when I act a little slutty.”
 
    
 
   “Ha, maybe I do,” he agreed amicably, flopping down next to her.  “But I will be embarrassed as hell when the next passersby come along.”  He paused, contemplating his wife’s shapely bare thighs and slightly unruly snatch.  “Won’t you be mortified if someone sees you?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know,” she admitted, scrunching up her nose cutely.  “I think I will just sit here reading as though it’s the most natural thing in the world.  Folks might take a peek, but I’ll bet they will just keep on walking.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, that’ what I’m going to do then,” says Bob.  “But if the police come, I don’t know you.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks alot Sir Galahad,” laughed his wife.
 
    
 
   The first people to pass by were an elderly couple.  A man and woman were walking slowly together and enjoying the day.  Bob glanced up furtively then back down to his book again.  His heart start pounding with anxiety and he wriggled with embarrassment.  He glanced up again to see the old man staring open mouthed at  Bob’s nubile wife.  Then the old woman took notice.  Bob quickly averted his eyes and felt a horrible urge to jump up and run away when he was surprised to hear the old couple break out laughing.  They just shook their heads and chuckled as they walked slowly on their way.
 
    
 
   Bob looked over at his wife who kept her eyes glued to her book the whole time but was blushing madly.  “See,” she croaked nervously.  “No big deal.”
 
    
 
   Bob relaxed after that incident and found himself enjoying the weather and his tea as he sat reading and chatting with his wife.  A couple of lone joggers passed without taking any notice of Dorothy at all.  But then a group of fraternity boys in hurley t-shirts with backward baseball caps came sauntering along the path, and they stopped in their tracks when they saw Dorothy.  They starting pointing at her naked body and hooting with excitement.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit,” muttered Bob.  “Just put a blanket over yourself, will you?”
 
    
 
   “Fuck, I hate to cave in to a bunch of assholes like that,” said Dorothy through gritted teeth.  “I’m not going to let them push me around.”
 
    
 
   “Push you around?” sputtered Bob.  “What are you talking about?”
 
    
 
   “I’ll show those fuckers,” whispered Dorothy.  Then she lifted her head up from her book and waved to the frat boys.  “Hello boys, enjoying the view?” she shouted boldly.
 
    
 
   Bob had to admit that was a gutsy move and the frat boys did shut up for a moment, completely taken aback by Dorothy’s audacity.  But then, one especially cocky looking jerk wearing his sunglasses backward on his head squared his shoulders, fixed a grin on his face, and strode right over to Bob and Dorothy’s blanket.  His friends exchanged nervous glances and followed hesitantly.
 
    
 
   “Wassup,” said the frat boy nodding to Bob and Dorothy and then gazing down unabashedly at Dorothy’s bare boobs.  “Nice rack.”  His friends broke out giggling behind him.
 
    
 
   “Uh, yeah, thanks… I  guess,” said Dorothy with distaste.  All the guys were staring at her body, but she just sat up straight and let them look.  She kept her arms to her sides and refrained from the urge to cover her nipples and her crotch.  “Hey you know what would be cool?  It would be cool if you guys could chill out and leave me alone,” she said boldly.
 
    
 
   Bob tried to square his shoulders and seem authoritative, but it was hard when he was sitting next to his naked wife while she told off a group of meatheads.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, like, we’re so sorry,” said the leader furrowing his brow in mock contrition.  “You have every right to hang out totally naked with that smokin’ body without being harassed.”  The way he emphasized “smokin” made Bob grit his teeth in anger.  “But you know what?  I think everyone should be allowed to hang out naked.  In fact, to show there is no hard feelings, I will join you.”  With that the guy pulled his shorts right down and his erect penis came popping up, pointing directly at Dorothy’s face.  His friends all broke out laughing in amazement at this.
 
    
 
   “Jesus Christ,” shouted Bob, jumping to his feet.  “What the fuck do you think you are doing?”
 
    
 
   “Easy, bro, easy,” said the jock stepping a bit closer to Dorothy so that his swollen cock was just a foot from her face.  “If she can hang out naked, I can too.”  He started stroking his dick as he said that.  Bob noticed with discomfort that Dorothy was gazing with fascination at the purple head of the penis bobbing just in front of her mouth.  She started touching her nipples distractedly  as she contemplated this young guy stroking his cock right in front of her.
 
    
 
   “Oh man, look at her, she’s playing with her titties,” snickered one of the frat boys.
 
    
 
   “Now who’s enjoying the view, baby?” asked the leader, noticing the interest the Dorothy was taking in his cock.
 
    
 
   Dorothy blushed deeply and pulled her hands away from her nipples.  “Eh, it’s a dick, no big deal,” she teased shrugging her shoulders.  The frat boys laughed at the way Dorothy emphasized “big.”  Even the leader had a chuckle at that, but he kept his cock directed at Bob’s wife’s face and he kept stroking his rod.
 
    
 
   “Come on honey, let’s get out of here,” said Bob nervously.
 
    
 
   “I’m not going to go anywhere,” said Dorothy decisively but she never took her eyes off the cock in front of her face.  “I’m not going to be driven out of this spot by these asshats.”  The frat boys laughed with delight at being called “asshats.”
 
    
 
   “I like her, she’s feisty,” said the leader to Bob while he jerked his thing in front of his wife’s face.  He stood another step forward and practically stuck it in her eye with his rod, but she reached up instinctively and pushed it away.
 
    
 
   He gasped with shock, “How dare you touch my penis!”
 
    
 
   “Keep that thing away from me,” said Dorothy.  She was breathing heavily now and Bob would swear that she was actually aroused by this situation.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry,” he responded softly.  “You seemed so interested in it…”
 
    
 
   Bob strode forward and pushed the leader backward interceding between the leader and his wife.  “Get the fuck out of here,” he demanded hotly, holding his fists up.
 
    
 
   “Honey, just relax,” said Dorothy sharply.  Then in a softer tone,  “It’s a free country, they can do what they want.  I am just going to lay here and ignore them.”  Then she leaned back on her elbows and spread her legs slightly, exposing her bush to the group suggestively.
 
    
 
   “Uh, what?” said Bob, distracted by the sight of his wife’s gorgeous body spread out for the whole group to enjoy.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, sit down, honey,” said the leader.  “She’s right.  Nothing to get worked up about.”
 
    
 
   Bob was torn.  He knew how stubborn Dorothy could be.  He was afraid to argue with her in front of these guys.  He felt that would be a sign of weakness.  So he had no choice but to play along with Dorothy’s lead.
 
    
 
   “Ok, no problem,” snapped Bob.  He backed away from the confrontation and sat down next to his wife.  His mouth was dry, so he poured himself a cup of tea.
 
    
 
   “Can I have more tea, too, dear?” asks his wife casually, ignoring the group of frat boys standing several feet away.
 
    
 
   “Aren’t you going to offer us any?” asked  the leader with a hurt expression, cautiously drawing a bit closer to Dorothy.
 
    
 
   “Oh are you still here?” drawled Dorothy with a bored expression.  She looked down at his cock, hanging limp between his legs from the clash with her husband.  “Ha, what happened to your big purple cock?  Doesn’t look like much now.”
 
    
 
   But his cock responded to her attention almost immediately and began noticeably swelling as it filled with blood.
 
    
 
   “It knows your talking about it,” said the leader smugly coming over to stand before Dorothy.  Bob didn’t like how close he was standing or the way the big frat boy gazed down hungrily at his wife’s exposed beaver.  Dorothy’s eyes widened in surprise at the leader’s cock rose up into a stiff erection before as she looked on.  “Yeah, you like that?” he asked confidently.  “Your body made that happen.”  He started stroking his meat again as he stood over her naked body.
 
    
 
   “You like to play with yourself in public, huh?” responded Dorothy laconically, gazing at the frat boy’s cock which had quickly regained it’s purplish hue.
 
    
 
   “Hey, if a sexy lady spreads her legs for me, I will jerk it wherever… in the park… in church… wherever.”  He shrugged his shoulders nonchalantly as his buddies broke out laughing.  Dorothy couldn’t help herself and laughed along with them while Bob sat gritting his teeth in anger and jealousy.
 
    
 
   “You would do me in church huh?” asked Dorothy with a smile, nudging her pelvis upward for emphasis.
 
    
 
   The frat boys broke out in further raucous laughter at her little pelvic thrust and Bob’s face was burning with humiliation.  She seemed to actually be flirting with this asshole now and he had no idea how to stop her.  If he chastised her, she would probably resist him and the frat boys would mock him.  So he just sat and drank his tea in frustration.
 
    
 
   “Dude, did you see that little groin move she made?” said one of the leader’s sidekicks.  “She’s into you.”
 
    
 
   “I would definitely fuck you wherever you let me,” said the leader looking Bob’s wife up and down.  “You have got a hot motherfucking body... and I like the way you dress.”
 
    
 
   Everyone laughed at that, including Dorothy.  Even Bob had to struggle to keep a straight face.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, the way I dress,” said Dorothy softly.  “That was clever, actually.”  Bob’s guts twisted with angst as she looked up at the frat boy with amusement in her eyes.  “But I can’t let you do me, I’m a married woman,” she said with a twinkle in her eye.
 
    
 
   “But what if your husband went along with it?” asked the frat boy, waggling his eyebrows at Bob lewdly.  
 
    
 
   “Of course I would never go along with it!” squeaked Bob in indignation and the frat boys all laughed at the way his voice cracked from the stress.  Bob’s face burned bright red from the humiliation.
 
    
 
   The leader just pursed his lips judiciously.  “Now don’t rush into a decision, my man,” he said, wrinkling his brow.  “I mean you let your wife take her clothes off in a public park, now didn’t you?”
 
    
 
   Bob said nothing and just glared up at the frat boy who desisted from jerking himself and just waved his phallus back and forth as he started pacing back and forth above Bob’s wife as she lay spread out before him.  Bob was mortified to see Dorothy’s eyes fixed on that stiff prick the entire time.  She had a little smile on her face and her tongue was poking out slightly between her teeth, which Bob knew was a sign of intense interest in his wife.
 
    
 
   “What were you thinking when she pulled her top off and those amazing orbs came popping out?  Of course any red blooded guy who laid eyes on those bad boys would need to come over here and investigate.”  He gestured reasonably to his buddies and they acknowledged his point.  “Next, I would like you consider the intense interest your wife has shown in my humble johnson.  You might have noticed that she can’t seem to pull her eyes away from my cock.  I think it would be terribly selfish of you to deprive your woman of the pleasure my penis will bring to her.”
 
    
 
   Dorothy laughed out loud with delight at this, “You’re pretty sure of yourself, aren’t you?” she said looking up at him with a lascivious smile and spreading her legs a bit more.  She cupped her breasts in her hands and started unconsciously toying with her nipples again.
 
    
 
   “Dude, I think she just spread her twat a little more  for you,” laughed one of the frat boys in surprise.
 
    
 
   “She playing with her titties again too,” chimed in another.
 
    
 
   Dorothy just shot them a dismissive smirk before returning her attention to the leader who stood waving his cock above her.
 
    
 
   “It’s true, buddy, your wife clearly wants me to sink my meat into her.  Be a sport and give us a few minutes alone, will you?” said the frat boy earnestly.
 
    
 
   “Honey, let’s get out of here,” said Bob jumping to his feet decisively.
 
    
 
   “Oh Bob, why are you letting these guys get your goat?” pouted Dorothy cutely.  “Can’t you see that they are just excitable young guys who haven’t seen too many naked women before?”
 
    
 
   “Come on, Dorothy.  This has gone far enough, we are getting out here right now,” demanded Bob, going out on a limb.
 
    
 
   But Dorothy just looked up at him with her inner eyebrows arched skeptically.  “If you want to go, feel free.  But I am going to lay right here and enjoy the sun.  frat boys or no frat boys,” said Dorothy firmly.  “Of course, I want you to stay,” she added quickly when she saw Bob’s face turn white.
 
    
 
   Bob couldn’t believe that she was doing this to him.  He had no idea what had gotten into her.  Dorothy didn’t know herself.  She hated to admit it, but she was incredibly turned on by this brash douchebag of a frat boy.  She wondered what that stiff purple penis would feel like plunging into her cunt while his buddies looked on.  She was sure that she was soaking wet by now.
 
    
 
   Bob was very afraid that if he left now, the frat boy would just climb onto his wife and start fucking her right there in the park.  So he swallowed his pride and sat back down by her side.  Meanwhile, the frat boy kneeled down on the other side of Dorothy with his knees practically touching her side and his cock hovering above her belly button.
 
    
 
   “Do you mind if I kneel over here?” he asked politely, looking down into Dorothy’s eyes.
 
    
 
   “It’s a free country,” she responded breathily, gazing back into his eyes with frank lust.
 
    
 
   Bob wriggled uncomfortably at this exchange but could think of nothing to say.
 
    
 
   “You know, your skin in incredibly nice,” said the frat boy, putting his hand casually on Dorothy’s belly.  She gasped in response but didn’t object.  Bob said frozen with indecision.  “It’s so soft,” said the jerk running his rough calloused hand lightly over Dorothy’s stomach.
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” she gasped, barely able to breathe from excitement. Her pelvis thrust upward against reflexively and she had the intense desire for him to put his fingers inside her.  The frat boys gathered more closely around to get a better view and Bob noticed one of them unzip his own fly to start jerking himself as he watched.  The situation had clearly escalated out of control and he had no idea how to stop it short of dragging his wife physically away, and even that probably wouldn’t work at this point.
 
    
 
   “I don’t want you to touch my wife,” said Bob suddenly.  Dorothy looked over at him with concern, but the frat boy just kept rubbing her belly.
 
    
 
   “Don’t be selfish, Bob,” he said in an infuriatingly familiar tone.  “Besides, I notice that your wife isn’t objecting.  You don’t want me to stop, do you darling?”  He looked down into Dorothy’s eyes with a imploring tenderness that Bob found surprising.
 
    
 
   “I… I guess it’s OK…” said Dorothy in small voice, looking at her husband with concern.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, sure it is.  Perfectly harmless,” said the leader soothingly as he started making wider and wider circles with his hand until he was alternately  brushing the top of Dorothy’s public hair and the bottom of her breasts.  Bob noticed Dorothy’s belly quivering with excitement  and her eyes were locked with the douchebag’s.  The frat boy’s penis started giving little spasms of excitement as as he felt up her naked body.  
 
    
 
   Dorothy looked down at it and made a little “O” of surprise with her mouth.  “Your thing is hopping…” she said thickly.
 
    
 
   “It’s cause your tits are so fucking big,” he said as he brazenly gripped a boob in each hand.  
 
    
 
   “Cut the shit,” squawked Bob helplessly as the frat boy started kneading Dorothy’s boobs in his hands and pinching her nipples.
 
    
 
   “Take it easy, Bob, everything is going to be ok,” said the frat boy in a friendly tone.  “You can’t blame me for going after these titties now, can you?  Look at these things.”  He squeezed Dorothy’s tits and pointed the nipples at Bob playfully.  She giggled in spite of herself and reached down to grab hold of the frat boy’s purple cock.
 
    
 
   “Ah fuck, atta girl,” he gasped with pleasure.  “I thought you would never cave in and grab that thing.”
 
    
 
   “Oh you like that?” she purred sexily as she started pulling on his swollen member.
 
    
 
   “Dorothy!” exclaimed Bob in shock.  “What’s gotten into you?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, honey,” she said apologetically, tugging away on this other guy’s cock the entire time.  “I just …  Jesus, he’s as hard as a fucking rock.  And  it’s purple for Christ’s sake!  I mean,  who has a fucking purple penis?”  She laughed weakly, averting her eyes from the stunned expression on her husband’s face, as she continued to work the frat boy’s tool.
 
    
 
   The frat boys laughed raucously and crowded in closer.  “This is awesome!” muttered the guy who was jerking himself as he watched. 
 
    
 
   The leader looked over at Bob and said, “Pardon me, Bob.” and he swung a leg over Dorothy so that he was straddling her with is cock in her face.  She just broke out laughing hysterically.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God, you are really going for it!” she exclaimed happily.   
 
    
 
   “Care to suck a purple penis?” he asked casually as he reached behind him and started exploring her twat with is fingers.  Bob looked on in dismay as his wife hungrily thrust her hips upward in response to the frat boy’s fingering and simultaneously took his cock into her mouth and started sucking it urgently.
 
    
 
   “Man, look at your wife going to town on Joey’s rod, Bob,” said one of the frat boys with a laugh.  “It’s like she hasn’t had a dick in ages.”
 
    
 
   “Shut the fuck up,” said Bob numbly as he looked on in shock.
 
    
 
   “Ok, that’s enough honey,” said Joey pulling his thing away.  
 
    
 
   Dorothy gripped it and didn’t want to let go.  “I want more,” she pleaded.  Her eyes shining with lust.
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry, I’m going to put it in you now,” he said tenderly.  The frat boy turned and gave Bob a cocky smirk as Bob sat staring open mouthed at the site of his wife refusing to let go of this douchebag’s penis.  Then the frat boy deftly squat-thrusted into a missionary position and dropped down between Bob’s wife’s legs.  He grabbed his dick and nudged the head gently between Dorothy’s labia, moving it up and down her slit to get it lubricated.  “She’s real wet,” he told Bob confidentially.
 
    
 
   “Don’t tease,” whined Dorothy, her cheeks flushed and eyes burning with lust.  “Put it in me,” she begged, avoiding her husband’s glare guiltily.
 
    
 
    
 
   The cocky frat boy thrust his hips down, smoothing plunging his stiff prick into Dorothy’s hot sodden snatch.  She gasped with pleasure and wrapped her arms around his back eagerly.
 
    
 
   “See, you like that, don’t you?” he asked her.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, it’s real hard,” she admitted, her wits dulled by lust.
 
    
 
   “Take that!” he grunted as he started pumping his thing in and out of Bob’s wife.  She clung to him making little whimpering sounds of passion.  He turned to Bob and panted,  “Oh man, your wife’s pussy is so fucking tight, it’s awesome!”  Bob couldn’t take any more and jumped up.  Bob was about to give the frat boy a kick, but one of his buddies intervened.
 
    
 
   “Hey, I know how you must feel,” said the frat boy sidekick interposing himself between Bob and the fornicating couple.  He continued in a surprisingly compassionate tone.  “But you should just let him do her at this point.  Look how into it she is.”
 
    
 
   Bob paced back and forth in frustration as the leader drilled his wife on the blanket they laid out just an hour before. A group of teenagers was gathered on the path watching in fascination.  Suddenly Bob’s wife cried out in ecstasy as she entered the throes of climax.  Bob looked over to see the frat boy pull out and spill load after load of hot sperm all over her soft white belly.  She jerked his cock to help him finish and looked over at Bob with an apologetic expression.  ”Sorry honey,” she said to Bob with chagrin.
 
    
 
   Just then the guy jerking off while he watched knelt down by her side and shot a load right into her face.
 
    
 
   “Jesus christ!” she said, punching him in the gut angrily.  “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”
 
    
 
   The guy fell back on his ass laughing.  “What? Are you going to get all picky now?  You just fucked my buddy without even knowing his name.”
 
    
 
   “I didn’t know his name, but he had the balls to whip his junk out and take control of the situation.  You’re just a fucking peanut in the gallery, jerking your pud,” she replied angrily wiping his cum from her face.  “I don’t want your fucking jizz on me.”
 
    
 
   All the frat boys laughed uproariously  at this and the leader got up and gave his buddy a swift kick in the ribs.  “She told you off, Patterson.  That was epic.  I love this lady.”  He went and found his shorts and pulled them on.  “Ok, we are out of here,” said, bending down to give Dorothy a kiss on the cheek.  “See you later gorgeous, thanks for the shag.  You were amazing.”
 
    
 
   “You too, purple penis man,” said Dorothy with a laugh.
 
    
 
   Joey turned to Bob and held out his hand,  “Hey, no hard feelings, huh, bro?”
 
    
 
   Bob just slapped his hand away in anger and turned his back on him.  Joey shrugged his shoulders and helped Patterson to his feet.
 
    
 
   “That kick really hurt, bro,” complained Patterson.
 
    
 
   Joey just punched him in the arm as hard as he could in response.  
 
    
 
   “Ow, what was that for?”  yelped Patterson.
 
    
 
   “That’s for taking liberties with my woman,” said Joey with a laugh as the group walked away.  Bob gritted his teeth in anger that this douchebag was calling Dorothy “his woman.”
 
    
 
   Just at that moment a policeman pushed through the crowd of teenagers and strode casually over to where Dorothy was laying, naked and covered in cum.
 
    
 
   “Hello, officer,” she said laconically.  “Can we help you?”
 
    
 
   “You can help everyone by putting some clothes on.  I’m going to have to take you two in for public indecency,” said the policeman shaking his head sternly.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I don’t know her officer, I was just passing by,” said Bob thinking quickly.   As he walked away he heard Dorothy screeched in complaint behind him.  He only felt a little guilty about it.  Maybe she deserved a night in jail for cheating on him like that.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ***
 
   “Well if she can be naked, so can I,” he said, pulling out his stiff wang and waving in Bob’s wife’s face.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Neighbor Doesn’t Bother to Stop Fucking your Wife when You Walk in on Them
 
    
 
   You closed an important business deal today so your boss gave you the rest of the day off to celebrate.  You are elated and rush home to tell your your wife the good news.  She mentioned that she would be staying home this afternoon so you don’t bother to call ahead.   When you walk into the livingroom, you are confused to see your wife’s dress and a man’s jeans on the floor in front of the couch.  
 
    
 
   “Honey, I’m home!  Where are you?” you call out.  You don’t recognize the jeans as being your own and your wife is way too neat to leave clothes lying around like this so you are starting to get suspicious.  She doesn’t answer, so you walk through the house looking for her.  She is nowhere in sight, so you finally head to the bedroom.  The door is ajar and as you approach you hear the tell-tale sound of the bed creaking and the headboard tapping out a steady rhythm against the wall.  Your blood turns to ice as you hear that sound and you burst into the room to find your neighbor Jim fucking your wife doggystyle on your bed.  She is totally naked and her tits are swinging back and forth as he grips her by the hips and slams his cock into her over and over again.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, what are you doing here?” gasps your wife, her cheeks flushed from the exertion and her eyes bright with lust.  
 
    
 
   “I...I came home early to celebrate closing the UniTech deal…” you stammer, shocked at the sight before you.
 
    
 
   “Honey, I can explain,” gasps your wife lamely.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, it’s not what it seems,” pants Jim.  He doesn’t bother stopping and just keeps right on sinking his meat into your wife over and over again.  “Oh, and congratulations on that deal by the way, I know that was important to you.”
 
    
 
   “Congratulation?!” you shout.  “How can you congratulate my while you kneel there drilling my wife on my own bed?”  You find yourself pulling at your hair in frustration, stunned at Jim’s audacity.
 
    
 
   “Please don’t get upset,” pleads your wife, her hair a sweaty tangle.  Then she puts her head down for a moment and whispers,  “Oh God, Jim, I’m close…”  Her tits are still swaying and sight of her hard pink nipples swinging back and forth makes your penis stiffen in spite of yourself.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, just because Linda and I fool around a little sometimes doesn’t mean that I don’t like you,” says Jim indignantly, looking at you with a hurt expression as his pelvis thrusts forward over and over again driving his penis into your willing wife.  “I’m legitimately happy that you closed that deal.  Oh shit, hold on, your wife’s pussy is tightening up, it’s making me cum.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t stop Jim,” gasps your wife urgently and she bucks wildly beneath him, one hand between her legs as she touches herself and brings herself to a climax.
 
    
 
   “I can’t fucking believe this,” you shout, frozen in place and watching in fascination as Jim grips your wife roughly by the hips and grinds himself against her, obviously pumping load after load of semen inside her as you watch.
 
    
 
   “She’s just such a hot fuck,” he gasps apologetically.  “I can’t resist her.  When I came over, she just pulled her dress right off and climbed onto my lap in her underwear.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t act like it’s all my fault,” laughs your wife, tugging playfully at his nutsack as she lays, spent, beneath him.   “You were sporting wood the minute you walked in the door.”
 
    
 
   That’s more than you can take and you rush over and drag your wife off the bed by her hair.  She cries out in surprise as you slap her sharply across the face with your other hand.  You are about to strike her again, but you are distracted by the site of her gorgeous body, sprawled on the ground before you.
 
    
 
   Jim jumps off the bed to defend her but she calls out quickly, “Stop it, Jim.  I deserved that.  Of course he’s going to be upset.”
 
    
 
   Jim looks down at her hesitantly and you take the opportunity to punch him smartly in the jaw. He reels backward from the blow, and you kick him viciously between the legs where his cock hangs limp, still soaked with your wife’s juices.  He groans in pain and crumples to the floor.  You are about to kick him again, when you wife jumps up and pulls you away.
 
    
 
   “Honey, please, take your anger out on me,” she pleads, hanging from your shoulders and weeping.  “He didn’t break any vow to you, I did.”
 
    
 
   You pull her off your back and spin around to confront her, but the anger drains away as you watch her standing bravely before you with tears in her eyes but holding her chin up, ready to take your blow.  You slap her again half-heartedly but then turn away and flop down on the edge of the bed with you head in your hands.
 
    
 
   “Oh my fucking ‘nads,” says Jim, writhing in pain on the ground.  “Jesus that hurts.”
 
    
 
   “That’s what you get for fucking another man’s wife, asshole,” you snap irritably.  “How could you do this to me?” you ask turning to your wife.
 
    
 
   “I...don’t know, one thing leads to another, I guess...” she is groping for words as she pulls on a nightgown.  “You know, it’s no big deal really, it’s only sex,” she says trying to force a smile and choke back her tears.  “Of course I still love you.”  She tosses Jim his shorts and he struggles to straighten his legs to get them on.  You seen the look of concern flash across her face as she sees the pain he is in and your anger flames up again.
 
    
 
   “How can you say that?” you demand, jumping to your feet again.  “If you love, how can you fuck another man?”
 
    
 
   “He’s got a nice stiff cock,” shrugs your wife apologetically.  “You just aren’t very excited by me any more.  We’ve been together for too long.  I’m the old ball and chain to you.”
 
    
 
   “That’s not true,” you say, but you know it is true.  You and your wife haven’t made love very frequently for the past year or so.
 
    
 
   Jim climbs unsteadily to his feet and bends over with his hands on his knees, breathing heavily.  “Bob, I think you kicked by balls up into my abdomen,” he says shakily.
 
    
 
   You give a laugh in spite of yourself, then wipe the smile from your face quickly.  “Good.  You deserved it.”
 
    
 
   You wife, Lisa comes over, wraps her arm around you, and puts her head on you shoulder.  “Honey, you know that our love life has been in the dumps.  I started feeling like an old bag and it was starting to hurt my sense of self-esteem.  But when Jim sees my naked body, his thing practically jumps right out of his pants, and I feel young and sexy again.”
 
    
 
   “Jesus, spare me the gory details,” you say, holding her at arm’s length.
 
    
 
   “Well, you got the gory details already when you saw him with his rod inside me,” says Lisa with a frown.
 
    
 
   “Don’t I make you feel sexy anymore?” you ask, looking her in the eye sadly.
 
    
 
   Lisa sighs and looks to side, biting her lip,  “That’s not what I meant… I mean, you could make me feel sexy if you wanted to...I guess I felt pretty special when I say how you went after Jim, punching and kicking him like an animal.  I guess you still care...”
 
    
 
   “Jesus, no more punching and kicking, please,” snaps Jim desperately, holding up his hands to ward you off.  You look at him standing there in his shorts, all pale with a pot belly and his knees knocking together and you laugh in spite of yourself.
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry, Jim, I’m cooling down,” you say with a grim smile.
 
    
 
   “That’s good.  I mean, what’s a friendly shag between friends now and then after all,” says Jim with a cheeky smile.  “Lisa’s got a hell of twat.”
 
    
 
   “Why you fucker,” you say, lunging forward again.  Lisa tries to pull you back, but she is laughing too hard as Jim cringes and covers his head.  You punch Jim on the arm as hard as you can and he yelps with pain, clutching his arm in agony.  
 
    
 
   “I said no more punching,” he whines shying away from you toward the door and nursing his bruised shoulder.
 
    
 
   “You can’t provoke him like that, Jim,” laughs Lisa, wiping a tear from her eye.
 
    
 
   “A friendly shag,” you sniff dismissively straightening your shoulders.
 
    
 
   “Well that’s all it was,” says Jim defensively.  “I’ll stop by now and then, slip it to her, then have a cup of tea and be on my way.”
 
    
 
   “Charming,” you say, amazed at Jim’s insolence.  “Do you think Judy would see it that way?” you ask, referring to Jim’s wife.
 
    
 
   Jim and Lisa exchange a nervous look and say nothing.  
 
    
 
   “What was that look about?” you demand, your stomach flipping anxiously.
 
    
 
   “Well, Judy, uh…” says Jim hesitantly.
 
    
 
   “Judy knows about it,” says Lisa boldly turning to face you with a trembling lip.
 
    
 
   “Wait, what?” you say scratching your head in confusion.
 
    
 
   “She joins in sometimes,” admits Jim with chagrin.  “She has been trying to get us to bring you into it so we could start swinging properly.”
 
    
 
   “I just didn’t have the guts to broach the topic,” admitted Lisa.  “But I guess you broached the topic by closing the UniTech deal and coming home early during one of Jim’s little visits.  I am so proud of you for closing that deal, by the way.  I know you will get a promotion from this.”  LIsa throws her arms around you and gives you a passionate kiss.
 
 
   “Yeah, I promotion, but uh, about swinging with Jim and Judy,” you say numbly, putting your arm around her from old habit.
 
    
 
   “Judy’s been begging me to let her suck your penis,” says Lisa softly in your ear, reaching down to grip your cock familiarly.  It stiffens immediately at the thought of beautiful, buxom Judy going down on you.  “Ooh, you like that idea, I see.  Bad boy.  Bad, bad boy,” giggles your wife as she tightens her grip on your rod.
 
    
 
   “Alrighty then,” says Jim rubbing his hands together enthusiastically.  “I will dash to the butcher and pick up a prime rib and have Judy whip us all up a proper a celebration dinner.  Can I expect you folks at 7:00?”
 
    
 
   “Huh?” you stammer, looking at Jim’s excited expression stupidly.
 
    
 
   “Of course, I’ll let you use my wife any way you see fit,” says Jim magnanimously.  “She’s been looking forward to it.  She has some special lingerie picked out for you and everything.  In fact it might be kinky if she served dinner wearing that and nothing else.”
 
    
 
   You penis throbs at the thought of Judy serving you prime rib in naughty underwear.
 
    
 
   Lisa feels your reaction and chuckles, “His penis has spoken, Jim.  We will see you at 7:00.”
 
    
 
   “Sounds great, toodle-oo,” Jim says as he ducks from the room.
 
    
 
   “Wait, I’m not done being angry at you yet,” you tell your wife, furrowing your brow in confusion.
 
    
 
   “I know, dear,” says your wife, getting on her knees before you and pulling out your stiff penis.  “Let me work on that.”  As she wraps her mouth around your pulsing penis and starts sucking you lustily, you stare off into space thinking about Judy’s big, juicy boobs.  Of course, Judy’s prime rib is pretty damn good, too.  It’s going to be difficult to stay angry about this for long.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Section 3 - The Gnarl that Lays Beyond Cuckoldry, Polyamory and More
 
    
 
   
  
 

Wife Reveals the Little Favors She Does for Her Boss
 
    
 
   Your wife took an admin assistant job after many years out of the work force when you got laid off from your job and you appreciated the income while you were looking for a new position.  Now you and your wife are attending her office Christmas party and the everyone is just starting to loosen up as the alcohol starts to kick in.  You wife’s boss stops by to say hello.
 
    
 
   “Hello Janice, you look nice tonight,” says Bob, your wife’s boss, gazing at your wife’s bosom a little more intently than is proper.
 
    
 
   “Ahem, hello Bob,” you say, holding out your hand.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Jason, Merry Christmas,” he says as though startled to see you. But he recovers quickly and shakes your hand warmly.  “Jason, look, I am terribly sorry, but I need to steal your wife away for just a moment,” he says putting his arm around Janice’s shoulder and leading her away.
 
    
 
   “Oh, is there some work to do?” she asks in dismay looking back over her shoulder at yo apologetically as they walk away.
 
    
 
   “Yes, it won’t take long, but I’m afraid it really can’t wait,” he tells her with a smile.
 
    
 
   You are standing alone for a moment, a bit out of sorts since you don’t really know any of her co-workers yet.  Then another woman named Susan who is an admin like your wife, comes over to keep you company.
 
    
 
   “I saw that naughty Bob Smith take your wife away, Jason,” she says shaking her head sympathetically.  “He’s just a terrible slave driver sometimes.”
 
 
   “Yeah, it’s 9 pm on a Friday night,” you say, consulting your watch.  “I can’t imagine what business is so urgent that he needs to interrupt the party like this.”
 
    
 
   “Well I don’t know if I should tell you this, but last year he did the same thing to me…” Susan’s face was flushed with alcohol and she pauses indecisively.
 
    
 
   ‘And?” you say, gesturing for her to continue, but feeling slightly uneasy.
 
    
 
   “Nothing, Jason,” she says looking down guiltily.
 
    
 
   “If there is something I should know, I hope you would tell me,” you tell her, worried that Bob might be trying some hanky panky with your wife.
 
    
 
   “Jason, can I ask you a personal question?” asks Susan, slurring her words slightly.  She puts her hand on your shoulder, and you can’t help but glance down the front of her low cut  blouse at her large round boobs.
 
    
 
   “I guess so…” you says nervously.
 
    
 
   “Oh, do you like my boobs?” she asks noticing your eyes on her bosom.
 
    
 
   “Um, yes, I do actually,” you admit bashfully.  “Is that what you wanted to ask me?”
 
    
 
   “What?  Oh no, I had another question.  But thank you for the compliment,” she says distractedly.  “Oh yes, I was going to ask if you and Janice had an… open relationship.”
 
    
 
   “Open?” you ask in confusion.
 
    
 
   “Yes, open,” she says as though talking to a slow child.  “As in having sex with other people.”  She glances around to make sure no one was looking opens her blouse to flash a nipple at you briefly.
 
    
 
   You gulp in surprise and your cock stiffens at the site of Susan’s hard pink nipple.  She’s about your age, in her mid 40’s and has kept her good looks and shapely figure.  “Susan, you are a very attractive woman, but no, Janice and I do not have an open relationship.  We are old fashioned,” you laugh.
 
    
 
   “Oh silly, I wasn’t propositioning you,” laughs Susan slapping your shoulder playfully.  “Jeez, give a guy a peek at your nips and he thinks you want to screw these days…”
 
    
 
   “Oh, uh, sorry,” you stammer, blushing with shame.  
 
    
 
   “Oh it’s fine dear, I would fuck you if you were a little drunker.  No I was talking about Bob,”  then she stops and bites her lip pensively.
 
    
 
   “What does Bob have to do with our marriage being open?” you ask, not liking the gist of this conversation.
 
    
 
   Susan reaches over surreptitiously and grips the lump in your trousers.  “Oh you did like that nip, didn’t you?” she purrs.
 
    
 
   You almost cry out in surprise but you regain your composure and turn your back to the crowded room so that no one notices Susan squeezing your cock through your pants.  “Susan, you shouldn’t do that,” you say half-heartedly.  But you can’t deny that it feels pretty exciting to have this large breasted blonde work your johnson at a crowded Christmas party.
 
    
 
   “You got a nice big one,” says Susan approvingly.   But then she releases your dick and squares her shoulders purposefully.  “But look, I didn’t come over her to flirt with you.  I wanted to tell you about Bob.”
 
    
 
   “Ok,” you say, trying to re-arrange your hardon so that you aren’t pitching a tent for the world to see.
 
    
 
   “Well I was his admin last year, and Bob has a habit of taking certain… liberties with his admins,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Go on,” you say.  Your mouth is dry and you take a sip of beer to quench your thirst.
 
    
 
   “Well he was always demanding little sexual favors… oh hold on…” she says as a man approaches.  “Darling, have you met Janice’s husband, Jason?  Jason, this is my husband, Ralph.”
 
    
 
   “How do you do Ralph?” you say shaking his hand.  He’s a bit older and starting to grey.
 
   “Please don’t fuck around with my wife in front of everyone like that,” he says unhappily.  “It’s embarrassing.”
 
    
 
   “Jesus, Ralph!” you yelp in surprise.  “I wasn’t trying to do anything to your wife.”
 
    
 
   “Hush up, Ralph,” laughs Susan nonchalantly.  “Don’t be a boor.  I told you that this is Janice’s husband.  You know, Janice is Bob’s new admin.”
 
    
 
   “Oh,” says Ralph with surprise.  Then he looks chagrined, “Sorry pal, I get it now.  Susie was just trying to soften the blow a bit…”
 
    
 
   “Well I didn’t make him soft, that’s for sure,” she said racily.
 
    
 
   You stare, dumbfounded by these people, and just wait for an explanation.
 
    
 
   “I’ll let you tell him then,” says Ralph shaking his head and patting you on the shoulder compassionately before walking away.
 
    
 
   “So it’s pretty obvious what you are trying to tell me here,” you say.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, so if you don’t have an open relationship, then I suggest you go try to locate your wife and find out what Bob is using her for,” says Susan frankly.  “Oh, and in case you didn’t get it, Ralph and I do  have an open policy.  So if you need a consolation fuck, just call me.”  Susan winks at you lewdly and saunters off.  As confused and jealous as you are feeling right now, you can’t help but notice how she shakes her nice round bottom as she sashays away.  
 
    
 
   You shake your head try to focus on the task at hand.  The most logical place for Bob to take your wife would be back to his office.  So you walk over there.  You put your hand on the door handle and then pause for a moment.  You ask yourself if you really want to know what’s going on in there.  Money would be pretty tight if you forced your wife to quit this job.  Maybe you don’t want to know.  But you can’t walk away.  You need to know if your wife is cheating on you.  So you open the door walk into the office without knocking.
 
    
 
   As you feared, your wife is on her knees before Bob with her boobs out and his cock in her mouth.  She is sucking it hard and looking up at him submissively, carefully checking his reaction to make sure she is doing it right.  When she sees you her eyes widen in shock, but she keeps on sucking him.  Bob gives a start when you walk in as well.
 
    
 
   “Jesus Jason, don’t you knock?” he says irritably.  Then he regains he composure.  “Sorry old man, just give me another minute, will you?  I’m almost… ah there it goes.”
 
    
 
   You look on with disgust as Bob shoots a load into your wife’s mouth.  She swallows most of it, but some cum dribbles out of her mouth.
 
   “That’s nice,” you say sarcastically.
 
    
 
   “Normally I like to pull out and blow my wad all over her face, but with you here, I thought that would be rude.”  He pauses to withdraw his spent member from between your wife’s plump lips.  “Would you mind closing the door?” he asks politely.  “This would be bothersome to explain to the HR director.”
 
    
 
   You shut the door behind you angrily and turn back to face them with your arms crossed.
 
    
 
   “Honey, I can explain,” says you wife, remaining on her knees in front of Bob.  Her top is still down and she is fishing around in her handbag for a tissue.
 
    
 
   “Here you go, dear,” says Bob tenderly as he hands your wife the box of tissues from his desk.  Then he perches jauntily on the edge of his desk and turns to face you.  “So let’s talk this over, shall we?” he says reasonably.  Your wife is wiping cum from her mouth delicately and avoiding your eyes.
 
    
 
   “I guess you are going to apologize then?” you ask stiffly.
 
    
 
   Bob tilts his head back and laughs.  “Apologize?  Of course not, why would I be sorry?  Your wife gives wonderful head.”
 
    
 
   “Jesus, you are just going to be a prick about this then, are you?” you snap angrily.
 
    
 
   “Honey, this is really nothing,” says your wife, hitching the straps of her dress back up and tucking her boobs inside as she rearranges herself.  “All the admins do these little… favors for the executives here.  This business can be so stressful.  A little womanly care…  helps them relieve the tension.  I don’t mind offering Bob a bit of… comfort… now and then.  It’s no big deal.”
 
    
 
   “Comfort?” you ask in dismay.  “Comfort is a cup of tea and sympathetic ear, not going down on your knees to suck his cock!”
 
    
 
   “Please don’t be like that, dear.  You like to have your chubby rubbed now and then, don’t you?” says you wife, struggling to make like of the situation.  She climbs to her feet but stands next to Bob, rubbing his shoulder.
 
    
 
   “Why the hell are you rubbing his shoulder?” you sputter.  “And why is it suddenly ok for a married womans to be sucking her boss off as long as it comforts him?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t always make her suck my dick,” says Bob holding his palms open.  “Sometimes, I just have her give me a nice soothing ball massage.”  Susan grimaces at him as one might a naughty child, but continues to rub Bob’s shoulder. 
 
    
 
   “Please don’t rile him up more, Bob,” she begs meekly.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t ask him to come barging in here,” he says in annoyance.  “I just wanted to enjoy a nice Christmas Party hummer with my lovely secretary.”  Then he turns to you,  “Honestly, Jason, it was quite gauche of you to interrupt us like that.  You must have known what we were doing in here.”
 
    
 
   “I suspected, but I needed to see it with my own eyes,” you say sadly.
 
    
 
   “Well, you’ve seen it now.  I hope you are happy.  Janice,  please take your husband away and go work out your marital issues somewhere else.  Oh, and send Susan in here with a bottle of whiskey, will you?”  Bob hops off his perch on the edge of his desk and goes around behind it to plop down in his executive chair.  
 
    
 
   You stare at him in shock as your wife bustles over to you and guides you out the door.  
 
    
 
   “Merry Christmas, happy new year and all that,” calls Bob with a wave, not bothering to look over as you and your wife depart.
 
    
 
   “Honey, look, I know we can work something out,” says Janice, looking at you beseechingly.  “We really need the money from this job.”
 
    
 
   “First of all, we don’t need the money that damn bad.  We have savings to run on for a while,” you say with annoyance.  “You enjoy comforting that jerk’s prick.  Secondly, Jesus, Susan, you’ve stil got his cum on your chin.”  Your wife blanches and dabs at her chin self-consciously.  “Thirdly, I am going to go fuck Susan doggystyle in the copy room so you can send some other slut to bring asshole his whiskey.”  Then you turn and stride away.
 
    
 
   “Honey, please don’t,” says Janice trailing after you.  “Just because I polish up my boss’ johnson and a bit now and then doesn’t give you right to have intercourse with a harlot like Susan!” 
 
    
 
   You pause and look her in the eye angrily.  “Oh, I’m so sorry!  Would it be more commensurate if I just asked her restrict herself to pleasuring me orally?”
 
    
 
   “Well, I guess…” says your wife with a grimace, waving her hands indecisively.
 
    
 
   “I’ll take that under advisement,” you snap.  Then you turn on your heels and stride away, looking for Susan.  You wife follows a short distance behind making vague, discontented sounds.  You find Susan talking quietly with her husband by the windows.  You pause for a moment and take in the view  of the city lights sprawling out in every direction.
 
    
 
   “It’s a hell of view, isn’t it,” says Ralph putting his hand on your shoulder.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” you say looking over at him frankly.  “Hey would you mind if I had sex with your wife?  I need to even the score with mine.”
 
    
 
   Ralph shuts his eyes and nods wisely.  “I understand completely my friend, have at her, by all means.”
 
    
 
   “I like standing by, having the men make this transaction, as though I were just a tool to be loaned and borrowed with no will of my own, it’s kinky,” chuckles Susan looking at Janice with a twinkle in her eye.
 
    
 
   “Don’t be like that, dear,” complains Ralph with a hurt expression.  “I saw you going after Jason’s wang earlier.  I know you’re willing.”
 
    
 
   “Wait, what did you do to my husband?” puffs Janice jealously.
 
    
 
   “Oh can it, Janice,” snorts Susan in response.  “You’ve got Bob’s dick on your breath.”  She takes you by the hand and leads you toward a darkened bank of offices away from the main festivities. “Come along Jason, let’s you and I get to know one another a little better.”
 
    
 
   You let Susan lead you into an empty window office with the lights out and another spectacular view of the city.  You are surprised to see Ralph and Janice join you and close the door behind them.
 
    
 
   “You two are just going to watch then?” you ask nervously as Susan casually unzips her dress and drops it to the floor.  You gaze at her gorgeous hourglass figure outlined in the moonlight as she unsnaps and discards her bra as nonchalantly as tossing aside a candy wrapper.
 
    
 
   “I like watching,” says Ralph unzipping his fly with relish and pulling his thing out.  Janice looks at his small, crooked cock with disgust and edges away.
 
    
 
   “It’s not fair to go all the way,” says your wife half-heartedly as Susan approaches you with a sly smile on her face, jutting her chest out toward you.   You take her plump breasts into your hands as  she embraces you, eagerly seeking out your mouth.  Within seconds, you and Susan are making out madly.  She wastes no time unzipping your trousers and just pulling them right down.
 
    
 
   “That’s a good solid cock,” Susan tells your wife as she grips your stiff, bare rod and starts jerking it.
 
    
 
   “Oh dear, yes it is,” mumbles Janice worriedly as she watches Susan yank your prick while you enthusiastically squeeze her tits.
 
    
 
   “So anyway,” gasps Susan pulling her mouth away from yours.  “What are your interests?  Do you enjoy boating?”
 
    
 
   You chuckle in response, pinching her nipples.
 
    
 
   “No boating?  How do you feel about blowjobs then?”  Susan drops to her knees before you and puts her face close to your cock, examining it closely,  “Can you see well enough, Ralph?” she asks distractedly.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, honey, looks good.  Real slutty,” he groan as he jerks his pickle.  
 
    
 
   “How about you, Janice?  You like the way I’m working your husband’s knob?” asks Susan archly.
 
    
 
   “Don’t be catty, Susan,” snaps your wife defensively.
 
    
 
   “She’s just comforting me, dear,” you tell your wife.  “You know how I like my chubby rubbed.” Then you gasp with pleasure as Susan engulfs the head of your prick in her mouth and sucks on it fitfully.  You wife is making little grumbling sounds of displeasure while Susan slurps noisily on your wang, but Ralph is just humming pleasantly to himself as he watches and masturbates. 
 
    
 
   “Ok, you’ve got to fuck me with the thing, honey,” gasps Susan breathily.  “Can I interest you in some doggystyle.  She stands up and pulls her panties down and you glance with interest at her dark bush before she turns and presents her round ass to, arching her back slightly to expose her swollen labia.
 
    
 
   “Please Susan, that’s going too far.  Can’t you just suck him off?” pleads Janice.
 
    
 
   “I like that dick, but it won’t make me cum if I keep it in my mouth,” says Susan brashly.  She reaches back and parts her labia for you.  “Stick it on in there, big boy,” she encourages y ou urgently.
 
   You prod the head of your straining member into the crease of her snatch and lubricate it up with her juices before angling your pelvis and plunging it into Ralph’s wife.  She cries out in pleasure and starts rapidly rubbing her clitoris as you fuck her.  Soon you build up momentum and are pistoning yourself in and out of her.  You feel her vagina tighten around the shaft of your cock and she shudders with an intense orgasm, but she only whimpers softly and you suspect she doesn’t want to cry out too loudly and make her husband jealous.  Once she came, you feel that your gentlemanly duty of restraint is fullfilled so you let yourself relax and you immediately start shooting load after load of cum inside Ralph’s wife.
 
    
 
   “He’s cumming inside me, Ralph,” gasps Susan lustily.  “You like that, right.”
 
    
 
   “That’s the best way to do it,” agrees Ralph. Then he says, “Hey, Jason, watch, you’ll like this.”  With that he turns and starts madly fapping in your wife’s direction.  She holds her hands up in horror as he spurts cum all over the front of her dress.  You and Susan can’t help but break out laughing at Janice’s disgust and annoyance. 
 
    
 
   “Oh Ralph, how could you be such a filthy beast?” demands Janice angrily.  “Now I have to go back out to the party covered in semen!”
 
    
 
   Suddenly the door opens and Bob strides into the room and flips the light switch on.  You are all blinded by the ugly flourescent for a moment.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit!” swears Bob, seeing you with your limp cock still inside Susan.  “Dammit Jason, you knew I wanted to do Susan next.  I told your wife to send her in to me.”
 
    
 
   “Seriously Bob, go fuck yourself,” you say indignantly.  “I can’t believe you blow a load into my wife’s mouth and then have the gall to complain if I try to have some fun with Susan.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah Bob, do go and fuck yourself,” laughs Susan.  “I work for Henderson now, and he isn’t half the pervert that you are.  He cums his pants when I show him my bush.  I’ve got him wrapped around my finger and I could make things tough for you if I wanted, so you better play nice.”
 
    
 
   “If you think Henderson still matters around here, then you haven’t had your ear to the ground, woman.  Go clean yourself up and report to my office.  You face looks like it needs a good slap from my cock.”  Then Bob saunters out chuckling to himself.
 
    
 
   “Actually he did make me wet the way he said that,” says Susan to Janice.  “I forgot what a forceful prick he could be.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, his prick is very forceful,” agrees your wife getting flustered at the thought of it.
 
    
 
   “Jesus Janice, really?” you say, annoyed.  “Why do I feel like he just stole my thunder, Ralph?”
 
    
 
   “Bob is a damn bastard,” agrees Ralphy amicably as he cleans of his dick with a handkerchief.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, boys,” says Susan, pulling away to disengage from your spent pipe. “But I’ve got an appointment that I don’t want to miss.”  She giggles as she slips back into her dress, leaving her bra and panties on the floor.  She gives you a quick kiss and says, “You’re a good fuck, let’s do it again sometime.” Then she runs off to get her face slapped by Bob’s cock.
 
 
   Your wife looks at you with anger, frustration, and guilt.  But you can’t tell if she is more mad at you for fucking Susan or jealous of Susan’s appointment with Bob.  Ralph is philosophical and just says,  “Well I’ll leave you two to work things out.  I’m going to head out to go find a drink and try not to think about Susan’s meeting with Bob.”
 
    
 
   “It annoys me how you fucked that slut, Susan,” says your wife stiffly.  “But I understand why you did it.  Can we go home now?”
 
    
 
   You look at you wife tenderly and sigh as you put on your trousers.  “Yes, my little bread winner.  Let’s go home.”  You put your arm around her and she puts her head on your shoulder sadly as you head out to the elevators.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Curious Wife invites busty waitress to threesome with Husband
 
    
 
   John and Madeline were an upper middle class couple in their mid 40’s.  John was an executive at a financial firm and Madeline worked as a political consultant.  They loved to eat out and had been frequenting one particular fine dining restaurant named Charlie’s for years.  Last year, a young woman named Nancy started working there as a server and she quickly became John and Madeline’s favorite.  Though Nancy was only 26, she and Madeline shared a similar style and sensibility.  Both wore short hair and favored clean, understated styles.  Nancy was smart, funny, and conscientious and she sometimes reminded John of Madeline when she was younger.  
 
    
 
   For her part, Nancy found Madeline charming and thought that John was very handsome and distinguished, if a bit cold.  She got a kick out of it when she bent over to wipe the table and caught John looking down the front of her blouse at her cleavage, or at her rear.  Madeline noticed sometimes too, but she just gave Nancy a little knowing smile.  John was such a scrupulously polite and proper gentlemen, that both Nancy and Madeline was terribly amused at the idea of him looking over Nancy’s body.  Once Nancy sensed that Madeline didn’t mind it, she started bending over a bit longer than was strictly necessary around him.
 
    
 
   John and Madeline’s love live had tapered off over the years.  She and John talked it over and he tended to chalk it up to declining hormones, but Nancy worried that boredom was a factor.  One night as they were being seated at Charlie’s, Madeline decided to test a theory.
 
    
 
   “Hello John, Hello Maddy,” said Nancy brightly approaching their table.  “Sparkling waters all around?”
 
    
 
   “Very good Nancy.  Thank you,” said John, not looking up from his menu.
 
    
 
   Madeline held her menu closed in her hand and gave Nancy a wink.  “Nancy, you look very nice tonight,” said Madeline, raising her voice slightly. 
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Maddy,” replied Nancy with a smile, wondering what Madeline was playing at.
 
    
 
   “That blouse is very flattering,” continued Madeline with a twinkle in her eye.  “It really accentuates your lovely bust.  Don’t you think, so John?”
 
    
 
   “Err, sorry?” said John looking up from his menu in confusion.  “What are you asking?”
 
    
 
   “I asked if you found Nancy’s blouse attractive,” said Madeline patiently.
 
    
 
   Nancy played along and stood up straight, jutting her breasts out and pursing her lips into a small smile.  John gazed in fascination at Nancy’s full bosom for a moment and then caught himself and tore his eyes away.  “You look very nice, Nancy,” said John politely returning his attention to the menu.  “How is the Sea Bass tonight?”
 
    
 
   “The sea bass is very fresh,” replied Nancy, wagging her eyebrows at John suggestively, and flashing Madeline a quick conspiratorial smile.
 
    
 
   “John, don’t change the subject like that,” scolded Madeline playfully.  “Nancy takes great pains to look nice every time we see her, and you simply never take notice of it and compliment her on it.”  John looked up guiltily as Madeline scrunched her nose and gave Nancy a friendly smile.  “Nancy dear, those pants fit you so well.  Can I see the back?”
 
    
 
   “Of course, Maddy,” agreed Nancy amicably, turning around and putting her hands on her knees so she could jut her rear toward John.
 
    
 
   John looked at Nancy’s gorgeous round ass, snugly encased in her form-hugging jeans, and gulped.  His penis started getting hard at the sight of it and the way she seemed so eager to display it for him.
 
    
 
   “Look at that figure, John,” gasped Madeline.  “That slim waist and round bottom!  Ah, I don’t have the body I did when I was in my twenties,” she continued wistfully.
 
    
 
   “Oh you are in terrific shape, Maddy,” said Nancy quickly, worried that the little game was hurting her favorite customer’s feelings.  Madeline gave her another wink to put her at ease and then returned her attention to John.
 
    
 
   John peeled his eyes away from Nancy’s appealing rump and straightened his shoulders manfully.  “Now look here, Madeline, you are still a gorgeous woman, as everyone will agree,” he said smoothly.  “And you, Nancy, dress very smartly and are a lovely young woman.  I do apologize if I haven’t make that perfectly clear previously.   Can we please order dinner now?” he finished with a winning smile and Nancy felt her heart skip a beat under his confident gaze.
 
    
 
   Madeline turned her attention to the menu, suppressing a smile,  “Thank you, John.  Women do appreciate a compliment now and then…  I hear the sea bass is good tonight.”
 
    
 
   They placed their orders and then Madeline excused herself to go use the bathroom.  She approached Nancy as she entered the order into the computer touchscreen.
 
    
 
   “Terribly sorry if that embarrassed you dear,” said Madeline, touching Nancy on the shoulder lightly.
 
    
 
   “Not at all, Maddy, I don’t mind playing along,” responded Nancy with a smile.  The young server paused, then decided to take a leap and inquire further, “But I don’t really know what you are playing at.”
 
    
 
   Madeline looked around to make sure no one was listening.  “Well dear, I think you and I have both noticed John looking at your body with interest.”  Nancy looked chagrined and was about to respond, but Madeline held her hand up to forgo interruption and continued, “To be frank, our love life has been pretty dull lately and I am trying to spice things up a bit.  I figure drawing attention to a sexy young girl will get his blood going again.  I hope you don’t mind.”
 
    
 
   “Happy to be of service, ma’am,” joked Nancy, saluting smartly.  “I’ll help prime the pump and you can work the handle later when you get home.”
 
    
 
   Madeline laughed with delight,  “You get the picture, dear.”  She wiped a tear of laughter from her eye and says,  “And if you are going to play along, why not unfasten another button or two of your blouse?  I promise to leave you a nice tip for your efforts.”
 
    
 
   “Oh Maddy, you don’t have to pay me to flirt with a tall, handsome, distinguished gentleman like your husband,” said Nancy as she undid two buttons of her blouse.  “It will be my pleasure.”
 
    
 
   Madeline gave Nancy a shrewd look and said, “Hmm-hmm, well alright then dear.  Let’s see what happens.”  Madeline gave Nancy a playful pat on the rear as she headed off to the ladies room.
 
    
 
   As the dinner progressed, John couldn’t help but notice Nancy’s soft pale breasts dangling from her open blouse when she bent down before him.  He became flustered and shifted uncomfortably in his chair trying to hide his erection.  Nancy and Madeline both noticed his discomfiture and exchanged devilish grins.
 
    
 
   Nancy got excited by John’s reaction and she was egged on by signals from Madeline, so she decided to see how far she could go. “Here, I brought you a new napkin, John.  I see that yours is stained,” she said, bending over and brushing her breast against his shoulder.  She reached into John’s lap and took his old napkin away.  Seeing that his erection was pitching a tent in his trousers and she carefully placed the new napkin over it, fascinated by the size of the lump in his pants.
 
    
 
   “Ugh, thank you, but that’s, uh, quite unnecessary,” stammered John, blushing slightly and gazing unconsciously down into Nancy’s cleavage and she lingered before him.
 
    
 
   “Oh, do you want to keep this one?” she asked innocently.  She reached down to take the new napkin away, brushing John’s erection through his pants as she did so.  John give a start, and grabbed the napkin back from her.
 
    
 
   “No, no, that’s fine.  I prefer, to, uh, put it on my own lap, thank you,” gasped John quickly using the napkin to cover his hardon again.  His heart was racing with excitement at Nancy’s proximity and the way she casually brushed his penis.  She was so close to him that he could feel the heat from her body.  He glanced over at his wife guiltily, but Madeline just smiled back with a knowing look.
 
    
 
   “What is the matter, darling,” she asked archly.  “Servers at better restaurants always place the napkin on the diner’s lap.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, well, it’s not always, err, necessary,” stammered John in response.
 
    
 
   “What’s the matter dear, did Nancy’s cleavage cause you to pitch a tent in your trousers?” asked Madeline matter-of-factly.
 
    
 
   “Madeline!” exclaimed John in shock, the blood draining from his face.
 
    
 
   Nancy just broke out laughing in spite of herself and hurried away to save John any further embarrassment.  Her own cheeks were flushed and she was seriously aroused by the flirting.  She started fantasizing about what it would be like to actually have sex with John and she felt herself getting wet at the thought.
 
    
 
   When Nancy left, John leaned forward and whispered angrily, “Madeline, how could you talk like that in front of Nancy?”
 
    
 
   Madeline ignored his show of displeasure and leaned forward herself, putting her face close to his, with an impish smile.  “She touched your johnson, didn’t she?”
 
    
 
   “NO, of course not,” lied John poorly.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes she did, and you liked it,” laughed Madeline.  The idea fascinated her. She was stimulated by Nany’s flirting and her husband’s reaction.  It amused her and also pricked her with a slight edge of jealousy.  She couldn’t feel truly threatened by such an immature young woman like Nancy.  Also, she had been with her husband so long, she didn’t feel that she was in any risk of losing his affection.  She made a decision right then and excused herself to go to the bathroom again.
 
    
 
   She found Nancy chatting breathlessly with another female server her age. They broke off as Madeline approached and the other girl scurried away, giving Madeline a curious look.
 
    
 
   “Well, you sure primed the pump,” said Madeline.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, did I go too far?” asked Nancy contritely.
 
    
 
   Madeline took a deep breath and said, “Not yet, when do you get off?”
 
    
 
   “Uh, the rush is over now, and I am not closing, so I can pretty much clock out whenever I want. Why do you ask?” said Nancy nervously.
 
    
 
   “Do you want to come back to our place and help me pump the handle?” asked Madeline anxiously.  She had a good sense that Nancy would go along with this, but she had never done anything like this since she was a single woman herself, so she was a bit worried.
 
    
 
   Nancy stared at Madeline for a second thinking it over.  “Are you serious?”
 
    
 
   “That’s one way to spice things up between John and I,” responded Madeline, smiling tightly.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” said Nancy with a bashful smile.  “I don’t know what to say.”
 
    
 
   “Just tell the truth,” said Madeline.  “Are you game?”
 
    
 
   “I’m game if you are,” replied Nancy, looking Madeline in the eye, trying to read the older woman’s emotions.  She had never done anything like this before and she imagined that Madeline would be jealous, but the expression on Madeline’s face was difficult to read.
 
    
 
   “Wonderful, it’s settled then,” said Madeline putting on a smile to reassure the young server.  “This should be an interesting evening.”
 
    
 
   They returned to the table together without saying another word, each of them pondering the implications of what they had just agreed to do.
 
    
 
   “Honey, I felt terrible about being so rude to dear Nancy, and I have invited her back to our place for a drink to patch things up,” said Madeline casually as she took her seat.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure that’s a good idea?” asked John, eyeing Nancy with trepidation.
 
    
 
   “Perfectly sure,” said Madeline breezily.  “Nancy has always been utterly charming and served us so well all these months. We should repay the favor and host her at our home and serve her a drink or two to show our appreciation.”
 
    
 
   “I would like that,” said Nancy with an earnest expression.  “May I come, John?” she asked sweetly.
 
    
 
   John’s heart started pounding at the innuendo in Nancy’s voice and he was barely able to catch his breath enough to respond, “Well of course, you are welcome in our home, dear.”
 
    
 
   “Splendid!  Let’s go, then, shall we?” asked Madeline brightly.
 
    
 
   Nancy had been worried that it would be awkward hanging out with John and Madeline.  But she and Madeline had developed such a good rapport that they just chatted away during the drive back to John and Madeline house.  When they arrived, Nancy was impressed by the size of the home.  It was much larger and nicer than her parent’s place back in Wisconsin, and she had always considered her family to be upper middle class. Nancy craned her neck looking up at the 20 foot ceilings as they entered the great room.
 
    
 
   “Do you like this room, dear?” asked Madeline with a smile.
 
    
 
   “Swanky,” joked Nancy with a nasal accent.
 
    
 
   “John, be a darling and fix us some drinks, will you?” asked Madeline, spreading herself out on a large, expensive leather sofa.  Madeline patted the seat next to her and Nancy plopped down and leaned back with a sigh.
 
    
 
   “It feels good to relax after running around all night,” she admitted.
 
    
 
   “I assume that you will have your usual martini, Maddy,” said John walking over to the wet bar in one corner of the room.  “But what can I get you, Nancy?”
 
    
 
   “Oh a beer is fine for me,” said Nancy.
 
    
 
   John gallantly served the drinks and Nancy brought up the topic of travel.  John and Madeline went abroad several times a year, and Nancy loved to hear their stories about exotic places like Nepal and Madagascar.  In fact, Nancy was enjoying their company so much, she almost forgot the purpose of her little visit.  After a couple rounds of drinks, everyone was feeling very loose and the topic turned to Nancy’s career.
 
    
 
   “Now you have a philosophy degree, is that right, Nancy?” asked Madeline, twirling her foot playfully.
 
    
 
   “That’s right Maddy,” responded Nancy with a smile.  “It really comes in handy at Charlie’s.”
 
    
 
   “But what work do you want to do?” asked Madeline.
 
    
 
   “I really don’t know,” sighed Nancy.  “I took that major because I loved it, and my parents encouraged me, but it wasn’t practical.  It looks like I need to go get a masters to be employable, but I dread it.”
 
    
 
   “John, what do you think?” asked Madeline leaning forward and gazing at her husband.
 
    
 
   John paused and took a sip of his drink.  He had been concerned that Madeline had some shenanigans planned, but found enjoying the evening very much.  “I wouldn’t load on any more student loan debt if you aren’t sure of the way forward,” he said judiciously.  “You should try out a few different entry level jobs and see what appeals to you.  Don’t get drawn too deeply into this waitressing business.  The money might be good for now, but there is no future in it.”
 
    
 
   Nancy nodded thoughtfully in agreement.  It turned her on slightly to be getting sage, fatherly advice from the gentlemen she was planning on having sex with this evening.
 
    
 
   “Can’t you help her out, dear,” pleaded Madeline with a smile.  “Surely you know someone…”
 
    
 
   John furrowed his brow in contemplation.  “Well, yes, let me think it over more.  I sit on a board with that fellow Ericksen, who runs a business strategy consultancy.  They should have a place for a young person who can think.  I will give him a call tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   “Oh that’s a marvelous idea,” gushed Madeline.  Then she turned to Nancy excitedly, “You will love Timothy Ericksen, he’s simply brilliant.”
 
    
 
   “Wow, that would great!” laughed Nancy, surprised at her good fortune.  She had heard that you could make good connections working at Charlie’s but she had no idea it would be this easy.  Nancy casually slipped off her shoes and murmur relief.  Her feet were still sore from being on her feet all night.
 
    
 
   Madeline noticed this and had an idea.  “It feels good to take those shoes, off, doesn’t it dear?” she asked with concern.  “Why you must wish you could change out of those work clothes into something more comfortable.”  She had a sparkle in her eye as she smiled at Nancy. 
 
    
 
   Nancy shot John a devlishly glance and said, “I do feel sort of greasy right now.  I normally change as soon as I get home from work.”
 
    
 
   “Why don’t you come upstairs and let’s find you something of mine to change into.  You are much slimmer than I , but I probably have a nice belted dress that would fit you,” said Madeline, looking Nancy’s body over appraisingly.
 
    
 
   “Thanks Maddy, if it’s no bother, that would be wonderful,” agreed Nancy brightly.
 
    
 
   John shifted in his seat uncomfortably at this turn of events.
 
    
 
   “Come along, John,” said Madeline casually as she and Nancy climbed to their feet.  “Keep us company while we go get changed.”
 
    
 
   “Err, what?” he sputtered in surprise.  “You mean come upstairs to the bedroom with you two?  Certainly not!” 
 
    
 
   “Oh don’t be silly, darling,” laughed Madeline lightly, tugging him by the arm. “Why you need to change too!  Look at you, you haven’t even taken off your suit coat.”
 
    
 
   John’s blood started pounding in his ears and his forehead broke out in sweat as he looked at Nancy and his wife smiling expectantly at him.  “But that wouldn’t be proper!” he blustered nervously.
 
    
 
   Nancy waved dismissively as she went to tug on John’s other arm.  “Oh John, you are so old-fashioned.  I change in front of my guy friends all the time.  It’s no big deal.”
 
    
 
   “Certainly,” agreed Madeline with a delighted chuckle.  “No big deal.”
 
    
 
   John stood reluctantly and allowed himself to be ushered upstairs to the master bedroom with a woman on each arm.  He couldn’t believe this was happening.  His wife had never acted this way before.  When they got to the bedroom, Madeline helped him out of his jacket and tie, and then pushed him gently back onto the bed so she could pull off his shoes for him.  Nancy stood by watching meekly with her hands crossed in front of her.  Nancy’s pulse quickened as she realized that they were really going through with this.
 
    
 
   “Now don’t you feel more comfortable?” Madeline asked her husband with her hands on her hips.
 
    
 
   John sat on the edge of the bed and gazed back at his wife perplexedly.  “Yes, dear, thank you,” he muttered.
 
    
 
   “Now let’s see what we can find you dear,” said Madeline to Nancy.  “Would you mind unzipping me?”  Madeline turned her back to the young woman who approached hesitantly and gave John a sheepish grin as she unzipped his wife’s dress.  Madeline slipped out her dress casually and stood there in her bra, panties and stockings.
 
    
 
   Nancy looked Madeline up and down.  The older woman had a much fuller figure that Nancy’s.  Her breasts were bigger and her hips were wider, but she still had a sexy hourglass shape.  
 
   “Hubba hubba,” said Nancy, reaching out impulsively and running her hands down Madeline’s sides and over her generous hips.
 
    
 
   “Oh I’m fat now, you should have seen me when I was your age,” laughed Madeline happily.  “Remember, John?” she asked cocking her hip at her husband suggestively.
 
    
 
   “You still look great!” objected John, his voice cracking from nervousness.
 
    
 
   “Well, let’s see if you still think that once you see Nancy’s figure,” sniffed Madeline.  “Go ahead and take off those soiled restaurant clothes, dear,” she commanded Nancy.  “I’ll find you a shift to wear.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Maddy,” said Nancy obediently.  She looked John in the eye playfully while she unzipped her jeans and wriggled out of them.
 
    
 
   Madeline made no move toward the closet to find Nancy a dress, she just stood there in her underwear, watching her husband’s reaction as Nancy stripped of her jeans in front of him.  John’s mouth hung open as he stared at the young woman’s pale, bare legs.
 
    
 
   “I’ll just toss those in the hamper,” murmured Madeline with a motherly air, taking the jeans gently from Nancy.  “She has such thin shapely legs, doesn’t she John?” 
 
    
 
   “Uh yes, of course,” he stammered, heart pounding.  He could feel his penis growing stiff as Nancy stood in her dress shirt and panties before him, arching her eyebrow at him suggestively.
 
    
 
   “I think I’m making your husband nervous,” laughed Nancy as she started unbuttoning her blouse.  She was starting to feel a little self conscious.  She was glad that Madeline disrobed first.
 
    
 
   Madeline tossed Nancy’s jeans into the hamper in the closet and then put her finger to her lips thoughtfully.  “I don’t think ‘nervous’ is the right word, darling.”  Madeline went and sat next to her husband on the bed and reached over and gripped his stiff penis through his pants.  “Aroused is a better word, he is hard as a rock.”
 
    
 
   John yelped in surprise.  “Madeline!  What are you playing at here?” he demanded indignantly.
 
    
 
   “Playing at?” asked Madeline innocently as she unzipped John’s fly and extracted his swollen member.  “What are we playing at Nancy?”
 
    
 
   Nancy gazed with interest at John’s exposed phallus.  It was thicker and veinier than the penises of the younger guys she had been with.  “Uh, ‘fuck the waitress’ might be a good name for this game.”  Nancy finished unbuttoning her blouse and tossed it aside nonchalantly.  In spite of her cheeky comments, she found herself blushing furiously as she stood before John and Madeline in her underwear.
 
    
 
   “Look at her blushing, John,” purred Madeline as she stroked his cock.  “Be a gentleman and compliment her body, will you?  Put her at ease.”
 
    
 
   “My god, madeline, this is crazy,” gasped John as he gazed with lust at Nancy’s pale, nubile body.  Her pale bosom was barely constrained by her bra, and her erect nipples were visible, pushing through the thin material.  He ran his eyes down her shapely torso, gazing at her cute belly button, her flat belly, and her slim white thighs.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you like the way I look?” asked Nancy uncertainly, her nerve failing her.
 
    
 
   “You are terribly sexy,” blurted out John.  “Simply gorgeous!  But this is madness!”
 
    
 
   “I’m surprised at you darling,” laughed Madeline.  “I thought you would jump at the opportunity.  Here Nancy, come and sit on John’s lap.  He needs to be comforted.  This is too stressful for him.”
 
    
 
   “Alright Maddy,” agreed Nancy meekly, relieved that Madeline was taking control of the situation.  As Nancy approached the bed, Madeline yanked John’s pants off unceremoniously and flung them aside.  John’s boner stood straight up at attention.
 
    
 
   “Wow, he’s hard!” exclaimed Nancy excitedly.  The sight of his thing was making her wetter.  “How am I going to do this?”
 
    
 
   Madeline pulled John’s penis down between his legs so that Nancy could sit on his lap. John fell back on his elbows and his cock pushed back up forcing itself between Nancy’s soft, tender thighs.  She gripped the head of the penis and toyed with it distractedly, squeezing her thighs around the shaft.  The wirey hair on the tops of John’s thighs was rough under her own soft thighs and both she and John were excited by the contrast.
 
    
 
   “This is so kinky!” exclaimed Nancy nervously.  “Is it ok that I am touching your husband’s penis like this, Maddy?” she asked meekly.
 
    
 
   “Of course, dear.   Do whatever comes naturally,” breathed Madeline lustily.   She stood up and unsnapped Nancy’s bra, releasing the young woman’s breasts to swing free from constraint.  
 
    
 
   Nancy gasped in surprise to have her boobs exposed like that and was gratified to feel John’s penis twinging between her legs in response.  She renewed her attention to his knob and he groaned in ecstacy.
 
    
 
   “Look at these hard pink nipples, John,” gushed Madeline, reaching over to pinch Nancy’s breasts impetuously.
 
    
 
   “Outstanding!” agreed John, finally coming to grips with the situation.  If his wife was determined to do this, he would go along with it. 
 
    
 
   “Good, so you are starting to enjoy this game then?” asked Madeline sweetly.
 
    
 
   “Definitely,” sighed John.  “But are you sure you will be able to deal with this in the morning.  Won’t you be jealous and resentful?”
 
   “Why would I?” laughed Madeline.  “Do you intend to run off with Nancy and leave me?”
 
    
 
   “Hardly!” chortled John, shaking his head in amusement.
 
    
 
   ‘Well then, let’s all just have sex, then, shall we?” asked Madeline.
 
    
 
   “Sounds like fun!” chirped Nancy cheerfully, never releasing John’s member from her grip.  “But I was never with a couple before.  How do we do it?”
 
    
 
   “I’m not sure, I probably should have read up on this beforehand,” said Madeline thoughtfully as she unsnapped her own bra and let her breasts come flopping out heavily.
 
    
 
   “Mama, those are big ones!” gasped Nancy in surprise as Madeline’s knockers swung down.  She reached out and weighed them in her hands judiciously.  “Heavy!” she exclaimed playfully.
 
    
 
   “Look at her playing with my boobs, John,” laughed Madeline impishly.  “She likes them better than you do!”
 
    
 
   “That’s not true,” he said simply, reaching out to grab Madeline’s nipple.
 
    
 
   “Yup, his cock just spasmed between my legs again,” said Nancy.  “He isn’t lying.”
 
    
 
   “Interesting lie detector we have here,” exclaimed Madeline gleefully.  “But climb off of there for a moment, so that we can both get at his thing.”
 
    
 
   John sat up and looked down in satisfaction as his wife and their young waitress positioned themselves on  their knees between his legs.  They Nancy gazed at his cock while Madeline stroked it familiarly.
 
    
 
   “It’s so veiny!” gasped Nancy.
 
    
 
   “Yes, it got more so over the years.  I like it, don’t you?” asked Madeline matter-of-factly.
 
    
 
   ‘Oh yeah, it’s manly,” gushed Nancy.
 
    
 
   “Here, why don’t you put it in your mouth, dear?” suggested Madeline with a grin.
 
    
 
   Nancy obediently complied, sucking on John’s cock fitfully and looking up at him adoringly.  Madeline watched her husbands reaction and started rubbed herself.  Her vagina was already sopping wet and she realized that she was ready for sex.  The look of delight on John’s face as he gazed down at the young waitress dutifully sucking him off gave her pangs of jealousy but also made her stomach flip from the titillation.
 
    
 
   After Nancy had been sucking John for a few minutes with Madeline rubbing his balls helpfully and touching herself.  Madeline decided she was ready.  ‘Nancy dear, are you wet enough now?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Am I ever,” responded Nancy effusively.
 
    
 
   “How do you like it?  Missionary?” asked Madeline frankly.
 
    
 
   “I think it would be hot to take it from behind,” said Nancy, blushing slightly.  “The submissive thing feels right in this situation.”
 
    
 
   “Aptly put dear, hop up on the bed and put your ass in the air,” laughed Madeline, patting the mattress.  “Does that sound good, John?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, that’s a capital idea,” exclaimed John, jumping to his feet and accidentally slapping his wife in the face with his stiff penis.  “Oh sorry, dear.”
 
    
 
   “Not at all, I liked it,” responded Madeline with a smile.
 
    
 
   Nancy slipped off her panties timidly and stood naked before John and Madeline for a moment to let them get a look at her bush.  The she climbed on the bed and put her rear in the air, presenting her swollen labia to John subserviently.
 
    
 
   “Good girl,” said John, patting Nancy’s ass paternally.  He found himself enjoying this unusually dominant sexual role.  He and Madeline were more evenly matched and never played such games.
 
    
 
   “Oh that is hot,” panted Madeline salaciously.  She reach over and ran her hands up Nancy’s soft thigh inner thigh and over her round white buttocks, sending an unexpected shiver through Nancy’s body.  Then Madeline gripped her husband’s johnson and help guide the head between the folds of the young waitress’ vagina.  
 
    
 
   Nancy gasped in passion as John entered her.  “Oh, he’s big!” she blurted.
 
    
 
   “Slowly John,” admonished Madeline.  “Don’t hurt her.”
 
    
 
   “I can feel how tight she is, dear,” said John patiently.  He relished the sensation of Nancy’s young elastic twat stretching to accommodate his manhood.  She was hot and wet and tight, and his cock stiffened even further in response as she eased himself delicately into her.
 
    
 
   “Oh god,” moaned Nancy in spite of herself.  She didn’t normally like to be so vocal during sex, thinking it sounded fake, but she really couldn’t help herself.  This whole situation was so twisted that she was beside herself with desire.
 
   John managed to introduced half of his cock into Nancy and then started working it in and out about halfway while she panted and wriggled beneath him.  Her expressiveness surprised and gratified him.  Meanwhile, Madeline stripped off her panties and started rubbing herself openly, enjoying the show immensely.  As Nancy grew more accustomed to his phallus, John started give her little assertive thrusts which sent thrills through her body.
 
    
 
   “Nancy dear, why aren’t you touching yourself?” asked Madeline with concern after a moment of this.
 
    
 
   “Huh?” grunted Nancy blearily, her face mashed against the mattress.
 
    
 
   “Go ahead and rub your clitoris while he fucks you.  It will help you cum faster, darling,” advised Madeline, feeling oddly matronly as she did so.
 
    
 
   “Uh, ok,” said Nancy.  She felt a little weird about masturbating herself while a guy fucked her, it seemed a bit pornstarish.  But since Madeline insisted, she went ahead and tried it. 
 
    
 
   As she started pleasuring herself, Nancy’s vagina constricted tightly, gripping JOhn’s penis and he responded by fucking her more insistently, gradually introducing his entire cock into her.  The feeling of his shaft sank deeply within her pushed Nancy over the edge and she bucked and shuddered in the throes of climax.  John had to carefully will himself to relax so that he wouldn’t cum himself in response to her orgasm.  He withdrew he penis and looked over at his wife expectantly.
 
    
 
   Nancy, rolled over and looked up at John lovingly.  Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were bright with post-orgasm endorphins.  “That was amazing!” she gushed.
 
    
 
   “Yes, you were very good, dear,” said John patting her sweaty thigh condescendingly.  “Now, how do you want it, woman?” he asked his wife, pointing his stiff penis at her face slick with another woman’s juices.
 
    
 
   “I know you are feeling macho right now, but it might work better if I get on top,” laughed Madeline, tossing her husband a tissue so he could clean off his rod.
 
    
 
   “Whatever you say, dear,” he agreed amicably, laying down on his back next to Nancy on the bed.  Nancy leaned forward and gave John a kiss on the cheek before glancing at Madeline guiltily.
 
    
 
   “It’s perfectly fine to show affection to the man that just fucked the daylights out of you,” said Madeline soothingly as she climbed on top of her husband to straddle his stiff penis.  “I don’t mind, oh!” Madeline cried out in surprise as she lowered herself onto John’s hardon.  “My God, John.  I haven’t felt you so hard in years!” she exclaimed excitedly.
 
    
 
   “You like that huh?” he asked smugly, gripping his wife by her soft hips as he thrust upward into her.  He gazed with interested at her large jiggling breasts and smiled up at her.
 
    
 
   “Yes, I do, most definitely,” gasped Madeline as she bounced up and down on her husband’s cock, rubbing her clitoris frantically.  “It just took slim, sexy twenty-something to bring it out.  Nancy, be a dear and work your nubile magic on him, will you?  Maybe you can put those delicate orbs in his face?”
 
    
 
   “Aye-aye, ma’am,” joked Nancy, giving Madeline another salute.  Then she crawled over to John on her hands and knees like a lioness stalking her prey.  She dangled her boobs in John’s face and he eagerly nibbled on her nipples.
 
    
 
   Madeline felt John stiffen further in response and that pushed her closer to climax.  Then Nancy pulled away teasingly.  John strained forward but she laughed and kept her nipples just out of reach.  The sight of her husband yearning after this young woman’s ripe breasts tightened Madeline’s loins and her body shuddered as it was engulfed in the throes of an orgasm.  She collapsed onto the bed next on the other side of John and he ran a hand through her hair tenderly.
 
    
 
   “Well I managed to hold off, but it’s my turn to cum now,” said John standing up.  “And it required a valiant effort to prevent a premature release with you two sexy sirens tempting me, let me tell you.”
 
    
 
   “If you do say so yourself,” laughed Madeline, glowing with vitality from her orgasm.
 
    
 
   “Yes, quite,” agreed John with a smile, stroking his rod suggestively.  “Come and help me finish now, dear.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, John,” agreed Madeline with a smile, sliding off the bed.  
 
    
 
   “Are we going to suck him now?” asked Nancy, her eyes lit up with anticipation.
 
    
 
   “I think that’s a good way to finish, dear,” said Madeline, looking at Nancy with fondness.  She couldn’t blame her for being so smitten by John.
 
    
 
   Madeline and Nancy went down on their knees before John.  
 
    
 
   “Wow, it’s purple now,” exclaimed Nancy reaching out to touch John’s penis. 
 
    
 
   “It won’t be long now,” said Madeline knowingly, giving her husband a lewd wink.  “Why don’t you put the head in your mouth, and I will lick his balls.”
 
    
 
   “That’s an excellent idea,” said John, pushing his cock gently into Nancy’s mouth.
 
   Nancy looked up at him in surprise and started sucking obediently.  She reached down and started masturbating herself as she gazed up to see if she was pleasing him enough.
 
    
 
   John’s chest swelled up with pride at sight of his wife dutifully licking his balls while the young waitress hungrily sucked his penis and gazed up at him with love.  Within moments, he felt his scrotum tighten and he started ejaculating into Nancy’s mouth.   She gagged slightly in surprise and he pulled out to spray a load on her face.  Then he turned and offered his wife a spurt as she tilted her cheek to accommodate him, tugging on his testicles gently to encourage him.  He went back and forth shooting load after load of cum on both women’s faces until he was fully spent.
 
    
 
   “Wow, that’s a lot of cum,” observed Nancy, continuing to touch herself.
 
    
 
   “Yes, that’s a lot more than her normally has for me,” laughed Madeline with cum dripping form her chin.
 
    
 
   Nancy then she came a second time as she realized that she was probably responsible for the vast volume of John’s ejaculate.
 
    
 
   Madeline noticed Nancy’s second climax and smiled wryly.  “Are you proud of yourself for making him cum so much, miss?” she teased.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Maddy,” said Nancy contritely, as she collapsed back against the side of the bed.  “It did turn me on to be… appreciated.”
 
    
 
   John stood looking down at the two cum covered women before him, one plump and mature, and the other slim and fresh.  He felt supremely lucky to have a wife that would engineer a menage a trois like this.
 
    
 
   “Admiring your handywork?” asked Madeline, looked up at John affectionately.
 
    
 
   “Yes, I am.  I feel quite satisfied with myself,” he admitted with a grin.  “How about you?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, you fucked me quite well, dear.  That was the best sex we’ve had in ages,” admitted Madeline.  “How about you, Nancy?”
 
    
 
   “I think I’m in love with both of you,” said Nancy bashfully.
 
    
 
   “That will wear off, honey,” said John with a kind smile.  “You are still caught up in the throes of passion.”  He patted her on the head consolingly and headed off to the bathroom.
 
    
 
   “Come along, my little concubine, let’s go get ourselves cleaned up,” said Madeline climbing to her feet.  “We’ll set you up in the guest room for tonight, and tomorrow we’ll see about getting you a proper job.”
 
   Nancy couldn’t believe her good fortune as she padded naked down the hall, following Madeline to a strange new future.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

The Perverted Bridge Club
 
   You and your wife are relaxing at home one Saturday afternoon when two fellows, Matt and Chad from your bridge club stop by unannounced.
 
    
 
   “Why, Hello there, boys,” says your wife brightly as she invites them in. “To what do we owe this unexpected pleasure of your company?”
 
    
 
   “Hello, Heidi, Hello Clay,” they say greeting your wife and you and taking a seat in the livingroom.
 
    
 
   “We are sort of at loose ends this afternoon, so we thought we would drop by and pay a visit,” says Chad with a smile.
 
    
 
   “Well it's nice to see you. Let me get you two a beverage. Clay and I were having soft drinks, but maybe we should switch to something harder,” she gives you a questioning glance.
 
    
 
   “By all means," you agree, and you join your wife at the bar to mix up some cocktails.
 
    
 
   “So where are Gracie and Paige?” asks your wife referring to Chad and Matt's wives, as she hands Matt a gin and tonic.
 
    
 
   “Well, they are out with some... friends today,” says Matt with a strange smile.
 
    
 
   “I'm hearing scare quotes around the word 'friends' there," you laugh, handing Chad his standard martini and returning to your chair. Your wife casually deposits herself between Matt and Chad on the couch and crosses her legs jauntily, exposing a bit of thigh, as she hikes the hem of her dress up a bit.
 
    
 
   “They are doing sort of an... experiment today," says Chad. “But we aren't supposed to talk about it," he continues, giving Matt a significant look.
 
    
 
   You wife looks back and forth between Matt and Chad sitting to either side of her with a gaze of bemused curiosity. “What are you too playing at?” she asks with a twinkle in her eye.
 
    
 
   “You two should know you can't reveal that you have a secret around Heidi," you tell them with a chuckle. “Now she won't rest until she has pried it out of you.”
 
    
 
   “It's true, gentlemen. vee haff vays of making you taulk," says your wife, assuming a stern expression and trotting out her mock German accent.
 
    
 
   Everyone has a good laugh at her impression of a Gestapo interrogator. Matt holds up his hands in surrender. “Ok, Ok, we capitulate, Frau Heidi. We will spill the beans." He tries to suppress a smile and nods to Chad  who just wriggles uncomfortably.
 
    
 
   “You tell them!” he says excitedly. “I fear the wrath of Gracie more than Heidi.”
 
    
 
   You all chuckle at this and your wife turns her attention back to Matt. She is twirling her foot with anticipation which you know is a sign that her interest is truly piqued.
 
    
 
   “I just can't imagine what's gotten into you two," she says, gazing raptly at Matt.
 
    
 
   Matt takes a deep breath and says, “Gracie and Paige are out on a double date this afternoon.”
 
   You and Heidi exchange confused glances.
 
    
 
   “Uh, wait, what?” you say with a crooked smile. “How is that possible with you two sitting here?”
 
    
 
   Your wife turns to Chad with a furrowed brow waiting for an explanation.
 
    
 
   He sighs and says, “They met some construction workers at a biker bar who asked them out.”
 
    
 
   You and Heidi break out laughing at that and it takes you a few minutes to gain composure. But you notice that Chad and Matt are just exchanging smug smiles.
 
    
 
   “Oh, that's rich,” gasps your wife. “The very idea. You two had us going for a minute there," she says slapping Chad's shoulder playfully.
 
    
 
   “Heidi, we are perfectly serious," says Matt with a straight face. “Our wives are out on a double date with two strange men they picked up in a bar.”
 
    
 
   You and Heidi both gaze at Matt in frank disbelief. You've know these two couples for years and they are perfectly normal, upper-middle class suburbanites like yourselves.
 
    
 
   Chad clears his throat, and Heidi turns her attention to him. “Maybe we should give some background to this.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, yes, please do," says your wife, lightly, still not taking them seriously.
 
    
 
   “Do you recall that Caribbean trip, that Gracie and I took with Paige and Matt a couple of years ago?” he asks.
 
    
 
   You and your wife exchange a look of surprise that this abrupt turn.
 
    
 
   “Of course," you say. “You all talked quite a bit about that when you got back. What does that have to do with anything?”
 
    
 
   “Well we didn't tell the whole story," says Chad, looking at Matt for help.
 
    
 
   Matt leans forward and steeples his fingers. “We did a fair amount of drinking on this trip.”
 
    
 
   “What ELSE is new?” snorts your wife playfully.
 
    
 
   Matt shoots her a quick grin and resumes, “Right, no news there. Anyway, one night we were all drinking by the hotel pool. It was very late and all the other guests had returned to their rooms. But we were having a wonderful time, so we stayed up. My memory is a bit fuzzy since we were quite drunk, but basically the girls dared each other to take off their bikini tops to give Chad and I a thrill.”
 
    
 
   “No!” says your wife, her eyes bright with excitement.  “Scandalous!”
 
    
 
   “It's the sort of thing that made sense at the time," chimes in Chad. “Did we mention that we were drinking?”
 
    
 
   “But I mean, right there in the open?” asks your wife, wriggling with pleasure at the juiciness of this story.
 
    
 
   “No one was around," says Matt with a smile. “So they did it, both Gracie and Paige took off their tops and set their lovely boobs free to enjoy the mild night air.”
 
    
 
   “And believe me, Matt and I both took notice," says Chad, clearly warming up to the story.
 
    
 
   “I'll bet," you put in with a smile.
 
    
 
   “And of course, I was gazing at Gracie's pert, pink nipples, while Chad examined Paige's gorgeous orbs," says Matt, looking at your wife with a devilish smile.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, you are terrible," says your wife with delight. “Each of you looking at another woman right in front of your wives!" Heidi is obviously titillated by the story and motions for them to go on.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” says Chad rubbing his hands gleefully, “It was a surreal moment for all of us, I am sure. I mean, we have all known each other for years...”
 
    
 
   “My god, it must be twelve years by now," you add thoughtfully.
 
    
 
   “Right," says Chad, acknowledging your point. “So it was oddly comfortable, and yet...”
 
    
 
   “Perverted!” laughs your wife, slapping his knee playfully. Her foot is really twirling now and her excitement is palpable.
 
    
 
   “It was pretty twisted," admits Matt. “But then the girls notice the reaction they were getting.”
 
    
 
   Heidi glances down at Matt's crotch significantly. “You mean... down there?" she asks.
 
    
 
   “Yep, we were both pitching tents at that point," says Chad proudly.
 
    
 
   “I guess you weren't TOO drunk yet then," you say with a chuckle, shifting in your seat to hide your own growing hard-on. “Whiskey dick hadn't set in yet.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, Clay!" chides your wife, wrinkling her nose at your off-color remark.
 
    
 
   “So Paige points out our erections to Gracie and says something like 'Haven't seen one of those in a while.'” says Chad ruefully.
 
    
 
   “Oh boy," says Heidi, gulping with anticipation.
 
    
 
   “And then Matt jumps up and well, he just pulls his thing right out and says something about having some juice left in him or something," says Chad giving Matt a teasing smile.
 
    
 
   “I was pretty drunk, and I sort of felt like my manhood was being challenged," admits Matt and he actually seems to be blushing slightly.
 
    
 
   “You didn't!” exclaims your wife, cackling with delight.
 
    
 
   “Oh he did! I was sitting right there," laughs Chad. “He pulled his johnson right out, standing at attention for the world to see. I wasn't too impressed," he adds mildly with a modest tilt of the head.
 
    
 
   Everyone laughs at that, but it's a jittery, over-stimulated sort of laugh.
 
    
 
   “No I guess you weren't impressed, but your wife sure was," returns Matt with a good natured smile.
 
    
 
   “True," admits Chad. “The girls broke out laughing and whistling when Matt pulled his shorts down but Gracie couldn't take her eyes off of Matt's manhood. Paige noticed Gracie's fascination and impulsively encouraged her to grab it if she wanted. Matt eagerly thrust it into Gracie's face, but I objected.”
 
    
 
   Matt cut in at this point, sweating and aroused to recount the tale. “So Paige just reached over and yanked Chad's thing out.”
 
    
 
   “I... I just can't picture meek little Paige doing that..," says your wife with amazement.
 
    
 
   Matt smiled knowingly in return. “Oh you don't know that side of Paige. She is quiet in company, but she's a hellcat between the sheets.”
 
    
 
   “I'll say," agrees Chad.  “She went right to work on my stiffy. Once Matt saw that, he practically slapped Gracie in the face with his wang, and to my surprise, Gracie just open her mouth and took it right in.”
 
    
 
   “Let me get this straight," you say holding up your hands. “You guys are saying that you basically swapped wives during that Caribbean trip." You find this almost impossible to believe. You've spent a lot of time with both couples and you never suspected.
 
    
 
   “And most amazingly, bossy Gracie, submitted to having Matt's cock thrust in her mouth while retiring Paige practically tore Chad's shorts off," she is so thrilled by the story that she claps her hands gleefully.
 
    
 
   Chad surreptitiously rearranges the tent in his own trousers and says. “Pretty much. That's when we started swinging.”
 
    
 
   “Started?” you ask with a raised eyebrow.
 
    
 
   Matt leans back and takes a sip of his drink. “Come on Clay, you know how it is... A married couple together for years and years... Pretty soon the spark starts to dim a bit.”
 
    
 
   “Of course, we still love our wives deeply," asserts Chad. “And they are completely committed to us.”
 
    
 
   Heidi wags her finger and squints at Chad. “You know a lot of little weird comments over the years are starting to make sense now." She turns to you with a smile. “Think back to all the times those four rode together to various events even though they don't live very close to each other, Clay.”
 
    
 
   “That's true,” you admit thoughtfully. “But I never suspected something like... this was going on." You add making a face of disgust.
 
    
 
   “Don't be so judgmental," chirps Matt defensively. “How often do you and Heidi have sex these days?”
 
    
 
   “Well, that's... that's beside the point," you sputter, caught off-guard by the question.
 
    
 
   Chad takes Heidi's hand gently. “Well, Heidi?” he asks tenderly.
 
    
 
   Your wife looks wistfully into Chad's eyes for a moment and then averts her gaze. “Once a month maybe?” she says softly. She sounds a little choked up and it breaks your heart a little to hear how upset she is suddenly. Of course you had discussed it over the years, and you tried to reignite things once the kids moved out. But there always seemed to be something else to do each evening.
 
    
 
   “Ugh," you say, perplexed at this turn in the conversation.
 
    
 
   “The fact is that swinging a little bit has really fired up our sex lives. Seeing Matt get all excited by my wife's body reminds me what a sexy woman Gracie is," says Chad blushing slightly. “And frankly, when they have sex, it really stirs me up inside. I feel... challenged. It's been a long time since I've had to compete with another man for Gracie's attention. So even when it's just her and I together, the sex is amazing.”
 
    
 
   “It’s the same for Paige and I," gushes Matt. “I just think about how eagerly she goes down on Chad, and it burns me up. I feel that I have to top him and show her that I am a better lover.”
 
    
 
   Your wife is staring at Matt with her mouth hanging open in amazement. “So how often do you two... do it?” she asks him with interest.
 
    
 
   “Oh every day," he says with a boastful smile, casually patting her on the thigh.
 
    
 
   “Whoa," responds your wife, and you notice her glancing at the bulge in Matt's trousers.
 
    
 
   He sees her looking and rudely reaches down to adjust his erection right in front of her.
 
    
 
   “Hey, do your wives know you are telling us this now?” you interject, uncomfortable with that little exchange.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Paige insisted that we try to recruit you two today," says Matt glancing at you shyly.
 
    
 
   When you realize what he is suggesting, you feel your face heating up.
 
    
 
   “Hey!” shouts your wife laughing happily. “Is your slut wife trying to get with my husband or something?” she teases.
 
    
 
   “Yes, actually," he answers matter-of-factly, letting his eyes linger on Heidi's bosom for a moment longer than necessary.
 
    
 
   Heidi cackles with hysterical laughter at the idea and slaps his leg.
 
    
 
   He reaches over in turn and grasps her thigh familiarly. “What do you think of that idea?” he asks her lustily.
 
    
 
   “Why, it's just outrageous," gasps your wife with a smile. “I mean I don't know what to say. We've known you all these years... Honey, help me out here!” she says turning to you as she gestures awkwardly.
 
    
 
   “I am as taken aback by this as you dear, believe me," you stammer, but then you think of something they said earlier and decide to change the subject. “But what's this business with the construction workers all about?” you ask.
 
    
 
   “It's an experiment that Paige and Gracie cooked up. We've all enjoyed pushing past the boundaries of propriety with the swinging. Now they want to see how far they can take this," says Chad with a lewd smile.
 
    
 
   “And?” asks your wife, hanging on his every word.
 
    
 
   “And, some stranger construction workers are probably fucking our wives right as we speak," he says spreading his hands and giving her a little wink.
 
    
 
   “You've got to be kidding," she says, aghast. “Isn't that... dangerous?”
 
    
 
   “Well, we bought the girls pepper spray," says Matt judiciously. “Also, they agreed to stay together the whole time. And don't forget that Gracie is a black belt. I just hope they don't hurt the construction workers.”
 
    
 
   “Wow," you say and your mind is truly blown. “You think you know people and then all of a sudden, there is this wild revelation.”
 
    
 
   “Shocking, isn't it?" says Matt smiling at your wife as he continues to squeeze and rub her thigh.
 
    
 
   “Whoa, there Matt," says your wife, putting her hand on his. “That's a little fresh, mister.”
 
    
 
   “Don't you like it?” he asks her, shifting in his chair so that his erection is more obvious. Heidi's eyes widen at his overture. She gazes at his crotch and the glances over at you guiltily.
 
    
 
   “Well, the attention is very flattering, I'm sure," she stammers, looking at you pleadingly.
 
    
 
   “You are a very beautiful woman, have I ever told you that?” he hurries on before you can interrupt.
 
    
 
   Your wife sees the frank lust in Matt's eyes and her look softens. “Oh, Matt. No of course you never told me that.”
 
    
 
   “Why do I feel as though we've all fallen down the rabbit hole here," you laugh awkwardly. Your stomach is churning and your palms are sweating at the sight of your old friend Matt hitting on your wife.
 
    
 
   “I've had that feeling for years now," chuckles Chad. “You'll grow to love it.”
 
    
 
   “I'm not so sure, I mean, we are pretty conservative... sexually that is," you say looking on skeptically as your wife allows Matt to slide his hand a little further up her thigh. “Don't get me wrong, I am open-minded. You folks will always remain our close friends, and we will respect your choices, but...”
 
    
 
   “You you prefer to remain indefinitely in the sexual doldrums?” asks Matt somewhat snappishly. You see that he still hasn't removed his hands from your wife's thigh and has slid it up practically to her crotch at this point.
 
    
 
   “Uh, we are happy enough, aren't we dear?” you ask your wife half-heartedly. In fact, the question has bothered both of you for some time. Your wife is obviously thinking the same thing. The salacious story that Chad and Matt told obviously got her blood flowing, and now she is in a state of high arousal. Her cheeks are flushed and her eyes are bright with excitement.
 
    
 
   “Frankly, Matt, our sex life needs some work. I admit it. But this..," she gestures toward his hand on her leg, and gulps as he gives her inner thigh another squeeze. “Uh, I mean. Wow, it's going pretty far isn't it. I mean, this is crazy! I can't just sleep with another man," She looks at Matt searchingly.
 
    
 
   “Well, I'm not just any man off the street," he says with a suggestive smile. “We've known each other for years. Besides, Paige and Gracie are both interested in... trying Clay out as it were. So while you are with another man, you husband can be with another woman. Could you handle that?”
 
    
 
   Heidi looks over at you thoughtfully. “I don't know, I never seriously considered that. Would you want to have sex with Gracie and Paige, dear?”
 
    
 
   You snort with embarrassment. “That's a damned if you do, damned if you don't sort of question, isn't it," you say shakily. “Of course, they are both attractive women in their own ways. They are both certainly fit..." You laugh nervously. “But can you honestly picture watching me having sex with Paige while I watch you having sex with Matt?” Oddly, the idea doesn't seem that ridiculous as you say it and your erection actually grows stiffer at the thought.
 
    
 
   You wife notices the bulge in your pants and says “Frankly, the idea of that actually does turn me on a little, but I don't think I could live with the consequences." She puts her hand on Matt's again as he pushes up toward her crotch, but doesn't pull it away. Then she turns to Chad. “Don't you all get terribly jealous?” she asks meekly.
 
    
 
   “Of course," he answers with a relaxed smile. “That actually fuels our sex life. We try to keep it in balance. Gracie has sex with Matt and I have sex with Paige. We both 'cheated' on the other as it were, so the acts cancel themselves out mostly. Not entirely.   There are little things, an extra orgasm here or there that cause pangs, but that's the fun of it.”
 
    
 
   “Also, we established rules up front," said Matt as he massages your wife's crotch. “We normally only have sex all together. No little trysts on the side...”
 
    
 
   “Matt, can you stop... touching my wife like that?” you interrupt. “We haven't agreed to go along with this stuff yet. Honey, isn't that making you nervous?” you ask petulantly.
 
    
 
   “It's making me very hot," she admits. He cheeks are flushed bright red now and she looks more beautiful to you now in this stirred up state than she has in years.
 
    
 
   “Let's make a deal, Chad," says Matt. “If you wife tells me to stop, I will. If she doesn't, then I think you need to reconsider your position."  Then he hikes your wife's dress up around her waist, revealing her panties which are clearly soaked. Chad looks over with interest as Matt hooks his fingers into the top of her panties and starts to pull them down.
 
    
 
   Heidi puts her hands on Matt's lightly. “Oh Matt!” she says in exasperation. Then she looks at you pleadingly.
 
    
 
   Your blood is running cold, but your erection is fully engorged at the sight of this. You are frozen by the sight and can say nothing.
 
    
 
   “What are you saying?” asks Matt, looking at her with concern. “Are you asking me to stop?”
 
    
 
   You wife looks you questioningly in the eye and you gulp.  She is clearly aroused and would go through with this if you don’t stop her.  Your torn by conflicting emotions of jealousy and arousal.  Part of you wants your wife to show her pussy to these two good friends and you unconsciously touch your erection as you realize that.   Your wife notices you touching yourself and takes that as a signal.  She sighs with resignation. “No," she says in a tiny voice. “We’re not trying to stop you.”
 
    
 
   You let out a huge pent up sigh as Matt looks at you and pulls your wife's panties down. “You will thank me for this, Clay," he says apologetically.
 
    
 
   Chad gazes at your wife's exposed bush for a moment before she pulls her dress down in embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “Don't look, Chad," she says coyly as she kicks her panties away.
 
    
 
   “Well that's the first time I saw your vagina, so it was pretty exciting," he says gripping the bulge in his pants.
 
    
 
   “Chad!” says your wife in surprise. Then she turns to you. “It feels so strange to be the center of so much... sexual attention," she says to you with an air of confidentiality.
 
    
 
   “It's alright, dear. Keep your dress down. We don't have to show nasty Chad your privates while we do this," says Matt softly as he reaches his hand back up your wife's dress. After a moment your wife gives a start and you assume that Matt is touching her labia or clitoris.
 
    
 
   “Oh Matt," she says lustily, taking his cheek in her hand and gazing into his eyes. “This is so... dirty.”
 
    
 
   “Yes it is," he says in a deep voice. “What do you say now, Clay? You wife is letting me explore her nether regions with my finger right now.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I see that. I kind of wish Paige were here to seal the deal," you say with a gulp as you look on in fascination your heart racing in your chest.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, sorry about that, old man. We are breaking the rules a bit here. Paige owes you one," says Matt contritely. He must have thrust a finger into you wife as he said this because she gasps with pleasure.
 
    
 
   “Christ!” you say helplessly as you watch your wife about to have an orgasm.
 
    
 
   “Oh boy,” she says, noticing your discomfort. She is panting with excitement but pushes Matt's hand away gently. “We better stop, Matt. Clay is upset.”
 
    
 
   Matt leans back in his seat and heaves a sigh of frustration. “I've got blue balls now, Clay!” he complains to you.
 
    
 
   “Is that my fault?” you laugh nervously. “I didn't tell you to finger my wife," But you feel weird about this. It's a bit ridiculous to let him feel her up and then make them stop.
 
   Matt just pouts and rubs his boner through his pants, while Heidi looks on in interest.
 
    
 
   “Jesus!” you say. “What do you want to do, Heidi?” you ask.
 
    
 
   “Whatever you say," she says meekly, not taking her eyes off of Matt's cock.
 
    
 
   “Well I guess you already let him touch you in a completely inappropriate way," you admit thoughtfully.
 
    
 
   “True," she agrees, looking at you curiously. “Didn't you enjoy... watching?” she asks quietly.
 
    
 
   “Well, I don't know... in some ways yes, but it's hard to take. I guess it really would bother me less if Paige were doing the same to me," you say.
 
    
 
   “That's true," interjects Chad. “It's not fair to make him watch without Paige here to service him, Matt.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I know. Sorry," admits Matt. Then his expression brightens. “Can I take Heidi into the other room for a minute?”
 
    
 
   “Uh, what?” you ask, taken by surprise.
 
    
 
   “Well you wouldn't have to watch then," he says, spreading his hands reasonably.
 
    
 
   “That sounds... kinky," says your wife with a mischievous smile.
 
    
 
   “Really?” you ask. “You want to do that, Heidi?”
 
    
 
   “He's piqued my curiosity now dear. As you said, we've crossed the Rubicon already in some ways. I promise to let you and Paige do whatever you like," she says standing up and leading Matt toward the bedroom.
 
    
 
   “I… well, alright," you stammer as they depart.
 
    
 
   Chad looks at you quizzically for a minute. “You know, I think you are missing a great opportunity. You should have just whipped it out and started masturbating.”
 
    
 
   “Come on, Chad," you object with embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “Well he's probably going to really fuck your wife now," says Chad knowingly. “He won't hold back at all.”
 
    
 
   “No, I don't think Heidi would let him," you say uncertainly.
 
    
 
   “Oh? She let him finger her didn't she?" he says with a smirk.
 
    
 
   “Yes, but that's... You know, foreplay," you counter lamely.
 
    
 
   “Would you put money on it?” he asks. “I'll bet you $100 that if we wait 5 minutes and then checked in on them, Matt will be fucking the shit out of your wife and she will be begging for more.”
 
    
 
   “Jesus, Chad!” you say.
 
    
 
   He just shrugs and looks at his watch.
 
    
 
   “Doesn't it bother you that your own wife is getting fucked by some strange guy right now?” you ask him. “I mean, even if Heidi does let Matt... go all the way. Just knowing that it's only Matt, well makes it somewhat easier to handle," you say, trying to rationalize your feelings.
 
    
 
   “I just hope they bring back pictures," says Chad with an evil grin. “I mean, I know what you are saying, it's just that we have been doing this a while, and I am ready for the more twisted stuff now.”
 
    
 
   You sit drinking in silence for a few minutes and then Chad checks his watch. “Well, let's go check in on the love birds.”
 
    
 
   You and he walk down the hall and stand outside your bedroom door. Your stomach drops when you hear the distinctive creaking of the bed and Heidi's muffled groans of pleasure.
 
    
 
   “Ok, you win," you say retreating, not wanting to see.
 
    
 
   “Don't you want to see?” he asks.
 
    
 
   “No, I can't," you admit.
 
    
 
   “Mind if I join them?” he asks casually.
 
    
 
   “Wait, what?” you ask.
 
    
 
   “Well, you know," he says. “I'm feeling a bit randy myself.”
 
    
 
   “But," you say, at a loss for words.
 
    
 
   “Don't worry, I will be gentle with her," he assures you and then slips into the room, closing the door softly behind him.
 
    
 
   You stand and stare at the bedroom door for minute. The creaking stops and you hear a muffled conversation going on. Soon you hear Heidi cackling with laughter and presently the creaking resumes. You feel truly nauseous now and head back to the living room to wait. They are in there a long time and you struggle with conflicting emotions of jealousy, excitement, arousal, anger and disgust.
 
    
 
   Eventually Matt and Chad emerge, both glowing with satisfaction.
 
    
 
   “Heidi's getting cleaned up," says Matt. “We both shot a lot of cum on her," he adds with a raunchy squint.
 
    
 
   “She was a good sport," agrees Chad with a chuckle. “She didn't mind doing us both at once. I was afraid I would have to wait my turn, or worse yet, just jerk off while I watched. But no, she agreed to let me stick my cock right in her mouth while Matt ploughed her from behind.”
 
    
 
   “Please stop," you say, stunned. “I can't take this.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, you'll be fine. We will send Paige and Gracie over tonight to even the score," says Matt good-naturedly.
 
    
 
   “We will clean them up first from their construction worker party. Don't worry," says Chad patting you on the shoulder.
 
    
 
   And with that, they are gone. Heidi comes back into the living room blushing furiously.
 
    
 
   “So... what would you like for dinner?” she asks meekly.
 
    
 
   And you know that you have truly gone down the rabbit hole.
 
    
 
   
  
 

The Slutty Salewoman
 
   Chapter 1 - Hard times in suburbia
 
    
 
   Rodney and Janet had been married for over 15 years when he got laid off from his position as a middle manager at a bank.  Though he still felt young in his mid-40’s Rodney had a hard time convincing prospective employers that his skill set was up to date.  Janet had worked in sales on and off over they years, so the couple decided that Janet would go find a sales position while Rodney enrolled in some night classes to brush up his skills.  She was offered a position at an enterprise software company and she struggled at first.  She was started to worry that she would lose her job when she finally made a breakthrough at a trade convention in New York City…
 
    
 
   Janet was staffing the trade booth with some other women.  Her boss, Tim had suggested that she wear a more revealing outfit than normal.
 
    
 
   “You don’t have to dress like a ‘booth babe’, but you know, it wouldn’t hurt to wear something that, uh, shows off your figure,” he had said eyeing Janet’s ample bosom and narrow waist.
 
    
 
   Janet had reluctantly agreed.  She just wore a slightly tighter blouse and a snugger and shorter skirt than normal, but she did find that the visitors to the booth were much more receptive to her sales pitch.  Oddly, the women were more open to her as well which she didn’t fully understand, given that they all seemed straight.  Janet was starting to feel much more hopeful as she collected more and more prospect information.  But things really picked up when a previous prospect, Jim Neighbors, senior manager at a midwest auto parts dealer stopped by the booth.
 
    
 
   “Why hello,” said Jim gazing shamelessly at Janet’s cleavage.  “Janet, isn’t it?  You submitted a to us over at PartsCo last month didn’t you?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Jim,” said Janet giving him a smile.  “It’s nice of you to remember.  I haven’t heard from anyone on your team for a few weeks.”
 
    
 
   “Well, you know.  We need to get three proposals and then I need to see reports from my operations and development folks outlining the pros and cons.  All the standard, due diligence,” Neighbors looked Janet’s body up and down as he talked, totally unconcerned about how obvious he was being.
 
    
 
   Janet glanced over at her co-worker, Carla who gave Janet a knowing smile and looked like she was struggling to keep from laughing.
 
    
 
   “Ahh, yes of course,” said Janet, blushing slightly at Jim’s attention to her body.  “We certainly shouldn’t try to rush the process.  But was there any more information that I can give you now?  Maybe we can drill down into various modules?”
 
    
 
   Carla couldn’t help but snort in amusement at the lewd smile that Jim gave Janet when she said “drill down.”  Janet blushed an even deeper shade of red, regretting her accidental innuendo.
 
    
 
   “Well, yes, we should drill down into your… product,” he said with a twinkle in his eye.  “Why don’t you come have dinner with me tonight and you can give me… more information about what you have to offer.”
 
    
 
   Carla had to turn away, giggling at Jim’s suggestive phrasing.  Janet felt her face burning with embarrassment, but she squared her shoulders and smiled as brightly as she could.  “That sounds great, Jim.”   She consulted her watch.  “Well it’s 5:30 now.  We will be wrapping up soon.  I have to help Carla pack up the booth.  Shall we meet in the lobby at 7:00 and go grab a steak at Del Frisco’s?”
 
    
 
   “Outstanding idea,” said Jim enthusiastically, looking at Janet’s shapely legs.
 
    
 
   They exchanged cards and Neighbors strutted off, his chest puffed up in pride.
 
    
 
   “Oh. My. God,” shrieked Carla with laughter.  “That old guy could not take his eyes off your body, Janet.”  Carla was much younger than Janet, being in her twenties, but she had started around the same time, so they had become friends.
 
    
 
   “Carla, he’s not that old,” sighed Janet.  “He’s probably only five or six years older than I am.”
 
    
 
   “Well you look a heck of a lot younger,” said Carla, admiring Janet’s figure.  “You are like a MILF.”
 
 
   “Carla!” laughed Janet.  “Watch your language, young lady.”
 
    
 
   “Are you going to tell your husband about this tete-a-tete with Neighbors?” asked Carla with a smirk.
 
    
 
   “Well, no… It’s just a business dinner after all…” said Janet, avoiding her gaze as she helped pack up the marketing brochures.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, sure it is,” snorted Carla.  “That guy wants to drill down into you, not the product.”
 
 
   “Oh boy,” said Janet looking over at Carla with a worried expression.  “Did you get that impression, too?”
 
    
 
   “Of course,” said Carla with an impish smile.  “The question is, ‘how far will you go to close a sale?’  I wouldn’t go very far with that guy, maybe a handjob with my top off, but that’s it.”
 
    
 
   Janet broke out laughing.  Carla was always making inappropriate sexual jokes.  “But if he was younger and better looking you would go farther?” she asked her young friend with a smile.
 
    
 
   “Maybe,” said Carla with shrug, tossing her hair flippantly.  “That PartsCo deal is worth a lot of money.  I’ve given out handjobs for a lot less: dinner, movie, and a guilt trip.”  Then Carla changed to a more serious tone and looked at Janet with concern, “But what will you do if he comes on to you? ”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know,” replied Janet, biting her lip.  “I guess I will just figure out a way to politely decline.  I’ll tell him I’m a married woman.”
 
 
   “You don’t sound too sure of yourself,” said Carla squinting at her.  “If you don’t close a deal soon, you might lose this job.  Maybe you should fool around with Neighbors a little.  Your husband never needs to know about it.  Jeez, you’d be helping him out, really.”
 
    
 
   “He wouldn’t see it that way,” chuckled Janet bitterly.  “I mean, things have certainly cooled down between us, sexually, over the years… But he would still be jealous.”
 
 
   “That’s why you don’t tell him,” said Carla, looking around to make sure no one was eavesdropping.  “Seriously, if Neighbors goes after you, just let him cop a feel, maybe give him a tugjob.  Who knows?  It might be fun!  When’s the last time you saw a strange penis?”  Carla gave Janet a mischievous grin as then finished closing up the stall.
 
    
 
   “Carla, you are just terrible,” laughed Janet.  “So young and full of hormones…” Janet shook her head.  “I’m going to go take a shower and change for dinner.  I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   As she prepared for dinner, Janet thought about her conversation with Carla.  Carla seemed pretty loose, sexually.  Maybe she actually would fool around with a client to close a deal.  Janet was surprised to find that the idea of being with another man appealed to her somewhat.  She loved Rodney deeply and she would never leave him.  But their sex life had languished in recent years and she thought of him more of a life partner than a sexual partner lately.  If she lost this job it might actually hurt him more than finding out she had fooled around with another man.  She was confident that he would forgive her a minor indiscretion.  She had always been faithful all these years.  
 
    
 
   She admired the way she looked in the mirror.  She still had a nice body after all these years, but she didn’t show it off much.  It felt good to get all that attention today.  With that in mind, Janet put on another tight blouse and short skirt.  She didn’t wear a bra and left her three buttons of her blouse undone to show off her cleavage, idly hoping to entice Neighors.  But then she shook her head as she headed out the door.  “This is silly,” she said to herself.  “Neighbors hasn’t even made a pass at me.  And another thing, what if we did fool around and I still didn’t get the deal?  I’d feel like an idiot.  It’s foolish to even consider this stuff.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Janet met Neighbors in the lobby and he whistled in admiration when he saw her  He held her at arms length and looked her up and down lasciviously.  “Janet, you are a simply gorgeous lady.  I hope you forgive me, but I am not going to be able to keep my eyes off of you tonight.”
 
 
   Janet laughed demurely,  “That’s very nice of you to say, Jim.  But let’s go eat, now, shall we?  I’m starving.”
 
    
 
   “Certainly,” he said, offering her his arm.  “I like a woman with a healthy appetite.”
 
    
 
   They took a cab to Del Frisco’s which is a fancy corporate steakhouse.  During the ride over, they chatted about their spouses and took turns showing photos of their children.  Janet relaxed as it was firmly established that they were both happily married.   They arrived at the place and were seated immediately.  Janet was glad that her boss had made standing reservations for the entire week of the convention because the place was packed.
 
    
 
   After they were seated and had placed their orders, Janet leaned forward and said, “So let’s get down to business, shall we?”
 
    
 
   Neighbors gazed down at her cleavage and smiled broadly,  “Oh yes, let’s.  Now look, most of these software suites are roughly comparable.  Maybe yours is a bit more expensive, but the others require more customization so for me, the differentiating factor is customer service.  I want a company that goes above and beyond the call of duty.”
 
    
 
   “Well, you know, we have the highest rated customer service in this space.  I assume you saw the Gartner report?” said Janet smoothly, trying to ignore Jim’s lewd attention to her boobs.
 
    
 
   “Sure, sure,” said Neighbors dismissively.  “But what I want is that personal touch, the intangibles that don’t come across in cold corporate report cards.”
 
    
 
   “Uh, Ok,” gulped Janet.  “Well, I will be your dedicated sales representative.  You can contact me at any time and I will work closely with you to make sure you are happy.”  This is just the sort of thing that all sales reps say, but Janet felt weird saying it in this context.
 
    
 
   “Yes, that’s what I want to hear,” said Neighbors reaching over to put his hand on Janet’s thigh.
 
    
 
   Janet’s pulse quickened as Jim rubbed her thigh.  A thrill ran through her body as a strange man touched her thigh for the first time in years.   She was torn and couldn’t decide whether to tell him to stop or not, so she just smiled weakly at Neighbors.
 
    
 
   “Janet, can I ask you a question?” he said softly.
 
    
 
   “Sure, Jim,” she stammered, her breath coming faster as she tried to ignore the way he was sliding his hand along her stockinged thigh and up under the hem of her skirt.
 
    
 
   “Why didn’t you wear a bra tonight?” he asked simply.
 
    
 
   Janet expelled a heavy breath and put her hand on top of Jim’s, but she didn’t pull his away.  She steeled herself and coyly responded,  “Why, is that a problem?”
 
    
 
   Jim laughed and slipped his hand down between her legs to tickle her inner thighs.  She gasped in response but said nothing.  “Oh, no.  I was just wondering if you were planning on unbuttoning a few more buttons and showing me… a little more.”
 
    
 
   Janet’s heart was racing and she felt herself getting wet from Jim’s advances.  “Uh, it’s pretty crowded in here…” she said nervously looking around the bustling restaurant.
 
    
 
   “Yes, it is, isn’t it,” he said devilishly as he rubbed her thigh.
 
    
 
   “You are very naughty,” said Janet, struggling to catch her breath.
 
    
 
   “I thought you wanted to make me happy…” he said with a playful pout.
 
    
 
   “Oh boy,” gulped Janet.  She had to admit, that the idea of flashing her tits to a client in a crowded Manhattan steak house did turn her on.  She surreptitiously unfastened a couple more buttons of her blouse but held it closed.  The server stopped by and Janet nearly had a heart attack.
 
    
 
   “Can I take these plates away, folks?” asked the attractive young woman.  She gave no sign that she noticed how far Janet’s blouse was undone.  She just smiled and cleared the table.  “I’ll be right back with a dessert menu.”
 
    
 
   When the server departed, Janet gave a quick look around the restaurant and whispered, “Are you ready?”
 
    
 
   “Whenever you are,” responded Neighbors hungrily.
 
    
 
   The place was too crowded to say for sure, but when Janet felt that probably no one was watching she opened her blouse quickly and let Jim see her nipples.  They were stiff  already but she pinched them for emphasis, smiling at Jim sweetly as she did so before quickly closing her blouse again.
 
    
 
   “I say!” he exclaimed, “That’s good stuff!”  Sweat was beaded up on his forehead and his eyes were glassy with lust.
 
    
 
   “Did you like that?” Janet asked innocently.  She was amazed that she had the guts to do it, but now she felt that she had Neighbors in the palm of her hand.
 
    
 
   “Feel for yourself,” he said gruffly, grabbing her hand and putting it in his lap so that she could feel the lump in his trousers.  Janet laughed in surprise and just then the server came back with the dessert menus.
 
    
 
   The young woman delicately ignored the fact that Janet had her hand in Jim’s lap and just started explaining the dessert specials.  “We have a pomegranate creme brulee with an apricot preserve on the side.  Also a special port.”
 
    
 
   As the server went on, Janet mischievously squeezed Jim’s bulge causing it to grow stiffer and also causing all the blood to drain from his face.  The server studiously completed reciting the specials and waited for their order.
 
    
 
   “Are you going to have anything, darling?” Janet asked Jim sweetly, pretending to be his wife.
 
    
 
   “Oh no, I’m fine,” he croaked, barely able to breathe.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure?” asked Janet, squeezing his thing insistently while the server stood by.  Janet assumed  from the way she blushed slightly that the young woman suspected what was going on under the table, but she did a good job of looking toward the ceiling as she waited for the order.  Jim was clearly too stricken to respond, so Janet gently released him and put her hand primly back into her lap.
 
    
 
   “We are fine, dear.  Just the check, please,” said Janet.
 
    
 
   “Certainly, ma’am,” said the server with relief and hurried away.
 
    
 
   “Janet, that was… wow,” stammered Jim wiping his brow with his napkin.  “I thought I was going to have a stroke when you gripped me in front of the server like that.”
 
    
 
   “What was that in your pocket, anyway?” asked Janet fiendishly.  “Are you carrying a billy club in your pants?”
 
    
 
   Jim just broke out laughing as the server brought the check.  Janet put her own card down and help up her hand when Jim started to complain.  “Oh no, I insist.”
 
    
 
   Jim put his wallet back and nodded graciously, “Alright, thank you, Janet.”
 
    
 
   Janet’s mind was reeling as they walked out to grab a cab back to the hotel.  She couldn’t believe that she had flashed her boobs and grabbed a strange man’s crotch.  The fact that Jim was a prospective client suddenly meant nothing.  She felt an incredible rush as she discovered this sexually aggressive side of herself.  She was also starting to suspect that she might be an exhibitionist which she had never really considered before.  So she was lost in thought when Jim started talking.
 
    
 
   “What’s that?” she asked in confusion.
 
    
 
   “Here’s a cab, Janet,” he said patiently.
 
    
 
   As they were driving back downtown, Jim said, “Wow, that was some dinner.  I won’t forget that one any time soon.”
 
    
 
   “Why is that, Jim?” asked Janet, casually allowing her blouse to fall open again, exposing her large pale breasts.
 
    
 
   “Uh,” he said, at a loss for words as he stared at her hard pink nipples.
 
    
 
   Janet casually unzipped Jim’s fly and extracted his penis in the darkened back seat of the cab.  It was a familiar action, which she had done with her husband countless times, though Jim’s phallus was smaller and more crooked than Rodney’s.  But this cabbie was more observant than the ones back home.  He looked in the rear view mirror suspiciously.
 
    
 
   “Hey, what are you doing back there?” he demanded.
 
    
 
   “Why we are just trying to have a business conversation,” replied Janet indignantly.  “Just drive please and mind your own business.”
 
 
   “If you make a mess back there, it is my business,” muttered the cabby to himself.
 
    
 
   Jim stared in amazement at Janet’s audacity and gripped her boobs in his hands as she gently stroked his cock.
 
    
 
   “Now where were we?” asked Janet.  “Oh yes, as I was saying, we strive to give our customers the very best experience possible.”  She tugged on Jim’s member for emphasis.  “So if there is ever any way I can be of assistance, don’t hesitate to call me.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes,” he said distractedly pinching her nipples with fervor.
 
    
 
   Janet stroked him more and more firmly until she felt him on the verge of ejaculating, then she stopped suddenly and pulled away from him, closing her blouse modestly.   The cab was just pulling up to the hotel, so she felt that she timed things pretty well.  “Well, here we are!” she said brightly, hopping out of the car.  Then she bent over and whispered to the driver, “Don’t worry, I stopped before he could make a mess.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you, ma’am,” said the driver grudgingly.
 
    
 
   “Good night, JIm.  I had a marvelous time,” she called buttoning her blouse rapidly.  
 
    
 
   “Janet, wait!” cried Jim, flinging cash at the driver and awkwardly struggling to  zip up his fly and climb out of the car at the same time.  “Don’t you want to come up and have a night cap?”
 
    
 
   “No thank you,” she called politely over her shoulder.
 
    
 
   “But, but, what about customer service?” he said, trailing after her, trying to keep his voice down as passers by looked at him oddly.
 
    
 
   “Why, customer service is for customers, Jim,” replied Janet, stopping in her tracks and putting her hands on her hips.  “Surely you know that.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I see,” he said distractedly, nursing his crotch to hide his raging hardon.
 
    
 
   “Good night, then,” she said cheerfully, giving him a hug and peck on the cheek.
 
    
 
   “Yes, good night, Janet,” he said, gazing with longing at her nice round rump as she sashayed away.
 
    
 
   The next day Janet met with time and Carla in one of the hotel suite reserved by her company for staging, to plan the day’s activities.
 
    
 
   “Carla, I need you to write up a revised proposal for PartsCo.  Change the support plan to a three year term at the platinum level,” said Janet sternly, pouring herself a cup of coffee.
 
    
 
   Tim nearly choked on his coffee, “Janet!  Do you realize that practically doubles the cost of the project?  You are going to sink the entire deal!”
 
    
 
   “I met with Neighbors last night and he said that service was our companies differentiating advantage,” said Janet, giving Tim a steely look.
 
    
 
   “Service huh?” asked Carla wagging her eyebrows at Janet behind Tim’s back.  “Sounds like the meeting went pretty well.”
 
    
 
   “I think so,” said Janet smugly.  “He revealed that offering an outstanding customer experience would help us stand apart from the competitors.”
 
    
 
   “Are you sure they won’t get sticker shock?” asked Tim skeptically.
 
    
 
   “Do you really want us to be the budget option?” returned Janet forcefully.
 
    
 
   Carla just smiled at Janet in admiration.
 
    
 
   “Ok, we do it your way,” said Tim rubbing his head.  “But this will be your show.  If it goes through you will win big.  If it tanks… well, you know what happens.”
 
    
 
   “I am OK with that,” said Janet, calmly meeting his gaze.
 
    
 
   They completed their plans for the day and Carla took Janet aside as Tim left the room.  “So how far did you go?” she asked scandalously.
 
    
 
   “I’m sure I don’t know what you are talking about, darling,” sniffed Janet, putting her nose in the air.
 
    
 
   “Ok, play dumb, that’s fine.  Just answer me this, straight or crooked?” asked Carla with a lecherous grin.
 
    
 
   “Crooked and small,” laughed Janet with a wink, turning to walk away.
 
    
 
   Carla just put her hand to her mouth in disbelief and then broke out laughing.  “I didn’t think you had it in you!” she called.
 
    
 
   “I haven’t had it in me… yet,” replied Janet as she walked out the door.  She heard the cackle of Carla’s laughter all the way down the hall.
 
    
 
   When she returned home to Rodney, Janet didn’t feel the slightest pang of guilt.  It’s true that she enjoyed her little encounter with Neighbors, and she actually felt that she had a sort of sexual awakening.  But she was was sure that Rodney would forgive her.  She was more worried that she had overplayed her hand and the dread of losing the sale and possibly her job loomed over her.  Then one day, she got a call at home as she was ready to head to work.
 
    
 
   “Carla? This is Tim,” said her boss as she answered the phone.
 
    
 
   “Hello Tim, I am on my way in now, what’s the matter?” asked Janet with dread.
 
    
 
   “I just got a call from Jim Neighbors.  PartsCo is going to sign your revised proposal.  He wants you to fly out personally to close the deal.  Congratulations, Janet.  This is an incredible coup!  This single sale should put you right into the President’s Club,” Tim was astonished and thrilled.
 
    
 
   Janet’s heart beat faster, “He wants me to close the deal, huh?”
 
    
 
   “Yup, you’re a charmer.  Get yourself booked on a flight out to Chicago next week and go ahead and take a few days off, you earned it. Great job.”
 
    
 
   “What’s that all about?” asked Rodney, walking into the room in his bathrobe, unshaven and with his hair a mess.
 
    
 
   Janet paused and looked at her husband fondly for a moment.  Now she felt that pang of guilt.  Rodney had taken care of her all these years, going out and earning the money while she stayed at home and raised the kids.  Now here he was down on his luck, but what would he say if he knew how she got the PartsCo deal?
 
    
 
   “It looks like PartsCo is going to sign the revised proposal,” she said with a weak smile.
 
    
 
   “Wow, that’s great, dear,” said Rodney, shuffling over in his slippers to give her a hug and a kiss.  “I know you’ve been worried about that since you got back from that trade show.  This should really cement your position at  your new job.”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” said Janet, misting up slightly, touched by how earnest and loving her husband was.  She clung to him for a moment, rocking back and forth as they embraced.
 
    
 
   “Why, what’s the matter?” he asked her with a smile, running his hands tenderly through her hair.  “You should be happy.”
 
    
 
   “I’m thinking about what I will have to do to… close this deal…” she said, looking him in the eye sadly.  
 
    
 
   “What the travel?” he asked perplexed.
 
    
 
   Janet hesitated for a moment, but she decided it would be cruel to reveal what she had done.  “Yes, I will need to fly to Chicago a lot,” she sighed.  “We could get by without this job of mine, couldn’t we?”
 
    
 
   “Sure we could, dear,” said Rodney bravely.  “We have our savings.  Maybe we could sell this place now that the kids are off to college… get something modest, a little cottage maybe.  We would get by.  Besides, I am sure I will find a job eventually.”
 
    
 
   Janet gazed at her husband with a smile on her face,  “Won’t you miss me when I’m on the road?”
 
    
 
   “Sure I will, but I’ll live,” he said pulling her close again.  “Job or no job, either way, we’ll be fine.  However you want to do it.”
 
    
 
   Janet felt Rodney’s penis getting hard and pressing against her groin and found herself inappropriately thinking about Jim Neighbors and what his crooked little penis would feel like inside her.  Turned on by the thought, she dropped to her knees before her husband and pulled his shorts down so she could suck on his johnson.
 
    
 
   “Whoa, that’s a nice surprise,” said as she licked and sucked on his thing.
 
    
 
   “Well, I am going to be out of town next week, so we should get some sex in now,” she said, unbuttoning her blouse. “Beside, Tim gave me the day off.”
 
    
 
   Soon they were both undress and Janet lay on her back on the kitchen floor as Rodney earnestly worked his penis in and out of her, missionary style.  She closed her eyes and pretended that it was Neighbors on top of her, and that she was only doing it to close a big business sale, and suddenly she cried out as a climax overtook her. 
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Section 4 - Porn Koan, The Zen of Erotic Climax
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend thinks it would be hot for you to watch
 
   "Come on," she says.  "You know you would get off on it."
 
    
 
    
 
   What’s your girlfriend doing with her hands under the table
 
   The guy sitting next to her has a weird look on his face.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend is going out drinking with your rival and his buddies
 
   "Shit!  I didn’t know you hated those guys!" she says pulling self-consciously at the hem of her miniskirt.  "It’s too late to cancel now."
 
    
 
    
 
   Your wife asks your friends if they will help her improve her blowjob technique
 
   "Just kidding!" she laughs when you get freaked out.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend likes to go sit with random guys when you ride the train together
 
   One day you see the back of her head bobbing up and down above the seat back.
 
    
 
   "He was cool." she says as you are leaving the train together.
 
    
 
   "You’ve got his cum on your chin still." you point out angrily.
 
    
 
   She breaks out laughing,”OMIGOD, that’s not cum!  I just sneezed!”
 
    
 
    
 
   Your wife thinks that letting other men fuck her in front of you will reignite your love life
 
   "Maybe they will remind you how you used to feel about me." she says.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your wife invites your buddies into the bedroom to watch her get changed
 
   But when you hear them lock the door, you really get upset.
 
    
 
    
 
   You girlfriend likes to sit on other guys’ laps
 
   She is surprised that it bothers you so much.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your girl likes to look at porn with your buddies
 
   She notices when their dicks get hard.
 
    
 
    
 
   It kind of bothers you how eager your girlfriend is to strip for your friends
 
   It only takes a couple drinks.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend doesn’t think giving a blowjob to your buddy counts as cheating
 
   "We were just fooling around." She says. "It wasn’t serious."
 
    
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend is getting ready to go out drinking with your buddies without you
 
   She asks you if the see-through bra she is wearing is sexy enough.
 
    
 
   "Why do you care?  No one is going to see that." you say.
 
    
 
   "Well, you never know." she smiles deviously.  "Things happen."
 
    
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend asks your buddies to honestly rate her body
 
   She explains to you that she will need to get naked for them to make an accurate assessment.
 
    
 
    
 
   You come home to find this fellow standing before your seated wife with his exposed johnson in her face
 
   She is rubbing and massaging his testicles enthusiastically.
 
    
 
   "Oh hello, darling," she says blushing furiously.  "I was just giving Mathew here a relaxing, err, massage." 
 
    
 
   You stand with mouth agape as she tugs playfully at his scrotum and he grunts with pleasure.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your wife walked nude into the men’s locker room at your gym
 
   Her girlfriends dared her to do it.
 
    
 
   "I didn’t have any trouble getting guys to help me scrub my back in the shower," she tells you with a twinkle in her eye.
 
    
 
    
 
   "Why are you guys all staring at my pussy?" asks your wife with a laugh.
 
   …as you and your friends stumble upon her sunbathing nude in the backyard.
 
    
 
    
 
   You wife notices you looking down the blouse of the server when she bends over to serve the food
 
   So she casually invites the attractive young woman back to your hotel for drinks once her shift is over… 
 
    
 
    
 
   You wife likes to sunbathe nude in public places
 
   Sometimes she gives little playful thrusts of her pelvis when guys stop and stare at her exposed bush.
 
    
 
    
 
   You look over in surprise to see you wife giving your neighbor a handjob on the couch.
 
   She has unzipped his fly and is stroking his cock luxuriously, sliding her hand up and down the length of his shaft from the base to the head.
 
    
 
   "What the hell are you doing?" you stammer in shock.
 
    
 
   "Just hold on one second, dear," she says distractedly, gazing in fascination at his thing while she polishes his knob.
 
    
 
    
 
   "Oh, honey, of course I do little sexual favors for my boss now and then," explains your wife.
 
   "I’m sure most secretaries do," she says blushing.  "He needs a nice soothing ball rub to relax now and then.  Or sometime I need to tug him off to relieve the tension of a stressful day."
 
    
 
   "Wait, what?" you stammer in surprise.
 
    
 
    
 
   A drunken prick at a party grabs your wife around the waist.
 
   "You don’t mind if I steal a kiss from your wife, do you, old man," he asks you as he rudely gropes her.  "She is just tooirresistibly gorgeous!”
 
    
 
   "Oh my!" gasps your wife, blushing with pleasure as he pulls her close to him.  "That’s very forward… I really couldn’t…" she says with a nervous laugh, looking into his eyes with interest.
 
   You are annoyed at how flattered she seems.   She doesn’t even try to withdraw from his embrace.
 
    
 
   He doesn’t wait for your response and just locks his mouth onto your wife’s in a fierce kiss.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your wife like the game where she pretends to have car problems.
 
   Then she takes her pants off and bends over the hood waiting for a guy to come and help her.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your boss asks you if he can take your wife on a weekend trip.
 
   "Uh, that’s up to her I guess…" you say nervously.  "Where were you planning to go?"
 
   "There is a great nude beach up the coast a little ways," he says nonchalantly.  "My own wife is too uptight to go…"
 
    
 
    
 
   You wife sometimes goes out on the streetcorner late at night.
 
   Wearing nothing but a see-through nightgown, she likes to meet new guys and blow them on the sidewalk.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your wife agrees to strip naked for some of her guy friends.
 
   "Ok, now what?" she asks them as she lays spread out nude on the living room floor before them.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your wife comes out in her bra and panties…
 
   and asks your friend to come give her a hug and a friendly kiss.
 
   "Uh, you guys?" you stammer nervously as she starts slipping him some tongue and gripping the bulge in his pants.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend agrees to blow your buddy for $20.
 
   "Just this once," she tells you primly as she unzips his fly.
 
    
 
    
 
   This guys is on top of your wife…
 
   …and he’s pumping load after load of semen into her.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your wife wants to wear a see through dress out in public
 
   "I don’t see why not.  I wouldn’t mind getting a little attention from men for a change."
 
    
 
    
 
   Your wife is wearing a transparent nightgown when your friends show up one morning
 
   "Oh, I didn’t know you guys were coming over this morning!" she exclaims, not bothering to cover herself as they file into the kitchen.
 
    
 
   "Jeez, I told you we were golfing this morning." you say, annoyed at the way your buddies are checking out her body.
 
    
 
   "Sorry," says one of your friends, eyes glued to your wife’s nipples.  "We can wait outside while you get changed."
 
    
 
   "No, no, it’s fine.  Come on in and have some coffee." she says, squaring her shoulders and jutting her breasts forward.
 
    
 
   They help themselves to coffee and join her at the kitchen table.  None of them can take their eyes off of your wife’s nice round tits,  clearly visible through her sheer gown.
 
    
 
   "Yeah, we should probably get going." you say nervously, not wanting to make a scene.
 
    
 
   "Oh sit down and relax." she coaxes, totally unselfconscious about exposing her body to these men.  "Have a cup of coffee."
 
    
 
    
 
   Your neighbor is looking at the strip of your wife’s thighs visible above her stockings
 
   "Can I offer you a blowjob?" she asks him earnestly.
 
    
 
   "What about your husband?" he stammers looking at you in shock.
 
    
 
   "I will give him one later." she laughs, unzipping his fly.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend is fascinated by the idea of a threesome
 
   "Do you want to try a threesome sometime?" she asks you.  "It’s like a fantasy where I am so sexy that multiple guys are into me."
 
    
 
   "Uh, yeah, that’s a little weird." you say uncomfortably.
 
    
 
   "Oh you wouldn’t need to take part.  You could just watch if you wanted." she says shyly.
 
    
 
   "Wait, what?" you sputter.
 
    
 
   Your girl’s best friend is visiting early one morning before you get up
 
   She is coming down the hallway toward the bathroom as you come out of the bedroom.  Your morning wood pokes unexpected through the flap in the front of your pajamas and she gasps when she sees it.
 
    
 
   "Jesus, what are you doing here?" you exclaim, trying to put your thing away.
 
    
 
   "Getting an eyeful apparently." she says, examining your rod with interest.  "Don’t put it back, let me see it." she whispers devilishly, casting a quick glance over her shoulder and gripping your swollen member with excitement.  "Wow, it’s big."
 
    
 
   Your wife is always trying to talk random pairs of guys into having a threesome with her.
 
   "They always chicken out because they don’t want to get naked in front of another guy." she complains to her girlfriends.
 
    
 
    
 
   You are walking down the street with your girlfriend and your buddies.
 
   You have all been drinking are are all arm-in-arm.  You look over and notice that one of your friends has his hand down the front of your girl’s shirt and has been squeezing her tit surreptitiously.
 
    
 
   "What the fuck are  you doing?" you shout, breaking away.
 
    
 
   He just looks at you brazenly and continues to feel her up.  ”Ask your girl, she didn’t make me stop.” he says.
 
    
 
   "Well, make him stop." you demand of your girl.
 
    
 
   "I don’t really mind, actually." she says avoiding your eye.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend reluctantly explains why she’s coming home so late
 
   You listen in shock as she hesitantly describes an extended sex session with some of her guy friends from work.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your girl is wearing a minidress with no bra or panties to go out drinking with a guy friend of hers.
 
   "I know this is a little slutty, but just go with it." she coaxes as she backs out the door.
 
    
 
    
 
   You and your buddies are watching the game when your girl walks in wearing nothing but a see through bra and panties.
 
   "Hey do you guys want to watch me try on some lingerie?" she asks.
 
    
 
    
 
   Playing pool at the bar, your girl agrees to blow this guy if she loses
 
   She sucks at pool.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend asks you if you think a handjob counts as cheating
 
   "Because I sometimes like to do favors for my guy friends and I don’t want you to freak out." she says petulantly.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your girl slides her panties off and puts them on the table
 
   All your buddies are laughing in response.
 
   "Look under the table." she tells them encouragingly.
 
    
 
    
 
   He runs his hands over her smooth white belly as he introduces his cock into your wife.
 
    Her large breasts are jiggling and she is wriggling with pleasure as she becomes accustomed to his dick inside her. 
 
    
 
    
 
   You hear the sound of a zipper from the back seat.
 
   You look in the rear view mirror to your girl kissing this guy and pulling on his cock.
 
    
 
    
 
   Some guy grabs your girl by the hips from behind at the bar
 
   She looks at you and laughs as he grinds himself up against her ass.
 
    
 
   "Wow, I am really popular with the boys tonight." she shouts.
 
   She turns to him and asks, “Are you into me or what? Feels like you got something for me back there.”
 
    
 
    
 
   You watch as another guy unbuttons your girl’s blouse and starts fondling her tits
 
   "I’m not doing anything wrong, it’s him." she says innocently, as she thrusts her chest out.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your girl explains to your friends that she likes to take it from behind.
 
   "What positions do you guys like?" she asks with a sly smile.
 
    
 
    
 
   You wife hikes her skirt up to her waist and adjusts her stockings in front of your friends
 
   "What do you guys think of my new stockings?" she asks innocently.
 
    
 
    
 
   You wife is smiling at you as she unzips his fly and pulls out his rod
 
   She suppresses a laugh as she strokes his hardon, never taking her eyes off you.
 
    
 
    
 
   your buddy is holding one of your wife’s dangling breasts in the palm of each hand
 
   while she bends over sucking on his cock
 
    
 
    
 
   you girlfriend unbuttons her blouse and unsnaps the front of her bra
 
   then she holds her shirt open so he can look inside
 
    
 
    
 
   You notice your buddies checking out your wife’s ass when she bends over in front of them
 
   She seems to be finding a lot of opportunities to do that.
 
    
 
   Your wife keeps squeezing his cock through his jeans
 
   "I just can’t get over how hard he’s getting." she explains with a guilty smile.
 
    
 
   Your wife is pulling her pants down while she sucks this guys cock
 
   She’s getting ready to go even further.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your wife likes to strip down to her lingerie in front of your buddies
 
   "Don’t be a party pooper."  she pouts when you start freaking out.  "Look how much they are enjoying this" she says playfully, pointing to the growing bulges in their pants. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Your wife is trying to convince you to let her go on a date with another guy
 
   "He keeps pestering me about it." she complains.  "Just let me just go out with him once.  It’s not like we are going to have sex or anything.  The most we will do is probably fool around a little."
 
    
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend loves to strip for other guys and tease them
 
   Then she laughs and begs you to save her as they grab her and try to fuck her.
 
    
 
    
 
   Your girl is hugging one of her guy friends and he starts squeezing her hips
 
   Then he slides her shirt up slightly and starts squeezing the  soft white flesh of her waist, just above her hips.
 
    
 
   "Why hello there." she says surprised, and thrusts her hips against his in response.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The End - Volume 2
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Introduction
 
    
 
   What is it about transgression that is so erotic?  And how is it that sexual desire fades between couples in the most loving and caring relationships?   Ester Perel gives a great TED talk on this that is worth checking out.  Her basic argument is that there is a fundamental tension between love and desire.  To love is “to have” while to desire is “to want.”  She points out that the very things that nurture love such as caring, fairness, and responsibility serve to stifle desire which thrives on naughtiness, dominance, and mischief.  The erotic mind is not polite or proper.  
 
    
 
   These are stories about loving couples who are seeking out that transgressive spark to reignite the desire between them.  The women do this by granting strange men access to their sexuality, which is normally reserved for their husband or boyfriend.  They are breaking the rules and bringing novelty and mystery back into their stable, predictable relationships.  They are shaking things up and renewing themselves as objects of desire.  This is the sense of romantic adventure that I am working to capture.
 
    
 
   This is my third collection of short stories on this topic and I feel that my prose is continuing to develop.  I have largely moved past the second person present tense which characterized my earlier work, though you can still find examples of that in the final section of this book.  I have divided the remaining stories into two sections based on the power dynamics of the women.  The first section is about dominant women who are confidently journeying into unexplored erotic territory with new men.  The second section is about women who are pursued and submit to the aggression of other men, recognizing that their misconduct will help their own husband or boyfriend see them with new eyes.
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SECTION 1: Wives Getting Owned
 
    
 
   
  
 

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

 
 
   Wife Likes to Pretend to be Ravished
 
    
 
   "Do you really think I'm a MILF?" asks your wife with a smile, rubbing your guest's leg suggestively.
 
    
 
   "Hell yeah," utters Malik.  "I would do you."
 
    
 
   "Uh, that's not really  the right way to talk to another man's wife," you complain.
 
    
 
   "Sorry, buddy," he says with a shrug. "But if your wife keeps rubbing my leg like that, I might need to whip out my junk and stick it into her."
 
    
 
   "Oh my gosh, is this it here?" gasps your wife, grasping the bulge in his pants.
 
    
 
   "Ok, that's enough," he says with a laugh, pushing her back on the couch and climbing on top of her forcefully.
 
    
 
   "Oh honey, he's molesting me," giggles your wife unzipping his fly as he reaches up her skirt and pulls her panties down.
 
    
 
   "But, you're helping him!" you exclaim in dismay.
 
    
 
   "No I'm not!" she protests as she strokes his exposed penis lustily. "He's forcing me and you are just sitting there doing nothing."
 
    
 
   "You people are funny," laughs Malik.  "I like you two."  Then he climbs up and sticks his stiff rod into your wife's mouth.  She sucks his wang enthusiastically which removes all doubt in your mind that she is anything aside a willing participant.
 
    
 
   "Honey, my god!" you shout helplessly as she sucks away on your guest’s cock.
 
    
 
   "Is this really freaking you out?" asks Malik with a lewd grin.  "I thought this was some kind of game with you two."  He yanks his phallus out of your wife's mouth and pulls away.  He pushes her legs apart roughly and she moans with expectation as he positions his large rod at the entrance of her vagina.
 
    
 
   "I-I'm not part of this game," you stutter.
 
    
 
   "Make him stop, honey, he's about to...oh" teases your wife, but she is cut off by Malik's aggressive thrust as he plunges his manhood into her willing slit.  She grips his buttocks earnestly as she starts working himself in and out of her.  "Holy shit he's big," she laughs.
 
    
 
   "Good thing you're so wet," he grunts as he fucks your wife.
 
    
 
   "This is really unacceptable," you comment lamely nursing your own boner as you watch.
 
    
 
   They just ignore you as Malik starts pumping away on your wife madly and she is panting and cooing with pleasure.  Before long he pauses, cock embedded deep into  your wife and you realize that he is squirting load after load of jism inside her.
 
    
 
   "Oh wow, your wife's pussy is really hot and tight," he says withdrawing his member abruptly and wiping his brow from the exertion.  She immediately drops to her knees before him, licking the cum from his softening dong and fingering her clit madly.
 
    
 
   "Jesus honey, do you have to be so enthusiastic about his dong?" you complain bitterly.
 
    
 
   "Sorry dear, I just can't help myself," she pants, but then she stops and your see the telltale signs that she has brought herself to orgasm.  She puts her head down and shudders as she cums while Malik looks on with amusement.
 
    
 
   "You like that, huh?" he asks, slapping your wife in the face playfully with his thick limp penis.
 
    
 
   "How dare you slap me in the face with your member!" says your wife coyly.  "So rude!"  But she is cackling with laughter.
 
    
 
   "Alright, that's enough.  You have used my wife thoroughly and made a cuckold of me, time to go!" you demand jumping to your feet and pointing at the door.
 
    
 
   "Hey, take it easy, pal," he says good naturedly as he zips up his jeans.  "We were just fooling around.  I thought you were into this.  Anyway, see you tomorrow."  He walks casually out the door and you are infuriated by how lovingly your wife watches him leave.
 
    
 
   "Was that really necessary?" you ask her plaintively.
 
    
 
   "I'm the one who should be complaining," she sniffs, putting her nose in the air and wiping cum from her cheek.  "You just sat there doing nothing while this strange man had his way with me."
 
    
 
   "You know that not true..." you say, but then trail off staring at her in amazement.  She looks at you with a little smile on her face and suddenly you both break out laughing nervously at what just happened.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Strange Gentlemen Have Propositioned Your Spouse
 
    
 
   She asks whether you could tolerate that sort of indignity.
 
    
 
   "Of course not!  Good lord, my dear!  The very idea!" you say, astounded.
 
    
 
   She grimaces with chagrin and makes a hissing sound by sucking air between her bared teeth.  ”Yes, I feared you might react this way.  You see I actually inquired into the details of this sort of arrangement. I don’t know how to justify my interest, but I was curious about the particulars.  They said they wouldn’t discuss it further unless I proved to them that I was seriously interested.”
 
    
 
   "Well of course you walked straight away at that point?" you ask, sipping your tea.
 
    
 
   "Well they said that I seemed a little too meek to be able to handle that sort of thing." she says, still grimacing.  You indulge in a chuckle in response.  Your wife is quite high-spirited.  "I must say, they challenged my pride a little.  Also, I have been thinking about how infrequently we make love of late.  I wondered if something like this might re-ignite your interest in me."
 
    
 
   "You don’t say?" you ask, incredulous, eyebrows raised.
 
    
 
   She tisks, and looks at the wall, only glancing at you furtively from the corner of her eye.  ”Well, you know, I thought that perhaps if you saw other men showing interest in me… It would remind you how you used to feel.”
 
    
 
   You reach out and take her hand.  ”My dear, come now.  You know I love you.  We have discussed this.  This is a consequence of our long marriage.  Also, my hormones level aren’t what they used to be.  Of course we aren’t going to have sex as much as we used to.”
 
    
 
   She smiles tightly at you and nods her head.  ”Right, I know, but still…”
 
    
 
   "So what happened?" you ask, searching her face.
 
    
 
   She squeezes your hand and looks you in the eye.  ”Darling, I performed an audition,”  she says seriously.
 
    
 
   "What, a pornographic audition?" you ask, shocked.
 
    
 
   "Yes." she says resignedly.
 
    
 
   "And what did that involve?" you ask, as the blood drains from your face.
 
    
 
   "Well first they had me sit on a couch and chat with a couple of young men that work for them. These boys had gentle demeanors, but they asked the most shocking questions.  ’What sexual positions do I prefer?’ ‘Do I enjoy it when a man ejaculates in my face?’  I was quite taken aback."
 
    
 
   Your heart is beginning to pump faster and you feel a strange stirring in your belly.  ”Go on” you say stiffly, urgently scanning her face as she tells her tale.
 
    
 
   She seems to grow more animated as the story progresses.  ”At first I didn’t know how to answer these questions.  I suppose that I never actually thought them through properly.  I certainly never discussed them with a bunch of strange men.”
 
    
 
   "Certainly not," you affirm.
 
    
 
   "But then I steeled myself and proceeded to answer their questions quite plainly.  ’Yes, I suppose I do enjoy performing felatio, and I would be disappointed if I wasn’t rewarded with ejaculate.’"  There is a twinkle in her eye as she says this and she slides her hand into your lap.  Your member begins to stiffen involuntarily.
 
    
 
   "Do go on," you gulp.
 
    
 
   She notices your state of arousal and slides her chair closer to yours, squeezing your penis softly but insistently.  ”Well my dear, this interview helped me establish what my sexual preferences actually are, and I must say that I was shocked at what it revealed about myself.  Also, I found it strikingly titillating to discuss these things so freely with a group of strange men. Next, they asked me which of the young gentlemen I might fancy.  They were all quite handsome and well-built fellows, but you might be surprised to hear that I actually preferred the ones that were the least well-spoken.  The lower-class boys you might say.”  With that, your wife unzips your trousers and extracts your swollen device.
 
    
 
   You arch your eyebrows, “You don’t say?”
 
    
 
   "I DO say," says your wife smiling at you mischievously and squeezing your johnson for emphasis.  "And let me tell you, once these fellows understood what my interests were and that I was consenting to explore them, they were quite forceful.  Pardon me a moment, my dear, but discussing this now is making me quite flustered, may I pause a moment?" she asks, her expression changing to one of need.
 
    
 
   You gulp again, and look down as your wife bends over and starts fellating your member.  She is applying a great deal of suction and you feel a bit of ejaculate escape.  She tastes this and makes a satisfied sound.  She sucks a bit harder then licks the head luxuriantly before sitting back up.  She hikes up her skirt and slips her panties off, looking significantly into your eyes.  You glance down and notice how enticing her milky thighs look above her dark stockings.  
 
    
 
   Your wife then resumes her grip on your penis and her story as well.
 
    
 
   "So these rather rough young men don’t care much for the niceties of wooing a woman.  One fellow  simply grabbed me and started chewing on my neck.  I must say I gasped with pleasure in spite of myself so he stopped for a moment and said ‘You, freakin out?’ or some such nonsense.  ’No, no, carry on,’ I said.  And so he did.  He brashly unbuttoned my blouse and  grasped my breasts.  Once he felt my nipples harden under his touch, he simply tore my bra away.  Then another fellow grew interested and both young men began nibbling on my bosoms.  Feasting I might say." she said with a glint in her eye.  She is watching your face for your reaction, but you can barely breathe. You feel another involuntary release of pre-ejaculate and she notices immediately.  "One moment," she says then hungrily laps the head of your penis clean.
 
    
 
   "Now, where were we?" she asks, delicately wiping her mouth with her handkerchief.
 
    
 
   "Feasting…" you gasp, barely able to breathe.  
 
    
 
   Your wife examines your pulsing member and says, “Perhaps I should sit upon that before I proceed.”
 
    
 
   "By all means," you say.
 
    
 
   She stands before you and swings one perfectly formed, stocking clad leg across your lap.  Then she slowly lowers herself down upon you.  You grunt in spite of yourself as she engulfs you with her hot, tight, wet womanhood.  You stroke her silky thighs and cup her rounded bottom in your hands.  ”Good god my dear, you are certainly aroused.”
 
    
 
   "Oh yes" she smiles, opening her blouse and placing her soft, white breasts at your disposal.  You idly notice that her bra is missing, but are distracted as she starts sliding up and down on your manhood.  You take one pert, rough nipple into your mouth as she continues.
 
    
 
   "There you are, they feasted upon my breasts just as you are now.  And I grew just as wet when they did so if I may be so blunt.  Without thinking, I reached out and seized their penises.  They didn’t pause in their feasting but generously unzipped their pants and provided me the access that I was craving.  I quite shamelessly pulled away and pounced upon the larger and harder penis releasing the other without ado.  I was quite wild with passion and I practically devoured this poor boy’s cock."  You moan with passion as she increases the pace upon your lap. 
 
    
 
   "The other fellow was nonplussed and he industriously removed my skirt and undergarments while I vigorously fellated his companion.  This accomplished, he simply plunged himself into me and the site of my passion must have inspired him because his johnson was quite stiff enough for the task and I found it deeply satisfying.  In fact it gave me pause and I cried out slightly with pleasure.  Oddly this pause in my sucking caused the other fellow to climax straight away.  He ejaculated a copious amount of semen onto my face and breasts.  These bosoms were swinging quite a bit at that point due to the pounding I was receiving from behind."
 
    
 
   Her bosoms  are bouncing in your own face just now, and you think that this added a nice bit of synchrony to her story telling.
 
    
 
   "So, I climaxed myself soon after, encouraged by the thought of how scandalous I must look being penetrated from behind with my face covered in sputum.  And the young man who was strenuously providing me with his penis took this as his cue to release his own seed.  He ejaculated within me several times, then withdrew and grace my buttocks with more of his essence.  He was very generous.  And of course this was all captured on video and quickly posted to the internet."
 
    
 
   The relation of this final ignominy cause both you and your wife to partake of a nearly simultaneous orgasm.  She grinds herself upon you as you cum and accepts all of your semen into herself.
 
    
 
   You cling to one another for a moment, both of you spent.
 
    
 
   "So what did ya really do today" you ask in your regular voice.
 
    
 
   You wife peels herself off of you gingerly and laughs harshly.  ”Gwon, ya ass.  Ya know damn well I jus came straight home from my shift at Walmart.”
 
    
 
   "If dat’s true, then where’s yer bra at then?" you ask?
 
    
 
   She just pantomimes surprise by covering her mouth dramatically, but you never do get your answer.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Black Stranger Takes Wife Away to Sit for a Nude Portrait
 
    
 
   Stephen and Janet were enjoying coffee at their favorite hip coffee shop in the Mission one Saturday afternoon.  It was very crowded and the upper class married couple drifted around indecisively with their drinks, looking for a place to sit.  A muscular black man in a tank top was sitting alone at a table reading.  He looked up and noticed the couple searching for a seat.  Then he noticed Janet’s gorgeous hourglass figure and his manhood began to swell slightly.  He jumped up and addressed them amicably.
 
    
 
   “You folks are welcome to join me,” he told them with a friendly smile, allowing his gaze to wander over Janet’s large breasts, her cleavage shown to good advantage by the plunging neckline of her dress.
 
    
 
   Stephen noticed this man ogling his wife’s bosom and hesitated to accept his offer.  Janet noticed the stanger’s interest in her chest and was flattered.  “That’s very generous of you, thanks,” she said putting her latte down on the table and holding out her hand.  “I’m Janet and this is my husband, Stephen.”
 
    
 
   “And I am Keon,” said the man. “Charmed, I’m sure.”  He took Janet’s hand in his and surprised her by drawing it gently to lips and kissing it lightly.  She blushed furiously in response at this brazen move and felt her loins grow warm.  Keon had handsome features, with a strong jaw and deep set eyes.  His hand was rough and his arms were big but his touch was surprisingly delicate.  She glanced guiltily at her husband who raised his eyebrows at her in surprise.
 
    
 
   “We don’t want to inconvenience you,” said Stephen stiffly, standing and not putting his coffee down.
 
    
 
   “Oh, it’s no inconvenience at all,” said Keon smoothly, gazing placidly at Janet’s breasts.  “Your wife is quite easy on the eyes and I won’t mind getting to know her better.”  Janet and Stephen exchanged another awkward look but Keon motioned for them both to sit.  “Please, sit down, join me,” Keon coaxed, winking at Stephen impishly as he pulled out a chair and seated Janet next to himself.
 
    
 
   “Uh, yes, thank you,” said Stephen, taking a seat on the other side of his wife.  He was annoyed by this fellow’s flirtatious advances, but it would be rude to refuse to join him at this point.
 
    
 
    “So what are you two up to this afternoon if I may ask?” inquired Keon, staring intensely into Janet’s eyes.
 
    
 
   Janet felt her face heating up again under this man’s obvious interest in her but managed a wan smile.  “Oh Stephen and I are just taking it easy, enjoying our day off.  We thought we might walk around a bit and maybe visit some of the shops on Valencia.”
 
    
 
   “Ah, yes, this is a charming neighborhood,” agreed Keon, patting Janet’s hand in a casual and friendly manner.  “Do you come here often?”  Keon peered contemplatively at Janet’s breasts as he spoke.
 
    
 
   Stephen couldn’t blame the man for being attracted to his wife, but it annoyed him that the stranger wasn’t being more tactful about it.  “Yes, we live right in Dolores Heights,” said Stephen haughtily, taking a sip of his espresso.
 
    
 
   “Really?” asks Keon, tearing his eyes away from Janet’s chest to smile brightly at Stephen.  “Why so do I, we are neighbors.  What street do you live on?”
 
    
 
   Stephen clamped his mouth shut tightly in annoyance, but Janet answered eagerly,  “We are on Liberty,” she said with friendly grin.  She liked this assertive man and got a kick out how jealous he was making her husband.  She and Stephen had been married for 15 years and she sometime felt that they took each other too much for granted.
 
    
 
   “Ah, well, I am just two blocks over on Hill,” said Keon returning his gaze to Janet.  “Small world, isn’t it?”
 
   “Yes it is,” said Janet returning his look warmly.  She could sense her husband’s discomfort and it amused her.  Maybe it was healthy for Stephen to get a bit jealous now and then and see that his familiar old wife could still generate interest from other men.  She picked up Keon’s book familiarly.  “And what are you reading here, Keon?  Oh, Nietzsche?  How erudite of you.”
 
    
 
   Stephen sniffed dismissively in spite of himself and Keon turned to him with interest.  “Don’t you care for Teutonic philosophers, Stephen?” he asked with a controlled smile.  He reached down and placed his hand casually on Janet’s thigh as he looked Stephen steadily in the eyes.
 
    
 
   Janet’s heart started racing at this stranger’s bold advance and Stephen was quite taken aback himself.  He didn’t know how to object to this man putting his hand on his wife like that.  “Uh, it’s just that I haven’t thought much about Nietzsche since reading him in college,” said Stephen, struggling to sound flippant.  His stomach was twisted with jealousy and he broke out in a cold sweat.
 
    
 
   “Oh?  I studied art in college so I never had a chance to read him at that time,” said Keon breezily, squeezing Janet’s thigh for emphasis.
 
    
 
   Janet’s blood was pounding in her ears and her crotch was definitely growing hot as this bold interloper put his hands on her so easily.  She put her hand gently on top of his to let him know it was OK for him to touch her.  “Are you an artist, then?” she asked him breathily.
 
    
 
   “Why yes, yes I am,” said Keon smugly.  “I am a painter.”
 
    
 
   He was emboldened by Janet’s hand on his and he slide the hem of her dress up and began stroking her inner thigh.  Stephen watched helplessly as Keon felt up his wife, but he couldn’t think of a way to broach the topic.  His palms grew damp and clammy with anxiety.
 
    
 
   “A painter?  That’s simply fascinating,” panted Janet as Keon stroked her thigh.  She was sure her panties were soaked at this point and her stomach was churning with excitement.  “What, uh, style do you paint in?”
 
    
 
   “I am a realist, and I have been working on a series of nudes lately,” said Keon.  
 
    
 
   Keon grabbed Karen’s chair suddenly and slid it back so that he could get a better look at her.  Stephen gave a start at how easily Keon flung his wife around, it was an impressive demonstration of strength and it made his blood run cold.   
 
    
 
   “As a matter of fact, you would make an excellent model,” said Keon.  He looked Janet’s body up and down judiciously.  Her cheeks were flushed fetchingly and her dress was bunched up around her waist, showing off her shapely legs.
 
    
 
   “Heh, heh, that’s very flattering,” laughed Janet weakly, pulling at the hem of her dress modestly.
 
    
 
   “Have you ever been a model?” asked Keon seriously, ignoring Stephen as he squirmed uncomfortably in his seat.
 
    
 
   “Oh no, I understand that it’s very demanding to sit for an artist,” said Janet nervously.  “I had a girlfriend who did it in college and she said that it’s actually very difficult to sit perfectly still for extended periods of time.”
 
    
 
   “Well, your great beauty would make your fidgeting more tolerable,” said Keon raising his nose in the air confidently.  Then he clapped his hands together, startling both Janet and Stephen.  “I have an idea.  Come sit for me this afternoon.  It’s just a short walk to my studio.”
 
    
 
   “Come now, that’s a bit much isn’t it?” croaked Stephen, finally finding his voice.
 
    
 
   “What is?” asked Keon, tilting his head to the side curiously and fixing Stephen with a piercing glare.
 
    
 
   Stephen was taken aback by the intensity of this big muscular man.  “Err, aren’t you asking my wife to come back and pose, uh,” Stephen stammered and sweat profusely, struggling to get the words out.
 
    
 
   “In the nude, yes,” laughed Keon.  “That’s the best way to paint the human form, Stephen.  Don’t tell me that you are threatened by this idea.  How long have you two been married?”
 
    
 
   “Fifteen years,” volunteered Janet meekly, intrigued by the idea of stripping nude for this aggressive stranger.
 
    
 
   “Well surely, you trust your wife after all this time together,” said Keon with an oily smile.
 
    
 
   “Trust her, why, uh, of course I trust her,” sputtered Stephen indignantly. “That’s not the point.  It’s just inappropriate for a stranger to propose such a thing.  I mean we just met a few minutes ago.”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, Stephen, you are right.  Forgive me, I have the impetuous nature of an artist,”  Keon furrowed his brow sympathetically.  “And I was struck by your wife’s beauty.  Tell me, Janet, what do you think of this idea?  Would you like to pose for me?”
 
    
 
   Janet cast a guilty look at her husband and giggled nervously.  “Well it does pique my curiosity, but my husband seems opposed to the idea.”
 
    
 
   “Wait, I am the one opposed to the idea?” exclaimed Stephen in shock.  “Are you saying that you would be willing to go off with this strange man who you have just met and take your clothes off for him?”  A pair of older women at the next table stopped their conversation and glanced over in amazement in response to Stephen’s loud outburst.  He clamped his mouth shut and reddened in embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “Stephen, it’s sounds terrible when you phrase it like that,” gasped Janet defensively.  “I would be just be sitting for a portrait.”
 
    
 
   “Do you have any paintings of Janet right now, Stephen?” asked Keon, sensing his advantage and leaning forward excitedly.
 
    
 
   “Well no,” admitted Stephen quietly.  “But we could hardly put a nude painting of Janet up on the wall of our living room.”
 
    
 
   “Why not?” asked Keon with a laugh.  “Your male guest will find it fascinating, I’m sure,” he added, looking Janet up and down lecherously.
 
    
 
   “Ahem, yes, quite,” said Stephen, at a loss for words.
 
    
 
   “Come along Janet,” said Keon hopping to his feet and holding out his hand to Stephen’s wife.  “Your husband will simply love the painting once he sees it.  I guarantee it.”
 
    
 
   “Well, alright,” said Janet rising hesitantly and looking at her husband beseechingly.  “Come on, Stephen, it will be something different to do a Saturday afternoon.”
 
    
 
   “You can’t be serious,” said Stephen rising quickly and holding out his hands imploringly.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Janet, we can’t bring Stephen along, I’m afraid,” said Keon, sliding his arm around Janet and starting to lead her out of the coffeeshop.  “I can’t work with an audience.  Especially not a jealous husband.”
 
    
 
   “I’m not jealous,” complained Stephen trailing along behind as this man lead his wife out onto the sidewalk.
 
    
 
   Keon held up one hand solemnly as he gripped Janet tightly with his other arm.  “I’m sorry, Stephen.  I really cannot work with people looking over my shoulder.  I promise that no harm will come to your lovely wife.  I will return her to you later tonight, safe and sound.”
 
    
 
   “But, but, but,” stuttered Stephen helplessly.
 
    
 
   Janet leaned over and gave her husband a quick peck on the cheek.  “Don’t worry honey, I’ll be fine.  We need to try new things now and then, we can get into a rut sometimes.”
 
    
 
   “A rut?” asked Stephen.
 
    
 
   “Nothing worse than a rut,” agreed Keon, leading Janet away.
 
    
 
   “Bye, bye, honey,” called Janet over her shoulder as Keon hustled her down the street.
 
    
 
   Stephen stood dumbfounded on the sidewalk and waved as this strange man took his wife away.
 
    
 
   “I should probably tell you now that I’m not really an artist,” muttered Keon, sliding his hand down to grasp Janet’s buttock is his big strong hand.  “I’m a fitness instructor.  But since both you and your husband have agreed that should come with me and get naked, I won’t waste the opportunity.  I intend to give you a thorough workout.”
 
    
 
   “Omigod, you are simply terrible,” laughed Janet in amazement.
 
 
   “Aren’t I?” he said with a devilish grin, wagging his eyebrows at her suggestively.  “I swiped a married woman right away from her husband, totally sober in broad daylight.  And now I am going to take this hot mama back to my pad and fuck the shit out of her.  What do you say?”
 
    
 
   “Sounds intriguing,” agreed Janet, reaching down to surreptitiously grip the large bulge in Keon’s shorts.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Aggressive Young Man Insists on Putting suntan lotion on wife 
 
    
 
   Bob and Sara were on vacation in Florida with their friends Rich and Diane.  The two married couples were staying at a nice resort and spent a lot of time down by the pool.  One day Sara tore her modest one-piece bathing suit and had to go purchase a new one at the hotel store.  Diane accompanied her and tried to talk her into getting a bikini instead of another one-piece.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Diane, I couldn’t wear that bikini,” laughed Sara, blushing deeply.  “I would be embarrassed.”
 
    
 
   “What have you got to be embarrassed about?” replied Diane frankly.  “You have a terrific body.”
 
    
 
   “Why thank you, dear,” said Sara modestly.  “But what would Bob say?”
 
    
 
   “He’ll probably say  ‘Hubba, hubba,’ or something like that,” exclaimed Diane with a grin.
 
    
 
   “Ok, I will be daring and get the bikini,” consented Sara.
 
    
 
   When Sara came out to the pool wearing her new bikini, she noticed a lot of the men turning to look at her.  She fought the urge to cover her large jiggling breasts with her hands and she summoned the nerve to straighten her shoulders as she strode over to where the gang was waiting for her.
 
    
 
   “Sweet Jesus,” exclaimed Bob in shock when he saw how much skin his wife was showing.  “What made you get that bathing suit?”
 
    
 
   “Don’t you like it?” asked Sara coyly.
 
    
 
   “I sure do,” chimed in Rich, running his eyes up and down Sara’s shapely figure.  Then he yelped as his wife Diane punched him playfully.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, all the guys at the pool are going to enjoy getting an eyeful of you in that bikini,” agreed Bob, looking his wife’s gorgeous figure over judiciously.  He had to admit that he had come to take his wife for granted and sometimes forgot what an amazing body she still had after all these years.
 
    
 
   A cocktail waitress came along and took their orders and conversation moved on, but Bob noticed men gawking at his wife as they went by.  It made him slightly jealous, but a little proud as well that his wife was garnering so much attention.  At one point a young black guy came over and sat next to Sara as she was sunning herself.
 
    
 
   “You are very pale,” said the young man boldly.  “You should put on some sun block.”
 
    
 
   Sara looked over at her husband with a laugh.  “Thank you for your concern, but I put some sun block on already,” she said primly.
 
    
 
   “Yes, but what about your back?”  asked the dark young man with an arched brow.  “Here, let me put some on for you.”
 
    
 
   “How old are you?” asked Sara with a smile, taken aback by this flirtatious young fellow.
 
    
 
   “I’m 23, why?” he asked defensively, straightening up.
 
    
 
   “I’m old enough to be your mother and my husband is sitting right here,” said Sara condescendingly.  Bob smiled on queue and waved at the young man while Rich and Diane looked on and giggled.
 
    
 
   The young man looked at Bob with trepidation and then gulped and got his nerve up.  “You are too pale to be MY mother,”  he said gruffly.   “Besides, you still need sunblock on your back, and I think you should let me help you.”  He opened a bottle of lotion and squirted some into his palm, avoiding Bob’s gaze of frank surprise.
 
    
 
   “You’re very helpful aren’t you?” purred Diane, admiring the young fellow’s chutzpah.
 
    
 
   “I like to think so, miss,” said the interloper pushing his tongue into his cheek and carefully avoiding Bob and Rich’s looks of amazement.
 
    
 
   “Alright, young man,” agreed Sara with a chuckle.  “Since you seem so concerned about the health of my skin…”  She flipped over on her stomach and turned to face her husband, giving him a mischievous smile.
 
    
 
   “Here, let me untie this,” said the young fellow shakily as he unfastened Sara’s bikini top and laid the ties aside.
 
    
 
   Sara gasped in surprise and Diane and Rich broke out laughing.
 
    
 
   “You’ve got some big balls, don’t you?” demanded Bob angrily.
 
    
 
   “I couldn’t say, sir,” said the young stranger, keeping his head down as he applied lotion to Sara’s back.  “I haven’t done a survey.”  Rich and Diane laughed at the sassy comeback and Bob just watched in amazement as the bold ruffian squirted more lotion onto the back of his wife’s thighs.  She cooed in surprise as he slipped his hand between her thighs working the lotion in.
 
    
 
   “Oh my,” breathed Sara, trying to control her arousal.  “You are quite thorough, aren’t you?”
 
    
 
   “Am I?” he asked her innocently as he wedged his hand up against her crotch.  Sara nearly jumped in surprise and hoped he couldn’t feel how wet she was getting.
 
    
 
   “Watch yourself, that’s my wife,” croaked Bob indignantly.
 
    
 
   “What’s the problem?” asked the bold interloper as he ground his fingers against Sara’s crotch.  He had found the small bump of her clitoris and she gasped with pleasure in spite of herself.
 
    
 
   “Take your hands off my wife, please,” said Bob tightly, annoyed to find that his penis was stiffening at the sight of this stranger feeling up his wife.
 
    
 
   “I’m just putting lotion on her,” yelped the dusky fellow pulling his hands away hastily.
 
    
 
   “Look at her cheeks, she’s as flushed a teenager on her first date!” exclaimed Diane.  She and Rich broke out laughing.  
 
    
 
   “Oh my gosh, am I turning red?” asked Sara.  “My face does feel warm. “ She leaned up onto her elbows to put her hands to  her cheeks, forgetting that her top was undone and her generous bosom hung down invitingly.
 
    
 
   “Honey, your boobs are showing,” admonished Bob.  He glanced over and noticed that Rich was checking out his wife’s breasts.  “Geez Rich, can’t you look the other way?” he demanded in exasperation.
 
    
 
   “Oh don’t be a spoil sport, I’m just looking,” said Rich with a laugh of chagrin.
 
    
 
   “You don’t want those getting sunburned,” said the feisty black youth as he deftly slipped both hands beneath Sara and cupped a breast in each hand, kneading lotion onto them.
 
    
 
   Sara was too taken aback to react and just laughed hysterically as the aggressive guy felt her up.
 
    
 
   Bob jumped from his pool chair in outrage, “Cut the shit!” he shouted.  His outburst silenced everyone at the pool.  Bob looked around with mortification as people all around ceased their conversations and stared at the black youth juggling Sara’s knockers while Bob stood by impotently.
 
    
 
   “Uh, sorry,” said the aspiring romeo, pulling his hands away.  Suddenly becoming the center of attention drained his confidence away.  Sara clasped her top to herself and frantically tried to tie it up. 
 
    
 
   The previously bold young man stood up quickly and backed away from Bob holding his hands out.  “Hey man, take it easy,”  he said as Bob shot daggers at him with his eyes.  “I was just fooling around.”  Then he turned and walked rapidly back into the hotel.
 
    
 
   All eyes turned back to Sara as she fumbled to cover herself and Diane rushed to her rescue, helping her friend get her breasts back inside her top and then tying it up properly.
 
    
 
   “Let’s go for a walk, dear,” encouraged Diane and she ushered Sara back into the hotel as well.  Sara’s face burned with shame as folks around the pool tittered and exchanged scandalized whispers.
 
    
 
   Bob looked around helplessly and then meekly returned to his seat as Rich chuckled humorlessly.
 
    
 
   “Well, that happened,” said Rich awkwardly.  “Maybe we should head in to the bar and get another drink inside.  It’s a bit warm out here.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, OK,” said Bob.  He couldn’t get the image of this young stranger feeling up his wife in public like that and it disturbed him how arousing the idea was in hindsight.
 
    
 
   He and Rich climbed stiffly to their feet and shuffled inside as everyone stared at them and murmured amongst themselves.   
 
    
 
   “That’s the husband on the left,” said one woman to her friend, pointing rudely at Bob.
 
    
 
   The two friends were relieved to get inside the air conditioned lobby of the resort. They looked around but didn’t see their wives anywhere.  They didn’t see the black Casanova around either.
 
    
 
   “They probably went back to the room to recover,” said Rich.  “Let’s get a drink.” He led his pal into a nearby lounge and ordered them more drinks.
 
    
 
   “I should have punched that damn guy right in the mouth,” muttered Bob as they sat at the bar.
 
    
 
   “Now, now, Bob, take it easy,” said Rich soothingly.  “He was a brash fellow for sure, but you should be flattered that young guys like that are still trying to climb onto your wife.  It shows that Sara still has what it takes.”  
 
    
 
   “Yeah, she’s a real MILF,” said Bob bitterly, taking a drink of gin.
 
    
 
   “Well, she is,” laughed Rich.  “Just don’t let her wear that bikini to the pool anymore.  Get her a proper one piece bathing suit.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, sure,” said Bob staring dejectedly at the bar.
 
    
 
   Just then an overweight guy about their age approached Rich and Bob.  “That was your wife getting felt up out there, huh?” said the man soberly.
 
    
 
   “I’d rather not talk about it,” said Bob looking up and glaring at the newcomer.
 
    
 
   “Hey, I don’t blame you,” said the chubby man, holding up his hands defensively.  “That young buck was really going to town on her ta-ta’s.”
 
    
 
   “Why are you talking to us?” asked Rich coldly.
 
    
 
   “Because he did the same thing to my wife last week,” answered the stranger matter-of-factly.  “Well my wife denies that he groped her boobs like that.  I wasn’t around at the time.  But she told me that this guy came up to her and put lotion on her.  She admitted that he got her hot and bothered and so she told him to lay off.  He did, but then he gave her an extra key to his room and told her to come up and hang out with him.”  The portly fellow held up a hotel card key.
 
    
 
   “How did you get that?” asked Rich with interest.
 
    
 
   “She chickened out and came clean to me,” admitted the fat man.  “I don’t really blame the young guy, you know these black men have poor impulse control… especially when it comes to sex.”
 
    
 
   “Keep your racist theories to yourself,” snapped Bob with annoyance and the stranger just shrugged in response.
 
    
 
   “Well thanks for telling us all this, it was very informative,” said Rich, gesturing politely for the man to leave.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you want the key?” asked the man with a hurt expression.  “I’m trying to do you a favor.”
 
    
 
   “Why would I want the key?” asked Bob with trepidation, his blood starting to run cold at the idea.
 
    
 
   “Well, fellas, I happened to have seen both your wives meet up with that young stud in the lobby and head off to the elevators with him,” said the plump vacationer sadly.  Then he simply placed the card key on the bar, turned, and walked away, shaking his head and muttering to himself as he went.
 
    
 
   Bob and Rich stared at each other in disbelief for a moment.
 
    
 
   “I will just call up to our suite and check on the girls,” said Rich hastily, pulling out his phone.  Bob watching with a sinking stomach as Rich listened to his phone for ring after ring.  After a few minutes, he shook his head.
 
    
 
   “Let me try our room,” stammered Bob nervously, fishing out his own phone, but there was no answer at his room either.
 
    
 
   “Well maybe they went out to one of the other patios,” suggested Rich lamely.
 
    
 
   “I think we have to go up to this young prick’s room and see what’s what,” said Bob, gripping the key in his hands and looking at the number printed on the envelope.
 
    
 
   “But, what if the women aren’t there?” asks Rich, his voice cracking with anxiety.
 
    
 
   “Then I will just warn that punk to stay away from my woman,” said Bob through gritted teeth.
 
    
 
   The two head headed off resolutely and said nothing during the elevator ride, each struggling with their own private fears.
 
    
 
   When they found the room, there was a distinct smell of marijuana emanating from it and they could hear muffled laughter and the sound of Bob Marley blaring loudly.
 
    
 
   “Shouldn’t we knock?” asked Rich shakily.
 
    
 
   Bob just pressed his lips firmly together and opened the door with the key.  It was a normal room, not a suite, and the smell of pot smoke was overpowering as they stood in the short hallway by the bathroom.  The two men heard giggling from the bedroom, but the loud reggae masked their entrance. They strode forward and their worst fears were immediately realized.  Sara, Diane, and the young black man were all stark naked in the middle of the bed.  Sara was sucking his penis lustily while  Diane tried to lick his balls from below and they were all laughing at how difficult it was for her to get at them.  In spite of his deep shock at seeing his wife cheating on him with another man, Bob couldn’t help but notice how sexy Diane looked spread naked on the bed with her bare round ass pointed at him.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit,” gasped Rich as he watched his wife finally manage to slurp one black testicle into her mouth.
 
    
 
   Diane looked over in shock and nearly choked.  Then Sara and the black guy saw the two husbands and Sara coughed up the big black cock she was sucking.
 
    
 
   “It’s not what it seems, Bob,” shrieked Sara frantically as she held the dark glistening phallus in her hand.
 
    
 
   “Not what it seems?! What, are you giving him CPR or something?” scoffed Bob indignantly.
 
    
 
   “Oh man, thanks for barging into my room uninvited,” complained the young man.  “How did you get that key?”
 
    
 
   “None of your business,” snapped Bob angrily.
 
    
 
   “Ok, well, you might as well let us finish at this point,” replied the naked fellow.  He looked down at the two middle-aged, suburban wives spread lusciously nude before him and thrust his cock back into Sara’s open mouth.  “Here, keep sucking, Sara,  You don’t want me to end up with blue balls, do you?”
 
    
 
   Sara obediently took the penis into her mouth and resumed sucking it.  She was torn emotionally, glancing submissively up at her new lover one moment and then shooting her husband a guilty look with another man’s dick seated firmly between her lips.
 
    
 
   “What do you say, Rich?” asked Diane sheepishly, idly rubbing the dark nuts in her hand.
 
    
 
   “What are you asking, you want me to stand here and watch you fuck this guy?” asked Rich in surprise.  “That’s pretty kinky, isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   “Maybe you could jerk off or something,” suggested Diane hesitantly as she gently tugged on her young Lothario’s nutsack.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” said Rich thinking it over.
 
    
 
   “You can’t seriously be consider that, Rich?” demanded Bob in frustration.
 
    
 
   “Whip your junk out Rich,” encouraged the cheeky interloper.  “The more the merrier.  Diane, can you get back to sucking my balls now please?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, sir!” said Diane with a surprised laugh.  Then she wedged herself under Sara and dutifully licked his scrotum.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit,” said Rich, sweat breaking out on his forehead.  “This is just wrong.”  But he unzipped his fly nonetheless and started jerking off as he watched the two wives lick and suck this stranger’s gonads.
 
    
 
   “Rich, what the hell?” cried Bob helplessly.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, Bob,” mumbled Rich, never taking his eyes off of the two wives as they services their young lover.  “I guess our love life has dwindled down over the years.  Seeing Diane go at this kid’s balls is really turning me on.  I must have started thinking of her as more of a mom than a lover at some point, and this reminds me that she’s…”
 
    
 
   “She’s what?  A cheating slut?” commented Bob sarcastically.
 
    
 
   “Don’t be like that Bob,” purred Diane in response.  She shifted position on the bed and ended up with her ass in the air pointed directly at Bob.
 
    
 
   He gazed down at her round white ass with her swollen labia poking between her milky thighs and his cock jumped to attention.  He gripped himself unconsciously at the sight.
 
    
 
   “Honey, are you checking out Diane’s ass?” giggled Sara, removing the young man’s penis from her mouth, but continuing to stroke it while she turned to face her husband with a wicked grin.
 
    
 
   “No, I mean, well, yes, but you are in no position to criticize,” stammered Bob, his face burning hotly with shame and arousal.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I know.  You caught me naked as a jaybird and sucking a stiff cock,” she laughs, giving the cock in her hand an extra tug for emphasis.  “But I didn’t think it would play out like this.”
 
    
 
   “Here, look out Diane,” demanded the young man suddenly.  “I am going to fuck Sara from behind now.”  He pushed Diane away gently and forcibly spun Bob’s wife around so that she was facing her husband on her hands and knees.  She looked back over her shoulder at the horny fellow as he positioned himself behind her.
 
    
 
   “Aren’t you going to ask first?” she asked him coyly, but then she gasped dramatically as he thrust his large member into her.
 
    
 
   “I don’t got to ask, I can feel how wet you are.  You ready,” said the dark intruder.  Bob noticed that the young guy’s grammar was decaying as he grew more lustful.
 
    
 
   “What am I supposed to do?” pouted Diane.  “I’m wet now too.”
 
    
 
   “I only got one dick,” laughed the dark fellow as he pumped his cock into Bob’s wife, making her boobs sway back and forth.  “One of you two fuck her,” he said, motioning to the two husbands.
 
    
 
   “Bob, you do it, I saw you looking at Diane’s twat,” said Rich, stroking himself and sweating profusely.  “Put your dick in her.”
 
    
 
   “Rich, we’ve known each other for years,” said Bob weakly, his dick straining stiffly at the thought of fucking his old friend’s horny wife.  He looked at his own wife, she was biting her lip and panting as she got banged from behind and wasn’t paying attention.
 
    
 
   “If you’ve got a hardon for me, I’ll take it,” said Diane, looking back at Bob lustily.  She reached between her legs and spread her pussy lips for him suggestively.
 
    
 
   “Oh jesus,” gasped Bob uncertainly, his erection pitching a tent in his pants.
 
    
 
   “Just fuck her for Christ’s sake,” injected Sara, her cheeks bright red.  “How can you be a prude about it at this point?”  The black man laughed and gripped her hips more firmly so that he could pound her harder and she cried out slightly in passion.
 
    
 
   “Ok, ok,” agreed Bob.  He hastily unzipped his fly and pulled out his penis.
 
    
 
   “Looks good,” said Diane with a smile.  “Let’s have it.”  She wiggled her ass at him invitingly and that was all the encouragement that Bob needed.
 
    
 
   Bob strode forward and sank his member into his wife’s good friend Diane while her husband jerked off madly.  She gasped with pleasure as the swollen head of his cock parted the slippery folds of her vagina.  Bob groaned with ecstasy at how hot and wet she was.  He looked down with admiration as Rich’s wife’s big round ass and ran his hands over her rump as he pumped her from behind.
 
    
 
   “Your wife has a great ass,” said Bob to Rich absently.
 
    
 
   “It’s good to see you enjoying it,” gasped Rich.  “Hold on,” then he rushed over to the bed and thrust his cock into Sara’s face.  “Sara, can you suck this for a second, I’m about to cum,” he asked her desperately.
 
    
 
   “Certainly, Richard, I don’t mind helping you out,” said Sara, arching her brow at her husband as she took Rich’s dong into her mouth.
 
    
 
   Diane laughed at the sight and Bob just increased his efforts fucking her from behind.
 
    
 
   “This is so fucked up,” chuckled the young guy.  “I never got down with swingers before.”
 
    
 
   “We aren’t normally swingers,” explained Rich distractedly with his cock in Sara’s mouth.  “Oh shit,” he exclaimed.  Sara choked slightly and Rich pulled his meat out and started shooting hot cum all over her face.
 
    
 
   “My goodness, Rich.  I haven’t seen you cum that much in years,” panted Diane excitedly, fingering her own clitoris as Bob porked her from behind.  “That’s hot,” then she put her head down and shuddered.  Bob could feel her cumming, her cunt tightening around his shaft and it triggered his own orgasm.  He just let loose and spurted load after load deep into Rich’s woman, looking at his own wife’s face, glistening with Rich’s seed.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, oh yeah,” shouted the interloper as he playfully slapped Sara’s rear and humped her forcefully.
 
    
 
   Bob knew that his wife had a thing for spanking and he watched her face as she was overtaken by her climax.  It was fascinating to him because he had never seen his own wife cum from a distance like this.  She was very beautiful in the throes of passion.  And it was wickedly wrong to see her getting fucked by a young stranger with his good friend’s jizz on her face.  Bob had to admit it was a massive turn on.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Bob,” said the black man contritely.  “I just blew my load inside your wife.”
 
    
 
   “Uh, huh,” responded Bob numbly, deep in the afterglow of his own ejaculation.
 
    
 
   The black fellow pulled his dick out of Sara’s cunt and slapped his long, sodden member against her ass playfully.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, beat me with that thing,” she laughed.  Bob was stung by jealously suddenly to see how fondly she looked back at her new lover.
 
    
 
   “Ok, well, this has been an eye-opening experience,” said Rich, stretching fitfully and zipping up his fly.  “Let’s head back down to the bar and grab another drink, shall we Bob?  The girls probably want to shower first.”
 
    
 
   Everyone nodded agreement at that plan.
 
    
 
   “Yeah and I might want to stick my cock into them both again real quick before I send them back to you,” said the cheeky young man, making the women titter with excitement.
 
    
 
   Bob grimaced at the idea and his stomach churned with jealousy, but Rich just clapped him on the shoulder and led him out of the pot infused hotel room.
 
    
 
   “Things will never be the same between us, will they?” asked Bob uncertainly.
 
    
 
   “I certainly hope not,” laughed Rich.  “I can’t wait to get a crack at your wife’s pussy.”
 
    
 
   Bob laughed weakly along, he couldn’t really be mad at his pal after Bob himself had just emptied his load into Diane like that.  Maybe this would all work out somehow after all.
 
    
 
   
  
 


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

Man on the Street
 
    
 
   “Honey, don’t you think you should wear a bra?” asked Sheldon as he and his wife prepared to go out for the day.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you like my boobs?” pouted  Matilda shaking her generous knockers for him.  Her nipples were erect and visible through the thin fabric of her tank top.  Sheldon stared open mouthed, mesmerized by the jiggling of her large breasts.
 
    
 
   “Matty, come on,” he chuckled.  “Of course I do.  But you can’t go out like that.  All the men will be staring at you.”
 
    
 
   “Maybe I would enjoy a little attention from men now and then,” sniffed Matilda, pushing up her thick rimmed glasses higher onto the bridge of her nose and straightening her shoulders.
 
    
 
   “But, but, wait, really?” asked Sheldon at a loss for words.  Matilda had always dressed very modestly and he was surprised at this new attitude of hers.
 
    
 
   “I’m sick of being the nerdy girl all the time, maybe I want to be a sex pot for a change,” she said with a devilish smile.  “Besides, we are here in Spain on vacation, far from home.  It’s not like anyone we know will see me.  It will be fun.”
 
    
 
   “Uh, ok,” said Sheldon.  “I guess the women here do show off their bodies more than back home.”
 
    
 
   “I blame the puritans!” said Matilda, shaking her fist in mock outrage.  “Let’s go!” she said brightly, and Sheldon followed her out into the sun-baked streets.
 
    
 
   They visited a quaint open market and wandered amongst the stalls of exotic goods.   Occasionally a group of young men would  pass staring brazenly at Matilda’s bouncy bosom and impudent nipples, but she would just smile and wave in response and they averted their eyes guiltily.  Sheldon was surprised to find that Mildred’s open and friendly response nipped any lewd behavior in the bud.  In fact, he found that she was far more successful at haggling for knick knacks with the male shopkeepers.  Especially as she started to shimmy her shoulders slightly during crucial points during the negotiations.  Over all, she had some harmless fun flaunting her gorgeous breasts a bit and Sheldon felt that the day was going better than expected.
 
    
 
   They were walking down an alley trying to find a cafe for lunch when another group of young men took notice of Mildred’s lively knockers and stopped in their tracks, pointing and commenting in their native tongue.  Mildred simply smiled at them and waved as she had with the other gawkers, but this time the response was raucous laughter.  Mildred’s smile faded slightly and she glanced at her husband with consternation.
 
    
 
   “Ugh, these fellows are bit more rude than the others,” she said with a mild grimace.  “Maybe we should go back the other way.”
 
    
 
   Sheldon was about to agree when the group pushed one of their number forward and he strode toward the couple purposefully.
 
    
 
   “Hello, English?” he inquired of Mildred with a thick accent, never taking his eyes off of her luscious orbs.
 
    
 
   “Uh, we are American, but we speak English, yes,” responded Mildred hesitantly, giving her husband a wry smile.
 
    
 
   “Yes, I mean to speak English,” said the young man with a laugh.  He was tall and good looking with broad shoulders and a slim waist.  He was dressed stylishly and Sheldon was surprised that an upper-class seeming fellow would stare so blatantly at his wife’s tits.  “Please you cannot walk about like this,” said the young man, gesturing to Mildred’s prominent mammary glands.  “I do not have polite word, what is word?” he asked her earnestly.
 
    
 
   “For what?” she asked with a confused smile.
 
    
 
   “For these,” he said, reaching out and grasping her breasts easily in his hands and weighing them like two lovely water balloons.
 
    
 
   Mildred shrieked in surprise, and batted his hands away, giggling madly.  “Breasts!” she exclaimed.  “And it’s not polite to touch without asking,” she added with a smile.
 
    
 
   “Yes, that’s really quite uncalled for!” said Sheldon, pointing his finger at the young man.
 
    
 
   The man gave Sheldon only a brief and dismissive smirk before returning his attention to Mildred.  “Such breasts!” he gushed.  “I must touch more.”
 
    
 
   “Well, no, you mustn’t,” laughed Mildred awkwardly, gazing at her husband helplessly.  “You see, I am married.  This is my husband, Sheldon,” she gestured toward Sheldon by way of introduction.
 
    
 
   But the young man ignored Sheldon and waved his hand disdainfully.  “Matters not,” he said with a frown.  “I must handle these melons,” and he quickly slipped behind Mildred and embraced her from behind, sliding his hands up beneath her shirt and pinching her nipples.  She was so surprised, all she could do was laugh uncontrollably.  She could feel the man’s penis poking against her rear and saw the stricken look on Sheldon’s face as the blood drained away.
 
    
 
   “Unhand my wife, you brute!” shouted Sheldon, reaching over to try to push the man away.  But the interloper was too quick and he pulled Mildred out of reach.
 
    
 
   “But she laughs, you see,” insisted the man.  “She likes it,” he insisted as he toyed with Mildred’s wondrous orbs.  Then he lifted up her shirt and flashed her breast so that his buddies could see them as they stood watching in a tight knot nearby.  They hooted and catcalled in response.  All Mildred could do was snort in apparent merriment and struggle to pull her top back down.  
 
    
 
   “Stop, please,” she laughed as she succeeded in covering her chest again.  “It tickles.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, you say so, I stop,” he said.  He moved his hands down to her waist and gripped her hips tightly, grinding his hard cock against her ass insistently.
 
    
 
   “Ok, well, wow,” she gasped, catching her breath and pushing her glasses back up onto the bridge of her nose.  “You’ve got quite an erection there, and you aren’t afraid to use it.”
 
    
 
   “Will you get off my wife please?” demanded Sheldon ineffectually.
 
    
 
   “NO, I won’t,” said the man bluntly.  Then he put his mouth close to Mildred’s ear and said softly “You are liking my thing, what is word?”
 
    
 
   “Penis,” gasped Mildred and she felt herself growing hot with arousal as his stiff johnson asserted itself between her buttocks.
 
    
 
   “Say it again,” he told her and then nibbled on her earlobe gently.
 
    
 
   “Penis,” moaned Mildred and she was sure that her vagina was growing wet from this man’s advances while her husband stood by watching indecisively.
 
    
 
   “Honey, are you ok?” asked Sheldon, his voice cracking with anxiety.  A pair of old ladies passing by stopped and watched with interest, chatting excitedly at the sight of this young local man grinding himself against the rump of a female tourist while her husband looked on helplessly.
 
    
 
   “Yes, he’s just got quite a stiff willy back there,” she said with a light hearted laugh.
 
    
 
   “Should I call the police?” he asked nervously as the young man nibbled on Mildred’s neck and paid him no attention.
 
    
 
   “No, I think I can handle him,” said Mildred.  Then she turned to the young man and said.  “You should stop, you are making my husband nervous.”
 
    
 
   “I give just the tip, very quick,” said the young man reaching up Mildred’s skirt and pulling her panties down slightly.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god,” exclaimed Mildred in amazement as the young man unzipped quickly and pushed the head of his penis between her bare buttocks and up against her labia.
 
   “What’s he doing?” asked Sheldon, with his brow streaming sweat and his gut full of ice as the old ladies laughed and pointed and the crowd of young men shouted encouragement.
 
    
 
   “Well, he’s um,” said Mildred.  “You better stop,” she whispered to her young lover.  “This is madness!”
 
 
   “I feel how wet, you want this,” he told her.  “Just the tip,” he hissed.  Then he bent her forward slightly and was able to push the head of his cock up into her hot wet snatch from behind while the old ladies cooed and nodded appreciatively.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, honey, is he?  What’s he doing?” demanded Sheldon more shrilly.
 
    
 
   “Um, he’s giving me some penis,” moaned Mildred quietly as her pussy gripped the young man’s thick stiff cock and he pushed it slowly deeper and deeper into her.
 
    
 
   “Wait, what?” asked Sheldon watching as the stranger appeared to dry hump his wife from behind.  He didn’t see that the interloper had pulled his wife’s panties down and didn’t realize the stranger’s phallus was up inside his wife right at that moment.
 
    
 
   “He’s really quite adamant with that penis of his,” gasped Mildred as the young man started working himself in and out of her smoothly.  The old ladies watched carefully and commented on the technique making rude finger gestures to one another and grinning lewdly at Sheldon from time to time.
 
    
 
   “Ok, but that’s not really acceptable,” said Sheldon, stamping his foot and putting his hands on his hips.  He tried to seem stern and commanding, but he suspected that his wife was unimpressed.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I don’t know,” panted Mildred.  “He’s just an excitable fellow, I guess.  I don’t think he can help himself.”  Meanwhile the bold lothario increased the force of his thrusts until his hips were slapping against Mildred’s buttocks rhythmically.  She couldn’t help herself and a climax washed over her as the old ladies smirked at her knowingly.  The young man felt her snatch tighten suddenly around his stiff dick and he released his load deep inside her in response.  Sheldon looked on awkwardly as the stranger pumped load after load of hot cum into his wife’s womb. All he noticed was that his wife’s cheeks were bright red suddenly and she was practically glowing.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, I think you’re enjoying this,” he complained good naturedly.
 
    
 
   “No I’m not,” she said breathily, readjusting her panties as the young man quickly withdrew from her and tucking his tool away.  He stepped back from her and gave her a quick peck on the cheek before striding back to his group of friends, bowing repeatedly.  The old ladies joined in the applause as well and then approached MIldred and patted her on the shoulder in congratulations.
 
    
 
   “Everyone seems to think this was very funny,” said Sheldon petulantly.  “But I think he was quite rude.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I agree dear,” said Mildred.  “He was a terribly naughty young man.”  She could feel his cum sliding out of her and soaking her panties further and took her husband’s hand in her own and gave it a little reassuring squeeze.  “It didn’t make you too terribly jealous, now, did it?” she asked him sweetly.
 
    
 
   “Yes it did,” he countered with a smile.  “Terribly jealous.”
 
    
 
   “Well, I will have to make it up to you when we get back to the hotel room,” she purred suggestively.  “But in the meantime, let's get a bit to eat, I am starved.”  The group of young men parted politely to let her and her husband pass and Mildred gave them a friendly wave, surreptitiously dropping her hotel room key on the ground at her new lover’s feet along with a brochure with the address printed on it.
 
    
 
   
  
 

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


  
 

SECTION 2: Women Taking Control
 
    
 
   
  
 

GF wears tights to hang out with Boyfriend and Buddy
 
    
 
   Cindy and Bob attend college together and have been dating for a year and living together for 6 months.  One night they decided to invite Bob’s good friend Dave out to see a movie with them.  Cindy liked to flirt with Dave, but Bob generally didn’t mind since he trusted Dave and he knew that Cindy was just a flirtatious person.  But he never foresaw how her flirtation would play out if left unchecked.
 
    
 
   “Hey Dave,” said Bob answering the door.  “Come on in, Cindy is still getting ready.”
 
    
 
   “What’s up, Bob?” said Dave, patting Bob on the back in greeting.  “How are you doing?”
 
    
 
   “Good, I’m just glad that finals are over and I’m looking forward to the break,” said Bob, ushering Dave into their cluttered livingroom.
 
    
 
   Cindy walked in wearing black skin tight leggings with thin red zebra stripes and a little leather hippie vest that left her midriffs exposed.
 
    
 
   “Hey Dave,” she said languidly, cocking her hip sexily.
 
 
   “Whoa,” said Dave gazing at her curvaceous figure.  “Nice outfit.”
 
    
 
   “You like it?” she asked, putting her finger in her mouth suggestively.  “How about from behind?”  Then she turned and bent over slightly so that Dave and Bob could get a good look at her rear.  Her leggings clung revealingly to her round butt cheeks leaving nothing to the imagination.  
 
    
 
   “Don’t tease me like that,” laughed Dave striding forward and slapping her bottom playfully.  “I know you’ve got a great ass.”  Dave enjoyed the firm bounce her buttocks gave as he slapped them and his member began to swell in excitement.
 
    
 
   A thrill shot through Cindy’s body and she put her hand to her mouth in mock indignation.  “Bob, did you see what he did?  Totally inappropriate behavior!”
 
    
 
   “Alright, take it easy,” laughed Bob.  He could tell that Cindy was a little bit attracted to Dave, but it didn’t really bother him.  He figured it was harmless.  
 
    
 
   “Sorry about that, bud,” said Dave, flopping down on the couch. 
 
    
 
   “Ha!  Don’t worry, I trust you,” said Bob, opening a beer and handing it to Dave.  “I don’t know if I can trust her though.”  He paused to look at Cindy’s generous cleavage straining against the tight leather vest.  “Jesus, are you even wearing a bra?” he asked her with a laugh.
 
    
 
   “No,” she responded petulantly.  “I don’t need one, you can’t see my nips through this leather.”  Cindy cupped her large round boobs in her hands and gripped them.  She noticed with satisfaction that Dave’s eyes were fixed on her breasts as she did so.  She liked it when Dave paid attention to her.  He was normally fairly aloof and she was surprised that that he had gotten up the nerve to slap her butt.  She casually wondered what it would be like to have a threesome with him and Bob.  She was afraid to bring it up because Bob was pretty conservative sexually and she didn’t know how he would react.
 
    
 
   “Uh, yeah, ok,” said Bob with a gulp.  Cindy had an amazing body.  He couldn’t really blame her if she liked to show it off.  “So what movie should we go see?”
 
    
 
   “Something with lots of sex,” said Cindy with a wicked grin, helping herself to a beer and casually dropping her rump into Dave’s lap. 
 
    
 
   Dave spread his arms with a chuckle, surprised to find his buddy’s girlfriend on his lap.
 
    
 
   “You don’t mind if I sit here, do you, Dave?” asked Cindy innocently, wriggling her rear against Dave’s crotch.
 
    
 
   “Err, no, but I don’t know how Bob will feel about it,” said Dave, his penis stiffening beneath Cindy’s warm, soft buttocks.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Bob doesn’t mind, do you honey?” asked Cindy with a sly grin, taking a sip of beer.  She could feel Dave’s thing getting harder and pressing against her ass cheek and it was making her hot.  She wondered how far Bob would let her go.
 
    
 
   “Well, you are getting pretty… uh friendly with Dave over there,” said Bob uncomfortably.  The sight of Cindy lounging in his friend’s lap gave him a strange combination of jealousy and arousal.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, maybe you should slide over,” said Dave, putting his beer down.  He took hold of Cindy’s hips and squeezed them, enjoying the feel of her pliable flesh in his hands.  It made his prick get even stiffer and press more insistently against Cindy’s rump.  He knew she must be able to feel it, but she wasn’t making any move to get off his lap.
 
    
 
   “I like it here on Dave’s lap, it’s comfy,” said Cindy with a dramatic pout.  She rearranged herself slightly so that Dave’s firm bulge was rubbing against the bottom of her labia.  She felt Dave’s cock twinge in response and she knew that he understood what she was doing.  She was getting really hot and bothered now.  “Besides, Dave is normally so cold to me.  I like that he is being friendly today.”
 
 
   “I’m never cold to you,” complained Dave, pulling down on Cindy’s hips, daringly grinding his rod up against her warm mound. 
 
    
 
   “Actually, it’s OK, if my buddies act a little cool with my girlfriend.  It shows that they respect that fact that you are my woman and they aren’t trying to put the moves on you,” said Bob impatiently.  He didn’t like the way Cindy was shifting around on Dave’s lap, it seemed suspicious.  He could feel his stomach twisting slightly from jealousy and excitement.
 
    
 
   “Ok, Ok,” laughed Cindy, her cheeks flushed and her eyes shining with excitement.  “I didn’t realize you were the jealous type.”  She  slid unceremoniously off of Dave and he quickly dropped his hands into his lap to hide his raging hardon.  “Is that better?” she asked Bob, crossing her legs as she sat next to Dave and twirling her foot at Bob rakishly.
 
    
 
   “Yes, it is, thank you,” said Bob standing and giving a little bow of exaggerated politeness that made Dave and Cindy laugh.  “Shall we go?”  
 
    
 
   “Sure,” said Cindy, noting with interest that Bob’s pants seemed to have developed a bulge of their own.
 
    
 
   Dave stood up awkwardly, struggling to conceal his boner, and walked quickly ahead while Bob ushered Cindy along from behind.  Bob gazed down, admiring her perfect ass cheeks whose shape was accentuated by the thin zebra stripes of her tights.   He decided that he really couldn’t blame Dave for giving them a spank, but he was afraid that other guys would notice as well.  Good thing it was going to be dark in the theater.
 
    
 
   During the drive to the theater, Dave’s mind was racing madly.  He felt guilty for flirting with his good friend’s girl, but he was also extremely horny for her now.  He was torn between loyalty to his buddy and lust for his buddy’s girl.  For her part, Cindy was trying to figure out how to get Bob to agree to a threesome.  She liked Bob a lot and wouldn’t dump him in favor of Dave, but she would definitely prefer to fuck Dave and Bob together to just fucking Bob alone.  Dave had made her extra hot which he pulled her aggressively down onto his cock and she wanted more of that treatment.  Meanwhile, Bob was struggling not to be jealous at the fact that Cindy was clearly interested in Dave.  He trusted Dave completely and so he didn’t really think anything would happen between them.  Also, he was really into Cindy and definitely didn’t want to fight with her over the matter, so he just decided to grin a bear it if she flirted a little bit.
 
    
 
   After they disembarked from Dave’s car in the theater parking lot, Cindy casually put one arm around Dave and the other around Bob and the three of them walked arm in arm toward the cinemaplex.  Bob felt a little weird about this, but he didn’t say anything.  As they approached the entrance to theatre, Bob noticed that many of the men they passed were gazing with interest at Cindy’s body and the way she was casually strolling along with her arms around two guys.  He realized that she looked incredibly slutty doing this and it made him blush slightly.  He could feel his pulse quicken and armpits growing damp from all the attention they were getting.
 
    
 
   Cindy noticed the attention, and it quickened her heart rate as well, but she was loving it.  She always enjoyed having men show interest in her, so she was feeling high spirited and she laughed and teased the ticket cashier and the guys selling popcorn at the refreshment counter.  Dave laughed along with her sexual jokes as well, but Bob just grinned stiffly and tried not to be a spoil sport.  Bob was relieved when they finally entered the darkened theatre and settled down in their seats.  He was a little annoyed when Cindy slipped between him and Dave but he kept his mouth shut about it.
 
    
 
   Cindy wasted no time and immediately put one arm around Bob’s neck and started nibbling his ear as soon as the film started.  He was interested in watching the movie, but he couldn’t resist his girlfriend’s insistent kisses, so they were soon making out madly.  Dave just glanced over now and then with a little smirk on his face.  He was surprised that he felt jealous about Cindy’s passionate attack on her boyfriend, but he knew he had no right to feel that way.  He had to admit that we wasn’t totally surprised when Cindy reached back and gripped his hand while she was kissing Bob. Bob was too distracted to notice.  Dave was feeling bold, so he took Cindy’s hand and put it right between his legs so she could feel his bulge.  Watching her go after Bob like that had gotten him hard again.
 
    
 
   When Cindy felt the lump in Dave’s pants, her heart started racing even faster and she almost gasped from the excitement.  She started squeezing it urgently and Dave’s penis responded by growing stiffer and stiffer.  He looked over nervously at Bob, but Cindy was keeping her boyfriend distracted with her kisses.  Dave noticed a pair of college girls sitting behind them giggling and whispering to each other.  Dave wondered if they noticed how Cindy was gripping his jock and he felt a little embarrassed.  But his embarrassment shot through the roof when Cindy started trying to unzip his pants.  He tried gripping her hand to stop her, but she was insistent and so he looked around shamefully and finally let her pull his fly down.  His stiff boner came springing out of his pants and Cindy moaned as she kissed Bob and stroked Dave’s exposed cock at the same time.
 
    
 
   One of the college girls behind them leaned forward brazenly and watched with fascination as Cindy tugged on Dave’s rod.  He tried to avoid her gaze, but she kept tugging on his shirt so he finally looked over at her and gave her a weak smile.  She winked at him lewdly and waggled her eyebrows at him as she watched Cindy yank on his thing.  Finally, Bob pulled away from Cindy to catch his breathe and the girl’s friend behind them yanked her back into her seat.  Cindy quickly withdrew her hand from Dave’s shaft and  he rushed to cover his pulsating manhood with the bucket of popcorn.
 
    
 
   Bob felt weird about making out so madly in the theatre like that and it was freaking him out the way the two girls behind them were watching and giggling.  So he pulled away to catch his breathe and then decided to go the bathroom and cool off for a minute.
 
    
 
   “I’ve got to go take a piss,” he whispered to Cindy and she nodded solemnly as he scooted down the aisle and headed off to the restroom.
 
    
 
   “Where’s he going?” asked Dave with trepidation.
 
    
 
   “The bathroom, want me to suck your dick while he’s gone?” asked Cindy devilishly.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, we can’t do that here,” he whispered in response, glancing over his shoulder at the two girls behind them who were talking excitedly to each other in hushed tones.
 
    
 
   “Oh, just watch me,” breathed Cindy.  She was horny as hell at this point and pulled the popcorn bucket aside to reveal Dave’s erect phallus.  It wasn’t much bigger than Bob’s but it was hard as a rock and that got her worked up.  So she descended on it with relish and started sucking on it right there in the theatre. She knew the two girls behind her would get a thrill from watching her and that made it even more kinky.
 
    
 
   “Omigod, you are such a slut,” whispered one girl as she leaned forward and watched Cindy sucking Dave off with interest.
 
    
 
   Cindy ignored her and Dave just shrugged his shoulders. “Sluts are more fun,” he told the girl behind him as Cindy went down on his meat enthusiastically.
 
    
 
   The girls just giggled nervously in response and Dave noticed a few of other couples sitting nearby them glance over curiously at the sight of Cindy’s head bobbing up and down in Dave’s lap. He just waved lamely when people looked over, trying to play it off as a joke.  But it was too crazy to be getting blown by his buddy’s girl in the theatre while everyone watched and he could feel himself getting ready to cum.  Cindy noticed the preejaculate oozing from Dave’s cock and she slurped it up with relish and renewed her efforts.  She tugged his shaft as she sucked on the head of his cock and then she reached in with her other hand and started pulling gently on Dave’s scrotum.  Dave couldn’t take any more and he grunted with pleasure as he started spurting loads of hot semen into Cindy’s mouth.  She pulled his dick from between her lips and let his fountaining ejaculate splash against her face.
 
    
 
   “Oh man,” gasped Dave.  “That was awesome.”
 
    
 
   “I guess it was,” said Cindy, judiciously dabbing at the generous load dripping from her chin.  “Do you normally cum that much?  There is like a quart of jizz on my face here.”  She laughed and looked at the girls behind them.  “He’s such a stud, look how much he came,” she told them in conspiratorial whisper, gesturing at her face slick with semen.
 
    
 
   “I can NOT believe you just did that,” laughed the one girl.  “You are a total tramp.”
 
    
 
   “Jesus, he DID cum a lot,” interrupted the other girl with interest.  “Has he been eating oysters or something?”  All three girls broke out in hysterical cackling until they were shushed by the other theatregoers.
 
    
 
   Cindy turned back around and sat primly with her hands in her lap and her face covered in spooge. 
 
    
 
   “Aren’t you going to wipe your face?” whispered Dave nervously.  “Bob will be back any minute.”
 
    
 
   “Maybe he won’t notice it in the dark,” she said softly with a rakish grin.
 
    
 
   Bob did return just then and made his way back down the aisle past all the folks sitting there and finally plopped back down next to Cindy.
 
    
 
   She turned to him and smiled sweetly.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, what’s that on your face?” asked Bob in surprise, noticing that his girlfriend’s cheeks and chin were slick with some wetness.  If he didn’t know better he would think it was cum, but that was impossible of course.
 
    
 
   “Do I have something on my face?” she asked innocently.  She dabbed a finger on her cheek and put it in her mouth, sucking Dave’s semen off her finger right in front of her boyfriend.  The girls behind them broke out snortling softly again and Cindy shot them a wicked grin.  “Oh I must have sneezed or something.  How gross.  Can I get a handkerchief?”  
 
    
 
   Dave handed over his handkerchief hesitantly and Cindy diligently cleaned Dave’s seed from her face with it and handed it back to him.  Bob handled the soaked piece of cloth gingerly and put it back in his pocket.
 
    
 
   “Gee, thanks,” he said with disgust.
 
    
 
   ‘No, thank YOU,” she said with a strangely mischievous smile.
 
    
 
   Bob couldn’t understand why the girls behind them were laughing so much.  It gave him a weird suspicious feeling, but he just put it from his mind.  He was a little relieved that Cindy didn’t try to resume their makeout session and they just watched the rest of the movie in peace.
 
    
 
   After the movie, the threesome went and grabbed some beer at a corner store and headed back to Bob’s apartment together.  All three of them were consumed with their own thoughts on the drive back.  Dave was feeling a little bit guilty and a bit giddy with the excitement of having had this sexual encounter with Bob’s girl and he wondered what else she had in store for them.  Cindy was eager to get back to Bob’s apartment with her two boys and try some more slutty antics.  Bob himself had a lingering worry that something wasn’t quite right.
 
    
 
   When they got back to Bob’s apartment, he put on some good music and turned the lights down.  Cindy snuggled up next to Bob on the couch and Dave sat in an armchair across from them.  They chatted briefly about the movie but Cindy kept squeezing Bob and nibbling on his ear.
 
    
 
   “Hey cool it in front of Dave, ok?” laughed Bob nervously as Cindy nuzzled his neck.
 
    
 
   “Just kiss me for a minute, I want love,” pleaded Cindy cutely, putting her arms around Bob and squeezing him tightly.
 
    
 
   “What about Dave?” asked Bob, looking over at his friend with chagrin.
 
    
 
   “It’s cool, do your thing.  I have my beer to keep me company,” laughed Dave easily.
 
    
 
   Bob shrugged and turned to give his girlfriend a kiss.  Soon they were making out wildly on the couch and Cindy was gripping the bulge in Bob’s pants and putting his hands on her boobs, encouraging him to squeeze them.
 
    
 
   “Whoa, now this is getting a little too heavy,” panted Bob, his penis stiff with excitement.  “I feel too weird doing this with Dave here.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t care if Dave watches, it will be kinky,” said Cindy, unbuttoning her vest so that her generous tits came flopping out.
 
    
 
   “Jesus,” exclaimed Bob, but he could say no more as Cindy clamped her mouth onto his and forcefully put his hand on her boob.  He gripped one large soft breast in his hand and enjoyed the weight of it.  Cindy squeezed Bob’s rod through his pants urgently as she flicked her tongue in and out of his mouth and soon Bob practically forgot that Dave was in the room.
 
    
 
   Dave leaned back in the armchair and drank his beer, watching with interest as Bob pinched Cindy’s hard pink nipples while the couple made out hotly on the couch.  His own johnson was stiff as a board and he touched himself idly as he watched his buddy Bob getting it on with his girl.  Dave thought back to how eager Cindy had been about sucking his own prick and it made him even harder.
 
    
 
   Cindy unzipped Bob’s fly and pulled out his cock to start stroking it and he pushed her away impulsively.
 
    
 
   “Ok, this is too weird,” said Bob, his heart racing madly with arousal.  “Dave, can you take off now?  Cindy and I have some business to take care of.”
 
    
 
   “I want Dave to stay,” said Cindy petulantly.  She jumped up to stand before Bob and shimmied out of her tights.  Bob stared at her dumbfounded as she discarded her top and stood there naked before him.  For his part, Dave was admiring the sight of Cindy’s round white rump from behind. as she dropped to her knees before Bob.  “Let me suck it,” she begged him sweetly, pulling his pants down and pressing her big boobs up against Bob’s thighs.
 
    
 
   “But, but,” stammered Bob, torn between arousal, embarrassment, and jealousy as his stiff cock strained upward expectantly, waiting to get sucked.
 
    
 
   “No buts, Dave’s watching while I blow you,” said Cindy decisively as she inhaled Bob’s hard penis.
 
    
 
   “What’s up, Dave?” said Bob sheepishly as Cindy’s head bobbed up and down on his phallus and she gave little whimpers of excitement.
 
    
 
   “Your girlfriend has a sweet ass,” commented Dave, admiring Cindy’s bare rear which pointed at him.
 
    
 
   “Yeah I know,” muttered Bob distractedly as Cindy sucked and stroked his rod in front of his buddy.  He felt like he was going to cum soon.
 
    
 
   Cindy pulled her mouth off of Bob’s dick for a moment,  “You like that, huh?” she asked Dave over her shoulder, wiggling her bare rear at his invitingly.  “Come and get it… if you have the balls,” she said with a laugh and then resumed sucking her boyfriend off.
 
    
 
   “Don’t mind if I do,” said Dave, rising to the challenge and unzipping his fly.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, man, what are you doing?” complained Bob weakly.  His girlfriend’s cock sucking was taking all the fight out of him so he couldn’t put up much resistance.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to tap that ass, if you don’t mind,” said Dave with a laugh, dropping down behind Cindy and reaching in between her soft white thighs to rub her hairy bush
 
    
 
   “What if I do mind?   Oh jesus,” gasped Bob.  Cindy was down licking his nutsack now while she vigorously tugged on his dick and he felt like he was going to cum any second.  She reached back with her other hand to spread her labia enticingly for Dave.  Dave pushed a finger inside her and felt how hot and wet she was.  He needed no further encouragement and immediately plunged his stiff rod into her eager cunt until it was consumed up to the hilt.  Cindy moaned with pleasure and started fingering her clitoris greedily.
 
    
 
   When Bob saw Cindy’s excitement at getting drilled by Dave, it pushed him over the edge and he started spurt load after load of hot cum into her face.
 
    
 
   “Do it, baby,” encouraged Cindy with a gasp as her face got coated with semen for the second time that night.
 
    
 
   “Oh man, this is so fucked up,” said Bob as he watched Dave pound his girlfriend from behind.
 
    
 
   She just gripped Bob’s thigh with one hand, and fiddled her clit with the other, moaning softly in passion.  Dave gripped her tender pale hips fiercely as he drove his tool into her.
 
    
 
   “She’s a dirty slut all right,” agreed Dave as his stabbed his meat into his buddy’s girl.  “But her twat is tight as fuck.”
 
    
 
   Hearing Dave call her a dirty slut made Cindy climax right then and there and she gasped with pleasure as the orgasm rolled over her.
 
    
 
   Dave felt her cumming and said, “Yeah, you like being called a dirty slut, don’t you, baby?”  Then he noticed Bob’s annoyance and apologized, “It’s just sex talk, Bob, don’t take it the wrong way.  Oh shit, I’m cumming inside her, ok?”
 
    
 
   “Hey man, come on!” complained Bob.
 
    
 
   Dave was already cumming and fired off a few loads within Cindy before pulling out hastily and plastering a few more shots onto her lovely ass cheeks.
 
    
 
   “There, I mean, is it really any better for me to drench her butt?” asked Dave sheepishly as he finished spurting jizz on Bob’s girl.
 
    
 
   “I, uh, well no, I guess not,” admitted Bob with a laugh.  “That’s just nasty.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t be a cry baby, you loved it,” said Cindy with a grin, grabbing Bob’s face and planting a kiss on his lips.  “It’s hotter when you share your girlfriend with your buddy.”
 
    
 
   “Wait a minute,” said Bob as Cindy stood up and stretched luxuriously, showing off her amazing body for her two lovers.  “That was cum on your face in the theatre.  You fucking blew Dave right there in front of everyone.”  He couldn’t believe how arousing that idea was to him and his cock actually start to swell again at the thought of it.
 
    
 
   “I have no idea what you are talking about,” said Cindy casually, strutting naked into the kitchen.  “Want another beer?”
 
    
 
   Bob looked at Dave incredulously but Dave just shrugged.  “Sluts are more fun,” he said simply.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Wife Demands to be undressed by Husband’s friend
 
    
 
   Ed and his buddy Joe were sitting in Ed's living room drinking beer one evening when Ed's wife Samantha walked in wearing nothing but a fancy bra and panties.  Ed and Joe were both utterly flabbergasted by her audacity.
 
    
 
   "Guurgh, What's the big idea?" said Ed nearly choking on his beer.
 
    
 
   "I'm just getting ready for bed, but I need a hand with the clasp on this bra," said Samantha with a shrug.
 
    
 
   "Sam, we have a guest over and you come out here practically naked," said Ed hotly, his member swelling at the sight of his wife's sexy body.
 
    
 
   "Oh, Joe is practically family," laughed Samantha, waving her hand dismissively.  "I don't need to dress for him."
 
    
 
   Joe and Ed exchanged a confused look.
 
    
 
   "Come here Joe, help me unhook this bra," said Samantha with a twinkle in her eye.
 
    
 
   "Err, what?" said Joe, looking at his old friend helplessly.  Ed just stared at his wife with incomprehension.
 
    
 
   "Will you two stop gaping at each other?" said Samantha.  "Joe, get over here and help me unsnap my bra this minute," she demanded sharply.
 
    
 
   "Jeez, ok," said Joe, climbing to his feet and rushing over to Ed's wife.
 
    
 
   "Honey, that's really uncalled for," stammered Ed, amazed at his wife's brazen behavior.  She had always been wilful, but she had never done anything like this before.
 
    
 
   “Shush, you,” said Samantha with a wink.  “I need this bra off and Joe is going to help me.  Just relax and drink your beer.  Come on, Joe, unsnap that for me.”
 
    
 
   “Ok,” said Joe grasping Samantha’s bra from behind.  As he struggled with the snap, Samantha bent over slightly and pushed her rear into Joe’s crotch.  His johnson was standing at attention and she started grinding her butt cheeks against it.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing that for?” yelped Ed in dismay.  “Why you gotta push your rump up against him like that?”
 
    
 
   “Oh settle down,” said Samantha as Joe finally got her bra unhooked.  She casually discarded her bra and turned to face Joe with her breasts swinging freely exposed.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit!” exclaimed Joe staring at Samantha’s delectable udders and her hard pink nipples.
 
    
 
   “Oh thank you, it feels so good to set these bad boys free,” said Samantha rubbing her boobs suggestively.
 
    
 
   “Christ woman, go put some clothes on!” shouted Ed, shifting in his seat uncomfortably as his own willie pitched a tent in his trousers.
 
    
 
   “Why are you being such a prude about this?” asked Samantha jovially.  “It’s not as though Joe hasn’t seen a woman’s breasts before.  I mean they are just mammary glands after all.  What’s the big deal?”
 
    
 
   “Well they are pretty big, actually,” said Joe with an awkward laugh as he stared mesmerized by Samantha’s ta-tas.
 
    
 
   “Jesus Joe, look at you checking out my wife’s tits,” complained Ed.  “Get a grip on yourself.”
 
    
 
   “Come on Ed, it’s not my fault,” replied Joe with a hurt expression.
 
    
 
   “Here Joe, I’ll get a grip on you,” said Samantha, reaching out to playfully pinch the bulge in Joe’s pants.
 
    
 
   “Arrgh, what the hell are you doing, Sam?” shouted Ed jumping to his feet.  “Stop that!”
 
 
   “Why?  I think he likes it,” replied Samantha as she stood there topless before Joe and grasped at his erection through his pants.
 
    
 
   Ed grabbed his wife by the arm roughly and pulled her away from Joe.  “Get back into the bedroom and put some clothes on, you damn hussy,” he panted.
 
    
 
   “But I’m getting ready for bed,” she complained, extracting herself from his grip quickly.  
 
    
 
   “Well then go put your pajamas on,” he stammered furiously, pointing down the hall.
 
    
 
   “Ok, Ok,” she said retreating down the hall. “Why can’t you loosen up a little?  I was just playing.”
 
    
 
   Ed and Joe faced each other in the living room staring at each other in silence.  Joe felt the urge to apologize, but he didn’t know what for.
 
    
 
   “Joe, can you come in here and help me get these panties off?” called Samantha from bedroom.
 
    
 
   Joe avoided Ed’s glare and headed down the hall.
 
    
 
   “You can’t be serious!” gasped Ed in shock as Joe hurried to heed Samantha’s call.
 
    
 
   “Well, she needs some help I guess,” chirped Joe over his shoulder as he hastily entered the bedroom and closed the door behind him.  
 
    
 
   Ed slapped his hand to his forehead in exasperation and rushed down the hall to intervene, but the bedroom door was already locked.
 
    
 
   “Open this door!” he shouted, jiggling the handle furiously.
 
    
 
   “Hold on a minute, honey, I’m not decent,” called Samantha with a laugh.
 
    
 
   “Not decent?” growled Ed angrily.  “Why I ought to put you over my knee for this!”  He briefly considered knocking the door down but thought better of it when he pictured how much work it would take to replace the door.  He bent over to look more closely at the handle as he heard Joe and Samantha’s muffled giggling through the door.
 
    
 
   “Come on you two, don’t play with me like this,” he shouted plaintively.
 
    
 
   “Give us a minute, dear,” called Samantha through the door.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing in there?” asked Ed with annoyance.  There was no answer for a moment.  “Samantha, answer me!”
 
    
 
   “She can’t talk right now, Ed.  Her mouth is full,” laughed  Joe.
 
    
 
   “That’s real funny, asshole,” said Ed, pounding on the door in frustration.  Then he remembered that there was a key to this door in the junk drawer and he scurried off the to kitchen to find it.  Ed pawed through the tools, old coins, rubber bands, and various flotsam of the junk drawer until he came upon a ring of random keys.  He had no idea which one fit the bedroom door, but he grabbed them and hurried back to the bedroom to try them.  
 
    
 
   Before trying the keys, Ed put his ear to the door, but all he could hear was the rhythmic tapping of the headboard against the bedroom wall.  Ed ground his teeth in jealousy.   Part of him still suspected that they were pulling his leg.  He couldn’t believe that his wife would just fuck his best friend like that.  But then again it was pretty outrageous how she flashed her tits for Joe and grabbed his weiner.  Ed started frantically trying key after key.  After a few minutes, he finally found the right one.  Ed got the door unlocked with his weight still against it.   It flew right open and he went tumbling into the bedroom and onto the floor..
 
    
 
   His worst fears were realized when he found Joe buck naked pumping away between Samantha’s legs, fucking her missionary style.  When Joe saw Ed burst into the room, he hastily pulled out of Ed’s wife but he was too close and Ed watched helplessly as Joe spurted his seed all over Samantha.  She tugged Joe’s scrotum encouragingly and made cooing sounds as he emptied his glans onto her belly and boobs.
 
    
 
   “That’s just lovely,” remarked Ed jumping to his feet and taking a swing at Joe.  Joe dodged away clumsily and Ed chased his naked friend out of the house and into the yard.  Joe decided it would be better to go streaking through the neighborhood than take a beating from his best friend, so he just ran down the street bare assed, trying to think of a way to explain this to his wife when he got home.  Ed gave up the chase after a block or so and he leaned over on his knees trying to catch his breath.  His gut was twisted with jealousy and frustration.  He turned and trundled back home but found all the doors locked and him without his keys.  Samantha was standing stark naked in the window with her arms crossed haughtily and suddenly Ed was trying to think of a way to sweet talk her into letting him back into his own house.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Girlfriend Wants Boyfriend’s Buddies to Honestly Judge Her Body
 
    
 
   Heidi and Chester had been dating for six months before they decided to move in together.  One thing Chester liked about her was that she got along well with his two best friends, Ethan and Jeremy.  But on a certain evening she got along with them a little bit too well…
 
    
 
   One night Heidi, Chester, Ethan, and Jeremy were all watching television and drinking martinis.  Heidi simply couldn’t resist the celebrity gossip shows and the young men found themselves enjoying them too, though they were loathe to admit it.
 
    
 
   “Why do you watch this pablum?” asked Chester with a smile.  “This is for the trailer park set, not for the likes of us.”
 
    
 
   “We all have our vices, Chester,” chided Heidi. “Oh, what do you think of Miley Cyrus?” she asked with excitement as the commentator showed pictures of her latest exploits.
 
    
 
   “Well she can’t sing and she has no body to speak of,” scoffed Jeremy.
 
    
 
   “You wouldn't kick her out of bed for eating crackers my friend, and you know it,” said Ethan and everyone had a chuckle at that.
 
    
 
   “Do you fellows think I have a nice body?” asked Heidi with a mischievous smile, her face was flushed and Chester could tell that she was getting pretty sauced up.
 
    
 
   “Uh, sure,” said Ethan nervously, looking at Chester cautiously.
 
    
 
   “Of course we haven’t seen you naked like we have Miley Cyrus,” chimed in Jeremy.
 
    
 
   “I’m serious you two,” said Heidi jumping to her feet.  “I want you to honestly rate my body on a scale of 1-10.”  She was wearing jeans and a t-shirt and she cocked her hip sexily.
 
    
 
   “Is it really proper for you to ask my friends to rate your body, darling?” muttered Chester.  He was annoyed and yet intrigued by her flirtation with his fellows.
 
    
 
   “It’s not improper,” said Heidi with a devilish grin.  “Women are always judged on how they look.  We get insecure.  I just want to know their honest evaluation.”  She tried to make it sound like a reasonable proposition.
 
    
 
   Ethan just looked at Chester helplessly and held his hands up, but Jeremy was a little drunker and a little more aggressive under any circumstances.
 
    
 
   “How are we supposed to judge without seeing you naked?” he asked with a broad smile.
 
    
 
   “Very funny, Jeremy,” said Chester sarcastically, but the idea of his girlfriend stripping for him and his buddies actually appealed to him.  
 
    
 
   “Well, that’s true,” said Heidi, tilting her head to the side thoughtfully.  “But if I get undressed for you, you simply must promise to give me your honest opinion.”
 
    
 
   The three friends just laughed and looked at each other nervously.
 
    
 
   “Surely, you aren’t serious,” said Chester shakily.  
 
    
 
   “Come now, it’s not sexual, I just want them to rate me objectively,” said Heidi petulantly.  Her cheeks were flushed with arousal.  She wondered what would happen if she went through with it and showed them all her body.
 
    
 
   “How is pulling your clothes off for in front of my friends not sexual?” laughed Chester in dismay.
 
    
 
   “Just go with it,” urged Heidi as she unbuttoned her jeans and pulled the fly down.  
 
    
 
   “Yes, get those jeans off and let’s begin the evaluation,” said Jeremy loudly, tapping his drink down for emphasis.
 
    
 
   “Jeremy’s drunk,” chuckled Ethan, looking over at his bold friend with amusement.
 
    
 
   “I guess so,” agreed Chester, taking a sip from his own drink and wondering how far his girlfriend will go with this little game of hers.
 
    
 
   Heidi peeled her jeans off and stood there posing for her  in her t-shirt and panties.  She had butterflies in her stomach.  She felt self-conscious and yet aroused at her own naughtiness.  She liked being a bad girl sometimes.
 
    
 
   “What do you think of my legs?” she asked coyly, bending her shapely leg to show it off.
 
    
 
   “You have very nice legs,” admitted Ethan primly, giving Chester a conspiratorial smile.
 
    
 
   “Ahh, I’ve seen your legs before, nothing special, I give them a six,” huffed Jeremy waving his hand dismissively.
 
    
 
   Chester laughed at Jeremy’s boisterous behavior.
 
    
 
   “Hmph, that’s not fair,” sniffed Heidi, putting her hands on her hips.  “I think they are nicer than a six…”
 
    
 
   “Get over it, and take the top off,” said Jeremy with a shrug.
 
    
 
   Heidi’s eyes flashed willfully and she casually stripped her t-shirt off and tossed it aside.  She stood there in her bra and panties, with her pale hourglass figure exposed to the three young men.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” exclaimed Ethan in spite of himself, then he blushed and glanced at Chester with chagrin.
 
    
 
   “Well Ethan approves,” said Cindy smugly, loosening up and feeling more confident.
 
   “I give you an eight myself,” said Chester with a smile, admiring her figure.
 
    
 
   “Your vote doesn’t count,” said Heidi imperiously with her nose in the air.  “You are biased.”
 
    
 
   “Eh, I’m not real impressed,” said Jeremy disdainfully.
 
    
 
   “What?” yelped Heidi.  Her cheeks were flushed with excitement.  She gave her boyfriend a furtive glance.  “I mean, look at these knockers, don’t they do anything for you?”  She approached Jeremy and bent down before him to display her soft white cleavage for his inspection.
 
    
 
   Chester laughed nervously and his penis swelled at his girlfriend’s brazen behavior.
 
    
 
   “Hmm,” said Jeremy examining Heidi’s breast judiciously.  “I do like big ones, but I think I need more information before making a judgement.”
 
    
 
   “More information?” asked Heidi coyly, putting a finger to her lips.
 
    
 
   “If you take your bra off, I can judge better,” replied Jeremy, his own member stiffening at the idea.  He glanced over at Chester and wondered how far he would let Heidi take this.
 
    
 
   “Well, maybe you shouldn’t,” muttered Chester half-heartedly.  But part of him wanted to see his girl get naked for his buddies.  It was transgressive and erotic.
 
    
 
   “Hush, you,” said Heidi haughtily.  “We are conducting an objective evaluation and Jeremy has simply requested more information.”
 
    
 
   “That seems perfectly reasonable,” chimed in Ethan weakly.  Chester could see the sweat beading up on his nerdy friend’s brow and he chuckled inwardly.
 
    
 
   “Indeed,” agreed Heidi as she unsnapped her bra and tossed it aside.  Her large round bosoms spilled out just inches from Jeremy’s face.  She propped them up with her hands and pointed her pert pink nipples directly at Jeremy’s eyes.  “Well, what do you think, Jeremy?” she asked innocently.
 
    
 
   Jeremy’s bravado faded somewhat as he stared open-mouthed at Heidi’s amazing breasts.  Ethan and Chester had a laugh at Jeremy’s discomfiture as he struggled to regain his composure.
 
    
 
   “What’s the matter, Jeremy?  Cat got your tongue?” asked Chester snidely, taking a sip of his drink.  He was enjoying Heidi’s wild side.  He hadn’t seen it before.
 
    
 
   “Those breasts definitely warrant a ten,” coughed Ethan, adjusting his crotch awkwardly trying to hide his erection.
 
    
 
   “Why, thank you, Ethan, that’s very kind,” said Heidi, spinning to face him and giving her shoulders a little shimmy to make her boobs jiggle even more.  All three fellows stared in fascination as her breasts shook and bounced.  Heidi’s face and crotch both felt hot with excitement.  This little evaluation was making her quite wet.  She loved how mesmerized the three friends were by her plump orbs.
 
    
 
   “What say you, Jeremy, have you caught your breathe yet?” asked Heidi archly, tossing her head imperiously.
 
    
 
   “Err, yes, I concur with Ethan,” said Jeremy, his face was pale and he candidly fingered the bulge in his pants.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing, playing with yourself?” tittered Heidi, looking at the tent in Jeremy’s trousers with interest.
 
    
 
   “A little bit, Heidi.  Don’t worry, my johnson can take it.  Let’s move on, shall we?” said Jeremy, gulping dramatically and gesturing to her rear.  
 
    
 
   Chester could tell that Jeremy was sobering up a bit.  He stretched and gripped his own boner as he watched his girlfriend standing there topless before his two pals.
 
    
 
   “Oh, do you want to see this?” asked Heidi coyly, turning to present her rear to Jeremy.  She put her hands on her knees and shook her bottom at him.
 
    
 
   “We are just proceeding with the evaluation,” said Jeremy airily, as he repeatedly squeezed his stiff rod through his pants.  “Remove your panties, please,” he requested drily.
 
    
 
   Chester’s pulse quickened at the casual way that his buddy was commanding his girl to strip.  His stomach was churning with jealously and arousal.  He fought the urge to simply unzip and start tugging on his meat while he watched because he thought that might be gauche.
 
    
 
   “Whatever you say, sir,” said Heidi obediently.   She locked eyes with her boyfriend, Chester as she pulled her panties off and pointed her bare bum directly at Jeremy.  Her brows were arched in inquiry to see how well he was handling this.  Chester held up his drink in salute and drank to her health.   Heidi’s skin tingled with electricity as she stood totally naked before these young guys and presented her ass to Jeremy for inspection.  “Well, Jeremy?” she asked lightly.
 
    
 
   “Hmph, yes,” he said reaching out casually and gripping her milky white buttocks in his hands.  “Very round and plump,” he said.  Then he slipped his hand between her thighs and she gasped with pleasure.  “Your skin is quite lovely, very smooth.  Especially right here,”  he rubbed her inner thigh and lightly fingered her outer labia.
 
    
 
   “Oh my,” gasped Heidi.  “So I meet your approval.”
 
    
 
   “Definitely a ten,” said Jeremy between gritted teeth.  He gripped her outer thigh with one hand and worked his other hand up and down between her thighs, enjoying the feeling of her silky inner thighs.  Then he spread her labia gently and pushed an exploratory finger gently between her vaginal lips.
 
    
 
   “I say!” exclaimed Heidi, bending over a bit further to give him easier access to herself.  Her cheeks were flushed deep red and her pulse quickened madly.
 
    
 
   Jeremy boldy unzipped his fly and stood up.  His stiff prick popped out of his trousers triumphantly.  “Would you mind if I had a go with your woman here, Chester?” he asked politely.  “I’m feeling a bit randy.”
 
    
 
   “By all means,” croaked Chester, unzipping his own fly so he could jerk off while he watched.  “She seems quite ready for it.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I am,” assented Heidi eagerly, spreading herself open with her fingers and offering her pussy to Jeremy submissively.  She looked over her shoulder at him and gave him a smoldering stare.
 
    
 
   “Are we masturbating now, then?” asked Ethan stiffly as Chester stroked himself and watched Jeremy prepared to violate his girlfriend.
 
    
 
   “Seems like the thing to do,” said Chester distractedly.
 
    
 
   “Very good,” sighed Ethan, pulling out a surprisingly large phallus and stroking it eagerly.
 
    
 
   “My God, Ethan!” exclaimed Heidi in surprise.  “You are hung like a bull!”
 
    
 
   “Heidi, pay attention, I have something here for you,” said Jeremy urgently in her ear as he stood behind her and inserted his stiff penis into her.
 
    
 
   “Ahh, so you do,” she moaned.  “I feel that, Jeremy.  That’s the real proof that you like my body.”
 
    
 
   “Yep,” he grunted, as he gripped her soft hips and pumped his cock into her.
 
    
 
   “Oh he’s truly hard, Chester,” Heidi told her boyfriend as Jeremy dogged her from behind.  Her mouthed dropped into a cute O as she struggled to maintain her balance.
 
    
 
   “I’ll bet he is,” agreed Chester merrily.  He watched with enjoyment as Heidi’s boobs bounced up and down in response to the pounding Jeremy was giving her and he stroked his penis with relish as he watched.
 
    
 
   “I admire how tight your girlfriend’s vagina is,” panted Jeremy.  “You must get endless hours of pleasure from this.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes,” laughed Chester, struggling not to cum too soon.  It was quite utterly shocking to hear his friend compliment his girl’s twat while fucking her.
 
    
 
   “Jeremy, I am going to fall over,” laughed Heidi as Jeremy fucked her wildly from behind.  “Let me bend over and put my hands on Ethan’s thighs for stability.”
 
    
 
   “That’s an excellent idea,” said Ethan eagerly, squeezing his massive meat in anticipation.
 
    
 
   Heidi bent down and gripped Ethan’s thighs tightly and Jeremy quickly resumed fucking her from behind.  The purple swollen head of Ethan’s huge phallus was just inches from her face in this position and she looked up at him blearily, with her hair a mess.
 
    
 
   “Can I suck this?” she asked Ethan thickly, her mind fogged by passion.
 
    
 
   “Please,” begged Ethan, impatient to get his tool into her mouth.
 
    
 
   Heidi opened her mouth wide and engulfed the large head between her lips.  But she found that too difficult, so she resorted to licking the head hungrily and sliding her tongue up and down Evan’s thick shaft while Jeremy pounded her from behind.  Ethan sighed with satisfaction as she did so.  He reached out and let Heidi’s  nipples brush the palms of his hands as her boobs swayed back and forth.  He gripped them intermittently, thoroughly enjoying the heft of her generous knockers.
 
    
 
   Meanwhile, Jeremy looked down at Heidi’s round white ass as he fucked her, then he looked at her head as it went up and down as she serviced Ethan’s dong.  Then he glanced over at Chester jerking off while his girlfriend was getting double-teamed by his pals.  Jeremy was struck by how outrageous this entire scene was and he quickly reached climax, shooting his wad inside Heidi’s fertile womb.  He withdrew shakily and Heidi paid him no mind by just eagerly climbed onto Ethan’s lap so she could lower herself onto his prodigious phallus.
 
    
 
   Heidi was so eager to board his penis and he found her hole so hot and tight, that Ethan struggled to keep from cumming right away.  Chester was on the verge himself and he jumped up and approached her urgently.  Heidi noticed that he was ready and leaned back and opened her mouth so he could cum inside.  Chester complied immediately, spurting hot cum into her mouth and all over her face.   This was just so rude and nasty that it made Heidi cum herself as she ground herself down on nerdy Ethan’s shockingly large tool.  Her cunt tightened even further on his dong as she came and Ethan released his own seed inside her.  He pumped load after load of semen into her, gripping her waist to hold her down so he could finish the job.
 
    
 
   Heidi climbed gingerly off of Ethan and dropped down on the couch beside him.  
 
    
 
   “I won’t think of you as little Ethan ever again,” she said with a laugh, patting him on the thigh.  “I think I will be bowlegged tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry,” he said contritely, truly mortified at the idea of hurting her.
 
    
 
   “I don’t think she minded it,” laughed Chester happily, zipping himself up.  “In fact, I think I may need to keep an eye on her around you from now on.”
 
    
 
   “You definitely will,” laughed Heidi, standing and stretching.  “I may have trouble keeping my hands off that colossal pecker.”  Then she gave a start and reached down between her legs.  “My god, you two.  I have have semen simply pouring out of me,” gasped Heidi with delight.  “I should discard your previous evaluation of my body and just measure my attractiveness in grams of ejaculate inspired.”
 
    
 
   Everyone laughed, and Chester wondered whether Heidi would be open to sharing herself with some of his other friends.   The unabashed way she lounged naked in front of the group gave him hope and he rubbed his hands together in anticipation.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Wife Blows Jerk Husband Fought in Bar
 
    
 
   Simon and Beatrice went out drinking with some friends from the neighborhood one Friday night.  The group of middle-aged suburban couples regularly got together at the neighborhood bar and the men tended to gather together in one group while their wives congregated separately.  After everyone had a enjoyed several rounds of drinks, a gang of brash young men in college sweatshirts came in from the cold.  They were insolently wearing shorts and flip-flops and were already drunk when they arrived.  Simon rolled his eyes when he saw them come in.
 
    
 
   “Since when do frat boys come in here?” asked Simon with annoyance as the rowdy young men gathered at the bar next to Beatrice and the other wives.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know,” said Simon’s neighbor, Ted eying them warily over the top of his beer glass.  “Hopefully they don’t make a habit of it.”
 
    
 
   Talk returned to sports but Simon glanced over repeatedly as the frat boys started talking and laughing with the suburban wives.  He noticed one drunken jerk slip his arm around his wife’s waist as Beatrice’s friends broke out cackling in response.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I’m going to put a stop to that nonsense,” snapped Simon slamming down his beer and heading over.  Ted, put his own drink down hastily and he tagged along with Simon as their other friends looked on nervously.
 
    
 
   “Do me a favor and take your hands off my wife,” shouted Simon as he approached the young men mingling with the older wives.  He was embarrassed to realize that his voice was slurring slightly from the alcohol he had already consumed.
 
    
 
   There was an awkward moment of silence before the cocky young man with his arm around Beatrice gave him a bronx cheer in response and the entire group broke out laughing again.
 
    
 
   “Why you little douchebag,” stammered Simon indignantly and he grabbed the fellow by the elbow to pull him away from his wife.  But the young man was much stronger than Simon and shrugged him off casually.
 
    
 
   “Now Simon, don’t get all worked up,” chided Beatrice.  “Johnny here is just playing around.  He and his friends are all seniors over at the state university you know.”
 
    
 
   “But that doesn’t give him the right to put his arm around my woman,” whined Simon petulantly.  Then he turned to Ted, “Back me up, Ted.”
 
    
 
   Ted shifted nervously from foot to foot avoiding the smirks of the assembled frat boys and the curious expressions of the middle aged wives.  “Uh, true, Simon, true.  He ought to let Beatrice go.”
 
    
 
   “Oh will you two just relax,” laughed Ted’s wife, Harriet.  “Look at you.  Two grown men getting jealous over some young whipper-snappers.”  She strode forward and ushered Ted and Simon back to the table with the other husbands.  “Try to act like adults, please,” she said with a gleeful smile.  “These rascals are just having fun, it’s nothing to have a heart attack over.” Then she kissed her husband on the cheek, patted Simon on the shoulder and returned to the bar shaking her head in amusement.
 
    
 
   Simon took up his beer and tried to rejoin the conversation with his friends but his face was burning with humiliation.  He kept looking over at this kid Johnny laughing and hugging his wife.  At one point he got behind her and started grinding his crotch against her read while the other wives clapped their hands and shrieked with merriment.
 
    
 
   “I am not going to sit here and watch this shit,” exclaimed Simon in frustration.  “Come on, guys, give me a hand with these little pricks.”
 
    
 
   The other men got up hesitantly and followed Simon as he strode back over to the bar.
 
    
 
   “What’s up, Simon?” asked Johnny insolently, dry humping Beatrice from behind while she giggled uncontrollably.  
 
    
 
   Simon noticed with jealousy that Beatrice’s cheeks were flushed with arousal and her hair was mussed up fetchingly and his blood was boiling with anger.  He lunged forward drunkenly and tried to punch Johnny in the face, but the younger man dodged deftly to the side and his fraternity brothers quickly intervened, pushing Simon and the other husbands back aggressively.  Ted fell back and landed on his ass as the bartender started shouting for the bouncer.  But Harriet and Beatrice forced themselves between the young men jostling against the older men and separated the two sides.
 
    
 
   “That’s enough,” shouted Harriet brassily as the bouncer arrived and stood by clenching his fists in anticipation.  “The party is over.  Don’t make a damn scene.  Let’s just get out of here.”
 
    
 
   “I’m gonna punch that prick in the nose,” slurred Simon, trying to get at Johnny while the younger man waggled his eyebrows at Simon teasingly.  But Ted climbed to his feet and help the other husbands drag Simon out the door into the parking lot.
 
    
 
   The other wives and husbands stood milling around chatting excitedly as the bouncer came out to make an announcement.  “I know you folks come in here all the time and that those young pricks are probably the ones to start this mess,” said the big grizzled biker.  “But to be honest with you, those young fellas would be a handful for me if I had to go back in there and toss them out, so if you folks agree to call it a night and head home now, then the drinks will be on me next weekend.  What do you say?”
 
    
 
   “I’ll go now, I don’t care, but where the hell is my wife?” shouted Simon drunkenly as he stood under the streetlight in the parking lot.
 
    
 
   “Uh, Beatrice stayed behind to try to smooth things over with Johnny and the boys,” said Harriet nervously.
 
    
 
   “Smooth things over?” squawked Simon.  “What’s that supposed to mean?  I am going back in there to get my wife!”
 
    
 
   “Now hold on, buddy,” said the bouncer, blocking his way.  “Let me handle this.  I will go back in there and escort your wife back out here so that you all can go.  And I sure hope she’s more sober than you, or else I will need to call you a cab.”
 
    
 
   Simon glowered at the bouncer, but held his tongue and Ted came over and patted him on the shoulder.
 
    
 
   “She’ll be out in a minute, I’m sure,” said Ted.  “Hey, you know that was a lot of excitement, huh?”  He felt bad for Simon and was trying to distract him.
 
    
 
   “Too much damn excitement,” growled Simon in agreement as he paced back and forth in the chilly parking lot as the cars whipped by on the nearby freeway.
 
    
 
   “Tell me about it,” laughed Ted.  “I got pushed over and landed right on my ass.”  He rubbed his rear ruefully.  “I’m too old for this nonsense.  I’ll have a bruise on my butt for a month.”
 
    
 
   “What the hell is taking them so long?” demanded Simon, growing impatient as the other couples bid their farewells and headed home.  He kept thinking of that cocky college kid taking liberties with his woman and it burned him up inside.
 
    
 
   “Don’t fret, dear, I’m sure everything is fine,” said Harriet with trepidation.  But Simon could tell that she was hiding something by the way she kep glancing at the entrance to the bar.
 
    
 
   “Fuck this, I’m going in there to get my damn wife,” said Simon finally, rushing back into the bar.  Harriet and Ted trailed after him in trepidation.
 
    
 
   When he got inside, he saw the bouncer standing with a bunch of the fraternity boys in a circle but he couldn’t see his wife.  He strode right over to ask the bouncer where Beatrice was.  As he approached he could hear the bouncer remonstrating with someone.
 
    
 
   “Come on now ma’am, your husband’s right outside waiting for you,” said the bouncer awkwardly.   But Simon couldn’t see Beatrice in the group.  He pushed into the circle to confront the bouncer and was shocked to see Beatrice on her knees greedily sucking Johnny’s cock while all his friends stood around and made rude comments.  The bouncer was standing by helplessly trying to convince her to stop and when he saw Simon, his face turned white.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit, here’s the husband,” choked the bouncer lunging forward to grab Simon.
 
    
 
   Beatrice turned and looked at her husband with the young mans cock sticking into her mouth.  She had a wild look of surprise in her eyes, but she just kept sucking it anyway.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, keep sucking it mama,” said Johnny with satisfaction, leering lecherously at Simon as he patted Beatrice on the head.
 
    
 
   “You little fucking douchebag,” screamed Simon, struggling to get past the bouncer.  All the frat boys were looking at him and laughing while Simon’s stomach was twisted in cold knots of jealousy and frustration.
 
    
 
   “Wait, Simon, wait,” shouted Johnny in response.  “It’s not what it seems.  Beatrice is just comforting me after our upsetting run in.”
 
    
 
   Simon stared in sick fascination as Beatrice’s head bobbed up and down on Johnny’s meat.
 
    
 
   “She sure knows how to comfort a guy,” laughed one of the bystanders gripping his jock as he watched.
 
    
 
   “Let me at him,” cried Simon, struggling weakly against the much larger bouncer.
 
    
 
   “Just let it go,” said the bouncer sadly, trying to push Simon away.  “Let it go.”
 
    
 
   “No, don’t go, Simon, watch, I’m almost done,” said Johnny gayly.  Then he pulled his cock out of Beatrices mouth and started spurting cum all over her face as she looked up at  him lovingly.  All the frat boys laughed and cheered as their friend hosed cum all over Beatrice’s face and into her open mouth.  Simon just looked on in shock as she licked his cock clean when he was done.  Johnny helped her politely to her feet and handed her a handkerchief.
 
    
 
   “That was awesome, Beatrice, thanks,” said Johnny brightly.  “Let’s do again sometime.”
 
    
 
   “You are so naughty,” said Beatrice, patted Johnny on the cheek. Then she pulled modestly at the hem of her skirt and took a deep breath to face her husband.
 
    
 
   “How could you?” said Simon despondently, all the anger and energy drained from his body.
 
    
 
   “Oh Simon, please don’t be such a cry baby,” said Beatrice lightly.  “It’s only a little blowjob, not the end of the world.  Come on, let’s get you home to sober up.”
 
    
 
   And the bouncer and frat boys looked on in amazement as Beatrice bustled past them and guided her unhappy husband out the door.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Husband Finds Wife Drinking with His Friends in Her Lingerie
 
    
 
   Bob was getting ready to leave work for the evening when his boss, Stewart popped his head in the door.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Bob, I’m glad I caught you.  I just got off the phone with the general counsel and we need to revise that press release tonight before it goes out,” said Stewart.  His expression was sour and it made Bob’s stomach drop.
 
    
 
   “Stew, I’ve got poker night tonight!” complained Bob.  “I was just about to head out.”
 
    
 
   Stewart sighed with resignation and his expression softened somewhat.  “I’m sorry Bob, but the CEO insisted that we make these changes right away.  If we don’t word this correctly, then we are setting ourselves up for trouble.  It should only take a couple of hours.  I told the CEO and general counsel that we would join them on a conference call presently.”
 
    
 
   “Oh brother, there’s no getting out of that,” admitted Bob.  “Let me call my wife quickly and I will come join you in your office.”
 
    
 
   Stewart nodded assent and walked out.  Bob felt utterly deflated.  He really relished his monthly poker night with his old college buddies.  His wife was always very accommodating and helped prepare food and drinks, but kept out of their way and left them alone to drink and joke raucously, the way men tend to do.  He pulled up her contact info on his phone in annoyance.
 
    
 
   “Hey,” he said when she answered.  “I need to work late tonight, can you call my friends and tell them.”
 
    
 
   “Oh honey, I’m so sorry,” replied Bob’s wife Cindy with compassion.  “I know how much this night means to you.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, it’s hard to find a night when everyone is free these days,” said Bob.  “But there is a problem with that big press release, so I need to stay and fix it.”
 
    
 
   “Well how long is it going to take?” asked Cindy thoughtfully.  “They aren’t due for another hour yet, maybe I can just entertain them until you arrive.”
 
    
 
   Bob looked at the time.  “Oh wow, would you do that?” he asked hopefully.  “It should only take us about two hours so you would only need to mollify them for an hour or so.”
 
    
 
   “Well that’s no big deal.  We’ll watch TV or something until you get home,” said Cindy brightly
 
    
 
   “Honey, you are the absolute best!” exclaimed Bob, his spirits lifting.  “How did I find such an amazing wife?”
 
    
 
   “You are a lucky man,” responded Cindy with a laugh.  “Just remember this next time I ask you to take out the garbage.”
 
    
 
   “I will be on extra chore duty for a month!  I definitely owe you for this.  You are saving my poker night,” said Bob with a smile.
 
    
 
   “It’s a deal,” said Cindy.  “But I don’t really mind.  Your friends are all nice, we get along pretty well.  Anyway, I love you and will see you soon.  I will keep the beer cold for you.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks honey, love you too,” said Bob.  “Bye!”  He hung up and rubbed his hands together happily.  He did feel like a lucky man to have such a good wife.  All of his friends’ wives were  grumpy about having poker night at their houses.  They didn’t like the continuation of this remnant from their husband’s bachelor lives.  With his mind at ease, Bob grabbed his laptop and rushed down to Stewart’s office to fix that press release.
 
    
 
   Unfortunately, the problems were more difficult than he anticipated.  The CEO insisted on stating things that the counsel absolutely forbid and it was a long and difficult negotiation to arrive at a compromise.  Bob looked at the time and realized with dread that it had taken them three hours instead of two.  As he rushed back to his office he tried calling his wife to see how things were going, but the call went directly to voicemail.  He tried calling a couple of his other poker buddies too, but got the same result.  He felt dejected and confused and held little hope that his friends would still be there when he got home.  They probably got annoyed and left after having to wait for so long.
 
    
 
   Bob drove home, feeling depressed.  He enjoyed married life, of course, but he missed the social life that he used to enjoy before he got married.  He rarely got a chance to spend time with his old friends anymore.  His mind was so consumed with these moody thoughts that he didn’t notice all the cars parked in front of his home until he was pulling into his own driveway.  It seemed that all of his friends had decided to stay after all.  Bob felt a warm flush of gratitude that his buddies would hang out for so long waiting on him, and rushed happily into the house.
 
    
 
   But as Bob entered the living room he was greeted by a strange and disturbing sight.  All of his friends were there, alright, but they all looked startled and guilty as he barged expectantly into the room.  Everyone had clearly been drinking, their faces were flushed and their eyes were sparkling with excitement.  Bob’s wife Cindy was there with them.  Bob was shocked to see her sitting on his friend Fred’s lap, wearing nothing but her sexy lingerie.  She had on a lacy black bra and panties that were effectively transparent and her thigh high stockings with her high heels.  She had her arm around Fred’s neck and he had his hands on her hips, squeezing and rubbing her soft white flesh.
 
    
 
   She was laughing happily as Bob came in and it took her a moment to realize that her husband was present.  Bob could tell that she had been drinking too.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, what the hell are you wearing, Cindy?” gasped Bob in amazement.  His wife had a great body, with large breasts, slim waist and nice round hips.  But she was always very modest and never showed off her body like that.  She certainly never flirted with Bob’s friends before.  She always acted very demure and retiring when they were around.
 
    
 
   “I uh, I don’t know,” said Cindy, at a loss for words.  “I was just trying to keep the boys entertained while you were at work.”
 
    
 
   Bob friends all laughed nervously at that, and Bob noticed them shifting uncomfortably in their seats.
 
    
 
   “I know this looks bad, buddy.  But it was perfectly innocent,” said Fred with a wan smile.  “It was all in good fun.”
 
    
 
   “Christ Fred, your fly is down!” exclaimed Bob.  His stomach was twisted in jealousy and he felt his heart pounding in his chest.  He looked around the room and realized that most of the guys were either covering their crotches or trying to zip up their pants surreptitiously.  “What the heck was going on here?”
 
    
 
   “Nothing!” chimed in a couple of your friends, but they avoided Bob’s angry gaze guiltily.  
 
    
 
   “I was just being playful,” said Bob’s wife with a crooked smile.  Bob could tell that she was a little drunk and trying to make light of the situation.  “I mean you were gone for so long, I had to do something to provide amusement for our guests.”  She shifted her weight on Fred’s lap but kept her arm draped around him and made no move to get up.  Bob noticed with sick fascination that Cindy was pressing one boob up against  Fred’s chest.  All his friends casting sly glances at Cindy’s gorgeous exposed body.  Her erect nipples were clearly visible through the lacy material of her bra and her legs looked quite striking in her sheer black stockings.  Bob’s own penis responded by swelling with  blood at the sight of his wife’s sexy body.  The fact that she had been exposing herself in front of all his friends added a sickening twist to his arousal.  His gut was in knots and his hands were sweating in response.
 
    
 
   “I thought you were going to watch TV,” said Bob helplessly, holding out his hands plaintively, palms up.  “But I find you here in your underwear and all my buddies have their flies down.  Were they jerking themselves off while you stripped for them or something?”
 
    
 
   “Now Bob, come on,” blustered Fred, but his eyes were guilty.  Bob’s other friends avoided his eyes, but Cindy gazed at him with her inner brows raised compassionately.
 
    
 
   “It wasn’t like that… exactly,” said Cindy awkwardly.
 
    
 
   “What do you mean, ‘exactly’,” demanded Bob in frustration.  It annoyed him how Cindy wasn’t bothering to cover herself or even get off of Fred’s lap now that he was here.
 
    
 
   “She didn’t really strip for us,” offered Bob’s friend Wilson meekly. Bob looked at Wilson with his mouth hanging open.  Wilson was a shy fellow, never much one for the ladies.  Bob couldn’t believe that he also seemed to be taking great care to cover his crotch.
 
    
 
   “So she just greeted you at the door in her knickers?” asked Bob incredulously.
 
    
 
   “Well at some point we all decided it would be fun if I got changed into this outfit,” said Cindy with a cute grimace.  “I guess we had already had a few drinks by that point.”
 
    
 
   “Uh, huh,” said Bob, struggling to maintain composure.  “And when did they start whipping their dicks out?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Now honey, don’t put it like it like that,” said Cindy with a hurt expression.  Bob saw that she was blushing madly.  “You make it sound so crass.”
 
    
 
   Bob’s stomach flipped at this response.  “Wait, so you aren’t denying it?  You are just complaining at how I have characterized your slutty behavior?” stammered Bob incredulously.
 
    
 
   Cindy hung her head in shame and said nothing.  Bob glared at each of his old friends in turn but they all avoided his gaze.
 
    
 
   “Wilson!  You, of all people, took part in this?” asked Bob desperately.  “You sat there stroking yourself while my wife paraded in front of everyone, practically naked, brazenly showing off her body?”  As he said it, Bob felt his own penis swell even further and he realized that this idea was turning him on.
 
    
 
   “She’s uh, a very, attractive woman,” stammered Wilson helplessly.  “We were all laughing and having a good time, it seemed so harmless…”
 
    
 
   Bob’s blood ran cold as his fears were implicitly confirmed.  “Harmless?” he squawked petulantly.  “How would you like it if I jerked off while your wife strutted her stuff for me?”   But Bob immediately realized his mistake as everyone burst out laughing at that idea.  Wilson’s wife was quite overweight.
 
    
 
   “I’m not sure how I would feel about that,” admitted Wilson seriously, ignoring the laughter around him.  “But I am pretty sure Martha wouldn’t offer to model her lingerie for you guys in the first place.”
 
    
 
   “Are you blaming me for this, Wilson?” laughed Cindy, putting her hand to her chest.  “Don’t let him fool you Bob.  Wilson was coaxing me on as much as anyone.  He wasn’t shy about begging me to service him either,” she said giving Wilson a lascivious look that made him redden in embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “Wait a minute, are you saying that while you were parading around half naked, with my good friends stroking their wangs and watching, that Wilson asked you to… do what?” Bob’s penis was fully erect at this point and his gut felt like it was full of butterflies.  “And can you please get off of Fred’s lap, Cindy?” he continued in exasperation.  “It’s a bit inappropriate.”
 
    
 
   Cindy complied quickly, hopping off of Fred’s lap and coming to stand obediently before her husband with head bowed and hands behind her back.  Bob noticed all the men staring at his wife’s round butt as she approached him and his blood boiled.  Once she was close to him, Bob noticed that she was covered with spots of glistening fluid.  They were in her hair and on her chest.  Her chin was slick and shiny with it.  He hadn’t noticed before because of the dim lighting.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit! Are you covered in jism?” cried Bob in distress.
 
    
 
   “Am I?” asked Cindy self-consciously wiping her chin.  “Sorry.”
 
    
 
   “Urg,” croaked Bob, his anger rising furiously.  He barely restrained the urge to strike his wife.  “Sorry!  Is that all you can say?”   He turn and shouted at his friends.  “What did you guys do to my wife while I was slaving away at work?  Use her as a goddamned fuck toy?”
 
    
 
   “Now take it easy, Bob,” said Fred, jumping to his feet to pacify his friend.  The attempt was ruined when Fred’s erect penis came springing out of his unzipped trousers.  Cindy noticed Fred’s boner and giggled in spite of herself.
 
    
 
   “We didn’t all actually penetrate her,” explained Wilson patiently as Fred cursed softly and struggled to get his johnson back into his trousers.
 
    
 
   “That’s nice, Wilson,” said Bob pacing back and forth, waving his arms in anger, frustration, and unexpected titillation.  “Thanks so much for qualifying it.  So I assume that she just gave some of you handjobs?”
 
    
 
   “Well fellatio for me personally,” admitted the accountant Wilson rationally. 
 
    
 
   Bob rushed over and grabbed Wilson by the collar roughly.  “You describe a blowjob from my wife as though ticking off an item in your ledger, you bastard,” he shouted, shaking Wilson so violently that his glasses came off.
 
    
 
   Fred and Cindy quickly came to Wilson’s defense and pulled Bob away from him.
 
    
 
   “Bob, get a grip on yourself.  You might hurt him,” yelped Cindy with concern.  “I’ve never seen you like this, what’s gotten into you?”
 
    
 
   Bob broke free and slapped Cindy across the face,  “You fucked half my friends and blew the other half in my living room while I was at work and you dare to ask me why I’m angry?”
 
    
 
   Cindy embraced Bob against his will and clung to him.  “Ok, I know this must be upsetting, but we never meant to hurt you,” said Cindy tearfully.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, we just got a little carried away is all,” added Fred lamely, shifting from foot to foot.
 
    
 
   “That’s an insane understatement,” growled Bob trying to disentangle himself from Cindy’s urgent embrace.  She brushed up against his erection and grasped at it greedily.
 
    
 
   “Honey, why you’re as hard as a rock,” she whispered breathily in Bob’s ear.  “I think you are getting off on this.”
 
    
 
   Bob tried to push her away, but she just kept tugging on his phallus through his pants.
 
    
 
   “I think we should be going now, guys,” said Fred apprehensively.  “These two are going to have a lot to work out tonight.”
 
    
 
   “No, I don’t think you should go, Fred,” said Cindy, never releasing her death grip on her husband’s stiff rod.   “You haven’t had a chance to cum on me yet,” she purred lustily.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck are you playing at?” said Bob, growing weak as his wife worked his penis.
 
    
 
   Cindy didn’t answer, but simply released his penis and turned her back to him.  All the men stared at her, mesmerized as she unsnapped her bra and tossed it aside.  They gave a sigh as her generous bosoms were released and bounced freely.
 
    
 
   “Cindy!” shouted Bob.
 
    
 
   “Shh,” she said tenderly as she slipped her panties off.  “Come here Fred,” she commanded softly.
 
    
 
   Fred stood hesitantly, his gaze shifting guiltily between Cindy’s naked sexy body and his friend Bob’s stunned expression.  “Uh, what?” asked Fred stupidly.
 
    
 
   “Come here Fred,” demanded Cindy more insistently.  “Pull your thing back out, and let me suck it.”
 
    
 
   “What, while Bob stands there watching?” he asked nervously.
 
    
 
   “Bob’s going to do me from behind while I suck you off,” explained Cindy patiently, unzipping Fred’s fly for him and extracting his penis for him.
 
    
 
   “I am?” asked Bob, dumbfounded by this turn of events.
 
    
 
   “Yes you are,” said Cindy looking back over her shoulder at her husband while she tugged on Fred’s stiffening member.  She wiggled her rear at Bob suggestively and he gulped in response.  He looked around at his friends who were all sitting and watching in fascination as Cindy proceeded to start sucking on Fred’s penis.  She was moaning with pleasure as she slurped on Fred’s cock and Bob’s own penis stiffened painfully as the sound of his wife’s pleasure.
 
    
 
   “The best solution is for you to fuck Cindy at this point, Bob,” said Wilson sagely as he pulled out his own erection and started stroking it as he watched Bob’s wife, standing there naked, bent over at the waist, lustily sucking another man’s prick.
 
    
 
   Bob looked down at Cindy’s swollen labia peeking out at him between her luscious white thighs and he felt something inside himself melt.  He numbly unzipped his own pants and grasped his wife by the hips as he pushed the head of his straining penis into her.  Cindy yanked Fred’s dong from between her lips briefly to turn and smile at her husband encouragingly as he entered her from behind.  “Thank you, dear,” she said breathily.
 
    
 
   Bob started dogging Cindy with abandon as she resumed giving Fred a blowjob and Bob’s friends sat around stroking themselves as they watched.  Bob reached around as he fucked her and rubbed Cindy’s clit with his fingers.  Within minutes he could feel her cumming, her twat tightening around the shaft of his phallus.  Fred pulled his thing from her mouth and started spurting semen into her face.  The first shot went right into her mouth that was formed into a cute “O” as she shuddered from her own climax.  The sight of his buddy shooting his load into his wife’s face made Bob cum at that moment and he fired his own load deep into her womb.  His body was lit up with ecstasy as he pumped spurt after spurt of jism into his wife.
 
    
 
   Bob glanced around the room in chagrin as he pulled his wet limp penis back out of his wife.  He noticed that Wilson had come on his own shirt.
 
    
 
   “Well, that was unexpected,” laughed Fred awkwardly as he zipped up his fly.  
 
    
 
   “I’ll say,” laughed Cindy, wiping cum from her face with her hand and standing there unabashedly naked in front of the roomful of men.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you feel any urge to cover yourself, you hussy?” asked Bob with affection, unable to summon his previous anger for his wife as he basked in the afterglow of his orgasm.
 
    
 
   “Not really,” shrugged Cindy, smearing the semen across her breasts and pinching her own nipples distractedly.
 
    
 
   Bob’s friends all stood up and prepared to leave, mumbling vague apologies to Bob.  Cindy made a point of embracing each one, rubbing her nude body against each man.  Bob’s penis began to swell again at her brazen behavior. 
 
    
 
   As the guests congregated by the door and prepared to leave, Cindy made a final announcement.  “Alright boys, well I hope you enjoyed thoroughly using me for sex this evening, but I feel bad that you never got to play a hand of poker.”  Everyone chuckled in response.  Then Cindy’s face brightened and she snapped her fingers.  Bob found himself distracted by her naked body, unable to believe her sudden brashness.  “How about next month we can combine the poker and the sex?   Whoever wins each hand can demand a sexual favor of me.  The bigger the pot, the more I will do.  So for a small pot, I will take my top off, but the big winner gets to fuck me from behind?”
 
    
 
   “Jesus, Cindy!” laughed Bob in amazement.  “Are you serious?”
 
    
 
   ‘Why not?” she laughed, tossing her hair playfully.  “We’ve already opened Pandora’s box this evening, why not have fun with it?”
 
    
 
   Bob’s friends all eagerly agreed and Bob had to admit that the idea was both infuriating and titillating.  “Well it would certainly be a shame if we allowed this one night of indiscretion to bring an end to poker night,” he acquiesced with a crooked smile.  Everyone laughed  and filed out shaking their heads in bemusement.  Bob stood by nervously while Cindy stood in the door, stark naked, waving goodbye to the guests.
 
    
 
   “Honey, the neighbors might see you,” cautioned Bob.
 
    
 
   “You know, I don’t think I care anymore,” said Cindy lightly as she exposed her naked flesh to the world.
 
    
 
   Bob sighed and wondered what his wife’s sexual awakening would hold in store for him as it played out in the future.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

SECTION 3: Instant Gratification - Short and Punchy
 
   Your girl puts her head in your buddy’s lap
 
    
 
   You girlfriend puts her head down on your buddy’s lap while watching a movie with friends at home
 
    
 
   You try to object but your friend just laughs. “What do you think is going to happen? We are sitting right here in front of everybody.”
 
    
 
   So you simmer down but watch them closely. After a while, she flips over and faces his belly. You squirm in your seat but say nothing. No one else notices. At some point she slips her hand up under her cheek, and still you stay silent. But when you see his breathing get deep and erratic, you jump up suddenly and see that she had worked his cock around so that the head was poking above his belt and she has been licking and sucking the tip of his penis for the past half hour while everyone sat there watching the movie. You are about to grab her by the hair angrily when your buddy grunts “Oh shit” and starts spurting cum onto her face. Everyone is ignoring you and they watch in fascination as your girl positions herself on the couch to greedily clamp her mouth around his shaft and suck out a few more loads. You just stand there frozen in your tracks, blood pumping and face burning.
 
    
 
   You girlfriend sits up and and looks over at you bashfully, wiping cum from her face with a tissue. Your buddy just leaves his cock out and flops over exhausted and satisfied. The guys all start hooting and the girls are all laughing. “You are SUCH a SLUT!” shouts her best friend. “I can’t BELIEVE you just did that.” You stomach just flips over and you feel nauseous.
 
    
 
   “Sorry about that dude, that was pretty raunchy.” says your buddy. ”But once she started working my crank I didn’t want her to stop. It felt pretty fucking good. I totally understand if you want to punch me in the face right now, but it will probably be worth it.”
 
    
 
   Everyone is silent watching your reaction. “I’ll fucking knock him one,” mutters one of your other friends. This breaks the spell and you stride forward and smash him in the face as hard as you can.
 
    
 
   He ends up with a bloody nose and smashed lip, but he doesn’t fight back. He just stands up groggily and sways on his feet for a second before shaking it off and walking out. Your girl touches his arm with concern as he goes and then looks at the ground guiltily. “You should have hit me, not him. I was the one that did the sucking,” she says miserably.
 
    
 
   “I’d hit her,” says one guy smiling. “I’d hit her in the face with my dick.”
 
    
 
   Another girl punches him. “Omigod, shut up!”
 
    
 
   As the party breaks up your girl jumps up with tears in her eyes. She runs and locks herself in your bedroom. Her best friend looks at you with sadness and goes down the hall to knock on the door. After some whispering your girl lets her in and locks the bedroom door behind her.
 
    
 
   Everyone is gone now and you feel drained and weird. You don’t want to do anything at all. But suddenly you hear muffled laughter from your bedroom and your stomach flips again. The girls think this is pretty funny you guess.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
    
 
   Girlfriend Lost a Bet
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend was talking smack about how she could beat your buddy easily at pool.
 
    
 
   "Oh yeah," he said with a smile.  "How much do you want to bet?"
 
    
 
   "I’ll bet you anything you want," she said with a sassy toss of her hair.
 
    
 
   "Would you bet your ass?" he asked with a smirk.
 
    
 
   "Uh, what?" she said, looking over at you with trepidation.
 
    
 
   "What’s the matter, not so sure of  yourself now are you?" he laughed, winking at you as you shift nervously in your seat.
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend is fiery, so she straightens right up.  ”I’m not worried about it, I will beat your ass easily.”  Then she turned and pointed her rear at him and slaps her own bottom.  ”You’re not getting any of this good stuff,” she teased.
 
    
 
   "We’ll see," he said, sizing up her body judiciously while he chalks up his cue.
 
    
 
   Of course he beat her readily in about 5 minutes.
 
    
 
   "You fucker!" she shouted as the 8 ball dropped.
 
    
 
   "Time to strip," he said smugly.
 
    
 
   "I’m not doing it," she said defiantly.
 
    
 
   "A bet’s a bet," he insisted, wagging his eyebrows at you.
 
    
 
   "Oh, man, let her off the hook, will you?" you asked awkwardly.  "You can’t be serious."
 
    
 
   "I’m sorry dude, but I’m just going to have to fuck your girlfriend," he said with a smile.
 
    
 
   "Ha ha," you responded.
 
    
 
   "Seriously, strip right now or I’m not letting you play pool here anymore," he demanded, pointing a stern finger at your girl.
 
    
 
   She looked over at you sheepishly as she started unbuttoning her blouse.
 
    
 
   "Hey!" you complained. "What are you doing?"
 
    
 
   "Well, I guess he won the bet," she said with chagrin as she started pulling off her blouse, exposing her pert pink nipples.
 
    
 
   "Oh yeah, those look tasty," said your buddy rubbing his hands together.
 
    
 
   "Cut the shit you guys," you stammered, surprised that your penis was growing stiff.
 
    
 
   "Just get those pants off now," said you pal, unfastening her belt.
 
    
 
   "Ok," she said.  "You can look, but you can’t touch."  Then she shimmied her jeans off and stood there in her pale, naked, gorgeous glory.
 
    
 
   "Yeah right," he laugh gruffly, pushing her roughly over the table and whipping his cock out.
 
    
 
   "Hey, I didn’t say you could do that," she said coyly, but she wasn’t putting up much of a fight.
 
    
 
   "Stop that shit," you demand, jumping to your feet.
 
    
 
   "She lost the bet, man, Now I get some ass," he said, sinking his prick into your girl from behind.
 
    
 
   "Oh fuck, you are hard as hell," she gasped in pleasure as he started pumping her from behind.  "Omigod, are you hot for me or what?"
 
    
 
   "Your snatch is pretty wet, so I would say I’m not the only one hot for this," he panted as he dogged her.
 
    
 
   'This is fucked up,” you complained lamely.
 
    
 
   "No it isn’t, it’s awesome.  Your girlfriend’s pussy is tight as fuck," he said crudely as he plunged his meat in and out of her.
 
    
 
   "Sorry honey," she stuttered.  "Oh fuck I think I’m cumming."
 
    
 
   "Yeah, me too," he grunted, gripping his hips and pumping load after load of semen into your girlfriend.
 
    
 
   "Are you cumming inside me?" she asked meekly, cheeks flushed with passion.
 
    
 
   "Yep," he said with satisfaction.
 
    
 
   "Wow, you are bold.  Good think I’m on depo," she laughed.
 
    
 
   "I’m out of here," you said in disgust.
 
    
 
   "Oh don’t be like that," called your girlfriend.  "You should hang out.  I want to play again -  best two out of three."
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your Girlfriend Likes to Look at Porn with Your Buddies
 
    
 
   "Hey do you guys want to look at porn?" Your girlfriend flops down on the couch between your two buddies and opens her laptop.  ”It will be fun.  I like porn, I don’t see why it’s such a taboo.”
 
    
 
   "Are you kidding me?" you say, sitting up to attention.  "What are you trying to do?"  Your buddies are laughing nervously and look over at you sitting across from them, but then they are looking at the screen.
 
    
 
   You girlfriend points to the screen.  ”I like how her cheeks suck in as she blows this guy.  Man, she is really working his knob.”  She smiles at you over the top of the screen at you.  ”You aren’t allowed to look at this shit, I would get jealous.”  Then she snuggles up against your buddies and clicks away on the trackpad.
 
    
 
   You stare at the scene incredulously.  Who does this shit happen to?  But your buddies and your girlfriend are engrossed in the computer, all three looking at porn together.  They don’t notice you wriggling uncomfortably in your chair.
 
    
 
   "Do you think I would look good in thigh-highs?" she asks your one friend.  Then she glances down at his crotch and sees the growing bulge there.  "Hey, what’s going on over here?" she laughs.  "Are you springing a rod over this stuff?"  She cranes her head around and stares at your other buddy’s lap.  She reaches out and pinches the tent he has pitched.  "Whoa, you are hard.  Honey, your pal has a stiffy over here."  She looks you in the eye with a devilish look on her face while she squeezes and kneads your friend’s cock through his jeans.  You notice her other hand sneaking into your other friend’s lap to grab his junk too.
 
    
 
   You are just frozen with disbelief.  ”Is this freaking you out?” she asks you softly with her eyebrows furrowed sympathetically.  ”I’m sorry, it might have gotten out of hand…well so to speak.”  She laughs as one of your friends starts pulling her top off and the other starts unzipping her pants, but she never lets go of their cocks.  ”Whoa, you guys mean business, huh.  I ain’t afraid of you.  I will take you both on.” she says as her panties come off.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your Wife is Eager to Give Her Male Coworker a Massage.
 
    
 
   JoAnn invited her co worker Harry, over for dinner one night.  Afterward, she, Harry, and her husband Evan were sitting together in the living room enjoying some drinks.
 
    
 
   "You seem so tense, just relax.  I will give you a massage," said JoAnne, pushing her friend Harry back on the sofa.
 
    
 
   His gaze flitted nervously between JoAnne's husband Evan sitting across the room and JoAnn’s generously exposed bosom.  "Uh, ok," he gulps hesitantly.
 
    
 
   "Don't mind my husband, he's very open minded," she laughs as she starts unzipping his fly.
 
    
 
   "Honey, I don't know if I am that open minded," chuckled Evan awkwardly.
 
    
 
   "But dear, I need to get these pants off him so that he can get comfortable and relax properly," she pouted as she assertively gripped Harry’s pants at the waist and tugged them down.  She accidentally got a grip on his underwear and pulled those down to his knees as well, causing his stiff erection to come springing up just inches from her face.  "Oops, what have we got here?" she said with a laugh, gazing with interest at the straining phallus bobbing before her.
 
    
 
   "Oh jeez," gasped Harry, hurriedly pulling his boxers back up to cover his manhood.  His face was burning bright red in embarrassment and he looked over at Evan in chagrin.  "Sorry about that," he choked.
 
    
 
   "Oh, you are so cute.  Look how red he's turning, dear," laughed JoAnne, turning to her husband with a twinkle in her eye as she yanked Harry’s jeans the rest of the way off.
 
    
 
   Evan sat dumbfounded, unable to think of something to say in response.   His own member began to swell as his wife gripped Harry’s thigh and started rubbing it vigorously.  JoAnne’s eyes were burning brightly with arousal as she gazed at Harry’s dong blatantly pitching a tent in his boxers.  Evan’s stomach was twisted into knots of jealousy and his own face burned with shame as he looked on.
 
    
 
   “I’m guessing you don’t have many problems with erectile disfunction,” laughed JoAnne, pausing her massage to gesture at Harry’s conspicuous rod.  Her finger practically touched it as she pointed and Evan gulped with amazement at this turn of events.
 
    
 
   “No, I guess not,” laughed Harry weakly looking at Evan helplessly with a shrug of his shoulders.
 
    
 
   “Neither do I,” yelped Evan defensively, stung by the implication of his wife’s comment.
 
    
 
   “Of course you don’t, dear,” said JoAnne distractedly, never taking her eyes off of Harry’s dong as it swayed back and forth.  She resumed rubbing Harry’s thigh, gripping it forcefully from both sides and running her hands higher and higher toward his crotch.
 
   Evan was momentarily cowed by his wife’s condescending attitude and he watched helplessly as she slid her hand inside the leg of Harry’s boxer shorts.  Harry gave a startled yelp of surprise as she gripped his testicles and started massaging them.
 
    
 
   “Do you like this?” JoAnne asked Harry lustily as she kneeled submissively before him, gazed up at him with wide eyes and gently rubbed his scrotum.
 
    
 
   Harry cast a guilty look at Evan and said, “Urgh, yeah, that does feel good.”
 
    
 
    “Darling, is it really proper for you to massage him there?” complained Evan peevishly, mortified to realize that his own penis was stiff at the sight of his wife’s brazen behavior.
 
    
 
   “Honey, I’m just giving Harry a relaxing massage,” responded JoAnne, looking over at her husband innocently with her hand up inside her coworker’s boxer shorts.
 
    
 
   Evan was dumbfounded by his wife’s bold proclamation of innocence as she was so obviously rubbing Harry’s balls and didn’t know what to say.   His heart was pounding with excitement and he felt his armpits growing damp.
 
    
 
   “Well it’s more stimulating than relaxing, actually,” admitted Harry as his phallus stiffened painfully under Evan’s wife’s attention to his scrotum
 
    
 
   “Oh I see that,” gasped JoAnne as she grasped Harry’s johnson through his shorts and started stroking it gently.
 
    
 
   “Oh god,” moaned Harry in pleasure in spite of himself.
 
    
 
   “Come on JoAnne, you can’t tell me that’s just a massage,” squawked Evan indignantly.  He tried to adjust his growing erection as it formed an obvious bulge in his own pants.  JoAnne noticed and gazed significantly at the tent her husband was pitching himself.  Then she arched her eyebrow, giving Evan a look to tell him she could see how aroused he way by all this.
 
    
 
   JoAnne casually pulled Harry’s shorts down to his knees and resumed massaging her coworker’s balls and tugging on his bare penis.
 
    
 
   “That’s better,” she said with satisfaction.  “I can see what I’m working with now.”  Then she turned to her husband and resumed chatting amicably.  “Of course this is simply a massage, dear.  What else could it be?” she asked with a devilish twinkle in her eye.
 
    
 
   “That’s a hand job, JoAnne,” responded Evan in resignation.  “Plain and simple.”  He started squeezing his own boner through his pants as he watched his wife stroking her coworker’s bright red penis, engorged with blood.
 
    
 
   “Don’t be gauche, darling.  I am simply helping Harry relieve some tension,” said JoAnne, turning to contemplate Harry’s swollen member judiciously.  “Hold on, let me try something further,” she said absently.  Then she took Harry’s cock into her mouth and started sucking enthusiastically on it.  She looked up at him innocently as she did so with her big cow eyes.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, that feels good,” Harry gasped as Evan’s wife sucked his dick in front of her husband.
 
    
 
   “For Heaven’s Sake, JoAnne.  Am I just supposed to sit and watch while you felate your coworker in front of me?” demanded Evan weakly.  
 
    
 
   JoAnne unfastened her mouth from Harry’s dong and gazed over at her husband with eyes glassy from arousal.  “Do as you wish, dear,” she gasped, sliding off her panties and laying back on the floor with her legs spread.
 
    
 
   Harry stood there, stunned.  His stiff prick was bobbing before him, slick with Evan’s wife’s saliva as she lay before him on the floor, hiking her skirt up and offering her hairy bush to him.  “Oh man, Evan.  I guess I’m going to put it in your wife for a second, ok?” said Harry awkwardly as he climbed on top of JoAnne and pushed his hard member between the soft, wet folds of her waiting twat.  JoAnne gasped with pleasure as Harry entered her and she reached around to grip his buttocks as he started easing himself in and out of her slowly.
 
    
 
   “I can’t believe you two are doing this,” mumbled Evan as he unzipped his fly and watched a strange man fuck his wife on the floor.  He had to admit that this transgression was erotic.  The warm stable bonds he and wife shared for so many years had smothering the raw animalistic desire.  He stroked his penis as he watched his wife getting blatantly violated before him and he felt more horny for her than he had in many years
 
    
 
   Harry increased the force and frequency of his thrusts until he was pounding Evan’s wife with abandon there on the carpet of their living room floor.  JoAnne spread her legs as far apart as she could and eagerly received this new suitor.  She felt herself cresting toward climax at the thought of how naughty it was to cuckold her good, loyal husband.  But it pushed her right over the edge when she looked over and saw that good, loyal husband jerking off wildly at the sight her her getting banged on the carpet by another man.  JoAnne groaned softly in ecstasy as she was pounded by the electric waves of her orgasm.  Harry felt JoAnne cumming beneath him and redoubled his efforts.  Her vagina tightened around his probing shaft as he penetrated her and he started shooting his load inside her.  He plunged in and spurted load after load of his semen deep within her.
 
    
 
   Evan realized that Harry had spent his seed inside his wife as he sat fapping madly away.  Harry climbed stiffly off of JoAnne and flopped back onto the couch.  Evan took the opportunity to jump up impulsively and rush over to his wife as she lay prone and spent on the floor.  He thrust his own stiff rod into her face and though surprised, she sucked it instinctively.  Evan didn’t require much more stimulation and quickly withdrew himself from his wife’s tender mouth and blew his own wad all over her milk white cheeks.
 
    
 
   “My goodness, Evan.  I’ve never seen you like this,” laughed JoAnne happily.  “Giving me a facial in front of our guest, what’s gotten into you?”  She rubbed Evan’s cum around her chin luxuriously, savoring the sensation of her husband’s sperm on her face.
 
    
 
   Evan just tapped her gently on the forehead with his sticky, deflated tool in response.
 
    
 
   “Well I hope there are no hard feelings,” said Harry to Evan, pulling on his pants hastily and preparing to leave.  “I mean about me, uh, screwing your wife and all.”
 
    
 
   “No, I guess not,” said Evan looking down at his gorgeous wife in confusion. 
 
    
 
   “No complaints here,” giggled JoAnne from the floor, deep in her post-orgasm glow.
 
    
 
   Harry looked down at JoAnne’s spread open beaver and was tempted to drop down and tap that again, but he restrained himself.  “Ok, well then.  Thanks for the massage, it was just as satisfying as the other guys in the office said it would be,” said Harry as he walked out.
 
    
 
   “Wait, what?” yelped Evan in surprise.
 
    
 
   “Honey, we need to have a little chat,” said JoAnne sitting up on her elbow and pointing her open cooch at her husband hoping to distract him with it.
 
    
 
   
  
 

You girlfriend invites guys to watch her get changed
 
    
 
   You aren’t supposed to be jealous of your girlfriend having guy friends.  It’s totally normal for them to hang out together and laugh and have a good time.  You are all sitting together in the living room and she says.  ”Hey, I am going to get changed before we go out.”
 
    
 
   "Where are we going?" you ask.
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend exchanges a troubled glance with the two guys.  ”Uh, we three had plans.  Sorry, I thought I told you.”
 
    
 
   "Ok, so I am not invited or something?" you ask.
 
    
 
   "No, it’s not like that, I just want to hang out with my friends sometimes and not always be with my boyfriend all the time."  she softens her tone, "no offense, but I need my freedom."
 
    
 
   "Ok, no problem," you say.
 
    
 
   "Hey, do you guys want to come in my room while I get changed?" she asks flippantly, avoiding your eyes.
 
    
 
   "Sure," the two guys mumble, shooting you embarrassed glances.  
 
    
 
   You girlfriend flicks you a guilty look.  ”We will be right back.” she says to you.
 
    
 
   Then all three of them just get up and go down the hall into your bedroom.   One guy says something you can’t make out and your girlfriend giggles and says “Shut up!”
 
    
 
   Then you hear the bedroom door close and then the click as it locks.  You sit there for a minute thinking this over.  What the fuck is going on here?  Two guys are going into your bedroom to watch your girlfriends get changed to go out?  Seriously?
 
    
 
   You get up and go down the hall to listen at the bedroom door.  You hear stifled laughter, then one of the guys says.  ”Now, take your bra off, too.”
 
    
 
   You girlfriend says something you can’t hear and then both guys say “Whoa, nice!”
 
    
 
   You knock on the door, and say “Hey, what the fuck?”
 
    
 
   "I’m getting changed, you can’t come in," she says.
 
    
 
   "You can’t do that in front of those guys," you complain through the door.
 
    
 
   "Why not?   They are just friends.  Just leave us alone, ok?" she shouts.
 
    
 
   You are speechless, you can’t just knock the door down, that would be crazy.  There is silence for a while, then rustling and murmuring.  You stand at the door listening for a few minutes and pretty soon you start to hear suspicious moaning.  Soon after the bed is creaking rhythmically.  You know what the fuck is going on, you girlfriend is getting drilled in there.  But all the anger just drains away and you feel sort of dejected.  So you head back into the living room and plop down, trying to figure out how to handle this.  You have to dump her now, and that is a shame, but you are pretty attached to her, so it will be hard to do.
 
    
 
   After about 30 minutes the bedroom door unlocks and you hear your girlfriend padding down the hall barefoot.  You look over and she is stark naked and her face, tits and belly are all covered in cum.  She looks at you sheepishly and smiles, then goes into the kitchen to grab some cold drinks and snacks.  ”Sorry about this,” she says.  Then heads back down the hall into the bedroom.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your buddies ask your girl to bend over
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend walks into the living room wearing a miniskirt and thigh-high stockings with a skimpy halter top.  She goes and stands in front of your buddies who are sprawled out on your couch.
 
    
 
   "What do you think?" she asks them.
 
    
 
   They all look her body up and down appreciatively.
 
    
 
   "Hey, do us a favor and bend over for a second," one of them pipes up.
 
    
 
   "Yeah, do it," others chime in.
 
    
 
   "How come?" she asks, tilting her head to side and putting on a puzzled expression.
 
    
 
   "Just humour us," coaxes one of your friends.
 
    
 
   She looks over at you and shrugs her shoulders.  ”Ok, whatever.”  Then she turns and bends over, putting her hands on her knees and presenting her ass to them.
 
    
 
   Someone whistles and your friends are all staring fixedly at your girl’s nice round ass.
 
    
 
   "Nice," says one friend.
 
    
 
   "What?" asks your girl innocently, maintaining her pose and looking over her shoulder at them.
 
    
 
   "Yeah, that’s nice," you say sarcastically.  "Cut the shit, you guys."
 
    
 
   One of your friend gets up and stands behind your girl.
 
    
 
   "What’s up?" she asks, still bent over, looking back and up at him.
 
    
 
   "Hold on a second," he says and reaches over and pulls her panties down.
 
    
 
   "Hey," she laughs, grabbing at her knickers and trying to hold them up. "I need those. What are you doing?"
 
    
 
   "It’s cool," he says, pulling them down to  her knees. "I’m not taking them.  Just keep them down here for  a sec."  He unzips his pants and pushes the head of his stiff prick into her waiting cunt.
 
    
 
   "Whoa, what’s going on back there?" she gasps as he starts stabbing his meat into her.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Single friend is bad influence on your wife
 
    
 
   "How’s this look?" asks your wife, coming out into the living room  wearing a mini-dress with knee high stockings.  She isn’t wearing a bra and her ample breasts are jiggling.  She bends over to treat you to a show of milky white cleavage.  "How about from behind?"  She bends over and wiggles her round ass at you.  You admire her pale luscious thighs and start to get a hardon.
 
    
 
   "You look very fuckable," you say.  "What the hell is the occasion?"
 
    
 
   "My girlfriend is single and wants me to go clubbing with her to help her meet guys.  She hasn’t had sex in three months and she is starting to get desperate,"  She smiles at you impishly.  "I offered to let her use your services, but she chickened out."
 
    
 
   "Nice," you say laughing.  "But you aren’t actually going out to a club in that slutware, are you?  Since when do you dress that way?"
 
    
 
   "Look, guys aren’t going to pay attention to us if I’m dressed like a librarian.  You’re right, I never dress this way.  But the idea of a bunch of strange guys actually looking at my body kind of turns me on.  I guess it’s been a while since I thought about that sort of thing."  She is sticking out her lower lip and furrowing her brow slightly. "Do you really object to this?  You can’t be jealous after all these years?"
 
    
 
   You squirm uncomfortably and avoid her eyes.  You look at her hourglass figure, clearly outlined the in the short, clinging dress.  It seems perverse for her to actually go outside like that, let alone to a club where a bunch of horny guys are on the prowl and everyone is drinking.
 
    
 
   She leans forward and shimmies her shoulders a little, her knees together and her ass sticking out slightly. It produces a fascinating effect on her tits.  ”What are you thinking about?  Do you think other guys would be into me if I did this for them?”  She is barely suppressing a smile.
 
    
 
   You realize that infrequently you think of your own wife as a sexual being in spite of her gorgeous body.  You are life companions now and more often discuss the chores and the finances than sexy outfits and flirting.  
 
    
 
   You look at her and hold your palms up, “I guess it does make me jealous, but I don’t really think you would ever cheat on me.  Just try not to get carried away I guess.”
 
    
 
   "I knew you would say that," she smiles and teeters toward you on her unfamiliar heels to give you a kiss.
 
    
 
   Just then her girlfriend rings the bell and your wife lets her in to introduce you.  If you thought your wife’s outfit was slutty, you are shocked by this woman’s outfit.  She is basically wearing a semi-transparent lingerie slip with garters and stockings.  She is a bit thinner than you like but has perfect legs with shapely calves.  You unthinkingly stare at her erect nipples, visible through her transparent top as you are introduced.
 
    
 
   "What’s the matter, cat have your tongue?" asks her friend slyly.  "My eyes are up here, but go ahead and check out my tits if you like.  I’m flattered."
 
    
 
   "Honey, get a grip on yourself," your wife laughs.  "You act like you’ve never seen nipples before."
 
    
 
   "I, uh, sorry about that," you stammer, then catch yourself.  You aren’t a boy anymore.  You draw yourself upright. "Well, if you are trying to get attention from men, and I would say that wearing this outfit is a pretty effective strategy," you say with more confidence than you feel, looking your wife’s friend in the eye. 
 
    
 
   "Thank you," she says with a twinkle in her eye. "How does the view from behind look?"  She turns and lifts the back of her slip slightly, thrusting her ass toward you.  It is smaller than your wife’s but still very round and well formed.  She wiggles it a little and you actually have to consciously refrain from reaching out to squeeze it.  You wife is watching your reaction with fascination.
 
    
 
   "Girl, you are giving my husband a hard on,"  she says matter-of-factly.  "Why don’t you flirt with him some more while I finish getting ready."
 
    
 
   "So I hear you have a great cock," says her friend as you wife walks down the hall.
 
    
 
   "You go, girl," laughs your wife from the bedroom.
 
    
 
   You look her up and down and she cock her hip to show off her body for you.   She’s a little thin but she has some shape to her. “You look very attractive this evening,”  you say with a straight face.  But your dick is hard now so you put a hand over your crotch and turn toward the living room.  ”Won’t you come in and sit down?  Would you like a drink?”
 
    
 
   She walks next to you, looking at your crotch.  ”When your wife offered your stud services, I turned her down, but the way you just looked me up and down makes me want to reconsider.”
 
    
 
   You laugh at that.  ”Jeez, with an attitude like that I don’t know why you are having trouble getting sex.”  You look a her ass as she walks ahead of your to sit down.  ”You have almost enough tits and ass to warrant some interest.”  It’s not like you to talk this way, but you figure, what the hell, she started it.
 
    
 
   "Almost, huh?" she says sadly, cooling off.  "It’s easy to talk a good game in a safe situation like this," she sighs. "I know you two aren’t actually swingers.  To be honest, I have never dressed like this in public before.  I am very nervous about this, I am normally pretty uptight about showing my body.  But I am starting to feel really lonely, so I decided to take a chance on this approach."  She pull self consciously at the hem of her slip as she sits on the couch.  "You can easily see my panties when I sit down, can’t you?" she asks resignedly.
 
    
 
   "Well, yes," you admit. "You might want to only sit at tables or booths so you can be concealed a bit," you say compassionately.
 
    
 
   She nods and give you a tight, nervous smile as you wife enters back into the room.  
 
    
 
   "I hope you don’t mind honey," she says with a twinkle in her eye.  "But I decided to slip my underwear off before we go out.  Some guys in the club might get to see a flash of my ass tonight…if they are lucky.”
 
    
 
   "That’s fine honey, go ahead and tease me," you say with a skeptical expression. "I don’t believe you would ever have the guts."
 
   “I don’t think so either, dear,” she says suppressing a little smile.  “Well, don’t wait up for us, we might be out late tonight.  If we get lucky that is.”
 
    
 
   She and her girlfriend laugh and wave goodbye as they head out in search of cock.
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Wife Confronts Thugs on the Corner in her Lingerie
 
    
 
   Marcel and Chloe were driving home from dinner one evening when they noticed a trio of rough looking young men loitering under the streetlamp on their corner.
 
    
 
   “Ugh, look at those ruffians,” said Chloe, arching her brow in disdain.  “What are they doing here?”
 
    
 
   “They don’t look too savory,” agreed Marcel, slowing the BMW down slightly and craning his head down to get a better look at the strangers.  The three young men were all in their early twenties, wearing sagging jeans which hung below their waist, exposing their underwear with bright white t-shirts, and baseball caps with the tags still attached.  Marcel stared for a moment, surprised to see such urban fashion in this suburban neighborhood, but felt he uncomfortable when the trio of thugs stared back insolently and grabbed their crotches in signs of disrespect.
 
    
 
   “Horrible,” puffed Chloe indignantly.  “Since when do we see such trash here in our neighborhood?”
 
    
 
   “Never before, I’m sure,” muttered Marcel as he turned into their driveway.  Marcel drove directly into the garage and closed the garage door behind them for safety, which was a precaution he rarely took.  Chloe looked at him significantly as they entered their home.
 
    
 
   “I’m getting changed, dear,” sighed Chloe.  “Perhaps you should notify the security service and have them check out those hooligans.”
 
    
 
   “Good idea, dear,” agreed Marcel.  He took out his phone and called the number for the neighbor security patrol.  “Yes, hello, can we get a patrol to 340 Wren’s Nest Way?  There are some suspicious characters standing on the corner.”  
 
    
 
   “We have someone two blocks away, I will send them over,” replied the operator.
 
    
 
   “Thank you very much,” said Marcel.  He shifted the curtain and peeked out the living room window to see the three young men laughing and punching each other.  Within moments the private security SUV pulled up and Marcel saw the security guard roll down his window and ask the thugs some questions.  They gave him the finger and shouted insults and the driver quickly rolled up his window and drove off.  Marcel stared in confusion.
 
    
 
   In the bedroom, Chloe took off her dress and changed into some seductive lingerie: a see-through chemise and black stockings.  She had had a few drinks over dinner and was in the mood for sex.  She posed in front of the mirror to review how she looked.  Her blond hair hung down to her shoulders, carefully dyed to hide the grey. At 43, she still had a good figure, but it was getting harder and harder to maintain.  She cupped her large breasts in her hands and hefted them.  They used to be a bit perkier, she sighed to herself.  She thought of the young toughs on the corner and wondered what they would think of her body.  The devilish thought sent a spasm of arousal through her loins that she quickly squelched.  My god, what am I thinking? she chided herself. Then she went out to present herself to her husband.
 
    
 
   “Hubba, hubba,” said Marcel, appreciatively, looking his wife up and and down from head to toe as she returned to the living room, showing off her figure.  He gazed up from her shapely legs to her wide hips and narrow waist and then further up to pause at her large jiggling breasts.  “That doesn’t leave much to the imagination, does it?” he asked excitedly, his penis growing stiff in his pants.
 
    
 
   “Hug me,” said Chloe with a pout, holding her arms open.
 
    
 
   Marcel encircled his wife in his arms eagerly and the gripped her nice round buttocks in his hands, grinding his stiff penis against her crotch.
 
    
 
   “Oooh, I like that,” purred Chloe in his ear.
 
    
 
   “Let’s go to the bedroom and discuss this further,” suggested Marcel.
 
    
 
   “Yes, let’s.  But, darling, did you get rid of those young men on the corner?  They are making me nervous and I won’t be able to relax until they are gone.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, uh, well I called security, but they didn’t seem able to move those fellows along,” admitted Marcel with chagrin.
 
    
 
   “You mean they are still out there?” gasped Chloe, pulling away and gazing at her husband with surprise.  “Why that simply won’t do!”  Chloe strode over the to the window and peeked out herself.  The young men were roughhousing with each other on the corner and she couldn’t help but notice that all three were quite solidly built.  “Honey, go out there and tell them to go away.”
 
    
 
   The blood drained from Marcel’s face and his armpits immediately grew damp with anxiety.  “Err, darling, is that really necessary?  Let’s just lock the doors and windows.  We’ll be safe in here.”
 
    
 
   “Marcel, are you afraid to go out there?  Where is your backbone?” demanded Chloe, growing a bit exasperated with her husband.  “Aren’t you going to protect me?”
 
    
 
   “I’m sure we’ll be safe in here,” said Marcel, making soothing gestures and reaching out toward his wife.  “Let’s just go into the bedroom and divert our attention.”
 
    
 
   “I simply won’t be able to get into the mood if I know those, those animals are out there,” said Chloe, the blood rushing to her face.  She touched her breasts unconsciously and a crazy thought came to her that both thrilled and mortified her.  “Look here, if you won’t go out there and get rid of them, then, then I will do it myself,” she sputtered.
 
    
 
   “You can’t be serious,” chuckled Marcel nervously.  “Look at you, you aren’t even dressed.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll put a coat on,” said Chloe bravely, and the next thing she knew Marcel was trailing after her as she strode toward the hall closet.
 
    
 
   “Chloe, be reasonable,” he pleaded as she put on a long black wool coat and slipped into a pair of heels.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Marcel, I will be fine,” she sighed.  “I’m not going to be intimidated by these hooligans.  I am going to go straight out there and tell them to run right along.”
 
    
 
   “Yes? Just like that?” asked Marcel skeptically.
 
    
 
   “Just like that,” agreed Chloe meeting her husband’s worried gaze and giving him a grim smile in return as she put her hand on the doorknob.  “Look, I asked you to handle it, but apparently you don’t have the stones.”
 
 
   “Honey, please, think what you are doing, I think the alcohol is clouding your judgment,” stammered Marcel, his gut tied in knots as their tender moment quickly transformed into conflict.
 
    
 
   Chloe pursed her lips at her husband disdainfully and then tossed her head, opening the door and striding out without saying another work.  Marcel watched her go with a sinking feeling for a moment before shutting the door and rushing over the living room window to see what happened.
  
 
   The stars were twinkling above as Chloe strode down the sidewalk toward the young men.  Her heart was racing madly and she fought the urge to turn and run back to the house.  She felt quite naked under her heavy wool coat and wondered if the bartender had been making the drinks stronger than usual after all.  She had no idea what had gotten into her.  She was the first to admit that she could be wilful, but this was a bold move even for herself.  The ruffians soon noticed her coming and they all turned to face her with interest.  She could see them looking at her stockinged legs as they emerged occasionally through the front of her coat.  The lowest button was only a little below her crotch and she tried to clutch the coat closed in modesty as she approached the crew on the corner.
 
    
 
   “What’s up, pretty lady?” said the obvious leader of the gang, looking Chloe up and down boldly.  “You come out to keep us company?”
 
    
 
   Chloe stopped and stood there for a moment, inspecting the the three young men before her as they stared back at her insolently. None of them had showered recently and they stunk of body odor.  Much to her dismay, she found the scent of these sweaty young men to be unaccountably arousing.  They were all of the lowest class, and didn’t seem very intelligent.  But they were certainly all well muscled.  She watched them unwittingly gripping themselves, continually re-adjusting their jocks and it both thrilled and disgusted her. 
 
    
 
   She planted her legs wide apart and put her hands on her hips, exposing her stockinged legs as she addressed these thugs.  “Now see here, what are you no-accounts doing here on my corner?” she demanded, tossing her hair imperiously and holding her chin high while her heart pounded in her chest.
 
    
 
   The leader whistled lewdly, bending down to inspect her shapely legs more closely and the trio of young men broke out laughing, redoubling their efforts as their fingered their own crotches.
 
    
 
   “She looks like a flasher in that coat,” mumbled one of the young toughs.
 
    
 
   “She’s a MILF for sure,” agreed the leader loudly, smacking his lips crudely.  “I’d tap that ass all night!”
 
    
 
   His friends broke out in raucous laughter, punching each other excitedly at the comment, and Chloe felt her face grow hot with embarrassment.  “Pish posh, such bold talk from a boy.  How old are you young man?” she demanded, pointing a finger at the leader.
 
    
 
   He was a bit taken aback by Chloe’s firm show of confidence in spite of her reddening face.  “I’m 20 years old,” he said a bit defensively.  “Old enough to handle you,” he said regaining his composure and grinning at her lecherously while he gripped his crotch.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t come out here to play games with you boys,” insisted Chloe.  She was enjoying this back and forth more than she cared to admit.  “I want to know what you are doing out here.”  
 
    
 
   “We are just hanging out, waiting for hot cougars to come out and fuck with us,” said the leader,  “Looks like you fit the bill.”  He looked Chloe’s body up and down dramatically while his cohorts chortled and snorted with crude mirth, fingering themselves shamelessly.
 
    
 
   “Why you impertinent rascal, I am old enough to be your mother, show some respect,” said Chloe, wagging her finger at the leader as she suppressed a smile.  She had to admit, the leader had an infectious playfulness about him that she found appealing.  Also, his teeth were very straight and white.  “And will you three stop worrying your johnsons like that?  Don’t you know that it’s inappropriate to touch yourselves in front of a lady?”
 
    
 
   “What the fuck is a johnson?” laughed the leader with a broad smile as he gripped that very thing.
 
    
 
   “Johnson is a euphemism for penis, if you must know,” responded Chloe, feeling her pulse quicken.
 
    
 
   The three young men broke out giggling convulsively.   “She’s talking about our penises,” mumbled one the the crew, hiding his face in his hands.
 
    
 
   “What’s the matter, aren’t you used to women talking about your penises?” asked Chloe archly, seizing the advantage.
 
    
 
   “Oh, tell me she didn’t say that,” gasped the leader as he and his friends hid their faces in their hands and laughed in embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “Look at you boys, getting all worked up over the work ‘penis,’” she said, relishing the effect it had on them.   “And you think you could handle a grown woman like me?”
 
    
 
   “Hey, now,” said the leader straightening up.  “Once you saw my dick, you would be down on your knees begging for it.”  His pants were hanging low in that urban style and he pulled the waist down below his crotch, exposing his boxer shorts.  Then he pinched his swollen penis  with both hands showing her the outline of his generous bulge.  His friends hooted with delight at this display of bravado in front of the older woman.  Marcel saw it as well as he watched his wife confronting the thugs from the safety of the living room window and he felt his gut knot up with anxiety and shame.  But he just kept watching, transfixed with a sick fascination.
 
    
 
   Chloe’s eyes widened at the sight of the young thug’s huge package and she had to consciously refrain from touching her own crotch in response.  She could feel herself getting wet.  She looked up and down the deserted suburban street, with lush green lawns and large leafy trees lit by the cold streetlamp light.  There was not another person in sight aside from herself and these three delinquents standing together on the sidewalk.  All of her neighbors were tucked away, safe inside their homes, sleeping or sleepily watching a final TV show before bed.  Her pulse raced as she decided to test these boys further.  Chloe looked back over her shoulder at her husband standing nervously in the living room window as she carefully unbuttoned her coat and held it closed loosely.
 
    
 
   “Well, once you saw what I have to offer in return, you might find yourself begging my pardon, young man,” she said fixing the leader with a devilish grin and opening her coat dramatically.  She flashed the three young men a brief peek at herself, practically naked beneath her coat in her lingerie.  They erupted in shouts of excitement when they caught a glimpse of Chloe’s hard nipples, visible through translucent material of her chemise before she quickly closed her coat again.  Her heart was racing and she was amazed and aroused at her own audacity.  It felt thrilling to expose herself to these brash hooligans out on the concrete sidewalk on a quiet suburban evening.  Her pulse pounded in her ears as her heart thumped in her chest.  She turned again to look back at her husband and even from the street, she could tell that he had gone as white as a sheet.  She smiled to herself at the sight.  That will show him what happens when he acts a coward.

While his two friends turned in circles with the hands on their cheeks, chattering in disbelief, the leader drew himself upright and pulled his jeans back up toward his waist, trying to regain his composure.  “Yeah, you are a hot slut alright.”  He noticed Chloe looking back up toward her husband in the window.  “Hey, wait a minute.  Is that your old man up there?  Did that limpdick let you come down here in nothing but your drawers to try to shag us out of here all by yourself?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, he did, shameful, isn’t it?” said Chloe patting her hair.  She held her coat closed only loosely, allowing a glimpse of pale thigh or sensuous navel to peek out intermittently.
 
    
 
   The three thugs obliged her by fixing their gazes at the front of her coat, drinking in every chance revelation with their eager eyes.
 
    
 
   “Well we better go up there and teach that mother fucker to grow a pair.  That’s no way to treat a lady!”
 
    
 
   “It certainly isn’t,” she agreed, giving the leader a coquettishly glance as stroked the top of her stockings, just inches from her crotch.  She flushed with satisfaction as he lost his train of thought, all three staring slack jawed as she traced her fingers up, showing them her tender inner thigh.
 
    
 
   “Oh man, yeah,” said the leader, slapping himself and rubbing his hand over his face to bring himself back into the moment.  “Let’s go.”  He strode off purposefully toward Chloe’s front door, cutting carelessly across her lawn with his pals in tow.
 
    
 
   Chloe had to stick to the sidewalk as she teetered quickly along, her palms were damp with excitement and she felt butterflies in her stomach.  Marcel is going to simply poop himself.  She thought with an internal laugh.  Serves him right.
 
    
 
   Marcel‘s blood ran cold as the three trespassers clomped heedlessly across his pristine lawn.  Don’t these fools realize that they could damage the turf walking that way? he caught himself worrying about the grass before snapping back to attention and realizing he had bigger problems at hand.  He had no idea what could possibly be happening but he didn’t like it.  It was especially dismaying that Chloe would open her coat for these young hoods.  He nearly jumped in surprise when they pounded loudly on his front door.  He froze in place, fearful of answering for a moment before realizing that his wife was still out there with these thugs and that he must let her in.  So he gathered up his nerve and went and opened the door.
 
    
 
   “What’s the meaning of this?” demanded Marcel shakily when he was confronted with the visage of three big rough young men, snarling angrily at him on his doorstep.
 
    
 
   “Bitch, step aside, we have to have a word with you,” said the leader pushing Marcel roughly back into his foyer as the three hooligans muscled their way inside.
 
    
 
   Chloe arrived close behind them, mincing along quickly in her heels.  “Now boys, play nice,” she chided with a wicked grin as she ushered them along and closed the door behind them.
 
    
 
   “Chloe, who are these people?” cried Marcel in consternation.
 
    
 
   “You can call me, Jimmy,” grunted the leader, poking his thumb into his chest aggressively.  “That’s Ken and Ty.”  The other two nodded absently as they gazed around at the well appointed foyer with it’s marble floor and high vaulted ceiling.
 
    
 
   “This is my husband, Marcel,” said Chloe.  “Marcel, I went down to shoo these fellows along, but when they realized that you let me do this on my own, they demanded to speak to you about this.”
 
    
 
   “Errgh?” choked Marcel in shock, grasping at his throat as Jimmy was distracted by an antique Chinese pot on the table.  “Put that down, it’s expensive!” he snapped when Jimmy hefted the heavy ceramic pot with ease.
 
    
 
   “Don’t piss yourself, I’m just looking,” snapped Jimmy in response as he examined the classical scene painted on the side of a waterfall emerging from a mountain to form a broad brook bordered by delicate trees.  “This is cool. Look at this.”  His friends gathered around looking at the painting and making sounds of admiration.  Chloe smiled at her husband over the naive reaction and he just gaped back at her in alarm.
 
    
 
   “I know you boys aren’t really old enough yet, but would you like a drink?” asked Chloe, glancing at Marcel to judge his reaction.
 
    
 
   “I want gin and juice,” said Jimmy looking up from the vase.
 
    
 
   “Marcel, would you?” asked Chloe with a smile.
 
    
 
   “What? Certainly not!  I want these scoundrels to leave this instant, not to serve them drinks!” sputtered Marcel indignantly, drawing himself upright and tugging at the lapels of his sportcoat for emphasis.
 
    
 
   “Bitch, get us some drinks before I smash you in the face with this vase,” said Jimmy wielding the heavy pot as though it were as light as a feather.
 
    
 
   Marcel felt his throat constrict with fear and scampered back to the wet bar in the livingroom.  This is like a goddamned home invasion.  Should I call the police? he wondered to himself.
 
    
 
   “There, there, Jimmy, put the vase down, dear,” said Chloe touching Jimmy’s muscular bicep with appreciation.  “Come into the living room and have a drink.”  She herded the hoodlums into the great room that adjoined the foyer which was panelled in dark wood with rich leather furniture.
 
    
 
   “My god, what the fuck do you do for a living?” asked Jimmy looking around in astonishment.  His friends were also awed by the luxurious decor and they all grouped together in the middle of the room self-consciously.
 
    
 
   “Marcel does mergers and acquisitions,” said Chloe casually as she discarded her coat and tossed it onto a chair, revealing her nearly naked body for the young men to see.
 
    
 
   “Good lord, Chloe, cover yourself, what are you thinking?” exclaimed Marcel, his face turning red as Jimmy and his friends took the drinks from his hands.
 
    
 
   “What’s the matter, dear, are you ashamed of my body?” asked Chloe, cocking one hip to show off her body.  “Are my breasts too saggy?” she asked coyly, cupping her large boobs in each hand.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit,” muttered Jimmy as he and his friends covered their faces and peeked between their fingers at Chloe as she showed off for them.  Their bravado ebbed noticeably, and Chloe smiled to herself to see their youth showing.  They were clearly intimidated by the wealth on display around them and Chloe’s brash behavior.  They had never experienced such a thing and they giggled nervously as they stole peeks at Chloe’s breasts as she offered them for inspection.
 
    
 
   “Now look what you’ve done, even the gangsters are cowed by your haughty posing,” chuckled Marcel, shaking his head in confused bemusement.
 
    
 
   “Man, shut the fuck up,” snapped Jimmy, pressing his lips together tightly and struggling to  muster his courage in this strange mansion with it’s overbearing luxury.
 
    
 
   Marcel contemplated the rough youth briefly with pursed lips before turning to his wife.  “Ok, Chloe, you have had your fun.  Can we please ask our, uh, guests to leave now?”
 
    
 
   “Actually, no,” said Chloe crossing the room self-consciously in her negligee to go fix herself a drink.  “Jimmy promised to show me his penis.  He insinuated that it would make me simply swoon with passion at the very sight of it.”
 
    
 
   Marcel’s face drained of color and he felt his blood run cold as he stood there gaping unable to formulate a sentence.
 
    
 
   “Ha, ha, that’s right, motherfucker,” said Jimmy, downing the rest of his screwdriver quickly and putting the glass down with a thump.  “What did you expect?  You can’t send your helpless wife down to the corner in her drawers to go fuck with a gang of thugs on the corner, you fool.  You ought to know that they are gonna jump on that shit and end up fucking the shit out of her.”
 
    
 
   “Now look here!” objected Marcel, raising his fist impotently and striding forward.  
 
    
 
   But Ty just stuck out his large meaty arm and pushed Marcel backward with a minimum of effort.
 
    
 
   “Shit, if you are in acquisitions, you should acquire some balls,” laughed Jimmy causing his pals to break out laughing.
 
    
 
   Even Chloe had to smile at that.  “Ok, my young braggadocio, enough talk,” she said, gulping down a shot to fortify her nerve.  “Let’s see this wondrous phallus of yours, shall we?” she looked at her husband with a twinkle in her eye.
 
    
 
   Jimmy deflated again slightly as he eyed his buddies and then Marcel.  “Nah, I don’t whip out my junk in front of dudes.  Let’s go in the bedroom so I can let you have it in private.”
 
    
 
   “Alright, then, my modest little gangster,” said Chloe condescendingly.  “Come along.”  She came and took Jimmy by the hand and lead him off toward the nearby guest bedroom.  He turned back to his buddies with his tongue out and making snapping gestures with his other hand while they looked on in shock and laughed in astonishment.  Then he turned and gave Marcel the finger before disappearing into the short hallway that lead to the guest bedroom.  She gave Marcel a little ironic wave before leading the thug into the bedroom, but they didn’t bother closing the door behind them.
 
    
 
   “Man, that’s fucked up,” chuckled Ty nervously.  “Jimmy’s going to dick your wife in there.”
 
    
 
   Marcel was trying to think of an appropriate response when a spotlight blazed briefly through the front window.  He rushed over and saw a police car cruising slowly in front of the house sweeping it’s searchlight back and forth.  The security service must have notified the police! he thought with excitement as he waved his arms vigorously to gain the officer’s attention.  They must have seen him because the car stopped and two bulky policemen emerged and walked cautiously up the front walk to Marcel’s house as he urged them on with his motions.
 
    
 
   “Now you interlopers will get your comeuppance.  The police are here,” crowed Marcel in delight as he rushed to the front door to let them in.
 
    
 
   The two hooligans scanned frantically about looking for an escape route but the officers were inside the room quickly and pinned the two suspects with stern glares.
 
    
 
   “Ok, what’s going on here?” asked the senior officer, never taking his eyes off the two young men who fired back defiant glares.
 
    
 
   “These, these hooligans barged right into my house, officer, and I want them out,” said Marcel waving his hands hysterically.
 
    
 
   “Nah, nah, tell the truth, Marcel.  Your wife invited us in here and you handed us these drinks yourself,” objected Ty, holding up his gin and juice for the officers to see.
 
    
 
   “Is that true, sir?” asked the officer, furrowing his brow and turning to Marcel.
 
    
 
   “Uh, well,” said Marcel, rubbing his head in confusion.
 
    
 
   “Oh Jimmy,” called Chloe from the other room.  “Oh it’s big, go slow, go slow!”
 
    
 
   Everyone looked down the hall in response to Chloe’s scream and the officers put their hands on their weapons in surprise.  Suddenly there was a telltale rhythmic tapping of the headboard against the living room wall.
 
    
 
   “Who else is in this house?” the senior officer demanded sharply, glaring down at Marcel.
 
    
 
   “Uh, my wife is in there with the leader of this bunch,” admitted Marcel with chagrin.
 
    
 
   “Sounds like Jimmy is getting into your wife,” snickered Ty under his breath.
 
    
 
   “What did you say there, tough guy?” asked the senior cop aggressively.
 
    
 
   “You can hear that he’s fucking her in there,” said Ty, spreading his hands in supplication.  “That’s not my fault, is it?”
 
    
 
   “I’m going to check this out,” the senior cop told the younger officer who smirked sarcastically in response.
 
    
 
   Marcel tagged along behind the policeman as he walked cautiously down the hall.  He didn’t want to believe that his wife was really having sex with this gangster and still held out hope that this was some sort of ruse and that she was just teasing him by playacting loudly.  But as he and the officer approached the open door to the guest room, his hopes were dashed.  Chloe lay naked on the bed with her legs spread and Jimmy was on top of her, fucking her missionary style.  Marcel watched with sick fascination as the young man’s muscular ass pumped in and out, framed by his wife’s lovely knees, spread wide to provide him easier access to her cunt.
 
    
 
   “Uh, ma’am, excuse me, but I have to ask.   Is this sex consensual?” asked the officer loudly, adjusting the lump in his own trousers.
 
    
 
   Jimmy paused mid stride with his cock sunk deep into Marcel’s wife and looked over his shoulder in surprise and fear at the ominous form of the policeman in the doorway.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, don’t stop, Jimmy, please, keep going, I’m right on the verge,” gasped Chloe reach down and gripping the thug’s ass cheeks greedily.  “And yes, officer, this is the most consensual sex I have had in years,” she said, arching her brow at her husband.
 
    
 
   “Ha, ha, yeah!” laughed Jimmy, sticking his tongue out at Marcel as he resumed dicking his wife.  “You heard that, Marcel?  She’s begging for that dick now,” crowd Jimmy triumphantly as he pumped away.
 
    
 
   The officer shook his head in disbelief.  “Now I’ve seen everything,” he said.
 
    
 
   “Can’t you, can’t you do something?” whined Marcel as Jimmy’s thrusts increased in intensity and the headboard resumed it’s staccato tapping.  
 
    
 
   The officer looked down at Marcel sympathetically, but the cuckold husband couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight of his wife getting ploughed in his guest bedroom by a random thug off the street.  “Sorry, sir, but I can’t see what law these hoodlums are actually breaking.  Technically adultery isn’t illegal here in California.”
 
    
 
   “Would you two mind taking this conversation into the other room?  I am about to climax over here,” gasped Chloe as she clung to Jimmy’s back and he pumped his dick in and out of her sodden pussy.
 
    
 
   “Wait, don’t you want Marcel to watch?  He might learn something,” chuckled Jimmy glancing over his shoulder lewdly.
 
    
 
   “Ohgodohgodohgod,” cried Chloe as the orgasm overcame her.
 
    
 
   “Uh, yeah,” said the officer, turning to go and covering his crotch to hide his erection.
 
    
 
   “Goddamn it, Chloe,” snapped Marcel in frustration.  His gut wrenched with jealousy and shame and yet he found that he also needed to cover the tent pitched in his own pants by his own tumescence.
 
    
 
   He followed the officer back to the living room while Jimmy called after him.  “Marcel, wait, come back!  I am coming inside her now and filling your wife up with my man jam.”
 
    
 
   Marcel and the policemen returned to the living room and found the two thugs giggling and punching each other.  The junior officer was struggling not to laugh himself and Marcel’s face burned with humiliation.
 
    
 
   “Look, sir, I am really sorry about all this,” said the officer.  “I sympathize with your plight, but this really isn’t a police matter.  I can’t think of any law that was actually broken here.”
 
    
 
   “But can’t you at least get rid of these two thugs?” complained Marcel motioning to Ty and Ken.
 
    
 
   “Well if you ask them to leave and they refuse then I guess we can escort them out,” said the officer scratching his head.
 
    
 
   “Oh, hello officers,” said Chloe walking into the room, completely naked, eyes shining and cheeks flushed from the sexual exertion.  All eyes turned to admire her pale, shapely hourglass figure.  She shameless displayed her blonde bush and her large bouncing breasts with their stiff pink nipples.  She secretly hoped that no one noticed the streaks of grey in her pubic hair, but otherwise was riding an endorphin high from her glorious orgasm and felt perfectly comfortable to be nude before all these strangers.  In fact, she relished the way the two officers looked her over lasciviously.  “Can I offer you anything?  Coffee, tea… me?”   Jimmy followed her into the room, zipping up his pants and snorting with amusement at this last comment.
 
    
 
   “Heh, heh, uh, no ma’am, we will just be going now and taking these ruffians with us,” said the senior officer.  He had a hard time pulling his eyes away from Chloe’s perfect nipples as they pointed in random directions from the jiggling of her boobs.
 
    
 
   “Oh no, I wouldn’t’ hear of it,” she asserted, putting her hands on her hips in an authoritative stance that looked very odd since she was nude.  “These are my guests, and I want them to stay.”
 
    
 
   “Err, alright,” said the senior officer glancing over at his partner who just shrugged in confusion.  “I guess we will just leave you folks to your, uh, evening entertainment then.  We will let ourselves out.”
 
    
 
   Chloe went to the bar and poured herself a big glass of ice water.  “Ty and Ken, have you boys ever had sex with a middle-aged woman?” she asked as the officers departed and Marcel looked on incredulously.
 
    
 
   “Nope,” admitted Ty shyly.
 
    
 
   “Well then, come along to the guest bedroom.  You two have a lot to learn,” said Chloe imperiously, snapping her fingers for them to join her as she headed back down the hall.
 
    
 
   “Chloe, this is simply beyond the pale,” cried Marcel in complaint.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, darling but apparently this is what happens when you gutlessly allow me to handle a gang of hooligans on my own.  Not that I am angry about it.  I feel that a whole new world of possibilities is opening up.  I had no idea that  young hooligans would be so, uh, enthusiastic in the bedroom.  Young Jimmy gave me quite a workout and I am eager to see what Ty and Ken can do now.”
 
    
 
   The two hoods avoided Marcel’s glares of frustration and followed Chloe down the hall and into the guest bedroom.
 
    
 
   “Don’t feel bad, Marcel.  She just needs some fresh dick is all,” said Jimmy.  “Here, let me grab you a drink to show there are no hard feelings.”  Jimmy went to the bar and poured himself another gin and juice.
 
    
 
   “No thank you,” said Marcel coldly and Jimmy just shrugged.  He hopped over the back of the couch and took up the remote control for the entertainment center.  After a few minutes of fiddling with it, Jimmy brought up some hip-hop music videos and was quickly engrossed.
 
    
 
   Marcel stood for a moment pondering his options when the headboard resumed it’s insistent tapping.  
 
    
 
   “Don’t pout out there, dear,” called Chloe, grunting from the impact of some hood’s fat cock.  “Come and watch them use me.  It will be fun.”
 
    
 
   Marcel considered walking out for a moment but noticed his member swelling with excitement at the thought of watching his wife get owned by two thugs at once.  Ah well, might as well try to salvage what I can of the evening, he thought to himself as he heading toward the bedroom unzipping his fly while heavy beats thumped from his high-end speaker system, practically shaking the entire house.
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Your Buddy Talks Your Girlfriend into giving him a hand job
 
   
You, your girlfriend Judy, and your buddy Steve are drinking and shooting the shit at your place one night.  Judy and Steve are sitting together on the couch and you are sitting across from them in your favorite chair.  The vibe has been a little weird because Steve keeps looking at Judy’s tits and you are annoyed that she seems to be enjoying the attention.
 
    
 
   “Wow, is it hot in here?” asks Judy, yawning and putting down her beer with a clank.  She is drunk and some of the beer sloshes out onto the coffee table.
 
    
 
   “No, it’s fine, and you are drunk,” you say with a slur in your voice watching her with amusement.  You are pretty drunk yourself.  You have all been drinking for several hours.
 
    
 
   “Well, I’m hot,” says Judy with a pout.
 
    
 
   “Yes you are,” agrees Steve with a leer, gazing at her large jutting breasts.
 
    
 
   “Cut the shit,” you laugh.  You don’t want to be a jerk about it, but Steve’s flirting is getting on your nerves.
 
    
 
   “I’m taking off this top, it’s too hot in here,” says Judy with a petulant frown.   Before you can object, she is clumsily pulling her blouse off over her head and Steve is gazing with frank lust at her pale cleavage which is practically spilling out of her bra.  Judy tosses her top away with a sigh and rolls her shoulders, giving Steve a mischievous sideways glance as he stares at her chest.
 
    
 
   “Hey, come on,” you complain, you cock swelling at the sight of your girlfriend casually sitting there topless but for her bra.
 
    
 
   “It’s no big deal, Steve’s an old friend,” she says to you taking up her beer and smiling into it.
 
    
 
   “They are big deals,” says Steve staring at Judy’s boobs.
 
    
 
   “Can it, Steve,” you snap with irritation.
 
    
 
   “Dude, your girlfriend has some sweet knockers,” he says, gripping the bulge in his pants lewdly.  “Don’t be selfish, share the wealth.”
 
    
 
   “Share the wealth? What is that supposed to mean?” asks Judy with a sly grin.  “Any why are you touching yourself like that?” she asks, gazing at the boner outlined in Steve’s pants.
 
    
 
   “You’re giving me a fucking hardon with those tits,” stammers Steve, his face red from the alcohol and his arousal.
 
    
 
   “What?  These old things?” she teases, gripping her boobs and pinching the nipples so that they poke through the thin fabric of her bra.
 
    
 
   “Dammit, Judy, cut it out,” you say, but your dick is getting stiffer and stiffer as you watch her and Steve flirting like this, just inches apart on the couch in front of you.  You can feel your heart beating in your chest from the excitement.
 
    
 
   “I’m just teasing,” she says with a pout.  “Can’t we have any fun around here?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, let’s have some fun,” says Steve, kneading his penis through his pants rudely.
 
    
 
   “What did you have in mind, Steve?” she asks him, batting her eyelashes coyly.
 
    
 
   “Wanna play ‘find the snake’?” he asks her with a crooked grin.
 
    
 
   “This isn’t funny, you guys,” you complain.  Your mouth is dry and your palms are sweating as you watch them sizing each other up.  The sexual tension in the room is palpable and you take a big gulp of beer to quench your thirst.
 
    
 
   “My god, how big is your penis?” asks Judy, staring at Steve’s bulge with amazement.
 
    
 
   “Wanna see for yourself?” asks Steve with a mischievous smile, unbuttoning his jeans expectantly.
 
    
 
   “Sure, whip it out,” says Judy nonchalantly, fixing her eyes on yours as Steve unzips his pants and lets his stiff dong stand at attention.
 
    
 
   Your voice is caught in your throat and your stomach is churning with anxiety as you watch Steve pull his cock out and show your girlfriend.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck!” you croak, barely able to catch your breathe.
 
    
 
   “Not bad,” says Judy, sizing up Steve’s boner as he strokes it slowly.
 
    
 
   “You guys, this is fucked up,” you stammer.  You can feel your own dick pitching a tent in your pants and you cross your legs to hide it.
 
    
 
   “Oh, don’t be such a cry baby,” laughs Judy.  “I’ve seen other guys’ dicks before you know.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, yeah, let’s not get into that,” you say awkwardly.
 
    
 
   “You’ve got nothing to be worried about, honey,” Judy tells you, bending down to get a closer look at Steve’s phallus.  “He’s not as big as you.”
 
    
 
   “You can’t tell just by looking,” argues Steve.  “Here, feel how thick it is.”  He grabs his penis by the base and offers it to your girlfriend for inspection.
 
    
 
   “I’m not going to touch your filthy junk,” giggles Judy drunkenly.  “What kind of slut do you think I am?”  But one of her bra straps falls down at that moment and she doesn’t bother to put it back.  Your own pulse is racing with exhilaration at this kinky situation.
 
    
 
   “It’s not slutty to touch a man’s penis,” says Steve reasonably.  “It’s a perfectly natural urge for you to have.”
 
    
 
   “I never said I wanted to touch it!” she squeals in delight, never taking her eyes off his cock.  
 
    
 
   “You know you want to, go ahead,” he urges her softly.
 
    
 
   “Steve, stop trying to get my girlfriend to yank your rod,” you say patiently.  “That’s not cool.”
 
    
 
   “What’s the big deal?” he asks good naturedly.  “Let her touch it if she wants.  Look at her, she can’t take her eyes off it.”
 
    
 
   Judy blushes with embarrassment and avoids your glare.  She just keeps staring at Steve’s straining penis as he grips it at the base of his shaft and points it at her.  “I don’t want to touch it, YOU want me to touch it, Steve,” she says distractedly.
 
    
 
   “Of course I do,” he chuckles.  “I’m getting blue balls over here.”  Then he reaches over and takes Judy’s hand and places it gently on his cock.  She grips his shaft hesitantly and you nearly choke at the sight.
 
    
 
   “There you go,” he says with a sigh of satisfaction as Judy start stroking his dick firmly.
 
    
 
   “Oh, you’re right.  It IS thick,” she tells him, her voice thick with lust.
 
    
 
   “Stop that, Judy,” you say, your heart racing madly.
 
    
 
   “Oh, it’s just a little tug job,” she tells you.  “It won’t kill you to watch me handle Steve’s pud for a minute.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” you ask in amazement.
 
    
 
   “Can I touch your boobs?” asks Steve, reaching over and tenderly slipping her other bra strap off her shoulder.
 
    
 
   “No way,” she says breathily as she pulls more urgently on his dick.
 
    
 
   “I’ll take that as a yes,” he says gripping her big soft boobs in his hands  as she gasps in surprise.
 
    
 
   “How dare you!” she gasps as she reaches down with her other hand and starts tickling Steve’s testicles.  “Wow, your balls are big.”
 
    
 
   “I know, watch me prove just how big my balls are as I unsnap my buddy’s girlfriend’s bra while he sits there watching with his mouth hanging open,” laughs Steve and her reaches around and unfastens Judy’s bra, letting it fall away.  You realize that your mouth was literally hanging open while you watched her jerking him off and you snap it shut.
 
    
 
   “Oh my,” she exclaims as her milky white breasts spill forth with their stiff pink nipples exposed.
 
    
 
   “Suck on it a little bit,” he coaxes her as he pinches her nipples playfully.
 
    
 
   “My boyfriend will freak out,” she whimpers as she tugs earnestly on his dong.
 
    
 
   “He’s into it, look at him,” laughs Steve.
 
    
 
   “No I’m not,” you object, putting a hand over your painfully stiff boner.
 
    
 
   “And yet you just sit watching while your girlfriend jerks me off,” he says smugly.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know how to react,” you admit honestly.
 
    
 
   “Honey, I’m just going to suck him off a little, ok?” asks Judy looking at you with concern.
 
    
 
   “You are asking me permission?” you ask, your voice cracking with nervousness.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” she says, gazing into your eyes compassionately, jerking Steve’s meat all the while as he fingers her tender nipples.
 
    
 
   “I uh, don’t know what to say,” you stammer.  You are turned on by the sight your woman getting intimate with another man, but you are afraid to admit it.
 
    
 
   “Ok, just scream if you can’t handle this, ok?” she says sweetly.  Then she puts her head down and wraps her mouth around the head of Steve’s penis.  He grunts with pleasure as she does so, weighing her large tits in his hands as she sucks his dick.  You watch her head bobbing up and down on Steve’s cock and you finally decide to unzip your own fly and start jerking off.
 
    
 
   “This is awesome!” says Steve.  “Your girl sucks a mean dick.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, uh, I know,” you say in response, as you watch her licking his shaft greedily.
 
    
 
   “I’m horny, do me from behind,” she announces abruptly.  Judy jumps up and pulls her pants down, then drops to all fours on the floor, looking up at you inquisitively. She is presenting her bare ass to Steve, but you just stare at how inviting her big boobs look dangling down like that.
 
    
 
   “That’s what I want to hear,” says Steve as contemplates her ass from behind.  “You’ve got a great ass by the way.”  Then he kneels behind her and reaches down to finger her sodden snatch as he  prepares to plunge his stiff cock into your girlfriend.
 
    
 
   “Go slow,” she warns him.  “You ARE big.”
 
    
 
   “See, I told you,” he says confidently as he pokes just the head of his cock between the swollen folds of Judy’s labia.
 
    
 
   “Oh, he’s got the head in me now, honey,” she tells you.  “Is this too weird?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah,this is weird,” you admit, but you don’t stop jerking off as you watch.
 
    
 
   “You are jerking it though,” she says with approval.  “So you must be getting off on it.”
 
    
 
   “Fuck, I guess so,” you admit sheepishly.
 
    
 
   “You’re a pervert,” she giggles.  “Oh fuck!” she gasps as Steve plunges his whole cock deep into her.
 
    
 
   “Hey take it easy on her, Steve!” you object.  It feels weird to be cautioning your pal on how roughly he fucks your girlfriend.
 
    
 
   “Fuck that, I’m gonna pound her like the slut she is,” laughs Steve fiendishly as he grips Judy’s soft white hips fiercely and starts jabbing his stiff rod into her over and over.
 
    
 
   “Oh. My. God.” grunts Judy passionately, biting her lip as Steve pounds her from behind with his stiff cock.  The force of his rhythmic thrusts has set her breasts to swaying back and forth.  You are mesmerized by the sight of their pendular motion.  “He’s uh, really inside me now.”
 
    
 
   “Are you ok, Judy?” you ask her as you tug on your penis.
 
    
 
   “I can’t talk right now,” she gasps, putting her head down to focus on the shagging she is receiving from Steve.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, take that dick,” says Steve, working his cock in and out of your girl.  “Take it like the little whore you are.”  He’s slapping her round white ass in satisfaction as he fucks her from behind and she moans and whimpers in pleasure.
 
    
 
   “Don’t talk to her like that,” you complain, but the abusive way he is treating her is actually really exciting and pretty soon you start spurting ejaculate up into the air as you cum.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, you just blew your wad, so you must like it when I rough up your girl,” he laughs.  “Don’t lie!”
 
    
 
   “Uh, uh, ooh,” moans Judy, and you notice her shoulder shuddering as Steve’s pounding brings her to climax.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, I feel your twat getting tight,” he pants. “Errgh, I’m coming inside,” he shouts triumphantly.  And you watch with sick fascination as Steve pumps load after load of his hot semen into your girlfriend.  Judy grinds her ass against him greedily as Steve cums and you are starting to feel jealous.
 
    
 
   “Ok, that’s enough, Jesus, Judy,” you say, putting your limp sticky cock back into your jeans.
 
    
 
   “Oh, sorry,” she says sweetly, pulling away from Steve self-consciously and standing up in her naked glory. Her cheeks are blushing prettily and she is glowing from the exertion of the sex with your buddy.  “That was really slutty of me, wasn’t it?”
 
    
 
   “You’re a fucking ho,” laughs Steve with delight standing up stiffly.  “Get down on you knees and lick my cock clean.”
 
    
 
   “Steve, don’t be rude,” she says hesitantly, looking over at you with concern  with a finger in her mouth.
 
    
 
   “Do it, slut!” demands Steve playfully motioning at her to get down before him.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, honey, I know this looks bad,” she tells you apologetically as she complies with Steve’s demand, kneeling before his and putting her hands on his thighs.
 
    
 
   “Look, she does what I tell her,” crows Steve, slapping Judy in the face with his wet cock.
 
    
 
   “Now don’t tease my boyfriend,” says Judy as she grabs Steve’s dick and starts licking the cum from it.  “He’s been a really good sport about this.”
 
    
 
   “That was definitely some kinky shit,” you admit.  “I can’t believe you guys did that in front of me.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, she’s a real slag,” chuckles Steve.  “Wait til I tell the other guys.  They are all going to want to come over and do her.”
 
    
 
   “Uh, wow, that would be a little intense,” you say uneasily.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I’m not sure I’m ready to turn into a full out fuck toy for your buddies,” says Judy thoughtfully.   After a moment of contemplation she tilts her head to the side and asks, “Who were you thinking of bringing?”
 
    
 
   “Judy!” you exclaim in surprise.  “You aren’t really considering that?”
 
    
 
   “Well, I won’t fuck any of the fat guys,” giggles Judy over her shoulder as he rubs Steve’s balls soothingly.  “And everyone has to shower first.”
 
    
 
   “That can be arranged,” says Steve, rubbing his hands together in anticipation.  You are torn between feeling jealous and wondering if you should capture it all on video and post it to the internet.  But you decide to keep your mouth shut for now.  You don’t want to push your luck.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Your Woman Likes to Talk About Sex with Your Guy Friends
 
    
 
   Your girlfriend is sitting on the couch between two of your guy friends. “So what turns you guys on, sexually?” she asks.
 
    
 
   Your friends laugh nervously and raise their eyebrows at you questioningly.  You shrug and furrow your brow at your girlfriend.
 
    
 
   She just laughs and holds up her hands.  ”Hey, relax you guys, don’t be prudes about it.  I am just interested in what actually turns guys on.  Sex articles in women’s magazines are all written by women.  I want to hear a man’s perspective.”
 
    
 
   Everyone relaxes visibly, so she continues.  ”How about you?” she says to your friend on her right.  ”What makes your cock hard?”  She arches her brow and casts you a quick teasing glance.  Your stomach turns a bit cold but you control your expression.
 
    
 
   He just looks at you perplexed and laughs nervously.  Your other friend rises to the challenge. “Well I like big tits and round asses myself,” he says confidently, turning his body to face her.
 
    
 
   You girlfriend sits up straighter and sticks her chest out slightly, turning to face him as well.  You notice that he glances at her tits for a few seconds longer than is really necessary.
 
    
 
   "That’s cool," she says.  "But what really makes you cum a lot?"  she glances at you out of the corner of her eye and struggles to hold back a smile. "I mean, I like it when a guy shoots a bunch of loads in my face.  I like it when spurt after spurt of cum just drenches my face and boobs and then drips down my belly."  She unconsciously strokes a breast with one hand and her stomach with another.  You can see her nipples getting hard and press through the thin material of her t-shirt.
 
    
 
   "Whoa," says your buddy looking at you with eyebrows raised.
 
    
 
   "What the fuck are you trying to do here?" you ask her, you are practically sputtering with indignation and your face is hot.
 
    
 
   Your girl turns back to face you and slouches back into the couch.  ”Oh shit, are you guys really going to be like this?  They say guys think about sex 5 times a minute, but I get raunchier than this talking with my girlfriends all the time.”  She crosses her arms and pouts at you.
 
    
 
   Your other buddy holds up his hands palm up.  ”You have to admit, it’s a little awkward talking to you about sex when your boyfriend is sitting right there,”  he says.
 
    
 
   "Duh, do you think?"  you say, starting to calm down a little.
 
    
 
   You girlfriend laughs, “Ok, jeez, you guys are conservative. Forget I ever mentioned it.”
 
    
 
   You look at you watch.  ”Shit I have to leave for work.”  You and your buddies get up to leave.
 
    
 
   "Hey, you guys can hang out if you want to.  I don’t bite,"  says your girlfriend slyly.
 
    
 
   "Uh, I don’t know," says the friend that talked about liking tits.  He is looking back and forth from you to her.
 
    
 
   Your other friend turns to you and asks, “Would it be weird if we hung out here?” 
 
    
 
   You don’t know what to say.  You don’t want to act like you can’t trust your own friends with your own girlfriend, but it does feel weird.
 
    
 
   You girlfriend looks at you coldly. “Oh well, maybe you guys should just all go then.”
 
    
 
   You stand up straight, “No,it’s cool.  This is ridiculous.  You guys are always welcome to hang out at my place.  I will see you guys when I get back.”
 
    
 
   They all immediately smile at each other and sit back down together on the couch.  ”Have fun at work,” they call not looking at you. 
 
    
 
   Your stomach drops and your blood runs cold as you walk out the door.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Wife’s Boss Invites Her to XXX theater
 
    
 
   Jane and her husband Sam were finishing up dinner when she got up the nerve to make an announcement.
 
    
 
   “Uh, Sam, I forgot to mention that I agreed to go out with a coworker this evening,” said Jane, looking at her husband with concern.
 
    
 
   “Oh, really?  That’s unusual,” said Sam, not bothering to look up from his dessert.  “Where are you going?”
 
    
 
   “Well, there’s a new theater down by on Industrial Parkway that we wanted to check out,” said Jane, biting her lip in apprehension.
 
    
 
   “Industrial Parkway?” said Sam, finally raising his head and looking at his wife in surprise.  Jane noticed idly that this was the first time Sam looked her in the eye during the entire meal.  “That’s a pretty rough part of town, isn’t it?  Who would put a theater down there?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know,” said Jane, avoiding his sudden gaze and toying idly with her food.
 
    
 
   “Wait a minute, wasn’t there some uproar in the city council about a XXX theater opening up down there?” said Sam with a distant look on his face.
 
    
 
   “Yes, that’s right.  That’s the place we are going to,” admitted Jane, blushing deeply.  “We ah, wanted to see what all the brouhaha was about,” she said, forcing a nervous laugh.
 
    
 
   “Jeez,” snorted Sam with a laugh, returning his attention to his cake.  “I don’t mean to be a prude, but I am surprised that you would go for that sort of thing.”  He paused and looked up at his wife again curiously.  “Hey, do you think you will be safe down there, just you and your girlfriend from work?”
 
    
 
   Jane squirmed uncomfortably as her husband looked at her with concern.  “Yes, well, I uh,”  she stammered awkwardly, unsure of how to tell Sam.  “I should be OK, see, I am going with a guy friend, not a girl friend.”
 
    
 
   Sam nodded automatically and dug into his food before snapping back to attention.  “Wait, what?”  he squawked indignantly.  “You are going to a porn theater with another man?!”
 
    
 
   “Now darling, just relax,” said Jane with a weak smile.  “I knew you would get upset, but it’s not what you think.  Ed and I are just going on a lark.”
 
    
 
   “Ed?  Your boss boss invited you to a XXX movie?” yelped Sam.  “That’s not a lark, that’s sexual harassment!  You should take this directly to HR.”
 
    
 
   “Now honey, don’t get all worked up,” said Jane, rising quickly to clear the table.  “Ed and I have worked together for years.  We always joke around with each other.  I don’t feel harassed at all.”
 
    
 
   Sam sat dumbfounded for a moment and watched his wife bustle about putting the dishes into the dishwasher and wiping the table.  “This is totally inappropriate,” he said finally.
 
    
 
   “Darling, you know I love you,” said Jane, putting her arms around Sam from behind and kissing him on the cheek.  “Ed and I are just going to go out and have a bit of fun together.  It’s perfectly harmless.”
 
    
 
   “Perfectly harmless?” asked Sam in amazement, squeezing his wife’s hand and craning his neck to look her in the eye.
 
    
 
   Just then the doorbell rang and Jane pulled away, ruffling her husband’s hair affectionately.  ‘Oh, that will be Ed now.  Be a dear and get him a drink. I need to go get changed.”
 
    
 
   Sam and went to the door muttering angrily to himself.  When he opened the door, he found Jane’s boss Ed, standing there in an expensive grey suit.  Ed was balding and slightly overweight, in his late 40’s or about 5 years older than Sam and Jane.  Sam tried to refrain from frowning as he greeted him.
 
    
 
   “Hello Ed, won’t you come in?” he said politely, forcing a smile.
 
    
 
   “Ah, Sam, good to see you!” exclaimed Ed heartily, barging past Sam and clapping him on the shoulder roughly as he went past.  “Where is your little lady?”
 
    
 
   “Um, Jane is getting ready and asked me to offer you a drink,” said Sam, gritting his teeth in annoyance.
 
    
 
   “Oh, that’s fine.  I’ll have scotch if you have a good one,” said Ed looking around the living room with pursed lips before dropping down in Sam’s favorite leather recliner.
 
    
 
   Sam went over to the dry bar and poured Ed a single malt scotch that was normally reserved for very special occasions.  He was annoyed at how Ed took the seat he himself was accustomed to sitting in each night.  It felt like an additional violation on top of Ed’s aggressive move with his wife.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Sam,” said Ed, taking the drink from Sam as he continued to size up their living room.  Sam was annoyed by the look of disdain on Ed’s face as he examined their furniture.  He and Jane had spent a lot of money at Restoration Hardware and Pottery Barn to furnish their home and here Ed was looking down his nose at their stuff.  “So, how is the job hunt going there, Sam?” asked Ed, tilting his head to the side sympathetically.
 
    
 
   Sam’s face flushed red at the mention of his extended unemployment.  Judy had been supporting the both of them since Sam was laid off the year before and he was sensitive about the topic.  “Err, yeah, the job market is pretty tough right now,” said Sam with embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “Tsk, tsk,” tutted Ed condescendingly.  “Have you considered going back to school for your MBA?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Jane and I had discussed that,” admitted Sam, annoyed that Ed had managed to put him immediately on the defensive.  
 
    
 
   “Well, I have to admit, you are being a wonderful sport to let me steal Jane away this evening,” chuckled Ed smiling at Sam lewdly.
 
    
 
   “I was going to ask you about that, Ed,” said Sam, his stomach roiling as he mustered the nerve to confront Jane’s boss.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Sam?” asked Ed looking at Sam with an expectant twinkle in his eye.
 
    
 
   “Um, well, do you really think, I mean, it’s not really proper is it?” stammered Sam nervously.  His pits were soaked and his palms were sweating profusely.  He and Judy really relied on her salary and he didn’t want to put her job in jeopardy, but he had to draw the line somewhere.
 
    
 
   Ed just laughed deeply.  “Oh Sam, come now.  We are both men of the world, aren’t we?” asked Ed, rattling the ice in his scotch with delight.
 
    
 
   “Men of the world?” asked Sam at a loss.  
 
    
 
   “Well what do you two men of the world think of this outfit?” asked Judy, edging timidly into the room wearing a shockingly short and skimpy dress with thigh-high stockings and high heels.
 
    
 
   “Hubba hubba,” said Ed excitedly, running his eyes hungrily up and down Sam’s wife’s curvaceous body.
 
    
 
   Sam nearly choked on his drink when he saw his wife.  “My God, Judy,” he exclaimed.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you like it?” she asked, twisting her fingers before her self consciously.
 
    
 
   Sam gazed at his wife’s large breasts jiggling in the halter top and noticed that she clearly wasn’t wearing a bra.  Then he looked at her shapely legs sheathed in sexy black nylon stocking with her milky white thighs exposed and he felt his member stiffen with arousal.
 
    
 
   “You look like a prostitute,” blurted Sam without thinking.  As soon as he said it, he wished he hadn’t.
 
    
 
   “Oh dear,” said Judy worriedly, blushing deeply.  She tugged at the hem of her dress apprehensively.  “Ed had asked me to dress, uh, provocatively tonight.”
 
    
 
   “Now, don’t be such a prude, Sam.  I think Judy’s outfit is very appropriate considering the venue,” said Ed, staring at Judy’s long gorgeous legs as she stood before him shifting anxiously from foot to foot.  “Here, turn around Judy, let me get a look at you,” commanded Ed casually.
 
    
 
   “I’m not a prude,” said Sam tightly, suddenly realizing that he had a death grip on his glass and struggling to relax himself.  His stomach was churning with jealousy as Judy turned slowly in place so that Ed could look her over thoroughly.  Sam could see that Ed was paying particular attention to Judy’s gorgeous round ass, clearly outlined by the thin, tight material of her dress as she turned for him. 
 
    
 
   “I think you should dress this way for work everyday,” said Ed with a wry smile.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I really couldn’t,” gasped Judy, putting her hand to her mouth.  “People would talk.”
 
    
 
   “No, of course you couldn’t,” sputtered Sam.  He noticed the sexual energy flowing between Ed and Judy and he felt sidelined as they ignored his comment.
 
    
 
   “Judy, are you wearing panties?” asked Ed arching his eyebrow.
 
    
 
   “Of course I am, Ed, my goodness,” said Judy, blushing a deep shade of red.  Sam was distracted by how beautiful she looked with such color in her face and realized that he really didn’t take time to appreciate how sexy his own wife was often enough.  It was a shame it took another man’s interest to make him see it.
 
    
 
   “Here, slide them off for me,” coaxed Ed, leaning forward to address Sam’s wife.  “That will make it hotter.”
 
    
 
   “For Chrissake, Ed.  What are you playing at?” yelped Sam indignantly.  He was struggling to reign in the situation as it spiralled out of control.
 
    
 
   “I just think it will make the evening a bit more exhilarating for everyone involved if Judy went commando tonight.  But she’s a grown woman, Sam,” replied Ed mildly.  “You should let her make her own decisions.”
 
    
 
   “Now Ed,” laughed Judy weakly.  “That really is going quite far, isn’t it.”
 
    
 
   “Take off your panties right now, Judy,” said Ed simply.  Sam gulped at the implied threat but he didn’t know what to say.
 
    
 
   Judy smiled with chagrin at her husband as she hiked up her dress slightly and pulled her panties down as instructed.  She smoothed her dress back modestly as they dropped to her ankles.
 
    
 
   “There now, that’s better,” sighed Ed with satisfaction.  “Don’t you feel naughty now?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I feel very naughty, Ed,” admitted Judy with a wan smile at her boss as she bent down and picked up her underwear.  She scooted over to the couch and sat down carefully, pulling at the hem of her dress which barely covered her crotch.
 
    
 
   “Judy, how could you do this?” asked Sam in amazement.
 
    
 
   “Oh Sam,” tittered Judy, giggling nervously.  “Ed’s just a terrible flirt sometimes, but he doesn’t mean anything by it.”  She crossed her legs without thinking Sam caught a glimpse of her public hair.  He looked over at Ed and he wagged his eyebrows lewdly in response, showing that he had seen it to.
 
    
 
   “I do mean something by it,” said Ed firmly.  “I am trying to get you to push your sexual boundaries.  I want to see how far you will go.”
 
    
 
   “That’s just, I mean, this isn’t how a manager is supposed to act with his employees,” stammered Sam, the blood draining from his face. 
 
    
 
   “Now Sam,” replied Ed with a pained expression.  “This has nothing to do with our work relationship.”  Ed looked at Sam as though he smelled a bad scent.  Judy gave Sam a pleading look and shook her head imperceptibly to forestall this line of conversation.
 
    
 
   Sam looked at his wife imploringly and gulped.  Ed knew damn well that Sam was out of work Sam thought to himself.  Ed knew that the couple was in a precarious situation financially and he was taking advantage of it. “But, Judy is a married woman,” said Sam.
 
    
 
   “Sam, you really are old-fashioned aren’t you?” laughed Ed.  “What sort of signal do you think your wife was sending me when she agreed to go see a pornographic movie with me tonight?”
 
    
 
   “Signal?” asked Sam in surprise.
 
    
 
   Judy interrupted before Sam could say more.  “Now Ed, don’t tease Sam like that.  Tell, me what sort of movie are we going to see tonight?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know the name, but it’s a hardcore gangbang flick,” said Ed, turning to face Judy.  “There’s going to be a lot of sucking and fucking.”  He wagged his eyebrows at Judy significantly and she just giggled in response.
 
    
 
   “Ok, Ed, that’s enough,” said Sam uncomfortably.
 
    
 
   “And a lot of cumshots I hear,” added Ed for good measure.
 
    
 
   “Jesus Ed!” complained Sam.  “That’s my wife you are talking to.”
 
    
 
   “Well I do know what a cumshot is, Sam,” protested Judy meekly.  
 
    
 
   “Oh, does he like to give you facials?” asked Ed with interest.
 
    
 
   Judy glanced at Ed sheepishly and nodded her head.
 
    
 
   “That’s good to know,” grunted Ed with a crude laugh.
 
    
 
   “That’s our private business, Judy,” squeaked Sam in protest.
 
    
 
   “Sam, just relax, will you?” demanded Ed.  “We are all adults here.”  
 
    
 
   “Come now darling, don’t sulk,” coaxed Judy with a forced smile.  “You like porn. You watch porn movies all the time.”
 
    
 
   “Judy, please,” whined Sam, glancing at Ed uneasily.
 
    
 
   “Ok, look, I’ve had enough of this,” said Ed decisively.  “Sam, I’m taking your wife out down to the XXX theater and we are going to watch some explicit sexual material together.  We are both going to get extremely aroused and she won’t be wearing any panties.  Do you understand?”  He stood up abruptly and strode over to offer Judy his hand.
 
    
 
   “I’m, uh, this is just, um, unbelievable,” sputtered Sam.
 
    
 
   Judy took Ed’s hand and let him help her to her feet.  “Oh Ed, must you taunt poor Sam this way?”  She turned to her husband and smiled warmly.  “Now don’t let him get to you dear.  Let’s not make a mountain out of a molehill.  This is nothing but a slightly bawdy night out between a couple of coworkers.”  She teetered over to Sam in her unfamiliar heels and gave him a kiss on the forehead.  “We’ll be back in a couple of hours.”
 
    
 
   Sam stared numbly as Ed lead Judy out of the room. She gave her husband a compassionate look over her shoulder as she left and Sam’s heart melted slightly.  His wife was bravely facing this sexual harassment and trying to make light of it.  He felt deeply inadequate for being out of work for so long and putting her into this position so he resolved to renew his job hunt the very next day.  Of course he had been saying that to himself for months now, and something always seemed to come up to delay his search.  Whether it be some renovation around the house or relatives visiting, he never seemed to find the time to really focus on his job hunt.  He had gotten somewhat complacent with Judy earning a good salary.  Her income had taken the pressure off of him. But now he felt the pressure back on.  
 
    
 
   In fact Sam felt so much pressure and anxiety that he decided to have a few more drinks to calm his nerves.  He must have passed out on the couch at some point because Judy woke him gently when she got home and lead him unsteadily back to bed.
 
    
 
   “What time is it?” he asked her blearily.
 
    
 
   “It’s late, dear,” she said gently as she helped him undress for bed.
 
    
 
   “What happened at the theatre?” asked Sam.
 
    
 
   “Let’s talk about it in the morning, honey,” said Judy pushing him into bed and pulling up the covers to tuck him in.  Before he could object further, he found himself drifting back into sleep.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Impromptu Pool Lesson in Bar
 
    
 
   Sam’s wife Chelsea was complaining that they didn’t go out enough, so he agreed to take her to dinner and out to a new bar that just opened up.  The couple didn’t know anyone there and felt a bit awkward.  After a few drinks they decided to try playing pool although neither of them was very good at it.  They were missing shots over and over and just laughing about it when Sam noticed this short, muscular guy looking on in disdain.
 
    
 
   “Look, you gotta get down lower when you take a shot so you can see the angle,” he told Chelsea impatiently as she stood upright by the side of the pool table, clumsily preparing to take a shot.
 
    
 
   “Oh?” she asked him, somewhat startled at his interjection.  “I, uh, well obviously I’m not very good.  We are just fooling around.”
 
    
 
   “Well you would have more fun if you learned a bit of technique,” said the stranger.  “I’m Joe by the way,” he said, gazing into Chelsea’s eyes intently and ignoring Sam.
 
    
 
   Chelsea blushed under his piercing stare and averted her eyes modestly.  “Hello, Joe, I am Chelsea, and this is my husband, Sam.”
 
    
 
   Sam waved gamely, embarrassed by the way this fellow was looking at his wife.  
 
    
 
   “Very pleased to make your acquaintance, Chelsea,” said Joe, looking her up and down in her short, snug dress and admiring her shapely figure.  Sam cleared his throat to remind Joe that he was there and could see him checking out his wife.  “Hey Sam, why aren’t you teaching your pretty little wife here how to shoot pool properly?”
 
    
 
   “Ha, well, actually, I’m not much of a pool player myself,” admitted Sam, feeling somewhat unmanly.
 
    
 
   “Can I give you some tips?” Joe asked Chelsea, putting his hand on her pool cue.
 
    
 
   “Uh, sure, I am open to learning new things,” said Chelsea, looking at her husband with trepidation.  “Are you very good at pool?”
 
    
 
   “Let me show you,” he said taking the cue from her hands smoothly.  “4 ball corner pocket, off the 7,” he muttered casually and he crouched down and forcefully fired the cue ball with a loud crack.  The cue bounced off the far bumper, rebounded and clipped the 7 ball perfectly, sending it into the 4 which landed in the corner pocket with a satisfying clunk.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” said Chelsea, clearly impressed.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that was like a combo bank shot,” said Sam with surprise.
 
    
 
   “That’s right, Sam,” said Joe condescendingly.  “Now let me show your wife a thing or two.”
 
    
 
   “Ok,” agreed Chelsea brightly.  “How do I do a shot like that?”
 
    
 
   Joe laughed.  “Chelsea, you have to take it slow.  You can’t even make a straight shot.  You are standing too stiffly.  You need to bend down lower so you can see what you are doing.  Here take the cue.”
 
    
 
   Chelsea took the cue and bent down slightly, sliding the cue back and forth across her finger as she prepared to shoot.
 
    
 
   Joe was standing close by her side and shook his head.  “No, no,” he said pushing her back. “You need to get lower.”
 
    
 
   “But I feel kind of weird, bending down too far in this short dress,” she said, reddening slightly and pulling self-consciously at her hem.
 
    
 
   “Ah, let the guys get their thrills, why don’t you?” said Joe, looking at Chelsea’s round buns unabashedly.  “You got panties on don’t you?”
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, Joe, of course I do,” exclaimed Chelsea with a laugh of surprise.  She gave her husband a devilish grin, her cheeks bright red.  Sam’s gut twisted with jealousy and he just smiled back weakly.
 
    
 
   “Well yeah, then get down then and stick that rump out,” said Joe, standing back and watching her rear expectantly.
 
    
 
   Chelsea bent down low over the table, thrusting her rump toward Joe suggestively.  She was enjoying the attention of another man and was getting a kick out of making Same a bit jealous.  “How’s that, Joe?” she asked over her shoulder.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that’s a fine ass,” admitted Joe staring at Chelsea’s buttocks.
 
    
 
   “Ok, yeah, that’s not really a pool tip,” complained Sam, his mouth turning dry.  He looked at Joe’s thickly muscled arms with apprehension.  Sam had never been a fighter and didn’t relish the idea of fisticuffs with this burly stranger over his wife’s honor.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, but your wife has some junk in her trunk,” said Joe cheerily, not bothering to look at Sam.  “Now Chelsea, line up the ball and take a shot.”
 
    
 
   Chelsea grinned up at Sam.  “I’ve got junk in the trunk, Sam.  Did you hear that?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, that’s the word on the street,” said Sam through gritted teeth.  He could feel his armpits growing damp.
 
    
 
   “Take your shot now, honey,” urged Joe, giving Sam a fit at the familiar tone he used.
 
    
 
   Chelsea’s tongue peeked out of the corner of her mouth as she tried to concentrate on the ball and she gave a sudden jerky stroke which sent the cue ball careening off target, missing her objective entirely. 
 
    
 
   “Oh, jeez, you have to do a smooth, slow stroke,” said Joe with exasperation.  “Focus on the cue going straight.  Here let me show you.”  Joe strode up behind Chelsea and wrapped his arms around her.
 
    
 
   “Wow, hello there, Joe,” gasped Chelsea in surprise.  But she was enjoying the feeling of being clasped in this aggressive stranger’s thick, strong arms.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, uh, that’s my wife there, buddy,” stammered Sam, his heart pounding in his chest.
 
    
 
   “I’m just teaching her how to stroke, Sam,” said Joe, looking up at Sam innocently as he cradled his wife in his arms.  Joe enjoyed the smell of Sam’s wife and was aroused by the heat coming off her soft skin. 
 
    
 
   “You make it sound so dirty, Joe,” purred Chelsea, looking over her shoulder at Joe, her face just inches from his.  She arched her back slightly to press her rear against his crotch.
 
    
 
   “You’re the one with the dirty mind,” he told her softly.  He held her close and pressed his stiffening penis against her generous bottom.
 
    
 
   “Hey, I feel something back there,” giggled Chelsea.  “Is that a pool cue in your pocket or are you just happy to see me?”
 
    
 
   “Jesus, Chelsea,” whined Sam.  “Cut the shit.  Joe are you giving my wife a pool lesson or are just feeling her up?”  His blood was pounding in his ears and his palms were sweaty as he tried to confront this interloper.
 
    
 
   “Relax, Sam, relax,” said Joe as he smoothly stroked the pool cue back and forth.  His arm brushed Chelsea’s boob as he showed her how to slide the cue.  “You see, Chelsea, nice and smooth,” he said, thrusting his protruding bulge against her warm soft buns for emphasis.  Holding her arm, he followed through and fired off a shot that sank another ball with a clean thunk into the side pocket.
 
    
 
   “Oh, wow, yeah, I see,” chirped Chelsea happily.  “Look, honey, I made a shot.”  She wiggled her rear against Joe’s crotch, enjoying the naughty pleasure of his dong pressing into her ass while her husband looked on helplessly.
 
    
 
   “Ok, you can let go of my wife now,” stammered Sam indecisively.  He was torn with jealousy and anxiety but was surprised to find himself titillated by the whole situation.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, ok, hold on a second,” said Joe gruffly.  He nuzzled Chelsea’s neck and said softly,  “You feeling that?” as he continued to prod her with his dick from behind.
 
    
 
   “I feel it,” affirmed Chelsea, feeling herself growing wetter and wetter.  
 
    
 
   “Feel what?” asked Sam sickly, not wanting to know the answer.
 
    
 
   “Joe’s penis is poking me right in the rear,” giggled Chelsea, looking up her husband with an impish grin.  “And you know his arm brushed my boob when he was showing me that shot.”
 
    
 
   “You like that, huh?” asked Joe as he brashly cupped Chelsea’s dangling boobs in his hands and squeezed them, never ceasing to worry her from behind with his cock.
 
    
 
   “Ok, seriously, cut that out right now.  That’s my wife!” squeaked Sam, his voice cracking from the stress.  He felt as though his heart was about to explode out of his chest and his palms were slick with sweat.  “Chelsea, make him stop, what are you doing?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, darling, don’t make a scene,” laughed Chelsea, standing upright and surreptitiously reaching back to pinch Joe’s penis through his pants.  “Here, let’s all have a drink.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, let me buy you two a drink to show there are no hard feelings,” said Joe, surprised at the audacity Chelsea showed by grabbing his cock.
 
    
 
   “No hard feelings, just a nice hard cock,” said Chelsea as she gripped Joe’s boner fiercely behind her back.
 
    
 
   “Honey, what’s gotten into you?” gasped Sam in shock.
 
    
 
   “Maybe you haven’t been getting into her enough lately, pal,” laughed Joe wrapping his arm around Chelsea’s waist as she tilted her hip forward and slid her arm behind her back so her husband couldn’t see how she was squeezing Joe’s dong.
 
    
 
   “Our sex life has cooled off quite a bit these past few years,” said Chelsea sadly.
 
    
 
   “Chelsea!  That’s not the sort of thing to tell a complete stranger,” said Sam, mortified by his wife’s behavior.
 
    
 
   “Sometimes it’s easier to tell a stranger,” said Joe smoothly.  “Let’s just have a drink and relax.  Maybe I can help you two out.”  Joe lead Chelsea over to the bar and ordered another round while Sam tagged behind apprehensively.
 
    
 
   Sam felt that his wife deserved a slap in the face and this jerk Joe deserved a punch in the mouth, but he couldn’t bring himself to do either.  So he just stood there stewing in his own juices and reluctantly accepted the drink that Joe handed him.
 
    
 
   “So how do you think you can help us, Joe?” asked Chelsea, peeking at him meekly over the top of her martini.
 
    
 
   “Chelsea, you clearly need to get some dick,” said Joe matter of factly, looking her in the eye.
 
    
 
   “Well you’ve certainly shown that you know how to shoot it into the hole,” laughed Chelsea, smiling back at Joe who chuckled in response.
 
    
 
   “Ok, Chelsea, that’s enough,” croaked Sam, barging between his wife and her new lover to slam his drink down on the bar startling the bartender who looked at him strangely.  “We are going home right now.  First this guy prods you from behind with his thing and then he grabbed your boobs.  And now this conversation has taken a completely inappropriate turn.”
 
    
 
   “I was just showing her how to shoot pool,” chimed in Joe holding out his big calloused hands in supplication.
 
    
 
   “Besides, I liked it,” said Chelsea looking up at her husband with a twinkle in her eye and, running her finger along his chest.
 
    
 
   “That’s it, I’m taking you home right now to sober up and we can discuss this in the morning, young lady,” shouted Sam, losing his temper and grabbing his wife violently by the arm, making her spill her drink.
 
    
 
   “Whoa, leave that woman alone!” shouted the bartender, looking on in shock.  He glanced between Sam and Joe in confusion.
 
    
 
   Suddenly a tall bouncer with the physique of a weight lifter appeared, hovering menacingly above Sam and Chelsea.  “Is there a problem here?” he grunted, putting his hands on his hips.
 
    
 
   “Bu, bu, this is my wife,” stuttered Sam in bewilderment.  “She has had too much to drink and I am taking her home.”
 
    
 
   “Looks like you are the one who has had too much to drink,” replied the bouncer, crossing his massive arms across his broad chest.  “Why don’t you release her arm and act civil,” he said, phrasing it as a command rather than a question.
 
    
 
   Sam let go of Chelsea’s arm and she rubbed her bicep ruefully.
 
    
 
   “We don’t want any trouble in here,” said the bouncer.  “Just act civil,” he pointed his finger right into Sam’s face.  Sam’s knees started knocking in dread, fearing that this massive animal would strike him in front of everyone, including his wife.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Sam will be fine, he’s normally a perfect gentleman,” said Chelsea, grabbing the bouncer by the wrist and pulling his hand away from her husband.  “He just got upset because Joe and I were fooling around a little bit.”
 
    
 
   The bouncer turned as though noticing Joe for the first time.  “Oh shit, what’s up Joe?” laughed the bouncer, turning toward Joe with a broad smile and offering his hand.  “You stirring up trouble over here?”
 
    
 
   “Didn’t mean to, Ray-ray,” said Joe, grasping the bigger man’s huge hand in an iron grip as they shook hands amiably.  Sam looked on in horror at the chummy relationship the two men had.
 
    
 
   “You can’t just go around stealing wives away from their husbands,” chuckled  Ray-ray, patting Joe on the back.  “Dudes will get bent out of shape about that.”  He looked Sam over disdainfully, noting his skinny build and hunched over posture.  “And I wouldn’t want to see Eugene over here knock you out or anything,” he laughed.
 
    
 
   “Uh, it’s Sam, actually,” objected Sam holding up a nervous finger.
 
    
 
   “Whatever,” said Ray-ray dismissively.  “You look like a smart guy.  If you got a problem with your wife, just talk it through.  Don’t go grabbing her like a damn ape,” said Ray-ray.  “And frankly it’s embarrassing that a big dumb guy like me needs to tell you that, professor,” he added with a snort as he walked away.
 
    
 
   “That Ray-ray,” said Joe shaking his head and waving at the bouncer in farewell as he leaned against the bar.
 
    
 
   “How do you know, Ray-ray?” asked Chelsea, looking down at her empty glass with regret.
 
    
 
   “Oh, we go to the same gym,” said Joe with a wave of his hand.  “Hey, let me get you a fresh drink.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Joe,” said Chelsea.  “I need to calm my nerves after all this excitement.”
 
    
 
   Sam stood there with his pits soaked in sweat trying to catch his breathe after being threatened and then humiliated by the big bouncer.  He nearly jumped out of his skin when Joe clapped him on the shoulder heartily.
 
    
 
   “Here Sam, take your drink,” said Joe in a friendly voice.  “I didn’t mean any disrespect.”
 
    
 
   Sam accepted the drink but looked down at Joe with loathing.
 
    
 
   “Now don’t look at me like that, Sam,” pleaded Joe as he sidled up beside Sam’s wife again and slipped one arm around her waist.  “I’m just trying to be friendly.”
 
    
 
   “Friendly!” blurted out Sam in derision.  “You call it friendly to put the moves on another man’s wife?” he asked tightly after taking a swig of his drink.
 
    
 
   “Really, Sam.  I have never seen you so jealous,” put in Chelsea with a little smile on her face.  She liked seeing Sam get riled up over her.  “I like it.  I feel that you take me for granted sometimes.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” asked Sam in genuine dismay.  “But how can you say that?  Aren’t I always attentive and loving?”
 
    
 
   “Sure you are, dear,” said Chelsea reaching out to pat her husband’s arm but nearly jumping when Joe reached his hand back and grabbed her ass cheek in the palm of hand and started rubbing it vigorously.  Her cheeks reddened again as Joe worked her ass and she had trouble concentrating.  “But it’s not the same as before we got married.  I used to feel that you were really pursuing me.”
 
    
 
   “But how can I pursue you when we are married and living together?” asked Sam helplessly, annoyed that this deep personal conversation was being played out while the strange man rubbing up against his wife.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I don’t know, darling,” said Chelsea, turning to look at Joe while he gripped her bottom.  “But I like this feeling of being desired and frankly, it’s pretty exciting to have men fighting over me.  It makes me feel sexy again.”
 
    
 
   “You are sexy and I would definitely fuck the shit out of you,” said Joe, pulling Chelsea against him and gripping both her ass cheeks in his hands, letting Sam see what he was doing.
 
    
 
   “Can you please get your hands off my wife’s butt?” asked Sam, looking on in horror.
 
    
 
   “I like feeling your boobs pressed against my chest like this,” Joe told Chelsea his face just inches from hers.
 
    
 
   “And I like to feel your rod poking me in the crotch,” breathed Chelsea in response.  She felt giddy with lust and reached down between Joe’s legs to grab his bulge again.  “Wow, you are really hard down there.”
 
    
 
   “Honey, are you touching his thing?” yelped Sam in alarm.
 
    
 
   “Well he’s so insistent with it.  He’s always jamming it against me,” purred Chelsea, looking back over her shoulder at her husband alluringly.  “And it’s really big and stiff.  I would have thought a short guy like Joe would have a smaller one.”
 
    
 
   “You got to look at the hands and feet,” said Joe with a smile, holding up his big meaty paw for her inspection.
 
    
 
   Chelsea took his hand and started sucking on his index finger seductively while she continued to stroke his cock through his pants with his other hand.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god,” gasped Joe feeling as though his cock was about to explode as Chelsea looked him in the eye suggestively while she tongued his finger.
 
    
 
   “How is this supposed to help our marriage?” whined Sam in confusion as he looked on helplessly.
 
    
 
   “You know, buddy, I frankly have no idea at this point,” Joe told Sam.  “But I need to get your wife naked and get my dick into her as soon as possible.”  Joe put his arm around Chelsea’s shoulder and she allowed him to hustle her down to the end of the bar where Ray-ray and the bartender were chatting.  Sam trailed along behind, his stomach flipping with anxiety. 
 
    
 
   “This chick is really ready to go,” said Joe to Ray-ray urgently.  “Do you guys have a break room in back where I can take her and work her out?”
 
    
 
   “What about her husband?” asked Ray-ray skeptically, looking over Joe’s shoulder at Sam hovering nervously in the background.
 
    
 
   “Man, look at her, she’s all over my dick,” said Joe.
 
    
 
   “He started it,” chirped Chelsea cutely as she brashly fingered the bulge in Joe’s trousers while  Ray-ray and the bartender looked on in interest.
 
    
 
   “Wow, she’s a freak alright,” said Ray-ray.  “But there is no break room, you have to use the manager’s office.  Come on.”
 
    
 
   The bartender quickly raised up a section of the bar and Ray-ray lead Joe and Chelsea behind the bar.  Sam tried to follow along but the bartender stopped him.
 
    
 
   “Staff only, buddy,” he said, putting his hand on Sam’s chest.
 
    
 
   ‘But they aren’t staff,” blubbered Sam in distress, motioning toward Joe and his wife.
 
    
 
   “Let Sam come,” pleaded Chelsea over her shoulder.
 
    
 
   The bartender hesitated for a moment, looking at Ray-ray, but Ray-ray just nodded and the bartender let Sam pass.
 
    
 
   “You are probably going to regret this,” said the bartender, shaking his head at Sam.
 
    
 
   “I’m already regretting ever setting foot in here,” muttered Sam as he hurried after the retreating trio.
 
    
 
   Sam followed behind Joe who held Chelsea before him while Ray-ray lead the way along a corridor lined with gas canisters, empty crates, 5 gallon buckets and cleaning supplies until they came to a little door.  Ray-ray tapped on the door and listened for a moment before fishing out a key and letting them in.  They entered a small, cluttered office with a metal desk facing a ratty old leather couch.
 
    
 
   “This is perfect,” said Joe.  “Here baby, let’s get that dress off you so we can get down to business.”  He lead Chelsea into the center of the room before the desk and started tugging insistently at the hem of her dress while Ray-ray and Sam stood by the door, watching.
 
    
 
   “Uh, can you close the door, please Ray-ray?” asked Chelsea, gently fending off Joe’s advances.
 
   “Oh sure, sorry ma’am,” said Ray-ray, closing the door behind him and locking it.
 
    
 
   “Wait, are you going to stay in here?” Sam asked Ray-ray in surprise.
 
    
 
   “Hell yeah,” said Ray-ray, rubbing his huge mitts together in anticipation.
 
    
 
   “You don’t mind if Ray-ray watches, do you honey?” asked Joe urgently.
 
    
 
   “No, that might make it hotter actually,” said Chelsea looking at Ray-ray’s hulking form.
 
    
 
   “Besides, I can keep your hubby in line in case he tries to freak out over this,” said Ray-ray, looking down at Sam threateningly.  “You.  Sit.” he said to Sam, pointing to the couch commandingly.
 
    
 
   Sam gulped and dropped down into the couch obediently.  He realized that he still had his drink and took a forlorn sip.
 
    
 
   “Now lift your arms up so I can get this dress off,” demanded Joe.
 
    
 
   “Ok, manly man,” giggled Chelsea, lifting her arms in acquiescence.
 
    
 
   Joe gripped her dress by the hem and pulled it roughly up  and off over Chelsea’s head, exposing her pale soft body as she stood there in her bra, panties, and stockings.
 
    
 
   “Hot body!” said Ray-ray, fingering his crotch unconsciously.
 
    
 
   “Why, thank you Ray-ray,” said Chelsea, feeling somewhat self-conscious.
 
    
 
   “Here, hold this, Sam, will you?” said Joe, tossing Chelsea’s dress at him.
 
    
 
   “Uh, yeah, this isn’t cool you guys,” croaked Sam as he caught the dress.
 
    
 
   “I don’t wanna throw her nice dress on the floor to get trampled on,” said Joe reasonably as he stood looking Chelsea up and down.
 
    
 
   “Do you like what you see?” asked Chelsea, cocking her hip for Joe saucily.
 
    
 
   “Come here and find out,” said Joe, taking her in his arms forcefully and kissing her on the lips.
 
    
 
   Sam’s stomach churned in jealousy as Chelsea moaned in pleasure while kissing Joe.  He shifted in his seat uncomfortably and began idly folding her dress.
 
    
 
   Joe pushed Chelsea back until she was sitting on the desk.  She wrapped her stockinged legs around his back and reached down to unzip his fly while their tongues eagerly flicked back and forth.  She felt a pang of guilt as she extracted Joe’s meaty phallus and started stroking it.
 
    
 
   “How are you doing over there, dear?” she asked, breaking her mouth from Joe’s breathlessly and peeking over Joe’s shoulder at her husband who sat primly on the couch.
 
    
 
   “I’m, this is, I mean, this is terrible,” said Sam miserably.  “How could you do this?”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, dear,” apologized Chelsea as she tugged on Joe’s dong, unseen by her husband.  “We just got carried away I guess.  I’m not used to getting attention from other men and I let it go to my head.”
 
    
 
   “Get down and suck that thing,” urged Joe excitedly as Chelsea gave him a handjob.
 
    
 
   “I better not, what would my husband think?” said Chelsea gazing down at Joe’s penis as she fingering the swollen mushroom head of his cock.  “You do have a lovely fat penis though.”
 
    
 
   “What are you doing, did you pull his penis out?” squeaked Sam in consternation.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, man, what did you think was going to happen?” laughed Ray-ray looking at Sam with contempt.  “She was all over Joe’s dick.  You must not fuck her enough.”
 
    
 
   “Oh shut up,” muttered Sam in displeasure.
 
    
 
   “What did you say to me?” asked Ray-ray, turned to face Sam and flexing.
 
    
 
   “Ray-ray, please,” begged Chelsea.  “This is hard enough on Sam as it is.  Don’t threaten him.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, ma’am,” agreed Ray-ray, struggling to relax.  “But hubby better keep a civil tongue in his head.”
 
    
 
   “Speaking of head,” said Joe, standing back with his stiff cock pointed at Chelsea.  “Here get down on you knees there and I will keep my back turned to Sam to he doesn’t have to watch.”
 
    
 
   “You want me to kneel right on the hard floor?” asked Chelsea skeptically.
 
    
 
   “Man, toss her a cushion off the couch, be a gentleman about it, will ya,” demanded Ray-ray of Sam.
 
    
 
   “Jesus,” complained Sam.
 
    
 
   “Will you toss me a cushion, dear?” asked Chelsea sweetly as she stroked Joe’s stiff penis with enthusiasm, eager to suck a strange dick for the first time in years.
 
    
 
   “Chelsea!” whined Sam pathetically.
 
    
 
   “I’m just going to suck it for a second, I promise,” said Chelsea reasonably.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god,” groaned Sam as he grabbed a cushion from the couch beside him and threw it at his wife.  
 
    
 
   “Thank you darling,” said Chelsea politely as she dropped the cushion before Joe and got down on her knees for him.
 
    
 
   “Oh, my gosh, you are stiff as a board,” giggled Chelsea as she fingered the shaft of Joe’s erection.  “I like the head, it’s like a fat little mushroom,” she said as she took Joe’s glans into her mouth.
 
    
 
   “Oh, fuck, that’s what I’m talking about,” grunted Joe as Chelsea started sucking him in earnest, looking up at him meekly.
 
    
 
   “Look at her, she’s got love in her eyes, Joe,” laughed Ray-ray, as he looked on in interest, blatantly gripping his own erection as he did so.
 
    
 
   “She does love that cock,” sighed Joe with pleasure.  Then he turned to look at Sam over his shoulder.  “You wife gives great head, by the way.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks a lot, asshole,” snapped Sam irritably.  “I happened to know that.”
 
    
 
   “Jeez, don’t be so touchy about it, it’s just a blowjob,” chuckled Joe.  “No big deal.”
 
    
 
   Sam looked on sadly from the couch.  He couldn’t see clearly what was happening, but he could hear the slurping sounds and the little moans of pleasure that both Joe and Chelsea emitted as she sucked his penis.
 
 
   “Ok, that’s enough,” cried Sam jumping to his feet.
 
    
 
   “Sit down,” said Ray-ray.  “Or you can leave if you want.”
 
    
 
   “No, I think you should stay, Sam,” said Chelsea as she unlocked her lips from Joe’s dick.  “I would feel weird being here alone with these two strange men.”
 
    
 
   “What do you mean?” said Sam in exasperation.  “You are sucking the strange man’s cock!”
 
    
 
   “I know, but, I feel more comfortable with you here,” pleaded Chelsea.  She knew it sounded ridiculous, but she felt safer with Sam there watching.
 
    
 
   “Well, it’s time for me to fuck you now,” said Joe, jerking his pud, slick with Sam’s wife’s saliva.  “How do you want it?  Doggystyle?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I never really, uh, I guess I haven’t tried that before,” said Chelsea bashfully.
 
    
 
   “There is a first time for everything.  I will , here, stand up and let me help you get naked,” said Joe.
 
    
 
   “Oh, that’s so chivalrous of you,” said Chelsea with a grin.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, he’s such a gentleman the way he fucks another man’s wife,” spat Sam derisively.  But there was a strange kernel of arousal in his gut as Joe helped Chelsea to her feet and tenderly pulled her panties down, revealing her neatly trimmed bush.  Joe nibbled at her exposed cooch as he slipped her underwear past Chelsea’s ankles, making her giggle and push his head away playfully.
 
    
 
   “Here, take these,” said Joe, tossing Chelsea’s panties to Sam who caught them and put them next to him on the couch along with his wife’s dress.
 
    
 
   “Sweet snatch,” commented Ray-ray with his hand on his protruding bulge.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, Ray-ray, look at you,” said Chelsea in surprise.  “What have you got in your pants over there?”
 
    
 
   “A big ole hardon,” admitted Ray-ray with a smile.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” said Chelsea gazing at his huge package outlined in his pants.
 
    
 
   “Nevermind him, let me get this bra off you,” said Joe, turned Chelsea around and unsnapping her bra.  He pulled her bra off and tossed that to Sam as well, releasing her big white knockers.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit, look at those things,” said Ray-ray, staring at Chelsea’s round boobs and pink nipples in fascination.
 
    
 
   “I think, Ray-ray is into me, Joe,” said Chelsea, putting her finger in her mouth coyly.
 
    
 
   “Hold that thought,” replied Joe, gripping her tits in his hands and bending down to suck blissfully on one of her big hard nipples.
 
    
 
   “Ooh, you are like a big baby,” she cooed, cradling Joe’s head in her arms as he went to town on her tits.
 
    
 
   “That is so fucking hot.  Do you mind if I yank my thing while I watch?” Ray-ray asked Chelsea.
 
    
 
   “Go ahead, let’s see what you are packing,” said Chelsea as Joe shifted position to suck on her other boob.
 
    
 
   “Jesus Chelsea, you are turning into a wanton whore,” said Sam, his own cock growing painfully stiff as he watched this strange man sucking his naked wife’s boobs.
 
    
 
   “I know, isn’t this scandalous?” giggled Chelsea.  “What would the other couples in the bridge club think?  Oh my GOD, Ray-ray.  You are gifted!”  Chelsea stared at Ray-ray’s huge veiny dong as he pulled it out and started stroking it.
 
    
 
   “Here, let me bend you over this desk and do you from behind and then you and Ray-ray can do whatever,” said Joe, grabbing Chelsea by the waist and lifting her bodily up to position her across the corner of the desk.
 
    
 
   “Whoa, you are strong,” gasped Chelsea, as Joe handled her naked body as easily as if she were a feather.
 
    
 
   She was bent over the corner of the desk with Joe behind her.  Joe looked down with pleasure at Chelsea’s round white ass as he gripped her soft hips and nudged his stiff prick between her tender thighs.  Her large breasts were dangling down over the edge of the desk as she looked up at Ray-ray fetchingly.  Ray-ray and Sam watched her mouth made a cute “o” of surprise as Joe entered her and Ray-ray approached with his massive dong swinging before him.  
 
    
 
   “Give me that thing,” panted Chelsea reaching out for Ray-ray’s swollen member and he slapped her across the face with his dong playfully before she could wrestle it into her mouth.  He sighed with satisfaction as she started sucking it fitfully and reached down to cup her generous bare bosoms in his hands.  Joe was slapping his hips against Chelsea’s ass as he banged her from behind and all three were grunting and moaning in pleasure as Sam sat watching helplessly.
 
    
 
   “Oh man, her pussy is tight as fuck,” panted Joe as he nailed Sam’s wife with abandon.  “I’m gonna cum any second.”
 
    
 
   “Are you wearing a hat?” asked Ray-ray, resting a huge hand on Chelsea’s head as she consumed his cock hungrily.
 
    
 
   “Of course not,” laughed Joe.
 
    
 
   Sam watched with sick fascination as Chelsea reached down between her legs to work her clit as she got banged from behind noisily.  Her moans of desire sent sharp pangs of jealousy through him.
 
    
 
   “She is one cock hungry slut,” said Ray-ray, looking down at Chelsea with affection as she serviced him orally.
 
    
 
   “Oh, this is just too much,” complained Sam, nursing his own erection with embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “Shut the fuck up before I come over there and slap you like the little bitch you are,” snapped Ray-ray  in irritation.
 
    
 
   Chelsea gasped at that moment and shuddered as an orgasm overtook.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, Chelsea, did that guy threatening me make you cum?” shrieked Sam in despair.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, I know it’s wrong, but it’s pretty hot what a prick he is,” said Chelsea, looking up at Ray-ray in admiration as she tugged on his prodigious meat.
 
    
 
   “Ahh, yeah, there it goes,” moaned Joe at that moment as he gripped Chelsea’s hips fiercely and fired his cum inside her.  “I am unloading about a gallon of semen into your wife right now, buddy.  I hope you don’t mind.”
 
    
 
   Ray-ray just laughed at that and jerked his dick frantically as Chelsea licked his balls.  “I’m a do you one better and show the man how much I like his wife,” grunted Ray-ray as hot streams of jism erupted from the tip of his penis and splashed onto Chelsea’s lips and cheeks.  He stood there spurting his nut all over her face for several moments and Sam was shocked by how much sperm this guy produced.  When he was finished, Chelsea zealously sucked his softening dick back into her mouth until he had to pull away.
 
    
 
   “Easy woman, it’s sensitive after I cum,” he laughed.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, I got carried away,” she said, looking up at him with a love-struck gaze as she licked his spooge from her lips.  The look of adoration in her eyes burned Sam up with resentment.  
 
    
 
   “She’s a good old fuck,” said Joe patting Chelsea’s bare ass tenderly.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, too bad she’s married to this jerk,” said Ray-ray looking over at Sam with disdain.
 
    
 
   “Why don’t you like Sam?” asked Chelsea, rolling over on her back and stretching, looking up at Ray-ray with her head upside down.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, Sam’s a good sport,” said Joe, gazing down at Chelsea’s naked torso.  “Fuck, get a load of those titties,” he said with admiration.  “She’s hot enough to make me want to take another turn.”
 
    
 
   “I’m ready,” she said, spreading her legs for him playfully as she lay on her back on the desk, and casually pushed a stack of papers onto the floor.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit, we came all over the fucking staff schedule,” said Ray-ray with concern as he looked at the cum-stained papers on the floor.  “How am I gonna explain this?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that’s a problem,” said Joe, looking down at the mess with disgust.  “I’m gonna go now.  Chelsea, here’s my card, call me any time you want some loving.  I would kiss you, but you got Ray-ray’s man butter all over your face.”  He dropped his card on Chelsea’s belly and looked longingly down at her proffered snatch before turning away reluctantly.  “Hey, no hard feelings, huh, Sammy?” said Joe bending over and putting his hands on his knees as he addressed Sam who was still sitting on the couch.  “Look at you, you are pitching a tent over here, you little pervert,” laughed Joe noticing Sam’s erection.
 
    
 
   “He is?” asked Chelsea, propping herself up on her elbows and contemplating her husband with interest.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, he was getting off on watching,” chuckled Joe.  “Hey, can I have these as a keepsake?” he asked grabbing Chelsea’s neatly folded panties from the pile of clothing that Sam had assembled.
 
    
 
   “Uh, sure, I guess,” said Chelsea skeptically.
 
    
 
   “Let me have her bra then,” chimed in Ray-ray, reaching out eagerly.
 
    
 
   “Come on you guys,” laughed Chelsea nervously. “Do I really have to go back out to the bar without any underwear?”
 
    
 
   “Aren’t we leaving now?!” croaked Sam indignantly.
 
    
 
   “I’m thirsty, I want another drink,” replied Chelsea with a pout.
 
    
 
   “Shit, if you are hanging out, then I am too,” said Joe.  “Here, go clean yourself up,” he said, tossing her a bar towel.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, you guys clear out of here and let me try to clean this mess up,” said Ray-ray, shaking his head.  “I’ll be out in a minute and join you for a drink.”
 
    
 
   “Sounds like a plan,” chirped Chelsea, happily.  Sam noticed that she had a glow of happiness about her that he hadn’t seen in a long time and it made him reconsider his feelings of frustration and jealousy.  Chelsea wiped the cum from her face with the bar towel and hopped agilely off the desk.  She gave Sam a quick peck on the cheek as she grabbed her  dress.  The three men watched in fascination as she wriggled back into her dress, causing her boobs to do marvelous things.  “Oh my god, my boobs are going to bounce all over the place without my bra,” she said, shimmying her shoulders and making hit tits jiggle amazingly.  “Anyway, I will meet you boys back at the bar, I am running off to ladies room to freshen up.”  She gave Joe and Ray-ray each a peck on the cheek on her way out and tugged at the hem of her dress before unlocking the door and slipping out.
 
    
 
   “Come on Sam, let’s leave Ray-ray to sort out his sticky papers and let me buy you a drink,” said Joe, clapping Sam on the shoulder as he stood up shakily.   “Hey, I’ve got an idea,” said Joe as they made their way back out to the bar.  “How about I give Chelsea another pool lesson.  But this time she won’t have any panties on and I can pop my cock right into her in the middle of the bar without anyone being the wiser.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” stammered Sam awkwardly, but his own penis rebelled and grew stiff at the idea.  It was going to be a long strange evening Sam thought to himself as Joe chortled crassly behind him.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Wife Meets a Rough guy at the Bar
 
    
 
   Dana and Sam, a middle-aged, suburban married couple were getting dressed to go out to a bar one Friday night.
 
    
 
   Sam was buttoning up his shirt in the mirror and noticed Dana behind him, sitting on the bed as she prepared for the evening.  He admired her large round, jiggling breasts, clearly visible through her lacy bra as she pulled a fishnet stocking up her pale shapely thigh and secured it with a suspender.
 
    
 
   “Wow, that’s pretty sexy,” commented Sam, feeling his manhood shift in his trousers at the sight of his wife’s body.  “You never wear lingerie, what’s going on?”
 
    
 
   “Do you like it?” asked Dana, feeling a thrill of nervousness flutter through her stomach.  “I wanted to try something different for a change, I was hoping it would capture your attention.  Our love life has been sort of, well, infrequent lately.  Maybe this will spice things up a bit.”
 
    
 
   “Well you are definitely piquing my interest,” joked Sam, turning to face his wife as she slipped into her other stocking and fastened it.  The black fishnets encased her graceful legs and accentuated them seductively.  He gazed at Dana’s dark, well trimmed patch of public hair as she stood and pulled on her skirt.
 
    
 
   “Uh darling, you aren’t wearing any panties,” he exclaimed in surprise as she adjusted the short shirt around her waist.
 
    
 
   “I know,” she told him, hold her lips tight to suppress a jittery giggle.   It made her feel strangely vulnerable to feel the air flowing up her skirt and cooly caressing her vagina.  Her stomach tightened and her armpits grew slightly damp as she struggled to control her anxiety, unsure if she could go through with her plan.
 
    
 
   “But, uh, wow,” said Sam, scratching his head as he realized that his wife intended to go out in public without any drawers on.  His pulse quickened and he could feel his heart thumping in his chest with excitement and fear.  His penis stiffened at the thought of his wife passing by other men in her short skirt as they looked at her, totally unaware that she wore no underwear.  Then he imagined her crossing her legs on a bar stool and treating some stranger to a glimpse of her bush and his phallus jerked upright in response.
 
    
 
   “I see the gears turning,” she said, taking a deep halting breath to calm her nerves.  Then she noticed the obvious bulge in Sam’s pants and she laughed with delight.  “My goodness, Sam.  Look at you!” She rushed over to her husband and grasped his member through his pants.  She put her face close to Sam’s until her could feel her warm breath on his face and smell the minty scent of toothpaste from her mouth.  “You like the idea of me being a little slutty around strange men, don’t you?  Walking around with no panties, maybe flashing a peek to a stranger like Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct.”  
 
    
 
   Sam gasped in pleasure with Dana gripping his penis and his breath came raggedly as his palms started sweating.  “Oh wow, Dana,” he said.  “Are you really up for this?  That’s pretty wild for us.”
 
    
 
   Dana blushed and kissed her husband on the cheek, releasing his member and smoothing his lapel as she struggled to calm her frazzled nerves.  “You never know what you are capable of until you try it,” she said, forcing a smile as her stomach flipped in apprehension.
 
    
 
   “I never thought you would want to do something like that,” said Sam, trying to adjust his erection to make it less visible. 
 
    
 
   “You seemed fairly aroused by the idea,” said Dana over her shoulder as she applied makeup in the mirror.
 
    
 
   “I never thought I would want to do something like that either,” admitted Sam, watching his wife apply her lipstick and noting the bare strip of thigh visible above her stockings and below the hem of her skirt.  “But you are right, this will definitely spice things up.  Like a red hot chili pepper.”
 
    
 
   Sam and Dana laughed awkwardly together as they headed out the door.  They were both excited and frightened about the night that lay before them.
 
    
 
   *** 
 
    
 
   When they arrived at the bar, it was dimly lit and smelled of perfume and spilt beer.  They noticed that the crowd was a bit younger, mostly people in their 20’s and 30’s. Sam immediately noticed several younger guys looking at Dana’s body in her short skirt and fishnets.
 
    
 
   “I feel like a floozy in these fishnets with my thighs peeking out.   It seems like everyone is staring at me,” said Dana, tugging self-consciously at the hem of her skirt.  “I’ve seen a couple of women shooting daggers at me with their eyes already, and I feel naked without my panties.”
 
    
 
   “The men seem to like your outfit, though,” said Sam with a wry smile.
 
    
 
   “I know,” gushed  Dana.  “It’s been a long time since so many men paid attention to me.  It’s very exciting.  It’s nice to feel as though I still have sex appeal left at my age.  I hope it’s not bothering you too much.”  You gazed questioningly into her husband’s eyes.
 
    
 
   “Go for it, babe,” said Sam, forcing a smile while his throat constricted slightly from jealousy.  “I don’t want to be possessive.  You deserve to be in the spotlight for a change.”  He took a deep breath, struggling to seem relaxed.  “I’ve got an idea, why not unfasten your blouse another button and go over and get us a couple of drinks at the bar while I find us a table.”
 
    
 
   Dana’s heart started pounding and she gripped the hem of her dress to reassure herself that no one could see her unclad pussy.  She smiled nervously at her husband.  “Sam, the way the men are looking at me, I’m afraid some man might make a pass at me if I go up there alone.”
 
    
 
   “So what’s wrong with that?” said Sam, his pits growing damp at the thought.  “I wouldn’t blame them.  You are a gorgeous lady.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, Sam, you are terrible,” gasped Dana, swallowing the lump in her throat.
 
    
 
   “Come on, Dana, you are a grown woman.  Has it been so long since you had to fight off another suitor?” asked Sam over the din of the crowded bar.  Dana just looked at him as though he should know the answer already.  “Look, all you have to do is show them your wedding ring and tell them you are here with your husband,” said Sam.  “I will be right over here at one of these tables,” said Sam.  “Just grab our drinks and beat a hasty retreat.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, honey,” said Dana, straightening her shoulders and unbuttoning her blouse to expose a bit more cleavage.  “I wanted to do a bit of harmless flirting with other guys, but I didn’t realize this would be so scary.”
 
    
 
   Sam smiled and kissed his wife to encourage her and then turned to find a table.  He touched his throat unconsciously, feeling choked by the anxiety of the situation.  He found a table about 50 feet from the bar and sat down to wait for his wife.  He could see her making her way toward the bar turning the heads of men as she slipped gracefully through the crowd, one hand continually tugging at the hem of her dress.  There were people ahead of her at the bar ordering drinks and Dana had to wait her turn.  A tall, rough looking young man in his 30’s approached her and looked her body up and down dramatically.
 
    
 
   Sam felt his stomach flip as his wife’s cheeks flushed red in response to something the younger man said to her and she crossed her hands in front of her crotch, and bowed her head meekly as the man spoke to her.  The man was big and muscular, but looked lower class and wore a faded t-shirt and jeans.  Sam’s heart pounded with unease as he watched the apish fellow puff his chest out and try to woo his wife, but he restrained the urge to jump up and intervene.  She deserved to get her ego boosted a bit after all.  Sam didn’t want to spoil her fun.
 
    
 
   He saw Dana hold up one hand to show the man her ring and gesture vaguely in his direction.  The big suitor made a dismissive gesture and grabbed her impulsively by the elbow and pushed his way through the throng around the bar, dragging a laughing Dana along with him as he cut ahead of other people whose squawks of indignation he ignored.  Sam raised his eyebrows in surprise as his wife was whisked out of sight, hidden by the crowd around the bar and he pondered what to do.  Sam didn’t like the looks of his wife’s admirer or the way he seems unconcerned that she was married.  He considered going over and finding her but decided to wait.  It would be a bit awkward to push through the crowd, reach the bar and intercede between his wife and this pickup artist.   So he just sat at the sticky bar room table, rubbing his sweaty palms on the thighs of his wool slacks and smiling sickly at people passing by.  
 
    
 
   After a few minutes, he really felt the need for a drink, so he decided to go see what his wife had gotten up to.  Sam walked over to the bar, but it was still very crowded and he didn’t have nerve to force his way in front of the other people waiting to order.  He craned his neck trying to see over the crowd but he couldn’t see Dana or the guy that hustled her off.  He clenched his fists and gritted his teeth in frustration but resolved to wait his turn in line, breathing in the scent of cologne and body odor of the other bar patrons as he was jostled in the crowd.  He finally made his way to the bar and ordered a glass of wine but again, Dana was nowhere to be seen.  He asked the bartender if he had seen her, but the bartender shrugged his shoulders and then  turned his attention to the next customer.
 
    
 
   Sam pushed his way out through the people clumped around the bar and looked around in consternation.  Where had his wife gone?   He wandered through the bar for a few minutes until he finally spotted Dana and the interloper.    Dana had her back to the wall and the rough fellow was looming over her leaning against the wall with one hand.  She was looking up at him meekly and giggling as he talked to her.  The site of this stranger practically pinning his wife to the wall made Sam’s stomach twist with jealousy and he rushed over rescue her from this man’s advances.
 
    
 
   “Oh Dana, here you are, I was looking all over for you,” said Sam approaching the couple breathlessly.
 
    
 
   The suitor swiveled his large head toward Sam and looked at him with undisguised disdain.  “Ah, so you are the husband, then,” he commented gruffly.  “Dana said you were around here somewhere.”  The intruder didn’t bother backing away from Dana and kept his arm in place, barring Sam from reaching her side.
 
    
 
   Sam was taken aback by this man’s bold behavior and he felt the blood draining from his face as he sputtered nervously trying to think of an appropriate response.
 
    
 
   Dana put her one hand on this fellow’s chest and gently pulled his arm down with the other as she shot her husband a sheepish glance.  “Oh darling, I am glad you found us,” she said, her heart pattering madly in her chest.  “This is Kurt, he simply insisted on buying me a drink,”  she trailed off awkwardly, afraid to reveal the nature of their conversation to her husband.
 
    
 
   “Hello, Kurt, I am Sam,” said Sam stiffly, not bothering to extend his hand as he gazed at Kurt coldly.
 
    
 
   “That’s nice,” said Kurt, casually draping his arm around Dana’s shoulder.  “I was just trying to figure out a way to get into your wife’s panties,” he said with a lop-sided grin.  “I hope you don’t mind.”
 
    
 
   Dana snorted with laughter in spite of herself and grasped at Kurt’s hand dangling from her shoulder.  Sam gasped in shock and his face burned with embarrassment when he realized that Dana wasn’t trying to extract herself from this rude man’s embrace.
 
    
 
   “Um, that’s, uh, very honest of you to say,” stammered Sam, stunned by Kurt’s audacity.
 
    
 
   “But I tried to tell him that it simply wasn’t possible, dear,” said Dana, her eyes bright with excitement.  
 
    
 
   “Of course, she’s a married woman,” said Sam to Kurt.  He gestured at the way that Kurt was wrapping one of his long limbs around Dana’s shoulder but didn’t know how to ask him to unhand his wife.
 
    
 
   “Married women do cheat sometimes,” replied Kurt with a smile, wagging his eyebrows at Sam to rattle his cage a little.
 
    
 
   “That’s not why it isn’t possible to get into my panties though,” said Dana, giving her husband a look of anticipation.
 
    
 
   “Oh, right,” said Sam, feeling his throat constrict as he realized what Dana was talking about.
 
    
 
   “What are you talking about?” asked Kurt suspiciously, looking back and forth between Dana and Sam.  He could tell they were exchanging significant glances as though they were keeping a secret from him.
 
    
 
   Dana paused and looked around to make sure none of the other bar patrons standing nearby were listening.  “I’m not wearing any panties,” said Dana softly.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit!” exclaimed Kurt loudly.  “I knew you were in play when I saw those slutty fishnets, but I thought you were too tame to pull a move like that.  Here, hop up on this bar stool and let me get a peek.” Kurt effortless grabbed a heavy bar stool and pulled it over for Dana to sit on.
 
    
 
   “Now hold on there, mister!” blurted Sam, finally able to voice his objection.
 
    
 
   “No I really couldn’t, Kurt,” laughed Dana nervously holding her hands up and backing away from him slightly.
 
    
 
   “Get up on this stool right now,” demanded Kurt forcefully, patting the seat of the stool for emphasis.
 
    
 
   Dana stared at this aggressive man in shock and her heart jumped into her throat.  “I can’t believe your nerve!” she said in amazement, glancing between Kurt and Sam.
 
    
 
   “Yes, that’s really going too far,” said Sam rushing toward his wife to lead her away.
 
    
 
   But Kurt held up a muscular arm, baring Sam’s way. “Hold on a second, Sam,” he said, looking at Dana intently.  “You need to give your wife a chance to do what I told her.”
 
    
 
   “That’s preposterous,” said Sam, eyeing the interloper warily.  He was a big man and Sam was sure that he would come out on the losing end of any physical altercation.  He glanced around trying to see if a bouncer was nearby.
 
    
 
   “It might not be preposterous,” said Kurt, finally turning to look at Sam and fixing him with a sincere gaze.  “I think your wife is one of those women that need to be controlled sexually.  I think she would get off on it.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, come on,” replied Sam half-heartedly.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, maybe she was testing you,” continued Kurt.  “Whose idea was it for her to skip the drawers tonight?”  Kurt watched closely as Sam and Dana exchanged helpless glances but didn’t reply to his question.  “A-ha, see it was her idea and she wanted to see if you were man enough to stop her.  But you weren’t.”
 
    
 
   “Now see here,” said Sam, waving his finger at Kurt.
 
    
 
   “That’s not how it was, Kurt,” said Dana, interrupting her husband.  “Sam and I just wanted to spice things up a little.  Of course Sam is a real man.”
 
    
 
   Sam tried to stand up straighter, but he had mixed emotions about his wife coming to his defense.  On the one hand, he was glad that she would stick up for him, on the other hand he was worried that there was a seed of truth in Kurt’s claim.
 
    
 
   “Ok, Dana,” said Kurt, crossing his arms across his chest.  “So you and Sam both agreed that it would be exciting for you to come to the bar without any panties on and wearing that slutty outfit?”
 
    
 
   “Well, yes,” said Dana, lowering her head docilely and tugging at the hem of her skirt again.  She felt her cheeks burning with shame and excitement. 
 
    
 
   Kurt turned abruptly to face Sam and Sam took a startled step back in spite of himself.  “And you,” said Kurt, pointing an accusing finger at Sam.  “You sent your wife up to the bar alone to get the drinks.”
 
    
 
   “Well, uh, I mean,” said Sam, tugging at his collar awkwardly.  He couldn’t deny it, but he was mortified for a stranger to be calling him out on his little game with his wife.
 
    
 
   “So, what did you think was going to happen?” asked Kurt, leaning his face toward Sam who averted his gaze evasively.  “You should have known something like this would happen.  But now it’s happened and you are chickening out!” continued Kurt with a sneer of accusation while Sam looked glumly at the ground.  
 
    
 
   “Now Kurt, don’t be like that,” said Dana helplessly, twisting her fingers in consternation.
 
    
 
   “Dana, plant your ass up on this stool right now,” said Kurt sternly.  “I am not telling you again.”
 
    
 
   Dana looked between Kurt and her husband beseechingly while Sam rubbed his forehead trying to come to grips with the situation.  Part of him wanted to grab Dana and run away, but part of him felt that this would be cowardly in some strange way.  Dana saw the confusion on her husband’s face and dithered for a moment.  Kurt sensed that they were at a crucial point and he slammed his palm down onto the stool loudly, startling both Sam and Dana and making them jump.  Dana caught her breath and then climbed obediently onto the stool, but kept her knees pressed tightly together and laid her hands in her lap so that no one could see anything.
 
    
 
   “Alrighty then.  Now we are getting somewhere,” said Kurt expansively.  He clapped Sam on the shoulder good naturedly and then wrapped his arm around Sam’s shoulder.  Sam gasped in response and wrinkled his nose at the scent of Kurt’s body odor as he found himself  locked under Kurt’s crushing grip.  “Let’s have some fun, Sam.  This is going to be awesome.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know,” said Sam hesitantly, struggling half-heartedly to release himself.
 
    
 
   “You’ll see, you’ll see,” said Kurt confidently.  “Ok, Dana, first thing I want you to do is to spread your legs and let us get a look up your skirt.”
 
    
 
   “You don’t have to do that, dear,” said Sam, looking at this wife’s stricken face with concern.
 
    
 
   “Yes she does,” laughed Kurt.  “She has to do everything I say for the rest of the night.”
 
 
   “Now why would I have to do that?” asked Dana in surprise, looking at Kurt as he nearly strangled her husband in his brawny embrace.  Her stomach was fluttering in anticipation as she waited for Kurt’s answer.
 
    
 
   “Because you will get off on being dominated,” said Kurt with a confident smile.  “Now spread ‘em,” he said bending over slightly.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, I can’t believe we are doing this,” gasped Dana looking around nervously as she slowly parted her legs.
 
    
 
   “Dammit, Kurt, let me go,” snapped Sam and he finally freed himself from Kurt’s grip.  “Dana, you don’t have to do this,” he told his wife urgently as slid her hands nervously back and forth across the tops of her gorgeous thighs as she opened her legs for Kurt.
 
    
 
   “But Kurt told me to,” she said, putting one finger to her mouth.  Her belly felt cold and tight as she started to play along with Kurt’s game.  She was afraid that her husband wouldn’t be able to deal with it, but she could feel the cool air rushing up her skirt and she realized that her vagina was hot and wet with excitement.
 
    
 
   “I sure did,” agreed Kurt bending down to gaze up Dana’s skirt as she spread her legs for him.  He caught a sight of her hairy snatch and he grunted with pleasure as he felt his member stiffen.  “Yep, that’s a hot cooch alright,” he said.
 
    
 
   “Dana, how could you?” croaked Sam.  His pulse was pounding in his ears and his chest felt like a steel band was slowly squeezing the breath out of him as he watched his wife show a strange man her privates.
 
    
 
   “But darling, this is sort of what we had planned on,” said Dana earnestly, her hands on her thighs as she spread wide to give Kurt a good look at her bush.
 
    
 
   Sam glanced around nervously while Dana put her twat on display, fearful that another man might come along and notice.  But this area was dimly lit and no one else seemed to notice what was going on.  He looked at his wife’s fishnet clad legs and milky thighs as she sat in a strange bow-legged position on the stool and his own erection grew stiffer in spite of his jealousy and anxiety.  “But this isn’t how I imagined it,” he whined, motioning at Kurt who was lewdly licking his lips as he examined Dana’s bush.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, honey,” said Dana contritely, as she sheepishly started drawing her knees back together.  “But it does sort of make me hot when he bosses me around.”
 
    
 
   “See, I told you, so,” said Kurt turning to Sam with a hurt expression.  “She needs someone to show her who’s boss.”
 
    
 
   “Ha,” laughed Dana, her eyes twinkling with delight.  “You think you are a pretty big man, don’t you?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I do,” said Kurt impetuously, as he pushed himself between Dana’s stockinged knees and wrapped her in a bear hug.  “Let me show you,” he grunted, thrusting his pelvis against her insistently.
 
    
 
   “Oh wow,” Dana panted in surprise as she felt the rough cloth of his jeans against her tender labia as he ground his stiff bulge into her crotch forcefully.  “Mmm,” she moaned with pleasure in spite of her self.
 
    
 
   Sam looked on in shock at Kurt’s back, framed by Dana’s beautiful stockinged legs as this trespasser thrust his pelvis forward repeatedly between her legs, basically dry humping his wife.
 
    
 
   “Cut that out, Kurt!” Sam chided ineffectually.
 
    
 
   “You feel that?” asked Kurt as he ground his phallus against Dana’s bare vagina.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, yes,” breathed Dana, clinging to his back desperately, yearning for Kurt to penetrate her.
 
    
 
   Sam listened to wife’s moans of pleasure and watched Kurt’s ass pistoning forward and back for a few moments before managing to pluck up the courage to interrupt. He felt numb and nauseous as he tugged on the back of Kurt’s t-shirt.  “Kurt, stop it, you can’t just, just, dry hump my wife like that,” he stuttered weakly.
 
    
 
   Kurt looked over his shoulder at Sam and felt a pang of remorse for a moment when he saw how forlorn Dana’s husband looked.  So he withdrew from between Dana’s legs and stepped back to catch his breath.  He felt extremely hot and flapped the front of his t-shirt back and forth to cool off a bit.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” gulped Dana, closing her legs primly and fanning her face with one hand.  “That was hot.”  She looked at her husband standing there uncomfortably and she felt her heart swell with compassion for her husband.  “I’m sorry dear,” she said.
 
    
 
   “No, I mean, err, it’s not your fault,” said Sam, adjusting the lump in his trousers and looking around with apprehension..  “Maybe we should go now.”
 
    
 
   “But, uh, it looks like that turned you on,” said Dana, gesturing delicately toward the tent Sam was pitching in his pants.  “That was spicy, right?” she asked hopefully.
 
    
 
   “That was a little too spicy for me,” said Sam forcing a smile as he struggled to slow his rapid breathing.  He wiped his sweaty palms against the lapel of his suit coat to dry them.
 
    
 
   “Man up, Sam,” said Kurt tossing his head with derision.  “Dana clearly wants to get used like a fuck toy.  We owe it to her to make it happen,” he said with a lewd grin.
 
    
 
   “You are just, I don’t know, maybe the most crass imbecile I have ever met,” said Sam, struggling to look Kurt in the eye as he told him that.
 
    
 
   “Ah, pull the stick out of your ass,” laughed Kurt, clapping Sam on the shoulder and nearly knocking him over.  “Here, let’s find some random guys and make Dana show them her beaver.”
 
    
 
   “No, no, no, we are leaving,” said Sam, waving his hands before him and looking at Dana imploringly.
 
    
 
   “You can leave, but Dana is staying.  I’m not done with her yet,” said Kurt drawing himself upright and flexing his big arms menacingly.
 
    
 
   “Kurt, play nice, won’t you?” begged Dana, putting her hands on her knees coyly.
 
    
 
   “Ok, hold on, this guy looks like he’d be into this,” said Kurt tapping a younger man in his twenties wearing a backward baseball cap and sunglasses on the back of his neck.  The latter being among the most annoying looks that Sam could imagine.
 
    
 
   “Oh god,” said Sam, feeling his hands and feet growing numb as he watched Kurt whisper in this newcomer’s ear and motion toward Dana who tilted her head down bashfully and refused to make eye contact with the young man.
 
    
 
   “Are you shitting me, bro?” asked the inarticulate young man.  Then he looked Dana over, paying particular attention to her legs, whose shape was accentuated by her fishnet stockings.  “She’s a total MILF, dude!” he said eagerly.
 
    
 
   “I know, right?” laughed Kurt, getting excited.  “And she doesn’t have any drawers on.  She showed me just a minute ago and it nearly gave her old man a heart attack,” he said waving at Sam dismissively.
 
    
 
   “No way, that’s her husband?” asked the young man incredulously.
 
    
 
   “They are like swingers or something,” said Kurt nonchalantly.  “Want me to make her show your her cooch?”
 
    
 
   “We are not swingers!” objected Sam, holding up his index finger in protest.  “And I will not stand by while you, you, uh, exhibit my wife to every Tom, Dick, and Harry that comes along.”
 
    
 
   “Is this guy for real?” the young guy asked Kurt, suppressing a laugh.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I dunno what’s up with that guy,” said Kurt, giving Sam a confused look.
 
    
 
   “Honey, let’s go, I can’t deal with this,” said Sam, turning to Dana urgently.
 
    
 
   “Darling, just take a deep breath,” said Dana, her own heart racing with excitement as she carefully avoided looking at the two strange men waiting to see her privates.  “Let’s just see where this goes.”
 
    
 
   “But I can’t just stand and watch him show you off to every douchebag that wanders up,” whined Sam stamping his foot impotently.
 
    
 
   “Ok, well, why don’t you go and get us some drinks so you don’t have to watch this part,” said Dana soothingly, ignoring the chortles of amusement from Kurt and the newcomer.
 
    
 
   “You can’t be serious!” gasped Sam.
 
    
 
   “Look, you need another drink to calm your nerves,” she said rubbing Sam’s arm encouragingly.  “And maybe we are going a little too fast for you to deal with right now, so why not take take a little break and come back in a minute?”  She felt like a terribly naughty wife as Sam stood there indecisively.  Her heart thumped in her chest and she felt the blood pounding in her ears as she peeked over at Kurt shyly.
 
    
 
   “I can’t believe this,” said Sam softly, feeling light headed as he shifted from foot to foot, afraid to leave his wife alone with these apes, but afraid to stay as well.
 
    
 
   “Let’s get down to business,” said Kurt cracking his knuckles loudly.  “Now spread those sexy thighs and give Chad a peek at that hot snatch of yours.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Kurt,” said Dana, relishing the wrongness of submitting to some man other than her husband as she spread her legs seductively for the young man.  She didn’t have the nerve to look at Chad or Sam, but just gazed into Kurt’s eyes as she felt the cool air hit her bare pussy again. 
 
    
 
   Sam watched helplessly as Chad bent down to peer up her skirt and laughed with delight.  “Holy shit, what a fucking slut!”  He reached toward Dana’s crotch with his finger and she clamped her shapely legs together suddenly.
 
    
 
   “No touching!” she laughed nervously.
 
    
 
   “Let him put his finger in there if he wants to,” said Kurt gruffly stepping forward to loom over Dana.
 
    
 
   “Please, Kurt!  What about my poor husband?” she begged, but she was distracted by the sight of the huge bulge in Kurt’s jeans.
 
    
 
   “Do what I tell you. Spread em,” said Kurt with a merciless grin.
 
    
 
   “I can’t watch this,” said Sam, putting his face in his palm while Dana hesitantly spread her legs.  She looked at Sam with concern as Chad slid one hand up her thigh, lingering on the soft flesh of her inner thigh before probing her labia with a rough finger.  She gasped with pleasure as he entered her and gave her husband a look of chagrin as he looked up in response the sound.  She felt like a complete slattern to allow herself to get fingered by a total stranger in a bar and the idea excited her.
 
    
 
   “She’s wet as fuck,” said Chad excitedly as he pushed his finger in and out of Dana’s vagina while she gripped his arm and moaned in passion.  “Let’s take her somewhere and fuck the shit out of her.”
 
    
 
   “That’s what I was thinking,” said Kurt.
 
    
 
   “Chad, stop,” she begged, amazed at how good this strange young man’s probing finger felt inside her.  
 
    
 
   “You heard her, stop it,” chimed in Sam, pulling Chad’s arm back away from his wife’s crotch.
 
    
 
   “Man, get the fuck off me,” snapped Chad, shrugging Sam off him effortlessly.
 
    
 
   “Come on, Dana. You are coming with us back to my place,” said Kurt taking Dana by the arm and pulling her off the barstool unceremoniously.  She bit her lip and had to restrain herself from grabbing at the big bulge in his pants as he did so, she was feeling extremely randy at this point.
 
    
 
   “No she isn’t,” stammered Sam, dumbfounded by this turn of events.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes she is.  We are going to take her back to my place, make her strip naked for us and then take turns fucking her from behind while she blows the other guy,” said Kurt, rubbing his hands together with delight.
 
    
 
   “But, I just, this is impossible,” croaked Sam.  His limbs felt like lead and he was on the verge of passing out from the stress.  He felt physically unable to intervene any further.  “I am going to call security.”
 
    
 
   “Go ahead,” said Kurt brashly.  “Dana will just tell them that she is coming with us under her own free will. Well, sort of.  She’s doing it because I am telling her to because I have decided that she is my sex slave and she is getting off on submitting to me.”
 
    
 
   Dana giggled nervously in response, and smiled up at Kurt with admiration as he lead her away.
 
    
 
   “Dana, what are you doing?” cried Sam, trailing behind as they walked away.
 
    
 
   “Oh, darling, I promise not to be naughty.  Kurt is just trying to get your goat.  We are just going to back to his place to, uh, talk,” she said, feeling guilty but excited as she called back over her shoulder.  Kurt’s iron grip on her arm increased her lust for him, and she could barely wait to get her hands on his thick cock.  She was confident that she could patch things up with Sam later.  They had been married too long for this little indiscretion to come between them.
 
    
 
   Sam stood there staring in amazement as these two strange men lead his wife out of sight through the crowded bar.  His guts were churning with jealousy and shame but he noticed that his erection had not diminished at all.  He felt an incredible urge to go home and masturbate for a while.  Who knows, maybe they really were just going to go talk, he thought to himself idly, though deep down he knew that wasn’t true.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Dana never came home that night and Sam spent the night alone, guiltily masturbating at the thought of these two strangers having their way with his wife until his penis was raw and sore.  He woke up late the following morning to the savory smell of sausage cooking in the kitchen.  He climbed out of bed sluggishly and shuffled off to the kitchen to find Dana there making breakfast.  She had already showered and changed into a blouse and khaki’s and her hair was tied up in a bun.  Her skin was glowing and she seems to be bursting with energy.
 
    
 
   “Wow, you look chipper this morning,” said Sam, struck by his wife’s buoyant mood as she bustled around the kitchen.
 
    
 
   “Good morning, sleepy head,” she chirped, treating her husband with a bright smile.  “Yes, I feel simply marvelous this morning.  Breakfast is almost ready, want a cup of coffee?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I need one,” said Sam, rubbing his stubbly cheek sleepily and flopping down at the kitchen table as his wife efficiently delivered a big steaming mug of java to him.  “What time did you get home?” he asked, trying not to sound accusatory.
 
    
 
   “Uh, pretty early I guess,” said Dana guardedly, focusing on the eggs she was scrambling.
 
    
 
   “So you slept at Kurt’s house last night, then,” said Sam, clutching his coffee as his stomach churned with jealousy.
 
    
 
   “Yes, we, um, talked pretty late into the night and it just seemed to make more sense for me to stay there.  He and Chad are such funny fellows.  We had a wonderful time, err, chatting,” Dana’s face burned with embarrassment at the bald-faced lie, but she couldn’t bring herself to tell Sam the truth and figured he would prefer not to hear it.
 
    
 
   “Chatting,” said Sam distantly, staring into his coffee cup.
 
    
 
   “Here, have some eggs,” said Dana, her lip trembling with emotion as she saw how dejected Sam looked at that moment.  “Food will cheer you up.”
 
    
 
   Sam breathed in the delicious aroma of the hot eggs, sausage, and hashbrowns before him.  “This does smell damn good,” he admitted as he dug into his breakfast with relish.  He put the thought of Dana’s infidelity out of his mind as he consumed his breakfast.
 
    
 
   Once they were done eating, Dana briskly cleared the table and was singing to herself as she loaded the dishes into the dishwasher.
 
    
 
   Sam did feel much better with a hot breakfast in his gut and he looked at his wife with fondness.  “Wow, you really are in a super mood today,” he commented.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know,” said Dana lightly over her shoulder.  “I know I was naughty last night at the bar, but it really was exciting to have those boys paying so much attention to me.  I feel like a new woman somehow.”
 
    
 
   “And I bet they paid a lot more attention to you once they got you to Kurt’s place too,” said Sam knowingly.
 
    
 
   “Well, sure, I guess so,” admitted Dana, her cheeks burning with shame.  “But we really didn’t do anything too improper, I swear.”  
 
    
 
   “Uh, huh,” sighed Sam, not wanting to call her out on her blatant lie.  He felt conflicting emotions swirling within himself. “Of course it made me horribly jealous when you let that ape dominate you like that.  But you seem happier this morning than I have seen you in years.  And also, I have to admit, it was pretty titillating to feel that I had to compete for your attention again after all these years of taking you for granted.  But the whole incident also wounds my sense of manhood.”
 
    
 
   Dana turned to face her husband, leaning back on the counter with her arms spread out to steady herself and said nothing.
 
    
 
   Sam admired her jutting breasts for a moment before continuing.  “I mean, do you want me to be more, uh, dominant in the bedroom?  I didn’t know you would be into that ‘50 Shades of Grey’ stuff.”
 
    
 
   “Well, I mean, Kurt is hardly a Christian Grey type,” laughed Dana nervously.  “He’s a construction worker.”
 
    
 
   “That’s not surprising,” said Sam, feeling a cold wash of anger flood his chest.
 
    
 
   “But, I mean, no, I wouldn’t say that you should try to be more dominant,” said Dana, looking at the ceiling as she chose her words carefully.  “I like how evenly matched you and I are.  It wouldn’t be natural for you to act more alpha than you feel.”
 
    
 
   “So I am not as alpha as Kurt, then,” said Sam stiffly, feeling his chest constrict.
 
    
 
   “Come on, dear,” coaxed Dana, forcing a smile as she looked tenderly at her husband.  “You said it yourself, Kurt is like an ape.  He’s a rough, animal in many ways.  You are a refined gentleman, who has been to college and makes the sort of money for us to live in this wonderful home in this excellent neighborhood.”  Dana lifted her arm to point to the lush landscaping of the backyard, visible through the kitchen window.  “Would you really want to trade places with a big dolt like Kurt?”
 
    
 
   “No of course not,” chuckled Sam, his chest puffing up with a sense of pride at his accomplishments.  It reassured him that his wife might have some low sort of animal attraction
 
    this fellow Kurt, but a construction worker like him could never satisfy his wife’s material and intellectual needs.  “Besides, we have a pretty good sex life, don’t we dear?” he asked hopefully.
 
    
 
   “Of course we do, darling,” said Dana with a fake smile.  “But, uh, you know, hopefully this incident will inspire us to have sex a little more often.”
 
    
 
   “Right,” agreed Sam, his face reddening in embarrassment.  “Well, this whole experiment has shown me, that I have been taking you for granted lately.  When I see these other men pawing at you, it reminds me that you are still a sexy woman and I should take advantage of your sexuality more often.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, and it makes me feel more attractive too,” said, Dana, brightening visibly as she thought back to the night before.  “Anyway, let’s put all that behind us and go spend the afternoon at the Yerba Buena .  There is an art exhibit called ‘Public Intimacy’ that I wanted to check out.”
 
    
 
   “Ha, sounds particularly apropos,” laughed Sam. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Sam and Dana spent a wonderful day in the city, enjoying the art exhibit and an excellent dinner at an upscale restaurant before returning home in a cheery mood.  Dana had been receiving text messages throughout the day that she surreptitiously responded to, but Sam pretended not to notice and didn’t let it bother him.  He was fixing himself and Dana a drink at home when she received a phone call.  Dana let it ring for a few seconds looking up at her husband with a worried expression.
 
    
 
   “Who’s that, your new boyfriend?” asked Sam, trying to make a joke of it but feeling a sharp tug of jealousy wrench his innards.
 
    
 
   “Uh, yeah,” said Dana.  “Can I take this?”
 
    
 
   “Go ahead,” said Sam, but he was surprised to see Dana scurry off to the other room for privacy instead of just speaking with Kurt openly in front of Sam.  He ground his teeth in annoyance and took a sip of his martini to calm his nerves.
 
    
 
   Dana returned presently, her face burning with shame.  She sat down quickly and gulped her drink, avoiding her husband’s stern glare.
 
    
 
   “So, what did loverboy have to say?” asked Sam sarcastically.
 
    
 
   “Um, he is coming over and bringing a friend of his along,” said Dana, grimacing meekly at her husband in fear that he would be upset.
 
    
 
   “Well, no, I don’t want him coming over here,” sputtered Sam.  “This is our house.”
 
    
 
   “I tried to talk him out of it dear, I knew you wouldn’t approve,” said Dana rushing over to Sam and taking his hand.  “But he simply refused to take no for an answer.”
 
    
 
   “This is ridiculous.  We just won’t answer the door then,” said Sam, feeling somewhat fearful.  “I mean, I will call the police if I have to.”
 
    
 
   Dana forced a laugh.  “Oh darling, I think you might be overreacting a little,” she said, feeling nervous and excited at the idea of Kurt barging into her comfortable little domestic life.  “Can’t we just be hospitable and offer Kurt and his friend a drink?”
 
    
 
   “I have nothing to say to these uncouth clods,” said Sam, raising a fist indignantly.
 
    
 
   Dana laughed out loud at her husband’s bravado.  “Oh, Sam, look at you.   You really have your dander up.  Try to relax darling.  Kurt isn’t such a bad fellow once you get to know him.  He can be quite funny in his own way.”
 
    
 
   Sam was about to complain when the doorbell rang.  Dana leapt to her feet and ran off to answer the door before he could object any further.  Sam’s stomach dropped with apprehension as he heard Kurt’s raucous laughter from the foyer mingled with Dana’s girlish giggles.  A moment later Kurt strode into the room with his arm wrapped possessively around Dana’s shoulder with another big meaty man dressed in a rugby shirt trailing behind them.
 
    
 
   “What’s up, Sam,” said Kurt, gazing around the room at the opulent furnishings.  “Swanky pad you got here.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, uh, thank you,” said Sam, nonplussed by Kurt’s brash entrance.
 
    
 
   “Hey, Dana, why don’t slip into something more comfortable?  Don’t you have some hot lingerie to show off to Serge and I?” said Kurt, looking down at Dana as he crushed her to his side.
 
    
 
   “Heh, heh, I don’t think my husband would like that, Kurt,” said Dana, looking at Sam.
 
    
 
   “Oh please, what’s Sam gonna say about it?” asked Kurt with a laugh, looking over at Sam with disdain.
 
    
 
   “Err, that really wouldn’t be proper,” said Sam, raising a finger in objection.
 
    
 
   The rugby shirt fellow snorted with derision, “Is this guy for real?”  He flexed his big arms menacingly and Sam felt his scrotum shrinking with fear.
 
    
 
   Kurt looked at Sam with confusion.  “I really dunno, Serge.  I can’t tell.  Come on, Dana, let’s go.”
 
    
 
   “Honey, we will be back in a moment,” called Dana over her shoulder helplessly as Kurt lead her forcefully down the hallway with Serge following behind rubbing his hands together in anticipation.
 
    
 
   Sam watched them depart with a belly of ice and knees of jello.  “This is preposterous,” he muttered to himself as his hand shook slightly, sloshing the gin in his glass.  He took a big gulp to calm his nerves and strode boldly down the hallway to the bedroom to interrupt whatever hanky panky was going on.  But he found the door locked and could hear all three of them laughing inside.  “Honey, open this door at once,” Sam insisted, knocking timidly in spite of his resolve.
 
    
 
   Dana gave a shriek of laughter and the two men guffawed loudly. He heard banging around in the bedroom room and it sounded like some rough housing was going on in there.  “Hey, what are you doing, in there?” he called more loudly.
 
    
 
   “Omigod, honey, don’t come in here,” exclaimed Dana through the door.  “Go wait in the living room, will you darling?”
 
    
 
   “This is ridiculous, what are you doing in there?” whined Sam insistently, rattling the doorknob impotently.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that’s hot,” said Kurt with appreciation, ignoring Sam’s pleas.
 
    
 
   “Honey, honestly, you can’t come in here right now, uh, I’m not dressed,” called Dana awkwardly.
 
    
 
   “You aren’t dressed?” squeaked Sam.  “But why are you undressing with those two goons in there?”
 
    
 
   “Go away, Sam, and leave us be,” shouted Kurt threateningly.
 
    
 
   Sam gulped and crept hesitantly back down the hall.  Halfway back to the livingroom, he could hear Serge’s loud bray of laughter and Dana giggling and his face burned with embarrassment.  This is really going too far, he thought to himself.  How could she do this to me?   Undressing in front of these strange men!  Sam felt his penis swell slightly at the thought.  Why these beasts just barge in here and demand that she model lingerie for them, it’s an outrage. But Sam’s phallus stood stiffly at attention as he pondered the matter and he reached down to stroke himself idly through his pants.
 
    
 
   Presently the bedroom door opened and the trio came back down the hall, Dana arm in arm with Kurt wearing nothing but a transparent bra, panties and black thigh-high stockings.  Sam gaped in shock and nearly dropped his drink.  “Dana, you are practically naked!  This is an outrage!” he choked indignantly.
 
    
 
   Kurt clucked his tongue disapprovingly.  “Sam, you really don’t get it do you?  Have a seat, Serge, watch this.  Dana, please get down on your knees before me, will you?” 
 
    
 
   Dana flashed her husband a guilty look,  “I don’t think Sam can handle this,” she objected meekly.
 
    
 
   “Do it,” commanded Kurt manfully, and Dana quickly complied, dropping to her knees before him.
 
    
 
   “Man, you weren’t kidding,” laughed Serge looking on with interest from the couch.
 
    
 
   “Cup your boobs in your hands and pinch your nipples,” commanded Kurt, looking at Sam to gauge his reaction.
 
    
 
   Dana felt a hot flood of passion wash over her, mingled with guilt at putting her husband through this humiliation, but she complied and hefted her generous breasts in her hand, pinching the nipples to make them harder for Kurt and Serge to admire.  “How’s this?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “You got sweet titties,” grunted Serge in approval.
 
    
 
   “Dana, stop that, we can see right through that bra, you know,” complained Sam.
 
    
 
   “I know dear, Kurt picked it out for that reason,” said Dana patiently.  She noticed the bulge in Sam’s pants.  “You seem to like this bra too, dear.”  And she pointed her bosom at Sam so that he could admire them as well.
 
    
 
   Sam looked at her hard nipples, clearly visible through the thin fabric of her bra and felt his gut knot up with shame, arousal, and jealousy.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, we had her try on a few outfits, but this one was my favorite,” said Kurt with a smug grin.
 
    
 
   “But I mean, did you look the other way while she, uh, changed into each outfit?” asked Sam, feeling like an idiot for asking, but unable to help himself.  Dana looked at him sadly and said nothing while Kurt and Serge just laughed in response.
 
    
 
   “I promise I didn’t look while your hot wife stripped naked right in front of me,” choked Serge between chuckles.  “I’m a real gentleman.”
 
    
 
   “Dana, quit this fucking around and take that damn bra off,” snapped Kurt brusquely.
 
    
 
   “You can’t talk to my wife that way!” insisted Sam.
 
    
 
   “It’s ok, dear,” said Dana soothingly, as she unsnapped her top and shrugged out of her bra, letting her round white breasts swing free.  Sam gasped and choked as he watched his wife’s bare melons jiggling there for Kurt and Serge’s enjoyment.  “I mean it’s no big deal to show my boobs, is it?” she asked hopefully.
 
    
 
   “No big deal?” croaked Sam in shock.  He couldn’t believe this was happening and had a hard time catching his breath.
 
    
 
   Serge insolently unzipped his fly and pulled his cock out, stroking it while he gazed at Dana’s bare breasts, and she blushed furiously in response, turning away from him slightly.
 
    
 
   “What an uncouth ape you are, pulling out your genitals in my home!” complained Sam.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, we are just getting warmed up,” said Kurt, looking at Sam challengingly as he unzipped his own fly and his fat, stiff rod erupted from his pants.
 
    
 
   “Oh Kurt, you are are so hard already,” gasped Dana with undisguised pleasure as she gazed at Kurt’s pulsing penis, just inches from her face.
 
    
 
   “Open your mouth, Dana,” said Kurt patiently.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, you wouldn’t!” gasped Sam as Dana glanced at her husband guiltily, but complied, opening her moist lips wide.
 
    
 
   “Look at her, she does what I tell her, like a good obedient little wife,” laughed Kurt.  “Now watch her suck my fucking dick,” he chortled as he forced his veiny penis into Dana’s mouth and she started sucking it with quiet grunts of pleasure.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, that’s good,” said Kurt with satisfaction.
 
    
 
   “Man, look at your wife going to town on Kurt’s cock!” exclaimed Serge, spanking his own monkey lewdly as he watched.
 
    
 
   “Dana, how could you do this?” begged Sam with his hands on his head.
 
    
 
   “Tell him, Dana,” said Kurt, pulling his cock from Sam’s wife’s mouth.
 
    
 
   “Um, Kurt likes to use me sexually,” said Dana pulling on Kurt’s dick with one hand putting the index finger of her other hand in her mouth seductively.
 
    
 
   “But why do you let him?” asked Sam in frustration.  “You are my wife!”
 
    
 
   “Kurt says I need to be dominated,” Dana told Sam honestly.  “It’s sort of hot when he bosses me around, isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   “NO!”  cried Sam.  “It’s horrifying!”
 
    
 
   “You are such a little bitch,” scoffed Kurt shaking his head at Sam.  “Here watch this,” he said pulling his dick out of Dana’s hand and slapping her in the face with his phallus playfully.  “Bad wife, bad wife,” he laughed while his wet dong buffeted Dana’s cheek and she giggled hysterically.
 
    
 
   “Stop that!” said Sam, rushing forward to intervene finally.
 
    
 
   Kurt punched Sam casually in the chest and Sam was flung backward and fell on his ass.  He was amazed at how strong Kurt was.  His breast bone throbbed painfully from the thump.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Kurt, how could you?” gasped Dana crawling over quickly to her supine husband.  “Sam, are you OK?” she asked, rubbing his chest vigorously.
 
    
 
   “I think so.  He just knocked the wind out of me,” said Sam, leaning up on his elbow.
 
    
 
   “Kurt, you aren’t allowed to hurt my husband,” said Dana, shaking her finger at Kurt.
 
    
 
   “Come on, Dana, he’s fine,” complained Kurt.  “I didn’t hurt him a bit.  Now come back over here and take your panties off.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Kurt.”  Dana touched her husband’s head in a brief show of affection and then crawled eagerly back to Kurt.  She lay on her side before him and wriggled out of her panties quickly.
 
    
 
   “Man you got her trained good,” said Serge with admiration.
 
    
 
   “Dana!” complained Sam sitting upright and looking on in horror.
 
    
 
   “He’s just teaching me to be an obedient wife,” explained Dana with a laugh as she kneeled there topless with her furry bush peaking out between her thighs.
 
    
 
   “Get on your back and spread your legs,” spat Kurt.
 
    
 
   “Yes, sir,” she said, squirming with anticipation.
 
    
 
   Sam looked on in horror with his blood running cold as his wife positioned herself on her back before her master with her stockinged legs spread wide, offering her pussy to him submissively.
 
    
 
   “Check that out,” Kurt told Serge, pointing down at Dana’s twat.  “Spread your pussy lips open so Serge can see some pink,” he commanded and Sam was sickened by how eagerly she complied.  She spread her labia wide so that these two crude animals could look right into her moist pink vagina.
 
    
 
   “Sweet looking cunt,” agreed Serge as he jerked himself.  “When do I get a crack at it?”
 
    
 
   “Let me drop a load in her first and you can have sloppy seconds,” said Kurt as he dropped down on top of Dana and thrust his cock right inside her eliciting a gasp of surprise from Sam’s wife.
 
    
 
   “Oh Kurt, go slow, you are big,” gasped Dana, wrapping her arms around Kurt’s broad, muscular back.
 
    
 
   “No.  I fuck you as I please,” grunted Kurt as he pumped away, supporting himself on his two meaty arms planted on either side of Dana’s head.  He thrust his cock in and out of Dana while Sam just looked on helplessly.
 
    
 
   Dana grunted rhythmically in time with each percussive thrusts and spread her shapely legs as wide apart as she could to grant Kurt full access to herself.  She looked over at her poor husband sitting nearby and asked, “Are you ok, honey?”
 
    
 
   “No, I’m not OK,” Sam pouted glumly.  But his penis had sprung fully erect as he watched Kurt’s ass pistoning up and down as he fucked his wife with abandon.  Sam realized that his hardon was pitching a tent in his pants and was afraid that Dana would notice.
 
    
 
   “Uh, omigod, hold on,” groaned Dana as Kurt pounded his dick into her.  She moaned loudly in passion and wrapped her arms more tightly around Kurt’s back. She wanted to comfort her husband but Kurt’s insistent thrusts were bringing her to verge of orgasm.  She tried to restrain herself because she knew it would hurt Sam’s feelings to hear her vent her lust, but she simply couldn’t control herself.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, bitch, what’s my name?” grunted Kurt, ploughing Sam’s wife roughly as sweat dripped from his forehead.  “Call my name!”
 
    
 
   “Kurt!, Kurt!, oh god yes, do me,” called Dana, vaguely aware that this would hurt Sam, but too caught up in ecstasy to care.
 
    
 
   “Ha, ha, that dirty slut wife of your is begging him for it!” crowd Serge in excitement as he wanked away furiously.
 
    
 
   “I’m cumming!” cried Dana, clinging desperately to Kurt a her body shuddered in pleasure.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that’s right,” intoned Kurt as he renewed his thrusts.  “Now it’s my turn.  Oh yeah, that’s it, here it cums.  Oh fuck,” he shouted.  “I’m spurting my jizz all up in your wife, Sammy, how you like me now?” he gloated triumphantly.
 
    
 
   “I don’t like you at all,” replied Sam miserably, nursing his stiff penis and struggling with his conflicted emotions.  Part of him wanted to open his fly and masturbate as he watched his wife getting owned.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, honey,” said Dana, reaching out to her husband as Kurt climbed off of her.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I’m sorry, too, honey,” mocked Kurt in falsetto.  “Next time I will cum all over her face so you can watch her lick the goo from my dick like a hungry whore!  I’m going to the bathroom to shower now.”
 
    
 
   “Here, bitch, get on your hands and knees,” urged Serge with his dick in his hand.  “I’m ready to bust my nut.”
 
    
 
   “But what about poor Sam?” asked Dana, her cheeks flushed and eyes bright from the sex.
 
    
 
   “I dunno, suck him off or something while I do you from behind,” shrugged Serge, kneeling down and roughly flipping Sam’s naked wife over so that she was kneeling with her ass facing him.
 
    
 
   Dana whimpered with surprise as Serge entered her forcefully from behind and stretched her arms out toward her husband.
 
 
   “I, can’t, reach, your, penis, Sam,” she stuttered as Serge pounded her rhythmically from behind.
 
    
 
   “This is such a fiasco,” griped Sam, but he hurriedly unzipped his fly and crawled over to present his erect penis to Dana.
 
    
 
   “Why, Sam, you are as hard as a rock,” exclaimed Dana in surprise as she gripped Sam’s dong.  “I think you got excited watching Kurt use me like that.”  But before Sam could respond, she descended onto his penis and started sucking it enthusiastically.
 
    
 
   Sam looked up at Serge fucking Dana from behind and Serge grinned back at him evilly.  Then his expression changed to one of pain and Serge moaned in pleasure.  “Oh, fuck here I go,” he muttered, pulling his dick out and shooting sticky wads of cum all over Dana’s ass.  She pulled her husband’s dick from her mouth for a  moment to turn and watch Serge cumming on her.  She wiggled her ass to encourage him and elicited one further spurt that hit her right in the asshole.
 
    
 
   “That’s a good slut,” he panted, wiping his slick cock on her thighs to smear some of the cum off.  “I’m gonna wash my junk out in your kitchen sink if you don’t mind,” he laughed.  Jumping out and running off to the kitchen.
 
    
 
   “Use the damn guest bathroom,” interjected Sam, but Dana had started tugging on his johnson at this point and this distracted him.  She looked into his eyes urgently as she jerked him off, occasionally bowing her head to lick his glans, and he was soon ejaculating his own load into her face.  She fitfully sucked the last of his semen from his penis and licked his shaft clean for him.
 
    
 
   “See, now that was fun, wasn’t it?” she asked hopefully as she stood up and started tidying the room in the nude.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, I just don’t know,” whined Sam in confusion.
 
    
 
   Kurt emerged from the hall as Serge returned from the kitchen.  Kurt’s hair was damp and he wore a broad smile.  “Look at that good little naked housekeeper.  Hey, I got an idea, let’s take her out to a bar and put her through her paces in public.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, I’m kind of tired,” said Dana, looking up with a smile as she picked up her bra.
 
    
 
   “Dana, you just do what you are told.  Understand?” said Kurt.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Kurt,” replied Dana, bowing her head with a little smile.  
 
    
 
   “Now drop your bra and go out and wait in the truck,” he said with a wicked smile.
 
    
 
   “But Kurt, I’m not even dressed,” she said, laughing half-heartedly and motioning to her body, naked but for her stockings.
 
    
 
   “That just makes it hotter,” said Serge, rubbing his hands together.
 
    
 
   “I will not stand for this!” cried Sam, jumping to his feet and raising a fist in protest.
 
    
 
   “Oh, please, dear, don’t try to be valiant,” sighed Dana, pushing Sam down into his easy chair.  “I guess I just have to do as Kurt says.  This is going to really be a learning experience for me.”
 
    
 
   “Yup,” agreed Kurt, pointing to the door.
 
    
 
   Dana slipped back into her heels and strutted out of the living room, followed by Serge who slapped her bare ass playfully.  Sam’s gut twisted with jealousy as Dana giggled in response and Serge chased her down the hall.
 
    
 
   “Look Sam, this is just what you marriage needs, believe.  I’m doing this for your own good,” said Kurt in a patronizing tone.  “Now if you excuse me, I am going to go pimp out your whore of a wife to random strangers in the seediest bar I can find.  See ya!”
 
    
 
   Sam sat glumly as the door slammed behind Kurt and he contemplated the two meatheads taking his poor naked wife into some dive bar in a bad part of town.  As his belly roiled in anxiety he was mortified to find his member swelling visibly at the thought.  As he pictured various scenarios playing out, he soon had a raging hardon again and found himself wishing he could be there to watch the action.  He decide to be a little nicer to Kurt next time so that he could come along for the ride.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Wife Casually Strips for a Stranger in Front of her Husband
 
    
 
   Joshua was sitting in his living room reading on his iPad when his wife Eleanor  walked in with a tall, broad shouldered man with chiseled features whom he didn’t recognize. 
 
    
 
   “Oh, hello dear, let me introduce my friend, Roger,” said Eleanor.  She pushed Roger forward toward and he hesitantly approached Joshua and extended his hand.
 
    
 
   Joshua stood up hastily and shook the stranger’s rough, callused hand.  “Oh, hello, I am Joshua, Eleanor’s husband.”  He gave his wife a questioning glance, but she just shrugged noncommittally in response.
 
    
 
   “Right, yeah, I see,” said Roger, scratching his head in confusion.
 
    
 
   “Come sit on the couch with me, Roger,” suggested Eleanor, sitting down and patting the place beside her.  Roger gave Joshua a strange worried look before joining Eleanor on the couch.
 
    
 
   “So, uh, I thought you were just going to coffee with your girlfriends,” said Joshua to his wife.
 
    
 
   “Yes, I did and then Roger came up and started flirting with me,” said Eleanor, looking at Roger intensely.
 
    
 
   “You know, I didn’t know she was married,” stammered Roger, holding up his hands defensively.
 
    
 
   “You didn’t see my rings?” asked Eleanor, holding up her hands to show both her large diamond engagement ring and her more modest gold wedding band.
 
    
 
   “Well, you know,” said Roger, shifting in his seat uncomfortably and not offering anything further.
 
    
 
   “Ok, well, as long as it’s understood now that Eleanor’s spoken for, then I guess all is forgiven,” said Joshua.  He gave his wife a strange look.  Why would she bring a man who flirted with her home like this?
 
    
 
   “Right, so I am just going to take my clothes off now, then,” said Eleanor, standing up and unbuttoning her blouse casually.
 
    
 
   “Wait, what?” exclaimed Joshua in shock.
 
    
 
   “Roger said that he couldn’t wait to get me home and see me naked,” sniffed Eleanor, laying her blouse neatly on the arm of the couch.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, ok, but you know, I thought we would uh, do that in private,” Roger trailed off, looking at Joshua guiltily.
 
    
 
   “I don’t see why my husband shouldn’t watch,” laughed Eleanor lightly.  “I mean he has seen be naked plenty of times,” said Eleanor, unsnapping her bra and releasing her round white orbs.
 
    
 
   “My god, darling, what are you doing?” cried Joshua, his heart pounding as he and Roger gazed at Eleanor’s generous breasts dangling down while she bent over to pull her jeans and panties down to her ankles together.
 
    
 
   “Look, buddy this wasn’t what I had in mind,” said Roger apologetically.
 
    
 
   “Why, are you unhappy with the results?” asked Eleanor evenly  as she stood nude before the stranger and gestured at her shapely figure.  
 
    
 
   Roger ran his eyes up her body from her pale, well formed legs,  to her dark, neatly trimmed bush past her wide hips and narrow waist to her pendulously swinging boobs and said nothing.  He just fingered the stiffening bulge in his pants and then cast a wary glance over at Eleanor’s husband who sat gaping like a fish out of water.
 
    
 
   “Eleanor, you can’t just strip naked in front of a stranger like this,” said Joshua reasonably, struggling to remain calm as he contemplated his wife’s perfectly formed buttocks.
 
    
 
   “Shh, shh, don’t be so old fashioned,” she said, plopping down next to Roger and nonchalantly unzipping his fly.
 
    
 
   “Wow, are we really going to do this in front of your husband?” asked Roger in surprise as Eleanor extracted his long, stiff penis from his pants and started stroking it.
 
    
 
   “Why, does that bother you?” she asked, looking up at Roger as she jerked up and down on his cock.  “I can stop if this freaks you out.”
 
    
 
   “No, no, keep going,” he said.  He reached over and cupped Eleanor’s soft luscious breasts in his hands and raised a querulous eyebrow in Joshua’s direction as he weighed her lovely melons in his hands.
 
    
 
   “Who cares if it freaks him out? It’s freaking me out, Elly!” gasped Joshua as he watched his naked wife giving a handjob to a strange man on the couch while he groped her tits.  Joshua winced as Roger started fingering and pinching Eleanor’s perky pink nipples making her coo with pleasure.  His gut was roiling with confusion but his penis stiffened at the sight.
 
    
 
   “Hold that thought, darling,” said Eleanor, looking over her shoulder at her husband and then lowering her head to engulf Roger’s blood engorged glans between her moist red lips.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit, Elly,” exclaimed Joshua as he watched his wife’s cheeks cave in as she sucked Roger’s cock on the couch.
 
    
 
   Eleanor made eye contact with her bewildered husband as she started bobbing her head up and down on Roger’s dick.  She felt that it made it hotter to look Joshua in the eye with another man’s penis lodged in her mouth.  She flicked her tongue over the tip of Roger’s phallus and tasted salty pre-ejaculate leaking out and she hummed appreciatively as she swallowed these meager drips of juice.
 
    
 
   “I know this is sort of a weird thing to say, Joshua.  But your wife sucks a mean dick.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, yeah, that’s not something any husband wants to hear, ok,” replied Joshua uncomfortably.
 
    
 
   “Oh my gosh, his penis is just so stiff, and uh, meaty,” gushed Eleanor to her husband, her eyes bright with lust as she withdrew her mouth and vigorously stroked Roger’s throbbing member.
 
    
 
   “Elly, this is so wrong,” said Joshua helplessly, his penis painfully straining against his pants, forming a huge bulge that he tried to hide from his wife.
 
    
 
   “Well, I don’t see what’s so wrong about it,” tutted Eleanor as she stood up and bent over, putting her hands on the coffee table and presenting her round rump to Roger.  “Sex is a natural zesty experience.”
 
    
 
   Roger examined Eleanor’s labia, puffed with arousal and peeking out at him between her milky white thighs and quickly took the hint.  He climbed to his feet and prodded her from behind with his stiff, thick cock.  “That’s from the Big Lebowski, right?” he said as he slid the shaft of his cock back and forth along the slit of Eleanor’s vagina.
 
    
 
   “That’s right, honey,” said Eleanor brightly, looking back over her shoulder at him.  “And rawr, that feels good.  Put that hard cock of yours in me now, will you?”
 
    
 
   “Here you go,” replied Roger good naturedly as he guided his red, swollen prick in between her pussy lips.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit,” gasped Eleanor as Roger entered her.  She reached back between her legs and started frantically masturbating her clitoris with her head bowed in concentration.
 
    
 
   “Wow, you are really just going to strip naked, suck this guy off and then let him fuck you doggystyle right in front of me?  Really?” complained Joshua, fingering his boner while Roger started humping Eleanor from behind.
 
    
 
   “If you are lodging a complaint, give me a minute, because I can’t think straight right now,” gasped Eleanor, looking up at her husband with a glassy expression and her mouth hanging open.
 
    
 
   Joshua looked at her cheeks flushed with lust and then down at her dangling boobs as they swung back and forth in response to  Roger’s exertions as he worked his dick in and out of his wife.  “Oh, shit,” cursed Joshua, finally giving in and unzipping his own fly so that he could jerk off while he watched this interloper boning his wife.
 
    
 
   As Roger increases the intensity of his thrusts, Eleanor arched her back to give him easier access to her pussy, tilted her head back, and started crying out lustily with a passionate moan of mixed yearning and pain.  “Uuuhnng, uuuhnng, Roger, yes, fuck me, fuck me!”
 
    
 
   It cut into Joshua and he felt it like a stab of jealousy right in the gut as he stroked his penis.  “Jesus, Eleanor, you never call out like that when we have sex,” complained Joshua.
 
    
 
   The couple ignored him and Joshua watching his wife’s tits swaying back and forth as Roger’s hips rhythmically slapped up against Eleanor’s ass.
 
    
 
   “I’m coming, I’m coming,” cried out Eleanor with an animalistic howl, her whole body shuddering from the orgasm.
 
    
 
   Roger gripped her hips and redoubled his efforts, pounding his dick into her madly.  “Ah fuck, I can feel your cunt getting tight.  I’m gonna blow!”
 
 
   “Shoot your load inside me,” begged Eleanor, her hair limp and her face slick with sweat.
 
    
 
   “Ahh yeah, I’m putting it in there,” replied Roger, sinking his cock up to the hilt into Eleanor’s vagina and releasing his seed within her.
 
    
 
   “Oh, he’s pumping load after load of his hot cum deep inside me,” Eleanor told Joshua lasciviously.  “How does that make you feel, darling?”
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, Eleanor,” whined Joshua as he fapped away.
 
    
 
   “Are you coming?” asked Eleanor, hopping agilely over the cover table and rushing nakedly over to service her husband while Roger dropping back onto the couch with a grunt of satisfaction.
 
    
 
   “I think so,” said Joshua as Eleanor popped his cock into her mouth and sucked greedily on his dick.  He climaxed almost immediately and Eleanor swallowed the first load and then pulled his dick from her mouth so that he could cum all over her face as was his habit.
 
    
 
   “Jesus Christ,” gasped Joshua as she wrung the last of his semen out of his cock onto her chin which was already stick with jizz.
 
    
 
   “Alrighty then, well that was fun.  If you gentleman will excuse me I will go wash up now,” said Eleanor simply.  She stood up and walked out of the room.
 
    
 
   “What’s for dinner, honey?” asked Roger cheekily, leaning forward to check out Eleanor’s bare ass as she walked out the door.
 
    
 
   “Don’t push your luck, buddy,” said Joshua.  “Just because you got to fuck my wife doesn’t mean you can stay for dinner!”
 
    
 
   “Of course, Roger is staying for dinner, don’t be silly dear,” called Eleanor from the other room.
 
    
 
   And once they were all dressed again, the three of them did have a most awkward dinner together.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

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

Haughty Wife, Hen-pecked husband
 
    
 
   Walter didn’t like to think of himself as a henpecked husband, but he had to admit that the term was probably appropriate.  His wife Dominique was a very domineering woman who always insisted on getting her way.  Walter did his best to please her and worked hard to give her a comfortable suburban life with a big home and regular vacations abroad.  And yet, she never seemed to be satisfied.  
 
    
 
   “Walter, stand up straight, you look like a slob slouching like that,” said Dominique one evening as they prepared to go out drinking.
 
    
 
   “Err, yes dear,” replied Walter, adjusting his posture as he straightened his tie in the wardrobe mirror.
 
    
 
   “Well, what do you think of this little number?” asked his wife, strutting out from the walk-in closet wearing a short, black, translucent dress, with thigh-high patterned stockings.
 
    
 
   “Dominique, I can see your bra and panties right through that dress!” exclaimed Walter with a laugh.
 
    
 
   “So, what’s wrong with that?” asked Dominique, striking a pose with her hands on her hips and her nose in the air.
 
    
 
   “Why, uh, isn’t it a bit immodest?” asked Walter, his nerve faltering.  
 
    
 
   “Well, since you aren’t interested in me sexually anymore, maybe I can convince other men to give me some attention,” sniffed Dominique, bending over to adjust her stockings.
 
    
 
   “Now, darling, that’s not fair,” protested Walter, admiring his wife’s shapely legs.  “You know I find you attractive.”
 
    
 
   “Please spare me, darling,” sighed Dominique.  “I am sick of your limp excuses.  Maybe getting a bit of competition from other men will make you appreciate me more.”
 
    
 
   “Competition?” asked Walter nervously, feeling his shoulder slump back to his normal slouching posture.  “You are a married woman, you can’t just go around, uh, flirting with other men.”
 
    
 
   “Oh can’t I?” asked Dominique, drawing herself upright and fixing Walter with a piercing glare.  “And just who do you think you are, to tell me what I can and cannot do?” she demanded imperiously.
 
    
 
   Walter cowered under her fierce gaze and held up his hand defensively,  “Now darling, please, calm yourself.  Of course, you are your own woman and can certainly do as you please.  But, but, isn’t it, uh, improper to go out dressed like this?”
 
    
 
   “I’ll tell you what’s improper!” snapped Dominique, shaking her finger in Walter’s face.  “It’s improper for a man to neglect his wife sexually.  When’s the last time you gave me a proper fucking?”

“Now darling, please, let’s not get into this again,” sighed Walter.
 
    
 
   “Ok, let’s not,” agreed Dominique with a smirk.  “Please go grab my coat and let’s go then, shall we?”
 
    
 
   Walter looked his wife up and down with her sexy body on display in her provocative outfit and gulped in trepidation.  “Yes, dear,” he said wearily, and scurried off to do her bidding.
 
    
 
   Once they arrived at the bar, Dominique sent Walter off to retrieve their drinks and then they sat together at a table, surveying the crowd.
 
    
 
   “Ok, so who should I go flirt with?  Do you see any likely candidates?” asked Dominique, sipping her martini and twirling her foot excitedly.
 
    
 
   “Darling, please, this is really inappropriate,” said Walter, taking a slug of his drink to calm his nerves.  He noticed men staring unabashedly at his wife’s body in her see-through dress and it made him uncomfortable.  He was too embarrassed to admit to himself that he found it arousing as well.
 
    
 
   “Don’t be such a baby,” she scolded.  “Don’t you want me to be fulfilled sexually?”
 
    
 
   “Err, actually, it seems that the manly thing to do would be to put a stop to this nonsense and take you home right now,” said Walter, holding up one finger in objection.
 
    
 
   Dominique laughed right in Walter’s face.  “Well we both know you aren’t man enough for that, so why don’t you get back to the problem at hand and help me pick out a likely stud.”
 
    
 
   Walter sniffed in displeasure, but said nothing and crossed his arms in dissatisfaction.
 
    
 
   “Don’t pout, darling, just drink your martini and try to be a good sport, will you?” sighed Dominique wearily.
 
    
 
   “Yes dear,” consented Walter, uncrossing his arms and finishing off his drink.
 
    
 
   “Oh, look at those two by the bar,” cooed Dominique excitedly, pointing to two muscular young men in jeans and t-shirts with bulging biceps and wearing their sunglasses on the back of their necks.  “Look how big their arms are! So macho!”
 
    
 
   “Good god, Dominique,” laughed Walter.  “You hate it when men wear their sunglasses that way.  You are always calling those fellows douchebags.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, well, perhaps I’ve been too hasty,” said Dominique, putting a finger in her mouth.  “Come along, I’m going to go introduce myself.”
 
    
 
   “Oh my God,” moaned Walter as he trailed after his wife awkwardly.
 
    
 
   “Hello, boys,” said Dominique, sidling up alongside the two burly young men at the bar and putting one foot back against the bar’s footrest so that her knee was extended outward.  “What does a girl have to do to get a guy to buy her a drink around here?”
 
    
 
   “Whoa, hello there, mama,” said the first fellow, looking Dominique’s body up and down.  His gaze lingered on her stockinged thigh jutting out and he reached out impetuously and gripped her thigh in his big meaty hand causing Dominique to gasp in surprise. “I’ll buy you a drink, but what are you going to do for me?”
 
    
 
   “Err, please watch your language, that’s my wife you’re talking to,” said Walter, holding up a finger in protest.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I don’t mind a little salty language.  I like my men a little rough around the edges,” cooed Dominique, leaning back further against the bar and spreading her legs slightly.  “What do you want me to do in exchange for a drink?”
 
    
 
   The two young men glanced down at Dominique’s panties, peeking out from beneath the hem of her short translucent dress and broke out laughing.
 
    
 
   “Wait a minute,” laughed the first fellow, clapping his big mitts together and flexing his massive arms.  “Why are you letting your wife dress and act like a filthy whore, my man?” he asked Walter.
 
    
 
   “Well I can hardly stop her, she is very wilful,” admitted Walter with a shrug.  “She claims that I haven’t been, uh, satisfying her properly, so she came up with this crazy idea of flirting with other men.”
 
    
 
   “Wow, that’s pretty harsh,” said the second fellow staring at Dominique’s breasts.
 
    
 
   “My eyes are up here, young man,” purred Dominique.
 
    
 
   “I’m not looking at you eyes, I’m looking at your tits,” he replied with a laugh.  “I’ll tell you what, I’ll buy you a drink if you lose the bra.  Let’s see how transparent that dress really is.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, you naughty boy,” cried Dominique, blushing slightly.  “You are just terrible.”
 
    
 
   “No tits, no drink,” replied the second fellow simply and his buddy poked him in the ribs in merriment.
 
    
 
   “I’m drinking martinis,” replied Dominique, putting her nose in the air haughtily.  Walter just stared at his wife in surprise and said nothing.
 
    
 
   “I’m Chet, and this is my buddy, Brad,” said the first fellow while Brad ordered Dominique a drink and paid for it.
 
    
 
   “I’m Dominique and this is my husband Walter,” said Dominique accepting the drink with a nod.
 
    
 
   “Err, yes, hello then,” mumbled Walter over his shoulder as he ordered himself another drink.
 
    
 
   “So what do you two boys do for a living?” asked Dominique, peeking at Chet’s well-muscled chest over the rim of her glass.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, uh, fuck the small talk, whore, you got your drink, it’s time to lose the bra,” said Chet pointing at Dominique’s chest.
 
    
 
   “Well, I didn’t actually agree to that bargain,” said Dominique, putting her hands over her boobs self consciously.
 
    
 
   “The fuck you didn’t, you’re slurping down my booze right now and I want to see those knockers,” blurted Brad.  “Grab her hands, Chet.  I’ll unsnap her bra.”
 
    
 
   Dominique squealed in protest as Chet deftly snagged Dominique by both wrists, pinning them together in front of herself.  “Walter, make them stop!” cried Dominique, giggling in spite of herself.
 
    
 
   “Well, uh, isn’t this what  you had in mind?” asked Walter, relishing the sight of his wife caught helpless in the forceful embrace of this young jock.  He noticed Brad fumbling at the back of Dominique’s dress.  “Err, that bra fastens in the front,” he offered helpfully.
 
    
 
   “Oh, thanks, brah,” said Brad, reaching around and unhooking the front of Dominique’s bra right through her thin dress while she squirmed ineffectually in Chet’s iron grip.
 
    
 
   “Walter, how could you?” she gasped as her bra fell open, allowing her generous bosoms to swing free.  They was plainly visible through the sheer dress and her nipples stiffened in the cool breeze.  Her squawks attracted attention and soon a small crowd of men formed around them, ogling Dominique’s lovely chest.
 
    
 
   “She’s got a nice pair for an older slut, I’ll grant her that,” grunted Brad, releasing Dominique’s wrists while the men in the crowd chuckled and murmured amongst themselves.
 
    
 
   “Why, I never!” cried Dominique, covering her nipples with her hands in indignation.  “And you!” she cried turning to Walter.  “Some husband you are!  Letting these hooligans manhandle me like that.”
 
    
 
   “Well you did ask me to be a good sport about this,” said Walter smiling into his drink.
 
    
 
   “Quit your bitching, you didn’t dress in that slutware to lead a prayer service tonight,” said Chet.  “Fucking loosen up and let em swing.”
 
    
 
   “Chet, you really should learn to treat a lady with more respect,” said Dominique, lowering her hands and grabbing her drink so she could take a big gulp.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I will keep that in mind,” he said, reaching out boldly and gripping her boobs with both hands.  The crowd made a show of surprise at his audacity.
 
    
 
   “Hey!” she cried, slapping his hand away.  “No touching.”
 
 
   “Ah, don’t be so cold, you know want it,” said Chet.
 
    
 
   “I most certainly do not, I was just trying to be friendly,” said Dominique, sipping her drink.  “And your repay me by manhandling me like a piece of meat.  She eyed the growing bulge in Chet’s pants with interest.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I got some meat for ya,” said Chet, grabbing her hand and putting on his crotch.  She tried to struggle at first but quickly relented.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God,” exclaimed Dominique as she pinched Chet’s cock through his pants.  “You are quite a healthy young man aren’t you?”
 
    
 
   “Fuck dude, she is totally going to town on your jock!” laughed Brad, while the crowd of men jostled each other to get a better view of Dominique’s boobs while she squeezed Chet’s penis.
 
    
 
   “Walter, you want me to fuck your wife real quick so she quits pestering you?” asked Chet.
 
    
 
   “Well, it won’t help me any, but it does seem as though that was her plan,” admitted Walter, a little annoyed at how his wife was fondling this young man’s penis right in front of him.
 
    
 
   “I think I should have some say in this matter, young man,” breathed Dominique, but she never released her grip on Chet’s cock.  The more she squeezed it the bigger and stiffer it got.  “My god you are big,” she whispered in spite of herself.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, here, check this out,” said Chet, grabbing Dominique by the hips forcefully and spinning her around so that her ass was pressed up against his crotch.
 
    
 
   “Walter, do me a favor and come pull your wife’s panties down for me,” grunted Chet as he unzipped his fly  and prodded Dominique in the rear with his hardon.  The crowd of men watching broke out in nervous laughter.
 
    
 
   “You will do no such thing,” snapped Dominique, but she didn’t try to struggle out of Chet’s control as he gripped her hips and nudged her from behind with his dong.
 
    
 
   “Do it, Walter, she totally has it coming,” coaxed Brad, fingering his own crotch as he watched his buddy getting ready to dog Dominique in front of the circle of strangers.
 
    
 
   Walter looked around at the lustful faces all around who were gazing at his wife’s bouncing boobs and then looked at his wife, as she struggled to control her arousal and fixed Walter with a menacing glare.  “Well, you will probably thank me in the morning for this,” said Walter with a sigh and he strode forward and pulled his wife’s panties down to her knees.  The crowd gave a lecherous growl as Dominique’s bush became visible through her transparent dress.
 
    
 
   “Walter, I can’t believe, oh god,” gasped Dominique, interrupted mid-tirade as Chet managed to wriggle his cock into her from behind.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, you feeling that?” he asked her, bending her forward slightly at the waist so that he could thrust himself a little deeper inside her from behind.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, I feel it,” panted Dominique, her cheeks flushed bright red, and her eyes glassy with arousal.  Chet maintained his grip on her thighs and started banging her from behind while the crowd looked on in fascination as her big boobs bounced up and down in time to his thrusts.  Walter felt his own cock stiffen painfully at the sight of his wife getting sexually owned in public.  He felt guilty about it, but had to admit that it was wonderful to see her humiliated like this.
 
    
 
   Suddenly the crowd parted and a big bouncer showed up.  “Ok, what’s going on here?” he demanded, then stopped short and stared at Dominique’s jiggling tits.
 
    
 
   “Nothing, we are just grinding to the music,” panted Chet as he dogged Dominique without pause.
 
    
 
   “Grinding?” asked the bouncer skeptically.
 
    
 
   “It’s a dance,” offered Brad with a smirk.
 
    
 
   “I know what grinding is, asshole,” replied the bouncer.  “But that looks more like fucking.”
 
    
 
   “How dare you suggest such a thing,” panted Dominique, struggling to put on an air of superiority while Chet pounded away at her mercilessly.  “I am deeply offended!  You can’t go around insulting a lady’s honor like that.  It’s simply preposterous.”
 
    
 
   “Err, sorry ma’am,” stammered the bouncer, taken aback by Dominique’s high-handed tone.  “I guess I just, uh, nevermind.  I will let you two, uh, dance then.”  And he turned and scurried away while the crowd snickered at his retreating figure.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, oh fuck,” cried Chet as he pumped faster and faster.
 
    
 
   “Yes, yes, do me,” moaned Dominique, putting a hand between her legs so that she could masturbate herself.  
 
    
 
    “I’m pumping a load up inside your wife, Walter, hope you don’t mind,” grunted Chet.
 
    
 
   “Uh, yes, that’s to be expected.  Carry on,” muttered Walter, nursing his hardon while he watched his domineering wife getting owned by a frat boy in front of a group of strangers.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yeah, your wife is a filthy whore, you know that?” groaned Chet, pushing Dominique aside roughly, eliciting a squawk of protest.  Walter stepped forward to catch her from falling over since her panties were tangled around her ankles.
 
    
 
   “Why you ungrateful little swine, how dare you insult me like that?” cried Dominique, her face slick with sweat and her hair a mess from getting fucked.  Walter patiently held her arm while she struggled to pull her panties back up.
 
    
 
   “I call them like I see them,” replied Chet smugly as he zipped up his fly while Brad chortled in merriment.
 
    
 
   The crowd slowly dispersed as Dominique corralled her boobs together and resnapped her bra.
 
    
 
   “Well, I’ve had enough of this boorish crowd.  Take me home, Walter,” said Dominique resuming her snooty tone and putting her nose back in the air.
 
    
 
   “Yes, dear,” agreed Walter, leading her out of the bar by her arm.  He noticed Dominique’s face reddening as people pointed and sniggered at her from all sides.   He was ashamed to feel a bit of glee at his wife’s mortification, but he was careful to suppress a smile.
 
    
 
   “Ugh, I have never been so humiliated in all my life!” cried Dominique during the car ride home.  “How could you let those ruffians use me like that?”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, darling.  I thought that’s what you wanted,” said Walter, pressing his lips together to keep from grinning.  “You certainly seemed to enjoy the shagging he gave you.”
 
    
 
   “I certainly did not,” she sniffed in response.  “He was a crass beast.”
 
    
 
   “Well, better luck next time, then,” said Walter as they pulled into the driveway.
 
    
 
   “Next time?” asked his wife, putting her finger in her mouth as she contemplated the idea of trying that again.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Girlfriend Flirts with Boyfriend’s Father
 
    
 
   I was living at home right after I graduated from college and I was dating this girl Brittany at the time.  She was a little wild though and I had a hard time dealing with her.
 
 
   This one time my mom was out of town visiting her sister and Brittany came over to visit and have some beers.  It was a hot summer day and we were drinking by the pool and my dad was in his lawn chair, reading the paper under a shady tree nearby.
 
    
 
   “It’s so nice out, I want to go swimming,” said Brittany stretching luxuriously and looking cute in her sunglasses.
 
    
 
   “Did you bring your swimsuit?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Nope.”
 
    
 
   “Well I guess you aren’t swimming then,” I laughed.
 
    
 
   “Can’t I just swim in my underwear?” she asked, pulling her sunglasses down and peeking over at my dad  as he read the paper.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, what, in front of my dad?” I asked.  The idea made me nervous.
 
    
 
   “What, are you afraid, he’ll get a stiffy if he sees me in my underwear?” she asked with a devilish grin.
 
    
 
   “That’s real fucked up,” I said, smiling crookedly while my gut churned with anxiety.
 
    
 
   “What are you kids talking about over there?” asked my pop, looking up from his paper and shifting in his seat to get more comfortable.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Jones, would you mind if I went swimming in my underwear?” asked Brittany, then she burped loudly and I realized that she was probably a little drunk.
 
    
 
   “Why, there’s no need for that,” stammered my dad, his face growing red with embarrassment.  “I’m sure Josh’s mom has a suit that would fit you.”
 
    
 
   “Uh, that’s a little weird to wear someone else’s bathing suit,” complained Brittany.  “What’s the big deal if I just strip down to my underwear and swim in that.  Would it make you nervous?”  She jumped up walked toward the pool, unzipping her shorts as she went.
 
    
 
   “No, of course not, dear,” stammered my father, his face growing even more flushed as looked at my girlfriend with her fly undone and her shorts sliding down her hips.  “It’s just, not really, uh, proper. But I can go inside if you want.” He made a move to climb out of his chair, but Brittany lithely dashed over and pushed him back playfully.  He fell back with a harumph and gave me a desperate look.
 
    
 
   “Oh I wouldn’t dream of making you go inside on such a beautiful day, Mr. Jones,” pouted my girlfriend, putting her finger to her mouth.  “I don’t mind if you see me in my underwear.  Why you are practically my father-in-law.”
 
    
 
   “Ha, yeah right,” I called.  The sunshine beating down on me made me feel suddenly hotter and I gulped a drink of cold beer to cool myself.  “I wonder what my mom would think about this.”

“Oh jeez,” exclaimed my father, wiping the sweat from his brow as his eyes travelled up and down my girlfriend’s sexy body as she stood before him with her shorts practically falling off.
 
    
 
   “Oh I’m sure Mrs. Jones would agree that this is perfectly harmless,” laughed Brittany as she stripped off her t-shirt and handed it to my dad.  He stared at her bouncing boobs, barely constrained by her lacy bra with his mouth hanging open stupidly and accepted her shirt.  “But we don’t have to tell her if you don’t want to.  This can be our little secret.”
 
    
 
   “Maybe it would be best if we didn’t say anything to your mother, son,” said my father absently as he watched Brittany wriggle out of her shorts and stand before him in her skimpy bra and panties.
 
    
 
   “Do you think I have a sexy body, Mr. Jones?” asked Brittany, running a finger inside the elastic waistband of her panties seductively.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, Brittany, cut the shit!” I shouted, growing alarmed.  My blood was pounding in my ears and I felt nauseous watching my girl flirting with my pop like that.  The worst part was that the old man seemed to be completely captivated by the sight of her hot body.
 
    
 
   “Um, you look, uh, like a very healthy young woman,” gulped my dad, unable to pull his eyes away from her jiggling breasts.  “But don’t forget, I’m old enough to be your father.”
 
    
 
   “Oh you two are such fuddy-duddies,” laughed Brittany, skipping away and jumping into the pool.  
 
    
 
   I shook my head in resignation and went inside to change into my trunks.  Then I went back outside and jumped into the pool with her.  We splashed each other and horsed around for a while and I was starting to relax a little bit about this whole thing.
 
    
 
   “You shouldn’t tease my dad like that, it’s pretty weird,” I told her as we floating face to face clinging to pool noodles, breathless from all the exertion, with our hair plastered to the sides of our faces.
 
    
 
   “Oh, come on,” she smiled.  “What’s wrong with getting the old guy’s blood pumping a little bit?  Besides, I think he’s sexy.  He’s like a filled out and more commanding version of you, and I love you don’t I?”
 
    
 
   “Uh, ok, that’s creepy,” I said, climbing out of the pool.  I looked over to see if my dad overheard us, but he was carefully holding his paper up in front of his face.
 
    
 
   Brittany just giggled and climbed out of the pool herself.  I looked over at her and her underwear was basically transparent at this point.  I could clearly see her hard nipples and her dark bush right through the thin wet fabric.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, Mr. Jones, look!” shouted Brittany excitedly, giving me a evil grin as she ran and stood before him.
 
    
 
   “What’s the matter, dear?” he asked dropping his paper.  “Oh shit!”
 
    
 
   “You can see right through my underwear!” she giggled.  “Aren’t I naughty?  I am practically naked.”
 
    
 
   “Um,” said my poor dad, gulping nervously as he gazed at her nubile young body, clearly unable to pull his eyes away.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, Brittany, don’t taunt my dad like that,” I said, standing by awkwardly while she plucked at her clinging top and smiled down at my dad.
 
    
 
   “Well, if I am being bad, maybe your dad just needs to spank me then?” cackled Brittany, and she threw herself impetuously across my father’s lap and wriggled her butt, offering up her round cheeks to be spanked.
 
    
 
   “Sweet jesus,” gasped my dad, looking down at my girl’s inviting ass with shock and longing.  “This isn’t appropriate, Brittany.  Uh, you are too big for spanking.”  He looked up at me with desperation in his eyes.  “Josh, can you do something here?”
 
    
 
   “Sorry, dad,” I said, jumping to attention.  I ran over and grabbed Brittany’s hand and tried to pull her off my father’s lap, but she slapped my hand away and twisted around so that she was sitting upright in his lap with her arm around his shoulder.  I stepped back in confusion as she sat there, soaking his clothes with her dripping body.  “Come on, Brittany, cut the shit.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, jeez, can we all just not have a cow about this right now?  I just want to get to know my future father-in-law a little better,” laughed Brittany, pressing one large breast against my father’s chest and running her fingers through his hair flirtatiously.
 
    
 
   “We aren’t even engaged,” I complained, feeling embarrassed and jealous of the way she was throwing herself at my father.
 
    
 
   “Can’t you put your arms around me, Mr. Jones?” asked Brittany sweetly, looking into his eyes with a little pout.  “I’m chilly.”
 
    
 
   “Maybe you should jump up and get yourself a towel,” he said holding his arms out stiffly, clearly afraid to touch her bare flesh.
 
    
 
   “I like it here on you lap,” she said, snuggling up against his chest.  “Please hug me, I feel like you are rejecting me, and that’s not nice.”
 
    
 
   “Oh brother,” sighed my father in resignation, as he gingerly enfolded my half-naked girlfriend in his arms.  “I’ll hug for just a second and then you have to get up and go dry off.”
 
    
 
   “Ok,” chirped Brittany  happily.  Then she wriggled her rear up against my father’s lap.  “Oh my god, Mr. Jones!” she gasped suddenly.  “What’s going down there?  I think I feel something under my bum!  Are you getting  hardon?  How dare you?”  Brittany giggled with delight as she rubbed her rump back and forth across my father’s crotch.
 
    
 
   “Brittany!” I shouted, aghast.  “That is so fucking gross!  That’s my father you are fucking with!”
 
    
 
   “It’s not me, it’s him!” she laughed, reaching down between her legs to grab at his bulge.  “Wow, he’s packing heat, too.”
 
    
 
   “Alright, that’s enough,” said my father, his face beet red.  He climbed to his feet forcefully and dumped Brittany down into the grass unceremoniously, causing her to squawk in indignation.  “I’ve had about enough of your tomfoolery, young lady.”  He shook his finger at her sternly as she sat looking up at him innocently.
 
    
 
   “You are pitching a tent, Mr. Jones,” she said, pointing a finger at the huge bulge in my dad’s pants as she kneeled before him and looked up at him wide eyed.
 
    
 
   “Uh, that’s none of your concern,” he said, deflating somewhat as he put a hand over his crotch in shame.
 
    
 
   “I think I can help you with that,” said Brittany, slipping out of bra effortlessly and letting her sweet tits spring free.
 
    
 
   “Holy fuck, you little slut!” I yelped in shock, amazed that she would take it this far.  “My mother would slap you fucking face for this.”
 
    
 
   “Well, good thing she’s not here, then,” laughed Brittany over her shoulders as she shook her boobs for my dad.
 
    
 
   I watched the blood drain from his face as he gaped stupidly at my girlfriend’s perfect tits, swinging back and forth.
 
    
 
   “Believe, me, Mr. Jones.  I know how to deal with a pesky hardon, just ask Joshua,” purred Brittany as she pulled my dad’s hand away from his crotch and deftly unbuttoned his shorts and unzipped his fly.
 
    
 
   “Darling, don’t,” croaked my father unconvincingly as Brittany yanked his shorts and boxers down to his knees releasing his stiff boner which pointed right at her face.  He tried to grip Brittany’s wrists to stop her, but she wriggled nimbly from his grasp.
 
    
 
   “Wow, you have quite a piece of meat here, Mr. Jones,” she laughed, grabbing his dong by the shaft and cupping his big balls in her hand.  “I like how you have grey pubes, that’s kinky.”
 
 
   “Oh, god,” groaned my dad as she clamped her mouth around his sausage and started sucking hungrily on his dong.  “Don’t tell your mother about this, she will kill me,” he begged, catching my eye as my girlfriend’s head bobbed up and down on his member.
 
    
 
   “Seriously, dad?  This is fucked up,” I whined, shifting from foot to foot and feeling a strange sense of arousal as I watched my girl sucking my father’s dick.
 
    
 
   “I know it, son,” he grunted while Brittany eagerly tongued his shaft and flicked her tongue over his glans.  “I think Brittany has had a little too much to drink.”
 
    
 
   “I’m not that drunk,” complained Brittany, tugged on my dad’s shaft for emphasis.  “I’m just a healthy, horny 24-year old who finds her boyfriend’s distinguished looking father to be seriously sexy.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, that’s enough, dear,” said my father, getting up the resolve to push Brittany back gently.
 
    
 
   “What’s the matter, Mr. Jones?  Have I been a bad girl?” asked Brittany with a coy smile.  She spun around on all fours and pulled her sodden panties down to offer her ass to him.  I could see her swollen labia poking out between her milky thighs and my dick jumped to attention.  “Maybe I need that spanking after all.”  She looked back over her shoulder at my stand standing there with a raging hardon and wiggled her ass invitingly.
 
    
 
   “Goddamit, Brittany, you little minx!” scolded my father, gripping his pulsing member in one hand while he looked down at my girl’s enticing twat.  He bent over and slapped her bare ass awkwardly, but she just cooed and reached back to spread her labia for him, coaxing him to fuck her.  “Why you shameless hussy, I will show you!”  he panted, dropping to his knees in the grass behind her and prodding the head of his cock into her waiting slit.
 
    
 
   “Oh Mr. Jones!” she gasped, tittering with delight.
 
    
 
   “Dad, come on!” I cried, my own boner pitching a tent in my swim trunks while I watched my dad get ready to bone my girl.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, son, but I just have to teach your little woman here that her actions have consequences.  She can’t go around teasing grown men like that, or she is going to get herself fucked,” he grunted as he pushed the head of his dick inside Brittany eliciting a passionate moan from my slutty girlfriend.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, Dad!” I complained, gripping my rod while my pops grabbed my girlfriend by the hips and started pounding her from behind.
 
    
 
   “Omigod, Josh, your Dad is totally going for it,” gasped Brittany, looking up at me playfully and biting her lip in a show of arousal.  “This is kinky as fuck!”
 
    
 
   “Watch your language, young lady,” panted my dad as he pumped his cock in and out of my girlfriend.
 
    
 
   “Oh, wow you are really playing up the daddy thing, that’s so hot,” gasped Brittany.  “Fuck me daddy, fuck me.”
 
    
 
   “Oh shit,” cried my father as he plunged his dick deep into Brittany and panted.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, Dad, are you cumming inside her right now?” I demanded indignantly.
 
    
 
   “Uh, yeah,” admitted my father with a guilty look on his face.  “Well she had it coming!” he said defensively when he saw the look of betrayal on my face.
 
    
 
   “Don’t pull out yet, I’m almost there,” said Brittany urgently as she worked her own clit.
 
    
 
   “Bad girl!” said my father, slapping her ass sharply to play along.
 
    
 
   “Ugh, yeah, there it is,” groaned Brittany as she shuddered from her climax.
 
    
 
   My father pulled out of her gingerly and stood up shakily, I had to run over and help him up so he didn’t fall over because of his bad knee.
 
    
 
   “Wow pops, thanks a lot for fucking my goddamn girlfriend,” I said angrily as he struggled to his feet.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, son, you are right, that was totally uncalled for,” admitted my dad, with a look of deep chagrin.  “A man my age should have more self-control.  I let you and your mother down just now.”
 
    
 
   “Oh god, cry me a river,” laughed Brittany, struggling to pull her wet panties back up.  “You loved it and you know it.”
 
    
 
   “Brittany, you are an unbelievable slut,” I said, in amazement as she crawled around, looking for her bra.
 
    
 
   “Oh, lighten up, it’s just a friendly shag, it’s not the end of the world,” she sniffed, giving up on her bra and pulling her t-shirt and shorts on.
 
    
 
   My dad sat down and pulled his own shorts back on and then stared glumly down between his feet.
 
    
 
   Brittany saw his dejection and I could tell that a brief flash of remorse crossed her face.  “Oh jeez, Mr. Jones.  Don’t get all down about it.  I mean, Mrs. Jones never needs to know.”
 
    
 
   “Fuck,” I said, shaking my head at her.  “But she’s right, dad.  I sure as hell don’t wanna tell mom about this.  She would flip out.  We better keep this our little secret.”
 
    
 
   My father looked up at me with a dismal expression and I would swear he was on the verge of tears which freaked me out since I had never seen him like that.  “Perhaps, perhaps it’s best if you mother never finds out about this.  It would only hurt her,” he agreed tiredly.
 
    
 
   “Great, well since we aren’t telling Mrs. Jones about any of this, I might as well come back tomorrow in my Catholic school girl uniform and get a proper spanking,” said Brittany with a twinkle in her eye.
 
    
 
   “Now see here, young lady,” intoned my father, jumping to his feet and shaking a fist at her.  “Don’t push your luck.”
 
    
 
   “Ha, ha, yeah, well I’ll see you tomorrow then Mr. Jones,” laughed Brittany as she blew him a kiss and skipped away.
 
    
 
   My dad and I exchanged a look and I could tell from the guilty expression on his face that he would be letting her in the house when she knocked on the door tomorrow.
 
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

My wife became a stripper
 
    
 
   I have a painful story to tell, so please bear with me.  My name is John Goodson, and I worked as an accountant for many years at various non-profits.  Well, the recession of 2008 put a lot of strain on the non-profit world, and I found myself laid off.  I tried finding for a long time, but it seemed that my skills were out of date and I simply couldn’t find a job.  I decided to take a class in QuickBooks but it didn’t help.  Meanwhile my wife, Sarah, took at job at the library, but it paid very little and we were starting to get worried as we dipped deeper and deeper into our retirement accounts.
 
    
 
   One day my brother Ed and his wife Candy were over for dinner and we were discussing the problem.
 
    
 
   “So wait, how much do you make at the library?” asked Candy as she and Sarah cleared the plates from the table.  
 
    
 
   “Oh boy, don’t ask,” chuckled my wife, shaking her head.
 
    
 
   “Honey, you’ve got such a marvelous figure, we should get you a job as a cocktail waitress,” gushed Candy, tapping Sarah’s leg for emphasis.
 
    
 
   I grimaced at Candy with distaste.  I hate to say it, but she was a very low class woman and our entire family was mortified when my brother married her.  They had met at a strip club where Candy had been working as a dancer and our sister, June simply refused to attend the wedding at all, she was so scandalized.  But Ed and I were close, and I understood that he was really too awkward and shy to meet women through more normal channels, so I forgave him.  Still, his wife was difficult to deal with sometimes.
 
    
 
   Sarah just laughed in response to Candy’s suggestion.  “Candy, dear, I’ve never waited tables.  I simply am not qualified.”
 
    
 
   “Oh nonsense, darling, those boobs of yours are all the qualifications you are going to need.”
 
    
 
   Ed laughed out loud as Sarah touched her breasts thoughtfully, weighing them in her hands.
 
    
 
   “Pretty hefty knockers,” blurted out my brother, his face turning red with excitement.  He always did have a bit of Tourette’s syndrome and was prone to involuntary and inappropriate comments.
 
    
 
   Candy guffawed with glee at her husband’s rude comment, but Sarah just smiled at me and shook her head.  She knew how Ed got sometimes.
 
    
 
   “My breasts are none of your concern, Ed.  You have a wife of your own who is perfectly well-endowed,” said my wife.  “But really, Candy, can we change the subject?  I mean, I’m no prude, but I can’t really see myself working in a bar wearing a little dress at my age.”
 
    
 
   “Not a bar, honey, you need to work in a strip club,” exclaimed Candy.  “And before you say no,” she said hurriedly, holding up her hands to stave off our objections.  “Picture yourself taking home $300 a night in tips.”
 
    
 
   “$300 a night!” I spat in derision.  “I don’t believe it.”
 
    
 
   “John, don’t forget, I used to work in that business and I still know club owners.  That’s a conservative estimate,” said Candy, drawing herself up smugly.
 
    
 
   I silenced by her confidence and I could tell that Sarah was surprised at the wage.  “But that’s just for the younger girls I’m sure,” said my wife, obviously intrigued at this point.
 
    
 
   “Honey, don’t you worry about that, you look great.  Why you look like you’re still in your 30’s.  Besides, it’s not the looks that get you money in that job.  You just have to talk to the guys and team up with the dancers to sell those drinks.  And believe me, an older confident lady like yourself will be able to handle those fellows way better than the nervous young girls in there.  Why half of those younger girls can’t even get up the nerve to flirt with the customers.”
 
    
 
   “Why what makes you think I have the nerve to flirt with strange men in a strip club, Candy?” gasped my wife, putting her hand to her chest in surprise.  But there was a twinkle in her eye as she said it that made me feel nervous.
 
    
 
   “I’ve got a hunch about you,” said Candy, wagging a finger at my wife and squinting at her playfully.  “My father always told me to watch out for the quiet ones.”
 
    
 
   “Well, what do you think, John?” asked my wife with a sigh.  “Should I give a go?”
 
    
 
   “Sarah, you can’t be serious?” I stammered, shocked that it had come to this.
 
    
 
   “Frankly, dear.  The way we are drawing down our savings is really alarming.  If the pay is as good as Candy claims, why we would be back to the income level we had when you were working.  It would make me a lot less worried about our future.”
 
    
 
   “But what if you don’t like it?” I asked skeptically.
 
    
 
   “Well for that amount of money, I will grin and bear it.”
 
    
 
   “That’s the spirit, dear,” chimed in Candy, clapping her hands in delight.  “But it’s not so bad.  You might actually get a kick out of it.  I’ll make some phone calls and find you a spot at a nice place.”
 
    
 
   And Candy was true to her word.  The very next day, she arranged for Sarah to go for an interview at an upscale gentlemen’s club downtown.  
 
    
 
   “Uh, Sarah, I am quite uncomfortable about the whole thing really,” I told my wife as she put on makeup to go to the interview.  “I mean, I don’t like the idea of these strange men ogling you in a skimpy cocktail dress.”  But as soon as I said it, I actually felt my penis stiffen unaccountably at the thought, which was extremely embarrassing.
 
    
 
   “Please, John, I am nervous enough as it is,” said Sarah pausing as she applied her lipstick.  “And if I may say so, if you hadn’t lost your job we wouldn’t be in this position.”  She cast me an annoyed look that lasted just a moment  as she saw my face redden in shame.  “Oh, John, I’m sorry, darling,  I didn’t mean it.  You took wonderful care of me all these years.  Now it’s my turn to pull my weight and bring home the bacon for a while.  I don’t mind it.  Let’s just try to be strong for each other, shall we?”  She smiled at me and touched my cheek with her hand.  I looked her up and down, noticing that she chose a modest dress that still showed off her slim figure and large bosom to good effect.
 
    
 
   “Well you do look simply smashing, and the men will all be falling over themselves to give you tips.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you darling, you give me confidence,” said my wife, and off she went to her interview.
 
    
 
   She was gone for several hours and I was starting to get worried when she finally arrived home, breathless and bright eyed, with her cheeks glowing a rosy red that I hadn’t seen in years.
 
    
 
   “My goodness, Sarah, what took so long?  I thought this was just an interview!” I exclaimed.
 
    
 
   “I’m so sorry, darling, but it was quite a whirlwind of activity once I got there,” she said, rushing over to the couch and throwing herself down dramatically by my side.  Her hair was done up in a curly style I hadn’t seen before and I realized she was wearing garish stage makeup.
 
    
 
   “Look at you dear, what happened to your hair and makeup?” I asked in dismay.
 
    
 
   “Let me start from the beginning,” she said, tossing her purse aside and leaning back in the couch.  “When I arrived, Tony and Chico, the managers interviewed me for just a few minutes and then asked to see me in the cocktail server outfit.  They held up a tiny dress and stockings and asked me to get changed.  I asked them where I could go to have some privacy and they just laughed and said I should change right there in their office while they watched.”  She gave me a bashful look at this point as I felt the blood drain from my face.
 
    
 
   “You can’t be serious,” I stammered.
 
    
 
   Sarah reached out and grabbed my hand to comfort me.  “Now darling, imagine how I felt.  I am a grown women, but these two young fellows had me blushing like a schoolgirl.  I told them that I thought this request was very inappropriate, but they just laughed and told me that if I couldn’t strip to my underwear for them, then I probably wouldn’t be able to handle the job.  Now I felt challenged by that, and I wanted to prove my mettle, so I stood facing them and took my dress right off while they watched.”
 
    
 
   “Good God!”
 
    
 
   “I know, darling, aren’t I scandalous!” giggled Sarah, slapping my thigh gaily.  “And those two scoundrels just drank in the sight of me in my underwear and simply growled their approval.  I have to say, it was quite flattering for an old lady like myself.”
 
    
 
   “Now honey, you are only 42 after all, and you still have a wonderful figure,” I said, sensing that this was the thing to say at that moment.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yes, apparently I do from the reaction I got from Tony and Chico,” she said, tossing her hair playfully.  “Anyway, as they watched me put on the fishnet stockings that are part of the uniform for the cocktail waitresses, they asked me if I wouldn’t prefer to take a position as an erotic dancer.”
 
    
 
   I just laughed out loud at the thought of my meek wife dancing on a pole for a bunch of crass boors.
 
    
 
   “Why are you laughing?” she asked drawing herself up indignantly.  “You just said that I have a nice figure, and I did take all those dance lessons.”
 
    
 
   “Dance lessons?” I laughed.  “What does ballroom dancing have to do with stripping in a club?”
 
    
 
   My wife blushed and said nothing, casting her eyes downward.
 
    
 
   “Come now, dear, this is really beyond the pale.  Stripping nude on stage for strange men?  You can’t seriously be considering this?”
 
    
 
   “Darling, you haven’t heard how much it earns,” she said solemnly, nodding her head at me.
 
    
 
   “But, but, there is more to life than money, isn’t there?”  I was feeling very nervous at this point, amazed that she seemed to be seriously considering this.
 
    
 
   “Well of course dear, but actually, I was intrigued by the idea.  It might be exciting.  Maybe I’ve been too conservative, sexually.”
 
    
 
   “Now wait a minute, I won’t have my wife getting naked in front of strange men. It just isn’t proper!”
 
    
 
   “Now look here, John Goodson, I may be your wife, but I am a grown woman, and I can make my own decisions about what sort of work I try,” said Sarah drawing herself upright and tilting her chin up defiantly.  “The fact is that men will pay inexplicable sums just to look at a woman’s boobies.  I could make as much in one week as an entire month at the library.  And though I always thought strip clubs would be seedy and gross, Tony and Chico’s place was quite classy, with a better sort of clientele.”
 
    
 
   “Sarah, I am simply flabbergasted that you would consider this.  What if someone we know saw you there?”  
 
    
 
   “Come now, John.  Do you really think any of our friends frequent gentlemen’s clubs in the city? I find that far-fetched.  Besides, if any man we know asked me what I was doing there, I could very well ask him the same question and then threaten to tell his wife!”  Sarah broke out laughing with devilish twinkle in her eye and slapped my thigh again.  “Come now John, don’t be a stick in the mud, let your old wife have a bit of a midlife spree.  I will just try it for a few weeks to see how it goes.”
 
    
 
   I looked at Sarah’s merry expression and felt quite conflicted.  “I have to admit Sarah, this makes me jealous to think of you stripping naked for other men, but I guess it’s also sort of racy in a way.  Maybe I’ve taken you too much for granted after all these years.”
 
    
 
   “Well if you want to hear something racy, let me tell you what happened when Tony and Chico convinced me to do an audition for them, stripping on stage.”  Sarah wriggled with excitement at the thought.
 
    
 
   “What, you did that today?” I gasped.
 
    
 
   “Yep,” said Sarah with a smug little smile.  “I climbed right on stage in my underwear and fishnets and did a little foxtrot.  I teased them a bit, unsnapping my bra and holding it in front of my boobs and making as though to take it off before pulling it back in place at the last minute.  Then I dropped the bra but covered up my nipples with my hands.  Then I covered my breasts with one hand while inching down my panties with the other.  I covered my vagina with one hand and wiggled my panties down to my ankles by shaking my hips, and then I finally let them see it all at once, throwing my hands in the air for a grand finale.  They simply loved it and the shouted and clapped with excitement.  They said that a lot of the younger girls didn’t do enough teasing, but that really makes it fun I think.”
 
    
 
   “I can’t believe you did that!” I said, my mouth dry.  I had developed a painful erection as my wife’s story progressed.  “I have to admit it was a titillating tale.”
 
    
 
   “So I see,” exclaimed Sarah noticing the bulge in my pants.  “Here, let me help you with that.”  And then she unzipped my fly, pulled out my penis and started sucking it right away.  After a moment, she pulled my dick from her mouth and swung her leg over to straddle me.  My erection pushed right inside her hot wet pussy and we both groaned with pleasure.  As she started bouncing up and down on my cock, I had a thought.
 
    
 
   “Wait, you aren’t wearing any panties,” I said.
 
    
 
   “Nope, Chico asked if he could keep them as a memento, that cheeky fellow,” she panted.  
 
    
 
   Soon I was spurting my cum inside her, gripping her soft round ass in ecstasy as she fingered herself to climax with me.  She jumped off of my deflating cock agilely and pulled the hem of her dress down.
 
    
 
   “Alrighty then, what should I make for dinner?  Steak?”  She skipped off to the kitchen to fix dinner as I shook my head with bemusement.
 
    
 
   The next day, she started her new job and I felt awkward waiting at home for her to return.  I kept imagining her stripping naked for strange men and I kept getting embarrassing erections at the thought even though my gut was churning with anxiety, jealousy, and shame.  I couldn’t relax and kept wandering around the the house in a distracted state, rubbing my sweaty palms on the thighs of my trousers trying to dry them.
 
    
 
   When she finally arrived home after her first shift, I had to force myself to sit down and pretend to read a book to keep myself from running to greet her at the front door, which would have seemed strange and needy.
 
    
 
   Sarah had a strange swagger to her step as she entered the living room and joined me on the couch.  Her cheeks glowed with excitement again and she held her chin a bit higher than normal.  She seemed confident, almost haughty.
 
    
 
   “Well, you seem quite pleased with yourself, young lady,” I said, teasing her and putting aside my book, which I realized I had been holding upside down.
 
    
 
   “Yes, well, this job looks to be even more lucrative than I imagined,” she said, pulling a fat roll of bills from her purse and tossing it on the table.  “I made more money than any of the younger girls, and they all crowded around me asking for pointers by the end of the night.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” I said, grabbing the roll and thumbing through it, impressed by the number of 20’s and 50’s in the wad of cash.  “What’s your secret?”
 
    
 
   My wife gave me a devilish look and leaned forward to confide in me.  “Well first of all, I don’t just ignore the fellows who hold up smaller bills, I taunt them and play them off against one another.  If one client holds up a five dollar bill, I point to the guy waving a twenty and tease him for being cheap.  I made a lot of crude jokes equating the size of bills to penis sizes.”
 
    
 
   “Oh goodness,” I laughed.  “That doesn’t sound like you.”  I relished the idea of my normally quiet wife manipulating these strip club denizens.  It was a side of her I never would have guessed at.
 
    
 
   “Well the whiskey helped, I must admit,” she chuckled.  “Also, I make sure to only flash my naked body a little bit and I cover right up again.  I make them pay for every little flash of nipple or, uh,  flash of pink.”  She blushed deeply as she said this.
 
    
 
   “Flash of pink?” I gulped, my throat constricting and my mouth going dry.
 
    
 
   “I know, darling.  Try not to think about it too much.  This is simply a shameless profession,” she said taking my hand and giving me a look of concern.  “Especially this whole VIP room business.  But I have to admit, that’s where a girl can earn quite a chunk if she isn’t too squeamish.”
 
    
 
   “Squeamish?” I asked, my heart pounding in my chest.
 
    
 
   “Oh, you know, about semen and such,” she said, gritting her teeth a bit in hesitation.  She saw my face go white as I started to hyperventilate and she patted my hand urgently.  “Honestly, darling, it really is best if you don’t think about it in too much detail.  Let’s just think about how we will spend our money.”  But then she noticed the tent in my trousers from my stiff penis.  “Oh, here, let me take care of this for you dear,” she said, expertly unzipping my fly and extracting my penis deftly. 
 
    
 
   I groaned in pleasure as she rubbed my balls with one hand and jerked my shaft with the other.
 
    
 
   “There, now, doesn’t this feel better,” she cooed soothingly.
 
    
 
   “Sarah, I want to come down there and see what sort of things are going on,” I stammered as she pulled my pud, bringing me closer and closer to climax.  
 
    
 
   “Ok, darling, whatever you say,” she said, dropping her head down to engulf my glans.  She sucked with surprising force as she tugged on my cock and I found myself ejaculating into her mouth within minutes.  “There, now, don’t you feel, better?” she asked with a friendly smile as she wiped my cum from her chin.  “Now let’s go out to a nice restaurant.  My treat!”
 
 
   The next night as my wife got ready to go back to the strip club, I confronted her.
 
    
 
   “Sarah, I am going to come down there and see what goes on at this strip club,” I demanded shakily.
 
    
 
   She paused as she was applying her garish stripper makeup and bit her lip as she looked at me with trepidation.  “I don’t think that’s a very good idea, darling.  You will just get upset.”
 
    
 
   “Why would I get upset?” I asked, feeling my stomach churn with anxiety.
 
    
 
   “Well, you know, dear, perhaps it will make you jealous to see me carrying on with the clientele,” she said taking my hand.  “You know it’s all perfectly harmless, strictly business, but it might be hard for a husband to watch his wife, uh, servicing other men’s sexual needs.”
 
    
 
   “Servicing their needs?” I squawked indignantly.
 
    
 
   “Well, certainly dear, that’s what exotic dancers do, isn’t it?” she asked innocently.  “Men have these sexual urges and some can’t get their needs met for whatever reason, so they pay women in strip clubs to, well, to service their needs.  I mean, do I have to spell it out for you?”
 
    
 
   “I’ve never been to a strip club, Sarah,” I said reasonably.  “How would I know what goes on there?”
 
    
 
   She looked at me compassionately for a moment and then sighed.  “Alright, dear.  But please don’t make a scene.  This is a very lucrative job I have.”
 
    
 
   My wife chatted away happily as I drove her to the club where she worked, but my mind with distracted by jealousy and excitement.  Part of me was extremely aroused by the idea of other men ogling my naked wife, but I was afraid to admit that to Sarah.
 
    
 
   When we arrived at the club, Sarah hurried off to a side entrance after telling the doorman that I was her guest.  The doorman looked me over with interest.  He resembled a linebacker stuffed into a tuxedo that seemed ready to burst apart at the seems from his massive muscles at any moment.  I was immediately wary of him.
 
    
 
   “You Sarah’s friend, huh?” he asked, rolling his neck to loosen some stiffness.
 
    
 
   “Err, well, I’m her husband actually,” I admitted timidly.
 
    
 
   The big man broke out in a hearty guffaw before recovering his composure.  “The fuck?  I figured the old girl was divorced or something. You into some kinky shit, huh?”  He gave me a lecherous grin and patted me on the back.  “Have fun, buddy.”
 
    
 
   I wanted to object, but a line was forming behind me so I just ducked my head in shame and entered the club.  I knew it was an upscale place, but I was surprised at how modern and tasteful the interior was, with backlit filigree wall treatments and properly done faux-marble bar.  The main room had a 40 foot ceiling and a mezzanine level with additional seating.  The crowd was mostly comprised of businessmen in expensive suits and I felt immediately underdressed as I made my way to the bar.
 
    
 
   I was about to order my drink when I recognized my next-door neighbor, Henry approaching.  I tried to duck away, but he saw me and I had to stand my ground and greet him.
 
    
 
   “John Goodson, my God, what on earth are YOU doing here?” asked Henry with a nervous smile.  “Does Sarah know you are hanging around strip clubs these days?”
 
    
 
   I blushed a deep red and stammered my response, “Well, uh, Henry, I might you the same question.  Does, does Rachel know you are here tonight?”
 
    
 
   Henry’s face fell in response and he glanced over his shoulder guiltily.  “Actually, Rachel would kill me if she found out, so let’s keep this between ourselves, shall we?  I have a big client in town and he insisted that I take him out to a gentlemen’s club.  You see he knows we have a big expense account set aside for his entertainment and he wants to make the most of it.”
 
    
 
   “Really?  How much do you have allocated?” I asked, my accountant curiosity kicking in.
 
    
 
   “Five grand!” exclaimed Henry.  “We are negotiating a six figure upgrade deal and my boss is pulling out all the stops.”
 
    
 
   “Wow, we never had an expense account for strip clubs at the non-profits.”
 
    
 
   Just then a big man with spikey hair wearing a dark grey suit and bright pink tie approached and clapped Henry on the shoulder.  “Henry, where are those drinks?  I am dying of thirst over there.”
 
 
   “Oh, sorry Dirk, I just bumped into my neighbor, John.  But I will get the drinks right away.”
 
    
 
   Dirk gave me a winning smile and held out his hand,  “Howdy, John, I’m Dirk.  Why don’t you join us for a couple of drinks?  We are on a big expense account tonight, so the sky's the limit.”
 
    
 
   I gave Henry a questioning smile and he nodded in resignation.  “Yes John, why not join us?”
 
    
 
   Henry ordered the drinks and I accompanied he and Dirk to a reserved table right at the edge of the stage.  A younger woman was just finishing her routine and she hopped down from the stage to give a group of young men a lap dance.
 
    
 
   As we settled into our seats, a pair of bouncers wheeled a file cabinet and a desk onto the stage as the announcer came on the microphone.  “We have special treat for you fellows next.  I am sure you have all fantasized about that voluptuous secretary at work and wondered what sort of body she had hidden under her work clothes.  Well Sarah Sin is going to give you all a thrill by revealing just that with her latest act.  She calls it ‘A hard day at work.’  Give her a big hand, gents.”
 
    
 
   My gut dropped as my wife strolled casually onto the stage wearing a tight tweed skirt suit, black stockings and fake cat-eye glasses.  Her hair was done up in a bun, and she looked every bit like a nerdy office slut.  Henry practically choked on his martini when he recognized her and her gave me a look of utter shock.  I just shrugged in chagrin, my face burning with embarrassment.  Sarah glanced down and noticed Henry and I sitting by the stage, but she didn’t miss a beat and just gave us a quick wink of acknowledgement.
 
    
 
   “Rawr, now that’s the sort of woman I go for,” growled Dirk as Sarah began her routine.  “I get sick of these skinny young girls they throw at you.  I like an hourglass figure on a mature lady in her 30’s.”
 
    
 
   “I think she’s a bit older than that,” offered Henry giving me a questioning glance.
 
    
 
   “Nonsense, she can’t be older than 35.  What do you think, John?  You like her?”  he asked slapping my knee.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, she’s very sexy,” I allowed.  “She certainly has the body of a 35 year old.”  My gut was churning already in anxiety at his interest and my wife hadn’t even disrobed yet.
 
    
 
   Sarah pantomimed being hot by waving her hand before her face as she stripped out of her jacket and unbuttoned her blouse.  Then she bent down to rummage in the bottom drawer of the filing cabinet and wiggled her round rump to the beat of the music.  As her skirt hiked up, it revealed a garter on each thigh.
 
    
 
   “Lookit the caboose on that slut, will you?” cheered Dirk excitedly.  “Henry, give me some cash, I need to tip this one.”  He held out his hand impatiently and Henry handed over a thick roll of twenty and fifty dollar bills.
 
    
 
   I watched helplessly as Dirk called out to my wife.  “Hey honey, bring that ass over here and let me grab a feel.”  He waved a 20 dollar bill at her and she minced backward, still bent over grinning back at him until he was in range.  He stuffed the 20 into a garter and then reached his hand up the back of her skirt to grope my wife’s rear.  She put her hand over her mouth in mock surprise as he pinched and squeezed her buttocks.  
 
    
 
   Henry shifted in his seat uncomfortably as we watched and then bent over to whisper in my ear.  “John, what on earth is going on here?”
 
    
 
   “What can I say?  Times are tough,” I hissed.  “Let’s talk about it later.”  I could feel a cold sweat breaking out in my armpits.
 
    
 
   He gave me a compassionate look and shook his head sadly before leaning back in his seat.
 
    
 
   Meanwhile Dirk was probing between my wife’s thighs and she slapped his hand playfully.
 
    
 
   “That’s enough touching for now,” she laughed.  “But if give me another twenty, I will let you unzip my skirt.”
 
    
 
   Dirk readily obliged, tucking another bill into her garter and eagerly tugging the zipper at the back of her skirt down.  Sweat was starting to bead up on his forehead and my stomach was roiling with shame and jealousy.  I watched in sick fascination as Sarah wriggled out of her skirt while the men hooted and shouted drunkenly all around me.  I could barely catch my breath as her skirt dropped to the floor and  she kicked it aside dismissively.  Sarah stood and turned and pretended to do some more filing before tugging at the collar of her blouse.  
 
    
 
   Soon she was discarding her blouse and she standing before this crowd of strange men in her bra, panties, and stockings.  I glanced over at Henry whose mouth was hanging open in fascination as he watched my wife strip and I felt like kicking him, but I restrained myself.  Some guys at the other side of the stage were waving bills at her, so Sarah approached and offered her shapely leg to them so they could tuck the bills into her garter and then she unsnapped her bra and released her pendulous breasts.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit, that MILF is fucking stacked!  Lookit those goddamn titties, will you?” shouted Dirk excitedly.  “I’m getting a lapdance from her for sure.  I wanna bury my face right between those knockers.  What do you say, Henry?”
 
    
 
   Henry gave me an uneasy look before smiling nervously and agreeing with Dirk.  “Uh, yeah, I’m game if you are,” he said, shooting me an apologetic grimace.  I just gritted my teeth into a false grin and said nothing.
 
    
 
   Sarah pranced back over to our side of the stage and started slipping her panties down over her wide hips.  She got them half-way off, with her snatch nearly exposed and then held out her hand to Dirk and rubbed her fingers together suggestively.  I couldn’t believe that my meek little wife was being so saucy. There was a glint of delight in her eyes as Dirk ripped through his wad of bills and thrust a pair of twenties into her garter.  She turned around and bent over at the waist to slide her panties all the way off and we all gazed at her lovely round ass.  Her labia was swollen and poked through between her thighs.
 
    
 
   “Spread your lips!” cried Dirk frantically, gripping the bulge in his pants with one hand.
 
    
 
   “You know what to do,” she responded with a grin, edging closer to the edge of the stage.
 
    
 
   Dirk eagerly tucked a fifty into Sarah’s garter and she reached back and parted her labia for him, exposing her pink vagina for all to see.  He reached up impulsively and thrust one finger inside her and she gasped in surprise and slapped his hand away.  I sat watching in shock as this stranger fingered my wife and I noticed that my own penis became painfully erect at the sight.  Nonetheless, I was about to object when a bouncer appeared immediately and pushed Dirk back in his seat where he fell, red-faced and breathing heavily.  
 
    
 
   “Watch yourself, asshole,” said the bouncer, flexing his arms menacingly.  “I’ll toss you right out of here if you don’t keep your hands to yourself.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, no, Jordy, he’s ok.  He was just about to buy a lap dance, weren’t you dear?” she asked batting her eyelashes at Dirk.
 
    
 
   “Hell, yeah!” exclaimed Dirk, pulling  a hundred dollar bill from the roll.
 
    
 
   Sarah was stark naked now except for her stockings.  Her neatly trimmed bush and hard pink nipples were on show for all to see.  I noticed Henry drinking in her body with his eyes as Sarah minced down the stairs to snatch the money from Dirk and quickly straddle his lap.  I watched in shock as she ground her vagina against the bulge in his pants while he gripped her buttocks and thrust himself against her.
 
    
 
   “My God, Sarah, what are you doing?” I gasped, trying to hide the tent my own erection was pitching in my pants.
 
    
 
   “Why, I am just earning my money, dear.  This is simply a business transaction,” she said innocently.
 
    
 
   Dirk was too distracted to notice our familiar banter and grunted,  “Gimme a nipple to suck on.”
 
    
 
   “That’s extra,” she cautioned, holding one boob in her hand with her nipple just out of reach of his mouth.
 
    
 
   “I’ll pay, I’ll pay,” begged Dirk, sticking his tongue out hungrily.
 
    
 
   “Alright, dear, alright, here you go,” said my wife, feeding her nipple into Dirk’s waiting mouth gently.  She patted his head affectionately as he loudly slurped on her tit.  “My goodness, men are such big babies when it comes to boobs,” she told me with a smile.  Then she turned to Henry and greeted him warmly.  “How are you doing, Henry, would you like a lap dance next?” she asked coyly.
 
    
 
   “Uh, I don’t think John would like that,” he said evasively.
 
    
 
   “Hold that thought,” she said as she ground her crotch down onto Dirk’s bulge.  She pulled her tit out of his mouth and took Dirk’s cheeks in her hands.  “My goodness, you’ve got quite a stiffy down there, don’t you young man?” she teased.  “Maybe we should go to the VIP room so I can help you with that in private.”
 
    
 
   “Let’s do it,” agreed Dirk quickly, gripping my wife’s big boobs in his hands and squeezing and pinching her nipples.
 
    
 
   “But you didn’t even ask the price,” laughed Sarah pulling his hands away gently but brushing her boobs across his face playfully.
 
    
 
   “I don’t care what it costs, we are on Henry’s expense account,” said Dirk, jumping to his feet and grabbing my wife around the waist.  
 
    
 
   “Oh, well, why didn’t you say so?” she said, her eyes lighting up with a mercenary glow.
 
    
 
   “Come along, boys, let's go give this cougar a workout,” chuckled Dirk as Sarah lead him around the stage to a private room.
 
    
 
   “Uh, maybe you don’t want to see this part,” warned Henry as he and I hurried along behind Sarah and Dirk.
 
    
 
   “Are you kidding me?” I snapped.  “Do you think I am just going to let my wife go back there alone without any supervision?”
 
    
 
   “Supervision?” asked Henry skeptically as he gave me a queasy look.
 
    
 
   We entered a small room with leather couches, a disco ball and a bucket with a couple of bottles of chilled champagne.  Sarah wasted no time and pushed Dirk down onto a couch and flopped down next to him.  Henry and I sat on the couch opposite as Sarah deftly unzipped Dirk’s fly and pulled out his throbbing penis.
 
    
 
   “Oh my, you are a big boy, aren’t you,” she purred as she stroked Dirk’s rod.
 
    
 
   “Sarah, what on earth are you doing?” I choked, unable to believe my eyes.
 
    
 
   “Hush, John, I am just servicing a client, nothing more.  What do you think these VIP rooms are for anyway?” she said with smile as you yanked on Dirk’s pud.
 
    
 
   “You are a dirty girl, suck it for me, will you?” pleaded Dirk as he groped my wife’s bare tits.
 
    
 
   “How large is your expense account, Henry?” asked Sarah casually.
 
    
 
   “Err, five thousand,” admitted Henry sheepishly.
 
    
 
   “Did you hear that, John?” she asked me matter-of-factly.
 
    
 
   “Yes, but,” I complained, but it was too late, she bowed her head and started sucking Dirk’s cock right there while I watched.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit, look at her go!” blurted Henry, unzipping his own fly so that he could jerk off while he watched my wife suck off his client.
 
    
 
   “Henry, for chrissake, that’s my wife!” I chided.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, John, but this is just too hot,” he said, avoiding my eyes as he spanked his monkey.
 
    
 
   “Wait what?” asked Dirk blearily, his head thrown back in ecstasy as Sarah’s head bobbed up and down on his dick. “Whose wife?  Are you kidding?”
 
    
 
   “Hush, dear, don’t worry your little head about it,” said Sarah, raising her head for a moment and patting Dirk’s glans.
 
    
 
   “Get on, get on top,” he urged.
 
    
 
   “Now, now, that’s going too far,” she said with a smile as she pinched the head of his cock.
 
    
 
   “I don’t care, I’ll pay a thousand, it’s nothing to me, it’s not even my money,” he gasped, pulling her arm urgently.
 
    
 
   “Fair enough,” agreed Sarah with a shrug and she threw her leg over Dirk’s lap and lowered herself easily down onto his straining dong.
 
    
 
   “Sarah, good god!” I cried, jumping to my feet in outrage.  My blood was pounding in my ears and my phallus was throbbing in my trousers.
 
    
 
   “Give me a moment, darling, I am making a thousand dollars,” moaned Sarah lustily as she bounced up and down on Dirk’s cock.
 
    
 
   “Yeah you are, you dirty whore,” he growled, gripping her buttocks lustily as he thrust himself up into my wife over and over.  “You earn that fucking money.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I am, I am,” she panted, slapping him in the face with her big jiggling boobs while she worked herself up and down on his prick.  I watched enthralled as his slick shaft penetrated my wife’s pussy over and over again.  It didn’t take him long before he groaned with pleasure and started shuddering with his climax.  I could tell that he was shooting his load right inside my wife’s womb and it made me crazy with jealousy and arousal.
 
    
 
   “Christ, did you just cum inside her?” asked Henry in surprise as he jerked himself off.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, you wanna do her next?  Be my guest, or uh, be your own guest, it’s your expense account,” said Dirk wiping sweat from his face with a smile as Sarah climbed off his deflated cock gingerly.
 
    
 
   “How do you like it Henry?” she asked simply, weighing her large breasts in her hands distractedly as she contemplated Henry’s stiff dick in his hand.
 
    
 
   “Doggystyle if you don’t mind,” said Henry, standing up impatiently.
 
    
 
   “Help yourself,” laughed Sarah, turning around and bending over to present her round rump to Henry.
 
    
 
   “Henry, how COULD you?” I blubbered indignantly.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry John, I guess I don’t make very good decisions when I’m all horned up like this.  But as least she’ll make some money from it,” he said as he put his dick into my wife’s cunt.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Henry, that’s quite a tool you have there,” purred Sarah.  “Rachel is a lucky lady.”
 
    
 
   “Jeez, Sarah, can we leave my wife out of this, I am trying to enjoy myself,” whined Henry.
 
    
 
   “Wait do you two know each other or something?” asked Dirk as he popped open a champagne bottle.
 
    
 
   “Uh, yeah, John and Sarah are my next door neighbors,” admitted Henry as he humped my wife from behind, making her tits swing back and forth provocatively. 
 
    
 
   “You gotta be shitting me!” laughed Dirk, taking a swig of the bubbly.  “This is so fucking twisted!”  Then he turned to me and his eyes widened incredulously.  “Are you her fucking husband?  No way!  How could you just stand there while I dicked your wife?  I mean what the hell are you doing letting your wife strip in a club in the first place?!”
 
    
 
   “I’m cumming!” interrupted Henry ardently as he pounded away on my wife from behind with his hands clamped to her hips in a death grip.
 
    
 
   “Go right ahead dear, just let it go,” coaxed Sarah over her shoulder with her hands on her knees.  “You can do it.”
 
    
 
   “Urrgh,” cried Henry as he spurted his load inside my woman.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, this is incredibly fucked up.  I never hung out with swingers before,” shouted Dirk excitedly.  “Man you just stood by and watched a stranger and then your neighbor fill up your wife with sperm.  What a sick fucker you are, John.”
 
    
 
   “Well we are a couple of grand richer for it,” said  Sarah smugly, straightening up as Henry withdrew his sodden dong from her twat.  I was standing there shaking with anger and frustration and she walked over to me naked and noticed the huge bulge in my pants.  “John, look at the boner you have, your willie must have found this entertaining,” she said bashfully, pinching my stiffy through my trousers.
 
    
 
   “You’ve been, disloyal,” I pouted, trying to ignore how good it felt as she played with my penis.
 
    
 
   “Dirk, give John the money, it will make him feel better,” she said, wrapping her arm around my waist as she unzipped my fly and started tugging my johnson in earnest.
 
    
 
   “Gladly, pretty lady,” said Dirk, tossing me the wad of cash.
 
    
 
   I caught the chunk of cash and thumbed through the bills numbly as Sarah jerked my weiner.  “Uh, there is more like three thousand here,” I muttered.
 
    
 
   “Keep it,  you ALL earned it.  I got a great fuck AND an incredible story for the boys back home,” laughed Dirk.  “Besides, it’s all expense account money, so all it means is a headache for Henry on Monday when he fills out the expense report.”
 
    
 
   “Actually my boss already signed off on it.  He knew we were coming to the Gold Club and is expecting to see a large miscellaneous cash line item on the report,” said Henry with a wave of the hand as he wiped the cum from his penis with his handkerchief and zipped up his fly.
 
    
 
   “There you go, John, you take the money,” said Sarah as she reached down to rub my balls.
 
    
 
   “Hey man, that makes you a pimp!” shouted Dirk with delight.  He pointed his finger at me and laughed hysterically.  “You are the most buttoned down pimp I ever saw,” he chortled.
 
    
 
   I felt my face flush with embarrassment at the label and was about to object when Sarah patted me on the shoulder. “Well it’s sort of true, John.  I guess this does make you something of a pimp.  Now let me service my pimp daddy,” she said and dropped to her knees to start sucking my dick right in front of Dirk and Henry.
 
    
 
   “I’m not a goddamn pimp, I’m a CPA!” I objected weakly as Sarah gave me an amazing blowjob.
 
    
 
   “Accounting is actually a pretty good skill for a pimp to have,” said Henry, watching Sarah with interest as she went to town on my stiff cock.
 
    
 
   “Fuck yeah, got to keep the numbers straight,” said Dirk, holding up his champagne glass.
 
    
 
   I looked down at my wife as she hungrily licked my balls and the thought of her being my whore suddenly evoked an orgasm.  I started shooting hot spurts of semen all over her face.  She giggled in excitement and turned her face back and forth to receive a proper facial and I have to admit I sort of felt like a pimp for a moment with a huge wad of cash in my hand and my cum-covered wife on her knees before me in the VIP room of a fancy strip club.
 
    
 
   “Well, since you fellows have blown your wads already, both biologically and economically.  I will be off to the showers and then back on stage to find some high rollers with some cash left.  Toodles,”   laughed Sarah, climbing to her feet.  And with a little wave, she ran right out of the room while I stood there in a daze.
 
    
 
   “Ok, Ok, I guess I’m a pimp then,” I said pocketing the roll of cash.  “But I refuse to wear a red suit.”
 
    
 
   “That’s probably for the best, John,” said Henry, clapping me on the shoulder good-naturedly.  “No sense in attracting undue attention.” 
 
    
 
   The End – Volume 4
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Wife’s First Boudoir Photos
 
    
 
   “So I was having coffee with Janet and Abbey today,” said my wife, Claudia.  She was gazing down into her teacup as she stirred it and I sensed something was wrong.  Her normally pale white cheeks seemed flushed.
 
    
 
   “What’s the matter, are you embarrassed about something, dear?” 
 
    
 
   “Well, they were telling me about these boudoir photos they each had taken.”
 
    
 
   “Boudoir, as in bedroom?”  I scratched my head in confusion.
 
    
 
   “Right, I guess there is a trend now of middle aged housewives doing sexy photo shoots in opulent hotel suites so they have some record of themselves looking good before they go completely downhill.”  Claudia snorted with derision as she peered down into her tea cup.   “I’m sure you’ve seen things like that online.  Pouting ladies in skimpy lingerie stretching out on luxurious chaise lounge chairs.”
 
    
 
   “Uh, yeah, I might have seen something like that online before.”  I gulped guiltily and made a show of tugging at my collar.
 
    
 
   Claudia rewarded me with the briefest of smirks and I could tell something was truly bothering her.  “Ha, ha, I’m sure you look at raunchier things than that when you go into your den and get on the internet.  I don’t even want to know what I’d find if I had your password and could see your internet history.  But getting back to the point, my friends are trying to convince me to go do a boudoir shoot.”  She paused and looked up and me hesitantly.   “What a laugh, right?  I’ve already gone downhill.”
 
    
 
   “What are you talking about?  You still look great.  Look at those gorgeous boobs of yours.”  I wagged my eyebrows at my wife lewdly.
 
    
 
   She blushed a bit more and covered her breasts with her hands demurely.  “Stop it.  Men don’t look at me anymore.”
 
    
 
   “Jeez, you sound bitter about it.  Do you enjoy catcalls?”
 
    
 
   “I would at this point.”  She sighed and gazed out the window at our expansive backyard was enveloped by the encroaching gloom of dusk.  “And we never have sex anymore.”
 
    
 
   “Ahh.” I rubbed my face and said nothing for a moment.  “Well, it sounds like you could use a boost to your self-esteem.  Why not go get made-up and have the pictures taken then.  I’m sure they will come out looking marvelous.”
 
    
 
   “Do you think so?”  She tugged a strand of grey-blonde hair down into her face and peeked at me shyly from behind it.  Have I really lost track how beautiful and vulnerable my wife could be?  My heart melted when I saw how bashful she seemed.
 
    
 
   “Of course, I’m just worried about one thing.  I don’t want you getting half naked in front of some handsome male photographer.”
 
    
 
   “What are you jealous?”  My wife laughed gaily at the idea.  “As though some young guy would be interested in an old bag like me.”  I gave her a stern look and she regained her composure.  “Anyway, I think these boudoir photographers are all women.  I called one place today and spoke with a woman.”
 
    
 
   “Really, you called a place?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, do you want to go with me?”  She seemed excited and the idea of watching my wife model lingerie piqued my imagination and I could feel my johnson growing stiffer as I thought about it.  
 
    
 
   I got up and gave her a kiss and that lead to me casually groping her boob and then she noticed that I was getting harder and started squeezing my bulge and it the next thing I knew, I had her bent over the kitchen table with her panties around her ankles and her skirt above her waist as I dogged her from behind.  I gripped her soft white hips as I pictured my lovely wife parading around in provocative lingerie and I was quickly emptying my seed inside her.
 
    
 
   “Hmm, this photo shoot idea is spicing up our love life already,” she said, smiling brightly  back at me over her shoulder as I tenderly withdrew from her.
 
    
 
   “Possibly.”  And we both laughed and hugged there in the kitchen.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Claudia made the arrangements with a studio to have the shoot in the bridal suite of a posh hotel downtown.  We were greeted by a pair of young latinas who explained that they were just the hair and makeup assistants and that the photographer and lighting person were running a bit late.  They handed us glasses of champagne so we could loosen up and the young women fussed over my wife while I wandered through the expansive rooms.  It was an old hotel and the ceilings were high with ornate crown moulding.  The windows provided a gorgeous view of San Francisco’s skyline.  Someone had hung sheer fabric sheets from the ceiling to add ambience.
 
    
 
   There was a light tap at the door and then two young hispanic men came into the room.  I was immediately taken aback by how rough these two looked.  The shorter man had a tattoo of a hummingbird on his neck, a thin moustache, and dark black, slicked back hair.  His partner was a big, muscular fellow with a scar on his upper lip, a pony tail, and cold black eyes.  Both men wore wife beaters and saggy jeans hanging low so that their boxers were showing.  The shorter fellow had a camera around his neck and carried a lens case, and the bigger guy was hauling in a bunch of lighting equipment.
 
    
 
   “Hey, you must be Claudia’s husband, George,” said the short photographer.  “I’m Juan and this is my cousin Enrique.  Sorry we are late, our other shoot went over.  Where’s the sexy lady?”
 
    
 
   “Ah, Claudia is just finishing up with hair and makeup, but uh, I thought the photographer was going to be a female.”
 
    
 
   He reached down and grabbed his testicles and thought for a minute and then said, “Nope.”  His cousin broke out laughing and I smiled along wryly.
 
    
 
   The two latinas ushered my wife into the room, and Juan whistled appreciatively.  She was still in her modest dress, but her hair was done up in elaborate curls.  I thought the make-up was overdone and garish, basically stage makeup, but I guessed that’s what was needed for photography.
 
    
 
   “And you must be Claudia,” said Juan, rushing forward and grabbing her hand so he could kiss it.  He looked her up and down dramatically.  “I am Juan and I will be photographing your sensuousness today.  You are one gorgeous lady.  This will really be a pleasure.  Enrique, bring in trunk with the lingerie.  We got to spice things up a little in here.”  He gave a guttural, unsavory laugh that made my stomach roil.  Claudia looked down at the photographer with a bemused smile and then looked at me and immediately noticed my discomfort.
 
    
 
   “We thought the photographer was going to be a woman,” I repeated lamely and Juan gave me an annoyed glance.
 
    
 
   “I know, I know, a lot of studios have women photographers because that makes the customers comfortable.  And they joke around and act silly and make funny faces.  It’s like a slumber party.  And the pictures reflect like, that energy, you know?  They aren’t sexy, they are just funny.   You need a man taking the pictures to really bring out a woman’s sexuality.  Compare my photos to the stuff the other studios produce.  No comparison.  My pictures scream raw sex appeal.  Those others are just, safe, mine are dangerous!”  Juan puffed his chest out, proud of his little diatribe and Enrique and the two girls nodded along, clearly impressed.
 
    
 
    “I’m not sure dangerous is what we are looking for,” I said hesitantly.  
 
    
 
   Claudia intervened before Juan could answer.  “Excuse us a moment, won’t you?  I just need to have a little chat with my husband.  I don’t think he is comfortable with me, err, being sensuous around strange men.”
 
    
 
   “Certainly pretty lady,” said Juan unctuously.  He looked her body up and down in a way that made me angry.  As she walked over to me he tilted his head and pursed his lips in appreciation as he checked out her rear.
 
    
 
   “Honey, we can’t go through with this.  Look at those guys,” I hissed gesturing at the two young men as they went about setting up the equipment.
 
    
 
   “You’re gonna have to pay for the room no matter what,” called Juan.  “It’s gonna be expensive.”
 
    
 
   Claudia smiled over at him and waved.  “Yes, thank you, we understand,” she called out.  Then she turned back to me and lowered her voice.  “They do seem a bit rough around the edges, but I think he made a good point.  Having a male photographer makes it riskier.  Besides, I’m actually kind of a sucker for blatant flattery.   I think he’s cute.”
 
    
 
   I looked at Claudia with frank amazement.  “Claudia he looks like a street hooligan.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, don’t be silly, that’s just the look kids have these days.”  She waved her hand dismissively.  She saw me staring back at her and laughed.  “My goodness, you aren’t actually jealous are you?”
 
    
 
   I shifted uncomfortably under her gaze and rubbed my head.
 
    
 
   “George?  This is me here, your wife for 15 years.”
 
    
 
   “But you will be prancing around practically naked,” I whispered.
 
    
 
   “That’s the idea!”  She raised her eyebrows at me in exasperation.  “Just get a grip on yourself.  These young guys aren’t going to get all worked up over a middle-aged lady like me.  And besides, we already paid for the room, so let’s go through with it.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, ok, but I need another drink.”
 
    
 
   “Isabella, can you pour George and I more champagne.  We need to calm our nerves a bit.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, ok, great, I’m glad you and George got everything worked out,” said Juan taking my wife by the arm.  “We have a big trunk of sexy lingerie back here and we set up a folding screen so that you have some privacy while you change.  I think you should start out with just a lacy bra and panties along with some nice black stockings.  Pick a pair that are really transparent.  I like to see some nipples.”  Juan waggled his eyebrows at Claudia salaciously.
 
    
 
   “Ha, I’ll bet you do,” Claudia laughed as she went behind the screen.
 
    
 
   “Oh, man, your wife is so fucking hot. I can’t wait to see her put those titties on display,” Juan said, rubbing his hands together excitedly.
 
    
 
   “Uh, yeah,” I replied with a look of annoyance.
 
    
 
   “Oh man, don’t be like that,” he replied, slapping me on the shoulder.  “Of course I love my work, can you blame me?”  He winked at me lewdly, then turned to watch Claudia’s shadow on the screen as she undressed.  “Oh wow, look at this, she is totally backlit.”  He ran over to the screen with his camera.  “Claudia, baby, once you get all your clothes off, let me know, I want to get some shots of your shadow on the screen.  They’re gonna be so hot.”
 
    
 
   “Well, I’m undressed now,” said Claudia hesitantly.
 
    
 
   “Great, turn sideways and lift your arms above your head and stick your rump out.  I wanna see those big knockers jutting out in one direction and that sweet ass poking out in the other.  Yeah, like that, so fuckin hot, Yeah!”  Juan was clicking madly away with his camera and Enrique stood behind him so he could see the shadow of my wife’s curvaceous form.   “Your nipples aren’t hard enough, pinch them for me, make them pop.”
 
    
 
   “Uh, wow, ok,” giggled Claudia and Juan snapped photos of her shadow as she tweaked her nipples.  “How’s this?”  She turned to the side again.
 
    
 
   “Ah, not quite, come closer to the screen.  Yeah, now cup your boobs in your hands to support them sort of, yeah, you got it, you are a natural, baby, you’re making me hard already.  Aw yeah, stick that ass out, wow!  What a shelf!”
 
    
 
   “Ok, uh, that’s a little explicit, isn’t it?” I said, taking a gulp of champagne as I stood awkwardly to the side.  “I mean, that’s my wife you’re talking to.”
 
    
 
   Juan didn’t bother to turn as he snapped a stream of photos.  “Man, I know that.  This is rapport a photographer has with his model.  He has to make her feel beautiful and he has to let her know that she is having an impact on him too. Just relax yourself, have some more champagne.  Ok, gorgeous, go ahead and put on that bra and panties.  I can’t wait to drink in the sight of your exposed flesh.”  He let his camera fall back to his chest and turned to face me.  “You know, we don’t normally have the husbands along for the ride.  If it’s freaking you out too much, you might want to duck out and get a cup of coffee.  Especially for the nude shots.”
 
    
 
   “Wait, I didn’t think you did nude shots,” I stammered.
 
    
 
   “Well, we do the tasteful stuff.  Like nude on her belly on the bed, maybe just a hint of bare ass, slightly out of focus, her dangling boobs covered up by her arm.  No nips or anything.  But of course, she has to get naked for that kind of shot and Enrique and I get to see everything.”
 
 
   “Yeah, I’m not…”
 
    
 
   “Ok, boys,” said Claudia brightly emerging from behind the screen.  She was wearing nothing but a black bra, panties, and black stockings.  Her erect nipples were clearly visible through the transparent bra and my jaw dropped when I saw her because she never wore such things at home.  Her bras never even matches her panties.  She had certainly put on weight over the years, but she wore it well and she had a good hourglass figure with a clearly defined waist and ample tits and ass.  Her skin was still smooth and fresh looking for a woman in her forties and she was showing plenty of skin.
 
    
 
   “Aww, yeah, that’s what I’m talking about,” crowed Juan.  “Check out those titties, bro.”
 
    
 
   “Super hot,” agreed Enrique nodded with agreement as he turned the lightbox to face her.
 
    
 
   “Um, ok,” said Claudia, putting her arms out awkwardly.  “Now what?”
 
    
 
   Juan was snapping away as she flailed her arms.  “See, see, that George.  That awkward expression, that nervousness of having strange men ogle her ta-ta’s.  That’s gold, baby, you are gonna thank me when you get these photos back.  So hot, so vulnerable.”
 
    
 
   Claudia put her hands on her waist and cocked one hip jauntily.  “Vulnerable?  Ha, I’m old enough to be your mother.”
 
    
 
   “I’d still do you,” smiled Juan.  “I don’t care how old you are with that body, baby.  I’d tap that ass with a quickness.  Let me see some, yeah, turn around and bend over a little.  Oooo-wee, thats a booty.  Spank it for me.  Oh yeah.  I’m springing one for you right now, for real.”  Juan gripped his crotch with one hand as he click pictures with the other and I was disgusted to see a bulge growing in his baggy jeans.
 
    
 
   Claudia laughed when she saw Juan’s bulge and she excitedly went through the series of lewd poses he suggested.  She was clearly loving every minute of it and relishing her role as slutty sex object.
 
    
 
   I was about to protest all of Juan’s crotch grabbing when Isabella came by and poured me more champagne.   She noticed my discomfort and smiled prettily up at me.  “You don’t seem super happy about this now, but I know you will just love the pictures later.  Juan get’s pretty raunchy and he’s just getting warmed up.  I mean, he still has his pants on and you already seem freaked out. Maybe you should come hang out in the other room with Maria and I.”
 
    
 
   “What do you mean, he takes his own pants off?” I gasped in shock.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, it adds to the sexual tension, you know.  But he’s right, it really comes across in the pictures.  Maria and I can keep you company though, we know what you’re going through.”  She batted her eyelashes at me and I could detect some strong innuendo.  Was this some kind of weird sex service posing as a photography studio.  But no, the camera and lighting were all top end professional gear and this studio came highly recommended.
 
    
 
   “We can show you our underwear if you want,” she whispered, opening her blouse slightly so I could get a peek at her pert cleavage.
 
    
 
   Sweat beaded up on my forehead as I gazed from Isabella’s boobs to my wife who was laughing hysterically and had her bra straps down as Juan coaxed her to pull her bra down farther and farther until it was just barely covering her areola.  “I don’t think I understand,” I told Isabella in a hoarse whisper.  “Are you strippers?”
 
    
 
   She grimaced at me and I immediately realized that I had make a drunken miscalculation.  “Jesus, cabron, of course not.  I was just playing with you.  Fuck, I was trying to be friendly and you repay with an insult, thanks alot.”  She clamped her shirt closed and stormed off in a huff while I muttered feeble apologies.  Meanwhile Juan had my wife down on her back, spreading her legs for him.  Her top was gone somehow and she was covering her nipples with one arm and pouting up at him seductively.  My own penis came erect at the sight and I noticed Juan gripping an outsized bulge in his jeans that belied his small frame.
 
    
 
   “Oh man, yeah, spread those foxy legs, mama.  Ooo, I’m real hard now.  If your husband weren’t here I would climb right on top  and teach you what’s it’s like to be with a real man.”  He was muttering quietly to her and he must have thought I couldn’t hear him.
 
    
 
   “You’re so dirty, Juan,” giggle my wife drunkenly.  She wasn’t used to drinking and she must have had a few because she seemed to be having the time of her life.
 
    
 
   “Uh, I can hear you,” I called.
 
    
 
   “Don’t interrupt me, George, I’m working.” Juan unbuckled his belt and dropped his trousers, and his big dick poked out, pitching a tent in his boxers as he stood over my supine wife snapping pictures madly with one hand and gripping his rod with the other.  Enrique looked on with interest, fingering his own bulge.  “Get up on the bed.  Yeah, that’s right, on your belly.  Open your mouth like you’re getting ready to take this dick into it.  Yeah, you know you want it, you filthy whore.  Now slide those panties off, nice and slow. Fuck yeah. let me get a few shots of that crack.  Nice, nice.”
 
    
 
   “This language is too strong, Juan,” I cautioned.
 
    
 
   He turned and glared at me angrily.  “Man, don’t tell me how to do my fucking job.  I’ll cool it when your wife tells me to cool, and she ain’t saying that.  In fact, she’s loving this shit.  So why don’t you go cool off with the girls in the other room while I take care of business in here.”
 
    
 
   “Go ahead, darling, I’ll be fine.  You are being overprotective,” called Claudia as she kicked her panties away and lay totally naked on the bed while this latin casanova stepped out of his pants and stood above her with his cock just inches from her face while her resumed taking photos of her bare ass.  She glanced longingly at Juan’s protruding member as Enrique came and hustled me out of the room.
 
    
 
   “Be cool, man, be cool, we are professionals.  We do this all the time,” said the big man as he lead me into the other room.  “Isabella, you watch this guy, will ya, he’s pissing Juan off.”
 
    
 
   “I know, that bendajo pissed me off earlier too,” sniffed Isabella as she sat chatting with Maria on a vintage leather chesterfield.
 
    
 
   Somehow they made me feel as though I was at fault and being unreasonable.  After all, we were paying for sexy photos.  Who was I to complain about the methods?  “I’m really sorry, folks, I just, well, it’s weird seeing my wife getting naked in front of a strange man and then have him whipping his dick around and everything.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that’s ok man, I sure wouldn’t let my woman do it,” laughed Enrique, clapping me on the shoulder.  “Now if you excuse me, I want to go check out your naked wife’s hot body, because she is a total MILF.”  He strode back into the bedroom but left the door open.
 
    
 
   “For reals, your wife is smokin’ hot,” laughed Maria.  “Juan’s gonna bust a nut right up in that shit.”
 
    
 
   “Ah, what?”
 
    
 
   “Don’t tease him, Maria,” said Isabella.  “He can’t handle it.”
 
    
 
   I heard Claudia suddenly cackle with laughter from the other room.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, are you serious?” laughed my wife.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I’m serious, lay on your back.  Ooh yeah, now spread them.  Uh huh, hold up Enrique, hold up.  Pinch those nipples, yeah.  Oh fuck yeah.  Ok, ok, now it’s your turn mama, now you get the prize baby.  You made this wood, now you get to taste it.”
 
    
 
   “What’s he talking about?” I asked in bewilderment.
 
    
 
   “Man, he’s gonna stick his thing right into your wife’s mouth,” laughed Maria.
 
    
 
   “And she gonna suck it too.  She’s into him, I could tell,” agreed Isabella.
 
    
 
   “No, I don’t believe it,” I gulped, my pulse racing.
 
    
 
   “Turn around, turn around on all fours, get that ass up here.  Enrique, man, what the fuck?  Oh shit, ok, go ahead if she don’t mind.   I’m a tap this now.  Gimme that ass, baby, I got something for you.”
 
    
 
   “Ooh, shit, he’s doing her doggystyle now!” gasped Maria, putting her hands in front of her mouth as she blushed.
 
    
 
   “Enrique probably trying to get her to suck his too now,” chimed in Isabella smugly, shooting me an evil glare.  “How’s that feel, hubby? You like that?”
 
    
 
   “I mean, it sounds bad, but I just don’t believe that my wife would do something like that.”  
 
    
 
   “Not with a cholo you mean,” spat Isabella bitterly.  “Man, you racist.”
 
    
 
   “Why do you say that?” asked Maria. 
 
    
 
   “He called me a stripper,” replied Isabella indignantly.
 
    
 
   “For reals?” mouthed Maria in shock.  “That ain’t right.”
 
    
 
   “Look, I’m really sorry about that.” Somehow I felt like an utter heel.  And she was right, I must be a little racist because I couldn’t imagine my wife agreeing to let some hispanic guy fuck her.  But then again, she did seem pretty drunk and she was getting off on the flattery.
 
   Isabella tisked, holding her hand up toward me and turning her face away.
 
    
 
   I heard a lot of muffled exchanges from the other room and maybe I heard the sound of bed springs creaking, but I couldn’t be sure if it was my imagination or not.  I was afraid to go in and look, though I desperately wanted to see what was happening in there.  Could my wife really be fucking these two guys?  I couldn’t tell if the idea disgusted me or fascinated me.  I had grown so close to Claudia over the years and thought that I knew her so well.  The Claudia I knew would never be unfaithful to me.  Was there a whole other side of Claudia that I knew nothing about?  A wanton woman hiding within my steadfast and loyal wife?  I had to know.
 
    
 
   I ran back into the other room to find my wife spread languidly on her back, totally nude, while Enrique packed up the lights and Juan reviewed pictures on his camera.
 
    
 
   “Ah, honey, aren’t you going to cover yourself?” I asked timidly.
 
    
 
   “Oh, darling, you’re so funny.  Why  bother at this point?  Juan has seen and recorded every crevice.”
 
    
 
   “Every sexy damn crevice,” corrected Juan not looking up from his camera.  “George, you are gonna offer me double the fee for this set, it’s unbelievable.”
 
    
 
   Claudia got up and walked back behind the screen to get dressed, Juan and Enrique’s eyes tracking her naked body the whole way.  I stood by awkwardly as they packed up.
 
    
 
   “Uh, when will we see the pictures?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Soon, soon, we need to do some post production of course,” said Juan fussily.  “Isabella will send you an email.”
 
    
 
   When Claudia emerged, she hugged Juan and Enrique to thank them and we left.   In the elevator down I noticed what appeared to be a massive wad of snot in her hair.
 
    
 
   “Hey, what’s in your hair?”
 
    
 
   “This, oh, nothing.”  She seemed mortified, but I couldn’t believe it was what I thought it was.
 
    
 
   It was only later that we learned the real story.  The studio people called and apologized that they couldn’t make the shoot.  All their equipment and computers had been stolen.  When we told them that there had been a shoot after all, they demanded that we give the police the descriptions of the perpetrators.  The color drained from Claudia’s face when she heard about it.  About a week later, a buddy of mine from work sent me a link to a hardcore milf porn website with Claudia’s photo shoot.  She definitely did a lot more with Juan and Enrique than I thought she would.  I guess she has another side to her that I knew nothing about until now.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Wife Boob Judging Contest
 
    
 
   Bill and Linda have been living next door to my wife Susie and I for fifteen years and we are all close friends.  They are in their mid-forties, just as we are, and when their son, Isaac, left for college, they decided to rent out the in-law unit behind their home which Isaac had been using for his computer lab.  It was a quaint little cottage and we live in a nice, safe neighborhood, so they quickly found a tenant.  The renter was a single fellow named Eric who was in his 30’s had recently moved into the area to take a job as a carpenter.  Susie and Linda made a big deal about how tall and handsome Eric was and Susie liked to tease Bill about it.  
 
    
 
   “You better watch your wife with that hot stud living in your backyard, Bill,” Susie would say, wagging her eyebrows at Bill.  “You might come home from work one day to find him nailing more than just some wood.”
 
    
 
   “He can nail me with his wood anytime,” Linda would rejoin and the two wives would cackle with laughter while Bill and I exchanged uncomfortable grimaces.
 
    
 
   But Eric was a good natured guy, so Bill didn’t mind when Susie invited our neighbors to bring Eric along for dinner and drinks one hot August evening.
 
    
 
   Since Bill and Linda were such old friends, we didn’t bother with formal dinners.  Also, it was a sweltering day, but I was a little uncomfortable with Susie’s outfit as it got closer to dinner time.  She had been lounging around in a pair of short shorts and skimpy halter top with no bra.  Her large breasts were bouncing around and her erect nipples poked out invitingly against the thin material of her top.
 
    
 
   I distractedly reached out and gripped one of her luscious boobs in my hand as she passed me in the kitchen and said, “Nice rack there, lady, but don’t you think you should go put on a bra before the guests arrive?”
 
    
 
   Susie wrapped her arms around me and put her nose against mine.  “What’s the matter, darling, are you embarrassed about my old saggy udders?” she teased.  “It’s just Bill and Linda, they’ve seen me like this plenty of times.”
 
    
 
   “And Eric,” I added with a smile.
 
    
 
   “Oh pish-posh,” she laughed with a twinkle in her eye.  “That young guy isn’t going to be looking at an old lady like me.”
 
    
 
   “Cut the shit,” I replied with a smile.  “You still have your figure.”  I ran my hands down past my wife’s narrow waist, over her wide hips and then reached back to grip her plump, round ass cheeks.  I could feel my penis growing erect as I fondled her soft buttocks.
 
    
 
   “Oh, well, Eric will just have to deal with his insatiable desire for me,” Susie said, kissing me on the cheek lightly. “It’s simply too hot and I am not changing.”
 
    
 
   I grumbled with annoyance as I examined her shapely legs from behind as she turned away and finished tossing the salad and then I grabbed the steaks with resignation and headed out to fire up the grill.
 
    
 
   When the guests arrived, I was surprised to see Linda in an even more revealing outfit than Susie’s, Linda was just wearing her bikini with a thin sarong tied around her waist.  I must have been obvious as I looked her up and down because she and Susie started laughing.
 
    
 
   “Are you getting a good eyeful, Ed?” asked my wife archly.
 
    
 
   “I think he likes my outfit, Suse,” laughed Linda, cocking her hip jauntily.
 
    
 
   “What do you expect?  He’s a healthy hetero man and you are practically naked,” said Bill, shaking his head and clapping me on the shoulder.  I felt my face grow hot with shame at being caught checking out his wife, but Bill just smiled reassuring.  “Have a beer, Ed.  It’s hot as hell out there today.”
 
    
 
   Eric laughed along easily and hosted a case of Trumer Pilsner.  “I hope you have a room in your fridge,” he said.
 
    
 
   “Oh, we will have to use the cooler in the garage,” said Susie smiling brightly at Eric.  “Come along, I’ll show you.”
 
    
 
   I watched Susie lead Eric away and I could swear that she was shaking her ass for him a bit.  There seemed to be more action going on back there than usual.  I glanced over and saw Bill gazing at Susie’s rear as well.  He gave a start when he saw me looking and we were both surprised when Linda tisked at us.  
 
    
 
   “Eric, is pretty hot stuff, you can’t blame a girl fro putting a little bounce in her step for him,” she said as she helped herself to glass of wine once Eric and Susie were out of earshot.
 
    
 
   “Or putting on her bikini to show her body for him,” said Bill pointing his finger at his wife accusingly.
 
    
 
   Linda just shrugged and smiled into her wine.
 
    
 
   “I tell you, Ed, if Eric wasn’t such a solid fellow, I would be trying to find a way to kick him out.  You wouldn’t believe how Linda carries on.  Gardening in the flower banks by the cottage everyday in her bikini, trying to get his attention.  It’s shameless,” said Bill
 
    
 
   “What’s shameless?” asked Susie as she and Eric returned to the kitchen.  Eric’s cheeks were flushed with embarrassment and I wonder how much of our conversation he had overheard.
 
    
 
   “Oh nothing,” said Linda lightly, waving her glass nonchalantly.  “Bill’s just lambasting me for being a harlot.  He’s channeling his Puritan ancestors again.”
 
    
 
   We all broke out laughing and I took the beer that Eric offered me.  “Yeah, well he hasn’t burned you at the stake yet,” said Eric.  “So there’s that.”
 
    
 
   We had an enjoyable dinner with the wives flirting with Eric, but he handled it with aplomb, gracefully deflecting their attempts to bait him.  But as we got drunker and drunker, I noticed him glancing Susie and Linda’s breasts more and more and it made me a little annoyed, but I could hardly blame him.  I couldn’t keep my eyes off of Linda’s boobs either.  When dinner was finished, Eric offered to help clear the dishes and Linda, Bill and I adjourned to the living room.  The beer and wine was flowing freely and I was feeling no pain.
 
    
 
   “I’m surprised you agreed to let Eric help Susie with the dishes,” said Linda, smiling at me over the rim of her wine glass and twirling her foot playfully as she sat in her tiny bikini across from me on the couch.  
 
    
 
   I gazed at her gorgeous bare legs for a moment before responding.  “Err, why do say that, Linda?”
 
    
 
   “She’s probably going to rub herself up against him and get him all hot and bothered,” said Linda with a smirk.  She must have noticed me checking out her legs because she ran a palm along her smooth white calf and gave be a little wink.
 
    
 
   “Don’t bait him, dear,” said Bill good naturedly.  “Just because that’s what you want to do.”
 
    
 
   Bill and his wife locked gazes for a moment and she looked annoyed.  Then she shrugged her shoulders and walked her fingers along her shapely thigh.  “Maybe I wouldn’t mind rubbing up against a viral young man like Eric.  Maybe I wouldn’t.”
 
    
 
   “Nice,” blurted Bill, his face red from the alcohol, and I laughed weakly along with Linda.
 
    
 
   We heard a loud crash and then the sound of Susie’s lilting laughter came filtering out from the kitchen.  
 
    
 
   “Everything OK in there?” I called.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, but I think we are too drunk to do the dishes right now,” said my wife, entering the living room with her arm around Eric’s broad shoulders.  Her halter top was completely soaked with soapy water and was practically transparent as it clung enticingly to her large round breasts.  
 
    
 
   “Whoa, are we having a wet-tshirt party now?” asked Bill licking his lips and
 
    eyeing my wife’s stiff nipples, clearly visible through her soaked top.
 
    
 
   “I’m just being a little too sloppy,” said my wife thickly as she lead Eric to the couch and plopped down there with him so that she and Linda sat to either side of our young guest. 
 
    
 
   “Honey, you have to go change your shirt, we can see right through it,” I complained.  My palms grew slick with anxiety as my wife had her tits on display but I felt my own dick responding to the sight in spite of my nervousness.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I think it will be OK,” she said, plucking the front of her shirt out only to have it instantly fall back and cling to her luscious mounds.
 
    
 
   “I like Susie’s shirt, it looks nice like that,” said Eric boldly, glancing down at my wife’s jiggling tits.  The alcohol must have been getting the better of him.
 
    
 
   “I am glad you like them,” said my wife, thrusting her chest out for his inspection.  “I mean it, my shirt that is,” she chortled.  
 
    
 
   “Wait, what about my boobs, Eric?” asked Linda.  “Who do you think has nicer ones?  Susie or me?”
 
    
 
   “Well I can’t see through your top the way I can see through Susie’s, so it’s hard to tell,” said Eric, eyeing Linda’s chest judiciously.  The little smirk on his face infuriated me and I could feel my pits growing damp
 
    
 
   “Ok, take it easy there young fella,” said Bill.
 
    
 
   “Come on, Bill,” said Eric, his eyes hard but a smile on his lips.  “Your wife has been flirting with me all week, flaunting her body at me and making suggestive comments.”  Eric pointed at me accusingly.  “And now Sam’s wife is joining in, teasing me all night, asking about my sex life, and now this!”  He gestured at my wife’s transparent shirt.  “I think I’ve been cool about it so far, but how much teasing do you expect a guy to take?”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, Eric, don’t you like seeing my boobies?” asked my wife, pouting and cupping her boobs in her hands.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, I like them all right, can’t you tell?” said Eric, reached down to adjust his junk so that his stiff cock pitched a dramatic tent in his shorts.  Then he turned and looked Linda’s body up and down as he fingered his boner through his pants.  His cheeks were flushed from the alcohol and his eyes were glassy.  “And I like what Linda has shown me so far as well.  But I won’t be able to tell which of you I like better until you both take your tops off and let me compare side by side.”
 
    
 
   The two wives burst out in uproarious laughter at the suggestion, and Linda slapped Eric’s knee playfully.
 
    
 
   “Buddy, I understand how you feel, but come on,” I said to Eric, trying to be reasonable.   “You can’t joke around with married women like that with their husbands sitting right here.”
 
    
 
   “Well, go in the other room if you don’t like it, then, Ed,” said Linda giving me a lewd grin.  “Because I don’t think Eric’s kidding.”
 
    
 
   “I know we are being naughty dear, but isn’t it sort of fun?” asked my wife with a twinkle in her eyes.  “Bill seems to be enjoying getting a glimpse of my boobs, and you sure have ogled Linda’s body all night.”
 
    
 
   Bill grimaced at me apologetically and shifted uncomfortably in his chair.  
 
    
 
   “What are you saying, Susie?” I asked, scratching my head.  “You actually want to strip down topless with Linda in front of Bill, Eric, and I?”  I couldn’t help looking over at Linda’s body and scanning it up and down, enjoying the generous amounts of skin she was exposing.
 
    
 
   “I’m game,” said Linda,  she stood up and untied her bikini top behind her neck.  She stood where we all could see her, holding the straps lightly as the cups of her top fell away from her tits slightly, barely covering them.
 
    
 
   “This will be fun,” agreed my wife, jumping up to stand my Linda’s side and grabbing the hem of her top, as she prepared to remove it.
 
    
 
   “Come on, girls, this is going a bit too far,” grumbled Bill.  I could see the sweat beading up on his forehead and I noticed that he couldn’t take his eyes of my wife’s body as she stood in her short shorts and soaked, transparent halter top.
 
    
 
   “Bill, seriously, loosen up, will you?  This is going to be awesome,” blurted Eric as he gripped his dick.  His eyes flicked excitedly between Linda’s slim figure and my wife’s more curvy body with her broader hips and larger boobs.  “Ladies, start your engines.  On the count of three, please remove your tops for all to see.  One…”
 
    
 
   “Hey, this really is totally inappropriate,” I said loudly.  My blood was running cold in my veins, but my gut felt hot and heavy and my cock was stiffening against my will.
 
    
 
   “Two…”
 
    
 
   The wives just looked at each other and giggled as they  prepared to lose their tops.
 
    
 
   “Three!” Eric shouted gleefully. Susie stripped off her wet top and dropped it to the floor as Linda’s top fell away from her boobs at the same time.
 
    
 
   All three men in the room exhaled unconsciously as we each focused in on the bare tits we were most interested in.  I gazed at Linda’s bare chest with admiration.  Her skin was milky white and she had a lovely smooth décolletage above her high, pert boobs.  I enjoyed the sight of her tiny pink nipples as they hardened into little knots with little areola visible.  Eric and Bill on the other hand were entranced by Susie’s more substantial knockers.  She also had beautiful porcelain skin, but her boobs were big white orbs, that hung down slightly.  They were heavy handfuls.  Her boobs glistened with moisture from her damp shirt and her big pink nipples were hard but her areola formed two cute round circles.
 
    
 
   Linda shook her chest proudly in my direction, noticing my interest.  But I noticed that Susie was a bit more bashful and blushed prettily as she became aware of Bill and Eric’s intense stares.
 
    
 
   “Don’t be shy, Susie, shake them a little,” coaxed Linda.  “Give the boys a show!”
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, Linda, this is so crazy,” laughed my wife, her cheeks bright red with excitement as she brushed a strand of blonde hair from her face.  “Are we going to regret this in the morning?”
 
    
 
   “I’m not,” exclaimed Eric.  “Can you come closer, Susie?  I think I like your boobs better to be honest, but I want a closer look.”
 
    
 
   “Hey!” complained Linda putting her hands on her waist and cocking her hips jauntily.
 
    
 
   “I like your boobs, Linda,” I blurted.  “Very pert.”
 
    
 
   Linda grinned at me lasciviously and pinched her nipples as I watched in fascination.  My wife watched us for a moment and said,  “Well, as long as Ed is distracted, I might as well let Eric have a better look.”  She approached Eric shyly and stood before him, shifting from foot to foot.
 
    
 
   “A little closer please,” said Eric, shamelessly gripping his jock.
 
    
 
   My wife glanced back over her shoulder at me, but I was in fact distracted by Linda as she rubbed her hands across her chest and shimmied her shoulders for my entertainment.  So Susie shrugged her shoulders and climbed onto the couch next to Eric and dangled her knockers right in his face until one erect nipple practically brushed his cheek.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit,” breathed Bill as he pulled nervously at his collar with one hand and grabbed his crotch with the other.  His eyes were bulging as he gaped at my wife’s generous danglers.
 
    
 
   Eric turned her face until my wife’s nipple was brushing his lips and then he simply opened his mouth and started sucking on it.  She gasped at first then sighed with contentment and cradled the back of his head gently as he slurped on her boob.  
 
    
 
   “There there, dear,” she said lovingly.  “Oh my, look what we have here,” she continued, reaching down to grab his straining phallus through his shorts.  “You are soo hard.”
 
    
 
   “Hey now, this is ridiculous!” I objected, my breath catching in my throat as I watched my wife of twenty years feeding her tit to this young stranger while she gripped his jock.  “Susie, get a grip on yourself.”
 
    
 
   “Looks like she’s got a grip on something more interesting,” gushed Linda, rushing over to join them on the couch.  “Wow, look how big it is.  Let’s pull it out and get a better look at it.”  She brushed Susie’s hand aside and unzipped Eric’s fly while he grunted with pleasure, face still buried in my wife’s bosom as he snacked on one nipple and then the other and Susie cooed with pleasure.  Eric’s stiff cock sprang out of his pants, erect and veiny and Linda contemplated it closely for a moment.  “Nice penis, Eric.  Large and straight, no weird blemishes.”  She gripped it in her hand and started stroking it.  “Hmm,” she said, leaning over to chew on Eric’s ear while she jerked him off.
 
    
 
   “Bill are we just going to sit here and watch while I wives carry on like this?” I croaked, by blood was pounding in my ears and I could barely breath.
 
    
 
   “Nope, I don’t know about you, but I’m gonna jerk off while I watch,” said Bill, hastily undoing his own fly and pulling out his erection.  He started fapping away without hesitation, his tongue hanging out ridiculously as he watched his wife jerk off this young stranger.
 
    
 
   “Oh wow, this is getting kinky pretty fast,” said my wife as she looked over at Bill’s dick as he jerked it.  “You are dirty little voyeur, aren’t you Billy.”
 
    
 
   “I guess I am,” he admitted.  “This is pretty fucking hot.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t you mind that your wife is tugging another man’s johnson?” she asked as she she continued to cradle Eric’s head in her hand and press her bare boobs against his face.
 
    
 
   “I, uh, I don’t know,” he admitted, looking her right in the eye as he jerked off in front of her.  “I feel jealous, but it’s turning me on at the same time.  I’m conflicted.”  He turned to me,  “How do you feel, Ed?”
 
    
 
   “I’m just in shock,” I stammered, but my own cock was standing stiffly at attention, forming a tent in my own shorts.
 
    
 
   “Is your penis in shock, too, dear?” asked my wife playfully.  “Why don’t you just follow Bill’s lead and whip it out?  It must be painful to have such a hardon and not service it.”  I watched numbly as Eric reached over and urgently unzipped my wife’s shorts.  “Thing are going to get hotter before the night is through.”
 
    
 
   “I just, I just,” I stuttered, hesitantly unzipping my fly as my wife giggled and slid her shorts down over her nice round ass. 
 
    
 
   “Holy fuck, Ed.  Look at Susie, she’s getting naked, Ed. Look, look,” panted Bill, jerking himself wildly as my wife flashed her pussy at him with a smile as she kicked her shorts away.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit, I see that, Bill,” I groaned, my dick getting harder and harder while my innards roiled with anxiety.
 
    
 
   “Why are you getting naked, Susie?” asked Bill stupidly as he drank in the sight of her naked body hungrily.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know Bill,” she said playfully.  “I think we might have more fun the fewer clothes we have on.”
 
    
 
   “I agree, honey,” slurred Linda.  “Help me with Eric.” I pulled my own stiffy out in a drunken haze as I watched my naked wife tittering away as she and Linda helped Eric slide his shorts off.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, nice package,” remarked my wife as Eric spread his legs arrogantly and let Susie and Linda get a good long look at his cock and balls.  His nutsack hung down, scrotum loose from the heat and his big dick strained skyward, thick and veiny.  The wives cooed with appreciation as they lightly stroked his dong and fondled his nuts while Bill and I looked on helplessly.
 
    
 
   “Watch this honey,” said my wife, her eyes flashed devilishly as she kneeled on her hands and knees, nude, on the couch next to Eric.  She winked at me and then dipped her head down and stuck her head down between Eric’s thighs.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yeah, suck those balls, baby, you know you love them,” grunted Eric, taking my wife by the back of the head as she hummed with passion.  He reached between my wife’s legs and started fingering her with his other hand and Susie groaned with pleasure.  “Jesus, Ed, your wife’s twat is sopping wet.  She’s nice and tight too.”
 
    
 
   “That’s not something a husband ever wants another man to say to him,” I said as I watched my beautiful wife licking this young man’s balls.
 
    
 
   “Ooh, yeah,” said Linda, jerking Eric’s dick as she closely watched Susie slurping on his nutsack.  “Billy, dear, can I suck on Eric’s penis now?” she asked teasingly, fluttering her eyelashes at her husband.
 
    
 
   Sweat was pouring down his face and Bill had yanked his shorts down to his ankles as he frantically beat his meat, watching my wife slurping noisily on Eric’s testicles.  “Yeah, he deserves it after all.  You’ve been taunting him long enough.”
 
    
 
   “Really, Ed?” I asked, still conflicted over the sexual depravity going on between our wives and this stranger.
 
    
 
   “Fuck it at this point, Ed.  Look at your wife.  She’s gobbling Eric’s nutsack like there is no tomorrow,” said Bill.
 
    
 
   “She sure is,” agreed Eric with an evil grin.  “She’s really enthusiastic about my gonads.”
 
    
 
   “We might as well enjoy the ride, buddy,” continued Ed.  “Linda and I have been married for too long for me to let some drunken indiscretion come between us.”
 
    
 
   “Our wives are basically cheating while we watch,” I whined.
 
    
 
   “Well, if they are going to cheat, it’s more fun if we get to watch,” reasoned Bill.
 
    
 
   “Well said, dear. I commend your good sense.  Now watch me suck Eric’s cock,” said Linda.  She wasted no time diving down onto Eric’s dick and he groaned loudly as her head bobbed up and down in his lap.
 
    
 
   “Your wives are really hospitable, guys,” commented Eric smugly with one hand on the back of each wife’s head as they serviced his cock and balls.
 
    
 
   “Do you have to be so cocky about it?” I grumbled.
 
    
 
   “Hey, it’s not my fault your wife can’t keep her mouth off my balls,” laughed Eric rudely.
 
    
 
   Susie  came up for air and put her face close to Eric’s.  “Don’t bait my husband, sugar.  It’s not nice.”  Then she shoved Linda back roughly causing her to squawk loudly in protest.
 
    
 
   “Dammit, Susie, I was just getting Eric going.  I could taste some pre-ejaculate,” whined Linda petulantly.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, honey, but I’ve got something better for him,” panted my wife, her hair a mess as she swung one leg across Eric’s lap and straddled his stick cock, still wet with Linda’s saliva.  She gripped the back of the couch on either side of Eric’s head and mashed her big tits right into his face as she positioned her puffy cunt lips above his straining erection.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yeah, gimme that pussy,” demanded Eric gruffly, grabbed my wife by her round ass cheeks and guiding her down onto his stiff schlong.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit, look at him go.  His dick is sliding right inside her,” exclaimed Ed excitedly, his masturbation reaching a fever pace.
 
    
 
   I watched in shock as the head of Eric’s cock was slowly enveloped by my wife’s swollen labia and she cried out in ecstasy.  Inch by inch, his slick shaft slowly disappeared up inside of my woman as she took his dick inside herself.  My mouth was bone dry and my pits were cold and damp but my dick was hard as a rock, so I started jerking off as I watched this stranger violate my willing wife in front of me.
 
    
 
   “Oh, you filthy slut!” cried Linda with delight as Susie began slowly twerking her ass up and down on Eric’s boner.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, she’s a dirty wife, ugh,” grunted Bill and he started spurting blobs of cum up into the air.
 
    
 
   “Atta boy,” said his wife encouragingly.  Then Linda slid her hand down the front of her bikini bottoms and started masturbating herself as she watching my Susie bouncing up and down on Eric’s cock.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Eric, I’m cumming, I’m cumming,” gasped my wife as she worked it up and down and up and down and up and down.
 
    
 
   “Better make it quick,” he growled through gritted teeth.  “Ah, there it is, oh yeah.”  He dug his fingers into my wife’s soft bottom as he emptied his load inside her.
 
    
 
   “Are you cumming inside my wife?” I demanded, jerking off as I watched.
 
    
 
   “Uh, yeah, sorry,” he said and suddenly I felt myself blowing my wad all over myself.  Linda was shuddering in her own climax while Susie climbed stiffly off of Eric’s lap and flopped down naked on the couch beside him.   
 
    
 
   We all sat looking at each other blearily as it slowly dawned on us what just happened.  Susie was covered in a slick layer of sweat from head to toe and her hair was a bedraggled mess, but her cheeks had a merry post-orgasm glow.  Eric’s face was dripping with sweat and wore a broad, satisfied grin on his mug as he sat there naked from the waist down with his limp dong hanging between his legs.  Bill and I sat with our flies open and semen all over our laps as we tucked ourselves gingerly back into our pants.  Linda was still topless and rubbing her nipples thoughtfully.  She was the first to start laughing and pretty soon we were all sharing a cathartic bout of hilarity.  I jumped up and pretended to punch Eric and Bill came over and stood next to me, shyly glancing down at my wife’s naked body spread out before him.
 
    
 
   “Look at Bill trying to look nonchalant while he eyeballs your pussy,” cackled Linda.  “What a slob.”
 
    
 
   “I’m not, honey, I’m not,” protested Bill, but I could see that he was.
 
    
 
   “Have a look, Bill, I don’t mind,” said Susie spreading her legs for him and then parting her cunt lips with her fingers revealing the pink interior of her twat.
 
    
 
   “You hussy!” laughed Linda craning her neck to see what Susie was doing.  “Oh you sloppy slut, look!  Eric’s spew is dribbling out.”
 
    
 
   And indeed, as Susie spread her lips, I could see white sticky jizz dripping out and I slapped my forehead.
 
    
 
   “Oops, sorry, that’s gross,” admitted Susie clamping her legs shut.
 
    
 
   Eric pulled his shorts on and jumped to his feet.  He held out a hand to shake and I took it after a moment of hesitation.  I could feel my wife’s eyes on me as I met Eric’s earnest gaze.
 
    
 
   “No hard feelings Ed?” he asked, eyebrows raised as he crushed my hand slightly in his strong grip.  “About uh, having a bit of fun with your wife there.”
 
    
 
   “A bit of fun!?” I squawked.  But Susie tisked at me and shook her head disapprovingly and I lowered my voice.  “Ah, yeah, well, we all got pretty drunk and the hot weather made everyone a little randy I guess.” I said, extracting my hand from his grip and rubbing the back of my head.
 
    
 
   “Great then, I’ll just be heading over to my apartment then,” he said and beat a hasty retreat.
 
    
 
   “Wait, uh, Eric,” said Linda holding up her hand.  “Do you mind if I tag along with you?  You paid so much attention to Susie tonight, I’m feeling a little neglected.”
 
    
 
   “Honey!  What the heck?” exclaimed Bill, finally pulling his eyes off of my naked wife.
 
    
 
   Eric stopped and gave Linda a calculating look. “I don’t want any trouble with your husband.”
 
    
 
   “Oh Bill will be fine, he watched me suck your dick and never said a word didn’t he?” said Linda.  “Tell Eric I’m allowed to spend the night in the cottage with him, Bill, don’t be a prude.”
 
    
 
   “Jesus honey, don’t I get to watch at least?” complained Bill.
 
    
 
   “Not tonight, things might get a little wild and I don’t want you to get upset,” said Linda.
 
    
 
   “Wild huh?” said Eric.  “I like the sound of that.”
 
    
 
   “Can I come?” piped up Susie excitedly, spinning around on the couch to face him.  “I want more Eric.”
 
    
 
   Bill and I were distracted as we checked out Susie’s cute round ass pointing right at us.
 
    
 
   “Only if Ed says it’s OK,” said Eric.  It annoyed me to see the young man being condescending to my middle-aged wife.
 
    
 
   “Dammit Susie, you are acting like a love-struck schoolgirl,” I griped.
 
    
 
   “Pish posh,” she said, waving her hand at me dismissively.  “It’s not like you ever want to fuck me anymore.”
 
    
 
   I just sputtered indignantly but couldn’t think of a good come back.  
 
    
 
   Linda smirked at me as she and Susie rushed over to Eric’s side.  He put one arm around each of our wives and grinned wickedly at Bill and I.  
 
    
 
   “Honey, aren’t you going to put on any clothes?” I whimpered.
 
    
 
   “Oh she won’t need any clothes tonight, Ed, don’t worry,” said Eric smugly as he led our wives away for a further night of debauchery.
 
    
 
   “Wow, I know our love life had gotten dull lately, but this is like adding a scotch bonnet pepper all at once,” I told Bill glumly.
 
    
 
   “I know, isn’t it great?” asked Bill with a boyish grin.  “I can’t wait to see what they do next.  Let’s give them a few minutes to get settled in and then go down and peek in the window to watch what happens.”
 
    
 
   “Bill, this is crazy,” I sputtered.  “I mean we’ve all been married over twenty years and suddenly this young good looking guy comes along and our wives are just throwing themselves at him.  I mean it’s breaking up all our routines!  It could tear our marriages apart!”
 
    
 
   Bill stopped and looked at me guiltily.  “Wow, uh, does that mean you don’t want to come and watch.”
 
    
 
   I thought about it for a long moment gazing out into the warm night through the patio screen door and listened to the chirping of the crickets.  Susie’s laugh came again across the yard from the cottage behind Bill’s house.  She sounded younger and happier than I’ve heard her in years.  “I’ll bring a box a tissues, your grab a couple more beers,” I told Bill and we scampered out into the night like a pair of delinquent teens to spy on our wives as they screwed a strange man for the first time in decades.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

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

Two Naive Couples Visit a Nude Beach in France
 
    
 
   When my old friend Bill suggested that my wife Angie and I join him and Nancy for a month long tour of the French Riviera, we readily agreed.  Though I’ve made a good living as an investment banker in New York City, Angie and I still retained a lot of our midwest sensibilities and we had rarely travelled to Europe.  So the idea seemed quite glamorous to us.  Nancy on the other hand had family in the region, so she had visited many times and was an expert.  We visited Nice and Monaco and admired the super-yachts on the sparkling blue waters, but this was all passe to Nancy and she recommended a tour down the coast to explore the southwestern coast of France which was less affluent.
 
    
 
   “I don’t mind, Nancy,” said Angie as we discussed the idea on a veranda overlooking a brilliantly sunny marina crammed with multi-million dollar vessels.  “I actually think poor Sam is getting an inferiority complex being around all these billionaires.”
 
    
 
   “You’re not kidding,” I agreed with a laugh, taking a sip of my wine.  “I thought I was doing well will my millions.
 
    
 
   So we packed up Nancy’s aunt’s little car and headed off down the coast.  There were some quaint towns, but nothing too impressive and I was starting to wish we had stayed in Nice when we arrived at a town called Cap d’Agde where we stopped for lunch.
 
    
 
   The waiter in the place keep leering at us as he served the dishes and as he gave us the check he asked with a knowing smile,  “So are you off to the naturist quarter now, my friends?”
 
    
 
   “Naturist quarter?” I asked in confusion, feeling a bit muddled from the wine.  We had been drinking quite a bit on this vacation and everyone’s cheeks were a merry red.
 
    
 
   “Naturist means nudist, Sam,” said Nancy with a twinkle in her eye.
 
    
 
   “Well all the beaches down here are nudist aren’t they?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “You’ve certainly got an eyeful of the naked young women back in Nice,” teased my wife, kicking me playfully under the table.
 
    
 
   “I’m not used to it, honey,” I said, blushing slightly.
 
    
 
   “We are pretty conservative, garcon,” said Angie, mangling the French word.  “I always keep my top on at the beach.  Nobody wants to see my old forty-something ta-ta’s.”
 
    
 
   “Nonsense, Angie, you have a marvelous figure,” laughed Nancy, smiling warmly at Angie and putting her hand on her bare arm.
 
    
 
   “I sure wouldn’t mind getting a gander,” joked Bill, eying my wife’s generous cleavage lewdly.
 
    
 
   We all broke out laughing at this.  Angie and I had known Bill and Nancy for over 15 years, so he could make jokes like that.  But Angie still blushed beet red and averted her eyes bashfully.
 
    
 
   We were sitting beneath the awning of the sidewalk cafe, facing a charming cobblestone square with a fountain in the middle and a warm breeze was blowing, carrying the salty tang of the sea.  It was a beautiful summer day and we were a long way from home.
 
    
 
   Nancy’s eyes flashed with interest.  “You would like to see Angie naked, wouldn’t you, Bill, you old dog.  How about you, Sam, aren’t you curious to see me in the buff?”  She fixed me with a smoldering look that surprised me and made my penis stiffen in my bermuda shorts.
 
    
 
   I gave my wife a guilty look, “Ah, that’s a damned if you do, damned if you don’t kind of question, isn’t it, Angie?” I said, laughing awkwardly.
 
    
 
   “Don’t be silly, Sam.  Nancy is a very attractive woman, it’s perfectly natural for you to want to see her naked,” said my wife, patting me on the knee, and ignoring the growing bulge  in my lap.
 
    
 
   The waiter stood by smiling, enjoying our patter back and forth.  “Oh, I see, you folks are not part of the lifestyle.  I don’t think you understand.  The nudist quarter of Cap d’Agde is a special place.  The beaches there are not like the other beaches of France.  Swingers come from far and wide to this place, though the traditional nudists resent it.”
 
    
 
   “Swingers?” blurted Bill in surprise.  “Well that’s definitely something I want to see!”
 
    
 
   Nancy punched her husband’s arm with a chuckle.
 
    
 
   “Well, it might be a little, intense,” warned the waiter with a concerned look.  “Nudity is mandatory.”
 
    
 
   “Well, that’s just foolish,” I chimed in.  “No one can MAKE you take your clothes off.”
 
    
 
   The waiter just smiled indulgently and shrugged his shoulders.
 
    
 
   “What do you think, Angie, should we go check it out?” asked Nancy with a twinkle in her eye.
 
    
 
   “Oh I don’t know, dear,” said my wife with a nervous smile.  “They might make us leave if we aren’t naked.”
 
    
 
   “Well so what if we take our tops off?  It won’t kill us,” laughed Nancy.  “We are thousands of miles from home after all.  Aren’t you curious to see the scene?”
 
    
 
   “You can’t be serious, Nancy,” I laughed, my penis growing harder and harder as I imagined a beach full of naked couples having sex with strangers.
 
    
 
   “Why not, Sam?” asked Bill, his eyes shining brightly from all the wine.  “Doesn’t it sound kind of exciting?”
 
    
 
   “It does sound exciting,” admitted Nancy, and I nearly jumped out of my seat when she reached over stealthily and gripped my boner under the table.  She must have noticed the tent I was pitching.  “I think Bill secretly fancies the idea, but he’s just too bashful to admit it.”  My wife gave me a devilish smile as she released my knob and it was agreed.  We purchased a couple more bottles of wine and then drove off to the nudist colony together.
 
    
 
   It was a brilliant afternoon as we arrived in the naturalist quarter of Cap d'Agde parked the car and made our way down to the beach.  Security guards were everywhere and naked men and women strolled about casually, without a care in the world.  In spite of all my years in the big city, I felt like a midwest hayseed and felt like my eyes were bulging out of my head at all the gorgeous naked women walking around.  Nancy and Angie were rubbernecking when a well hung guy walked by and the burst out giggling when one would smile warmly as he noticed their attention to his member.  It gave me a pang of jealousy to see how shamelessly Angie was staring at all the men’s penises, but I couldn’t say anything since I was obviously checking out the naked women just as much. 
 
    
 
   The beach was broad expanse of fine white sand that lead down to the sparkling waters of mediterranean sea.  We changed into our bathing suits at the public restrooms and carried our blankets and basket of wine down to the adult section of the beach.  Nude couples were everywhere.
 
    
 
   “You know, I actually feel almost out of place to be clothed here,” commented my wife with a giddy laugh as we rolled out our large beach blanket and settled in.
 
    
 
   “Feel free to disrobe any time, Angie,” said Bill with a leer, eyeing Angie’s boobs as he opened another bottle of wine.
 
    
 
   “Maybe after a few more glasses of wine,” she said, giving him a wink that made my stomach churn with jealousy.
 
    
 
   “Oh, my goodness, folks, look at this,” gasped Nancy, sloshing her wine a bit as she pointed down the beach a little ways.
 
    
 
   We all looked to see a naked man in his twenties and middle-aged woman kissing passionately on a blanket while a grey-haired fellow sat watching and stroking his rod.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, who’s the old pervert sitting there and spanking his monkey?” asked Bill, looking on with interest.
 
    
 
   “That must be the woman’s husband,” gasped Angie in amazement.  “They must be swingers.”
 
    
 
   Just then the woman spread her legs and the young man climbed on top of her and sank his rod into her eager snatch.  The older man covered them with a beach towel in the interest of modesty, but it was obvious to everyone watching what was going on under the towel as the young man’s ass pistoned up and down and the woman moaned loudly in ecstasy.
 
    
 
   “Wow, he’s really giving it her,” said Angie, fanning her face unconsciously.
 
    
 
   “He’s quite a young stud,” said Nancy.  “Look at that physique.”
 
    
 
   “Yes he is, isn’t he,” agreed Angie, sharing a wicked grin with her friend.
 
    
 
   “Jesus Angie, you are really getting off on watching them,” I said in surprise, trying to keep the edge of accusation out of my voice but failing.
 
    
 
   “Well sure, that’s why we came down here isn’t it?” she replied guiltily.
 
    
 
   Suddenly the young man called out, groaning loudly as he ground himself down into the older woman.
 
    
 
   “I think he’s cumming right inside her, the scamp,” commented Nancy with satisfaction.
 
    
 
   “Well she seems pretty unconcerned about it, so she’s probably on the pill,” rejoined Angie.
 
    
 
   The young man climbed off the woman, his penis damp and deflated.  He stooped to give her one last kiss and then shook hands with the husband warmly before heading back up the beach toward us.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, here he comes, look at that body,” hissed Nancy with delight.
 
    
 
   “He’s very fit,” agreed my wife, looking the naked young man up and down critically.  “And even flaccid his johnson is pretty large.”
 
    
 
   “Christ, Angie!” I complained.
 
    
 
   “Well it is!” she said, hiding her grin in her glass of wine.
 
    
 
   “Hi there!” said Nancy brightly as the young stallion passed by our blanket.
 
    
 
   “Well hello,” said the stranger, looking down at Angie and my wife as they lay there in their bikinis.   
 
    
 
   “We say what you did to that man’s wife over there,” said Nancy boldly.  “Nicely done.”  Angie giggled and covered her face like a schoolgirl and Bill’s face turned bright red in embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “Why thank you,” said the young man with a broad grin, eyeing Angie’s slim figure up and down while Bill ground his teeth in annoyance.  “Maybe I will come back and give you a one-on-one demonstration after I’ve had a chance to recover a little bit.”
 
    
 
   “Ah, that won’t be necessary, thanks anyway.  Carry on,” said Bill, jumping to his feet and ushering the young man along, while we broke out laughing.
 
    
 
   “What’s the matter Bill, afraid Nancy would take him up on the offer?” I asked with a smirk.
 
    
 
   “Look at that ass,” said Angie as the young man walked off shaking his head and laughing.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, Angie,” I said, my face burning with embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, honey, I think the wine is going to my head,” said Angie, suppressing her smile.  “Also, I’m not used to seeing gorgeous men walking around naked in broad daylight.  It’s pretty exciting.”
 
    
 
   “When I suggested this, I didn’t think our wives would turn into cock-hungry sluts,” said Bill grumpily, pouring himself another glass of wine.
 
    
 
   “Oh hush,” teased Nancy. “I see you eyeballing all the naked young women.  You can’t fool me.”
 
    
 
   Just then a short Arabic looking fellow with a hawk nose and bushy eyebrows strode up to us.  He was wearing a white sun helmet with some sort of emblem on it and a pair of white speedos.
 
    
 
   “Ladies, ladies, can’t you see that this is a nude beach?   It is very rude to wear clothes here.  You women must disrobe immediately, I insist,” sputtered the man angrily with a thick French accent pointing an accusing finger at Angie and Nancy.
 
    
 
   “Now look here,” said Bill standing up to confront the shorter man.
 
    
 
   “Can’t you read the signs?  Nudity is obligatory,” spat the stranger, facing Bill down boldly and making him take a step back.
 
    
 
   “Well, I guess we could go,” I mumbled weakly from where I sat.
 
    
 
   “No, no, we are having fun here,” said Angie quickly.
 
    
 
   “We can go along with their customs,” agreed Nancy.  “When in Rome and all that.”
 
    
 
   “Ah, really?” I asked, my mouth going dry as I watched Nancy untie her bikini top and slip it off, exposing her naked breasts and stiff pink nipples.  Her boobs were much smaller than my wife’s but still pert and perky for a 43 year old.  My dick jumped to attention as I ogled my old friend’s wife’s bare chest for the first time.
 
    
 
   “My god, Nancy, look what you’ve done to my husband, he’s springing a boner at the sight of your boobies,” laughed my wife as she tossed her top casually aside.
 
    
 
   “You’re gonna give me one too, Angie,” growled Bill, gripping his crotch as my wife’s large pale breasts came swinging free.
 
    
 
   “What, these old things?” asked Angie, cupping one big boob in each hand and pointing her nipples at Bill playfully.
 
    
 
   The stranger stood watching and I noticed his phallus growing stiff as he stared at our wives’ breasts.
 
    
 
   “Now your bottoms,” he insisted forcefully, squeezing his rod through his shorts and licking his lips.  “You must be totally naked here.”
 
    
 
   “What are you, the nudity police?   You still have your shorts on,” said Nancy, leaning back languidly and looking up at the angry little man.
 
    
 
   “What?  Oh!” exclaimed the man in surprise, and he swiftly pulled his speedo down, and his boner came popping out.
 
    
 
   “If he’s the nudity police, he sure seems to enjoy his job,” said my wife, eyeing the little man’s crooked erection with amusement.
 
    
 
   “Quit joking around and take off your bottoms right now,”  commanded the diminutive enforcer.
 
    
 
   He stood above our wive, stroking his stiff penis as they complied, sliding their bikini bottoms down and exposing their snatches to him.  His eyes went from Angie’s neatly trimmed blonde bush to Nancy’s wiry black snatch, back and forth wildly as he tugged on his dick more and more insistently.
 
    
 
   “Are you just going to stand there, jerking off while you ogle our wives?” I croaked indignantly, but feeling like a hypocrite since that’s exactly what I wanted to do once I saw Nancy laying naked before me.
 
    
 
   “No offense, sir, but you obviously know nothing of our customs here and I suggest that you shut up,” he snapped, his eyes fixed on my wife’s twat as he wanked himself furiously.
 
    
 
   “I can’t believe how shameless he is,” my wife commented, watching him jerk off in fascination.  “He’s not embarrassed to flay his bent little pecker right in front of us.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, yes?  You call me little?  I will show you,” he replied, dropping to his knees before her and pointing his dick right at her face.  “I may be crooked, but I can shoot straight,” he grunted as he began spurting out cum all over her face.  The first shot hit her in the eye and the second landed in her mouth as she gasped with surprise.  I sat watching in horror as the little jerk sprayed glob after glob of sticky jizz all over my wife’s face.  
 
    
 
   Finally, I came to my senses, jumped up, and dragged the little man away from my wife.  I was about to strike him, but Bill was there and he restrained me. The stranger shrugged me off and drew himself up with dignity as he marched off down the beach, leaving his shorts behind.  I was shaking with rage and it took me a minute to realize that Bill and our wives were all cackling with laughter over the incident.
 
    
 
   “He really gave you a piece of his mind,” cried Nancy with delight.
 
    
 
   “Tastes a bit salty,” commented my wife, wiping his jizz from her lips.
 
    
 
   “Oh Angie, you are bad,” laughed Bill.
 
    
 
   “But, but, this is an outrage!”  I shouted.  “We should report him to the authorities.”
 
    
 
   “Sam, please calm down. There was no harm done.  It’s hardly the first time I’ve had a man shoot his wad in my face,” laughed Angie.  “He was just your average, everyday, pervert.”  
 
    
 
   “I have to hand it to him, it took real balls to get us to strip like that just so he could jerk off on us,” chimed in Nancy.
 
    
 
   “What he got you to?” asked Bill, his laughter subsiding somewhat.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yes, he was quite a prolific spunker,” said Nancy, pointing to a blob of semen on her right nipple.  The sight of cum on her tits made my dick twinge and Nancy arched her eyebrow at me when she saw my bulge twitch.
 
    
 
   “Hey, guys, pull those short off, don’t make Angie and I sit her naked by ourselves,” said Nancy looking me in the eye.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, Sam, let Angie get a look at that hardon she gave you,” said my wife.
 
    
 
   I blushed deeply, unable to take my eyes off of Angie’s slim, naked figure before me as she looked at my bulge expectantly.  Bill took no notice of my hesitation and whipped his own trunks right down.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, this feels good!” he said as his own prick came springing out at attention.
 
    
 
   “Ah, ok,” I agreed, pulling my shorts down.
 
    
 
   Bill and I stood there naked, cocks stiff and upright above our nude wives. There was a tense moment, sparking with sexual energy as I stared down at Bill’s wife’s naked body, slim and tan and he stared at Angie’s pale curvaceous form.  Angie gazed with interest at Bill’s prick and Nancy stared at mine and none of us said anything for a moment.
 
    
 
   “Well, alrighty then,” said Bill nervously.  “Who’s up for more wine?”
 
    
 
   We all were, so glasses were quickly filled all around as Bill and I sat back down next to our wives.
 
    
 
   Our attention was quickly drawn to the naked men and women passing by.  Many of them waved and greeted us warmly.
 
    
 
   “This is such a crazy place,” said my wife with a slight slur.  A big, dark skinned man was walking slowly by and looking her naked body up and down and she was gazing unabashedly at his thick member which hung down impressively though soft.
 
    
 
   “Madam, it is rude for you to stare at my penis like that,” he said giving Bill and I a lewd wink.
 
    
 
   “I, uh, well,” stammered my wife, blushing deeply as the big man stopped and looked her naked body up and down.  She covered her nipples with her hands, and pressed her legs together in a cute show of modesty.
 
    
 
   My stomach flooded with icy anxiety as the black man’s penis slowly responded to my wife’s naked body.   I took in his chiseled features and brilliant white teeth and felt a wave of nauseous jealous wash over me.
 
    
 
   “You like my penis, huh?” he said with a laugh.  “Well, look, he likes you too!”  And it was true, his dark black penis slowly inflated and soon formed a straining erection as our wives watched with interest, totally enchanted by his prodigious rod.
 
    
 
   “Oh my gosh, it’s definitely getting bigger,” said my wife, staring wide-eyed at his huge member.
 
    
 
   “Take your hands off your breasts, let me see.  Don’t be bashful, you have a wonderful body.  I like how pale it is,” said the big black man.
 
    
 
   “That’s my wife you’re talking to,” I objected, feeling my pits grow damp with apprehension.
 
    
 
   “You are a lucky man,” laughed the stranger, flashing his white teeth at me.  “Your wife has a sexy figure, just like an hourglass.”  Then he turned back to Angie,  “Please, don’t cover yourself.  You are enjoying my body,” he said gesturing to his stiff dong.  “Let me see yours.”
 
    
 
   “I feel bashful,” admitted my wife, taking her hands away from her breasts and letting his see her stiff nipples.
 
    
 
   “Such pretty pink nipples,” cooed the stranger, gripping his dick distractedly as he eyed my wife’s boobs.  “Spread your legs, let me see more pink.”
 
    
 
   “Now take it easy, buddy,” I objected.
 
    
 
   “I wouldn’t mind seeing that myself,” muttered Bill under his breath.  I could see the sweat beading on his brow as he looked Angie’s pale naked body up and down, and his cock was stiffly erect as well.
 
    
 
   “Christ, Bill, you too?” I asked in surprise.
 
    
 
   “Is this what you want to see?” asked my wife meekly as she spread her legs for the stranger and then slipped one hand down between her legs to gently part her labia, flashing her pink twat for him to see.
 
    
 
   “Angie, you are such a horny trollop!” cried Nancy, clapping her hands with delight.
 
    
 
   “Look at that cock, Nancy,” gasped my wife.  “Can you blame me?”
 
    
 
   “Angie!” I objected, as my gut twisted in jealousy.  She shot me an apologetic grimace before returning her attention to the big black cock.
 
    
 
   “How would you like to touch my penis, to stroke it?” he asked my wife with an arched brow as he strode forward and planted his feet on either side of her generous hips 
 
    
 
   “Oh I couldn’t do that,” giggled my wife, biting her lip seductively as she lay supine below him, gazing up longingly at his throbbing meat.  “My husband would have a fit.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I certainly would,” I said, my voice cracking nervously
 
    
 
   “Nonsense, it is perfectly natural reaction for a healthy woman like your wife to admire a nice big penis like mine,” he told me with a winning smile.  His English was good, but I couldn’t place his slight accent.  He knelt down casually, straddling Angies with a knee on either side of her torso and his huge dong just inches from her chin.  “Here take my penis in you hand ” he coaxed.
 
    
 
   Angie, Nancy, and Bill all broke out laughing while I looked on in amazement.
 
    
 
   “Wow, he doesn’t beat around the bush, does he?” chuckled Bill.
 
    
 
   “Oh my gosh, you are a big boy,” gushed my wife, grasping his stiff rod eagerly.  She immediately started stroking it rhythmically and the big man grunted with pleasure.
 
    
 
   “You hussy!” cackled Nancy with glee as she sat up and closely watched my wife jerking off the well hung stranger.
 
    
 
   “Your wife likes my penis,” the confident interloper told me with a wry smile.  He absently reached down and toyed with her breasts, pinching her nipples as she jerked his dong.  “Here take my balls in your other hand.  Feel how heavy,” he said with a deep laugh.
 
    
 
   “Wow, nice stones,” gulped Angie as she weighed his big black nutsack in her hand.
 
    
 
   “Angie, really, this is going too far,” I complained, my heart thumping in my chest a mile a minute, and my dick still standing eagerly at attention as I watched.
 
    
 
   “Can I suck it?” blurted Nancy, looking up at the stranger beseechingly.
 
    
 
   “Of course,” he said magnanimously.
 
    
 
   “What the hell?” gasped Bill in surprise.
 
    
 
   Nancy turned to her husband and said, “Don’t watch this, dear.”  Then she hungrily lunged forward and clamped her mouth onto the uncut tip of the black man’s prick.  I saw her cheeks cave in as she sucked for all her worth, and I gripped my cock as I watched.
 
    
 
   The big stranger sighed with pleasure, and lunged forward so that his balls were dangling above my wife’s face and my stomach fell as I saw her tongue flicking out, lapping greedily at his scrotum.
 
    
 
   “You have to stop this at once,” I cried, jumping to my feet and approaching him.  I was unsure what I could do since he was quite a bit heavier than I was and thickly muscled as well.
 
    
 
    
 
   He stood up easily, disengaging his dick from Nancy’s mouth with an unceremonious pop.    He put his hand on my chest and pushed me gently aside.  “Don’t be silly,” he told me with a smile.  “Sex is natural, it is healthy.  I will make your woman very happy, watch this.  Spread your legs for me, woman,” he told Angie and she readily complied, spreading her legs as far apart as she could and spreading her cunt lips for him with her fingers as well.  “There you see, she is surely willing,” he told me with a friendly smile, gesturing down at my drunken wife as she earnestly offered herself to this total stranger.
 
    
 
   I watched in frozen shock as he dropped down between my wife’s legs and started pushing his rod into her cunt while she whimpered with pleasure.
 
    
 
   “Oh god, go slow, you are so big,” she moaned, making my blood boil with jealousy.
 
    
 
   I reached down to grab him by the shoulder but Nancy jumped up and intervened.
 
    
 
   “Let them do this,” she breathed in my ear, and I was suddenly very aware of her naked body pressed up against my own naked body.  Bill didn’t notice as my hard cock pressed into his wife’s belly.  He was jerking himself frantically as he watched the man’s stiff black dick penetrate into my woman and then withdraw, slick with her juices.  Over and over and over, the black man’s ass pumping up and down as drove his huge cock in and out and in and out of my wife while she cried out with pleasure.
 
    
 
   “Yes, that’s good, nice and tight,” commented the man as he dicked my wife.
 
    
 
   “I think I love you,” gasped my wife reaching her arms around his back gripping his muscular buttocks in her hand to help pull him down inside her.
 
    
 
   “Angie, come on,” I complained lamely, watching with my mouth hanging open stupidly as my wife got very publicly fucked by a strange black man on the beach.
 
    
 
   Nancy surreptitiously grabbed my dick and started tugging it, and I mindless slipped a hand between her legs to start fingering her as I watched the stranger’s big black balls slapping against my wife’s ass.  If Bill noticed, he didn’t say anything, his eyes were glued on my wife getting fucked and he continued masturbating madly.  
 
    
 
   “Do me,” commanded Nancy drunkenly and she dropped to all fours in the sand before.  I needed no further coaxing and fell to my knees behind her.
 
    
 
   “Hey, now! What are you doing?” asked Bill in surprise as I plunged my stiff prick between Nancy’s swollen labia and sank my dick into her.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Bill,” I gasped as I started dogging my old friend’s wife from behind.
 
    
 
   “Don’t look at us, look at Nancy and her bull,” urged  Nancy, her breasts swaying as I pounded her from behind.
 
    
 
   Suddenly Angie cried out in climax and Bill refocused his attention on her.
 
    
 
   “I’m cumming into you now,” the black man told my wife affectionately.
 
    
 
   “Yes, do it,” urged Angie, her damp hair sticking to her forehead in lank strands.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yes, so much cum, so deep inside,” laughed the interloper as he dumped his seed inside my wife.
 
    
 
   “Oh, shit, that’s hot,” grunted Nancy and I could feel her twat tighten around my shaft as she was plunged into an orgasm by the sight of the big dark man violating my wife of 20 years.
 
    
 
   The stranger withdrew his long dick from Angie’s cunt and jumped lithely to his feet.  “That was delightful,” he told my wife as she lay, sweaty, flushed, and thoroughly ravaged.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, it was amazing,” she gushed, looking up at the big man with rank adoration.
 
    
 
   “Bye, bye,” he said to her and then noticed me with my dick still lodged deep in Bill’s wife and he laughed again.  “Hey, that’s not your wife, mister!  Bad boy, bad boy!” He shook his finger at me and then strode away, chuckling deeply.
 
    
 
   “You ARE a bad boy,” purred Nancy, looking back over her shoulder at me and squinting her eyes sexily.  My dick throbbed inside her in response to her provocation.
 
    
 
   I glanced over guiltily at my wife, but she was propped up on her elbows, checking out her new lover’s ass as he sauntered away.  Bill still had his dick in his hand and was looking at me with a strange expression.
 
    
 
   “Ok, fuck my wife then, Sam, go ahead,” he stammered drunkenly.  “Watch what I do!”  Then he moved closer to my wife and stuck his dick right in front of her mouth.  “Suck this for me, Angie, will you?” he asked nervously.
 
    
 
   Angie looked at his red, pulsing glans and then over at me, with my cock sunk deep inside her old friend Nancy and she just laughed and slurped the head of Bills’ dick right into her mouth, looking me right in the eye with a merry expression as she did so.  The whole scene was just so twisted that I felt myself spurting cum right inside Bill’s wife as I watched my own wife sucking him off. Angie quickly choked in surprise and Bill yanked out so he could drench her face in sperm as Nancy and I looked on.
 
    
 
   Angie giggled and giggled as he pumped his jizz across her cheeks and into her open mouth, then she took his dong back into her mouth and sucked it lustily, gazing up at Bill innocently as she suctioned his softening prick.
 
    
 
   “Ouch, ouch, I’m done, Angie, I’m done, I can’t take any more,” gasped Bill, yanking his tender penis free from her lamprey-like sucking.  He flopped down next to Angie on the blanket and looked over at Nancy and I in dismay.  “Well that happened,” he said, in shock.
 
    
 
   We all laughed awkwardly and I delicately withdrew my own deflating penis from inside Bill’s wife.
 
    
 
   “I can’t believe you let that stranger fuck you like that,” I told my wife.
 
    
 
   “I can’t believe how good it felt,” she rejoined with an impish grin.  “But it looks like you wasted no time getting your own willy into Nancy.”
 
    
 
   “I egged him on,” admitted Nancy, glancing down at my limp penis.  “It was pretty hot watching you get boned by that well hung casanova.  And I’ve been wondering what it would be like to get fucked by Sam.”
 
    
 
   “And how was it?” asked Bill with a quirky grin.
 
    
 
   “Not bad, Bill, not bad,” said Nancy, smiling warmly at her husband and running her hands over her bare boobs.  “How did you enjoy getting your dick sucked by my best friend?”
 
    
 
   “She’s a fine cock sucker,” said Bill, glancing down at my wife as she wiped his cum from her face and licked it seductively off her fingers.
 
    
 
   “This vacation suddenly got very interesting,” said Angie as she turned her attention to a pair of naked men with erect penises escorting a nude woman off the beach, while she gripped one hardon in each hand.
 
    
 
   
  
 

“First Handjob” Video
 
    
 
   Hello, I’m Annetta.  Oh god.  Yep, that’s me.  Did you hear about what I did in the bar with that guy last week?  Well look, before you go judging me, listen to my side of the story.  First of all, I am not going to make any excuses about being too drunk or whatever.  I had a buzz, of course, but I knew what I was doing.  Wait, let me start at the beginning.  I’m 23 years old and I am a first year grad student at Cal.  I’ve been dating my current boyfriend, Lewis for about two years now.  He’s a great guy.  He’s very smart and super loyal.  He’s sort of a nerd, but hey so am I, so I can’t complain.  Our sex life is pretty good.  I mean, he’s extremely caring and polite.  Maybe sometimes I wish he were a little, you know, less polite.   I don’t want to date some macho idiot, but I wish Lewis would be a bit more forceful sometimes and take control a little more.   That’s probably how I get into this whole mess with that guy Joe.
 
    
 
   So last Friday two of my girlfriends, Julia and Serene asked me to go out drinking with them.  I had previously made a date to spend the evening with Lewis, but he and I didn’t have any particular plans, so he agreed to join us.  Now that’s just awkward from the start.  When I go out with my girlfriends, there is a certain vibe.  We like to joke around and maybe flirt with guys a little and Julia and Serene weren’t thrilled about having Lewis along.  But Lewis is such a quiet, easy going guy, that pretty soon my friends and I practically forgot he was there and we started joking around and making rude sexual jokes as we tend to do.
 
    
 
   “I swear,” commented Lewis as the four of us were crammed into a booth at a bar on Telegraph.  “You girls are raunchier than me and my guys friends when we get together.”
 
    
 
   “I’m not surprised at that, nerdo,” muttered Serene under her breathe.  She and I were sitting next to each other across from Julia and Lewis.  I slapped her playfully for saying that, but I couldn’t help laughing along.
 
    
 
   “Wait, what?” asked Lewis nervously, pushing his glasses back up onto the bridge of his nose.
 
    
 
   “Nothing, I was just teasing sweety,” said Serene, reaching across the table and patting his hand condescendingly.
 
    
 
   “Of course, you and your man friends do talk about sex, though, right?” asked Julia, turning to interrogate Lewis.  “You talk about tits and ass and stuff, right?”
 
    
 
   Lewis blushed at how forward Julia was being and Serene and I just cackled with laughter at his embarrassment which only made him blush further.  “Well, sure, I guess so,” he stammered.
 
    
 
   “Do your friends ever talk about me?” asked Julia seriously.  “Do they mention my tits and ass?”
 
    
 
   “Oh my god,” cried Serene, wiping the tears of laughter from her eyes.  “You mean, while they sit around playing Magic: the Gathering?”
 
    
 
   “Stop picking on my boyfriend, you guys,” I said, struggling to suppress my own laughter.  It really was impossible to imagine Lewis and his friends getting worked up as they discussed Julia’s body.  Julia does have an amazing body by the way, but Lewis’ friends generally paid a lot more attention to their school work than to women.
 
    
 
   “I want to know what Lewis and his friends are saying about me,” said Julia, putting on a pout.
 
    
 
   “Nothing, nothing at all,” laughed Lewis awkwardly, giving me a guilty look.  I was surprised at that look in his eyes.  He actually seems chagrinned.
 
    
 
   “Wait a minute, your friends do talk about Julia’s big boobies, don’t you,” I said with a smile on my face.
 
    
 
   “No, no,” said Lewis, holding up his hands defensively.
 
    
 
   “Well, why not?” asked Julia petulantly, thrusting out her chest.  “Didn’t you notice them?”
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, Julia,” pleaded Lewis staring at her breasts they strained against the buttons of her tightly fitting blouse.
 
    
 
   “Give him something to talk about, Julia, unbutton your blouse and show him your bra,” coaxed Serene with a devilish grin.
 
    
 
   “Should, I Annetta?” she asked me, fingering her buttons with a mischievous smile while Lewis stared at me open-mouthed.
 
    
 
   I put my finger to my chin as though thinking it over.  Normally of course, a girl should be jealous in this situation.  But Lewis is so innocent and Julia is such a good friend that I thought nothing of it.  “Yes Julia,” I said, trying to sound brave.  “I think that Lewis and my relationship is strong enough to survive the sight of your bra.”  My girlfriends laughed in response and Julia eagerly unbuttoned her blouse halfway down to her waist.  She must have been pretty drunk to do that because we were in a crowded bar and lot of other men were around.
 
    
 
   Julia pulled her blouse open dramatically to flash her boobs at Lewis and his eyes nearly bulged out of his head.  She was wearing a very sexy bra.  It was lacy and white and her pink nipples were just visible through the sheer material. Lewis was turning pale and his mouth was working soundless as he stared, transfixed by her impressive chest.   I actually did feel a pang of jealousy at his reaction to those perfect white orbs.   My boobs didn’t look that good.
 
    
 
   Predictably, her little show gained her more attention than she bargained for, and a tall, good looking guy took note and strode over to the table purposefully.  “Wow, nice rack,” said the stranger with a crooked smile.  “Can I have a look?”  He was broad shouldered and had a strong square jaw.  His deep set eyes were fixed on Julia’s generous bosom and he wore an intelligent, sardonic expression on his face.  My heart started beating faster as he loomed above me.  He was quite a hunk.
 
    
 
   “Omigod, get out of here,” squealed Julia in surprise.  “I was just showing Lewis, I don’t even know you.”  She clutched her blouse shut modestly but gazed up at the interloper with big doe eyes.  She was clearly smitten by the attractive stranger.
 
    
 
   “Well let me introduce myself, then.  I’m Joe,” he said smoothly, leaning over the table to offer her his hand.
 
    
 
   “Can’t you see that her hands are full, Joe?” said Serene grasping his hand impulsively and shaking it.  She looked him up and down brashly and nodded her head with approval.  “I’m Serene.  The hussy showing off her boobs is Julia.  This is my best pal, Annetta, and that’s her boyfriend, Lewis.”
 
    
 
   “Hello folks,” said Joe amiably.  “Do my mind if I join you?  It seems like you all are having a much more interesting conversation than the one my buddies and I were having.”
 
    
 
   “Certainly, Joe, have a seat,” said Serene, slipping out of the booth beside me and offering Joe her place.
 
    
 
   “Oh,” I exclaimed in surprise as Joe slid into the booth next to me.  “Where are you going to sit, Serene?” I asked nervously.  My heart was really pounding at this point and my stomach was knotted up with excitement to have this big good looking man just boldly barge into our little group.   He had a forceful but friendly manner that was hard to resist.  See, this is the sort of thing that Lewis could never do, go up and insert himself into a group of strangers at a bar.  I could feel the warmth emanating from Joe’s body  as his leg brushed against mine and could I smell him.  He smelled good.  Clean, but with just a hint of sweat.
 
    
 
   “I’ll be fine, here’s a chair,” said Serene brightly, grabbing a empty chair from another table and pulling up to the end of the booth.  She was nearly bouncing up and down with enthusiasm.  Julia was rapidly re-buttoning her blouse and was obviously flustered.  Lewis shifted uncomfortably in his seat and eyed Joe suspiciously.
 
    
 
   “So, what are we talking about?” asked Joe, taking a long slow drink from his beer and leaning against me slightly.
 
    
 
   “Uh, Lewis was just surprised about how much we girls like to talk about sex,” said Serene.  She put her elbows on the table, crossed her fingers, and rested her chin upon the backs of her hands as she gazed at Joe affectionately.  I was surprised to find myself growing jealous of her interest in Joe and I just smiled tightly, trying to tamp down those feelings.  After all, I have a boyfriend already.  Why should I get mad at my girlfriend for flirting with some bold handsome man whose physical presence alone was making me horny as hell.  
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah?” he said raising his eyebrows expectantly.  “Did you see that viral video called ‘First Handjob’?  It was made in response to that other video called ‘First Kiss’”
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, I saw ‘First Kiss’,” I said turning to him shyly and toying with my hair.  “It was cute.”  Joe looked into my eyes and I blushed madly.  He was too intense and I had to look away, so I turned to Julia who finally had her blouse buttoned up again.  “Did you guys see that?”
 
    
 
   “I think I saw the ‘First Kiss’ video,” said Julia. “That’s the one where they had twenty strangers pair up and kiss each other on camera.  And there are all these awkward moments where they say like ‘What was your name again?’ and stuff.  But yeah, it was cute.”
 
    
 
   “I think it was for a commercial,” put in Lewis grumpily.
 
    
 
   “Whatever Lewis, what’s this ‘First Handjob’, video about then?” asked Serene, gazing at Joe with interest.
 
    
 
   “Well it was made in response to ‘First Kiss’ but they had the girls give the guys a handjob instead of a kiss,” said Joe with a twinkle in his eye.  “Total strangers.”
 
    
 
   “No way,” gasped Julia.  “I don’t believe it.”
 
    
 
   “It’s online,” laughed Joe.  “I’m not lying.  Here, I’ll pull it up on my phone.”  It only took him a minute to find the video and he passed his phone around for all of us to see.  There were awkward introductions and then they showed the couple from the waist up only as the women supposedly jerked off the guys.  I was starting to get turned on as I watched it.  It was pretty hot actually.
 
    
 
   “I love the one girl that gets all competitive about it and shouts ‘boom’ when she’s done,” chuckled Serene, handing the phone back to Joe.
 
    
 
   “Or the girl that says, ‘Can I get a tissue?’ at the end, that’s hilarious,” giggled Julia.
 
    
 
   “The expressions on the guy’s faces is priceless,” I agreed, giggling and looking at Joe out of the corner of my eye.
 
    
 
   “That’s not real, you guys,” said Lewis petulantly, peering down at his own phone as he looked up information about the video.  “It was done by a comedy group.”
 
    
 
   Joe looked at Lewis in amazement, nodding his head.  “Yeah, you’re right.  It’s not real.  Good job figuring that out, Lewis.  You’re a sharp one.”  I felt bad about the way he was mocking my boyfriend, but it also sort of turned me on to see him be sort of a prick about it.  He reminded me of Han Solo from Star Wars.
 
    
 
   “The video was funny, wasn’t it Lewis?” asked Julia meekly.  “Hey, let’s pretend I’m giving you a handjob.”
 
    
 
   “Err, what?” asked Lewis in shock.
 
    
 
   “You know, let’s sort of recreate the video and I’ll pretend to jerk you off and you pretend to cum,” she said, looking at him and batting her eyelashes.  “It will be funny.”
 
    
 
   I almost choked with laughter at Lewis’ pained expression.  “I uh, no, I don’t want to play that game,” he said lamely.
 
    
 
   “Why don’t you pretend to jerk Joe off Annetta,” urged Serene excitedly.  “I’d like to see how he acts when he blows his wad.”
 
    
 
   “I’m game,” said Joe.  He reached under the table and made as though he was unzipping his fly.  “So yes, hello, I’m Joe,” he said holding out his hand to me.
 
    
 
   “Hello, Joe, I’m Annetta,” I replied.  My face was burning bright red at this point and my palms felt sweaty.  I couldn’t believe how quickly this guy managed to escalate the situation from a smooth introduction to a simulated handjob in under five minutes.
 
    
 
   “And this is Jimmy,” said Joe casually, taking my hand and putting it under the table by his crotch.  I was shocked to find that Joe had really unzipped and pulled his cock out and I drew my hand away in shock.  Everyone else thought we were just playacting and laughed at my reaction.  “Now don’t be afraid, he doesn’t bite,” coaxed Joe, taking my hand again and pulling it under the table.  Julia and Serene got a kick out of that and redoubled their laughter.  Lewis just sort of looked like he was going to be sick.  I felt a sharp thrill of guilt mingled with arousal as Joe put my hand onto his bare penis under the table.  He was already hard, but his penis stiffened further as I ran my fingers up and down his shaft hesitantly.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “What’s it feel like?” asked Julia, playing along.
 
    
 
   “Um, the skin is soft,” I say, catching my breathe.
 
    
 
   “Go ahead and grip it, choke up on it,” said Joe, giving Lewis a broad smile.
 
    
 
   “Ok, guys, this isn’t funny,” complained Lewis.  I could tell he was resisting the urge to duck down and look under the table.
 
    
 
   “Now honey, it’s just a little game,” I said as I gripped Joe’s stiff cock in my hand.  “We are just pretending.  Like in the video.”  My pits were damp with anxiety as I started stroking Joe’s fat penis.  “Wow, you are big,” I told him, looking into his eyes.  This was just so kinky that I was really getting turned on.  It felt really weird to be jerking this strange guy off right in front of my boyfriend and my girlfriends.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” he choked, struggling to maintain composure.  “You are making it bigger.”  I suddenly felt in control of him and I liked it.  His suave demeanor was starting to crumble a little bit and it made me bolder.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, he likes it,” I said, mimicking a girl from the video as I tugged his johnson.
 
    
 
   “Don’t ignore his balls now,” said Serene, egging us on.  I could tell from the tone in her voice that she suspected we might not be acting, but she didn’t peer under the table to blow our cover.
 
    
 
   “Good idea, Serene,” I said, reaching down into Joe’s jeans with my other hand.  “Oh yeah, his balls are nice and tight.  Here, I’ll pull on the scrotum.”
 
    
 
   “He must have big balls, the way he strode right over and inserted himself into our little party,” said Julia with a smile.
 
    
 
   “Pretty big,” I admitted as I fingered his balls.
 
    
 
   “Ok, you guys,” said Lewis helplessly.  “I mean, is that really  how you act when you get a handjob, Joe?  You look like someone just struck you in the head with a ball peen hammer.”  I was proud of Lewis for piping up and taking a shot at Joe.  
 
    
 
   Joe did have a pretty stunned expression on his face and he was too distracted by my handjob to come up with much of a response.  “Uh, it feels good,” he gasps as I tugged away on his quivering cock.
 
    
 
   “Is he circumcised?” asked Julia, watching in fascination as Joe’s eyes rolled back in his head.
 
    
 
   “Let me feel and try to guess,” I said primly.  I ran my fingers around the edge of the mushroom shaped head of Joe’s penis.  “Yes, I think he’s circumcised.  The helmet is definitely not sheathed.”
 
    
 
   “Are you going to cum soon, Joe?” asked Serene seductively.
 
    
 
   “Ugh,” replied Joe stupidly.
 
    
 
   “I’ve had enough of this,” complained Lewis weakly.
 
    
 
   “Ok, honey, here, I will finish him off using two hands.  One on the head and one on the shaft,” I said.  And I did just that, tugging on Joe’s phallus with one hand and fingering his head with the other.  He gave a loud grunt and grasped my forearms tightly as he started spurting shot after shot of cum into the palm of my hand.
 
    
 
   “There he goes,” I said, feeling my own crotch growing hot and wet.  “He really shot quite a load there.”  I really wanted to get that hard cock inside me and I had to restrain the urge to bend down and pop the head of his dick into my mouth and suck out the last of his cum.  Then I noticed Lewis looking at me with disgust and I felt sort of guilty as I drew my hands away.
 
    
 
   “This is so disgusting,” snapped Lewis crossing his arms across his chest angrily.

“Oh, come on, honey, don’t get all bent about it,  it’s just a joke,” I said, looking around for a napkin to wipe my hands with discretely as I kept them under the table as Joe quietly zipped up his fly.
 
    
 
   Joe handed me his handkerchief gallantly.  “Here you go, use this.”
 
    
 
   “Wow, thanks,” I said, gazing up at  him with frank lust.
 
    
 
   “Look, I don’t want to overstay my welcome.  I mean Lewis must feel pretty awkward having his girlfriend give me a simulated hand job,” said Joe grinning toothily at Lewis.  Lewis just sniffed and turned his head away.  “Also, I am neglecting my friends over there.  They aren’t going to believe what just happened.   So ciao folks, have a good night.”  As he stood her grabbed my hand and kissed it gently, slipping his card into my palm discretely.  “Annetta, truly a pleasure meeting you.”  And then he was gone.  He turned turned and strode away as though nothing had happened.  
 
    
 
   My heart was fluttering in my chest and I clutched his card in my hand as though my life depended on it.
 
    
 
   “What a hunk!” gushed Serene.  “I would have jerked him for reals.”
 
    
 
   “He seemed arrogant,” complained Lewis petulantly.
 
    
 
   “Oh, you are just jealous because he was smoother than you,” said Serene with a smirk.
 
    
 
   I said nothing and just pocketed Joe’s card, wondering if I would be able to slip away and talk him into dogging me out back by the dumpster.  I was feeling pretty hot and I didn’t think Lewis’ tepid lovemaking would cool me off.  So say what you want about me, but I’m not sorry, I enjoyed every minute of it and it’s not my fault Lewis is a cold fish.  I’ll just have to get some hotter love making on the side now and then.  No big deal.  At least I know who to call.

 
 
   
  
 

Wife Helps Husband Get Promotion at Work
 
    
 
   About 7 years after Tiffany and I got married, we were still living in the small home my parents had helped us buy.  I was having a hell of a time moving up the corporate ladder, even after I got my MBA and she was starting to get dissatisfied with our home.  Our neighborhood was a little rough, and she wanted a bigger place in a safer neighborhood.  The problem was that I wouldn’t be able to afford that unless I got a promotion at work, and competition was stiff.
 
    
 
   “Well who are your rivals for the district manager position?” asked Tiffany one night over dinner.
 
    
 
   “Ah, Eric Jameson and Bill Wilkins.  And they both have more experience than I do.  Also, their departments are doing better than mine. I don’t like my odds.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t be so down on yourself.  You’ll never get this promotion with that attitude,” complained Tiffany in exasperation.  “You need that killer instinct.  I’ve been reading this book called ‘Wisdom of the Psychopaths’ and it talks about how useful a bit of ruthlessness can be.”  Her piercing glare was intense and I cringed.
 
    
 
   “Come on honey, this isn’t the movies, what do you want me to do, strangle Jameson in the restroom?  You know me, I’m a nice guy.  If anything, you are the ruthless one.”  I laughed nervously, but it was probably true.  My wife could be quite calculating, especially when she wanted a new house.
 
    
 
   “You’re right, behind every great man is a woman,” she said, tapping her red painted talons on the table impatiently.  “You need my help.”
 
    
 
   “If you have any ideas, I’m all ears.”
 
    
 
   “Who is making the final call on this promotion?” 
 
    
 
   “Jimmy Abrams, VP of Sales, you remember him.  I introduced you at the Christmas party last year.  He’s my boss’s boss basically, and it’s totally his call.”
 
    
 
   “Abrams?  I don’t recall, wait, was he the bald guy with the pink tie?”  She snapped her fingers decisively.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that’s him.”
 
    
 
   “That guy was staring down into my cleavage every chance he got,” she said with a smirk.
 
    
 
   “Honey, every guy at the party was staring at your cleavage that night.  The other women were scandalized at how low cut your dress was.”  I gazed at my wife’s jutting tits with appreciation and my penis started swelling at the memory of her showing them off to all my coworkers.  
 
    
 
   Tiffany just laughed lightly.  “If you’ve got it, flaunt it, honey, you know that’s my motto.  Sure, a lot of guys were checking out the merchandise that night, but Abrams was a special case.  He simply couldn’t keep his eyes off of my chest.  His face got all red and his willie was practically standing at attention.  He kept putting his hand in his pocket to wrestle it into submission.  He got in line behind me at the buffet and I swear he prodded me right in the rump with his erection several times when I bent over to serve myself. ”
 
    
 
   “Nice.  You never mentioned that.”
 
    
 
   She tossed her hair and put her nose in the air.  “Oh, I didn’t want to upset you and it didn’t bother me at all.  I was flattered actually.  But now I’m thinking we should use Abrams’ fascination with my knockers to our advantage somehow.”
 
    
 
   “What do you want to do, invite him to dinner and greet him at the door topless?” I tried to laugh about it, but I felt a strange lump in my throat. 
 
    
 
   “Do you think that would work?” she asked with an evil smile
 
    
 
   “Stop it, Tiffany, I can see the gears turning and I don’t like where this is going.”  I drew myself upright and tugged at the bottom of my shirt.
 
    
 
   “Come on, Jacob, don’t be such a priss,” she twirled a lock of hair in her finger and gazed out the window at our tiny backyard.  “I’m sick of living in this tiny shack, we need to figure out how to get that promotion.  Maybe we can invite Abrams to dinner and I’ll just wear a shirt that shows off my boobs.”
 
    
 
   “How’s that going to help me?  He can check out your tits to his heart’s content, thank us very much, and then give the position to Jameson or Wilkins.”
 
    
 
   “But maybe if he likes looking at my boobs enough, he will want to come back a few times.  You can develop a rapport with him, a personal relationship.  That might help your chances,” my wife rapped the table for emphasis, and I could tell she was really excited by the idea.
 
    
 
   “Ok, I have to admit, that doesn’t sound like a bad idea.  But Abrams is notoriously aloof.  He doesn’t socialize with the underlings.  I don’t think he would accept a sudden dinner invitation from me out of the blue. I don’t know him very well. ”
 
    
 
   Tiffany put her hand on her chin to think it over.  “Well, maybe I could arrange to bump into him at the supermarket wearing a revealing outfit and just casually invite him over for drinks or something.”
 
    
 
   “Jesus, you seem really determined to whore yourself for this promotion,” I exclaimed, slightly taken aback by her persistence.
 
    
 
   “Look, I want a new house, and I will do whatever it takes to get it,” she spat, pounding her fist on the table.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, ok, ok, but how are you going to figure out where Abrams shops?” I asked in bewilderment.  I was starting to feel really inadequate, as though I had let my wife down by not being able to afford a bigger home.
 
    
 
   “I’ll just follow him home from work a few times and figure out his routine,” said Tiffany with a sunny smile.  “Easy.”
 
    
 
   As weird as it sounded to me at the time, Tiffany did just that.  She tailed Abrams for a few days and quickly discovered that he often stopped at Whole Foods on the way home.  She bought a tight little, low cut sweater dress that made her look like a prostitute with the front scooped so low that it barely covered her nipples.  Then she arranged to bump into Abrams at the store so that she could invite him over for dinner.  She came home that night breathlessly excited.
 
    
 
   “It worked, it worked!” she exclaimed, running into the living room where I was having my after-work scotch.  I couldn’t believe how slutty she looked in that tight dress.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, you aren’t even wearing a bra?” I gasped as she bounced up and down with excitement and her knockers went carooming up and down dangerously.  “How did you keep them from popping out of your dress?”
 
    
 
   “That’s the effect that I am going for, silly.  Men are fascinated by the sight of boobs that could pop loose at any moment and give them a glimpse of nip.  But listen to my story, I was good.  I saw Abrams going into the produce section and I bent over an apple bin right in front of him so that he could get a nice view of my danglers.  And when I looked up, sure enough, he was hooked, staring open mouthed at my cleavage on display.  I shimmied my shoulders a bit, you know, to add to the effect and he gulped and turned beet red.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll bet,” I said, my dick getting hard at the sight of her in that trashy dress.  “Didn’t he recognize you?”
 
    
 
   “Not at first, I let him get a good long look and then I stood up and told him that he looked familiar.  My nips were nice and hard and poking out pretty well and he just stared down at them trying to remember where we met.  Then I pretended to remember meeting him at the Christmas party and I gave him a nice long hug, rubbing my boobs up against his chest and squeezing him real tight.”  Her eyes were bright with excitement and she came and plopped down in my lap and I wrapped my arms around her slim waist and started absently fondling her gorgeous orbs.
 
    
 
   “Jesus,” I said.  “Laid it on thick, huh?”  My cock springing fully erect as I grasped her melons in my hands.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” she giggled, crossing her legs and twisting one foot in circles the way she did whenever she had juicy gossip to relate.  “I pressed my body against his until I could feel his peter waking up down there and then I released him.  He had to put his hand back in his pocket to keep from pitching a tent and I buttered him up, telling him how fascinating our conversations had been and how you were always talking about what a clever strategist he was.”
 
    
 
   “Oh brother,” I laughed, pinching her nipples playfully.
 
    
 
   “He just ate it right up,” she laughed.  “Then I dropped my purse and quickly bent down to retrieve it right in front of him and managed to grind my rear right into his crotch.  He couldn’t help himself and actually grabbed my by the hips and poked me in the butt with his stiff willy.”
 
    
 
   “You hussy,” I laughed, but my stomach began to roil with jealousy at the thought of my wife flirting so shamelessly with another man.
 
    
 
   “I know, the other housewives shopping could see what I was doing and they shot me dirty looks, but poor Abrams was completely clueless.  Anyway, once I had him fired up, I simply insisted that he come join us for drinks and he agreed to come over tonight.”
 
    
 
   “Wow, good job,”  I said, impressed, impressed in spite of my reservations.  “But, you know, you should try to cool it with the flirting a little.  You don’t want to overdo it.”
 
    
 
   “Why not?” she asked, tilting her head to the side.
 
    
 
   I was taken aback by her guileless expression.  “Well, I mean, you are my wife after all, it’s sort of embarrassing when a wife flirts openly with another man in front of her husband.”
 
    
 
   “Well maybe you should step out at some point and let me work on Abrams in private,” said my wife with a devious little smile.
 
    
 
   “No way,” I laughed.  “I’m not sure I trust you.”
 
 
   “You can trust me to get you that promotion, that’s all you need to worry about.  Now you run out and get some expensive scotch, he’s going to be here in an hour.  I have to set up my insurance policy.”
 
    
 
   “Insurance policy?  What are you talking about?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Nevermind, I’ll tell you later, now go, scoot.” Tiffany jumped off my lap and hustled me out the door and I and I hurried off to the local liquor store to get a single malt scotch for Abrams.
 
    
 
   When I got home, Tiffany had dimmed the lights in the living room and had some mellow jazz playing.  She had lit candles and the ambience was very relaxed and romantic.  She had a tray of hor d’oeuvres prepared as well.
 
    
 
   “Holy cow, pulling out all the stops, huh?” 
 
    
 
   “Definitely,” she said with a smile, lifting the hem of her dress to reveal her exposed bush.
 
    
 
   “Wait, you took your panties off?” I yelped. “That’s going too far, honey.”
 
    
 
   But just then the doorbell rang and Tiffany sprinted off to answer it.  I followed close on her heels as she pulled the door open.
 
    
 
   “Omigosh, Jimmy, I’m so glad you could make it,” gushed Tiffany throwing herself into Abrams’ arms enthusiastically and kicking one heel up.  
 
    
 
   He encircled her with his arms in surprise, pulling her close as she kissed him on the cheek.  Then he cast me a guilty look as my wife rubbed herself up against him, extending the friendly hug just a little too long.
 
    
 
   “Oh Tiffany, you are such a, uh, friendly lady,” exclaimed Abrams as my wife finally disentangled himself from him.
 
    
 
   “Jacob, good to see you,” he said, offering his hand.
 
    
 
   “Same here, Jim, this is an unexpected pleasure,” I said.  “Please come in.  I ran out and got a good scotch when I heard you were coming.”

“Marvelous,” said Abrams as we lead him into the living room.  Tiffany lead him to my favorite chair, the big leather recliner and he sank into with a sigh of pleasure as I poured him a scotch.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t have time to change into a nicer outfit, I hope you don’t mind that I’m entertaining you in this old thing,” said Tiffany, running her hands down her sides and over her shapely hips as Abrams ogled her figure in the tightly fitting dress.
 
    
 
   “Oh, no, you look very attractive,” he gazing at her jiggling boobs and protruding nipples.  “It’s quite flattering.”
 
    
 
   “Doesn’t leave much to the imagination,” I muttered, feeling slightly bitter as I handed Abrams his scotch.
 
    
 
   He pulled his eyes from my wife’s body with an embarrassed frown as he accepted his drink.  “Oh, thanks, Jacob.”
 
    
 
   “Jacob thinks this dress is a little too immodest, what do you think, Jimmy?  Does it make me look too slutty?” My wife had a twinkle in her eye as she cupped her boobs in her hands and offered them for Abrams inspection.
 
    
 
   The poor guy’s eyes were practically bulging out of his head as he gawked at my wife’s chest.  “Err, yes, I mean no, it’s sexy but very tasteful,” stammered Abrams pulling at his collar.
 
    
 
   “How about from behind?” she asked with delight as she turned, presenting her rear to Abrams for scrutiny.  Her dress rode up slightly as she bent over and the bottoms of Tiffany’s bare ass cheeks peeked out just below her hem.
 
    
 
   Abrams face colored noticeably and he put his hands in his lap, probably to hide his erection.  “Wow, I mean, that dress does compliment your figure.”
 
    
 
   “You don’t think my butt is too big?” she asked, pouting over her shoulder at him as she slapped herself on the rump.
 
    
 
   “Urgh, no certainly not, it’s the perfect size,” grunted Jacobs, shifting uncomfortably as he adjusted himself.
 
    
 
   I cleared my throat in annoyance, my heart thumping with anxiety at the shameless way my wife was carrying on.
 
    
 
   Abrams shot me an apologetic glance.  “Jacob, you are a lucky man to have such a gorgeous and, uh, hospitable wife.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yes, I know,” I agreed, shooting daggers at my wife with my eyes.
 
    
 
   She just shrugged and pulled up an ottoman so that she could sit close to Abrams.  We all had a few drinks and made small talk.  I asked about his family, and we talked about how things were going at work.  Tiffany kept laughing uproariously at every humorous comment that Abrams made and touching his knee or his arm affectionately.  As we all got drunker and drunker, he stopped making any effort to hide his interest and his eyes fixed on my wife’s body, roving from her jiggling cleavage to her smooth white thighs, fully exposed by her short dress.   My wife kept uncrossing and crossing her legs, flashing her snatch at him until his erection formed an embarrassing lump in his trousers.  My ears were growing hot with indignation and my gut was clenched with jealousy as he eyeballed her hungrily. 
 
    
 
   “I’m actually quite proud of my boobs,” blurted Tiffany at one point, interrupting me as I was outlining my business plan for the coming year.  “I really wanted to find and even lower cut dress, but I couldn’t find one.”  She tugged down on the front of her dress until the tops of her pink areolae slipped into view.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, you should be proud,” he agreed, sweat beading up on his forehead as he examined my wife’s nipples.  “You are really well endowed.”
 
    
 
   “Of course you are, dear, but I was trying to tell Jim about my vision for our department at work,” I interrupted irritably.
 
    
 
   “Oh, right, sorry, honey,” she said.  “Jacob has so many great ideas, he’s very excited by the possibility of executing them across the entire division.”
 
    
 
   I slapped my hand to my forehead at her lack of subtlety.  The alcohol was taking it’s toll.
 
    
 
   “What?” asked Abrams, clearly surprised and confused as he glanced over at me.  “Oh are we talking about the district manager position?  Well that’s clearly down to a decision between Jameson and Wilkins.  I assumed you knew that, Jacob.”  He made a face of mild disgust at the unpleasant change of subject.
 
    
 
   Before I could answer, my wife lunged forward and gripped Abrams’ knee.  “But Jacob has so many excellent ideas and he is such a smart man.”
 
    
 
   “He does, and he is, darling,” said Abrams, patting my wife on her thigh condescendingly.  “But he lacks the experience of these other fellows.  Jacob’s time will come, don’t worry.”
 
    
 
   My wife’s face flashed into a brief mask of rage before she regained her composure.  “Well, that’s good to know, Jimmy.  I feel so cramped in this little house and the neighborhood is so sketchy. If Jacob got this promotion, we could afford a better place.”  
 
    
 
   She was pouting and plaintive now, and I had to intervene quickly.  “Of course, that seems relevant to you, dear, but that’s not relevant to the corporation.”
 
    
 
   Abrams nodded approvingly.  “Just so, Jacob, well said.  But please excuse me a moment, I need to use the washroom.  Where is it?”
 
    
 
   “I’ll show you, Jimmy dear,” said my wife, leaping to her feet and making her boobs bounce fetchingly.  Jacobs’ mood brightened visibly as my wife took him by the hand and lead him away down the hall.  I noticed him checking out her ass the whole way.
 
    
 
   I pulled at my hair and paced in circles as I lamented the foolishness of my wife’s plan.  It was clearly unraveling before our eyes.  Abrams was enjoying her whorish behavior now when he was sauced up, but once he was sober wouldn’t he reconsider and see through our feeble ploy.  This whole thing might backfire on us and actually hurt my prospects if it got around that I was trying to use my wife’s body to get ahead.  She was overdoing it, pushing it too hard because she wanted that new house so damned badly and she couldn’t rein herself in.  As these despairing thoughts ran through my mind, I noticed that my wife hadn’t returned to the living room.  What was she doing, helping Abrams get his cock out to piss?  
 
    
 
   I stepped into the hall and I heard the toilet flush around the corner and the bathroom door open.  My wife must have been waiting by the door, because I heard Abrams grunt with surprise.
 
    
 
   “Oh, sorry, Tiffany, were you waiting to use this?” I heard him ask.
 
    
 
   “No, I just wanted to talk with you for a moment without Jacob around.  Can we slip into the bedroom here for a private chat,” she was lowering her voice but I could just make out what she was saying as I inched down the hallway quietly
 
    
 
   “Well, that wouldn’t really be appropriate,” said Abrams haltingly.
 
    
 
   “Please Jimmy, let’s be straight with each other.”  She did something that made Abrams grunt loudly and start panting, but they were around the corner, so I couldn’t see.  “I have been acting inappropriately all evening and you have been eating it up.  So here’s another inappropriate idea, why not come into the bedroom and watch me get naked?”
 
    
 
   “But what about your husband?” Abrams’ hissed, trying to keep his voice down.
 
    
 
   “I told him I was going to show you around the house,” she lied casually.
 
    
 
   I heard the bedroom door open and then shut again and I clenched my fists in anger.  Tiffany was really going too far.  I rushed down the hall to our bedroom door and then I hesitated with my hand on the handle.  This could get ugly if I barged in there to find my wife naked with Abrams in our bedroom.  Would I really be able to return to work after an incident like that?  I ground my teeth in annoyance and slipped back into the bathroom.  Our bathroom had two doors, one to the hallway and one directly into our bedroom.  I sat on the toilet with the lid down in the dark and quietly opened the door between the bedroom and the bathroom just a crack so that I could listen in to what was happening in there.  I tried peeking through the crack, but all I saw was our bedroom window.
 
    
 
   “Here first of all, let me get this slutty dress off,” giggled my wife drunkenly.  I heard Abrams gasp and I clenched my sweaty palms into fists of frustration.  ‘What do you think?” asked my wife coquettishly.
 
    
 
   “You are built like a brick shithouse, woman,” uttered Abrams through gritted teeth.
 
    
 
   “Here give me a hug,” she purred and I pictured her rubbing her naked body up against Abrams.  As angry as I was, I actually felt my dick getting hard as I listened which was confusing.
 
    
 
   “Mmmh, yeah, squeeze my butt,” she moaned.  “Hey, I feel something down here.”  I heard the sound of Abrams’ fly coming down.  “Ooo, you are you nice and hard,” cooed my wife, I could hear a rhythmic rustling that must of been the sound of her jerking on his dick and I felt like crying out in anguish.  “Do you want to suck my boobies?” she asked innocently.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” he groaned breathlessly.
 
    
 
   “Let’s talk about that promotion for Jacob first,” she said, her voice growing hard.
 
    
 
   “Tiffany, please,” he begged.  “You don’t understand, my reputation is involved.  People will notice if I show that kind of undue favoritism.  It could could hurt my position at the company.  Wait, what are you doing, oh god, oh god.”  I hear the floorboards creak slightly and then a slurping sound which told me my wife was down on her knees, sucking the cock of my VP of sales.
 
    
 
   “What were you saying?” she asked after a minute.  I could hear a rapid squelching that sounded like she was jerking away on his saliva-slickened boner.
 
    
 
   “Oh, fuck, ok, ok, I will do it.  Get up on the bed and spread your legs,” he gasped.
 
    
 
   “You know, I like it rough.  I won’t be able to get into it unless you pick me up and put me on the bed and then hold me down while you ravish me,” she said.
 
    
 
   I scratched my head in confusion because this simply wasn’t true.  Tiffany always complained if I got too rough.  But sure enough, I heard them scuffling and panting as he must have pulled her to her feet and she pretended to struggle against him.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, you are a dirty whore, aren’t you?” he barked with relish.
 
    
 
   “No, no, we mustn’t,” crooned my wife in falsetto.
 
    
 
   “Yes we must,” he said with a laugh and I heard the bedsprings creak as they fell upon it.  “Get those legs apart.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, you beast,” she cried gaily.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, take this, take this,” he crowed with pleasure.
 
    
 
   “Oh no, oh no, you are so big,” she pleaded.
 
    
 
   My cock was straining against my pants as I heard the rhythmic creaking of the bedsprings.
 
    
 
   “Oh Jimmy, oh Jimmy,” called my wife, her voice thick with passion.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that’s right, you earn that promotion, you filthy slut.  You take that dick, urrgh, urrgh,” he moaned.
 
    
 
   “Are you cumming?” asked my wife softly.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I’m blowing my wad right inside you, you tramp,” he gloated.  “Oh yeah, that’s good.”  I heard the bedsprings creak again, and it was all I could do to hold myself back from running in there and slapping my wife’s cheating face and punching Abrams in the gut.  
 
    
 
   “Well, it was nice doing business with you, young lady,” he said, his voice dripping with self-satisfaction.
 
    
 
   “Likewise, I am sure,” she purred in contentment.  “You can go through there to the bathroom and wash up,” she added languidly.
 
    
 
   I leapt to my feet in panic and slipped quickly back into the hall as I heard Abrams enter behind me and close the door to the hallway.  I rushed back to the living room, livid with anger, struggling to push my erection back down.  I can’t believe that my wife could be so low.  To actually fuck another man just to get us a new house.  But the more I thought about it, my anger started to melt.  I mean, she really did it.  Abrams agreed to give me that job.  This was going to mean a lot more money, more prestige.  Even if I failed, I would have that title on my resume and I could move to a similar position at another company.  It was starting to seem like a small price to pay, to let another man use my wife’s body for his pleasure in exchange for a whole new future.  I poured myself another drink and paced the room excitedly waiting for them to emerge.
 
    
 
   Presently Abrams appeared, whistling happily as he strolled back into the living room.
 
    
 
   “You seem like you’re in a good mood,” I commented dryly.  
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, you wife just gave me a wonderful tour of your beautiful home,” said Abrams taking up his drink again.
 
    
 
   “Well, our house is pretty small, so she must have gone into great depth,” I said, feeling my anger building again in spite of myself.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yes, Jimmy insisted on plumbing the depths quite thoroughly,” laughed Tiffany as she flounced into the room merrily.
 
    
 
   He slapped her on the rear with a familiarity that made my blood boil.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” I said, trying to swallow my irritation and look on the bright side.
 
    
 
   “Well folks, I’ve had a simply remarkable time here tonight, but I must be going,” said Abrams, putting his drink down and rubbing his stomach contentedly.
 
    
 
   “But, wait, I thought we were going to talk about Jacob’s promotion,” said my wife, her face dropping.
 
    
 
   “Tiffany, I thought we went over this,” said Abrams, shooting her a cold look as he tugged at his shirt cuffs.  “This is an important business decision and I can’t be seen playing favorites.”
 
    
 
   The blood drained from Tiffany’s face and her mouth gaped open.  “You fucker!” she spat vehemently, stamping her foot.  “We had a deal.”
 
    
 
   “I, uh, don’t know what you are talking about,” said Abrams, taken aback by the explosiveness of my wife’s response and shooting me a guilty look.
 
    
 
   “Ahh, I see how you want to play it,” said my wife snatching up her laptop and turning on the TV so she could share her screen via AirPlay.  “I was afraid you might try to pull something like this.  Luckily I made sure to have an insurance policy.”  Suddenly a high def image of our bedroom appeared on the screen and Tiffany and Abrams entered the frame
 
    
 
   “What’s this?” I asked in surprise as I watched her pull off her dress and embrace Abrams in the nude on the screen.  “Oh boy.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, didn’t I tell you, darling?  I took the liberty of having a webcam installed in our bedroom so that we could record various festivities.  It’s a high-end model capable of 4k resolution, whatever that means,” said Tiffany tossing her hair nonchalantly. 
 
    
 
   “You sneaky bitch,” gasped Abrams in shock.  It was his turn to go pale.
 
    
 
   “Aren’t I just?” laughed Tiffany viciously.  “And look what I have here!  Your wife’s personal email address.  With the streaming cloud storage service included with the camera, why I can just send her a link via email.”  Apple mail came up with an aol email address and Tiffany pasted a URL into the body of the message with a subject line of “Your husband is a pig.”
 
    
 
   Just then the video showed Tiffany dropping to her knees and sucking Abrams’ dick, her head bobbing back and forth as she worked his cock.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, Tiffany, do I have to watch this?” I complained.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, dear,” she said, seeming truly contrite as she paused the playback.  “The next part is a big rough.  I think I will send Jimmy’s wife the clip starting at this timestamp.”
 
    
 
   “You wouldn’t dare,” said Abrams drawing himself up indignantly.  “I will sue.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I would dare, you son of a bitch,” cried my wife, jumping to her feet.  “Do you want to play fucking hardball with me?  I will have Jacob drive me right to hospital and have them run a rape kit on me.”
 
    
 
   Abrams stopped in his tracks and gaped in astonishment.  “Rape?  That’s preposterous.”
 
    
 
   My wife hit play on the video feed and the screen showed her wrestling with Abrams and then him throwing her onto the bed and climbing on top of her, forcing her legs apart roughly.
 
    
 
   “Honey, stop,” I said covering my face, but my cock stiffened at the sight in spite of myself.
 
    
 
   “I think this video along with the DNA evidence would be very difficult to beat in a court of law,” said Tiffany coldly.  “Maybe you would be convicted, maybe not.  But one thing I know is that I am not going to just sit in this fucking shack and do nothing while opportunities pass Jacob by.”
 
    
 
   “Tiffany, this is completely out of bounds.  You could ruin my entire life,” sobbed Abrams, on the verge of tears.
 
    
 
   “Why I would never do that to you, sweety,” said Tiffany with a snarl.  “Just fire off an email right now to the HR director or whoever and let them know that Jacob is the new district manager and I will play nice.  Neither your wife nor the authorities ever need to see any of this footage.  It can be our little secret.”
 
    
 
   I shook my head in amazement but said nothing. I had no idea that my wife was such a psychopath about getting this new house.  It was sort of a turn on really.
 
    
 
   “Ok, ok,” said Abrams pulling out his phone hastily.  “I can’t believe this is happening to me.  This is going to ruin my career.”
 
    
 
   “Jesus, come on Jim,” I complained.  “I’m qualified for the job.  I can turn that district around.  I know I can.”
 
    
 
   “I hope to god you are right, Jacob,” sighed Abrams.  “For both of our sakes, I hope you are right.”  He tapped on his phone for a moment, chewing his lip angrily.  “Ok, hellcat, I have sent off the damned email and CC’d Jacob.  Now destroy that video.”
 
    
 
   Tiffany just tittered to herself.  “You aren’t in control of these negotiations, Jimmy. I am,” she said with bored expression.  “Honey, can you check your mail to confirm that Jimmy is playing along?”
 
    
 
   I pulled out my phone and sure enough, Abrams had notified my boss and several senior managers that I was the new district manager.  And he had CC’d HR.  “Yep, done deal,” I told her.  “I don’t know whether to feel proud or disgusted.”
 
    
 
   “Well, I’m disgusted,” said Abrams, heading for the door with his shoulders slumped.
 
    
 
   “Hold on there, Jimmy,” called Tiffany.  “You go when I say you go.  I’ve got your balls in a sling now.”
 
    
 
   “What more do you want of me?” cried Abrams in exasperation.
 
    
 
   “Who is your boss?”  she asked tapping her chin.  “Jacob wants to host a poker night. Just for the guys.  You invite your boss and the CEO.  I’ll be entertaining in something scandalously see-though.  It’ll be fun.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, no,” said Abrams holding up his hands.  “Come on now, Tiffany.  You’ve lost your mind.”
 
    
 
   “Perhaps, Jimmy, perhaps.  Don’t test me.  It’s so trivial for me to press send on an email and land you in divorce court.  Just be a good boy and send out that poker invitation and you can run on home to your unsuspecting wife.”
 
    
 
   Abrams rapidly fired off another email and then scurried out the door, never looking back.
 
    
 
   “I, uh, wow.  So you really fucked Abrams in there,” I said, scratching my head.
 
    
 
   “Oh, don’t get bent out of shape about it,” laughed my wife, throwing her arms around my shoulders and kissing me giddily.  “So what if I let the old bald fucker use my body for a few filthy minutes.  The important thing is that we are moving out, my dear, moving out and moving up!”
 
    
 
   I’m not going to get into the details of the poker night, but it ended with a lot of bukkake.  The gossip mill at work was all abuzz about my meteoric rise to VP of Sales and Abrams’ sudden departure from the company.  I heard all sorts of wild theories, but thankfully no one got anywhere near the truth.  Truth is stranger than fiction sometimes.  Anyway, after we moved into a much bigger house in a much nicer neighborhood, our life got even weirder when my wife caught me jerking off to the video of her getting fucked by Abrams.  Once she discovered that I was actually getting off on her being with other men, she starting doing all kinds of crazy shit.   But that’s whole other story entirely.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Wife Gets Friendly with Loading Dock worker
 
    
 
   My wife Lisa and I attended my company Christmas Party this year and got a bit carried away with the alcohol.  I lost track of her at some point during the evening but I figured she was probably chatting with some of the other wives who had congregated out on the patio of the fancy hotel where the party was being held.  As the party was wrapping up, I looked around for her, weaving slightly as I wandered through lavish banquet rooms.  I finally found her tucked away in a corner, leaning with her back to the wall chatting with a hispanic fellow who I didn’t know very well.  He worked in shipping and receiving and I thought his name might be Jose or Juan or something.  He was standing quite close to my wife, gazing brazenly down into her cleavage which was amply exposed by the plunging neckline of her elegant cocktail gown.  Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes shone brightly from the alcohol and she was laughing drunkenly and patting him on the shoulder.  My gut wrenched with jealousy when I saw them, and I hurried over quickly, holding my arms out to steady myself.  
 
    
 
   “Bobby, there you are, Jose and I were just about to come looking for you,” blurted my wife.
 
    
 
   Jose yanked his eyes off of my wife’s round white orbs and smiled at me with lopsided chagrin.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, well, let’s head home now,” I said, struggling not to slur my words.
 
    
 
   “Yes, let’s!  Jose is coming over too,” she said thickly.  “He offer to share some of his marijuana with us.  Isn’t that a hoot?  When’s the last time we smoked pot, dear?”
 
    
 
   I looked Jose up and down with distaste, not bothering to hide my annoyance.  He was in his early twenties and was a lower class sort of person.  I don’t think he even had a degree.  He spent his day packing and unpacking boxes in the loading dock, and being a middle manager myself, I never worked closely with him and didn’t know him well.
 
    
 
   “Lisa, we are too old for that stuff,” I said, taking my wife by her right arm firmly.  “Thanks, anyway, Jose, but maybe another time.”
 
    
 
   He ducked his head in embarrassment and was about to turn away, when Lisa entangled him with her left arm and clutched him to her side.  “Nonsense, darling, you are being an old fuddy duddy.  I simply insist on bringing Jose along, we have had the most fascinating conversation and I am not ready to say goodbye to him yet.”
 
    
 
   “Really?  Has he been regaling you with tales of his adventures with packing tape?” I asked sarcastically.
 
    
 
   Jose drew himself up indignantly and frowned at me menacingly while my wife gasped in shock.  “Bobby, don’t be such a jackass.  What’s gotten into you?,” she blustered.  “Jose was telling me all about his family back in Belize.  It sounds like such a wonderful country.  I won’t have you belittling him like this.  He’s coming home with us and that’s final.”
 
    
 
   I knew better than to oppose Lisa when her ire was up like this, so I gritted my teeth and followed along as my wife marched off unsteadily with Jose in tow.  I noticed several raised eyebrows when my coworkers noticed Lisa arm in arm with Jose but I just waved sheepishly and scurried out after them.  We grabbed a cab and spent an awkward ride back to our house where Lisa pointedly ignored me and peppered Jose with questions which he answered sullenly as he looked out the window as we rolled through the affluent neighborhoods on the way to our home.  It was only when we pulled up in front of our place that he seemed to loosen up a little.
 
    
 
   “Wow, what a joint!” he exclaimed in surprised as we emerged from the cab.  “Swagged out!!”
 
    
 
   “Do you like it?” bubbled Lisa.  “I just love this neighborhood, it’s so quiet and all the landscaping is so mature.”  She gestured at the big trees that lined the block and the large yards of our bordered with venerable hedges.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, shit,” said Jose, genuinely impressed.  “You must be pulling down some cash, Bob.”
 
    
 
   “Uh, possibly,” I said, put off by his gauche comment.  “Come along then.”  I lead the way up our walk, past the rose bushes in our front garden and into the house.
 
    
 
   “Wicked pad,” grunted Jose as he passed through our marble tiled foyer into our wood panelled living room.  He plopped down onto our antique tufted leather chesterfield sofa and pulled out a joint.  “Are we sparking this or what?” he asked, licking the entire roach up and down.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yes, definitely, this is so exciting,” gushed my wife as she joined Jose on the couch.  “Why I haven’t smoked pot since college.  It must be twenty years now.”
 
    
 
   “What?  Naw, no way,” said Jose, looking my wife’s shapely figure up and down in her short little cocktail dress.  “You look too good, you can’t be older than 30.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, you flatter me,” said my wife, blushing and looking down.  She rubbed her shapely stockinged thigh, hiking her hem up slightly.
 
    
 
   “I’m not kidding, your body is smokin’,” he gushed enthusiastically, as he ogled my wife’s gorgeous thighs, encased in sheer black stockings.
 
    
 
   “Ahem, yes, well,” I interrupted, feeling my ears growing hot with anger.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I like him, Bobby,” laughed my wife. “We should have him over more often.   Keep it up, young man, I simply adore flattery.  My husband barely notices me anymore.”
 
    
 
   Jose looked at me askance and paused for a second.  “Uh, well, if you were my woman, I would let you know how fine you are every day.”  His eyes flitted back to my wife’s cleavage and Lisa gave me a knowing smile, pushing her shoulders back so her chest jutted out slightly making Jose gulp dramatically.
 
    
 
   “I never thought, I’d be saying this, but can we just smoke this marijuana and get on with it?” I asked irritably, trying to change the subject.  
 
    
 
   “Oh, yeah, no offense Bob,” said Jose hurriedly lighting the spliff.  “I didn’t mean nothing by it.  You know,” he said, but he kept glancing over at my wife’s boobs as he inhaled.  He held the hit and passed the joint to Lisa who took a deep drag and jumped up to hand me the roach with her cheeks bulging out.
 
    
 
   I took it with distaste, thinking about how Jose had licked it but I took a quick puff anyway.  My mouth was immediately flooded with the strong skunky taste.   I held it in for a second but soon I was coughing hacking madly.  My wife jumped up to pound me on the back and Jose came over and relieved me of the joint before I dropped it on the persian carpet.
 
    
 
   I was already pretty drunk and the potent weed hit me like a hammer to my skull.  I watched in amazement as he and Lisa passed it back and forth between them a few times, my mouth hanging open stupidly.
 
    
 
   “I haven’t been this fucked up in years,” I mumbled.  “How can you keep smoking, that Lisa?  Weren’t you already drunk too?”
 
    
 
   “I’m obliterated,” admitted my wife, nodding her head in an exaggerated fashion.
 
    
 
   “This is good weed,” said Jose, getting up and examining our stereo.  “Mind if I put on some music?”
 
    
 
   Lisa and I just sat staring at him dumbly so he laughed and the next thing I knew some horrible R&B music was pouring from our high end speakers.  I usually hated the stuff, but I found myself hearing so much more in the music now that I was stoned.  I almost liked it.  Jose rejoined my wife on the couch and we just sat there for several minutes, saying nothing as we listened to Nicki Minaj sing about explicit sexual acts.
 
    
 
   “I’m, uh, wow,” said Lisa, running her hands over her breasts and down to her belly.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, what?” asked Jose with interest as he watched her slip her hands between her thighs.
 
    
 
   “Nothing,” giggled Lisa, peeking at him behind a lock of hair that fell across her face.  She ran her hands up and down her body luxuriously as he looked on appreciatively.
 
    
 
   “Come on, tell me.  You were gonna say something,” coaxed Jose, with a stoned grin on his face.
 
    
 
   “I’m feeling so horny all of a sudden,” admitted my wife with a giggle.
 
    
 
   I was so drunk and baked that it took me a few seconds to register what she had said.  “Ahh, ok,” I said holding my hands up slowly.
 
    
 
   “It’s cool, weed does that to people,” said Jose smoothly.  “Just go with it.”
 
    
 
   “Go with it?  What do you mean?” said Lisa looking deep into Jose’s eyes.
 
    
 
   “You know, take your dress off, get comfortable,” said Jose softly, locking gazes with my wife.
 
    
 
   “Wait what?” I stammered, not believing what I was hearing.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, you are bad,” giggled Lisa, slapping his shoulder drunkenly.  “My husband is sitting right there.”
 
    
 
   “But you would do it if he weren’t there?” asked Jose with a crooked grin.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that doesn’t sound right,” I said, unable to feel my face.
 
    
 
   “Hey, she is the one that said she was horny, not me,” laughed Jose.
 
    
 
   “Aren’t you horny, too?” asked Lisa seductively, cupping her breasts in her hands as she looked at Jose.
 
    
 
   “I would be if you took your dress off,” said Jose, licking his lips and gripping his crotch.
 
    
 
   My wife swayed slightly in her seat for a moment.  She glanced at me and then quickly away.  “Unzip me,” said my wife impetuously, turning her back to Jose and lifting her long auburn hair up in the back.
 
    
 
   “Uh,” I said, but my mind was moving slowly and a part of me was eager to see my wife’s sexy body even though it wasn’t right for her to strip in front of Jose like that.
 
    
 
   Jose managed to get Lisa’s dress unzipped and she stood up and dropped it casually to the floor.  She stood before him in her bra, panties and stockings, her lovely white belly and upper thighs exposed and her round breast practically spilling out.
 
    
 
   “What do you think?” she asked.  “Do you still think I have a nice body for an old lady?”
 
    
 
   Jose sat dumbfounded for a few moments as he drank in the sight of my wife’s amazing body.  “Matching bra and panties, that’s hot,” was all he could muster.  Then he caught himself and added, “Oh but yeah, your body is tight, Lisa.  Your tits and ass are booming.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, she’s got a great body, but don’t forget, that’s my wife, you are talking to, there,” I said, feeling as though I was under water.
 
    
 
   “Sorry Bob, but damn, those titties,” he slapped his own face.
 
    
 
   Lisa sat down next to him on the couch and pinched his chest.  “You look like you have some boobs too,” she teased.
 
    
 
   “Shit, I’ve been lifting.  I’m swole,” said Jose, lifting his white t-shirt up and to display his bulging pecs and surprisingly well defined abs.
 
    
 
   “Whoa,” said Lisa running her hands over his chest and down over his stomach hungrily.  “You are going to give poor Bobby an inferiority complex,” she gushed.
 
    
 
   “Ah, quite,” I admitted sadly, patting my own pot belly in remorse as my wife ran her hands up and down Jose’s hairless chest.
 
    
 
   “You should come to the gym with us some time,” he said, pulling his shirt off and tossing it aside thoughtlessly.
 
    
 
   “Err, maybe,” I croaked, still stunned by the pot and liquor, but slightly worried about the strange situation developing between him and my half-naked wife.
 
    
 
   “I like your boobies too,” giggled Lisa, pinching Jose’s nipples playfully.  “Can I suck them?”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” he agreed magnanimously, leaning back and spreading his arms out.
 
    
 
   And so she did.  She just bent over and started licking and sucking on Jose’s nipple right in front of me.  She even turned her face and looked me in the eye while she flicked her tongue over Jose’s man boobs.  I was shocked but I was too fucked up to think of a good response.  Meanwhile Jose grunted in pleasure and my wife latched her mouth onto one of his nipples, her boobs pressed against his side.  She ran her hand down over his washboard stomach and stopped just above his waistband of his boxers which were visible since he wore saggy jeans in the ghetto style and the belt of his pants rode halfway down his waist.

“I can’t believe this hard flat stomach of yours,” moaned my wife lustily as she bent down and started kissing his belly.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck,” exclaimed Jose, his face beading up with sweat.
 
    
 
   My wife laid one one hand lightly on his crotch as she kissed and licked Jose’s stomach moving lower and lower until she was nibbling on the pubic hair that formed the top of his happy trail below his belly button.
 
    
 
   “Honey, what are you doing?”  I gasped, finally able to voice some protest.
 
    
 
   “Why, I’m just kissing Jose’s belly,” she intoned innocently as Beyonce and Jay Z sang about drunken sex in the background.  “Perfectly harmless.”  She gave me a strange smoldering look and then resumed kissing his belly, lower and lower, inching his shorts down bit by bit with her hand while I watched, breathlessly and Jose squirmed and grunted.  Suddenly the head of Jose’ dick poked up above the waist of his boxers, red and swollen.  My wife contemplated it for a moment and opened her mouth as though to engulf it, but she managed to restrain herself and she looked over at me sweetly.  “Oops, something popped out,” she giggled.
 
    
 
   “Oh, fuck, woman, what are you playing at?” demanded Jose as Lisa, edged his shorts down a bit further revealing more of his stiff shaft as his hard cock lay against his belly pinned there by the waistband of his boxers.
 
    
 
   “Why I’m just kissing your belly, silly.  Nothing to worry about,” she said and she bent down and resumed kissing Jose’s gut, carefully avoiding his penis, but kissing around it as close as she could get without actually touching it.
 
    
 
   “Hey, now, come on,” I objected, sweating profusely.  “I mean his penis is poking out, dear.”
 
    
 
   “I know, aren’t I bad?” she giggled licking an outline around his stiff phallus.
 
    
 
   “Suck it, suck it,” begged Jose, forgetting himself entirely.
 
    
 
   “Why Jose, that wouldn’t be proper,” gasped my wife as she ran her fingers up and down Jose’s belly, teasingly close to straining cock.  He just yanked his shorts down further, allowing his penis to spring upright and stand at attention.  “I can’t just suck another man’s penis right in front of my husband,” she scolded, gripping his shaft suddenly and tugging insistently on it while he groaned with satisfaction.  “Right, darling?” she asked me with an arched eyebrows.
 
    
 
   “You’re, just, you’re touching his thing,” I panted, gasping for breath as my heart thumped in my chest.
 
    
 
   “I know, it’s simply scandalous isn’t it?” she giggled.  She sat there looking me in the eye intently while she tugged on the young dock worker’s dong.  Once she was satisfied that I had fully grasped the situation even in my drunk and stoned state, she bent her head down and sniffed at Jose’s cock hesitantly before engulfing his dong in her mouth.  She slurped and sucked on it, looking me straight in the eyes to make sure I saw what she was doing.  I just gulped and gazed as she sucked Jose’s prick and he gasped with pleasure.  After a few minutes moments, she pulled his dick from her mouth with a loud pop and smiled back at me briefly as she unsteadily swung one leg over his lap so that she was straddling him.  She lowered herself until his stiff dong was pushing up into her crotch.  I could see the red, swollen head of his dick start to penetrate into her vagina through the thin fabric of her panties.  “Wow, you are hard, I can feel you down there.”
 
    
 
   “Let me put the tip in,” he begged her.
 
    
 
   “Just the tip?” she asked innocently.  “Promise?”
 
    
 
   “Hey, what do you mean?” I blubbered, my cock straining against my trousers as my wife dry humped Jose’s hard brown phallus.
 
    
 
   “Just the tip, dear, nothing to worry about,” she laughed as she slid her panties aside and Jose’s dick plunged up into her wet snatch.  Her laugh became a gasp of pleasure as the head of his penis entered her.  
 
    
 
   He pulled out and thrust back in, over and over, true to his word, just driving the head of his prick into my wife and then withdrawing it quickly until it was shiny with her juices.  She unsnapped her bra and tossed it aside carelessly and I stared at her gorgeous bare back as she dangled her boobs in Jose’s face and lowered herself down slowly, impaling herself on his shaft until he was all the way inside her.
 
    
 
   “Hey,” I complained, my mouth dry and my blood pounding in my ears.
 
    
 
   “Oh, sorry, dear,” she panted.  “But he feels so good inside me.”
 
    
 
   “Jesus, how can you say that?” I sputtered in shock. “You are my wife!”
 
    
 
   “Shit, just let me do my thing, man,” he spat, gripping my wife’s soft swinging breasts in his rough hands.  I watched in sick fascination as my wife bucked up and down, fucking another man right in front of me.  I don’t know if it was because I was so stoned or if some latent perversion was revealing itself, but my dick was hard as a rock as I watched her wantonly fucking this uneducated laborer.  Without thinking, I unzipped my fly and started stroking myself as I watched this low class ape violating my precious wife, pumping his dick in and out of her as hard as he could while she moaned and made little whimpering sounds of passion, whipping her hair back and forth drunkenly as he owned her.
 
    
 
   After fucking her for a few minutes, Jose grabbed her by her thin waist and threw her down on her back next to him, making her squawk in surprise.  I stared drunkenly as Jose slid Lisa’s panties off effortlessly and lifted one of her pale, shapely legs so he could insert his cock into her.  I watched breathlessly as he poked his erect penis into my wife’s vagina while she spread her lips for him with her fingers.  He rocked his hips back and forth, working his dick in and out of my woman while rubbing her soft white belly with one hand and pinching a stiff pink nipple with the other.  “Oh yeah, you like that, don’t you, you filthy whore,” he muttered when she whimpered with pleasure.  “Look at your wife, she loves getting my cock inside her,” he told me rudely.
 
   “I see that,” I responded dully, not pausing in my masturbation.  “I will take that under advisement.”
 
   “Do it, do it,” urged my wife feverishly, reaching between her legs to rub her clitoris.  “Yes, fuck me, I like it, I like it.”
 
   My wife’s urgent encouragement got to me and I jumped up and pushed my hard dick right between her gaping red lips just as I was about to cum.  She took this in stride and readily swallow my cum as I shot it into her mouth, then she sucked my cock clean.  Jose grinned up at me as he ploughed my wife and repeatedly rubbed her stomach. His cock sliding in and out of her until she cried out in climax.
 
   “That’s it, baby, that’s it!” he shouted as her shivers subsided, then he pulled out suddenly and spurted load after load of slippery jism all over my wife’s supine form as I kneeled by her side.
 
   “Wonderful, wonderful,” she gushed drunkenly, smearing the cum across her stomach and down between her thighs.  “Quite a volume there, honey, look how much he came on me,” she said proudly, gazing up at me with a wicked smile.
 
   I looked down at my wife’s pale luminous form spread before me, covered in this interloper’s sputum and shook my head in confusion.
 
   “I gotta wash up,” said Jose, extracting himself with effort from between my wife’s legs and heading off to the bathroom.
 
   “I’m so horny, I need to be fucked some more,” she panted, rubbing her copper color pubic hair and inserting a few fingers into herself.
 
   “Well, I’m spent already, maybe Jose can call a few of his friends over,” I joked.
 
   “Would you be able to handle that?” she asked seriously.   “Because I could.  He fucked me like an animal and I liked it.”
 
   “Honey, this isn’t like you,” I said, in shock.
 
   “I know, I’m just stoned and drunk,” she said, sitting up unsteadily.
 
   “Ok, I’m out of here,” said Jose, standing awkwardly by the door.
 
   “Wait, Jose, don’t go,” cried, my wife, standing up wearing nothing but her stockings.  “I want to fuck more and smoke more.”
 
   “For real?” he asked in surprise.  “Well we could go back to my place and I could introduce you to my cousins.”  He eyed me suspiciously.  “But I don’t think your husband would like it.”
 
   “Bob will be fine with it, we are a modern couple,” said my wife giddily, slipping her panties back on and grabbing her bra.  
 
   “Since when?” I asked in amazement.
 
   “Bob, look,” she turned to me seriously, breathing out alcoholic vapors, she was so drunk.  “I’m going to go smoke more pot and hang out with Jose and his cousins, OK?  If I’m lucky, hopefully, I’ll get lucky.  Let’s go, Jose.  Are you ok to drive the beamer?”
 
   “Not really, but I’ll try,” he admitted.  “Aren’t you going to get dressed?”
 
   “I’ve got my bra and my panties, what else do I need?” she asked sweetly, wrestling her bra back into place.  “Snap this, won’t you dear?”
 
   I absently snapped my wife’ bra for her and she staggered off with Jose in tow, in nothing but her underwear and stockings.
 
   Jose’s eyes lit up with excitement. “Oh man, the guys are really going to go apeshit over this, when I bring a fucking half-naked, super-hot, horny, rich cougar lady into the pad.  This is going to be awesome.”
 
   “Will you at least have them use protection?” I asked helplessly, flopping back into my chair as my ability to stand upright decayed.
 
   “Nope,” called my wife cheerfully as they headed out.
 
   “But I will post the video online and send you the link tomorrow,” called Jose.
 
   I sat there with the room spinning around me, unable to properly comprehend what happened, when I heard my wife and her new friend peel out in our new BMW and knock over our mailbox on their way out.  The last thought I had before passing out was a fervent hope that they didn’t die in a car crash.
 
   My wife was properly contrite when she returned home, bedraggled and cum stained the following morning.  She begged my forgiveness and promised never to be unfaithful again, but I just laughed off the incident.  I was surprised at how excited I was by cuckoldry, but I didn’t tell her.  The next day at work, I went down to visit Jose in the loading dock and I found the entire crew crowded around a computer monitor watching footage of my wife on all fours on a filthy carpet, getting fucked doggystyle from behind by one brown guy with a backward baseball cap while she sucked off another thuggish character who smoked from a huge bong while she fellated him.  It was pretty stimulating, and I could feel my cock getting hard.
 
   The guys were all startled when they saw me and tried to turn off the video but I just chuckled and said, “I thought you were going to send me that URL, Jose.”
 
   “Oh, yeah, sorry, man,” he said scratching his head nervously.
 
   “Are we ready for lunch?” asked my wife, striding in suddenly and stopping dead in her tracks when she saw me.
 
   “I have plans actually,” I said, approaching her with a smile.  She was wearing a trenchcoat that was inappropriate for the weather.
 
   “Oh, I was going to go out to lunch with Jose and the boys from the loading dock, darling,” she said, clutching her coat closed at the neck.  “Just a platonic lunch date with a bunch of fine fellows.  Nothing untoward,” she said, blushing as I looked her up and down.
 
   “Well, that’s fine, honey,” I said as the guys gathered round her.  “But it’s far too hot, why don’t you leave that coat with me?”
 
   “Oh, no, I really couldn’t,” she gasped.  “I, uh, am feeling a chill.”
 
   But I just laughed and untied her belt and tugged her coat open to reveal that she was completely naked under the coat, exactly as I had expected.  The crowd of rough men around me growled with arousal at the sight of my wife’s exposed flesh
 
   “Ok, you caught me,” she sighed, dropping her head.
 
   “No, no, please, carry on,” I said, taking her coat and leaving her standing nude on the loading dock, surrounded by a bunch of horny men.  She was quite a vixen and stood with her hands on her hips facing them all down in her naked glory.  Her gaze caught mine and I nodded encouragement and before long I had a front row seat at quite an exciting sex show starring my classy wife and numerous tattooed ruffians.
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
   
  
 

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

Wife Entertains Guy Friend in Her Underwear
 
    
 
   I came home from work to find my wife in front of the bedroom mirror in nothing but a bra and panties.
 
    
 
   “Uh, hey, you look hot like that,” I said.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, dear,” she said, distractedly offering me her cheek to kiss.
 
    
 
   “But, ah, why aren’t you dressed?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “My friend Brendan is coming over,” she said as though that explained anything.
 
    
 
   It took me a minute to process this.  I knew she was friends with this guy Brendan and they occasionally went hiking or out to coffee together, but I never thought much of it.  Now I was suddenly starting to feel jealous.
 
    
 
   “That doesn’t really answer my question,” I said, rubbing my head in confusion.  “You should still be getting dressed if Brendan is coming over.”
 
    
 
   “No, I’m going to just wear this,” she said, turning to look me in the eye seriously.  “Do you think it will turn him on?”
 
    
 
   I had to laugh nervously as my stomach roiled with anxiety.  “What kind of question is that?  Of course seeing you in your underwear would turn on any red-blooded heterosexual man,” I blubbered.  Though in her mid-forties, my wife still had an excellent figure, a slim waist and ample tits and ass.
 
    
 
   “Oh good,” she exhaled in relief.  “I don’t want to make a fool of myself.”  She primped her hair a bit more and I stood speechless for a moment until the doorbell rang.  “Oh, that’s him now!” she exclaimed excitedly and she dashed from the room.
 
    
 
   “Honey, wait, I don’t understand,” I called, chasing after her as she skipped down the hall to answer the front door.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I think you understand quite well,” she said with a smirk, pausing with her hand on the front door handle.  “What part of me greeting my boyfriend in my underwear is confusing you?”
 
    
 
   “Boyfriend?” I gasped, taken aback.  “Since when is Brendan your ‘boyfriend’?”
 
    
 
   “Shhh,” she shushed me impatiently and then threw the door open.  “Brendan!  How are you, darling?” she gushed throwing herself, half-naked into his arms.  I hadn’t actually met Brendan in person before and I was a little intimidated by how big and burly he was.
 
    
 
   “Whoa, what’s this all about?” asked Brendan with a laugh, embracing my wife readily and pulling her against him.  “Where are you clothes?”
 
    
 
   “What’s the matter?” asked my wife pulling away coquettishly.  “Don’t you like the way I look?”  She thrust her chest out and shook her boobs for him while I gaped in shock.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yeah, those are nice,” he said, casually gripping one of her tits in his big meaty hand.  He looked at me as though noticing me for the first time but didn’t release my wife’s breast.  He just kept kneading it as he addressed me.  “You must be Arnold, Jenny’s husband.  Why are you letting your wife run around half-naked like this?”
 
    
 
   “It wasn’t my idea,” I blustered angrily.  “And can you take your hand off my wife’s bosom please?  That’s very inappropriate.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, you bad boy, how dare you touch my boobie like that,” teased my wife, slapping his shoulder playfully but not pulling away from him.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, you can’t go jumping into my arms in your underwear and not expect me to feel you up,” chuckled Brendan, reaching his other hand up so that he could weigh one of my wife’s tits in each hand.  I was humiliated to see her put her hands on his hips, granting him full access to her gorgeous chest.
 
    
 
   “You really need to unhand my wife right now,” I insisted.   My pits were growing damp and I was feeling a little afraid of Brendan and ashamed of how my wife was giggling as he fondled her.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, this is weird, huh?” he said, wagging his eyebrows at me rudely as he pinched my wife’s nipples through her bra.
 
    
 
   “Oh, don’t taunt my husband like that, honey.  It isn’t nice,” coaxed Jenny, pulling his hands reluctantly away from her knockers and holding them in her hands.  “Come inside and let’s have a drink.”
 
    
 
   I stepped aside clumsily as my wife drew Brendan into the house and he just ignored me as he ogled my wife’s round butt cheeks partly exposed by her flimsy panties.
 
    
 
   “Close the door, Arny,” he called over his shoulder.  “Were you raised in a barn?”
 
    
 
   I gritted my teeth and slammed the door angrily before scurrying back to the living room to confront my wife and her friend.
 
    
 
   “Darling, pour us some wine, will do, dear?” my wife begged me sweetly as she pushed Brendan down on the couch and planted herself in his lap.
 
    
 
   “Now look here, Jenny, this isn’t proper!” I stammered, feeling my heart pounding in my chest and sweat beading on my brow.  
 
    
 
   “There is nothing improper about wine,” she pouted one arm slung over Brendan’s shoulder as he wrapped his thick arms around her and started rubbing the bare skin of her thighs and belly.
 
    
 
   “I’m not talking about the wine, I’m talking about you sitting in Brendan’s lap like that, and, uh, the way he touched your boobs at the door,” I choked, feeling nauseous and anxious.
 
    
 
   “Wine sounds good,” offered Brendan neutrally as he tucked one hand between my wife’s thighs and rubbed her rump with the other hand.
 
    
 
   “Honey, Brendan was just fooling around,” sighed my wife.  “Honestly, do you have to make a big deal out of every little thing?”
 
    
 
   “Every little thing?” I asked, exasperated.
 
    
 
   “They aren’t that little,” murmured Brendan as he casually unsnapped the back of my wife’s bra.
 
    
 
   “Stop it you,” laughed my wife, holding the cups of her bra against her chest to keep her bra from falling off.  “Arnold.  Wine.  Now.  Please!” demanded my wife, motioning toward the kitchen with her elbow while Brendan rubbed her back lasciviously.
 
    
 
   “I, uh, oh shit,” I rushed from the room with my pulse pounding in my ears, unsure of how to handle this situation.  My wife often flirted harmlessly with other men, and I never thought anything of it.  But this was different.  She was really egging Brendan on.  And he was much more aggressive and dickish about it than the other guys my wife and I normally associated with.  I hurriedly poured out three glasses of wine and carried them precariously  back out to the living room only to find that my wife had lost her bra and was kissing Brendan with an open mouth while her squeezed her bare boobs and pinched her nipples. They were both moaning.
 
    
 
   “Holy fuck, you guys, come on!” I cried, nearly spilling the wine.
 
    
 
   “Oops, sorry honey,” panted my wife pulling her mouth away from Brendan’s.  “I guess we got a little carried away.  Here, hand me those glasses before you drop them.”
 
    
 
   She slid lithely off of Brendan’s lap to land snugly next to him on the couch and reached out to receive the glasses of wine.  I instinctively handed them to her, distracted by the sight of her jiggling naked breasts.
 
    
 
   “Oh, that’s a wonderful cabernet,” she said, taking a big gulp of her wine and handing a glass to Brendan while I stood before them awkwardly.
 
    
 
   “What was that all about?”  I demanded.
 
    
 
   “What was what all about?” asked my wife innocently.  She sat there topless, legs crossed, drinking her wine with perfectly nonchalance as though showing her boobs to another man was a perfectly normal thing to do.
 
    
 
   “Making out topless on the couch with another man while he felt you up, that’s what,” I exclaimed, spittle flying from my incensed lips.
 
    
 
   “Sit down, dear, you are making nervous,” commanded Jenny.  “We were just horsing around a little, darling.  A few innocent smooches and bit of friendly petting is all.”
 
    
 
   “Friendly petting,” I repeated, still gazing at her swinging breasts as I took a seat across from my wife and her new boyfriend.  “That’s not OK.  You are my wife.”
 
    
 
   “Hey man, I know how you feel.  I would be freaked out if I was married and some stranger came in and started getting it on with my lady,” said Brendan with a crooked smile.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, uh, right,” I said struggling to understand the situation.  “Jenny, can you put a top on, please?”
 
    
 
   “But honey, I like being topless.  My boobs need to breathe,” insisted my wife, raising her hands above her head and wiggling her tits at me.
 
    
 
   “Raarr,” snarled Brendan as he bent over to clamp one mouth on my wife’s nipple.  She cradled his head in her hand as he slurped loudly, sucking on her boob.
 
    
 
   “Oh you naughty man,” she said.  She pulled his head back up gently and kissed him passionately.
 
    
 
   I just sat there watching helplessly as they resumed necking on the couch.  They kissed open mouthed, tongues flicking back and forth while Brendan squeezed Jenny’s bare boobs and she clutched his crotch, kneading the growing bulge in his pants insistently.
 
    
 
   “Goddammit,” I grumbled, watching in annoyance as my wife worked her new lover’s hardon.  My gut was knotted up in jealousy but a perverse interest came over me and I couldn’t help but watch in fascination as she unzipped his fly and started yanking on his stiff dong.
 
    
 
   “Just let me suck his penis for a second,” she told me as she bent down and inserted the red swollen head of his dick into her soft wet mouth.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck yeah, you little slut, suck that shit,” grunted Brendan putting his huge paw on the back of my wife’s head as her bobbed up and down in his lap as she gave him a blowjob.  Then he looked over at me with a sheepish grin.  “Uh, hey buddy, I guess it’s kind of awkward for me to be sitting here with my dick in your wife’s mouth and all, but no hard feelings, huh?”
 
    
 
   At that moment, my wife whimpered with passion and slurped more urgently on Brendan’s dick as she reached back to slip her panties off and I could feel my own penis growing stiff at the sight of my naked wife voraciously sucking off her boyfriend in front of me.  She dropped to her hands and knees on the carpet in front of him, arching her back to offer her swollen cunt to him and he casually slid down to kneel behind her so he could introduce his thick rod into her hot tight snatch.  
 
    
 
   She moaned loudly as he entered her and I had to unzip my fly and jerk myself as I ogled Brendan owning my woman doggystyle on the living room carpet.  Her tits were swinging like pendulums back and forth as he gripped my wife’s wide hips and banged her from behind.  Then he switched tactics and pushed my wife’s head roughly down to the carpet which made her cry out in surprise and then whimper submissively as he continued roughly violating her from the rear. It didn’t take him long before he pulled out and started pumping hot spurts of cum all over her bare round ass, coating her butt cheeks in glistening jism.  She frantically rubbed her clit to bring herself to climax, crying out loudly as she came and her loud remonstration brought me to the edge and I was firing my load up into the air, making a mess of my pants with my own semen.
 
    
 
   “Ok, I’m out of here,” said Brendan, patting my wife’s sticky rump affectionately.
 
    
 
   “No, wait, stay with me,” cried my wife, clinging to him as he tried to rise and depart.
 
    
 
   “Too weird with your hubby here,” he said, looking at me with my limp dick in my hand and my soiled trousers.
 
    
 
   “Well then, let’s go to your place,” she begged as he pulled away and zipped up his fly.
 
    
 
   “Well, ok, but just throw something on, because I’m not hanging around here,” he said gruffly striding out of the living room purposefully.
 
    
 
   And she did.  My wife just threw on on a long coat over her naked body and fled right out the door after him without even saying goodbye to me.  She called later that night to tell me she was sleeping over at Brendan’s but that she would be home tomorrow and that she would make it up to me for being so naughty.  All night long, I sat up, thinking about her sucking Brendan’s dick or laying there naked while he fucked the living shit out of her all night.  And I have to admit, I jerked myself raw just thinking about it and I came three of four times until the ejaculate was just dribbling out and my testicles were empty.
 
    
 
   
  
 


A Fight Over the Couch
 
    
 
   My wife and I went to the bar one night and after a few drinks we unfortunately started fighting about her spending which was a common sore point between us.
 
    
 
   “We just got a new furniture set in the living room last year,” I complained, my face growing red.
 
    
 
   “I’m sick of that couch, I want a new one.  I simply can’t stand to look at it any more, responded my wife angrily.
 
    
 
   “Look, we can’t afford to throw out all the furniture every year.  That’s not reasonable.”
 
    
 
   “You just bought a new riding lawn mower,” she rejoined, her eyes flashing.
 
    
 
   “We had the old one for five years!” I exclaimed.  “Keep this furniture for four more years and I will happily buy a new set for you.”
 
   “I’m finished talking to you,” she said and stood up abruptly.  “You aren’t interesting.  I’m going to go mingle a little bit.”
 
    
 
   She stood up in a huff and simply walked away from the table at the nightclub where we were sitting.  I could tell by the way that she teetered on her high heels that she was pretty drunk.  I watched her approach a couple of guys sitting a few tables over.  They were eyeing her body up and down and I had to admit that her short black dress really showed off her excellent tits and ass.  I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but one of the guys jumped to his feet and pulled up a chair so that my wife could join them.
 
    
 
   I could feel my ears growing hot with jealousy, and I was half inclined to go find another woman to hit on myself.  But I couldn’t take my eyes off my wife as she laughed and flirted with these two guys, occasionally shooting me a glance to make sure I was watching her.   I tried to play it cool, but I soon lost my temper and rushed over to confront her.  I strode over the table and the two guys looked up at me quizzically while my wife studiously ignored me.
 
    
 
   “So,” said my wife airily, pretending I wasn’t there.  “Which sexually positions do you guys like?  I like it doggystyle best.  I really get into it when a guy takes control and bangs me from behind.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that’s pretty hot.  I bet you like it rough too,” said the one guy.  “You look the type.”
 
    
 
   “What the fuck you guys?” I squawked, pointing my index finger at the guy who thought my wife liked rough sex.  My face was growing hot with anger and embarrassment..  “That’s my wife, you are talking to.”
 
    
 
   “Treat a lady like a whore and a whore like a lady,” was his only response.  He gave me a sardonic grin and leaned back in his chair slightly.
 
    
 
   “Jeremy, can’t you see that I am trying to talk to my two new friends?” scolded my wife.  “Please go away and let us have a private conversation.  It’s so stifling to have my husband hovering over me all the time.  How am I supposed to  explain to Ricky here whether I like it rough or not?”  She gave me a wicked grin that made my blood boil.
 
    
 
   “You can’t just go around and flirt with strange men right in front of me!” I blurted out loudly.  “It’s not of Ricky’s business how you like to get fucked!”
 
    
 
   “Don’t be so sure,” muttered Ricky’s pal under his breath.
 
    
 
   “What did you say?” I demanded.
 
    
 
   “Hey, Sarah, I like this song, you wanna dance?” asked Ricky.
 
    
 
   “I would love to Ricky,” said my wife.
 
    
 
   They both rose smoothly and he lead her away quickly.  She look at me over her shoulder and said.  “That way we can talk in peace without my husband getting all spitty about it.”
 
    
 
   I stood there gaping as this tall, muscular stranger lead my wife onto the dance floor and started dancing with her.
 
    
 
   “Hey, pal, no hard feelings,” said Ricky’s buddy.  “Here, let me buy you a beer.  My name’s Jim.”
 
    
 
   “I’ve got a drink,” I said coldly.
 
    
 
   “Well, have a seat and take a load off,” he urged with a good natured smile, pulling up another chair.  “We weren’t trying to hit on your wife or anything.  She just came right over and started talking to us.  She’s being a little raunchy, but I don’t think she means anything by it.  She’s probably just trying to get your goat.”
 
    
 
   I sat down begrudgingly and took a sip of my gin and tonic.  “We just got into an argument,” I admitted sullenly.
 
    
 
   “See, there you go,” he said with a laugh.  “She’s just trying to get you back is all.  Flirt with another guy to get you jealous.”
 
    
 
   “Well, it’s working,” I said, gesturing to my wife and Ricky on the dance floor.  We both watched as my wife wrapped her arms around Ricky and rubbed her body up against his suggestively.  His hands crept down the small of her back until they rested comfortably on her ass.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yeah, wow, looks like Ricky is groping your wife’s butt there a little,” he chuckled contritely.  “But that’s pretty harmless after all.”
 
    
 
   “Look at her, she’s crawling all over him,” I spat with disgust.
 
    
 
   A much heavier beat kicked in and Sarah spun around and thrust her rear seductively into Ricky’s crotch.  She locked eyes with me and glowered while he gripped her hips and ground himself up against her rear.
 
    
 
   “Shit, I guess it’s no joke about her liking it doggystyle, huh?” said Jim.
 
    
 
   I gave him an angry look and he held his hands up defensively.  “Sorry, pal.  But this isn’t my fault.  We were just minding our own business.”
 
    
 
   “Ricky’s not minding his own business now,” I spat, gesturing to my wife and her new friend as they simulated sex acts on the dance floor.  “Now his dry humping my damn wife.”
 
    
 
   “Maybe she is making it his business,” said Jim softly, avoiding my eyes.
 
    
 
   “What’s that supposed to mean?” I demanded hotly.
 
    
 
   “Nothing, man, nothing.  Look they are coming back now,” he said.
 
    
 
   I looked over to see Sarah leading Ricky back to the table by the hand.  He was following behind her, walking stiffly with one hand covering his groin as he tried to hide his blazing erection.
 
    
 
   “Omigosh, I think I got poor Ricky a little too excited,” said my wife with a bubbly laugh as she and Ricky rejoined at the table.  “I could feel his hard penis pushing right between my but cheeks.  Then I bent over and he ground his big bulge right against my pussy.”  Her face was flushed with arousal.  “If we kept that up much longer, I was afraid his prick would burst right through his pants and poke into me right through my wet panties.”
 
    
 
   “For Chrissake Sarah!” I stammered, the blood draining from my face.  “That’s pretty explicit, isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   “I’m just telling the truth, dear,”  she said tossing her hair haughtily.  “If you don’t like it, you don’t have to stay.
 
    
 
   “Your panties are wet, huh?” asked Ricky, putting his face close to my wife’s.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, want to see?” she asked, giving me a devilish look.  She reached down and wriggled in her seat for a moment and then bent down under the table to retrieve something.  When she sat back up, she casually handed Ricky her panties.
 
    
 
   “Holy fuck,” laughed Jim in amazement.
 
    
 
   “This is going too far, Sarah, let’s go,” I said weakly, shocked that my wife would take this flirtation so far.
 
    
 
   “Hold on, let me see if her panties are really wet,” said Ricky, putting them to his face.  “Hmm, yeah, they are wet alright.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, and your dick is still pretty hard,” breathed my wife, her face just an inch from his.  “Want me to take care of that for you?”
 
    
 
   “How do you mean?” he asked, looking across the table and sizing me up.
 
   “Well we could start with a handjob and see where it goes from there,” purred my wife, looking me straight in the eyes as she reached over and unzipped Ricky’s fly.  His boner popped out of his pants and he glanced around the room nervously to make sure no one was watching.  “Mmm, Ricky’s penis is nice and hard, dear,” she told me as she stroked it slowing and fixed me with a wicked grin.
 
    
 
   “I’m not going to sit here for this bullshit,” I said jumping to my feet. and reaching for my wife to intervene.
 
    
 
   Jim was on his feet in a flash and inserted his bulk between himself and my wife.  I suddenly realized that he was as big as a linebacker and I was seriously outmatched.  “Two consenting adults, man,” he told me threateningly.  “Two consenting adults.”
 
    
 
   I sat back down in a daze, and Jim slowly returned to his seat.  I couldn’t believe this was happening.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, one fight over the couch and you run around and start jerking off strange guys in the bar?” I asked incredulously.
 
    
 
   “I’m not going to just jerk him off,” she said with an impish grin.  “I didn’t take my panties off for nothing.”
 
    
 
   “Over the goddamn couch?” I asked, slapping my hand to my forehead as I watched her jerk her hand up and down the length of his stiff cock.
 
    
 
   “Ooh, his dick is really hard, can you see what I’m doing to it?” she asked, looking me in the eye with a smile and wrinkling her nose cutely as she stroked Ricky’s penis up and down, making the head turn redder and redder.  “I’m being a really naughty wife.”
 
    
 
   “You’re ignoring my question,” I said, exasperated.  “How can you humiliate me like this over a stupid couch?!” I yelped.
 
    
 
   “Hold that thought,” she told me and dropped her head down so she could suck noisily on the red, swollen head of Ricky’s cock.  His mouth hung open stupidly and he gazed off into the distance as my wife slurped on his junk in front of everyone in the bar.
 
    
 
   “Man, your wife is a dirty slut,” laughed Jim in delight.
 
    
 
   Several bystanders noticed my wife giving a guy a blowjob in the middle of the bar and soon a small crowd of men and women gathered around to watch and make rude comments.
 
    
 
   “What a whore,” commented one young woman in a catty voice.
 
    
 
   “I’d let her suck me off, she’s a cougar!” rejoined the young man she was with. Everyone laughed with the girl punched her boyfriend in the shoulder.
 
    
 
   “The real fucked up part is that she’s HIS wife,” crowed Jim, pointing at me mockingly.
 
    
 
   Everyone turned to look at me and I felt like crawling under the table.
 
    
 
   My wife lifted her head up from sucking Ricky’s cock and she jerked his slick dong urgently.  “My god you are hard,  I want you inside me,” she cooed softly.  She lithely straddled his lap, facing me and gripped his phallus between her legs and she lowered herself down onto him gingerly.  The hem of her dress hid the action, but her mouth formed a cute “O” and she gasped with passion as he entered her.  “His dick is right inside me now, honey,” she informed me as she put her hands on the table  and worked herself up and down on Ricky’s dong.  “How does that make you feel?  Are you getting jealous yet?  I’m letting a strange man violate me with his penis in front of a bunch of onlookers.  Is this sinking in yet?”
 
    
 
   “Why are you doing this?” I asked, my heart in my throat and my ears hot with shame.
 
    
 
   “Mmm, yes, yes, deeper, deeper,” she told Ricky softly as he gripped her thighs and thrust himself up into her urgently.  
 
    
 
   “Answer me, why are you doing this?” I insisted, feeling the sweat beading up on my brow as I tried to ignore all the people gathered around giggling and looking on why my wife got owned by another man.
 
    
 
   “Hold on honey, I think I’m cumming,” she gasped, as she reached down between her legs, presumably to work her own clit while he penetrated her with his fat dong.  “Uuunnghh,” she moaned loudly as she climaxed.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I’m cumming too.  RIght inside,” chimed in Ricky proudly as my wife ground herself down onto him.  I glowered at the crowd as they broke out in spontaneous applause and then hid my face in my hands out of
 
    
 
   “See, honey, this isn’t about the couch,” explained my wife as she pulled a few sweat drenched locks of hair out of her face, which was glowing brightly from the exertion of sex.  “This is about teaching you a lesson to not take me for granted.  I might be middle aged, but I want to show you that other guys are still interested in me.”  She climbed carefully off of Ricky’s wet, deflated prick, and smoothed her dress down modestly.
 
   “Fuck, I’ll buy you a goddamn couch,” offered a balding businessman, stepping forward from   the crowd, his tie was askew and sweat was beaded on his brow.  “Just come do me like you did him.”
 
   My wife looked over his chubby paunch and then glanced back at me.  Then she shrugged and offered him her arm, twinkling her fingers at me as he lead her off to the booth where he and a bunch of other business men were sitting.  Everyone was laughing at me and pointing and I knew it was going to be another one of those nights.
 
   
  
 

Beach Rental
 
    
 
   My wife Anne and I have been vacationing with a group of friends at rented beach houses in Rehoboth Beach for several years.  I generally was in charge of finding the rental, but this year we let this guy Richard, who I never much cared for, take over the responsibility.  When we arrived at the place, we found that it had fewer beds than we needed and some people were going to need to sleep on cots, reinforcing my negative perception of Richard.  The eight of us on this trip assembled in the great room to hash it out.  There were three couples, my wife and I, Jack and Sylvia, Bob and Linda, and then Richard who was single and Ruth who was also single. 
 
   “Well, since we have three queen beds, why not just have the three couples take those and then Richard and Ruth can sleep on the couches,” I said reasonably, and of course all the other couples agreed.  I left unsaid that Richard should have to suffer since he was the one that screwed up and booked this house.
 
   “Now hold on,” objected Ruth.  “I’ve got a bad back, I’m not going to be able to enjoy the beach if I’m half paralyzed by sleeping on one of those crappy cots.”
 
   “She’s right, of course,” said Richard smoothly.  “The only fair way to deal with this is to draw lots.”
 
   There was some grumbling, but it was agreed that this was the fairest way to proceed.  Richard put 8 slips of paper into a hat.  Two of the slips had “cot” written on them, and he held the hat above his head as we each drew a slip.  
 
   “Goddamnit,” I cried when I found that I had drawn a cot.
 
   Ruth cursed as well when she drew a cot slip as well, but she just stubbornly refused to switch when my wife offered to trade her spot in a bed.
 
   “So wait, the two couples are fine sleeping together, but now my wife is going to end up in bed with Richard?”  I squawked in annoyance.
 
   “Sounds good to me,” said Richard, eyeing Anne’s body in her bikini with a lecherous leer.  Everyone broke out laughing at the way Anne blushed and crossed her arms trying to cover her jutting breasts.
 
   “Relax Tim,” said my friend Jack, clapping me on the shoulder amicably. “Wife swapping is all the rage these days.”
 
   “Yeah, Tim,” said Richard, wagging his eyebrows at me. “Don’t be so old-fashioned.  What’s a friendly shag between friends after all?”  He slapped Anne’s rump for emphasis and she shrieked in surprise and slapped his shoulder as everyone laughed uproariously.
 
   As we headed down to the beach together, Richard put his arm around Anne’s shoulder and teased her.
 
   “I hope we can both agree to sleep in the nude, because that’s how I sleep and I don’t want you to feel overdressed,” he simpered, making the other women cackle with laughter.
 
   Bob noticed my discomfort and took me aside.  “The big bedroom is the only one where both cots will fit, so we will stick you, Anne, Richard, and Ruth in there together.  That way you can be sure no funny business happens,” he murmured under his breath.
 
   “Oh come on, Bob,” I said, trying to force a laugh.  “I trust my wife. She would never do anything improper.  Besides, Richard is always making jerky comments like that.”
 
   “Ahh, still, better safe than sorry,” he said with a slight frown.  “You know how things get late at night after a few drinks.”
 
   It’s true that there had been rumors from previous years about adulterous hookups.  Last year, Bob’s wife Linda and this guy Pedro disappeared for a couple of hours and claimed they had been off playing miniature golf, but no one believed them.  I made sure Pedro wasn’t invited back this year.
 
   The jokes about Richard sleeping with Anne continued all day.  No one but me seemed to tire of them, and eventually, even my modest wife stopped getting embarrassed by them and started playing along.
 
   “Have another glass of wine, Anne,” said Linda with a twinkle in her eye as she topped off Anne’s glass at dinner.  “It’s probably been many years since you’ve slept with a man other than your husband, the wine will help you relax and get into it.”
 
   “Well, all I have to do is lay there and Richard can do the getting into,” said Anne with a grin, kicking me under the table playfully.
 
   “Har, har, har,” I commented sourly as our friends all gibbered drunkenly at the crass jokes.
 
   “But seriously, Anne, what position do you prefer?” asked Richard, his eyes fixed on my wife’s cleavage.  She happened to be wearing a much lower cut gown than was her habit and I suspected she did it in response to Richard’s insistent flirting which annoyed me to no end.
 
   “Oh, I like it doggy style,” she said seriously, crossing her arms under her boobs to boost them up so he could inspect them better.  “But we would have to get on top of the covers to do it that way which would be rude with Tim and Ruth in the room.  We will probably have to settle for missionary since we can stay covered up that way and it’s more discreet.”  She winked at me mischievously as the table erupted in further merriment and Linda nearly choked, she was laughing so hard.
 
   “Spooning is also fairly discrete,” put in Jack, taking his opportunity to eye my wife’s chest.
 
   “Jack, stop staring at Anne’s cleavage, you pig,” laughed his wife Sylvia.  “The way you are ogling her it makes me wonder if you want to switch places with Richard.”
 
   “We will be here 8 nights,” put in Richard with a broad grin.  “I shouldn’t hog Anne the entire time, maybe I should raffle off a few of the nights to give the other guys a chance to sleep with her.”
 
   “No problem, I guess I will just be the community trollop this trip,” said Anne, pulling the front of her her dress down to reveal even more cleavage and thrusting her chest out shamelessly which got all the men’s attention at the table.
 
   “Well if Bob wanted to take a roll in the hay with these knockers, I could hardly blame him,” commented Linda, reaching out to grab Anne’s jutting breasts.  I laughed along to be a good sport, but I noticed Bob shifting uncomfortably in his seat I realized that he was probably adjusting a boner under the table.
 
   “Ok, jeez, can we talk about something other that my wife getting fucked by other guys?” I asked irritably.  But there was no denting the hilarity and everyone laughed off my complaint.
 
   “Come now, darling,” pouted Anne, teasing me. “Aren’t I allowed to get a little attention now and then?  I’m a good wife all year long, can’t I be a little bad on vacation?”
 
   “Sure, sure, whatever,” I said tersely, downing my wine.  
 
   The group finally started to notice my sour mood and the conversation turned to other topics.
 
   After dinner, we strolled along the boardwalk enjoying the gentle summer evening air.  I held my wife’s hand and we lagged behind the group as I stared out moodily at the waves crashing in the moonlight.
 
   “Why are you so quiet?” asked Anne meekly as we walked along.
 
   “Uh, sorry, I guess I’m a little worked up over all the comments about you sleeping in the same bed as Richard tonight,” I admitted.
 
   “Oh, darling,” sighed Anne, putting her head on my shoulder.  “How can you take that stuff seriously?  I mean you and Ruth will be right there in the room, what could possibly go wrong?”
 
   “Nothing, nothing, of course,” I sighed, kissing her on the top of the head.  “But you sure enjoy joking around about it.”
 
   “Well, sure I do,” admitted my wife, kicking her legs childishly out in front of her as we walked along.  “I’m starting to get older and men don’t pay attention to me like they used to.  I just like the attention.  It’s flattering to have Richard flirt so persistently with me.  It makes me feel desirable for a change instead of like a middle-aged housewife.”
 
   “Well I still think you are beautiful,” I said lamely.
 
   “I know you do, dear, I know you do,” she agreed distantly, looking out over the waves.
 
   “Anne,” I said after a moment.  “Do you think Linda and Pedro really, you know, got it on last year?”
 
   “It certainly appears that they did,” said Anne, looking up at me with a devilish smile.
 
   “But Bob didn’t make much of a fuss about it,” I recalled. He just asked me not to invite Pedro back this year.
 
   “Well, that’s reasonable of him.  Bob and Linda have been married a long time.  Why make waves over one minor indiscretion?” she asked breezily.  Then she turned to me with wide eyes,  “Hey wait a minute, are you trying to say something here?”
 
   “No, no,” I lied, holding up my hands defensively.
 
   “Look, Tim, Richard is no Pedro, ok?” she laughed.
 
   “What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked, arching an eyebrow at my wife.
 
   “Pedro is a total stud, of course.  My god, he’s gorgeous, and from the bulge in his swimming trunks, he looked like he was hung like a horse,” giggled my wife.  “Richard is just so-so.  He makes me laugh, but there is something sort of sketchy about him.”
 
   “Ah, ok, if that’s how you felt about Pedro, we are definitely not inviting him back next year either,” I said, feeling my anxiety loosen considerably.
 
   We picked up our pace and rejoined the group as we returned to the house.
 
   We opened a few more bottles of wine and stayed up drinking long into the night, until I was practically reeling upstairs around 2:00 am when the party broke up.  When I got to the master bedroom, I heard Ruth and Anne giggling hysterically in the attached bathroom, but I didn’t see Richard anywhere.  I noticed that Ruth had just laid out her blankets directly on the floor to avoid hurting her back on the creaky cot. 
 
   I needed to piss and brush my teeth, so I knocked on the bathroom door.  “Hey, I need to get in there,” I called.
 
   The giggling stopped and then I heard Richard’s voice as he and the two women exchanged hurried whispers within the bathroom.  
 
   “Richard, are you in there?” I called out.  I started feeling suspicious and my heart was pounding in my chest.
 
   “Yeah, Tim, hold on a second,” he said.  “I’m just helping Anne pick out the right negligee to wear to bed.”
 
   “Enough joking around, I’ve got to piss,” I demanded.  
 
   “Honey, can you use the bathroom down the hall, I’m not decent in here,” said my wife sweetly.
 
   “What’s that supposed to mean?” I demanded angrily.  “How you you be indecent with Richard in there?”
 
   “It’s pretty hot, actually,” called Ruth before dissolving into a fit of snickering laughter.
 
   I decided that they must be fucking with me, but I couldn’t wait, so I ran down the hall to use the other bathroom.
 
   When I came back, Richard was sitting up in bed, bare chested with his hands crossed behind his neck smugly watching Anne help Ruth arrange some couch cushions on the floor for her to sleep on.  I noticed that my wife was in fact wearing a very short, sexy negligee which was practically unheard of.
 
   “What was that all about?” I asked petulantly.  “Keeping me out of the bathroom like that.”
 
   “Well, it would have been pretty awkward if we had let you in at that moment,” said Ruth with a salacious grin.
 
   “What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked defensively, feeling my stomach roil with jealousy.
 
   Anne came over and gave me a kiss on the cheek, tugging modestly at the hem of her nightgown which barely covered her crotch and I noticed Richard’s eyes glued to her shapely legs as she crossed the room.
 
   “Don’t worry about it dear,” she said, patting me on the shoulder.  “Let me tuck you in.”
 
   I climbed drunkenly onto the rickety cot and my wife bent over to cover me.  I glanced over to see Richard’s eyes fixated on my wife’s rear as she did.
 
   “Anne, look, Richard is springing a stiffy over there!” cried Ruth with delight.
 
   Anne stood and turned to look, holding her hem down in back with one hand.  There was definitely a large protrusion in the covers around his crotch.
 
   “Richard, look at you,” tittered my wife gaily.  “It looks like your johnson is standing straight up at attention.”
 
   “You got me when you bent over like that,” he admitted with a lecherous smile.
 
   “That’s a pretty big bump you got over there, buddy,” joked Ruth, eyeing Richard’s protrusion with interest.  “Did it pop out of the front of your shorts or something?”
 
   “I told you already, I sleep in the nude,” laughed Richard, pointing at his boxer shorts crumpled by the side of the bed.
 
   “Alright, enough, joking around, put your goddamn shorts back on,” I snapped hotly, the cot lurching dangerously as I leaned up on one elbow.
 
   “Honey, just relax,” said my wife, pushing me back down.  “I don’t care if Richard sleeps in the buff or not.  He’s going to keep his huge nasty boner on his side of the bed, and I am going to stay on my side.”
 
   Ruth simpered behind her hand as she lay down on her cushions and pulled her covers over her.
 
   “I don’t like it, what if you roll over in your sleep or something and end up on his side of the bed?” I asked plaintively.
 
   “Well, that’s just a risk I am going to have to take,” she said, bravely.  “But I’m not afraid, I’ve handled large equipment before, I’ll be ok.”
 
   Ruth and Richard broke out laughing but I just frowned in displeasure.
 
   “Here, come to bed, Anne,” said Richard, fondling his bulge idly as he smiled at her suggestively.
 
   “Good night, dear,” said Anne, kissing me on the cheek and then turning to climb into bed with Richard.  She tried tugging the back of her nightgown down as she bent down to pull the sheets back, but in spite of her efforts, I caught a glimpse of her bare ass cheek and I rose up again on one elbow suddenly, causing the cot to creak and tremble.
 
   “Jesus, Anne, you aren’t wearing any drawers, are you?”  I shouted.
 
   My wife pulled the covers up to her chin and peered at me with trepidation.  After a moment, she answered me in a small voice,  “No.”
 
   “That’s why I popped such a boner when she bent over, Tim,” said Richard, wagging his eyebrows at me lewdly.
 
   “And that’s why it would have been awkward to let you into the bathroom earlier,” chimed in Ruth with amusement.  “Richard was trying to get her to lose the panties.  He wanted her bottomless when she climbed in bed with him.  And he clearly succeeded.”
 
   “You think that’s really funny, don’t you Ruth?” I snapped in anger.  I could feel my pulse pounding in my ears and my innards were wrenching with jealousy.
 
   “Please, Tim, of course it’s funny,” she said, waving her hand dismissively.  “Don’t get your panties in a bunch.  It’s all in good fun.  Everyone’s drunk and doing silly stuff.  Nothing to get bent out of shape over.”
 
   “Yeah, yeah,” I said, trying to control my temper.  I turned to my wife and forced myself to speak  quietly.  “Anne, would you mind putting some panties on, dear?  It would make me feel more comfortable.”
 
   “Oh come on, Tim,” she said, forcing a laugh.  “I thought we’d been through all this already.  You can’t possibly think that anything is going to happen between Richard and I.”
 
   “The very idea is preposterous,” said Richard with mock indignance, gripping his boner through the covers and jerking it for emphasis.
 
   “Richard, stop teasing my husband,” said Anne, gazing at the lump in Richard’s hand.  “And be careful with that thing, you might hurt somebody.”
 
   “Anne, this really isn’t the time to be making jokes,” I said. I felt the wind draining from my sails, my wife really wasn’t going to put any underwear on and there was nothing I could do about it, short of dragging her forcefully out of bed.
 
   “Don’t worry,” whispered Richard as he switched out the light.  “It’s big, but it doesn’t hurt because I put it in really slowly.”
 
   Ruth and Anne broke out laughing, but I just groaned into the darkness and rolled over discontentedly on my creaking cot.
 
   The room was spinning slightly as I tried to get comfortable and my mind churned with anxiety.  This joking around was really going too close to the edge for me.  I thought about Linda and Pedro and how sympathetic Anne was toward Linda’s infidelity.  A minor indiscretion she called it.  I heard rustling and hushed whispers from the bed as my wife and Richard rearranged themselves, but it was really pitch black in the room and I couldn’t see anything at all.
 
   “What are you guys doing?” I asked meekly, feeling a wash of shame in my chest.
 
   “Trying to negotiate where the middle line of the bed is,” said my wife, but her voice sounded thick and huskier than normal.
 
   “Ssh, I’m trying to sleep,” complained Ruth from across the room.
 
   “Ok, sorry,” I said softly.
 
   My eyes were slowly adjusting to the darkness, but I still couldn’t make out anything but vague outlines.
 
   I listened carefully, but all I could hear from the bed was indistinct rustling of the covers and very soft whispering between Richard and Anne.
 
   I held my breath and heard Richard say, “Here, here.”
 
   “Ok,” breathed my wife in response.  “Oh wow.”
 
   “Yeah, that’s it,” he said, sighing with satisfaction.  
 
   My wife asked, “Like this?”
 
   I couldn’t make out Richard’s response, but his breathing became louder and more erratic and the rustling increased as they shifted around on the bed.  For some reason my own penis started getting stiff as I imagined Richard taking my wife’s hand and putting it on his stiff cock under the covers and then her tugging on it for him.
 
   “You guys, seriously,” I whispered, my heart beating wildly.  “I can hear you.”
 
   “I’m just giving Richard a massage to help him relax,” hissed my wife, oddly breathless. “Now go to sleep.”
 
   “Quiet!” mumbled Ruth.
 
   I reached down between my legs and gripped my own stiffening boner as I listened to the rustling and the whispers from the bed.  Anne and Richard had lowered their voices to the point I couldn’t hear them even if I held my breath, but both of them were definitely breathing heavily now and occasionally my wife gave out a little stifled whimper.  I heard some wet smooching sounds that sounded suspiciously like kissing but I was afraid of speaking up for fear of Ruth throwing a fit.  I pictured Anne and Richard kissing and feeling each other up under the covers and I started pulling on my cock as I listened carefully, ears straining for each hint of impropriety.
 
   At some point it sounded as though Anne had pulled the covers over her head since her whispers became much more muffled, but I could still hear Richard as he gave a guttural grunt and then Anne tittering quietly from beneath the covers.  I just imagined her going down on him and sucking on his cock.  She was making that characteristic humming sound ever so softly and Richard started panting and wriggling on the bed.  I was torn between the urge to jump up and switch on the light and urge to cum right then and there.  My gut was with icy anxiety, but I had to pause in my masturbation because I was afraid of cumming too soon.
 
   I knew what was going on. They were trying to be subtle, but I was almost positive that my wife was sucking Richard’s goddamn penis just 15 feet from where I lay listening.  Part of me was torn with jealousy, and part of me was sickly aroused.  Richards pants got closer and closer together.
 
    
 
   “Ah, ah, ah, stop now, stop,” he hissed quietly.
 
   I couldn’t make out my wife’s muffled response but then I heard them struggling together on the bed, giggling, and rustling the covers violently.  I imagined them wrestling as Richard pulled my wife up from her blowjob and tried to pin her down so he could fuck her properly.
 
   The conflict slowly subsided and they were both panting hoarsely.
 
   “You think you’re a big man, huh?” asked my wife quietly.
 
   “Hold that thought,” he breathed.
 
   My wife gasped deeply, “Oh god, oh god.”
 
   “Yeah, now you tell me,” he murmured.
 
   “Oh yeah, I feel it, I like it,” whimpered my wife.
 
   He was obviously sinking his meat between her parted legs!  What kind of husband was I to lay here and listen to this stuff.  What was Ruth thinking at this point?  She was playing along earlier.  Did she agree to shush me if I complained.  Why wasn’t I jumping up and throwing on the light to expose this whole charade right now?
 
   “Oh yeah, take it,” he grunted quietly.
 
   “Yeah, yeah, I like it, I like it,” moaned my wife, trying to keep her voice down.
 
   That was why.  My wife wanted his dick inside it.  She liked it.  I had to admit it now.  I could hear the passion in her voice.  She couldn’t keep her voice down enough, and at some point she stopped caring if I could hear her or not.  That was why I was just going to lay here, jerking off as I listened to my wife, allowing her to have this minor indiscretion.  Because she needed it.  And to my surprise, my jealousy melted away.
 
   I listened to the creaking of the bedsprings and the muffled slapping of skin on skin with equanimity.  My wife’s moans and whimpers grew louder and louder until I was afraid that Ruth would say something, but Ruth remained silent.  I wondered if she was masturbating as she listened too. By the time the headboard was rhythmically tapping against the wall, I was jerking myself madly and couldn’t hold back any more.  I spurted cum all over myself, soaking my blanket in hot jism.
 
   “Oh Richard, Richard,” gasped my wife.  “I’m coming,” she said, not bothering to keep her voice down.
 
   “Oh yeah, oh yeah,” agreed Richard.  “Give me one more minute.”  The sound of their hips slapping together was unmistakable at this point as they seemed to give up any pretense of stealth, too aroused to care what Ruth and I heard at this point.  Then he groaned loudly and the rhythmic tapping suddenly ceased.
 
   “Oh Richard,” panted my wife, the adoration plain in her voice.  “That was amazing.”  Then she lowered her voice self-consciously and resumed her whisper “Wait, don’t pull out.  Stay inside me for a moment.”
 
   I held my breath as the room became quiet once more, afraid to move or shift on the noisy couch, afraid to break the silence and implicitly admit that I had heard everything.  Afraid to acknowledge that I had laid here on the cot and listened to my wife get fucked noisily without interfering.  I lay and listened to Anne and Richard’s quiet breathing as they began to doze off.
 
   “Can we all get some sleep now?” whispered Ruth cheekily from the floor and Anne and Richard chuckled quietly.
 
   “Yes, sorry dear, we were just getting situated,” replied Anne contentedly.
 
   I lay with the crossbar of the cot wedged into my side in severe discomfort for almost an hour, afraid to move until I finally heard my wife’s gentle snore.  And then I shifted noisily until I was comfortable and quickly drifted off to sleep.
 
   I was awoken in the morning by a painful explosion of sunshine as Ruth drew the curtains back loudly.
 
   “Time to get up, Anne is downstairs cooking breakfast and she told me to wake you now,” said Ruth cheerily.
 
   “Urrgh,” I groaned, my head pounding from a terrible hangover.  “What time is it?”
 
   “After 10 am,” she said looking down at me with an impish smirk.  “Sleep well?”
 
   “I slept,”  I allowed, climbing painfully from the cot.
 
   “Well, Anne sure slept well.  You should see how cheerful she is this morning,” said Ruth, giving me a sly look.  “I was afraid we would never get to sleep with all the fuss they made last night getting situated.”
 
   “Oh, I didn’t hear anything,” I said, my face growing hot as I ducked my head and escaped to the bathroom to piss.
 
   “Really, I’m surprised you didn’t hear them,” shouted Ruth through the bathroom door.  “They were pretty loud last night.”
 
   I relieved myself and  then splashed cold water on my face.  I contemplated my visage in the mirror, water dripping from my unshaven face and eyes bloodshot and puffy.  What did Ruth want from me?  Did she want me to laugh with her about how funny it was that Richard really did stick it to my wife last night while I lay and listened?  I sure wasn’t going to do that.  I brushed my teeth and then opened the bathroom door to find Ruth standing right there.
 
   “You, ok?” she asked sympathetically.
 
   “I’m hungover,” I said.
 
   “That’s all?” she asked, pouting.
 
   “And hungry I guess,” I admitted.  “Let’s go downstairs.”
 
   Everyone was gathered around the big dining table drinking coffee and chattering boisterously as my wife and Linda buzzed about serving scrambled eggs, sausage, and toast to everyone.  My wife’s cheeks were rosy and her eyes were bright.  She looked ten years younger this morning.
 
   “There’s my Rumplestiltskin,” called Anne cheerily.  She dashed to pull out a chair for me, pecking my cheek and putting down a cup of coffee and plate of eggs and sausage for me.  “Sleep well, dear?” 
 
   “Well, I guess so,” I mumbled.  “This food looks good.  Check back with me after I’ve eaten and had some coffee.”
 
   “Will do,” she beamed, tousling my hair as she ran off to refill Richard’s coffee.
 
   Once everyone was served, Linda and Anne sat down to join us and I was peeved to see that Anne sat next to Richard and let Linda sit next to me.  But I felt a little better after wolfing down some eggs and toast and as the coffee kicked in, I tuned into the conversation at the table.
 
   “Well, Richard, how was your first night sleeping with Tim’s wife?” asked Jack with a ribald laugh.
 
   “Well, we had a minor territorial dispute over where her side of the bed ended and mine began,” he said, turning to exchange a smile with my wife. “But I emerged triumphant.”
 
   “He sure did,” gushed Anne, gazing with adoration into Richard’s eyes.  “He was very forceful, I had to surrender to his advances.”
 
   Everyone laughed at the innuendo, and I smiled along, but I felt that prick of jealousy and I noticed Bob looking at me with concern. Bob and Linda were in the bedroom adjoining ours and they must have heard the headboard tapping on the wall last night.  I could see that Linda was on the verge of mentioning it, but Bob shot her a warning glance and she held her tongue.
 
   After lunch I helped clean up the dishes and found myself alone with my wife in the kitchen.
 
   “So, I was planning to go shopping this morning and maybe catch back up with you after lunch,” she said carefully.
 
   “Yeah, ok, what are you shopping for?” I asked, marveling at her bright complexion.  She really was just beaming with happiness this morning after getting fucked so hard by Richard’s big cock.
 
   “Ah, well, I thought I might get some new, um, pajamas,” she said, blushing furiously for some reason.
 
   “Pajamas,” I repeated.
 
   “Well, you know,” she laughed awkwardly.  “Sleepwear.”
 
   “You mean lingerie?” I asked stiffly.  “You want to have something fresh and sexy to wear to bed with Richard tonight?”
 
   “Honey, please,” begged my wife, bowing her head as she scraped a plate and loaded it into the dishwasher.
 
   Richard came into the kitchen and leaned against the counter.  “Hey Tim, I hope we didn’t keep you up last night,” he said staring me down insolently.
 
   “Uh, no, I didn’t hear anything,” I lied, trying to swallow my ire.
 
   “That’s good, because I was afraid that your wife and I were being pretty loud,” he said, suppressing a smile.
 
   “Being pretty loud doing what?” I asked angrily.
 
   “Darling,” cautioned my wife, putting her hand on my chest.
 
   “Ready to head out, beautiful?” asked Richard, ignoring me and addressing my wife.
 
   “Well, I have to finish up the dishes,” she said, looking at me with concern.
 
   “I’ll finish them,” I said stiffly.
 
   “Thanks, pal,” said Richard, slapping me on the shoulder and putting his arm around my wife and leading her out of the kitchen.
 
   “Bye dear,” she called meekly, waving at me as they headed out.  “See you later.”
 
   Bob came in as they were leaving.
 
   “How are you holding up?” he asked me soberly.
 
   “I’m not inviting Richard back next year,” I told him morosely.
 
   “I understand,” he said simply, putting his hand on my shoulder.
 
   “I think he’s going to take her to go buy lingerie so he can dress her in something sexy tonight,” I spat angrily.
 
   “You mean, she is going to model all sorts of revealing outfits for him and let him choose the ones he likes best?” gulped Bob, his face growing red.  “Do you suppose, he’s going to, uh, watch her getting changed too?”
 
   “Christ Bob!  What, what a thing to say,” I stammered, my penis growing hard at the thought.
 
   “Sorry, sorry,” he said, trying to hide his own erection.
 
   “Hey, can you finish these dishes up?” I asked.  “I need to go check something out.”
 
   “Sure go ahead,” Bob said with a knowing look.
 
   I ran out of the house and looked up the nearest lingerie store on my phone.  I ran for a couple of blocks and soon caught up with my wife and Richard walking arm in arm down the street.  I followed them surreptitiously as my wife dragged Richard into one little gift shop after another.  I felt a bit of satisfaction that Richard was being subjected to this torment that every husband had to put up with, namely shopping for knick-knacks.  Presently they arrived at a lingerie shop and they entered together.  I waited outside for a few minutes, peeking in the window as Richard and Anne selected some pretty daring outfits.  When they headed into the dressing room together, my heart dropped and I resolved to follow them in.
 
   When I entered the store, the saleswoman greeted me brightly, but I just brushed her off and headed right to the back of the store by the dressing room.  I paused when I heard Richard’s voice.
 
   “Yeah, that’s hot, that’s really hot.  I can see your nipples right through that bra,” he said, his voice thick with lust.
 
   “How does it look from behind?” asked my wife suggestively.
 
   “Can I help you sir?” asked another saleswoman, eyeing me suspiciously.
 
   “Shh,” I said, waving her away impatiently.
 
   “Oh, yeah, that’s nice, you got some junk back there,” croaked Richard from the within the changing room.  “But take that off and try this one.”
 
   “Ok, but close your eyes while I get undressed,” said my wife primly.
 
   “Of course, of course,” he said.
 
   I turned to look at the saleswoman and saw that she was listening along with me.
 
   “That’s my wife in there,” I hissed.  For some reason, I wanted to share my outrage.
 
   The young woman’s her eyes widened in surprise.
 
   “Hey, your eyes are supposed to be closed,” said my wife, giggling girlishly.
 
   “I like you best with nothing on at all,” he grunted.
 
   “Oh really?” she asked.  “Hmm, I see that your johnson likes me too.”
 
   “Oh yeah,” he groaned.
 
   I heard the sound of a zipper coming down.
 
   “Oh boy, look how big he is,” purred my wife.  “I’m going to need to do something about this, mister.”
 
   I watched the saleswoman’s face grow beet red as we listened to the slurping sounds of my wife sucking another man’s penis in the dressing room and then him groaning loudly with pleasure.  She saw the horror on my face and strode deliberately over to the dressing room and rapped loudly on the door.
 
   “Are you folks OK in there?” she demanded loudly.
 
   “Yeah, we’re ok,” choked Richard, gasping for breath.  “Holy fuck,” he exclaimed in surprise.  “Oh yeah, that was awesome.”
 
   “What was awesome, sir?” demanded the saleswoman, putting her hands on her hips.
 
   “Omigod, you nearly choked me with that one, I almost couldn’t swallow it all,” chirped my wife cheerfully.
 
   “Please don’t make a mess in there,” pleaded the saleswoman.  “I’m not supposed to let couples go in together.  I could get in trouble.”
 
   “We’ll be right out, dear,” said my wife condescendingly.
 
   The saleswoman came back over to me and said,  “I’m sorry, sir, but you better leave now.  I don’t want any trouble in here.”
 
   “There won’t be any trouble,” I sighed, putting my hand in my pocket to wrestle my raging hardon back into submission.  “I’ll go now.”
 
   I wandered back into the street and considered walking away, but something made me hang around outside the shop until my wife and Richard emerged, arm in arm, my wife holding a bag full of purchases.
 
   “Oh, my gosh, fancy meeting you here,” gasped my wife in shock as I approached them.
 
   “Hello darling, what did you buy?  Can I see?” I asked, ignoring Richard.
 
   My wife blushed deeply.  “Um, I’ll show you later, I don’t want to pull this stuff out on the street like this,” she said, glancing around nervously.
 
   “Oh, but you didn’t mind showing Richard, huh?” I asked angrily.
 
   “Well, I did help her pick out some nice things.  Tasteful things, you know,” he said smoothly, not bothering to remove his arm from around my wife’s shoulders.
 
   “Oh, so did you enjoy modeling lingerie for Richard all morning?” I asked my wife.
 
   “It’s not, I mean, you make it sound,” stammered my wife, at a loss for words.
 
   “Anne, you have something in your hair,” I pointed with disgust to a big glob of semen lodged in my wife’s hair.
 
   “Oops, I don’t know what that is,” she said, her face going pale as she produced a tissue and hastily wiped Richard’s sputum from her locks while he chuckled easily.
 
   “Ok, well, I’ll see you two later,” I snapped and stormed away.
 
   “Darling, darling please,” cried Anne, handing her bag to Richard and chasing after me.
 
   “What?” I asked, striding along briskly and not bothering to slow down.  “Don’t you have some more fun purchases to make with your boyfriend?”
 
   “Boyfriend?” laughed Anne nervously.  “Darling, you are being ridiculous.  Richard and I are just good friends.  You know that.”
 
   “Really, Anne?” I asked incredulously as I hurried.  “I want my wife to be happy and I am certainly willing to overlook a minor indiscretion.  But you have be more discreet.”
 
   “I, I don’t know what minor indiscretion you are talking about,” said Anne desperately.  “If you are talking about the commotion last night, well we were just horsing around and wrestling a little.  That’s no indiscretion.”
 
   I looked my wife in the eye and she gave me a pleading look that broke my anger and made my heart melt. “I didn’t hear anything last night,” I told her.  “I slept like a baby.  I’m talking about this lingerie shopping.”
 
   Anne gave me a look of deep gratitude and sighed with relief.  “Ok, darling, ok, I’m sorry.  It was naughty of me to parade around in sexy underwear for Richard.  I promise not to do that again.”
 
   I looked at my wife and just shook my head in confusion.  She must know that I heard everything, but she needed to maintain this charade for some reason.  My hands clenched and unclenched anxiously as I thought about her stripping naked and sucking Richard’s cock in the lingerie store dressing room.   But then my wife grabbed my hand excitedly and pulled along to explore the boardwalk stores, chattering happily over every silly t-shirt or shell-encrusted souvenir that she came across.  She was as giddy as a teenager in love and I realized that she basically had developed a huge crush on Richard.
 
   As jealous as I was of Anne’s infatuation with Richard, I was charmed by her new found exuberance and we did have an enjoyable day together.  I even enjoyed shopping for the dreaded knick-knacks.  By the time we returned to the house to have dinner with the gang, I was in a decent mood.  
 
   During dinner, I was pleased that no one harassed me with jokes about Anne and Richard sleeping together.  I don’t know if it was because the joke was getting old or if people sensed that I was sensitive about it.  After dinner, we played board games and proceeded to get smashed as usual.   Anne and Richard sat next to each other on the floor and were touching each other a lot.  Little casual touches, like Anne would rub Richard’s back when he answered a trivia question correctly and Richard would squeeze Anne’s thigh if she guessed a charade.   I pretended not to notice and no one else commented on their intimacy until later in the evening when it was getting near bedtime.
 
   “So Richard,” said Jack, his eyes glassy from drunkenness.  “Are you going to hog Anne for yourself tonight or give another guy a chance to sleep with her?”
 
   “I want her to myself again, tonight,” said Richard slipping his arm around her waist and looking at me boldly.
 
   I smirked in acknowledgement but just took a sip of my beer and said nothing as the women all tittered in response.
 
   “I saw that you brought a bag home from the lingerie store this afternoon,” said Linda, suppressing a smile.  I noticed Bob kicking his wife under the table, and LInda pouted and rubbed her shin as Anne blushed with embarrassment.
 
   “Yes, I helped Anne pick out some nice things today,” he admitted, proudly, eyes locked with mine in a challenge.
 
   The room was silent for a moment while everyone digested that, then everyone broke out in nervous laughter and the occasional catcall.
 
   “I, uh, that sounds worse that it is, I mean,” stammered my wife, looking around the room beseechingly.
 
   “Is this the bag, here?” asked Ruth, pulling the lingerie bag from behind the couch.  “Can we see what you got?”
 
   “Um, that’s sort of personal,” said Anne with a worried expression, her hand on her cheek and her eyes darting around the room.
 
   “We just want to see what Richard picked out for you to wear to bed tonight, dear,” said Linda, grabbing the bag and rooting around inside.  “Oh my, this will be flattering.”  She extracted a sheer chemise and held it up for everyone to see, eliciting hoots and whistles from the room.  She put her hand inside to show how transparent it was.  “Won’t leave much to the imagination, will it?”
 
   “Well, of course I would wear something under that,” put in Anne, drawing herself upright defensively.
 
   “Oh, like this?” asked Linda with an impish twinkle in her eye.  She drew out a cupless bra and a pair of crotchless panties, which made the room erupt with more laughter and bawdy comments.
 
   Anne just hid her face in her hands, while Richard’s chest puffed out proudly.
 
   “When you put it all together, it’s a lot more tasteful than you would think,” said Richard pursing his lips judiciously.
 
   “You don’t mean to say that she tried that on for you, Richard?” gasped Sylvia, putting her hand to her chest, utterly scandalized.
 
   “Well, of course, we got that for her to wear to bed tonight,” said Richard, raising his eyebrows at her suggestively.
 
   “Can we see you in that outfit, Anne?  Why don’t you change into that now?” begged Jack excitedly, slapping his hand against his thigh.
 
   “Yes, Anne, please,” chimed in Linda and Ruth, clapping their hands in inebriation.
 
   “Oh no, I couldn’t,” gasped my wife with a laugh, holding up her hands defensively. “It was sort of a joke, really.  I mean, I never intended,” she trailed off helplessly.
 
   “Oh, come on, don’t be bashful, darling, give the boys a thrill,” coaxed Linda, ignoring her husband’s dirty look.
 
   “Yes, why should Richard get all the fun?” barked Jack drunkenly, spittle forming on his lips as he eyed my wife’s body.
 
   “Maybe you should give the people what they want,” laughed Richard, rubbing my wife’s back affectionately.
 
   Anne looked over at me and asked meekly, “What do you think, dear?  Would it be too terribly naughty of me?”
 
   All eyes were on me as I took a long careful draught of beer.  Why not?  I thought to myself.  If I will put up with her fucking Richard, why not let other guys get a glimpse of her nipples and her bush?  Who cares at this point.  I sighed and said, “Well, it sure looks like a naughty outfit.  But we are all adults here, drunken adults, but adults.  And we’ve all known each other for years, so, I mean, why should we be prudes about it?”
 
   The group cheered in response and Linda jumped up with the bag in hand and helped my wife climb to her feet.  “Well it’s settled, then, come along harlot, come along.  Let’s see what tasty treat Richard has in store for him tonight.”  Linda hustled Anne into the next room to go get changed and Anne glanced back over her shoulder at me with trepidation.
 
   “You are being such a good sport about all this, Tim,” said Sylvia, gesturing at me from across the room.  “Are you terribly jealous?”
 
   “Oh, no,” I said, looking at Sam.  “A little bit of jealousy helps keep a relationship fresh.”
 
   Bob avoided my gaze and pulled at his collar.  “Yes, Sylvia, aren’t you jealous of how excited Jack is to see Anne’s body?”  he asked her.
 
   “Well,” said Sylvia, frowning at her husband.  “I know how men are.  Always hot to see a beautiful woman’s body.  I can’t hold it against him.  I just don’t want him switching places with Richard.”
 
   We all laughed at that and then Linda reappeared, dragging Anne along with her.  My wife’s face was flushed from embarrassment and she held one arm over her nipples and kept her other hand over her crotch as she inched into the room wearing the lingerie that Richard had picked for her.
 
   “Come on, put your arms down,” demanded Jack, practically frothing at the mouth with lust.  “Don’t be bashful!”
 
   “Oh god,” said my wife, rolling her eyes.  “Ta-da!” she shouted, throwing her arms in the air, treating the gang to a nice view of her nipples and dark bush, clearly visible through her transparent chemise, before covering herself up again modestly.
 
   The room erupted with catcalls again and I had to admit, it was pretty exciting.
 
   “Again, again!” shouted Ruth, clapping her hands.
 
   But Linda had mercy on my bashful wife and held up a hand.  “Now, now, don’t push her.  Let’s just get a look at this caboose and then let her go.”  She spun my wife around and Anne bent over, flashing her butt cheeks at us and blowing me a kiss over her shoulder before grabbing her terrycloth robe and slipping it on to cover herself.
 
   “Oh my god,  that really is a risqué get up,” gasped Sylvia.  “I don’t believe that you showed that to Richard.”
 
   “Well, just, you know,” mumbled my wife, stifling a yawn.
 
   “Uh, oh, looks like someone is getting tired,” said Richard, jumping to his feet.  “I better get this sleepyhead off to bed.  Goodnight all.”
 
   “Goodnight everyone!” said my wife with a feeble wave, as Richard whisked her upstairs.
 
   Everyone watched them go with frank surprise and then Ruth jumped up.  “Ah, ok, Tim.  Come on, we better head up there and make sure there is no funny business.”
 
   “Well, I mean, ok, but, I trust my wife of course,” I said, standing up with difficulty and taking Ruth’s arm so that we could steady each other as we hurried upstairs after my wife and her lover.
 
   “We can trust that there will be funny business tonight, but at least we should be there to make sure it’s supervised,” giggled Ruth quietly as we ascended the stairs together, but I just shook my head and said nothing.
 
   When we entered the bedroom, Richard was sitting up in bed chest bare with his boxers on the floor, just as last night.  The bathroom door was closed and the sink was running, but my wife’s robe was hanging on the hook.
 
   “I’m going to check on the sexpot,” said Ruth, tapping on the door and then slipping into the bathroom with my wife.  I heard them giggling and chatting in there and I shrugged and headed over to the cot on the other side of the room, ignoring Richard.  I lay down with a thump, eliciting squeals of protest from the cot and realized that I was tired enough to fall right asleep, but I struggled not to fall right to sleep.
 
   “Pretty tired, huh, Tim?” asked Richard in a soft voice.
 
   “Yeah,” I admitted with a slur in my voice.
 
   “I just wanted to thank you for keeping your sense of humor about all this,” he said with an unctuous tone.
 
   “Yeah,” I agreed sleepily.
 
   Just then the bathroom door opened and Ruth slipped out.  “Goodnight all,” she chirped, slipping under the covers on her nest of cushions.
 
   My wife turned the bathroom light out and the room was cloaked in darkness.  I heard my wife’s footsteps as she creeped across the floor.
 
   “Hey does anyone object if we leave the bathroom light on with the door ajar?” asked Richard casually.  “I don’t want to trip and kill myself if I have to use the bathroom in the middle of the night.”
 
   “Fine by me,” agreed Ruth.  “Also, Tim will be able to keep an eye on you guys in case he gets jealous.”
 
   “I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” said Anne, with worry in her voice.
 
   “Come on, you don’t want me to get injured in the night, do you?” coaxed Richard.
 
   “Ugh, ok,” said my wife and she snapped the bathroom light back on and left the door ajar.  A sliver of light shot out and dimly illuminated the room as she crept across the floor toward the bed.
 
   “Wait, uh, aren’t you going to change into something more modest?” I said, sitting up on an elbow when I realized that my wife was still wearing her lingerie.
 
   “Um, honey, I thought, you know, that you understood I would be wearing this to bed tonight,” she said.  Her body was illuminated by the beam of light from the bathroom, her nipples and bush clearly visible through her chemise.
 
   “You said you was a joke,” I croaked, watching Richard’s face as he ogled my wife’s body.  He was starting to pitch a tent in the covers again.
 
   “She had to say that because she was afraid to admit what was really going on to the rest of the gang,” put in Ruth, sitting up in her nest.  Then she noticed Richard’s tent, “Oops, look, Anne, Richard is springing a stiffy again.”
 
   “Yes I am,” he agreed proudly, then he reached under the covers with one hand and the tent started popping up and down as he fondled himself.
 
   “Jesus, are you jerking off while you stare at my wife’s body, Richard?” I complained.
 
   “Can you blame me?” he asked good-naturedly.  “Look at her, she’s a knockout in that outfit.”
 
   Anne smiled at him and curtsied,  “Why thank you Richard, that’s sweet.”
 
   “It’s sweet that’s he’s jerking himself while he gawks at your exposed privates?” I cried, reaching down to adjust my own boner.
 
   “Well, a girl does like to be appreciated,” put in Ruth primly.
 
   “Please darling,”said my wife coming over to the cot.  “Like you said, let’s not be prudes about this.”  She bent over to tuck me in and she gave me a kiss.
 
   “Oh yeah, hold that pose,” grunted Richard, fapping away madly under the covers while Ruth watched and giggled.  
 
   My wife kept her rump pointed at him and glanced back over her shoulder, giving her ass a little shake for his entertainment.
 
   “That’s hot,” said Ruth excitedly.
 
   “Jesus, Anne,” I complained.
 
   “Sorry, dear,” she said, patting me on the head.  Then she turned and gave me a brief view of her round ass cheeks as she lifted the covers and slipped into bed next to Richard.
 
   “Goodnight all,” said my wife as she and Richard clung together under the covers in the middle of the bed.  
 
   “What are you two doing?” I asked suspiciously, raising up one elbow to watch what they were doing in the dim light from the bathroom.
 
   “I’m just giving your wife a chaste peck on the cheek, is that ok?” asked Richard.
 
   “Um, not really,” I said, feeling my gut wrench. 
 
   “Oh, please, darling,” said Anne loftily. “We are just being friendly.”  
 
   I could make out Richard’s form as he leaned up on one elbow while my wife lay on her back to receive his kiss.  He didn’t bother kissing her cheek at all and just kissed her directly on the mouth.  I saw the covers raise up as Richard slid his hand up and down my wife’s body while they made out.  Then he started thrusting his hips back and forth and my wife broke off the kiss suddenly.
 
   “Richard, be careful with that thing, my gosh,” she gasped.
 
   “Is he poking you with that boner?  That’s pretty friendly,” giggled Ruth, as she sat up, watching the action with interest.
 
   “I swear I didn’t,” said Richard, rolling over on his back and putting his hands behind his neck.  The bump of his hardon was clearly visible in the light from the bathroom, and it occurred to me suddenly that Richard had deliberately insisted that the light be left on so that I could see him getting it on with my wife.  I didn’t know whether I should be angry or grateful for that.
 
   My wife snuggled up against Richard’s side and I could see the covers move as she ran her hands up and down his chest and then down to his groin.  She looked over to see if I was watching as the bump around Richard’s groin started moving up and down slowly.  She could see that I was still leaning up and facing them but she just returned her attention to Richard and whispered something in his ear.
 
   “Yeah, that’s good,” he groaned as groin bump continued  to move up and down and up and down.
 
   “Uh, what are you guys doing?” I asked, peevishly, pulling out my cock under my own covers and pulling on it while I watched my wife apparently giving Richard a handjob under the blankets.
 
   “Just, you know, giving Richard a massage.  He likes to be comforted before sleep,” said my wife hesitantly as the pace of her handjob increased slightly.
 
   “You’re massaging his boner for him?” cackled Ruth, loving every minute of this.
 
   “No, silly, I’m just rubbing his belly,” said my wife as the jerking ceased and the covers above Richard’s belly were disturbed as she rubbed Richard’s stomach.
 
   “Wait, I thought you were each going to stay on your side of the bed,” I said, 
 
   “Well, I thought I told you dear, I tried to keep him on his side last night, but then he wrestled me into submissive,” said Anne coquettishly.  
 
   “You don’t want me to have to pin your wife down again, do you, Tim?” asked Richard.
 
   “Of course not,” I stammered.
 
   “Here face your husband and let me spoon you from behind,” said Richard, flipping my wife over onto her side so that she faced me.
 
   “You gonna spoon her with that boner of yours?” asked Ruth with interest.
 
   “Can you lay down and go to sleep, please?” asked Anne with exasperation.
 
   “For your information, my boner has subsided.  I just want to go sleep now,” said Richard as he eased himself behind my wife.
 
   “Oh god,” she gasped, in spite of herself, biting her knuckle.
 
   “You ok, Anne,” he asked her as he rocked her back and forth in the spoon position.
 
   “Oh yeah, oh yeah, I’m good,” she panted.
 
   “You know, that doesn’t look too good, you guys,” I said, squeezing my stiff cock as I watched.  “I mean it looks like he’s humping you from behind.”
 
   Richard laughed and his thrusts increased making my wfie gasp again.
 
   “Don’t be, oh god, don’t be, um, silly, dear,” she said, struggling to maintain composure.  “I mean, that’s just, ooooh, preposterous. Oh god, stop it, stop it, Richard.  You are making my husband nervous.”
 
   “Oh, I’m just teasing him a little bit,” said Richard looking over at me, but I couldn’t make out his expression since he was backlit.
 
   “Let’s just all go to sleep now,” said my wife primly, pushing Richard away.
 
   I lay back down reluctantly, not wanting to miss any of the action.
 
   “Just wait, just wait,” whispered my wife quietly as she and Richard rearranged themselves.
 
   I was drunk and exhausted and quickly dozed off even though I tried to stay awake.
 
   Some time later I opened my eyes.  It was still night time and the bed was creaking again.  I shifted myself around so that I could see the bed and saw that Richard was on his back and my wife was straddling him and bouncing up and down which was making the bed creak.  My cot squeaked loudly under me making me want to curse and my wife stopped and looked over toward where I lay.  I doubted she could see me well in this dim light, but I closed my eyes just in case and tried to keep my breathing slow and regular.
 
   “He’s just shifting in his sleep,” whispered Richard.  “Come on,” he hissed urgently.
 
   “Ok, ok,” agreed my wife and I flicked my eyes back open and watched as she started moving up and down on carefully on top of him.  She was still partly covered by the blankets, so I couldn’t actually see him penetrating her, but it was obvious what was going on.  He had his hands up the front of her chemise and and squeezing her boobs and pinching her nipples while she worked herself up and down on his cock.  Anne had her head thrown back and her mouth hung  in passion.
 
   It was incredibly erotic for me to watch my wife in a state of ecstasy with another man.  In fact that she suddenly became much more desirable to me and I couldn’t help jerking off while I watched sliding up and down on Richard’s rod and loving every minute of it.
 
   “Oh you are a dirty girl,” whispered Richard with relish as he enthuastically fondled and dicked my wife.  “You like taking that dick with you husband sleeping right there, don’t you baby.”
 
   “I like your penis,” said my wife thickly, her hands were planted on his chest as she rocked back and forth on top of him.
 
   “But you also like that Tim might see us.  You like the thrill of possibly getting caught,” he insisted.
 
   “I don’t want him to see, he might try to make us stop,” she giggled softly.
 
   “I want him to see, I want him to watch me dicking his wife,” whispered Richard, he reached back to throw the covers down so I could see his dick sliding up into my wife.  “I want him to see how I own you.”
 
   I have to admit, I came when he said that and soiled my blankets again.
 
   “Don’t be bad,” whimpered my wife.  “Don’t, don’t,  oh god, yeah, yeah, do it,”  She was rocking back and forth madly now and the bed started creaking again.  She soon shuddered as she reached climax.
 
   “That’s it, that’s it,” he hissed, gripping her butt cheeks  and thrusting himself up into her insistently as he came inside her.
 
   My wife collapsed down on top of him and hurriedly pulled the blanket up over her, she looked in my direction, but I closed my eyes quickly.
 
   “That was hot, you guys,” whispered Ruth from her little nest.
 
   “Shut up Ruth, go back to sleep,” hissed my wife.
 
   “I was diddling myself while I watched and it got me off,” giggled Ruth.
 
   ‘You’re welcome Ruth, now quiet down,” whispered Richard.
 
   “I thought you didn’t care if Tim woke up,” insisted Ruth quietly.
 
   “You say things you don’t mean in the heat of the moment,” whispered Richard.  “I don’t relish getting my face punched in by an angry husband.”
 
   No one would blame me if I did punch Richard’s face in, but the embarrassment would be too great.  I don’t want everyone to know that he dicked my wife for real.  Though, I guess if Ruth knew then everyone would soon enough.  I would deal with that if it came up, but until then I would just take it one day at a time.  This vacation would be over in a week and Richard wasn’t getting invited back next year.  A little fling can be exciting, but I didn’t want Anne making a habit of it. With these thoughts, I fell asleep.
 
   The following morning, I wasn’t woken by sunshine but by my wife’s cries of passion.  I sat up blearily and looked over toward the bathroom.  The door was ajar and I could see that Richard had my wife bent over the sink and was dogging her from behind while she mewled and cried out.  Jesus, these two were like rabbits.  I saw that Ruth had already evacuated her nest and I could smell coffee brewing downstairs.
 
   ‘Take that, take that dick,” grunted Richard forcefully, and my whimpered submissively in response.
 
   “Anne?” I called.  “Are you ok?”
 
   Richard cursed and slammed the bathroom door.   I climbed stiffly off the horrible cot and limped over to the bathroom.  
 
   “Who’s in there?” I asked, tapping. “I need to pee.”
 
   “Uh, we’re almost done, hold on,” growled Richard.  I could hear the muffled sound of his hips slapping wildly against my wife’s ass and I shook my head in disbelief.  Were they really going to be this obvious.
 
   “Oh, oh, oh,” called my wife urgently.
 
   “Is that it, is that it?” asked Richard.
 
   “Is what it, Richard?” I called.
 
   “Nothing, Tim, nothing,  just give us another minute, we’re done,” replied Richard as I heard them rummaging around in the bathroom.
 
   The door opened and my wife slipped out with a towel wrapped around her head bowed in shame, and Richard followed behind her in his boxers, grinning sheepishly.
 
   “Oh, you two were in there together?” I asked.
 
   “We were just, you know,” said my wife gesturing helplessly.  “Brushing our teeth.”
 
   “Yeah,” I said, ducking into the bathroom and slamming the door.   She looked at me and smiled hopefully as she stood there naked, preparing to put her bra on.  I guess I was getting off on my wife’s infidelity with Richard.  And I liked the little charade she played, showing me what she was doing, but insisting that nothing improper was happening.  But it was more fun if the pretext was believable.  That doggystyle tooth brushing incident this morning was going too far.   I relieved myself and washed my hands and when I came out Richard was gone and my wife was getting dressed.
 
   “Brushing your teeth together, huh?” I asked.
 
   “It was a very, um, vigorous brushing,” she said, coming over and wrapping her arms around  my neck.
 
   “It sounded that way,” I said, toying with her breasts as my cock grew stiff.
 
   “We got into all the crevices,” she said, looking me in the eye daringly, as she unzipped my fly.
 
   “Uh, huh,” I said.  She dropped to her knees and gave me head and I thought about how Richard had just finished blatantly fucking her just moments before and I came almost immediately.
 
   “Ok, wow, that was a new record,” giggled my wife, climbing to her feet and wiping my cum from her forehead.  “So this whole thing is, uh, working for you, I guess.”
 
   “This thing?” I asked weakly.
 
   “The vigorous tooth brushing, the uh, friendly belly rubs under the covers, a bit of, um, harmless wrestling now and then,” she smiled knowingly and I felt my breath catching in my throat.  “It’s making you hot, for Richard and I to, you know, horse around a little.”
 
   “I guess so, as long as it’s just a joke and doesn’t get real,” I said rubbing my head uncomfortably.
 
   “My thoughts exactly,” she said touching my lips.  She tossed her bra aside and pulled on a short dress.
 
   “You aren’t going to wear your bra or panties?” I asked in surprise.  
 
   “Oh, no, I won’t need those.  I think Richard and I going to take a little nature hike.  You know, just he and I,” smile smiled at me devilishly and my spent cock started to inflate again.  She pointed at my rejuvenated hardon and laughed.  “Yep, this is working for us.”   With that, she gave me a kiss on the lips and skipped off to go find Richard.
 
   It was a very interesting vacation.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Porn Koans - The Zen of Erotic Climax
 
   My wife likes to flirt with the young guys at the coffee shop
 
    
 
   I didn’t mind until she invited them home after their shift and stripped naked for them in the living room while I sat there staring, open mouthed.  Pretty soon, they had her down on the carpet.  One of them poking his dick into her cunt from behind while she sucked on the other one’s cock.  It was pretty intense.  Her head bobbing up and down slurping away, moaning with pleasure.  The other guy’s penis going in and out, in and out, in and out until he was spurting his load all over her ass.  Then the other one came in her face and she was a real mess. They just laughed and took pictures of her smiling with their jizz all over her.  I think they posted the pictures on the internet, but she doesn’t care.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My wife wore nothing but a pair of stockings to entertain my boss
 
    
 
   My wife put on a pair of stockings and nothing else and contemplated herself in the mirror, rubbing her bare boobs and running her fingers through her neatly trimmed bush.
 
   "Ok, I’m ready," she said thoughtfully.
 
    
 
   "Wait, what? My boss is going to be here for dinner any minute, remember?" I squawked in surprise.
 
    
 
   "I know, don’t you think it would be exciting if I entertained him wearing this?" she asked, tucking her chin down and peeking at me coyly from the corner of her eye.
 
    
 
   "You can’t be serious," I stammered, the blood draining from my face.
 
    
 
   But just then the doorbell rang and she rang off giggling to answer it. A moment later I heard my boss’ deep voice booming from the front door as he laughed with surprise and merriment.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Your wife likes to flash her vagina at guys in the park
 
    
 
   "Watch this dear," she giggles, spreading her legs to show her hairy bush to a group of young men as they saunter along on a sunny day.
 
   "Holy shit!" they exclaim as they crowd around her eagerly.
 
   ***
 
   You open your bedroom door to find your girlfriend on the bed with her bare bottom in the air
 
    
 
   "Can I get some help over here?" she asks, spreading her labia for you suggestively.
 
    
 
   "Hey, what if one of my roommates had come in here?" you say with a laugh, unzipping your fly.
 
    
 
   "Well that would have been interesting," she says with a wicked smile.
 
   ***
 
   My wife rubbed his belly softly and he cradled the back of her head with his dick inserted firmly into her mouth.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Eff you bra, I own your woman!" crowed my rival drunkenly as he speared his stiff cock into my wife’s eager twat.
 
    
 
   "Don’t be upset, honey, it’s only sex.  I still love you," she told me breathlessly as he pumped his cock in and out of her.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "I like your friend, Jim, he’s really fun," said my wife brightly over dinner.
 
   "Uh, really?" I said.  "I thought you hated him."
 
   "Well, he came over to visit today while you were at work and we had a nice little chat," she said with a sly grin.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "If I offer my pussy to him nicely enough, he usually agrees to fuck me," said my wife with a smile as her lover’s stiff rod penetrated her from behind.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My wife always makes sure to maintain eye contact with me while she sucks on other men’s penises.  It’s a bonding moment for us.
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   My wife loves to pick up construction workers wearing nothing but fishnets and then get them to fuck her in front of me.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Your wife’s twat is nice and tight," he grunted as he gripped my wife’s large round rump and poked his cock up inside her on the couch while I watched.
 
    
 
   "Sorry, honey, we’ll be done in a second," she apologized.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "I don’t want you to think I like him better than you," explained my wife.   "Here, hold my hand while I suck him off."
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The young guys was aggressive and climbed right up on my wife, pushing her onto her back and sticking his cock right into her mouth.  But she handled it gracefully and simply asked me what I wanted for dinner as she tongued his shaft and let him finger her.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Is this making your uncomfortable, darling?" asked my wife sweetly as this young stranger slid his cock into her from behind.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "He’s really generous with the sperm," giggled my wife as my buddy blew his wad in her mouth.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My buddies love taking my wife out in the boat.  She always feels so free out on the water.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My wife enjoys entertaining the men from the neighborhood in our bedroom.
 
   "They like it when I show them things," she says.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "You guys, this is making me uncomfortable," I stammered as my wife’s friend lowered her naked body down onto his throbbing cock.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My wife is always letting weird strangers eat her out.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I guess I would prefer it if my girlfriend would stop getting naked and making out with my buddies.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Would it freak you out if I just sucked his penis a little?" asked my wife.  "It got nice and plump once I took my clothes off for him."
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Lookit her takin’ that dick," laughed my rival triumphantly as he crammed his cock into my wife’s eager mouth
 
   "Oh, shit," I muttered as I watched helplessly.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "He’s really friendly," gasped my wife as I watched the stranger sink his thick meat into her.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Does this do anything for you?" asked my wife seductively as she showed our neighbor her bare breasts.
 
   "Yees, I think I can work with those," he said, unzipping his fly.
 
   "Darling what are you doing?" I asked, peering around the screen.
 
   "Can you wait in the living room for a few minutes," she asked sweetly.  "I am busy entertaining our guest."
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Yep, he used me," said my wife with cum dripping from her smile.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Look, don’t be a cry baby about it," scolded my wife as she bared her luscious breasts for these strange men she brought home.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Guys are into my ass I guess," exclaimed my wife as the stranger pulled her tights down and rubbed her butt cheeks right in front of me.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Oh, he’s gonna use me good, I just know it," my wife told me excitedly as the stranger pulled her shorts down.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Oh wow, you are such a generous man," gushed my wife as she lowered herself down on our neighbor’s stiff cock, engulfing it in her wet snatch while I looked on in horror.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Oh yeah, your wife’s pussy is nice and tight," grunts this asshole as he fucks your wife.  "I’m gonna shoot a big ole load in there."
 
   "Don’t be crass," she pants, grinding her hips against him.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My wife likes to flash her tits for guys that come over and see how hard they get.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My wife got me back for saying that she might consider losing some weight.  I forgot that black guys like a nice fat booty.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Do you think it’s gross when other guys cum on my face?" asked my wife.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   All he had to do was drop his shorts and my wife obediently dropped to her knees and started sucking.  The subservient look in her eyes as she gazes up at him with his cock in her mouth really gets to me.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Um, what are you guys doing?" I asked nervously as the stranger spread my wife’s pussy open.
 
   "Oh, nothing, don’t worry about it," panted my wife as he got ready to insert his rod into her.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The workmen like taking turns with my girl.  She’s annoyingly accommodating.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "What do you want me to do next, boys?" asked my wife covering her nipple modestly after my drunken friends convinced her to strip down to her stockings.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "I just want to taste it for a second," explains my wife as I watch her lick the head of the stranger’s penis.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Um, honey, that’ really inappropriate," I stammered as my wife unzipped my bosses’ fly and started jerking his dick at the dinner table.
 
   "Actually, I see a bonus in your immediate future," he said with a laugh, taking a drink as she went down on him.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Oh don’t be such a baby, you’ll live," gasped my wife, as I watched this stranger dog her from behind.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Look, honey, they came right inside me," laughed my wife, spreading her legs so I could see the strangers cum dripping from her open twat.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "You don’t understand, darling," gasped my wife as she tugged on this guy’s prick in front of me.  "He needs stimulation in his penis to maintain good circulation."
 
   ***
 
    
 
   At first I would complain when my wife brought strange men home and let them fuck her in front of me, but after a while I gave in and just started jerking off while I watched.  I just think of her as a very generous hostess.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Do you guys like my pussy?" asked my wife drunkenly as she spread her legs wide on the couch.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Guys are such perverts, they always want me to get naked for them," said my wife seductively.
 
   "But, you always go along with it!  What does that make you?" I complained indignantly.
 
   "I don’t know, a slut I guess?" she replied cheerfully as she slipped her panties off so my buddy could get a good look at her snatch.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Wow, your friends are so aggressive, sexually, when they get drunk," giggled my wife as my buddy stripped off her dress and started fingering her.
 
   "Uh, yeah, this is weird," I laughed nervously.
 
   "I like it though," my wife was quick to add as he slipped her panties off.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It make me a bit nervous when my wife insists on going topless when  entertaining  male guests in our home.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Sorry, what were we talking about again?  I lost my train of thought," grunted my wife as this stranger pumped his prick into her.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Uh, when’s dinner going to be ready dear?" I asked my wife nervously as this stranger chowed down on her twat.
 
   "Soon, dear, soon, I am serving Dwayne first," she moaned.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Please don’t pout so, darling, it’s unmanly," scolded my wife as she stripped to her underwear and started sucking this stranger’s cock right front of me.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Ah, yeah, your wife’s ass is nice and plump," exclaimed my buddy after my wife agreed to strip naked for him.
 
   "What can I say, guys just love that ass," she laughed awkwardly when I gave her a dirty look.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Darling, is that really necessary?" I muttered uncomfortably as my wife blew one of my workmen in front of me.
 
   "Maybe not necessary, but it sure feels good," gloated the clod while my woman eagerly sucked his dick.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Men have needs, honey, don’t you understand?" gasped my wife when I caught her fucking the neighbor.
 
   "What about MY needs?" I yelped indignantly.
 
   "Well, your needs aren’t as LARGE as his," she said.  "… so to speak."
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Your wife’s guy friends from work insist on fucking her in front of you whenever they come over.  She’s alway accommodating of their requests.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Oops, sorry honey, I guess we got a little carried away," apologized my wife as I watched the stranger blast spurt after spurt of hot cum all over her ass.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Wow, are you guys really going to do this in front of me?" I exclaimed in shock.
 
   "He needs comfort," cooed my wife as she rubbed my buddy’s nuts right in front of me.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "I mean, you do have nice boobs, but uh, do you really have to let every guy who comes over suck them like that?" I asked my wife peevishly.
 
   "Well, yes, I do," she giggled.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "I like his penis, it’s really hard," gasped my wife as the stranger’s cock slid smoothly up into her pussy.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Oh, hi honey, how was your day at work?" asked my wife as I walked into the room.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   We tried to have a threesome with our new neighbor, but my wife ended up ignoring my dick entirely.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Whatsa matter, honey, you seem upset," panted my wife as this stranger inserted his stiff cock up into her.
 
   "Jeez, I don’t know why I would be upset," I grumbled as she started bouncing up and down enthusiastically on this guy’s dick, smiling innocently all the while.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Dude, it’s so awesome how your wife sucks my balls whenever I ask her," laughed my buddy as my wife obediently licked his gonads.
 
   "Don’t rub it in," I complained, watching in annoyance as my woman gobbled on another man’s junk.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Oh my god, honey, his cock is just so hard, I can’t believe it!" gasped my wife as our neighbor jabbed his dick into her.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Oh my goodness, he clearly needs some assistance with this," gasped my wife as she fingered our guests priapism.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "I’m just trying to make myself more attractive to men," she explained as she kneeled topless before the stranger.
 
   "By stripping naked for complete strangers?!" I stammered in shock.
 
   "Sure, whatever it takes," she said, unzipping his fly.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Thank you for giving me that dick, it feels so good," gushed my girlfriend as her lover fucked her in front of me.  "Honey," she said, taking me face in her hands.  "His cock feels so amazing inside me, I can’t describe it."
 
   "Uh, yeah, thanks for sharing," I grumbled moodily in response, jerking myself in consolation as as I watched her get dogged from behind.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Look, just let her suck my dick a little bit," urged my boss after her convinced my girlfriend to show him her boobs.
 
   "Anything that will help my boyfriend’s job prospects," she laughed as she tugged on his pecker.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "No offense, dear, but I think he’s a little bigger than you," panted my wife as I watched the stranger drive his huge dong into her tight cunt over and over and over again. In and out and in and out while she moaned and cried out in passion, until he spurted his load deep inside her.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Um, wow, are you really going to fuck my wife right on my lap like this?" I gasped in shock as my wife’s lover plunged his meat into her.
 
   "Just showin’ you how it’s done, son," he said with a laugh grabbing her boob aggressively as she moaned with passion.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Why don’t YOU ever cum on me this much," said my wife accusingly as this stranger pumped a huge load of jizz all over her tits.
 
    
 
   "I, uh, dunno," I stammered in embarrassment as he playfully slapped her in the face with his limp dick and she broke out laughing.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Wow, you are pretty forward, aren’t you," said my wife laconically as our guest lifted up her dress and started fingering her pussy right in front of me.
 
   "Hey, how dare you?!" I cried indignantly as she squirmed with delight.
 
   "Come on, man!" he retorted.  "She came and sat on my lap with no underwear on.  You know she wants it."
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Do you like me?" asked my girlfriend sweetly, dropping the towel to expose her naked body to our burly guest.
 
   "You’ll do," he said gruffly.  "Start sucking."
 
   "Uh, hey wait," I complained lamely, but they just ignored me, so I watched her suck his dick right in front of me.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Guys that visit our house are always surprised when my nerdy gets a little drunk and offers to suck and fuck them.  It’s awkward for me, but I know she is just exploring her sexuality, so I just watch good-naturedly and offer friendly encouragement.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It was the way my wife lovingly cradled his nuts while she sucked him off that got to me.  As though they were precious gems to be cherished.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My wife is really open and free when she entertains her guy friends at home.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "It’s cool honey, I don’t mind giving you a handjob while he fucks me," said my wife.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "So anyway, how was your day at work?" asked my wife as she casually slid the stranger’s dick into her mouth.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "I keep trying to tell you, Joseph and I are just good friends," insisted my wife earnestly as her friend pushed his stiff cock deep into her pussy over and over and over while I looked on in surprise.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Your wife is worshiping my cock right now," laughed my buddy as my woman gazed up at him in adoration while she sucked his dick right in front of me.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Wow, his dick is right up inside me now," panted my wife.  "Is this freaking you out?"
 
   "Yeah this is pretty freaky," I stammered as I watched this stranger dick my woman.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "But, but, where are your panties, honey?" I whined to my wife.  "I thought you were just going to give him a friendly kiss."
 
   "It wouldn’t be friendly if I wore panties, silly," she scoffed.  "That would be rude."
 
   "I agree," he said, slipping a finger into her slippery twat while I watched, dumbfounded.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Sorry, dear, is this too rough for you to watch?" asked my wife sweetly as her lover unloaded a wad of jizz onto her face.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It’s a little annoying when my wife comes to the shop to hang out with my co-workers.  The way she spreads herself wide for them is embarrassing.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Don’t worry, I think he’s almost done with me," said my girlfriend, her cheeks flushed with passion as this stranger sank his cock into her over and over and over again while I sat watching helplessly.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Look, I’m sorry, but if your wife is going to come out here in her lingerie with her goddamn nipples poking out, I’m just going to have to fuck her," said my neighbor, unzipping his pants. 
 
   "Sounds good to me," giggled my wife.
 
   "Now hold on a second," I stammered weakly, but it was too late.  He had his dick out and she dropped to her knees eagerly before him to engulf it in her mouth.
 
   ***
 
   This is the most comprehensive collection of cuckold and hotwife porn on the internet.
 
   I am working on a comprehensive collection of the best cuckold porn galleries on the internet.  It’s still a bit rough, but check it out and let me know if I am missing any sites in the comment section.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "It’s just shameful how readily you strip naked and jump on these stranger’s dicks all the time," I complained as this guy impaled my wife on his cock.
 
   "Are you still talking?" she panted, as she moaned passionately.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Wow, your wife’s pussy is soaking wet," grunted my boss as he fingered my woman and she moaned willingly.  "I’m going to need to do something about this,"he said, pulling his fly down as she bent over eagerly to receive him.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Guys are just into me, what can I say?" laughed my wife as she let this stranger pull her top down and squeeze her bare boobs while I watched.  "Uh, uh, I feel something back there," she giggled as he ground his crotch against her rear.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Would you mind, pulling off my shoe, darling?"  my wife asked me sweetly.  "I’m a little busy right now."
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "How’s this working for ya?" asked my wife as she sucked off this stranger in front of me.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I am always looking for reviewers for my cuckold eBooks on Amazon.  Contact me today for your free copy:  gj.errata@gmail.com
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Guys just love boobies," giggled my wife as she took off her top and let my pal squeeze her bare tits.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "You might not be able to handle this," warned my wife as she stripped naked so that her lover could fuck her in front of me.
 
   "I’ll be the judge of that," I replied, unzipping my fly.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Do I look cute like this?" asked my wife with one stranger’s dick in her twat and another in her mouth.
 
   I couldn’t answer, I was too busy jerking off while I watched.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Uh, where is your bikini bottom?" I asked my wife nervously as she kissed this strange man she met at the beach.
 
   "Man, don’t worry about that," he interjected gruffly as he removed her top.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Omigosh, his penis is just so stiff," gushed my wife as she squeezed my buddy’s dick.  "Can I suck it?  Just a little?" she begged me.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "What’s the matter, dear?" asked my wife.  "Is this too explicit?"
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Your friends are really assertive," giggled my wife as my buddy grabbed her tit and forced his cock up inside her.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Why do you get so upset when I have my friends over to visit?" asked my wife innocently.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My wife makes sure that all the guys enjoy themselves when we have pool parties at my house.  She prides herself on her warm hospitality.  She doesn’t deny them anything.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I felt a little awkward when my girlfriend invited me into her room to watch her get fucked by my buddy.  She sure yelled a lot louder than when I fuck her.  But I got used to it.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "These young fellows just need some stimulation, dear," explained my wife as she flashed her tits and pussy for our guest.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I probably shouldn’t have accompanied my girlfriend to her audition for that hip-hop video.  It was a little disconcerting to see her readily drop to her knees without question when he whipped his dick out.  Almost as though she had been through this sort of thing before.  And the way she politely asked if she was sucking him well enough was really embarrassing.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It’s a bit awkward when my wife strips naked for my buddies.
 
   "Don’t be such a stick in the mud," she says as she pulls her panties down.  "We are just having fun."
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My wife is fun at parties.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Am I being too forward by taking my top off?" laughed my wife as she unbuttoned our guests’ shirt.
 
   "Uh, this is making me a little uncomfortable, you being topless and all," I stammered in surprise.
 
   "I think it’s fun," said our guest gazing with interest at my wife’s bare boobs as she finished opening his shirt and started unzipping his fly.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "This is fun, right?" giggled my wife as this stranger poked his cock into her.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Your buddy keeps looking at my boobs," giggles my wife as she straddles his lap in the nude.
 
   "Yeah, it’s kind of hard for him not to when you stick them in his face like that," I complain.
 
   "You’re right, he is kind of hard," she laughs, grinding her bare crotch against the bulge in his jeans.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The End
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