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Tickle My Wife... Please!" (Prologue/Chapter1) 

      “Tickle My Wife… Please!”

      By Slaver Tickler

      Prologue:

      Hi my name is Joe, and I’m the guy who works as a janitor in your kids 

      high school, or the guy who fixes you car. I might be your plumber, or 

      even a lawyer. The point is I could be anybody, because I’m just a guy 

      named Joe. I’m here today to tell you about my wife and my fetish, and how 

      my wife my fetish, it’s confusing. I guess I’ll start my story at the 

      beginning. 

      Let me start by telling you about my fetish, and how it started. It al 

      began when I was a young, I had this really good looking baby sitter who 

      used to tickle me a lot. I guess she though it was cute, but it could be 

      torture when your not even 5 feet tall. Over the years I got bigger, lots 

      bigger, and I soon discovered that I liked doing the tickling. May be it 

      was a power thing, but to me there is nothing sexier then pinning down a 

      beautiful woman and tickling her to hysterics. There was this one 

      girlfriend I had, when I was in high school, who I tickled a lot. Once she 

      let me tie her up, and I went a little crazy. I tickled her none stop for 

      over two hours, I just couldn’t help my self. By the time I was done her 

      she’d pee herself twice, and her mascara was running like Niagara Falls. 

      She dumped me right after that, and I caught a major beating from her 

      brothers about 2 weeks later. In other words I learned my lesson.

      I was already married when I met Jane, my current wife. She is a foxy 

      little red head with curves that could stop traffic on the New Jersey 

      Turnpike. Jane was an Olympic hopeful for the U.S. in Judo, until she 

      buggered up her knee in a motorcycle accident. Now she works as a phys ‘ed 

      teacher, and teaches Judo to kids on the weekends. We met while she was 

      working at the same high school, and it was love at first sight. I’d never 

      been drawn to a woman so strongly, unfortunately my first wife, Angela, 

      didn’t think it was so great. Six months later me and Angie were divorced, 

      and a year later I was hitched to Jane. I never meant to hurt Angela, but 

      she was obsessed wit having a kid. Sticking your wife in the ass with a 

      needle before you have sex can sort of kill the mood. 

      As it turned out, marrying Jane was the best thing I could have done. Not 

      only was she smart and beautiful, but she actually loved to be tickled. 

      She also loved being a tease, which I wasn’t to happy with at first. The I 

      realized that the fact men liked looking at her wasn’t something I should 

      get pissed about. After all what’s the point in having a beautiful wife if 

      nobody notices. Having moved to Florida, the warm weather gave her plenty 

      of opportunity to wear sexy outfits. Her favourite was a pear of short 

      shorts, and a tub top, she was also fond of a little black bikini she 

      would often wear when the young guy would come by to do the yard work for 

      us. That is where the real story begins.

      Chapter 1: The Discovery

      Now, as I said before, my wife was the neighbour hood cock tease, and one 

      of her favourites was the kid who did our yard work. Now when I say yard 

      work I don’t men anything grand. We have a nice little 2 bedroom bungalow 

      in Jacksonville Florida, and this guy since he was 15 used to come around 

      and mow our lawn and clean the pool. He was real good at it so I would 

      throw him $30.00 a week, and a little something extra around Christmas. 

      The wife of course would always put on this next-to-naked excuse for a 

      bikini and torture this pore kid as he pushed the lawn more around. 

      Well one day, before you know it, this kid isn’t a kid anymore. I looked 

      out my window an this strapping young stud of 19 is getting read to mow 

      the lawn. Like clock work my sexy wife is coming out of the bath room in 

      that sultry looking bikini, and a big ass bottle of tanning oil. Just one 

      look at her, even after being together for so lone, gives me the erg to 

      fuck her brains out. I knew it could lead to trouble for the kid out side, 

      so I told her to get changed.

      “Joe!” she tells me, “I am perfectly capable of handling myself, not to 

      mention the guy who takes care of our yard.” she argues, “I was a nation 

      Judo champ, an Olympic and…” 

      “Ok, ok, go be a teas then.” I replied with my hand in the air, “Just 

      remember he isn’t that little runt he was 4 years ago.” 

      My wife strolled over to where I was sitting and leaned in to give me a 

      kiss. Suddenly I felt her grab a handful of my hair and trapped my head 

      between her massive cans. Before I knew what was going on I was fighting 

      for air, I wasn’t fighting hard mined you, but I had to make it look good. 

      Once I’d had enough, I wrapped my arms around her trim waist and dug my 

      finger into her tanned flesh. Immediately I was released from her 

      Titty-Trap, and she squirmed to free her self from my wriggling fingers.

      “Joe, don’t tickle me.” she demanded, “Please, not stop it, ah, stop it!” 

      she pleaded, “Hehehehehe, stop it, hahahahaha.”

      “Say uncle.” I ordered.

      “Ok, hehehehehe, uncle, uncle, I give, hahahahaha!” she screamed.

      I let my wife go, chuckling as she scurried out the bedroom door, and then 

      out side. I wasn’t sure at the time, but I thought I’d herd some rustling 

      outside one of the bedroom windows. When I turned to look, there wasn’t 

      anything there. I figured it must have been a bird or a squirrel, or some 

      other small animal, but I would soon discover I was very wrong.

      It had been about 20 minuets since my wife had gone out side to lay in the 

      sun and torment the young man. I, on the other hand, was hard at work 

      (doing what it is I do), when the erg to pee hit me. When I got in the 

      bathroom I looked out the window into the backyard. Sure enough, sitting 

      on the edge of a lawn chair was Jane. My wife had discarded her top, 

      barley covering her big tits with one arm, while holding her lotion in her 

      free hand. The young man, his name is Brad, hadn’t waited much time 

      getting to her, when she asked him for help.

      “Oh Brad,” she cooed, “I can’t seem to get the lotion to come out of the 

      bottle again.”

      “You left the seal on it again Mrs…” he began, “…uh Jane.”

      “Oh darn.“ she replied, faking stupidity, “Be a dear and rub some on my 

      back while you’re here.” she said, laying down on the chair, “I want to 

      keep my tan nice and even.” she explained as she ran her left foot over 

      her right leg.

      I watched with interest from behind the shear curtains, as the kid 

      startled my wife’s lower back. The guy looked around for a minuets, and I 

      thought he might have seen me, but her didn’t. To my surprise the little 

      bugger tied the strings of Jane’s bikini top to the sides of the lawn 

      chair, making it impossible for her to put it back on while he was sitting 

      on her. A part of me wanted to dash out side, but I was also very curious 

      to see what the kid had in mined. So I finished pissing, tucked little Joe 

      into my pants, and zipped up.

      Jane began to moan softly as the kid rubbed the lotion into her shoulders 

      and back. I found myself strangely arouse by the sight of another touching 

      my wife. It wasn’t that long ago that I didn’t even want other guys 

      talking to her, I guess it was knowing that she was just teasing him, but 

      it was really getting me hot. Brad rubbed the lotion all over her 

      shoulders, back and even her sides, and all the time Jane played up the 

      moaning a little more each time. 

      “Wow, that is so good.” she sighed, “Thanks a lot Brad.” 

      Normally Brad would probably get of my wife, and struggle back to the 

      lawnmower, but this time was different. Instead he leaned forward, and 

      whispered something in her ear. I watched as Jane pull her bikini top 

      around her, but the kid had tied it really well. I stood up from the 

      toilet seat, and was about to rush out the door when I heard my wife start 

      to giggle.

      “Ah, no Brad, hahahahaha, don’t tickle me there.” pleaded Jane, “It’s 

      torture, hehehehehe, hahahahaha, stop it.”

      The sound of my helpless wife pleading for mercy caused my dick to swell 

      like a balloon> I watched with mixed emotion as she wriggled beneath the 

      young man, as his finger danced up and down her oiled sides. I was 

      mesmerised by what I saw, and extremely aroused. It wasn’t like anything 

      I’d experienced before, I was actually enjoying watching another man 

      tickle my wife.

      “All these years of your teasing ways, and now I have you at my mercy.” he 

      boasted as his hands kneaded her tanned skin, “No your going to show me 

      those tits your always taunting me with.”

      “No, no please hahahahaha, hehehehehe, hahahahaha.” she pleaded, “I can’t 

      hehehehehe, hohohohoho, hahahahaha, please I-I’m married.”

      The man seemed to dig in harder, and Jane screamed. It was a good thing we 

      were our vacation time, or ells the neighbours would have called the Cops. 

      I watched in au, my hand stroking my throbbing dick, I couldn’t believe 

      how hot this was. My beautiful wife pinned down by this punk kid, and 

      being humiliated through tickling. Any other guy would have run out the 

      door, but I found myself unable to leave my spot. It was that much of a 

      turn on.

      “Oh, get of me, hehehehehe, hahahahaha, oh mercy please, my husband will 

      hear us!” screamed my wife, “Oh god no more, hahahahaha, hehehehehe, I 

      can’t stand it!”

      My eye’s light up as I watched where Brads hand were heading. Slowly but 

      surly they were moving closer and closer to her pit. The kid had even 

      wedged hi knees against her arms in such away that her beautiful, shaven, 

      underarms where completely at his mercy. Jane’s pit were so ticklish, even 

      I refrained from tickling them, as it normally mad her cry.

      “NO, NO, NOT THERE, NOT MY PITS!” Jane screamed, “HAHAHAHAHA, STOP IT, 

      STOP IT, HAHAHAHAHA, HEHEHEHEHE, HOHOHOHO, NO MORE, I CAN”T STAND IT!” 

      “Show me your tits then!” ordered Brad, “Let me see your can’s and I’ll 

      stop tickling… your pits”

      “OK, HEHEHEHEHE, I’LL DO IT, JUST STOP, HAHAHAHAHA, HEHEHEHEHE, 

      HAHAHAHAHA, PLEASE!” she begged.

      Brad stopped his torture, and lifted himself of Jane just enough to let 

      her roll on her back. No soon did my wife’s arms move away from her tit’s 

      then the little bugger brought his thighs down over her shoulder. I could 

      see a big smile on the spunky red heads face, as she looked up at Brad. 

      Suddenly, and by accident, the elastic of his sweat slipped and his 

      hard-on slapped her right on the nose. Brad got up right away and pulled 

      his pants up over his wood, gave Jane a peck on the cheek, and went back 

      to work. That is how I discovered I liked watching my wife getting 

      tickled, but it’s only the first chapter of this sorted story.

      To be continued…

Tickle My Wife... Please! (Chapter 2) 

      Tickle My Wife... Please!

      By SlaverTickler

      Chapter 2: The Ex-Wife

      “What the hell are you doing in my house!” is all I heard as I came in the 

      back door, “I don’t care who you are you can’t just walk in when eve you 

      like!”

      I rushed from the back door through the kitchen, and was shocked by what I 

      saw. Standing in the middle of my living room was my wife Jane, face to 

      face with my ex-wife Angela, as well as her friend Charmel. I stepped back 

      around the corner, peering around too take a peek. It was quite a sigh to 

      see my 5’3” wife, standing there in a little school girl out fit, standing 

      up to the two bigger women. Though my Ex was only 2 or 3 inches taller, 

      Charmel was nearly 6’ tall, and very strong looking. The two of them had 

      been friends since high school, and where rarely separate. This was part 

      of the reason why our marriage fell apart. It’s hard to make time when you 

      wife, when her friend is always around.

      I didn’t need to hear the conversation to know why Angie was here. I had 

      sent in my alimony a week late, so My ex and her friend had come here from 

      Jersey to get it. Jane and my ex got right into each others faces, I’ve 

      never know either of them to back down from anyone, but it didn’t look 

      good for my second wife. Unfortunately, before we got married, I had 

      promised to let Jane try to settle problems on her own. As a man of my 

      word I kept back, and waited to see if she’d need my help. And I was 

      pretty sure she would.

      “You listen to me you little slut.” grunted Angie, grabbing the tied off 

      shirt, “It’s bad enough you stole my husband, I’ll be dammed if I’ll lose 

      out on my alimony.”

      Now Angie’s a tough girl, you have to be growing up in New Jersey, but she 

      was out of her league against Jane. First of all there is the highly 

      skilled in judo thing, next is the fact that she’s half Irish, half 

      Spanish, two cultures that are not know for good temperament. Lastly, an 

      most importantly, Jane likes to fight, not at the drop of a hat, but when 

      she’s pushed she enjoys a good scrap. The only thing working against her 

      was that Charmel wasn’t exactly a wimp, and could hold her own in a fight 

      to. Needless to say, I was concerned,

      “I am obligated to warn you, I am highly trained in the martial arts.” she 

      said with an even tone, “I suggest the you take your hands off me, or I 

      will defend myself.”

      “Fuck you bi… YOW!” screamed my ex-wife as she was thrown to the floor, 

      taking a piece of Jane‘s blouse with her. 

      As I expected Charmel lunged forward in an attempt to assist Angie, this 

      was easily evaded by my wife, who tripped the tall black woman knocking 

      her on her face. My wife stood victorious over her foes, her blouse ripped 

      open, and her big knocker heaving as she tried to maintain her temper. 

      Suddenly Angela grabbed hold of Jane’s ankle, and from nowhere Charmel 

      tackled her to the floor. In no time the two of them had my wife pinned, 

      and stripped her down the her thong.

      “Well, well, aren’t you a big one.” said Charmel, as she pinned her hands 

      above her head, “Look’s like your ex is definitely a boob men.”

      “I told you this hussy would have big guns.” replied Angie, discarding her 

      own torn shirt, “You see I know everything about him, when your married 

      for years you learn a lot of stuff.” she continued, as she straddled 

      Jane‘s hips, “I have to admit I never thought he’d cheat on me with a low 

      end slut like you” then Angie sat up, looked over at her friend, and 

      smiled the biggest smile I’d ever seen, “I wonder what ells I have in 

      common with you.”

      My stomach churned and my cock began to stiffen at the same time, as I 

      realized what was coming next. I could see the terror in Jane’s eyes as my 

      ex wiggled her fingers at her, slowly lowering them to her helpless 

      midsection. My beautiful wife snickered as she felt Angie’s purple finger 

      nails gently stroke her tanned skin, she wriggled about and nearly threw 

      me ex off, but with Charmel holding her wrist she couldn’t get any 

      leverage, and her humiliation only starting. 

      “Not, hehehehehe, you bitch, hahahahaha!” screamed Jane as Angie’s fingers 

      explored her ribs, and pit’s, “Stop it, hahahahaha, hehehehehe, 

      hahahahaha, stop it right now!” 

      “Oh sure, right away WHORE!” screamed Angie, “You deserve this, and worse, 

      for stealing my husband.”

      The two women laughed cruelly as Jane struggled desperately to escape. I 

      wanted to run in and help her, but I was so au struck, and aroused by what 

      I was seeing I just could bring myself to interfere. If they had been 

      hurting her in any real way I definitely would have rushed to her aid, but 

      being that it was only tickling I didn’t see the need to rush in. Please 

      don’t think me a coward, I was simply caught up in the moment. 

      The two intruders certainly seemed to enjoy Jane’s pleads, as every time 

      she asked them to stop they broke out in hysterics of there own. Jane’s 

      big tit’s bounced wildly as Angie’s fingers began to focus on her 

      deliciously smooth underarms. My dick was throbbing so hard, that I had to 

      unzipped my jeans, and let little Joe go free. As I looked up I watched as 

      Charmel positioned my wife’s hands between her thighs and calves, keeping 

      her pinned, but leaving her hands free to join in on the actions.

      “No your really in for it bitch.” said Angela, as she dug her fingers into 

      Jane’s belly, “Then again I doubt this is your first threesome.” 

      “OH GOD, HAHAHAHAHA, HEHEHEHEHE, STOP IT, PLEASE, I CAN’T STAND IT!” 

      screamed Jane, Charmel’s fingers coming to bear on her beautiful pits, 

      “HAHAHAHAHA, HEHEHEHEHE, PLEASE STOP, I-I-I’M GOING TO PEE!”

      “Oh really?” enquired Charmel, “Why should we care if you piss yourself?”

      “PLEASE, HAHAHAHAHA, HEHEHEHEHE, HAHAHAHAHA, I CAN’T TAKE , STOP IT 

      PLEASE!” screamed Jane, as my ex worked her way down to her thighs, 

      “PLEASE STOP IT HAHAHAHAHA, HEHEHEHEHE, HAHAHAHAHA, I’LL DO ANYTHING!”

      “Admit you’re a slut for stealing my man!” ordered Angie, “Confession is 

      good for the soul, so admit it and I won’t tickle yours.”

      “NEVER, HEHEHEHEHE, HAHAHAHAHA, I AM NOT A SLUT!” replied Jane as I 

      started stroking my hard-on, “HEHEHEHEHE, YOU’R JUST A LOUSY WIFE, 

      HAHAHAHAHA!”

      Hearing that Angie pinned my wife’s ankles to the floor, and began to 

      ruthlessly rake her long nails over her soft soles. Jane’s feet are her 

      most ticklish spot, so sensitive that even I don’t feel comfortable 

      tickling them. Screams echoed through out the little house, and probably 

      out into the street. Charmel could barley hold my little red head in 

      place, and had to reposition by sitting on her chest and pinning her 

      shoulder under her knees.

      “STOP IT, HEHEHEHEHE, HAHAHAHAHA, HEHEHEHEHE, HAHAHAHAHA, I CAN’T STAND IT 

      ANY MORE, HAHAHAHAHA, HEHEHEHEHE, HAHAHAHAHA, PLEASE STOP, PLEASE!” begged 

      my wife, but the pare wouldn’t stop until they got what they wanted.

      “Say it” ordered Angie, still scratching at her feet, “Admit to what you 

      are and we’ll stop.”

      “HAHAHAHAHA, NEVER, HEHEHEHE…” she replied 

      “YES!” Angie screamed.

      “NO!” bellowed my wife.

      “Say it or we’ll never stop!” added Charmel.

      “AH, HEHEHEHEHE, HAHAHAHAHA, NO, HEHEHEHEHE, NEVER, HAHAHAHAHA, 

      HEHEHEHEHE, I WON’T DO IT, HAHAHAHAA!” Jane cried, but it was only a 

      matter of time, “HEHEHEHEHE, YES, HAHAHAHAHA, OK, HEHEHEHEHE, I’M A SLUT, 

      I STOLED YOUR HUBAND AND I AM A SLUT!”

      Late that evening, while my wife and I laid in bet watching Letterman, she 

      confessed to me that she’d seen me during her tickle torture. I was 

      surprised to discover that she wasn’t mad, she knew that it had turned me 

      on because she saw I was jerking off. I was so sure of two things, one 

      that I hadn’t been seen by anyone, and second that if I had been seen Jane 

      would have been extremely pissed off with me. Man, to I have the greatest 

      life, and the story isn’t over yet.

      To be Continued...

Tickle My Wife... Please! (Chapter 3) 

      Chapter 3: The Judo Lesson (or Revenge of the Teased)

      It was during Christmas when this next chapter in my story took place. 

      Jane had called her judo class and told them that she’d still be holding 

      class even though it was the holiday season. Naturally a lot of her 

      younger students couldn’t make it, being that they were going of with 

      their parents to visit families. I wasn’t surprised in the least to learn 

      that of the half dozen or so of her student that did show up were all 

      male. The only this that did surprise me was seeing Brad, the guy who does 

      are yard work, show up. I couldn’t put my finger on why it surprised me to 

      see him. but in the end it be allot of fun for me, and hell for Jane.

      The day started as it often did, before Jane was going to teach a class. 

      As always she tried to look as sexy as she could, to tease the young guys 

      in her class. The only time my wife wore lose pants was when she was 

      teaching judo, other then that it was tight cloths all the way. I watched 

      her from the bed, as she checked herself out in front of the mirror. I 

      knew she knew what she was doing, and she knew it to. Never once had she 

      ever worn a braw to teach her 18 and older class, and the guy in her class 

      were quite aware of this. Jane said it was insentive for them to try and 

      through her, on the off chance that her top would open, and they’d get a 

      look at her cans. Truth was none of her student could through her. Not 

      once had she ever been forced off her feet. In truth she just loved 

      teasing every guy she saw, it turned her on, but today it wouldn’t go as 

      it normally would. 

      I told Jane I had to go out, and slipped down into the basement. It would 

      be another 20 minuets before her students would arrived and I wanted to 

      get a good seat, just in case something crazy happened. As always I rushed 

      downstairs to my wife’s “dojo” and locked myself in her office. The 

      converted basement had a one way mirror, that aloud anybody in the office 

      to see into the next room without them knowing it. I was pretty sure my 

      wife knew I did this, as she had occasionally flashed her tits at the 

      mirror. Then again she might have been teasing her class via her 

      reflection, who knows.

      A half hour later I heard foot steps coming down the stairs. One by one 

      each of the young yellow belts took there place on the carpet. There was 4 

      to be exact and one white belt, Brad. Like I said before, seeing Brad in 

      this class surprised me. I couldn’t remember why it was at first, but I 

      would, and it would be quite a site. Two of her student were white (one 

      being Brad), two were Spanish, and one of them was a black kid.

      “Ok class, I have a special surprise for each of you today.” began Sara, 

      as she took her place in front the young men, “Being that it’s Christmas 

      I’ve decided to give you all a gift, or at least the chance to win a 

      gift.” each of the young men smiled, each with their own Idea of what 

      they’d like from my wife for Christmas, “I any of you can through me, I 

      will teach the class topless.”

      The room went dead quiet, and all of the students looked at each other in 

      disbelief. The only student that seemed to be cool about the entire thing 

      was Brad, and with good reason, he knew he could throw Jane. It then 

      dawned on me why his being here was odd, Brad was going to Michigan State 

      on a sports scholarship, for wrestling. As each of the yellow belts 

      stepped into line for there chance to try an throw my wife, Brad stood 

      confidently at the end of the line, a smug grin on his young face.

      I had just pulled a drink out of the small fridge when it came Brads turn 

      to try and toss my wife. I watched patiently, and with great interest as 

      the two jockeyed for position on the tumble matt. It only too a few 

      seconds, but suddenly a pair of leg were launched into the air and my wife 

      found herself flat on her back. The 5 men stood and stared in disbelief as 

      teacher and student struggled on the ground.

      “How did you do that?” squealed Jane as Brad fought to slip his hand under 

      her top, “Oh wait not that, giggle, get off me.”

      “Hay guys, I could really use a hand here.” called brad to his awestruck 

      class mates.

      One by one young men came out of their stupor and join Brad on the mat. I 

      stood up to get a better view, and saw that Jane’s top had come lose in 

      her struggles. Soon she was helplessly pinned by four of her students, 

      with Brad straddling her hips. With one quick movement he pulled my wife’s 

      black belt from around her waist, and tossed it aside. My cock started to 

      stir, as the 20 year old slowly opened Jane’s top revealing her 

      magnificent tits to his classmates. 

      Jane struggled to pull herself free, but it was no use, 5 against one were 

      to much odds for anyone, even an Olympic level athlete. It came as no 

      surprise to me when Brad began to wiggle his fingers over my wife’s face. 

      I could hear her pleading for them to let her up, begging not to be 

      tickled, which only caused my dick to get harder. The four guys holding 

      her seemed to have looks of disbelief on their faces as Brad’s fingers 

      closed in on Jane’s lower ribs. 

      “No please don’t do this to me Brad, my husband will be home soon, let me 

      up.” she demanded, unaware that I was only a few feet away, “Please, 

      please let me up.”

      “I know your husbands gone to play golf, so he won’t be back until late in 

      the evening.” bluffed Brad, “That gives us hours to play, and your going 

      to pay for being such a cock tease to all of us.” he continued lowering 

      his hands to Jane’s luscious body.

      Jane screamed, and I pulled down my pant’s, as brad began to gently stoke 

      her tanned skin. The other guy cheered on their leader, watching joyously 

      as her massive breast jiggled as she struggled. I on the other hand stood 

      silently, slowly rubbing manhood, and enjoying the view. I could tell my 

      beloved was in for a long night, being that I was out “golfing” with my 

      friends, that meant I wouldn’t be home till almost 8:00 pm, and it was 

      barely 11:00 am now. 

      “Oh no, hehehehehe, hahahahaha, hehehehehe, stop it, let me up!” demanded 

      Jane, only to be laughed at be her captors, “Hahahahaha, hehehehehe, 

      hahahahaha, I’m sorry I teased you, giggle, I won’t do it again, 

      hehehehehe, hahahahaha, hehehehehe.” she pleaded, “Please, just don’t 

      tickle me.”

      I watched with wide eyed enthusiasm as Brad’s hands worked there way up 

      and down Jane’s squirming form. As far as I was concerned she’d earned the 

      wrath of just about every guy on the block, after years of blatantly 

      teasing them. Hell she probably deserved to be gang tickled by most of the 

      wives and girlfriends to, but that’s a story for a different time. Maybe 

      I’ll write it for you one day. 

      I though for a moment that Jane might escape her punishment, when she 

      began to kick furiously with her strong legs, but a student put an end to 

      that by tying her ankles together with her discarded black belt. This of 

      course meant only one guy was needed to hold down Jane’s leg, leaving 

      another set of hands free to tickle her. 

      “Hay brad is it ok if I tickle her feet?” asked the skinny black kid 

      kneeling by Jane’s wiggling toes.

      “No, please not the feet.” screamed Jane at the words, “Please Brad, 

      giggle, I don’t deserve this.”

      “Oh yes you do.” replied Brad, “Go for it Mike.” he said with a nod”

      “No, hahahahaha, hehehehehe, hahahahaha, hehehehehe, no feet, get away 

      from my feet.!” pleaded my wife as the young man’s fingers gently stoked 

      her arches, “This isn’t fair, hehehehehe, hahahahaha, it’s 5 against 1, 

      hehehehehe, hahahahaha, hehehehehe, STOP IT!”

      “Your in no position to make demand Jane.” pointed out Brad, as he slipped 

      his finger into her underarms. 

      Jane squealed and thrashed wildly as she felt a set of fingers squeeze her 

      knees. I looked to see that the other young man by her feet, had tied the 

      free end of her black belt to a very heavy wait, freeing him to get in on 

      the action. Soon all that could be heard was my wife’s delicious laughter, 

      as her beautiful body was mercilessly tickle tortured by her Judo class. 

      The band was so ruthless that she couldn’t even get out an auditable 

      sentence for the laughter that was flowing from her.

      “Hahahahaha, hehehehehe, hahahahaha, no please… hehehehehe, hahahahaha, 

      hehehehehe, I can’t…. hahahahaha, hehehehehe, hahahahaha, hehehehehe, 

      STOP!” was all she could manage to get out from time to time.

      “What would do for us if we stopped?” asked Brad, “Just 5 for minuets, 

      what would you do?”

      “Oh anything, just let me breath.” pleaded Jane.

      Suddenly Jane found herself being stripped our of her clothes. Soon she 

      was laying on the ground, wearing only a red thong. Brad had demanded that 

      the guys leave it on, and I was glad. If the thong had come off I would 

      have definitely stepped in. Jane received what only seemed like a 3 minuet 

      breather, but Brad explained that the time it took to get her garb off was 

      included in her break from torture.

      “Hahahahaha, hehehehehe, hahahahaha, stop it please, I can’t stand it!” 

      screamed Jane as her semi naked from was tormented once more, “Please 

      stop, hahahahaha, snort, giggle, hehehehehe, I am to ticklish on my feet… 

      STOP IT PLEASE!” she screamed. 

      I could see the sweat glistening under the lights of the basemen/dojo. A 

      few tears began to roll down Jane’s beautiful flushed face, but her 

      tormentors kept at her for a good 10 minuets more.

      Brad soon discovered that the outer sides of Jane’s massive tits were 

      extremely ticklish, second only to her feet. His finger began to gently 

      stoker her jiggling mound, causing her to fall into silent laughter, and 

      bringing a round of cheers from his band of helpers. 

      I began to stoke myself vigorously as I my climax starting to build. Then 

      suddenly everything stopped. I didn’t want to finish if my wife wasn’t in 

      the throe’s of ticklish torment, so I stopped tugging it, and just 

      watched. Brad instructed one of his allies to go get his bag for him. When 

      the young man returned with it, the bands leader reached in and pulled out 

      a big bottle of baby oil. The group cheered when brad stood up and began 

      to coat my wife’s entire body with the it.

      “No more please.” sighed Jane, as the oil coated her boobs and belly, “I 

      can’t take it anymore.”

      “Ok, we’ll stop.” said Brad to my surprise, “If you blow all five of us.”

      “Absolutely not!” exclaimed Jane with a new found energy, “I haven’t done 

      anything to deserve that sort of treatment.”

      You promised you wouldn’t tease us ever again right?” asked Brad, “Well I 

      don’t know about them, but I have one hell of a woody in my pants right 

      now, and it’s your fault for getting naked” he continued, “Now either suck 

      us off or suffer the tickle torture you so richly deserve.”

      “Never!” exclaimed Jane, “Do your worst, I’ll never give in.” 

      “Never say never Jane.” rebutted Brad.

      The quintet of ticklers came to bare on my helpless wife’s oiled up body. 

      It was only a matter of seconds before she was screaming with hysterical 

      laughter. I began to jerk off again, intent on seeing how much more she 

      could endure before she broke. I looked down and my wife face, it was 

      bright read, and contorted with laughter. Jane’s back arched and she 

      squirmed desperately to free herself. Then, unexpectedly she turned to the 

      one way mirror and blatantly winked in my direction. Could it be that 

      she’d known I was there the entire time. Was this entire thing an complete 

      set up, worked out between her and Brad.

      “HAHAHAHAHA, HEHEHEHEHE, HAHAHAHA, STOP IT, I CAN’T STAND IT ANY MORE, 

      HAHAHAHAHA, HEHEHEHEHE, HAHAHAHAHA!” she screamed, her poor body obviously 

      taken beyond her ability to resist an longer, “I’LL DO IT, HEHEHEHEHE, 

      HAHAHHAHA, HEHEHEHEHE, PLEASE STOP, I’LL SUCK YOU OFF, ALL OF YOU!”

      Just as she screamed her complaints with their conditions, I could feel my 

      cock start to tingle. A white stream of hot cum shot from the tip of my 

      dick, landing across her desk.. I groaned, and felt my ball throb as the 

      tension was forced from them suddenly. I stumbled backwards and collapsed 

      into the chair behind me. As my wife prepared to honour the terms of her 

      tormentors, I noticed a posted stuck to it‘s rim, with something written 

      on it. 

      I know your watching, I hope you enjoy the show.

      Love 

      Jane (XOXO)

      The End
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