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   My wife Claire got into a minor accident one day and dented the fender of our Honda and I decided to search around and try to find the cheapest body shop around.  The best deal I found was at a place down by the Colosseum.  I knew it was a rough neighborhood, so I offered to take the car in to be fixed myself, but Claire wouldn’t hear of it.
 
   “Let’s go down together, it will be fun!  We’ve never explored that part of the city,” she said.
 
   “Ha, the reason we never go down there is because it’s dangerous.  The crime rate is very high you know.  We could get mugged,” I said.
 
   “Why do you always act like such a wimp?” she complained.  “What are you afraid of?  Where’s your sense of adventure?”
 
   I hated it when she questioned my manhood, and I was determined to prove to her that I wasn’t afraid.  “Alright, alright, I’m not afraid of some lower class people.  I will go with you.  We can drop off the car and get lunch at some local place.” I said.
 
   My wife Claire was a pale skinned Scottish beauty with large breasts and an ego to match.  She was very proud of her body and liked to show it off.  She would always just laugh it off when I complained about the way strange men would leer at her.   And I would always acquiesce because my wife had a terrible temper and I didn’t like to cross her.  But when she picked a tiny half-shirt and short, skin tight skirt to wear to the ghetto, I tried to object.
 
   “Claire, come on,” I complained, eyeing the white smooth skin of my wife’s exposed navel.  “You can’t dress like that in a rough part of town.  You might get attention from the wrong sort of fellows.”
 
   “I don’t  know what you are talking about?” she sniffed.  She carried on primping her red hair in the mirror.
 
   “You know, you might get the ruffians worked up by showing off your body like that,” I said.  I looked her up and down, admiring her shapely figure.
 
   “You are such a scaredy cat,” she hissed.  “So what if some guys look at my body?  Should I dress like a nun?  Is that what you want?”  she started to raise her voice in that way she did when she was getting angry so I quickly moved to calm her.
 
   “Nevermind, nevermind, let’s go, dear,” I said, making a soothing motion with my hands.  “God forbid I tell you how to dress.”
 
   So we headed down to Rico’s Auto Body in darkest Oakland.  I got more and more nervous as we drove by block after blighted block with gangs of black teenagers hanging out on every corner.  Even Claire was silent as we passed the decrepit buildings and closed up storefronts, and I suspected that she was regretting her decision to come along on this little outing.   
 
   Things got weird the minute we pulled into the parking lot of Rico’s.  A gang of mexican teenagers were gathered on the sidewalk in front of the entrance and they wouldn’t move when I tried to pull in.  They just stood there milling around, some glanced over at our car, but most just kept their backs turned to us.
 
   “Look at these rude boys,” steamed Claire. “Honk the horn, Sherman.”
 
   “Uh, I don’t know know,” I said hesitantly, noting the jailhouse tattoos on the faces of several of the cholos.
 
   “Ugh, why are you SUCH a coward sometimes?” huffed Claire.  She rolled down her windows and shouted at the boys, who seemed mostly in their late teens and early twenties.  “Hel-lo!  We are trying to get through here, can you please move?”
 
   A couple of the young thugs broke away from the group and came over to Claire’s side of the car as I shrunk down in my seat. I have to admit, I was shaking with fear.  These guys looked really rough.
 
   “Oh, shit, sorry, pretty lady,” said one guy, leaning in the window and imputently staring at my wife’s jutting bosom.  “I didn’t know you were stacked like that.”  He had a gold tooth and teardrops tattooed on his face.  His breath smelled like alcohol and he made me nervous.
 
   “Holy shit, bitch is fucking stacked yo,” laughed one of his friends and he waved the gang closer so they all could see.  Pretty soon, our car was surrounded by young mexican guys trying to get a look at my wife’s chest.
 
   “Jeez, you boys act like you’ve never seen breasts before,” chuckled Claire, blushing slightly.  But there was a glint in her eye, and I could tell that the little vixen was loving the attention as usual.
 
   As the thugs crowded around the sides of the car, I realized that the way forward was clear, so I just pulled forward and drove right into the garage.
 
   A big black man in greasy coveralls came out and noticed the gangbangers gathered in front of the shop.
 
   “Hey now, I done TOLD y’all.  You can’t be messing with my customers like dat,” he shouted belligerently.  “Get back on yo side of the street. Don’t make me call Chuy!  He’ll set you straight.”
 
   To my surprise, the cholos beat a hasty retreat, jaywalking straight across the street and making cars screech to a halt as they passed.
 
   “Sorry, folks, now how can I help you?” said the big mechanic, bending down to peer into the window.  He noticed my wife’s chest and his mouth fell open. “Damn!” he blurted.
 
   My wife grinned at him fetchingly.  “I’m sorry, is there a problem?” she asked, touching her chest lightly and looking him in the eye.
 
   “Oh, hell no,” he laughed.  “Nothing wrong with those at all!”  He licked his lips lewdly as he eyed my wife’s cleavage.
 
   “Uh, I called earlier about the dented fender,” I interjected sullenly.
 
   “Oh, right, right, sorry man, didn’t mean to check out your wife’s rack like that,” apologized the mechanic as he stepped away from the car.
 
   Claire and I got out of the car and she came around to join me on my side.  His eyes were fixed on her body the whole time, running down from her chest, across her exposed belly to her swaying hips.
 
   “She DO got a hot body though,” he muttered to himself.
 
   “Um, I can hear you.  I’m standing right here,” laughed my wife.  She put her hand on her hips and bent one leg at the knee to show off her well formed calves.
 
   “That’s fine, that’s fine.  You know you got it going on, baby,” he told her easily.  He put his hands into the pockets of his coveralls where a bulge was forming.
 
   “Can you look at the car please and give us an estimate,” I said.  I felt annoyed at my wife for flirting like this.
 
   “Oh sure, buddy, sure,” he said.  He walked over and looked at the damage, wrestling with the boner in his pocket.  “Yeah, yeah, this just the fender.  We got a replacement coming from the junkyard.  I called ahead when you told me you were coming.  It’ll only take a couple of hours.  You wanna wait in the lounge?”  He gestured toward a couple of filthy chairs, their stuffing coming out at the seams, which were lined up under a metal awning along the front of the garage.  It didn’t look like much of a lounge to me.
 
   My wife wrinkled her nose in disgust.  “We wanted to go grab lunch actually,” she said.  “Do you know a good place around here?”
 
   The mechanic just stared directly at my wife’s breasts as he answered.  “Oh, uh, there’s not really much down here in this neighborhood,” he said scratching his chin.  “Well there’s a taco truck that parks under the freeway overpass.”
 
   “Tacos?  I love tacos!” exclaimed Claire.  She turned to me excitedly. “Come on Sherman, let’s go.  It will be fun, we will really be roughing it.  I don’t think I’ve ever eaten at a taco truck.”
 
   “Yeah,” I said skeptically.  I waved halfheartedly to the mechanic as my wife dragged me away and I noticed with annoyance that his attention was focused on her rump in her tight skirt as she sashayed along.  
 
   “This is a pretty dismal neighborhood, but it will just make us appreciate where WE live all the more,” babbled my wife as we stepped over piles of garbage strewn on the sidewalk.  
 
   A McDonald’s wrapper somehow got stuck to my shoe and when I paused to remove it, I noticed that a group a four cholos had broken off from the main gang and was following us at a distance.
 
   “Honey, don’t look now, but we are being followed,” I said, pulling out my phone and wondering if I should dial 911 yet or wait.
 
   Claire looked back over her shoulder nonchalantly.  “Oh stop being such a baby.  Those boys are harmless.  They just like my boobs.”  She gave them a friendly wave and the thugs all smiled and waved back enthusiastically, picking up the pace so that they could catch up with us.
 
   “Uh, come on, come on, let’s get to the taco truck,” I urged my wife, grabbing her by the elbow and hurrying her along.  She stumbled a bit in her high heels, but quickly regained her footing and strode along.
 
   “My goodness, no need to piss yourself, they are just boys,” she scoffed.
 
   We crossed an abandoned lot strewn with discarded tires and came to the taco truck.  It was parked against a graffiti covered wall under the freeway.  This graffiti was not artistic urban art, mind you, just the crudest tags of barely legible gang names.  Cars and truck were whizzing by far overhead, but there was no traffic on the deserted access road we stood on.  My stomach dropped when I realized that the taco truck was closed.  A heavy metal shutter was pulled down over the serving window.
 
   “Aw, you ain’t tryin’ to get tacos, are ya?” called the same fellow who poked his head into our window earlier.  He seemed like the leader of the bunch.  “They closed on Tuesdays.  Go figure.  Good tacos though, you should come back tomorrow.”  He and his pals sidled up around my wife and I.  I could feel the sweat pouring off my face as my gut clenched in fear.
 
   Claire turned to face them with a mischievous smile.
 
   “Oh, look, it’s the boys who like boobs,” she joked, pushing out her chest and sucking in her gut self-consciously.
 
   The cholos stared at her protruding breasts and laughed a bit hysterically.  They seemed like awkward teenages for a moment, caught off guard by my wife’s aggressive teasing, and I felt a bit more at ease.  But my pulse was still racing.  These young guys looked really tough.  They all wore white t-shirts and baggy jeans hanging down in back with their underwear showing.  Most of them had tattoos on their faces which I always found shocking and frightening.
 
   “Yeah, baby, why don’t you show us them titties?” said the leader stepping forward and spreading his hands out to either side.
 
   Claire put her hands on her hips and faced the cholos with her legs spread wide.  This made her short skirt right up a bit higher and the young hispanics all took note, staring at her gorgeous stocking clad thighs.
 
   “Don’t be naughty!” she scolded, wagging a finger at them in admonishment.  “That’s no way to talk to a lady.  Why I’m old enough to be your mother!”
 
   “You ain’t my mother, you a mother I like to fuck,” laughed the boy who seemed to be second in charge.
 
   “MILF!” Shouted another.  “She a MILF fo’ sho!”
 
   “Yeah, bitch, you know you a slut, dressin’ like a ho!  Take that top off and show us your titties,” said the leader, grabbing his cock lewdly.  His pals cackled with nervous laughter at his audacity.  Some of them shot furtive glances in my direction.  They were young, but they seemed dangerous.
 
   My heart was racing and my armpits became soaked as the cholos got more aggressive with my wife.  I pulled out my phone and got ready to dial 911, but I was afraid it might be too late and help wouldn’t arrive in time before something bad happened to us.
 
   For her part, Claire just laughed gayly.  She wasn’t afraid in the least which made me feel a little embarrassed.  “Can you believe the nerve of these boys?” she asked me with a wicked grin.  Then she turned to the leader of the thugs. “Oh, you think are pretty tough, huh?” she asked.  “You think you can get me to show you my boobies by acting like a tough guy?”  Claire gripped her big boobs in her hands and squeezed them for emphasis.  “That’s not the way to get ahead with women.  Ladies like to be sweet talked a little.”
 
   “Oh, ok, baby, ok,” said the lieutenant stepping forward smoothly.  His raised the inside of his eyebrows which made him seem strangely sincere in spite of his facial tattoos.  “It’s just that, you know, you got such a sweet body.  And you know, we kind of healthy young men, we get all excited when we see that shit.”  He grinned revealing a gold front tooth while his friends laughed furiously.   “Shit, a pretty white lady showing off her big titties and bubble butt down in the ghetto like this?  We don’t get to see THAT every day.  Why don’t you at least slip your bra off and let us see them bounce a little?  That’s not too much to ask is it?  Give the boys a show?”  The cholos broke out in applause as the lieutenant bowed graciously.
 
   The smile never left my wife’s face as she shook her head in bemusement.  “My goodness, such horny boys,” she said.  “Oh, well, what do you think, Sherman, should I honor this young man’s request?  What’s your name, honey?”
 
   “Jose, baby”
 
   “Jose.  So, should I honor Jose’s request, Sherman and just take my bra off for them?”
 
   I couldn’t believe this woman.  She was actually considering it.  What a shameless exhibitionist!  Here we were in this arguably dangerous situation, basically surrounded by a street gang under a secluded overpass and she was contemplating taking her bra off for them so they could ogle her unfettered breasts.  I was beside myself.
 
   “Er, honey, I don’t really think that’s a good idea,” I mumbled, eying the thugs awkwardly.
 
   “Oh, don’t be such a prude, there’s no one around to see us.  Why shouldn’t we have a bit of fun?”  My wife peered up and down the deserted street to confirm that there were no passersby as she deftly reached up the front of her half-shirt and unsnapped her bra.  With a graceful shimmy of her shoulders she pulled one strap off her shoulder and down one arm and the next thing I knew, she was handing me her white lacy brassiere while the hispanic youths practically shrieked with amazement.  “Ooh, this feels good actually,” she said rubbing her breasts and pinching her nipples through her shirt to make them stick out more prominently.
 
   The problem was that my wife was very well endowed in the chest area and she had worn a very short half-shirt that just barely covered her bosom while she was wearing her bra.  Without her bra, her breasts hung down a bit, exposing her underboobs.  My stomach was fluttering and my palms were sweaty as I struggled with competing emotions. I was aroused by the sight of my wife’s partially exposed rack but filled with fear of the latino ruffians who were goading her into this shameless display.  And of course the entire thing was very embarrassing for me.
 
   The leader of the gang slapped his hand on his forehead and pretended that he was about to fall over.  “Damn woman, you stacked as a mutha!”
 
   “She’s a brick-house” shouted another.
 
   “You boys like that?” asked Claire. She shook her shoulders a bit to make her boobs jiggled from side to side and I was mortified that they might slip down and become fully exposed.  But her little top held them just barely in check.  Her hard nipples dug into the thin fabric like anchors.  My feisty wife was actually in her glory, reveling in the lewd attention of these lowly street thugs.
 
   “Oh damn, slut, lift that top up and let us see them bad boys,” shouted the leader excitedly.  He had his hand on his crotch, gripping his boner brazenly and several of his friends followed suit.
 
   “Certainly not!” Claire gasped in mock indignation. “How DARE you!”  But she pinched her nipples for him and he stared with his mouth hanging open as she fingered her erect buds.  “That would be INDECENT!”
 
   “Nah, baby, them titties are pretty fucking decent,” laughed Jose.  “But you gotta understand, we got hormones and shit.  You can’t just leave us hanging like this.  Maybe can you take your skirt off and let us get a look at dat booty?  That booty lookin’ GOOD!”
 
   “Oh, really?” Asked Claire brightly.  “You don’t think my butt looks too big in this skirt?  I was worried that it looks too big.”  Claire turned and presented her rear to the gang of ghetto freaks.  She bent over and shook her rump for them.  “What do you think, Sherman, should I shed the skirt to give the boys a thrill?” she asked.  But she was already unzipping the back of her skirt while I blubbered incoherently.
 
   “But, but, this is totally inappropriate,” I stammered as my wife shimmied the tight skirt down over her round buttocks and past her luscious thighs.  She stepped lightly out of her skirt and then bent over to pick up so she could hand it to me.  Of course the cholos freaked out while she was bending over and giving them a nice view of her big round ass.
 
   And there I was, nervously folding my wife’s skirt and bra over my arm while she stood there in her stockings and skimpy panties, with her boobs half-hanging out of her shirt.  She was practically naked in a rough ghetto, showing off her amazing body under this overpass for a crowd of tattooed up street criminals.  I felt like I was about to shit myself, but she was absolutely drunk on the attention and her own wickedness.
 
   Claire pulled futilely at her panties in the back, trying to cover her buttocks a little better, but they were hopelessly too small to conceal her large bottom.  She looked over her shoulder at the young men, batting her eyelashes at them.  “How do you like that, boys?  Is it too big?  It’s gotten bigger over the years I’m afraid,” she sighed.
 
   “Don’t you know Mexican’s like big butts, baby?” asked the leader, stepping forward brashly.  “You got nothing to be ashamed of.”  He strode close to my wife and boldly reached out to pat her on her abundant rear end.
 
   Claire put her hand to her mouth in mock surprise.  “Oh my!  How dare you take such liberties young man.  Sherman, are you just going to stand there while this latin lothario molests me like this?”  But she just put her hands on her knees and bent over slightly, basically offering her ass to him as she said it.
 
   Sweat erupted on my brow and I felt like I was about to be sick. “Um, yeah, that’s very forward there guy.  Watch yourself,”  but the cholos just laughed at my wavering voice as I practically cowered before them.
 
   “Oh, oh, really sorry Sherman,” taunted the leader.  “I didn’t mean nothing by it.  Let me just get up on her for a sec.”  And he grabbed my wife by the hips from behind and started grinding his crotch up against her rear.  The rest of his crew  broke out in such loud shouts and jeers that it sounded like feeding time in the primate house.  I stared in shock as this young gangster started dry humping my half-naked wife in broad daylight while his minions  shouted and carried on.
 
   Claire’s face registered genuine surprise for the first time and her cheeks colored prettily.  My stomach dropped when I realized that she was starting to get aroused by the young thug’s advances. “Oh my goodness,” gasped my wife as the cholo pushed the bulge in his pants between her butt cheeks.  “I feel something back there.”
 
   “Yeah you do,” he grunted as he prodded my woman with his erection.  “You like that bitch?  You know you want it.”
 
   “Hey, don’t call my wife a bitch, there buddy,” I objected weakly.
 
   “Yeah, Sherman’s right heffe,” said Jose coming over to stand in front of Claire.  “She’s a real nice lady.”
 
   “Why thanks you, Jose.  That’s sweet of you,” said Claire as the leader continued to grind on her her from behind.  He was doing it so vigorously in fact that her tits started swaying back and forth.  Jose was enraptured by the sight of my wife’s heavy knockers swinging like luscious pendulums forward and back.  But her immodest half-shirt was no match for such a workout and her wondrous melons fell free from their covering.  Her full, pale orbs and hard pink nipples were exposed for Jose and I to see.  “Oops,” mumbled Claire distractedly.  But she made no move to cover herself.  She seemed too distracted by the dry humping the leader of the cholos was giving her from behind.  Her breath was coming faster and faster and her eye were shiny with lust. 
 
   I squawked in protest as Jose casually reached out and cupped one of my wife’s tender boobs in each of his hands.
 
   “Now that’s going too far young man,” I cried.
 
   “Oh yes, you are being VERY naughty, Jose,” my wife told him breathily.
 
   “Oh shit, oh shit, it’s going DOWN man,” cried one of the other thugs triumphantly.
 
   “Sorry baby, I just couldn’t resist grabbing these ta-tas,” murmured Jose as he pinched my wife’s nipples and pulled down gently and on her dangling udders. “They making my dick REAL hard.”  Jose gestured with his head down toward his baggy pants which seemed to be only held up by his prominent erection.
 
   “Oh, you poor baby,” said Claire with concern.  “Did I do that?  Let me help you.” And to my deep shame, my wife reached out and grabbed the cholo’s knob and started squeezing it.
 
   “Claire, my god, what are you DOING?!” I choked, nearly having an aneurism as I watched my wife squeezing this thug's boner while he groped her bare breasts and his buddy dry humped her from behind.
 
   “Sherman, try to understand.  These boys have needs,” she said.  Then she unzipped his jeans and pulled out Jose’s big brown penis.  “Oh my, that’s quite a package,” she commented as she stroked the thug’s thick uncut rod.
 
   “Fuck yeah, fuck yeah, grab that shit,” groaned Jose.  “Lookit this shit, heffe, white lady on my jock fo’ sho.”
 
   “Oh, she down for whatever, she down,” panted the horny leader. “I’m putting my shit up in here.  You ready for this, bitch?”
 
   “Ready for what?” asked my wife coquettishly, then she gasped as the leader pulled her panties down roughly and pulled his own cock out.
 
   “Ready for this shit,” he said, brandishing his own prodigious member proudly.
 
   “What are you going to do with that?” asked my wife, feigning innocence and she jerked off Jose and he squeezed her pale white breasts.
 
   “Don’t worry, it won’t hurt a bit,” he told her softly as he prodded her swollen labia with the sticky head of his filthy penis.
 
   “Oh, yes, I think I like that,” purred my wife.  
 
   “Claire!” I complained.  My eyes were watering and I felt like I was about to cry.  But I also realized that my wife penis was painfully erect.  It was horrible to admit, but I was excited by the way these brave toughs were using my wife so brazenly.
 
   The leader pushed the head of his cock inside my wife’s vagina making them both gasp with pleasure.
 
   “You’re big,” cooed my wife.
 
   “And you’re fucking wet,” replied the leader.  “And nice and tight,” he continued with deep satisfaction as I watched him sink his rod to the hilt into my woman.
 
   “We doing this, let’s do this,” coaxed Jose.  “Suck my dick now baby.”
 
   “Oh, that’s sounds good,” mumbled my wife, barely aware of what she was doing since her attention was on the leader’s big brown dick sliding in and out of her cunt as he started rhythmically fucking her from behind.
 
   “This shit is fucking Crazy, man,” said another of the gang members, coming over to slap me on the shoulder in camaraderie. 
 
   “This IS crazy, I can’t believe it,” I agreed as I watched my wife bend down further so she could wrap her sweet lips around Jose’s pulsing cock.  She pulled his foreskin back to expose his pink glans and she sucked and licked it wantonly.  My penis grew harder and harder as I watched her devouring the disgusting cholo’s meaty dong.  She was like an animal about it.  Licking his shaft, sucking his balls, slurping loudly on the head of his prick.  
 
   The other two cholos commented on it while we watched.
 
   “Man, your wife suck a mean dick, bro.”
 
   “Um, yes, she does,” I agreed lamely.
 
   Meanwhile, my wife was whimpering and moaning as the leader pounded her more and more forcefully from behind.  When she reached between her legs to finger her clitoris, I knew she was close.  Her cunt must have tightened around his shaft as she neared climax, because the leader cried out suddenly.
 
   “Oh shit, I’m cumming, bitch, I’m cumming,” he shouted. “Take that, take that.”
 
   My wife pulled Jose’s dick from her mouth but continued stroking it fiercely as she bowed her head and received the leader’s load inside her.  “Thank you,” she sobbed.  “Thank you.” Then I saw her shudder as she came as well.
 
   “Hey Sherman, what’s up?” The leader called to me, his dick still sunk deep inside my wife.  “You seen that right?  I just filled your woman up with my cum.  How you like me now?”
 
   “Of course I don’t think I like you,” I stammered.  The leader pulled his cock out of Claire quickly and rushed toward me feinting a punch toward me as I flinched and covered my head.
 
   “Yeah, that’s what I thought,” he crowed, satisfied by my fear.  His dick hung down slick with my wife’s juices as he strutted back and forth basking in the admiration of his pals.
 
   My wife paid no attention to his aggressive display and was jerking off Jose with a vengeance.  He also whimpered as she finally brought him to climax and I watched with sick fascination as he spurted stream after stream of hot semen all over her face and her jiggling breasts.
 
   “There you go, there you go,” she told him soothingly as she tugged his scrotum and helped him empty his load all over her.  “Doesn’t that feel better now?”
 
   “Yes, momma,” he said weakly and he just seemed like a vulnerable teenager for a moment.
 
   I stood up straight and faced the leader as he was wiping his dick clean with a blue bandana.
 
   “I think it’s pretty poor form for you to threaten me after you have had your way with my wife like that,” I told the leader, trying to hide my fear.  I realized that these guys were just inexperienced kids after all.
 
   “What?” asked the leader coming toward me again.  
 
   But I held his gaze this time.  “I think you heard me clearly,” I told him.  “And I think it’s time for you and your crew to go on your way.”  My chin was trembling but I did my best to keep my voice calm.
 
   “Shit,” said the leader scratching his head as my wife looked on and licked Jose’s cum off her fingers.
 
   “Yep, that was fun and all, but I think we are done here for the day,” said Claire standing upright.  And though she was basically naked with her bare tits covered in cum and her bush exposed for all to see, she somehow projected more confidence than any of us.  She was suddenly the one in charge again.  “Bye bye,” she said, wiggling her fingers at the boys.
 
   “But, but, won’t we see you again?” asked Jose hopefully.  I could tell that he was a bit lovestruck by my sexy wife.
 
   Claire’s stern demeanor softened briefly as she took Jose’s chin in her hands.  “I’m sorry, honey, we are just from different worlds,” she explained.  “But don’t worry, I’m sure you will find some nice chiquita who will take care of that big thick cock of yours.”
 
   The boys broke out laughing as Jose tucked his limp dick back into his pants.
 
   “Now run along,” said Claire, shooing them away impatiently.
 
   The gang seemed a bit chagrinned as they departed but we could hear them laughing and talking excitedly from across the street as they made their way through the abandoned lot there.
 
   “See, that was very culturally enriching, wasn’t it?” my wife asked me cheerfully.
 
   “Are you fucking serious?” I cried, feeling my anger and indignation become unleashed now that the threat of violence was past.
 
   “Oh stop your crying, and help me get dressed,” she scolded.  “I can’t stand her naked in middle of the ghetto all day you know.  A BLACK gang might come along and THEN what would we do?”  She laughed as I glanced over my shoulder in fear and helped her step back into her skirt.
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