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   VIXEN
 
    
 
   I guess when you’ve married a vixen, there isn’t much you can do to control her.  She is going to pretty much do as she pleases and you may as well enjoy the ride.  This story is a case in point.   One balmy summer evening, my wife Mary came into the living room wearing a lacy white leotard that clung to her body, showing off her body shamelessly. It was translucent and she wasn’t wearing any bra or panties, so I could see the outline of her large round breasts and even her pink nipples and the dark patch of her pubic hair through the transparent material.
 
   “How do you like it?” she asked me.  She looked bashful and nervous as she stood before me.
 
   My eyes were drawn to her pale legs, her well formed calves and thighs totally exposed.  She was forty now, but her thighs were still nice and tight with no sign of cellulite.  I ran my gaze up to my wife’s generous hips and narrow waist.  I gripped my crotch as my penis swelled up in appreciation of the sight my wife’s sexy body.    “You look awesome, come here.”
 
   “Wait,”she said.  She looked at the clock, avoiding my eye.  “I’m having my friend Richard from work over.  He’s going to be here any minute.”
 
   “Shit,” I said, disappointed.  “Well, you better go change then, sounds like you don’t have much time.”  I sat idly admiring her lovely bared collarbones, wishing we had time for a shag.
 
   “I wore this for him, actually,” she told me, blushing deeply.  “I want him to see me in it.”  She turned to the mirror on the wall and reached down the front of her leotard to readjust her breasts so that her nipples were facing forward and centered properly.
 
   I just sat there perplexed for a minute, letting this sink in.  My stomach felt cold with jealousy.  But my groin was filling with arousal as I watched my gorgeous wife adjust herself.  “Wait, what?” I asked.
 
   “Do you think it’s sexy?” she asked.  She had a hopeful look on her face.
 
   “Yeah, it’s a little too sexy to be showing to Richard,” I said.  I normally wouldn’t dream of telling my wife how to dress, but this was pretty outrageous.  “I mean, I can see right through that thing, you are practically naked.”
 
   “I know,” she breathed.  She reached down between her legs slipped a few fingers in the side of her leotard so that she could rub herself.  “But I can’t exactly greet him totally naked, that would be too forward, wouldn’t it?”
 
   “Um, yes,” I agreed, truly shocked as I watched my wife fingering herself distractedly.  “Yes, that would be pretty forward.  But, what you thinking? This outfit is ridiculously forward too.”
 
   “Good,” she sighed, seeming relieved as she pulled her fingers out of herself and rearranged the crotch of her leotard.
 
   “But, but,” I stammered, unsure of what to say.  
 
   “What’s the matter?” she asked me.  She was trying to pretend that showing her body to another man was a perfectly normal thing to do and she looked me in the eye with a straight face.  “Is that going to be a problem?”
 
   I paused to think it over for minute.  Was she toying with me?  My wife was very wilful sometimes.  If she really wanted something, I’ve learned the hard way not to oppose her.  She seemed like she was trying to play some sort of sexual game. I had to admit, it seemed pretty exciting, but I was also a bit embarrassed by the idea.  Would Richard tell everyone that I was some sort of wimp that let his wife show off her body to other men for kicks?  That would be humiliating.  But as I sat there, looking at my wife’s jiggling breasts, the doorbell rang.
 
   “Ok, ok.  That’s going to be Richard,” said my wife.   She flapped her hands in front of her face, a motion that she also did when trying to calm her nerves before a public speaking event or when we were entertaining important guests, but in this outfit, it just made her boobs bounce up and down distractingly.  “Seymour, you need to answer the door.  I can’t go out there like this.  The neighbors might see me.”
 
   “You are worried about the neighbors seeing you half naked, but not about Richard?” I laughed at my wife’s selective modesty.
 
   “Well, yes, of course,” she told me with exasperation.  The doorbell rang again.  “Go, go, don’t just sit there.  Bring him in to me.”  My wife extended her arm and pointed a finger toward the front door, her voice becoming urgent and demanding.
 
   I jumped to my feet and obeyed her.  Not many people could really oppose my wife when she had her mind set to something.  She was a headstrong woman.  I ran to the front door and opened it to find Richard standing on our porch wearing an expensive suit and holding a bottle of wine.  He was a tall, dark haired fellow with strong features.  Just the sort of guy my wife would be attracted to.  I suddenly felt very awkward to be inviting this guy in to see my wife in her leotard.  I felt like I was presenting her to her suitor.
 
   “Ah, hello, Seymour,” said Richard, clearly surprised.  “I, uh, wasn’t expecting you.”
 
   “I do live here, Richard,” I said with a smirk.  “But please, do come in.  Mary is expecting you.  She is, uh, in the living room.”
 
   Richard recovered his composure quickly.  “Great, thanks.  I brought a bottle of wine,” he said offering the bottle to me.  “I didn’t mean to suggest that, that you shouldn’t be here in your own home or anything like that.”
 
   “Oh, I know, I know, think nothing of it,” I said, taking the bottle and feeling nauseous with anticipation as I lead Richard in to show him my unclothed wife.  It was a nice bottle of Napa Cabernet, which happened to be my favorite.  Mary was standing in the middle of the living room as I brought Richard in.  
 
   He stopped short at the sight of her and stared at her, running his eyes up and down her body hungrily. “Oh, wow.  That’s quite an outfit,” he told Mary.
 
   “Do you like it?” she asked innocently.  “I wore it especially for you.”  She did a little twirl for him so that he could admire her nice round rear as well.  I felt queasy about the way she was presenting herself to him.
 
   Richard looked over at me with confusion.  “Well, yes, that certainly sends a message.”
 
   “I don’t know what you mean,” she said lightly.  Then she noticed the wine in my hands.  “Oh, did you bring wine?  What is it?”
 
   “It’s a Napa Cab,” I said.  Richard was looking at my wife’s body and then back at me and he was struggling to understand what was going on.  I think he wished I wasn’t here and I felt the same about him.
 
   “Well, that’s your favorite, Seymour,” said my wife.  “Do open it up and pour us all a glass.”
 
   “Yes, dear,” I said.  I gulped down my jealousy and scurried off to the kitchen obediently.
 
   “Jeez, Mary, what’s your husband doing here?” I heard Richard whisper in the other room.
 
   “Why Richard, what do you mean?” asked my wife in a normal voice.  “Where else would my husband be?”
 
   I grabbed the glasses and wine opener and rushed back to the living room.
 
   “Well, look how you are dressed,” said Richard rubbing his head in bewilderment as I returned with the glasses.
 
   “You said you like how I dressed for you,” said my wife, giving him a playful smile.  “This is a fascinating little leotard.  Did you know it unsnaps at the crotch?” she said, putting her hands down between her legs.
 
   I nearly broke the cork trying to open the wine and Richard gave me a long thoughtful look as I shakily poured out three glasses.  “Reeeally?” he asked as I handed him his glass.  He nodded thanks and then looked me right in the eye with one eyebrow raised as he spoke to Mary.  “Will you show me?”
 
   My wife broke out laughing and I felt the blood drain from my face.  “Of course not, don’t be naughty,” she told him.  She was enjoying herself, and Richard seemed to be testing the waters to see how much flirting he could get away before I would object.  I handed Mary her wine and quickly took a long draught of my own.
 
   “Oh, that’s a good cab,” I admitted as the big fruity bouquet hit my palate.  I took another long drink to settle my nerves.  I didn’t mention his saucy comment and Richard was smiling into his glass as he drank his.
 
   “Yes, it is good,” agreed my wife.  She looked at me carefully for a moment.   “But look, here, you haven’t hugged me hello yet, Richard,”  she said, putting her glass on the side table and spreading her arms expectantly.
 
   Richard looked my wife’s body up and down again and then brazenly fixed his gaze on her breasts.  He licked his lips, probably picturing himself licking my wife’s pink nipples.
 
   Mary raised her arms above her head to make her boobs jut out more.  “What are you staring at?” she asked him with an impish grin.  She knew damn well what he was staring at, that vixen.  I felt my mouth go dry and my stomach was roiling with anxiety.  This level of flirting was pretty intense for me to watch my wife partake in.
 
   “Oh, you’ve got lovely eyes,” said Richard, reaching down to adjust the bulge growing in his trousers.
 
   “My eyes are up here,” said my wife, pointing dramatically at her eyes with both hands.  “Not down here.” She reached down to tweak her nipples, making them grow stiff and erect.  And they were clearly visible to Richard and I through that lacy leotard.
 
   “Um, yeah,” I said, feeling my own erection growing painfully stiff.  Richard gave me an evil grin and then returned his gaze to my wife’s body.  He was adapting to this situation better than I was.
 
   “I’m still waiting for my hug,” pouted my wife, making a pretty face for him.
 
   “Oh yeah, come here then,” he growled, deep in his throat.  I watched in sick fascination as he and my wife came together in a full embrace.  My wife pressed her entire body against his eagerly.  He squeezed her hip with one hand and rubbed the small of her back with the other, getting dangerously close to her buttocks as I looked on.
 
   “Mmmm, hello there,” purred my wife, putting her cheek against his chest as she pressed her boobs against him and he ground his ground his crotch into her belly.  I had to admit, it was pretty exciting to see my half-naked wife rubbing herself up against the stylishly suited Richard, in his jacket and tie.  But I was also becoming consumed with jealousy as the hug went on and on for several moments.
 
   “That’s uh, quite a friendly hug,” I offered, pouring myself a second glass of wine.  I could feel the alcohol kicking in and I felt a little more capable of handling this wickedly erotic scene.
 
   “I like long warm hugs,” murmured my wife, squeezing him tightly around the waist.
 
   “I like warm buns, too,” said Richard, winking at me as he reached down and pinched my wife’s butt cheek.
 
   “How DARE you!” shrieked my wife gleefully.  She pulled away and slapped Richard’s chest.  “Did you see that, honey?” she asked, looking back at me with a coltish grin.  “He’s getting frisky with me.”
 
   “Ha, ha, yes,” I coughed out a laugh.  “Don’t be fresh, mister,” I said, wagging a finger at him good naturedly.  “That’s my wife you are manhandling over there.”
 
   “She loves it,” said Richard confidently.  He took up his wine and sat down on our tufted leather chesterfield.  
 
   “I most certainly do not,” she scolded, putting her heels together, bending at the waist, and wagging her own finger at Richard with the other hand on her hip.  She looked really sexy like that, with her rear jutting out and her cleavage dangling down.  “I expect you to keep your hands to yourself.  You can look but not touch.”
 
   “Well, let me look then, show me that caboose,” he said, finishing off his wine with a flourish.  “And can I have some more wine, please?”
 
   “Seymour, can you pour Richard, another glass, I need to show him my caboose,” said Mary.  Then she turned and presented her rear to him, still bent over at the waist and looking over her shoulder expectantly.  “What do you think?”  She wiggled her butt for him and my stomach turned icy with jealousy.
 
   “Hmm, not bad, not bad.  Can you twerk it a little or something?” he said rubbing his chin thoughtfully as he examined my wife’s round white rump.
 
   “Ok, this is getting a little weird,” I said hesitantly, gazing at my wife’s amazing ass as I filled Richard’s glass with wine.  But my voice trailed off as she started working her hips side to side making her butt do fascinating things.  My erection was standing fully at attention as I watched.
 
   “How’s this?” she asked him coquettishly.
 
   “That’s real good,” he grunted, fingering the bulge in his lap rudely.  “Come here and plop that booty in my lap,” he urged.
 
   “No!” said my wife, dancing away from him.  “You get up and dance with me.  Seymour, put some music on.”
 
   “I don’t know what to put on,” I complained.  But Mary glared a warning at me and I quickly grabbed my iPad and opened the music app that controlled the stereo.  I settled on “Toxic” by Britney Spears since my wife liked that one. We aren’t really up on the latest music. 
 
   Mary cooed with delight when she heard the song and she motioned with her finger for Richard to get up and join her.  Richard stood up, his gaze locked with my wife’s exposed body, visible through her translucent leotard, as she swiveled her hips back and forth to the beat, luring him. I stood by helplessly, watching as Mary wrapped her arms around Richard’s neck and did the most sexually suggestive moves she could think of.  She did little thrusts with her groin, simulating coitus.  Then she shimmied her shoulders to make her untethered boobs bounce wondrously.  I was transfixed by her wanton and animalistic moves and so was Richard.  I could see him drinking in the sight of my wife.
 
   At one point, he grabbed her and spun her forcefully around.  I could see the huge priapic lump in his pants as he jammed his boner up against my wife’s rear.  He gripped her by the hips and basically dry humped her from behind doing that black dance called the grind.  My wife gasped and made an “o” of her mouth.  She put her hand over her mouth in mock indignation.
 
   “Honey, look what Richard’s doing back there,” she teased me.
 
   “I see that,” I gasped, adjusting my own boner with one hand while I quickly drank more wine with the other.
 
   “It’s just a dance, Mary,” he told her as he humped her to the beat.  “Don’t you like it?”
 
   “No, it’s too nasty.  It’s very sexual,” she panted, pushing her rear up against him urgently in contradiction to her words.  Hips don’t lie they say.  Hips don’t lie.
 
   “Yeah, you feel that?  You feel what I got for you?” he asked her in a guttural tone.  He had clearly stopped caring what I thought about the whole situation at some point.  I guess I had been too lenient and now the situation was out of my control.  But I consoled myself with the realization that I could never really control Mary any way.  She was her own woman.
 
   “Uhg, I don’t  know, WHAT, you are talking about,” my wife groaned.  I watched with enchantment as her big breasts swayed back and forth, their full round shape clearly outlined by the thin material of the leotard.
 
   Richard didn’t look at me as he reached between her legs and unsnapped the fasteners of her leotard at her crotch.
 
   “You cad!” she cried.  “How dare you!” My wife pulled away from him suddenly and covered her vagina with her hands.  The leotard was open at the bottom now and bunched around her waist. She and Richard stood facing each other, both of them were flushed with arousal and breathing heavily.  Mary contemplated the protrusion in Richard’s trousers with interest.  “You can’t undress me like that.  It isn’t proper.  Now close your eyes while I refasten my leotard.”
 
   “Ok, whatever you say,” he told her.  But he just half-closed his eyes and didn’t turn away.
 
   Mary saw this clearly but she took her hand away anyway, giving him and I a nice long look at her bush.
 
   “Mary, he’s looking, he’s looking,” I stammered, tattling on him like an excited schoolboy.
 
   Mary sighed with resignation as she deftly pulled her leotard back down and snapped it closed at the crotch again.
 
   “Seymour,  I think you should go in the other room for a minute,” she told me with a smoldering look.  “Richard and I need to talk about how naughty he is being.  I might need to punish him.”
 
   “Uh, really?” I gulped.  Things were totally out of hand at this point, but there was nothing I could do.  I couldn’t oppose Mary when her jaw was set like that.
 
   “Really,” she told me with a decisive tone.  I decided I had better just leave, even though I knew damn well that she and Richard were going to fool around in here once I was gone.
 
   “I’ll just go into the den for a minute,” I offered.
 
   “That’s a good idea,” she told me.  “I don’t want you to see what happens next.”
 
   Richard never took his eyes off my wife as I grabbed the last of the wine and evacuated the living room.
 
   Halfway down the hall, I stopped and crept silently back, hiding just around the corner so that I could hear what they were saying.  I figured she would be too distracted to actually come and check to see if I went to the den or not.
 
   “You’ve been a very bad boy,” I heard Mary tell Richard in a smoky voice.
 
   “You’ve been a bad girl,” rejoined Richard.  “Showing me your body like that.”
 
   “You pushed you penis against my bum,” my wife told him softly.
 
   “That’s because you made it really hard dancing around half naked,” he mumbled.  There was some rustling that I couldn’t make out.
 
   “I wasn’t naked, I have this leotard on,” said my wife innocently.
 
   “Yeah, right, it doesn’t leave much to the imagination,” he laughed.
 
   “You tried to take it off me,” she said.  “Why are you trying to undress me?  Do you want to see me naked?”
 
   “Now that your husband is gone, that sounds like a good idea,” he agreed.
 
   “But his den is only just down the hall, he could come back at any minute,” said my wife.  But I heard her unsnap her leotard again.
 
   “Oh, yeah, do it, take it off,” he urged, his voice thick with lust.  My blood was pounding in my ears as I listened and I took a swig directly from the bottle as I unzipped my fly.  I started pulling on my penis as I heard the soft sound of my wife’s leotard coming off.  I could picture her standing naked before him, knowing full well that I was no more than 50 feet away and it nearly made me come.  She was being a very bad wife and it was turning me on.
 
   “Is this what you wanted to see?” she asked him innocently.
 
   “You’ve got a hot fucking body.  My dick is as hard as a rock,” he told her.  “Look at it.”  I heard him unzip his fly and my wife gasped.
 
   “Wow, that’s a big boner,” she said in surprise.
 
   “Go ahead touch it,” he coaxed.   I fapped away as I listened to my wife seducing her lover,  trying not to make too much noise as I stroked myself.
 
   “Ooh, that’s nice,” purred my wife.  Then she paused. “Do you hear something?”  My stomach twisted and I ceased jerking myself for a minute, gripping the purple head of my swollen cock in my hand.  “I can’t believe we are doing this.  My husband is just in the other room.”
 
   “I know, it’s pretty hot isn’t it?” he said.  I heard the rhythmic sound of my wife stroking his dick.  “Oh, yeah, choke up on it,” he gurgled in arousal.
 
   “How dare you pop such a hard boner,” scolded my wife.  “Now I need to suck it.”
 
   “Yeah, suck it,” he urged.  Then I heard the unmistakable slurping sounds as my wife went down on Richard.  I started stroking myself again and I quickly came, spurting stream after stream of cum all over the carpet in the hallway.  I looked down in annoyance, disappointed that I hadn’t had any tissues handy.  We were going to need to clean that up somehow tomorrow.  I felt spent and satisfied but I was still feeling a little jealous, so I decided to freak my wife and her lover out a little.
 
   “Honey, what are you two doing in there?  Can I come back in?” I called from the hallway. I fought to contain my laughter as I heard my wife choke.
 
   “Oh shit,” gasped Richard.
 
   “Uh, don’t come in, dear,” yelped my wife frantically.  “I’m um, teaching Richard a lesson.”
 
   “Well, Ok, I’ll just go out and get some fresh air,” I called and I stopped by the bathroom to clean up a bit before heading out.  
 
   Once outside, I snuck around the side of the house and hid in the bushes, peeking in through the living room window as Richard threw my naked wife onto the couch.  He didn’t bother taking his suit off, he just climbed on top of my wife’s pale nude form,  fully clothed with his dick sticking out of his trousers. I watched in a mixture of pain and arousal as he fucked her, her legs spread wide for him and his rear pumping up and down like a piston as he violated my wilful wife.  I could hear her cries of passion through the closed window and it made me hard again, so I started jerking myself again as I watched this interloper owning my wife.  When I saw him finally pull out and spurt a load all over my wife’s belly, it made me cum a second time.  I didn’t worry about dropping my seed in the bushes, I wouldn’t need to clean that up later, the snail could eat it.
 
   I watched as Richard kissed my wife on the cheek and then zipped himself up and beat a hasty retreat.  I waited until I heard his car pull away before heading back into the house.
 
   When I got inside, I found my wife still naked and covered in cum, languidly lying on the couch.
 
   “Jeepers, honey, did you take your leotard off in front of him?” I asked her, feigning shock and suspicion.
 
   “No of course not dear, don’t be silly,” she said.  “Richard left a while ago.  I was just getting comfortable.”
 
   “What all this sticky stuff on your belly?” I asked her with a frown, struggling not to break out laughing.
 
   “Um, hair gel?” she asked me hopefully.
 
   “Whatever,” I said.  “I’m just going to open another bottle of wine.”
 
   “That’s a fine idea, dear,” she said, stretching fitfully, clearly satisfied with herself and enjoying her post-orgasm glow.
 
   The next day, Mary found the cum stains on the carpet in the hallway.   She didn’t say anything to me about it as I watched her cleaning up.  But I heard her on the phone inviting Richard over again for dinner the next night and I heard her tell him that her husband wouldn’t mind him coming back over at all.  Maybe she was right.  Maybe I didn’t mind.  Maybe I was a lucky fellow to have such a wanton slut for a wife.  It was pretty exciting.
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