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All characters in this fiction story are entirely
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person living or dead -- or any resemblance to any such scenario as described
in this fiction story -- is purely accidental, coincidental and / or
unintended.
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in this fiction story. This fantasy fiction story is not intended for readers
under age 18.
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HE WAS A BLAST FROM HER PAST


Adele Wilson is a happily married woman of 35. Tall,
blonde, stacked, and leggy, she works in an office downtown where she manages
an office shared by several accountants.


 


Her husband, Harvey works as a salesman in a furniture
store south of the city. He is decent looking, if not dashing. A quiet man of
36 years, he is a nice guy.


 


Maybe that is his problem.


 


It is just a few days before Christmas, and Harvey has
just bought his wife a nice diamond necklace and matching earrings to put under
the tree.


 


Meanwhile, unbeknownst to Harvey, Adele has been
contacted by an old flame from high school. At first it is just innocent jokes
and reminisces of days gone by.


 


Derrick Dixon was his name. He was the captain of the
football team, the basketball team, the baseball team. Handsome and athletic,
he went on to bigger and better things and left Adele in the lurch.


 


But now he is back. He is emailing her. They meet for
coffee. They hit it off.


 


Then Derrick invites Adele to a party. A wild party.
There will be men there, including another football player from the high school
-- who lusted after Adele only 17 years previous.


 


Can Adele and Harvey’s marriage withstand her
seemingly innocent dalliances with this blast from her past -- especially if
the party Derrick invites her to turns out to be sexual in nature?


 


And what happens if Harvey finds out? And, even more,
what happens if wayward wife Adele finds out that Harvey may have some hot and
heavy dalliances of his own?


 


Sometimes in the middle of the darkest and sordid
occasions, the true meaning of Christmas can come to life.


 


This fantasy fiction erotica story contains adult
themes, adult language, and graphic depictions of adult sexual activity, and is
NOT intended for readers under age 18.
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UNDER THE LIGHTS


The
room was darkened, with just the lights of a tall Christmas tree illuminating
the spacious, vaulted ceiling of the large, sunken living room, creating a
romantic atmosphere. As a young, 35-ish pair of lovers were on the middle of
the soft carpet, the rain pattered against the high, arched windows facing the
front of the home.


In
the posh surroundings of the large, living room floor were plush, leather
furnishings, with evergreen decorations everywhere. There were leafy green
boughs of fake holly over the arching doorways, and over the tops of window
frames -- and everywhere was the subtle, spicy and sweet scent of fir and pine.
A brightly lit candle stood on the mantel of the flagstone fireplace,
illuminating a golden angel.


It
was a setting that could fit into a holiday TV movie, but it was also a
background for something more sordid: two new paramours were in the union of
ecstasy in the middle of the large, carpeted floor -- mostly naked.


The
man, on his knees, had his hands firmly cradling the soft flesh of the woman’s
supple, narrow waist. The woman’s punctuated moans matched the rhythm of his
lovemaking -- thrust after slow thrust -- each lover wanting to relish every
subtle move, and experience every sensation of the magic in the holiday
atmosphere.


The
thrusts and whimpers gradually became more frequent -- the sounds of urgency
getting faster and faster.


The
man felt a slight bit of sweat roll down the small of his back as he rode the
young, 30-ish woman in front of him -- her long, dark blonde hair splayed over
her shoulders enticingly, emphasizing the sexy curves of her back, her narrow
waist, and wideness of her pleasant, jiggling, fleshy bottom. 


The
man could just see the glint of the wedding ring on the woman’s left hand as it
deftly nudged over the carpet in time with the duo’s lovemaking. It was a grand
looking ring -- even in the subdued tones of the Christmas lights, one could
see the splendor of the gold band and large rock mounted to it. The sight of
such a token of marriage made the man’s heart pound.


All
else was silent in the vast, darkened lower storey of the house. If one
listened carefully, they might hear the slight hum of the refrigerator in the
cavernous, modern kitchen that lay just beyond the massive archway, but
otherwise, all was quiet, aside from the woman’s gasps and moans, which became
louder and louder. The man clenched his teeth, not wanting to expire too
quickly.


The
union of the bodies maintained rhythm in the magical scene – the sordid sexual
antics taking place in a fir and pine laden atmosphere of nutcrackers, holly,
mistletoe, elves bearing gifts, golden angels and gingerbread.


The
woman’s noises increased. The man couldn’t hold out much longer.


And
in the back of his mind -- somewhere shoved behind the clutter of past
experiences, hurts, and worries -- was a small but gnawing sensation that he
couldn’t eliminate, no matter how he tried.


What
would my wife think, if she knew what I am doing?


Then
another, equally disturbing thought gnawed at him -- something that had been on
his mind of late, but he had also tried to bury: where is my wife tonight,
and who is she really with when she comes home hours late, with that look of
guilt?


Life’s
little questions.


The
man managed to shove both thoughts back into the semi-conscious, where he felt
they belonged, and he continued clenching his teeth -- gripping the soft, curvy
waist of the woman in front of him, carrying on with the task at hand.


 


OUR LITTLE HOBBY


It
was just before closing time almost a week before Christmas when Harvey Wilson
heard the chimes sound. He looked up towards the twin, plate-glass doors out
front, where the chime sensors were located -- any time a customer walked
through the entrance to the store, the bell-like sound went off.


At
first, he saw no one -- nothing but a massive floor of all sorts of fancy
furniture, and beyond that, the glass plated, front wall of the store. It being
just a few days before Christmas, there were fancy, well-decorated Christmas
trees here and there in the store, and various Christmas decorations on tables
and dressers and the like. The pleasant scent of pine and cinnamon, as well as
soft Christmas standards playing from the overhead intercom, all added to the
faux holiday gaiety of the shopping experience.


As
it was close to eight p.m., the store had by now emptied itself of customers --
up until the chimes sounded, the only thing to hear was the non-stop, easy
listening Christmas music on the store’s intercom.


The
furniture store where Harvey worked filled a warehouse sized building, and the
back desk was maybe 150 feet from the front door. Harvey had been sitting at
the large desk which practically lined the back wall of the of the spacious
showroom – a room full of couches, easy chairs, wooden tables and lamps -- when
the lively ‘ding-dong!’ chimes resounded.


Harvey
stood up, so he could get a better look. The customers must be somewhere. Being
near closing time, hopefully they already knew what they were looking for.


There
they were. At first, he saw the long, straw-blonde hair. The hair belonged to a
well-coifed, very attractive woman. That was a plus. She was with a man –
probably her partner. They were glancing at the price tag of a modernesque
looking, brass columned floor lamp -- a new model, valued at well over $400,
which was set near a $4000, motorised easy chair. 


They
appeared to be a young, professional looking couple -- the man dark haired and
tall, the woman a stately, highly attractive blonde, wearing a delightfully
form-fitting blue dress -- the both of them appearing maybe in their middle to
late 30’s.


Well-heeled
customers, perhaps, Harvey thought to himself. Maybe I can make one more sale
before heading home. Might get that extra bonus this Christmas.


He
straightened his slacks, pulling up on the belt line to try to cover up his
small paunch, and ran his hand over his dark brown, close-cropped hair quickly,
ensuring that every hair was still in place. Straightening his dark smoke
colored wire-rimmed glasses, he made his way out to where the couple were
shopping.


“Hi!”
said Harvey. “Can I help you find something?”


The
man looked over at Harvey. He gave Harvey a smile. The man’s teeth were
perfect, as if he saw a dentist daily. His hair was expertly coifed, looking as
if his hairdresser used a micrometer to make sure each hair was the same
length. 


The
woman acted as if Harvey didn’t exist, still looking over the price tag of the
brass floor lamp. Harvey’s eyes surveyed the woman quickly. She was impeccably
attired -- her professional looking dress fit her sumptuous body like a velvet
glove. Her hair was long and straight -- with hints of gentle waves -- but well
maintained, with a tinge of strawberry red mixed in with the golden blonde.


Instantly,
Harvey could tell that the blonde was high maintenance. And obviously, the
husband was capable of catering to that high maintenance. He was dressed rather
well, his clothes looking as if they were purchased at the expensive section of
a department store.


All
of which, of course, meant that the couple had money -- money to buy
furniture, including the pricey lamp the woman was looking over.


“You
interested in that lamp?” said Harvey, trying to prompt some conversation. “We
have several just like it that are on sale.” He pointed towards the next aisle,
where there were numerous more floor and large table lamps on display, many
with bright red sale tags. “And we have all styles.”


“We’re
just looking around right now,” said the man, his voice having a pleasant, warm-tinged
gruffness. “Our old floor lamp is ready to be recycled. The socket that came
with it is cheap, and I ruined the lamp trying to replace the socket.” The man
let out a breath. “Time to get something decent, something of real quality.”


“Well,”
said Harvey. “You came to the right place if you’re interested in quality floor
lamps. We’ve got tons.” He swept a hand across the vast expanse of the
showroom. “As you can tell.”


The
man grinned. “We noticed.”


As
they spoke, Harvey noticed the man had a fancy gold watch -- a sign of luxury
in the days of the smart phone. His shoes were dark leather and expensive.
Harvey glanced down at his box-store dress shoes and suddenly, he felt a little
outclassed.


The
blonde looked up, unexpectedly. Her eyes were a piercing shade of aquamarine
blue, her eyeliner exquisite, with the dark penciling curving upwards as it
left the outsides of the eyelids, giving the woman an almost exotic look. As
she looked at Harvey, she smiled, her teeth a perfect white. It was then Harvey
noticed how buxom she was -- although her cleavage was well hidden by her
professional looking, form-fitting dress and dress jacket, she couldn’t hide
the fact she was stacked. 


Harvey’s
eyes drifted down her body, towards her legs. She was wearing a black pair of
sheer stockings, or sheer pantyhose -- which emphasized every awesome curve --
and Harvey could just make out a very thin, gold anklet on her right ankle,
which was just visible above her dark blue, stiletto heels.


“I
love this lamp,” said the woman. “It’s perfect.” She let go of the price
tag, her fingers looking long and feminine, her nails painted a deep blue with
hints of turquoise, which matched the dark blue of her dress, and dark blue of
her high-heels. Harvey noticed a fairly massive gold wedding ring on her
finger, along with an engagement ring that also had a rock on it that was
substantial. The large diamond on the main ring glinted in the light of the
lamp.


“I
think this lamp will look terrific in our living room,” said the blonde.
“I trust it gives out better light than this?” She paused. “We need one that
looks stylish and classy, but puts out really good light, also.”


“Most
lamps do,” said Harvey, trying to make a joke.


The
blonde frowned. “What I meant, was… This lamp takes a three-way bulb,
doesn’t it?” She paused. “We like a lot of light coming from our lamps.”


“Most
of our floor lamps take three-ways,” said Harvey. “Three-ways are quite
useful.”


“Three-ways
are fun!” said the blonde.


Harvey
frowned. “You mean, you really like switching the three-way bulbs back
and forth, or something?”


The
blonde laughed. “I was making a joke! About sex! You know -- multiple
partners. Three-ways.”


“Oh.”


“You’ve
heard of them, haven’t you?”


“Three-way
bulbs?”


“No,
silly. Three-ways. Threesomes. Sex with more than one partner at a time.”


“Oh.
Yeah. I have heard of that,” said Harvey, somewhat embarrassed.


“So,”
said the blonde, giggling. “Does this lamp take three-way bulbs?”


“I’ll
show you,” said Harvey. He reached over and turned the switch on the lamp.


Click!
Click! Click! Click!


The
lamp cycled from medium to high to off to low to medium again, which is where
the lamp was usually set in the showroom.


“That’s
perfect!” said the blonde. “Just right for photography, too.”


“Well,
it’s not a photographer’s studio lamp, obviously,” said Harvey. “But on bright,
you could probably get good indoor pictures, so long as you have your camera or
video set for the lighting.”


The
blonde looked at him acerbically.


“We
do a lot of photography inside,” she said. She reached down and adjusted
the skirt of her dress, pulling it a little, causing the material to tighten
over her wide, plush ass. For a moment there was an uncomfortable pause. Harvey
wondered if the man -- perhaps the husband -- ever said anything, or did he
merely let his wife do all the talking? Perhaps he was just being the polite
husband.


“If
the price of this lamp is a bit -- er -- high,” Harvey offered, trying to be
helpful, “we have many like it that are a bit less expensive. We try to cover
all price ranges.”


“No,”
said the blonde, almost smiling. “This brass one will do.” She turned towards
her husband. “Well, honey?”


The
man suddenly looked a tad uncomfortable -- something that did not seem to befit
his tall, athletic, rich and masculine demeanor. He glanced at his wallet, as
if checking to see if his credit cards were still there. Then he shoved his
wallet back into his back pocket. Harvey noticed the man had a wedding band on
his finger. Obviously, the two were a married couple.


Then
the man smiled.


“We’ll
take it,” he said. He looked over at Harvey, his smile looking forced. “How and
where do we pay?”


“Come
on back!” said Harvey. He took the tag off of the brass floor lamp, and led the
duo towards the back of the store. As they made their way back past couches and
easy chairs and dinette sets and the like, Harvey’s mood increased. He glanced
at the tag. The lamp went for $455. The sale would bring him at least sixty
bucks in commission. 


Combined
with commissions from the week’s other sales, Harvey would have enough extra
money to be able to buy his wife Adele that diamond necklace and matching set
of diamond earrings he wanted to get her for Christmas.


As
the three walked back to the sales desk that was near the back wall, no one
spoke. Harvey found that a bit unusual.


He
decided to break the ice a bit, something he always enjoyed doing with
customers.


“So,
are you two all ready for the Christmas holiday?” he said. “Ready for Santa
Claus?”


The
man looked at his wife, and then the salesman. “Yeah,” he said. “I guess. If
one is ever ready for Christmas.”


“You
got your decorations up yet?” said Harvey.


“The
standard ones,” said the man. “That’s about it. We both work a lot. Between our
jobs and our, er, hobby, we haven’t had much time to think about Christmas --
at least yet.”


“Hobby?”
said Harvey. “I can see how that could take up time. My rockhounding hobby
sometimes takes up a whole afternoon -- sometimes a whole weekend.” He pulled
out a shiny, translucent rock that was white in color, with some clear
crystalline sections that could be seen whenever he held it up to the light.
Harvey always kept it in his pocket, almost like a talisman. The stone looked
as if it had been polished by a tumbler machine -- which it had. 


“See?”
said Harvey, handing the man the small stone. “This is white translucent
quartz. You can find different varieties of it in the local rivers. The
translucent stuff is the good stuff. I got this one over the summer. I was just
picking through the river rocks, and there it was! Last summer I found a rare
piece of quartz that was so translucent it was almost an agate. That was quite
cool.” 


He
paused. “The cool thing about rockhounding is that you don’t need to go up into
the hills with a rock pick and risk losing your neck on some cliff. Rocks are
everywhere. All sorts of rocks.”


The
other man forced a grin. “Well, our hobby isn’t a droll, dull one
like rockhounding,” he said dismissively, looking over the small, polished
white rock as if humoring a dummy. He gingerly handed the stone back to the
salesman. “Our particular hobby is, er, more social in aspect.” He
hemmed and hawed, as if unsure about publicising a part of his married life.
“It involves a fair bit of photography. Hence, we need good lighting in our
living room.”


“Oh.
O.K.” Harvey, looking a bit taken aback, pocketed his piece of quartz.


The
wife looked over the salesman and then giggled. “I know we sound strange. But
our hobby isn’t something we broadcast everywhere. A lot of people do not
understand it.”


“It
isn’t criminal, or something like that, is it?” said Harvey, confused.


“Oh,
no!” The blonde pulled on her hair, her beautiful aquamarine-blue eyes
twinkling. “We share.” She paused. “And we like to photograph it and video it,
too.”


“Share?”
said the salesman. He sat down at the big, deep maple desk and pulled up the
sales app on his computer. “Share what?”


The
wife giggled some more, as if enjoying confusing the salesman.


“We
share partners,” interjected the husband. “Sexually.”


“Oh.”
Harvey paused, as he entered the information about the brass floor lamp into
the sales system. “You mean like swapping?”


“Yeah,”
said the man. “You could say that. Most participants call it wifesharing.
You’ve heard of that?”


“I
might have,” said Harvey. “Is it like swinging?”


“Sort
of.” The man glanced at his wife, and then back towards the salesman. “It’s a
form of it, you could say. Couples can share, and then you have bigger groups
that all engage in it, too.”


“Hmm,”
said Harvey. “I didn’t think there were many people that tried that.”


“You’d
be surprised,” said the wife.


“And
it’s fun,” said the man. “It has really pepped up our marriage, too.”


“Don’t
you ever get jealous?” said Harvey.


“We’re
past that,” said the wife. “Jealousy is for mental midgets! When you
have a truly loving, caring relationship, the trust becomes built
in! Besides -- we both are enjoying ourselves.” She paused. “I know it sounds
odd, but -- it’s just an alternative lifestyle. A lot more couples are into it
than you’d think.”


“Wow,”
said Harvey. “I have to admit I’ve never met anyone before who shared your… er…
alternative lifestyle.”


“Well,
you just did!” said the blonde.


Harvey
printed out a sales information slip, and placed it up on the counter. “I’ll
need one of you to fill this out. Your address, and contact info. That’s for
the warranty. And then I’ll need your card, or check.”


“You
take cash?” said the man.


“Sure,
we take cash.” Harvey grinned. “It’s pretty rare to see cash anymore, though.”


“You
could say that again,” said the man, who pulled out his wallet, and produced a
credit card. “Put it on this, please.”


“Sure,”
said Harvey. As he ran the card through the reader, he couldn’t help but glance
periodically at the hot, classy looking blonde wife, wondering how she looked
naked. Then thoughts wandered to wondering how she looked being fucked.
Noticing him glance at her, she grinned.


“You
married?” she said. “Looks like you are.”


Harvey
looked down at his computer, feeling embarrassed he got caught checking out the
wife. “How can you tell?” he said.


“Your
ring. Your wedding band.”


“Yeah,
I’m married.” Harvey fidgeted with his ring, something he often did while a bit
nervous.


“You
happily married?” pressed the blonde.


“I
think so,” said Harvey. “We get along O.K. We love each other.”


“You
ever think she might have someone on the side?” said the wife. “A lot of women
do nowadays.”


“I
don’t think so,” said Harvey.


“How
do you know?”


“She’s
always home when she needs to be there,” said Harvey.


“Sounds
good…” The blonde bit her lip, almost mischievously. “You think she’d be open
to wifesharing?” she said.


“I
don’t know,” said Harvey. “I don’t think so, but Adele had a lot of guys before
me, and did a bit of partying in college. Or so she told me.” He paused. “So,
maybe she would be, depending on the circumstances. I’m not sure I would be
open to it, though.”


“Adele,”
said the blonde. “That’s a pretty name.” She held out her hand. “I’m Gina. Gina
Swanson.”


Harvey
shook it. “Harvey Wilson,” he said.


“Just
like it says on your name badge.”


“True.”


“My
husband here is Jeff.”


“Well,
it’s nice to meet you both,” said Harvey. “Now if you’ll just sign at the
bottom of this form, the brass lamp is yours. You want to take one with you, or
have it delivered? It costs a little extra for that.”


“We’ll
take one with us,” said Jeff. “You have one in a box, right?”


“Oh,
yeah. The back of this building is a warehouse.”


Jeff
Swanson signed the form, and Harvey handed him his credit card. The purchase
was finished.


“Well,”
said the blonde. She reached into her purse and pulled out a pen, and grabbed a
piece of note paper from a pad that was sitting on the top of the desk. She
began to scribble on the piece of paper. She handed it to Harvey. “This is our
little sharing group’s website,” she said. “It’s a forum, where people meet who
are interested in the lifestyle. You can join up, get an account, and see what
it’s all about, if you are interested. Your wife, too.”


Harvey
looked at the web link, which was easy to read because the blonde had excellent
handwriting. “Hmmm,” he said. “I’ll check it out, I guess.”


“Well,
if you ever suspect that you or your wife might feel like straying, it’s better
to swap and share and get your extramarital kicks that way. That way it’s all
on the up-and-up -- all above board. Everyone’s on the same page.”


“That
makes sense,” said Harvey. “So, can I ask a personal question?”


“Shoot,”
said Jeff.


“Why
did you two start doing this? I mean, did you just wake up one morning and
decide you wanted to start wifesharing?”


“We’ve
been married for about eight years,” said Jeff, shoving his wallet back into
his pocket. “And our marriage was turning into a routine. We both knew it, we
just didn’t want to admit it to each other.”


He
glanced at his wife, and she nodded.


“One
night we were looking at some porn,” the man continued, “where a woman had two
guys -- she was going from guy to guy, orally, and then… well, it went all the
way.” He paused, as if trying to assess the level of information he wanted to
give. “I turned to Gina and said, ‘hey, honey, what do you think of
that?’”


“At
first I thought Jeff was joking,” said Gina, laughing. “But I actually had
tried a couple threesomes in college with an old boyfriend, and they were fun.
Two men can really keep a girl going -- if they’re good at it -- if you know
what I mean!”


“I
can see how that would work,” said Harvey.


“So
we decided to give the lifestyle a try,” said Jeff. “I mean, after seven or
eight years with the same partner, sometimes you need a little spice to keep
the physical side of the marriage alive.” He paused. “Otherwise, someone is
going to stray. Or you just end up splitting. Generally, one of the partners
meets someone at work, or online… and then things happen.”


“But
how did people do it for the last hundred years?” said Harvey. “My grandparents
would never have dreamed of something like that. They just stuck with it, no
matter what. They seemed happy enough.”


“But
were they, really?” said the man. “My grandparents merely tolerated each
other. Unless you’re actually in the marriage, you don’t really know. People
put on a good face for others, when on the inside, they can be seething with
discontent.”


“That’s
true,” said Harvey.


“People
don’t stick with it anymore, Harvey,” said Jeff. “It’s just fact. There are so
many influences, so many alternatives to monogamy today.” He pursed his lips,
in thought. “I mean -- think about it. The divorce rate is what -- eighty
percent in the big cities, and over fifty percent everywhere else? Even in the
religious belt of the country, it’s high. You really think that is an indicator
that everything is hunky-dory with marriage?”


“You
have a point,” said Harvey.


“You’ve
never thought of cheating on your wife?” said Gina.


“Never.”


“You’ve
never looked at another woman and wondered -- ‘gee, what’s it like to have sex
with her’?”


“Well,”
said Harvey, hemming and hawing, “Yes. I have to admit it -- I have done that.”


“Cheating
in your mind!” said the blonde, giggling.


“I
guess,” said Harvey.


“I’m
just teasing you,” said the blonde. She glanced at her cell phone. “Well, we
need to get our purchase and go.” She put her phone back into her purse and
pointed at the slip of paper she handed to Harvey earlier. “Check out this
forum. You’ll be able to find us. We’re easy to find on there. You’ll see us
right off.”


“I
will,” said Harvey, still unsure he wanted to do so.


Harvey
lifted the desk telephone and called the warehouse section in the back of the
store, and within a couple minutes a young man had the brass lamp the couple
ordered, in a box -- rolling it out on a dolly.


“Well,”
said Harvey. “Here’s your lamp. I hope it serves you well. If you have any
problems, do not hesitate to give me a call.”


Jeff
extended his hand. “It was great meeting you, and great doing business with
you. Don’t hesitate to check out the forum, and contact us.”


“I’ll
look into that,” said Harvey.


He
watched as the curious couple left the front of the building, accompanied by
the young warehouseman with the boxed lamp on the dolly. Christmas music played
over the intercom -- “Winter Wonderland”, performed by some classic chorale,
the recording probably done in the late 1960’s. The jingling of the bells
reminded Harvey of Christmases past, when he was a child, and the season still
had a certain magic to it.


He
looked down at the filled order, the last sale of the day -- $455 plus tax. He
looked up and watched as the professional couple loaded their new lamp into their
car -- a fancy looking SUV. For a second, he imagined the stacked blonde naked
-- being nailed on some fancy bed somewhere, possibly with the husband videoing
the spectacle. The vision excited him. Then he thought of his own wife -- a
wavy haired blonde with a similar, sexy body. How would she look being fucked
like that?


He
put the thought out of his head quickly.


He
watched as the SUV’s taillights lit up, and then the car pulled out of the lot,
and headed north on the wet pavement of the parkway. Outside it was raining.
Another slow, dark night in early to mid December.


Harvey
sighed. Even though he was supposed to be enthusiastic about the approaching
holidays, this season it just wasn’t clicking for some reason.


In
reality it was just another dreary day before Christmas.


 


REMEMBER ME?


Adele
Wilson took one more look at her emails before leaving the office. It was six
p.m., a slow Thursday night, and outside it was already dark. Being the 21st
of December, it was the shortest day of the year, and the level of darkness
outside showed it.


She
glanced out the back window of one of the offices, its occupant having already
left for the day. She could barely see the harbor from the second floor vista
-- only the lights on the tops of the distant port cranes were visible. It
looked like it was pouring rain outside.


She
turned and went back to her own desk, a nice, darkly finished one with a large
new computer, printer, and office phone nearby. At the moment, she was the only
person in the office. All the accountants who she worked for had gone home --
it being a Thursday night, and a weekend so close to the holidays.


Being
an office manager at a large accounting firm in Pioneer Square, Adele was
responsible for contacts with numerous businesses in the area -- there were
several CPA’s who held adjoining offices, and Adele was the office manager for
all of them. There were two female accountants, and several men. The women were
her age, and both of them were married, as Adele was. Sometimes they all went
out for drinks after work, but it had been rare over the past two years.


With
the office empty, Adele turned up the FM radio that sat next to her desk. The
intercom began to resound with Christmas music. The blonde immediately turned
the channel to an Adult Contemporary station that played little of it.


Adele
looked over the emails. Nothing glaring. She noted the time and then checked
the internet for her social media notifications. A girlfriend from college was
having a baby. Another girlfriend from college was getting married just before
Christmas -- the wedding being somewhere in Hawaii.


It
was then that she noticed the private message on her social media page -- the
little red dot flashing at the top of the screen. Curious, she clicked on the
icon.


It
was a PM from someone whose name she -- at first -- wasn’t acquainted with, the
name being a couple initials, with a nickname attached.


She
glanced at the message:


Hey!


Is
this the Adele who used to have the last name McConnway?


Remember
me? We dated back at Reagan High.


I
was doing a Christmas search for friends from high school and just happened to
find your social media.


I
still remember when we were dating. It was the best time of my life.


If
I don’t hear back from you, I hope you have a Merry Christmas.


Derrick.


Instantly,
as soon as she saw the name on the signature line, a shock went through Adele’s
system.


Derrick!
Derrick Dixon -- he was her first boyfriend, her first real love. The man who
not only stole her heart, but took her virginity. It was when they were both
seniors at Reagan High, and Derrick was the captain of the softball team.


How
all the other girls were jealous of her! After all, Derrick was not only the
most popular guy on campus, he was sooooo hot.


And
was he endowed downstairs! At first, Adele wasn’t sure she could take it, but when
she did, that endowment downstairs sent her to the moon and back!


Derrick!
Derrick Dixon! Adele’s mind raced.


He
looked for me?


Suddenly,
she was transported back a decade or more -- to the year 2001.


She
and Derrick were both in their last year at Reagan High, a new high school out
in the Seattle exurbs where they both lived. For at least three years previous,
Adele had tried to gain Derrick’s attention, but he was popular and knew how to
work the women. He had a string of girlfriends, from stoner chicks who put out
for anything and anybody, to the cheerleaders who were all swooning over him.


As
for Adele? Most of the guys who tried to ask her out were the geeks, the
losers, the loners, the creeps. She knew that she could do better than that --
after all, she was a svelte blonde with a good booty and decent chest, and she
knew she had value, both as a woman, and sexually. She was going to wait until
the right man appeared before she gave herself to anyone.


The
last quarter of Spring 2001, the year she and Derrick both were 18, and the
year that both would graduate, the two finally had a class together. Geometry.
Derrick’s seat was next to Adele’s. They hit it off.


For
the next three months, they were inseparable. She went to every one of his
softball games. They went to movies. They went to a couple concerts, as they
both were into the nu-metal and rap-rock which was popular at the time.


Adele
up to this point had never had full sex with a man. After all, she had been
raised in a conservative family, and she wanted her first sex to be special,
with a special man.


Derrick
kept pushing her, but being the suave player he was, he knew that if he wanted
to nail a hot-bodied, conservative blonde like Adele, he needed to know when to
push, and when to let it go.


One
night after a movie the two were in Derrick’s car. They had been making out in
the mall parking lot, and Adele’s sexual juices were turned up way past eleven,
as Derrick was an experienced kisser.


“Hey,”
he said. “Want to come over to my place for a while? The folks are on vacation
down at Cannon Beach in Oregon. We would have the house to ourselves. We could
watch a video… Or…”


“Sure!”
blurted out Adele, before even thinking.


Derrick’s
face lit up. Adele smiled, her heart pacing, her body a-flutter.


Before
the night was over, she had been fucked twice, and each time Derrick nailed
her, she had experienced a powerful orgasm.


The
next few weeks were a blur. Sex, sex, and more sex.


Then
Derrick gave her the news. The bad news.


“I’m
going to head off to college, you know,” he said nonchalantly. “California.”


Adele’s
heart stopped. She hadn’t thought of him going off to college anywhere. In
fact, he hadn’t talked much about his plans after high school. She knew he was
going to go to college, but had thought it would be somewhere in the state.


“California?”
she said, the strain in her voice probably audible.


“Yeah.
I tried for UCLA, USC, or even UC Santa Barbara, but was only able to get on at
a small college in the L.A. basin. Close enough, I guess. My grades, you know.
I can play football well, but the grades. Fuck. Well -- at least I’ll be in college,
dude, and in fucking Southern Cal!” His eyes lit up. “Isn’t that cool?
Fuckin’ A! I’ll be able to try surfing! Just like the singer
in Pearl Jam! He surfed when he lived in San Diego, you know.”


Adele
forced a happy smile. “Yeah. I know.” She swallowed. “That it so cool, Derrick.
I’m glad for you.”


“Hey,”
said Derrick, sensing her disappointment. “We still have email. You can send me
nudes.”


“Sure!”
said Adele.


Within
two weeks she never saw him again.


She
emailed him, but he never returned one. She never sent him nudes. She wasn’t
about to, if he wouldn’t email her back.


She
realised then and there that she was just a notch on his cock. She had been
played. Derrick Dixon, the big man on campus, the man of her dreams, had moved
on -- obviously boinking half the girls at whatever small college in suburban
L.A. he was attending. The thought of it, of course, pierced her heart. 


But
in time, all thoughts of Derrick Dixon were completely forgotten. Adele
attended college in Eastern Washington, studied a lot, partied a lot, and
fucked a lot. And by the time she had met Harvey at a pub in West Seattle on a
Fall evening, she had been with 32 men, many of them one night stands from
evenings pub-crawling with the girls at the various bars downtown and in the
vast cultural wasteland that constitutes the southern suburbs.


At
first, Harvey didn’t seem to be all that promising. A fairly quiet guy, he got
up the nerve to approach her -- that was a plus. And he seemed genuine, unlike
most of the men Adele found herself attracted to. By the time she had met
Harvey, she had just turned 27 and it seemed time for a change.


All
these confusing thoughts now came crashing back as she looked over the
mysterious PM from Derrick. Over and over she read the words.


He
looked me up, thought Adele to herself. He searched for me. I wonder how
he looks? Is he fit and athletic as he was 17 years ago? Is he fat now, like a
lot of guys get when they get settled in life? Is he still good in bed?


Nervously,
she placed her fingers on the keyboard and typed.


Hi.
What a surprise! I wondered what happened to you.


Yes,
this is me. I am married now, so I have a new last name.


Sometimes
I remember what we did back at Reagan High.


I
missed the ten year reunion. That was another world, you know?


Great
hearing back from you. Thanks for finding me.


Her
fingers were almost shaking when she hit the ‘send’ button.


Instantly,
a friend request appeared.


Without
hesitation, Adele confirmed the request.


Now
they were ‘friends’ again.


The
computer dinged. A PM. From Derrick.


Wow,
so cool to hear back from you. You still in Seattle?


Adele
nervously typed the keys.


Yes,
I work in Pioneer Square. I live in the South End. How about you?


Within
seconds, a PM response appeared.


Wow!
I work near the Pioneer Square area, too! Just north of the stadiums. I manage
a small company that machines all sorts of parts.


Would
love to have coffee with you sometime. How about tomorrow night after work?
After all, it’s Friday.


Without
even thinking, Adele typed a ‘yes’.


It
was set. The next evening, at 6:30, she would meet an ex at a local
coffeehouse. Then the thought struck her: what about my husband?


I’ll
just tell him I’m having a night out with the girls. Office party. After all – everybody
has office parties the week before Christmas, don’t they? No point in trying to
explain any of this. Besides, I’ll be home before long. I’m sure Derrick is
nothing like the dashing guy he was 17 years ago. Time changes people.


Adele
locked the office, and made her way down the ancient stairs that led to the
first floor, and ultimately, the street. As she walked down the stairwell she
couldn’t help but wonder how many people had used those stairs over the long
history of the 120 year old building. The stairs, surrounded by intricate
woodwork, had the scent of something ancient, something well-used – a
combination of one hundred years of aging wood and salt air. Stepping inside
the building when coming to work always felt like stepping inside a time warp.


Adele
zipped up her jacket, and sauntered out onto the street, and into the
unseasonably warm, night air. A Pineapple Express had recently blown through --
the remnants of a tropical cyclone that carried warm air from Hawaii into the
Northwest U.S., making the weather warmer than normal, the temperature was a
moderate 55 degrees F.


As
Adele made her way down the sidewalk, over the blue glass skylights that were
embedded here and there in the pavement -- left over from a re-leveling of the
city’s streets in the early 1900’s -- her mind was deep in thought.


Pioneer
Square was quiet for a late weeknight, and the rain had just stopped. The bars
and nightclubs in the area, the places that spawned Grunge -- the music from
them usually buzzing and rumbling through open doors alongside the walkways --
were unusually sedate.


Adele
crossed the street and went into the parking garage where her Toyota was waiting.
As she drove home down the interstate, towards the southern suburbs where she
lived, Adele kept thinking about Derrick, and trying to figure out why he
contacted her. Sure, they had dated for maybe three and a half months. Sure,
they had sex maybe 20 or 30 times. But why would he get ahold of her 17 years
later?


Ten
miles down the freeway it started to rain again. Adele switched on the
windshield wipers, and slowed down, as there was standing water on the roadway
in places. She switched on the FM radio. Christmas music. She switched it off.
Yes, the holiday was coming. Yes, she was happily married -- at least in
theory. But where were they going? She and Harvey sometimes didn’t seem to be
on the same page. After being married for over just over eight years, the
excitement of being married had long dissipated.


She
wanted kids, even though she wasn’t sure what it would do to her slim, sexy
body. Harvey wasn’t so sure about the cost of them. Without kids, or a common
purpose, or a common hobby or interest, they had seemingly ended up in a rut --
a routine. Something that never changed. Even the odd holiday to the ocean, or
their one trip to Las Vegas, never changed the fact that they were still an
item, but mentally and emotionally drifting apart.


Harvey
was O.K. in the bedroom, but not a stud by any stretch. He was too nice most of
the time. He never grabbed her and simply took her. The verve got up and went
almost before a year had passed in their marriage. As for his equipment, it
wasn’t huge, but adequate. The problem was that he didn’t act like he was
really trying to use it to take her places with it.


She
pondered whether that was why Derrick’s PM struck her the way it did. Derrick
was dashing. Derrick was hung. Derrick always had a sexual energy about him
that no woman could deny existed. He didn’t have to switch it on and off -- it
was always present, always turned up to eleven. He had a charisma, a magnetic
energy that some men are born with, and others have to work to acquire.


I’ll
have coffee with the man, Adele told herself. Coffee can’t hurt. I need change,
and coffee with an old flame might be just enough to bring me out of the dumps.


Fifteen
minutes later she was pulling in front of the couple’s modest, but nice, split
level, cream colored, two storey home in the southeast suburbs. The rain let up
a bit, turning to a light, cool drizzle, with the wind blowing the tops of the
nearby fir trees. Adele got out of her Toyota, the warmer than usual wind
feeling refreshing for December. She glanced up towards the large picture
window that looked out from the living room. The blinds were open. She could
see the blue glare of the couple’s large, flatscreen TV.


Of
course, there was no Christmas tree in the window, as there were in most of the
neighboring houses, it being several days before Christmas. Neither Adele nor
her husband Harvey had gotten up the gumption to put it up yet. No lights
adorned the yard outside. It was as if Christmas did not exist at the Wilson
home.


Adele
opened the door to the house and walked up the stairs after hanging her coat on
the rack that stood in the entryway.


“Hi
honey,” said Harvey, nursing a cup of tea. “How was your day?”


“It
was slow,” said Adele, slipping off her high heels. She went into the kitchen
and grabbed a cup of coffee, and came back out into the living room. “It’s
pretty warm out, isn’t it.”


“Pineapple
Express,” said Harvey. “I sold two easy chairs and a lamp today.”


“That’s
good,” said his wife, glancing towards the TV set. The news was still on.


“I
think I’ll put up our tree tomorrow night when I get home from work,” said
Harvey. “It’s going to be Christmas in just a few days. It’s time, don’t ya
think?”


“That
sounds nice, honey,” said Adele.


“You’re
not really into Christmas this year,” said Harvey. “Something wrong?”


“No,”
said the wife. “Just not into the spirit of it this year for some reason.” She
looked around -- the living room was completely devoid of any holiday
decorations. Usually Adele was nuts about Christmas. Harvey usually let her do
most of the decorating, because she loved to do it, and also because any time
he put up something she always wanted it moved to another part of the room, or
put up differently.


Yet,
here it was, with Christmas just a short weekend away -- and nothing was up.


“Are
you fighting a depression or something?” said Harvey.


“No,”
said Adele. “At least I don’t think I am. Just tired of the holidays. So much
to do, and then poof! It’s over. What’s the point?”


“I
see what you’re saying. But this isn’t like you.”


“Maybe
it’s just a phase, I’ll get over it.”


“Well,
we need to have some sort of decorations up, I think,” said Harvey


“Go
ahead,” said Adele. “Maybe I’ll put up the Nativity Scene. I’ll have to dig
through the boxes to get to it, though. I forget which box I put it in last
year.”


“O.K.,”
said Harvey. “Sounds like a plan.” He turned his attention back to the news. He
didn’t like it when his wife was in a negative state of mind, and after eight
years of marriage he knew when she was feeling that way -- and this was one of
those times. Her non-committal attitude towards decorating was telling.


Later
that night as he tried to fall asleep, Harvey felt himself getting a hard on
from lying next to his wife’s curvy body and plump ass. But she had already
fallen asleep. It was then that he remembered the website -- the link that Gina
Swanson had given him. Gina, the stately blonde who told him that she and her
husband were into wifesharing.


I’ll
have to check out that website, Harvey thought to himself. That couple has been
married eight years, and they seemed real happy. Look at me -- my wife and I
are on separate pages anymore.


 


FROM ALL ANGLES


The
next morning, Friday the 22nd, Adele put on a low cut, white blouse
and a tight, form-fitting black skirt that stopped just above mid-thigh. Harvey
walked back from the kitchen with a mug of creamed coffee in hand, and glanced
into the bathroom where his wife was applying her makeup.


Adele,
who was normally very attractive -- with her blonde hair, pleasant, hourglass
body, muscular legs and prominent C-plus sized chest -- looked smashing. Her
eyes, normally a medium shade of blue, were outlined in dark eyeliner, bringing
out their liveliness and beauty. She had on a lustier shade of lip gloss, and
her hair was styled in long, wavy curls, emphasizing the silkiness of her
tresses.


Normally
wearing a sweater and jeans to work, her super tight, black skirt gripped her
plump ass marvelously. The hem of the skirt ended just above thigh level -- a
little risque for normal work-wear, but acceptable for a night out on the town.


Applying
the finishing touches to her mascara, Adele glanced over at her husband, her
light sprinkling of freckles adding to her almost girlish beauty. It was then
that Harvey noticed the cleavage -- his wife’s deep, fleshy valley looking
tempting, as if begging for a cock to press inside it. It was
erection-inducing.


“Wow,”
said Harvey, stunned. “You look awesome dressed like that. What’s the occasion?
Office party tonight or something?”


“Yeah,
we’re having a small one, and a couple of the girls from the other offices in
the building and I were thinking about going out for coffee or a drink or two
this evening after work.”


“So
you’re going to celebrate Christmas in some way after all.”


Adele
looked at her husband and forced a grin. “Yeah,” she said. “I guess I am.”


Harvey
looked over his wife as she finished applying the little ‘wings’ to her
eyeliner, making her eyes draw attention, the eyeliner giving them an almost
exotic look. It was the same way that Gina, the shared wife, had applied hers.
The combination of the tight, low cut blouse, the short, tight skirt, the
cleavage and the exquisite makeup seemed to transform Adele from housewife and
office manager into a sexpot.


Down
below, her legs were bare, her feet wrapped in black strap heels.


Harvey
let out a low whistle. “If there are any men at that party, they’ll be erect in
no time,” he said, grinning.


His
wife looked at him with a sidelong glance. She smiled. “I suppose. Their loss,
your gain, right?”


“I
hope so,” said Harvey. He leaned over and kissed her on the cheek, not wanting
to mess up her fresh lip gloss. “I’m glad I married you, honey,”


“I
love you too,” said Adele, returning to her eyeliner application.


“I’m
going to put up our tree tonight,” said Harvey. “Maybe we both can decorate the
house then.” 


“That
would be nice,” said Adele, almost brushing it off.


“You
could help me put on the ornaments,” offered the husband. “You’ve got that box
of special ones from your family heirlooms, you know.”


“When
I get home I’ll dig them out of the boxes,” said Adele.


“O.K.,”
said Harvey, noticing his wife’s lack of enthusiasm.


He
went off into the bedroom to change into his work clothes, and left his wife to
herself.


I
wonder what the deal is, he thought to himself as he pulled on his boxers and
his slacks. Not only does she seem to not give a shit about our Christmas tree,
Adele hardly ever dresses in her short skirt for work. And her blouse is
so low cut, with the top button unbuttoned -- that I can see at least half of
her tits.


I
love seeing her tits like that, but isn’t that a little forward for her work?


He
pulled on his T-shirt, and then his sleeved, button-up shirt. By the time he
had his necktie on, he shrugged it all off to her needing to feel special for
the holiday.


For
the rest of the day he gave it little thought.


Friday
was a busier day at work. Harvey managed to sell eight expensive, electrically
operated easy-chairs, a dinette set, and two couches. During his lunch break he
went into the back office and shut the door, wanting to eat in seclusion. He
pulled out his phone, and -- pulling out the bit of paper that Gina had
scrawled upon -- he typed in the link to the website that Gina and Jeff told
him about.


Instantly,
he was greeted with an 18-and-over disclaimer. He clicked the verification, and
then was presented with a forum that seemed to be dedicated to couples who
liked to share wives.


He
took a sip from his coffee and a bite from his burger, and perused the site.
Within two or three minutes he found the Swansons’ profile. At the top was some
info about the couple:


We’re
a professional married couple in the PNW. We love to meet people, and Gina
loves to fuck. If you are interested in swapping, PM us.


 Underneath
the description were ten to twenty pictures of Gina in various stages of
undress. There appeared to be more pages of photos than the first one --
hinting that there could be a couple hundred pics of Gina Swanson, naked.


Seeing
her fine, sexy body unclothed caused Harvey’s cock to harden. The woman was a
total knockout -- perfect, if there ever was such a thing. Her tits were full,
and tipped by large, pale areolas, the nipples sticking out -- begging for
attention. Her ass was pleasingly wide and rounded -- in one of the pictures it
had a spank mark on it. 


She
smiled for the camera, jutting her tits together with her fine, feminine hands.
In another pic she was on her hands and knees, her back an awesome curve, her
ass plump and round, sticking up as if begging to be nailed, hard.


In
another pic she lay back on a large bed, her muscular legs spread, her toes
pointed and aimed towards the opposite walls of the room. Harvey couldn’t
believe his eyes. Gina Swanson had a mouthwatering pussy -- the lips were a
bright pink, forming a slightly winged, straight slit. She had real blonde
hair, as her modest muff revealed. She trimmed her bush into a small triangle,
her vulva and perineum all clear of any hair.


By
the time Harvey advanced to the next page of photos his cock was rock hard.


It
was then that he saw Gina being fucked. The man fucking her was not her
husband. The man had his hands on her ass, gripping it like a madman, his
massive cock plunging into the cleft between the wife’s plush, freckled ass
cheeks.


There
followed a series of pics of Gina being serviced by her husband and another
man. In the first pics in the series, Harvey saw Gina holding onto two separate
cocks, with her going from one to the other, blowing each cock exuberantly.
Then followed a series where Gina was being fucked by two men, in turn, on a
fancy bed. Jeff, who was more modestly hung, had his cock in his wife’s mouth
while another man plunged his equally modest cock into her pussy.


The
rest of the pictures were even more sordid.


Jeff
and varying numbers of friends were fucking the wife from all angles: doggy style,
missionary; they had her spitroasted; they even worked their cocks in both
holes at the same time. Harvey’s cock raged in his pants seeing the blonde’s
two holes stretched to the breaking point while being worked fervently as she
gasped in pleasure. In fact, in every picture Gina looked as if she was in a
constant state of orgasm. 


Jeff
didn’t apparently have any qualms whatsoever about sharing his wife’s pussy,
mouth, ass and body with other men. He had a smile on his face in many pictures
-- in others he was giving the camera a thumbs-up, or high-fiving the other man
who was drilling his wife to another orgasm.


Fuck,
thought Harvey to himself. Look at this: they are having fun, having
what looks like the time of their lives. And then look at me: my wife and I
never have fun even remotely approaching something like this. I can’t even take
pics of her without her complaining, or wanting to throw on her clothes, or
shield her face.


It
was like night and day.


It
was a glimpse into a world where people live life to the maximum.


Harvey
looked over more photos of Gina getting fucked in both holes by more than one
strange man, and then he switched off the browser on his smartphone.


The
rest of the day he had trouble keeping those photos out of his mind. He had
seen porn before, yes. But he had never met a woman in person who he had later
seen naked on-screen.


As
he drove home from the large strip mall and business complex where he worked to
his modest split-level on the hill, Harvey wondered about the pics he saw -- of
the woman he had met the day before. For a moment, he felt a little guilty --
being a married man and looking at another man’s wife being taken so sordidly.
But then the pangs of guilt faded, as he realised that Gina and Jeff seemed to
be more happily married than he was with Adele. The differences in attitude
were glaring.


The
photos weren’t just an exercise in viewing amateur porn -- they were also a
lesson of sorts.


Perhaps
something needed to change.


We
need to spice up our marriage somehow, he thought to himself. I don’t know if
this wifesharing thing would fly. I don’t even know if it’s what I want. But
look at the fun they have, versus how dreary Adele and I seem to be feeling
this holiday season.


 


JUST INNOCENT COFFEE


Before
leaving her house for work Adele pulled out her smartphone, and the first thing
she did was check her social media notifications. There was a red dot at the
top of the screen. It was a PM from Derrick.


Hey! said the message.
Are we still up for coffee after work this evening? If so, where do you want
to meet?


Adele’s
fingers were almost jittery as she attempted to send him a PM back, using the
tiny virtual keyboard on the smartphone’s screen.


Yes!
I really am looking forward to seeing you again over coffee. How about the
latte cafe on Fourth Avenue South?


OK,
said
Derrick. Seeya there between 6:30 and 7.


As
she drove the rainy 20 or so miles to Pioneer Square, she put the FM on the pop
music station, smiling as she paced herself with the heavy traffic.


The
entire morning and afternoon at work Adele had the butterflies in her stomach
from excitement. For some reason the idea of meeting the first real love of her
life was the one thing that might make this particular Christmas season special.


As
the day began to draw to a close, she had some time to check her social media.
There was yet another red dot waiting for her at the top of the screen. Derrick
had PMed her a couple of pictures! She opened the PM, to see a rugged looking
man in the first pic -- a man who was dressed in a stylish, blue plaid shirt
and jeans. He looked like he was on a hike somewhere -- maybe in the Cascade
Foothills.


He
looked smashing -- he still had all of his hair, and he looked like he still
lifted weights. In the second pic he was in a T-shirt, his muscles and tribal
tattoos on show. It looked like he was in a bar or pub somewhere, glass mug of
beer in front of him.


Suddenly,
some of the old feelings came rushing back.


There
was a text beneath the second pic.


Me
practicing my drinking skills, 2015! he wrote.


Still
handsome, I see,
wrote Adele.


Instantly,
she got a reply.


Thanks, sent Derrick.
So -- how about a pic of you?


Adele
suddenly felt vulnerable about it. A minute went by, as she fretted over
whether to send Derrick a picture or not. Finally, she decided to pull one up
from her phone’s gallery. The first one that came up that stuck out was the pic
Harvey had taken of her in a bikini down at the ocean two years previous.


The
bikini, although not too skimpy, was revealing -- showing off her large C’s,
and the hot curves of her ass, along with her long, luscious legs.


Here
‘tis,
she wrote. Down at the ocean, two years ago. Then she sent a copy of the
bikini pic to her ex.


Instantly,
Derrick PMed her back.


WOW.
Don’t you look awesome. What a hot body. The years have been very kind to you.
Sexxxxxxxy.


Thank
you,
wrote Adele. She paused. I’d love to chat further but I have some work to
finish up. Will PM you when I’m out the door.


OK, wrote Derrick. See
you later, ya hottie.


The
sexually charged responses from Derrick concerning her bikini pic really made
Adele’s heart flutter.


He
still thinks I’m hot, she thought to herself. He still finds me sexually
attractive! And look at how built he his! He works out, obviously. And I know
he is still just as hung, as well.


She
tried to force the sexual thoughts out of her mind, but couldn’t.


She
got up and went to the bathroom, a fairly small affair for a combined office
with four separate accountants. Looking in the mirror, she touched up her
makeup, accenting her eyes. Her long blonde hair looked lustrous from the
special conditioner she used in the morning to make it shine. Her freckles were
faded slightly from the Winter, but still added a cuteness to her otherwise
almost girlish visage.


She
straightened her blouse, ensuring that her cleavage showed well. She turned,
and checked out how her tight, black skirt gripped her ass. It looked stunning.


“Well,
girl,” Adele said to herself, looking straight into the mirror. “I guess within
the hour you’re going to find out if you still have what it takes to get a
man’s attention.”


She
bit her lip, realising that she was still a married woman. She looked down at
her ring finger on her left hand, which donned a large gold ring with a fairly
large, glittery rock that cost her husband well over six thousand dollars.
Instantly, she felt guilty of some wrong, even though she had done nothing but
dress up for a cup of coffee with someone.


Just
innocent coffee. After all, coffee is innocent, isn’t it?


She
let out a breath.


There’s
nothing wrong with flirting with an old flame, she reasoned. It doesn’t mean I
have to go there. But if it helps me feel better about myself, perhaps I
shall be able to enjoy this Christmas season better. Because right now, I don’t
feel all that much like celebrating anything.


She
went back to her desk and did some last minute scheduling on the computer’s
office calendar and then put her smart phone in her purse, pulled on her coat,
and headed out the door, locking it.


By
the time she stepped out into the wet breeze, her heart was a-flutter.


She
got into her car in the parking garage nearby, and pulled up the social media
site on the phone, and she PMed Derrick.


I’m
ready to head out of the garage. See you within half an hour.


I’m
already there,
Derrick PMed back.


Adele
drove down Fourth Avenue South, the main thoroughfare that goes from downtown
to the industrial region that borders the Duwamish River and the King County
Airport. Mile after mile of warehouses, sprinkled with a few old ramshackle
industrial buildings that looked like they were erected in 1910, along with
modern gas stations, deli restaurants, businesses of every stripe that catered
to industry -- all passed the windows of Adele’s Toyota as she made her way to
the large latte cafe where Derrick was waiting.


Seeing
the bright sign of the place, Adele pulled into the side parking lot.


Her
hands shook as she pulled the key from the ignition, and then got out of her
car. Slowly she walked towards the entrance, the click-clack of her strap heels
resounding off the wet pavement of the sidewalk leading to the door -- the wet
breeze jostling her hair, and the slight wind wetting the surface of her bare
legs.


As
soon as she went through the door the cool, wet breeze turned to a toasty warm
environment, as the cafe had a large stone fireplace that used natural gas and
fake, metallic “logs” to imitate a friendly fire. There were maybe 15 or 16
people inside the cafe, some reading newspapers, several looking at whatever on
their laptop computers.


Adele
stopped about ten feet from the front doorway. She looked around, so nervous
her heart was pounding wildly. Then, instantly, eyes met eyes. 


She
already knew it was him. There was no doubt about that. He was wearing the same
blue, plaid shirt he wore in the first pic he had PMed her. The build was the
same as when they dated 17 years previous, except he was more broad shouldered,
still looking like the football player he was in high school.


Derrick
stood, his angular form impressive -- he had nary a trace of paunch on him.
Instantly, he took in the sight of the blonde wife -- his eyes going from her
hair, to her eyes, and down her body to her legs and strap heels.


He
walked towards the blonde, her lip almost quivering from anxiety.


“Well,
well, well! Look at the hottie!” he said warmly, letting out a low whistle. He
extended his hand. “Still a sexy babe!”


Adele
took Derrick’s hand to shake it, and as soon as their fingers and palms touched
a fire of emotion went throughout her.


“Ah…
Hi, Derrick!” she said. “You look great!”


Derrick
smiled. “You look terrific! You haven’t aged a day since 2001!” He put a hand
on the back of her shoulder lightly and guided her towards a long, wooden table
near the “fire”. The table looked like a relic from a ski lodge, except it was
brand new. There was a newspaper and coat lying near the spot that Derrick apparently
had been sitting at while waiting.


Derrick
gave Adele a light, playful smack on the ass and patted her shoulder. He pulled
out a section of bench for her to sit on.


“Why
don’t you sit here? I’ll go get us our coffees,” he said.


“You
been here waiting long?” said Adele.


“Only
about five minutes.”


“That’s
good.”


“I’d
wait longer than that, woman. You should know that.” Derrick smiled. “After
all, I looked you up. I hunted you down.”


Adele
grinned, and sat down in a wooden, polished oaken chair. “I guess you did.”


“So,
what kind of coffee you want?”


“A
twenty ounce Americano.”


“Done.”
Derrick looked over the wife, his eyes surveying her hair, her face and eyes,
and then drifting down towards her cleavage, her large C’s jutting proudly
behind the confines of the tight white blouse. His eyes glanced further down
towards her legs and strap heels. 


He
gave the blonde a quick smile and turned. “I’ll be right back, don’t go
anywhere!” he said.


“Don’t
worry,” said Adele. “I won’t.” She watched as her old flame walked towards the
main counter where the coffees were purchased and served. As Derrick strode,
Adele noticed his jeans fit wonderfully, his buttocks small and tight. A shiver
of excitement went through her system. She glanced at her cell phone. It was
now 6:40 p.m. 


She
knew by now that her husband was at home. Probably he was pulling the tree out
of the box, where he kept it in the garage. She sent Harvey a quick text,
reminding him that she might be home late, as she didn’t want to text him while
talking with Derrick. It just would seem out of place.


She
pictured her husband setting up the tree, and putting on the lights.


Ugh.
Christmas. What is the point of Christmas when the get up and go in life got up
and went? She glanced over at Derrick, who was standing by the corner of the
counter, waiting for the coffees to be brewed. His jeans still hung perfectly,
almost as if he were a magazine model for men’s clothing. The man looked so
dashing. He had obviously made sure he took care of his body -- working out,
staying active.


She
smiled. 


This
is just what I needed this year. This is what I needed to brighten my Christmas.
Just a little innocent flirting, just a little reconnection with friends from
my past. Something to pep up the holiday, to return the magic. There is nothing
like the spark of a reignited connection to make things bright.


She
glanced out the window. Inside it was toasty warm, the heat from the
artificial, natural gas flames warming the bones. Outside it was dreary -- the
rain had picked up, the sky already dark, with drops of water being blown over
the windows.


Adele
sighed. This weather. How can one feel the spirit of the season when it’s
always so dull and rainy out? Movement drew her attention away from the mist
soaked traffic out on Fourth Avenue outside. That movement set two cups on the
table, and instantly Adele smelled the pleasant aroma of rich, hot coffee. Then
she felt two strong hands knead her shoulders.


She
looked up, and what she saw first was his eyes. Those eyes. They always had a
way of melting her heart.


“I
got a regular latte for myself,” said Derrick, looking down and grinning. “And
an Americano for you, as you ordered.” He paused, working his thumbs gently
into her shoulders, as he had done several times when they dated in 2001. “I
had the barista put a little Christmas peppermint flavor in both of them. After
all, Christmas is only about three weeks away. I hope you don’t mind.”


“Wow!”
said the blonde. “That sounds awesome.”


“Hey,”
said Derrick. “It’s the holidays!” He went to his seat, and sat down,
his back to the fireplace. “Even though I’m not nuts about them, I think it’s a
bright time of the year. How about you? You celebrate them much?”


“Well,”
said Adele. “I usually do.”


“Bad
year this year?”


“No,
not really.” She took a sip from her Americano. The nutty taste of the coffee
warmed her insides, and the peppermint reminded her of candy canes and
Christmases past. “It’s just that I’m not enthused about it this year.”


“I’m
always enthused,” said Derrick. “Christmas is a great time to party!”


He
smiled, and sipped from his latte after removing the plastic cover from the
cup. “So,” he said, noticing the massive, glittering rock atop the gold ring on
Adele’s ring finger. “You’re married! Who’s the lucky guy?”


“My
husband is a man named Harvey. I met him at a pub the same year I got my job.
We met at one of the pubs in West Seattle, of all places. Down by the Junction.
At the time I was living in Burien with a girlfriend.”


“Always
South End girl,” said Derrick, chuckling. “Did you go end up going to college?
I remember you weren’t sure at the time.”


“Yeah.
I went to Eastern.” Adele took a sip from her coffee. “I majored in business
administration. Then I got on where I work now.”


“Oh,
EWU. Small college,” said Derrick, almost dismissive in tone. “Nice place,
though. I’ve driven past it on the way to Montana.” He glanced out the window,
his limpid blue eyes seeming to take in everything at once, as if he never lost
the sense of wanting to know everything that was going on around him -- a trait
that is always important on the football field.


“How
about you?” said Adele. “How was college? You went to some college near Los
Angeles, I think.”


“Yeah.
I spent a year at some podunk community college before I finally got in at UC
Santa Barbara. Man! The women! I’m fortunate I got any studying done.” His
already gripping, azure irises brightened. “Santa Barbara has a section in it
that is like ten or twenty square blocks of non-stop party, right next to the
college campus.” 


He
smiled a big smile, and took a sip from his coffee, wiping some stray foam from
his lip. “I had the time of my life down there. But I did get my degree,
in business.”


“You
said you work not too far from here.”


“Yep.
I got a job at some plant that machines all sorts of parts. I met a guy who
knows the owners, he was a buddy from football days. The company also runs a
couple other small plants in the area that do the same thing. I’m the manager
there. My dad was a machinist, and I’ve been around machines my whole life, so
that came in handy. They pay me well.”


“That’s
good,” said Adele. “I do O.K. My husband and I have a house out in the
suburbs.”


“How
long you been married?”


“About
eight years.”


“Ooooh.
Seven year itch, and then some!”


Adele
laughed. “Very funny!”


“So
you got any kids?” said Derrick.


“No.”


“Why
not? You said you’ve got a house. And you’ve been together long enough.”


“The
kids just haven’t happened.”


Derrick
chuckled. “Kids don’t just happen. They’re made.”


Adele
laughed. “That’s true.” She took a sip of her drink. “You aren’t married, I
take it.”


“Nope.”


“Why
not?” said Adele.


“Never
found the right girl, I guess. Besides, I like being single. I like having my
freedom, and I like some variety in partners. I like my FWB’s. It gets the job
done for now.”


“FWB’s?”


“Friends
With Benefits,” said Derrick. “You know, people you have sex with, but that’s
as far as the relationship goes. Some are married and do it -- they have a
lover on the side. Others just want the benefit of the physical without all the
emotional claptrap that goes with it. I meet them through the common hook-up
apps.” He pulled out his phone and waved it, grinning, before shoving it back
in his pocket.


“Oh.”
Adele paused. “So you have FWB’s that are married?”


“I’ve
had them from time to time. Super hot in bed.” He paused, his eyes twinkling.
“They’ll rip you apart, in fact.”


“Wow.”


“You
said that as if that is a bad thing.”


“No
-- it’s just that I can’t imagine a married woman cheating. Not like that anyway.”


“In
what way can you imagine one cheating?”


“Well,
if she’s caught during a low time or weak spot in her life. But continuously,
like in a sort of sex-only relationship? I don’t get that. I mean, if you’re
going to do that, why be married?”


“Because
the husband is rich, and maybe has a small dick. Maybe he isn’t tiny but
still never makes her orgasm. Maybe he’s a selfish prick, and she wants a
better lover in her life. Maybe she just wants the excitement of a new partner
for a while. I don’t know. They all have their reasons, and who knows if you
can truly believe all of them. It’s really not my business. It’s theirs. I just
make sure they have fun.”


“Wow,”
said Adele.


“You
don’t approve of a single man having sex with a married woman?”


“No,
it’s not that… it’s just… I never really heard about that before. Not like that.”


“A
lot more people are into things like that than you’d think,” said Derrick, with
a wink. He held up his phone again. “Hook-up apps. They’re popular for a
reason.”


“I’ve
never used one,” said Adele.


She
grinned and sipped her coffee. She glanced out the window. Still dark, still
rainy, still windy, still cold and dreary outside. But on the inside she was
excited to be with Derrick, even if it was just over coffee. He was still the
sharp minded, hunky and sexual being that she remembered him being when they
dated in high school.


“So,
where do you live?” she said, breaking a short silence.


“I
have a condo not too far from Alki,” said Derrick.


“Alki!
That’s expensive!”


“Well,
it’s not on Alki itself. It’s a bit south of it, and up the hill a bit.”


“Still,”
said Adele. “That’s wealthy territory.”


“Nah,”
said Derrick, taking a sip from his latte and giving a sly smile. “I bought
right after the crash. That -- and the previous owners were a couple that
split. They needed the cash. That gave me a price break.”


“Does
your condo have a view?”


“Sure
does. Of the Sound, a lot of Kitsap, Blake Island, the north tip of Vashon
Island, a lot of Bainbridge, and at night you see the towers across the water.
On clear days, of course, I can see the Olympics. It’s pretty cool.”


“Wow!”
said Adele. “Lucky man!”


“No
luck at all, really -- just hard work,” said Derrick. “I mean, if you want
anything in life, you just work hard, that’s all.” He took a sip from his
cardboard cup and turned it in his fingers as he talked. “I think that if
someone is poor or doesn’t have what they want in this life, it’s their fault.
I never knew a guy who was poor who wasn’t lazy, or didn’t deserve being poor
somehow.”


Adele
put her hand to her mouth, in surprise.


Noticing
her reaction, Derrick grimaced. “I know it sounds cruel, Adele, but it’s fact.”
He toyed with the plastic cap to his cup, which had been lying flat on the
table. “I once heard a parable, you know, and it really is true. You want to
hear it?”


“Sure,”
said Adele.


“Well,
it goes like this: Say you’ve got this millionaire, and then you’ve got this
homeless guy. You take the million dollars from the millionaire, and give it to
the homeless guy.” Derrick paused, for effect. “Within a couple years, the
millionaire will have his million back, and the homeless guy will be dead broke
again. You know why?”


“No,”
said Adele.


“That’s
the problem -- they don’t teach self-sufficiency and common sense in the
schools anymore. Well, here’s why the millionaire gets his million back and the
homeless guy ends up poor again: it’s because the millionaire works hard,
and because of that he is rewarded for it. He also values money. The homeless
guy? For whatever reason, he doesn’t work hard -- in fact, he probably is lazy,
and doesn’t work at all. And he doesn’t really know the value of money. He just
throws it away on beer and dope and shit, where the millionaire invests
his money -- he spends it sparely and wisely.”


“That
all seems a bit cold,” ventured Adele. “You can’t really believe that?”


“Life
is cold, Adele,” said Derrick. “And, yeah. I actually believe it. Evidence of
it is everywhere. It all goes back to evolution. The strong survive. The weak?
They die off, eventually.”


He
shrugged his shoulders. “Anyway, that parable is the most important thing I
learned from my dad. The only thing, really. The value of hard work. The
value of money. Dad knew.”


“How
is your dad?”


“He’s
dead.”


“I’m
sorry to hear that.”


“Don’t
be. It happened. Shit happens.” He sipped his coffee, and set the cup back onto
the shiny, polished oak table. “Life is tough. You have to be a tough man to
live, and live well. I busted my ass at work, and that’s how I got my car, and
how I got my place on the other side of Alki. I always wanted a decent car, and
a decent place near a beach, with a decent view. The beach along the West side
isn’t that much of a beach, but it’s the only one around… so…” Derrick turned
his cup in his hands, absent mindedly. “I made up my mind what I wanted -- and
I got it.”


He
looked up at the blonde. “So, what does your husband do for work?”


“He
sells furniture.”


“What
kind?”


“Just…
er… Furniture. All kinds.”


“You
mean like beds and couches and stuff?”


“Yeah.
I guess.”


“You
mean you don’t even know what he sells?”


“I
have never been to his store, really. I mean -- I was in there once, when his
car broke down. But it’s just -- just furniture.”


“Oh,”
said Derrick, taking a sip from his coffee. “I see.” He paused, glancing out
the window. “I once knew a guy who sold furniture, part time. Poor fucker. But
it was an O.K. holdover job until he got a better one. A junk job, basically.” 


He
looked at the blonde plainly. “I mean, you gotta do what you gotta do.”


Adele
swallowed at the slight jab at her husband’s line of work. “True,” she said,
almost apologetically.


For
a few moments, neither spoke. A quick waft of cool air swept past as a couple
came in through the front door of the cafe, allowing the outside breeze to
enter momentarily. Finally, Derrick broke the silence.


“You
want to come over to my place, and have a drink?” he said, tentatively. “Or we
can go eat somewhere. After all, it’s Friday. It’s up to you. All I know, is
I’m hungry, and all this place has is cakes and bagels. I’ve got food.”


“Er…
Ah…” Adele nervously glanced at her phone, to check the time. It was now 7:35
p.m.


“Have
to clear it with The Husband?” said Derrick, pointedly.


“No,
no -- I was just seeing what time it is,” said Adele. She put her phone back.
“Sure, I’ll go with you!” she said. “I’ve got time. I already told Harvey I’d
be home a bit late from work.”


Derrick
smiled. “That’s great!” He took a big swig from his coffee, once again wiping
some stray froth from his lips. He looked over the wife in front of him, as if
charting his course to her pussy. “Well -- I’m ready when you’re ready. You
want to eat first? Or have a drink at my place? We could also eat there. Like I
said, my freezer’s loaded.”


“I’d
like to see your place,” said Adele, blurting it out almost without thinking.


“We
can have a pizza,” said Derrick. “I’m a terrible cook, but I can heat a pizza
O.K.”


Adele
laughed. 


“You
can follow me to my condo,” said Derrick. “There should be room enough on my
driveway for you to park your car. It’s a bit of a tight fit, but your car
should be O.K. There’s not much traffic on my street.”


On
the way to Derrick’s condo, Adele’s mind was a-quiver. All she could think
about was how great Derrick looked, and how at ease she felt as soon as they
were sitting across from each other. She was nervous, yes, but also felt a sort
of inner peace, as if all the old feelings were falling into place. 


Derrick
also was much of what Harvey wasn’t: he was built, he was handsome, he
had a mischievous cleverness about him -- a playful, flirtatious part of his
nature which Adele found refreshing.


On
top of that, he was a obviously a player, who he even had bedded other men’s
wives -- and what kind of man beds other men’s wives? A confident man. A sexual
man. A man who lives on the edge -- a risk taker, definitely. Some men who do
bed other men’s wives end up getting shot. 


But
it was also an indication of Derrick’s being an attractive man -- the
kind of man that betrothed and married women are willing to risk their
marriages and relationships for.


On
the other side of it, she was a little disturbed about some of Derrick’s
statements about wealth, life and death. He just seemed a little cold in that
respect. And his parable about the millionaire and the homeless man? Callous.
It was as if something in him had changed since high school. But then, perhaps it
was just a phase he was going through -- the time of the year taking its toll.
Adele put it out of her mind, shrugging it off for the time being.


The
rain picked up a little as Adele followed Derrick’s taillights across town and
then around the along the shoreline towards the Alki Neighborhood. Derrick was
obviously taking the long way, the scenic route.


As
the two cars drove the length of Alki Avenue, Adele glanced out towards the
bay. She could see the lights of a ferryboat crossing the Sound in a rain
squall.


On
her left were row after row of modernistic, two storey, squarish buildings
facing the wide, five-laned boulevard that bordered the gravelly, somewhat
sandy strip that made up Alki Beach. Behind the rows of buildings -- high class
apartments and condos -- was a tall bluff.


After
winding their way through the neighborhood of Alki proper, Adele followed
Derrick south along Beach Drive, and then wound up the side of the hill on a
couple streets lined with large houses and duplexes, all surrounded by firs and
madrona trees. Soon enough, they arrived in front of Derrick’s condo building
-- a large, grey affair tucked in between a narrow tarmac street and a forested
slope. 


To
the west was the vista of Puget Sound, looking brooding in the rain-soaked night,
adding to the magic of the neighborhood.


Derrick
pulled his Lexus sedan into his driveway, and up went his garage door. There
was a second garage to the right of his, that ostensibly was for the other
residents of the mansion-sized building, which seemed to contain several condo
units.


While
Derrick parked his car inside the garage, Adele pulled into his driveway and
shut off the engine to her Toyota. There was just enough room between her back
bumper and edge of the small sidewalk that bordered the narrow, winding street.


She
got out into the windy rain. The driveway was lit by a single electric lamp on
an old-fashioned looking lamp post.


She
looked up towards the condo building. There was a long string of lit, twinkly
Christmas lights clinging to the edges of the large, square picture window on
the second floor of the place, the floor just above the garages. The entire
building looked as if it had been recently remodeled.There were lights on in
the other units, all of which had large picture windows overlooking the Sound.


Derrick
must make a lot of money to afford to live in an expensive neighborhood
like this, and in a place like this, Adele thought to herself as she looked
around, realising that his place was only a few short, steep blocks from the shores
of the Sound, adding to its value.


 


RAIN ON THE WINDOWPANE


Derrick
walked out of the garage, shut the garage door with a remote, and approached
the blonde. “Well, let’s go in.” He pointed towards the window that had the
twinkly Christmas lights. “That’s my place, right there.”


He
led the blonde up the concrete stairs to his unit on the second floor, which
was fronted by a large deck, bordered by the unit’s picture windows. The
Christmas lights cast colors over the wet surface of the deck flooring, the
light rain making the colors almost sparkle when it hit the reflections. 


Within
seconds, the couple were inside the dry warmth of the condo. Adele looked
around. The front room was spacious, if a bit spare. The room was still dark,
just lit by the Christmas lights in the window. Adele could make out a large,
dark colored couch, a massive flatscreen TV on the wall, and a small fireplace.
A coffee table and small bookcase made up the remainder of the furnishings.


“Nice
Christmas lights,” said Adele. “No tree?”


“I
don’t do Christmas trees,” said Derrick. “And I don’t really do Christmas very
well. Just not my thing anymore. Christmas is for kids.”


He
pointed to the tall coat rack to the right of the plate glass front door.


“Go
ahead and hang your coat there,” he said. He walked towards the kitchenette and
switched on the sunken, overhead lights. The kitchen section of the condo lit
up, leaving the front room mostly darkened. “Come on and have a seat in the
kitchen. I’ll make us a drink and heat us up a pizza.” He opened the freezer to
his large, stainless steel refrigerator. “I only stock the best.”


Adele
hung her coat up and went into the kitchenette, which was separated from the
living room section by a pristine, granite covered eating bar. The floors were
hardwood and richly polished. The kitchen was spotless. Either Derrick did not
eat at home much, or he was meticulous at cleaning up after himself. The entire
place almost looked like a show house.


Derrick
brought out a bottle of expensive vodka and some juice. “What will it be? Vodka
and orange?”


“Sure!”
said the blonde. “Mix mine weak, though.”


“Of
course!” said Derrick. He poured two drinks and set a thick glass tumbler in
front of Adele after dropping some ice cubes into the drink. Then he put the
bottles away. He pulled out two large, boxed pizzas from the freezer section of
the large stainless refrigerator. “Which one you want? The deluxe, or the four
meat one?”


“How
about the four meat one? Does it have pepperoni?”


“Of
course!” said Derrick, glancing at the ingredients on the box. “What pizza
doesn’t?” He grinned, his pearly whites showing perfectly.


He
opened the box, got the pizza out of its wrapper, and inserted it into the
oven.


Adele
took a sip from her vodka and orange. It was excellent, and wasn’t mixed
strong, which made her feel a little more at ease.


Derrick
checked the time on the oven and then grabbed his glass. “Come on, let’s go sit
in the living room.”


The
blonde got up and followed him into the subdued lighting of the living room
section. Derrick motioned for her to have a seat on the couch, which faced the
large picture window that overlooked the deck outside. Adele took a seat near
the arm of the couch. Derrick sat near her. He took a sip from his tumbler and
set the glass onto the glass surface of the coffee table in front of them.


“Sometimes
when I get home from work I just sit here and veg out a while, just looking out
my window,” said Derrick. “It’s like a form of meditation for me.” He glanced
at the blonde, his visage just visible in the subdued lighting of the room. “In
the Summer, of course, it’s still light out, and the sunsets over the Olympics
are spectacular. In Winter, it’s sometimes windy and stormy and it still is
nice to look out through the windows and just take it all in.”


“You
have a nice view,” said the blonde. “Even now. I can just make out the lights
across the sound.”


“Streetlights
on Bainbridge and the areas outside Bremerton,” said Derrick. “See that dark
blob out on the water? That’s Blake Island. Views like this make living in
Seattle worth it. Otherwise, I would have stayed in California. It’s more
expensive there, of course. But there is more to do there, because of the weather.”


“I
have only been to California a couple times,” said Adele. “Just on the freeway
on the way to Reno.”


Derrick
put his hand on the blonde’s knee playfully, and gave it a squeeze, his warm
palm and fingers sending a shiver of excitement through her body. “You’re not
missing all that much,” he said, chuckling. He removed his hand. “I mean, it’s
a terrific state. Beaches, Hollywood, sunshine and all that. But you can make any
place a great place to live. You just have to work at it, you know?” He
took a sip from his drink. “You make it happen. You make life happen.
Wherever you are.”


“I
suppose,” said Adele. 


“You
don’t sound all that positive, Adele,” said Derrick. “Something gone wrong
lately?”


“I
don’t know.” Adele took a long sip from her drink. “This year I just feel blah.
I don’t know why.”


“Christmas
blahs?”


“I
don’t know.”


“Marriage
issues?”


“Perhaps.
We’re not really going anywhere.” She took another sip of her drink and set it
on the coffee table. “We just… We just exist.”


“That
happens. My best buddy from college just got divorced. Marriage isn’t for
everyone, and it definitely ain’t for life anymore. It used to be, but that was
another century.” He took a sip from his drink, and smacked his lips.


“It
helps if you’re both going somewhere,” offered Adele.


“But
who says you really need to go anywhere?” said Derrick. “My dad went all sorts
of places in his life. He was the head of a local community club. He was a
minor politician. A successful businessman. He had lots of friends. He had my
mom, and had a few lovers on the side from time to time. He had tons of money,
a boat on Lake Washington, and a nice house. All these accomplishments -- and
he’s fuckin’ dead. So what good does all that shit do him now?” 


Derrick
looked over at the blonde. “Sometimes you just have to relish just being alive.
Ambition is great. But in the big picture, it can only take you so far. The
grave, ultimately.”


“For
a really positivist guy, Derrick, sometimes you seem so cynical,” Adele said.
“I mean, there’s got to be more to life than just working and coming home,
eating, watching TV, and going to bed.”


“Sex,”
said Derrick. “To me, sex is the spice of life. It’s what got us all
here, and a large part of what keeps us going. Our hormones. If you don’t have
hormones in your system, your system doesn’t work, and you die. Sex is
intrinsically tied in with your hormones. It’s part of what keeps us wanting to
live. That excitement, the thrill of the chase, the closeness, the expression
of love or whatever -- it’s one of the things that makes life more worth
living.” 


He
looked at the blonde plainly. “How’s your sex life, Adele?”


The
blonde blanched. “I don’t know. How’s yours?”


“Nice
deflection.” He chuckled. “Mine’s pretty good. I told you earlier that I stay
active that way.” He patted the blonde on the knee and removed his hand again.
“But I asked you.”


Adele
looked out the window. The wind had picked up slightly, causing a small fir
tree’s branches to sway as some of the stray rain droplets hit the glass panes.


“I
don’t know,” she said finally. “It is sort of blah. Like everything else.”


“You
need a change,” said Derrick.


“Maybe.”


“No
maybe about it. You live once, and life is short. Live it, Adele.” He put his
hand on her bare knee again. This time he kept it there. It felt so warm and
comforting, so masculine, so reassuring.


“I’m
trying,” she said. She looked over towards the man sitting next to her. He
looked into her eyes. Even in the subdued lighting of the darkened room, Adele
could see the brightness of the limpid blue irises, eyes sparkling and full of
life, full of mischief, full of sexual zest, and maybe even a hint of feeling
for her. 


Derrick
held her gaze. The oven timer dinged, indicating that it had heated the pizza
the required amount of time and that it was switching off. Derrick kept his
hand on the blonde’s knee. Adele still hadn’t pushed it away. It was at that
moment that Derrick knew he had her. An inner sense, from hundreds of conquests
of females over the years.


He
leaned forwards, slightly. Adele kept looking into his eyes, almost transfixed.
Up until now, she had just been curious -- desiring a little extra spice to add
to the end of the year, to make up for what she was not feeling in her
marriage. Now she knew she was more than curious. 


Derrick
leaned a little closer, holding the woman’s gaze. Adele let out a breath.
Derrick leaned closer yet. Now their lips were inches from each other. Then
they were just an inch and a half apart, with Derrick’s hand lovingly and
brazenly kneading the wife’s lower thigh. Derrick could feel the warmth of the
blonde’s soft breath.


Lips
touched. Adele felt a rush of adrenaline at the moment she could sense the warmth
of the man’s lips touching hers. Derrick felt his heart pace, his hand still
kneading Adele’s thigh, moving upwards ever so slightly as he squeezed and
massaged with his firm fingers.


Lips
opened. Tongues touched. Breaths met cheeks.


And
as the pizza in the oven began to cool from 350 degrees towards a more
palatable 100, the two new lovers on the couch were deep in the clenches of a
passionate, fervent kiss.


Derrick
probed Adele’s mouth with his tongue slowly and gently at first, while moving
his hands over her thigh, and up towards her now-sodden pussy.


Within
five minutes his fingers were underneath her black lace thong, which he
circumvented easily. He pushed his fingers against the vestibule just beneath
Adele’s clitoris, and moved his finger with a slow rhythm as he kissed the
blonde more fervently, bringing the wife to a slow, adulterous boil.


Working
her to a grinding, feverish pitch, Derrick went from deep kissing to caressing
her cheek and neck with his lips, breathing on her tingling skin, and nuzzling
her hair with his nose while he just barely touched her earlobe with his tongue
tip -- each movement expressly calculated to send the blonde into paroxysms of
aching desire.


Finally,
he removed the thong, and he had free reign to work the wife’s pussy with
several fingers as he kissed her and caressed her from orgasm to orgasm. His
cock was by now raging hard in his pants -- but fucking could wait.


I
want this sexy blonde bitch to be literally begging and screaming for me to put
my cock in her, thought Derrick to himself.


I
know she will. It’s just a matter of time. She used to be such a whore when we
were dating. She couldn’t get enough. And after all -- we have all evening. She
isn’t going anywhere -- except to my bed. I’ll see to that.


 


BITTERSWEET


Harvey
pulled up to the driveway, the raindrops wetting the concrete to a dark sheen.
Sitting next to him on the seat of his Toyota Tacoma truck was a brightly
colored, glittery cardboard package. It was custom gift-wrapped, obviously: the
fine gold, green and red shades of the wrapping paper looking bright and cheery
even in the fading light of the Winter afternoon.


Astride
the top of the box was a golden, glittery bow.


Harvey
glanced at it: it had been an expensive purchase, but it warmed his heart to
think of how it would look beneath the Christmas tree, or perhaps nestled in
its branches.


On
the way home from work he had stopped by the jeweler’s department at the local
box store. After some thought he made the decision: he would go ahead and get the
more expensive of the necklaces he had his eye on the previous weeks -- it
would be the fine but sturdy gold one with the diamond, heart shaped pendant.


He
had bought a few other, smaller gifts for his wife over the previous weeks, but
this big one was left until the Friday before the big holiday. It seemed
fitting -- a beautiful gold and glittery piece of jewelry, a symbol of eight
years of marriage -- looking hopeful towards many more years of happiness. 


It
would look smashing resting just above Adele’s cleavage, and was short enough
to be seen even if she were wearing a blouse or sweater with a more modest
neckline. Harvey knew that his wife would be surprised, and hopefully she would
love the gift, as well.


Along
with the necklace were two matching, gold and diamond earrings.


Harvey
stared at the box. The contents of that box had cost him a pretty penny. But to
him, it was worth it.


Maybe
a gift like this can be the flint to provide a spark in our marriage -- or at
least in this Christmas season, thought Harvey to himself.


A
gift that shows how much I love her and think of her -- maybe that will help
bring us closer together rather than let us drift apart.


A
gift can only do so much -- that is true. But sometimes it is just the right
form of communication to open hearts that have been closed through years of
doldrums, routine, or neglect.


Harvey
grabbed the box, and set it back inside the large, thick and fancy shopping bag
the jeweler had placed it in, to protect it from the rain.


His
gaze was taken by the sudden array of light bursting from the house next door.
His neighbors had just switched on all of their Christmas displays. Their house
was aglow with the joy of the holiday.


He
glanced over at the house -- the neighbors had already decorated all-out for
Christmas. Their fence was lined with multi-colored twinkly lights, and the
eaves were draped with LED icicle lights that changed colors. Even the roof
gables were lined with strings of twinkly lights.


Out
front of their house they had a wooden Santa, that looked like a relic from the
1960’s. It was well preserved. A lit, plastic candle glowed near the edge of
their driveway, and their decorative maple in the center of the yard had a
large string of old fashioned incandescent Christmas lights.


Harvey
let out a sigh. He could just see the neighbors’ Christmas tree which was
placed just inside their front room window -- it was a tall tree with white
lights and ornaments of all kinds and colors.


The
house looked like a holiday home for sure.


Then
Harvey glanced at his own house. There was nothing indicating any sort of
holiday spirit. It could be a dreary, rainy day in late January for all one
could tell.


He
glanced at his phone -- it was 6:40 p.m. His wife, of course, was not home yet,
and she wouldn’t be for at least another hour or so, obviously due to the
office party. Such affairs usually lasted one or two hours after work, at
least, didn’t they?


He
tucked the shopping back containing the gift box under his coat and got out of
the Toyota. The wind picked up again. He glanced over his house -- it seemed so
foreboding for it being a few short days before Christmas.


He
shrugged it off as a product of the dreary November weather they had just
endured -- 29 days of non-stop rain.


He
shut the door to his truck and trudged his way into the house.


As
soon as he got inside and up the stairs to the main floor, he hung his coat on
the back of a kitchen chair. and then took the gift bag to the back bedroom to
hide it in an old box of books and CD’s that was sitting amongst other boxes in
the corner. He came back out to the kitchen and put on some water to boil, to
make some coffee.


No
sooner than he poured the creamer into his coffee, his cell phone ring tone
went off.


It
was a text from Adele.


The
party was moved from the office to one of the partners’ houses, honey. All the
girls are there. I think I’ll be home fairly late -- I don’t know when. ILU.


Harvey
shook his head. The furniture store, of course, was planning no party, and
there was talk there wouldn’t even be a company Christmas bonus this year. So
much for holiday gaiety. He was stuck at home, once again.


He
texted Adele an ILU2 and set his phone down on the kitchen table.


There
was some work to do -- namely, there was a tree to put up. But first, he would
have to move the bookcase that was in front of the living room window to make
room for it. He switched on the FM radio that was plugged into the
entertainment center’s sound system. Instantly, Christmas music came over the
speakers.


Not
quite ready for such festive music, Harvey switched it to the rock station.


Then
he went downstairs, and through the rec room to the garage to get the tree, which
was stored in its box on a shelf there.


The
garage was relatively cold, compared to the house, as it was downstairs, and
naturally the front doors of the vast room were non-insulated. Like many
garages, it smelled of gas and oil products, and unlike many garages, it was
more or less spotless. Harvey had grown up in a household where the garage was
used as a storage area for a million things that were either no longer needed,
or held over for that day they might be needed -- a day which, naturally, never
came. 


Consequently,
his parents’ garage was packed to the gills with unnecessary clutter -- old
vacuum cleaners that no longer worked, cans full of paint that was long
solidified, stacks of unused junk lumber and wood scraps, cans full of rusted
nails, boxes full of old dishes, bric-a-brac and various rubbish that no one
ever needed.


Harvey
had resolved that when he got a house, the garage would be used primarily for
working on the car, or storing tools, the lawnmower, and holiday things. And
that would be it. No junk. As a result of this, his garage was pleasant to walk
through.


The
boxes with the ornaments, the Christmas tree, and other holiday items were all
stacked on a couple large shelves that were tacked onto the bare joists on the
outside wall of the garage. Harvey saw the tree’s box instantly -- it still had
the price sticker on the side of it.


He
thought fondly of when he had bought the tree. He had just met Adele -- they
had been dating during the several months preceding Christmas. He had never had
his own Christmas tree before. He had his own apartment on the bluff of the
eastern suburbs, and thought a tree would be a nice thing to use for placing
some presents for Adele.


As
Harvey pulled the box away from the shelf, he thought back to the year he had
bought the tree. It was 2009, and the Recession had just started to be felt,
but the stores still hadn’t been completely affected by it. Christmas items
still hopefully filled the aisles during November and December -- the displays
weren’t as spare as they had become in the years afterwards, when the long term
effects of the Recession, as well as online shopping, had cut into brick and
mortar retail.


Harvey
had driven home from work. At the time he had been laboring at a warehouse in
South Seattle on the night shift. On the way home one night in late December he
stopped by the drugstore near the entrance to town.


In
fact, it had been December 23nd, just a few short days before
Christmas -- just as this day was. Harvey had needed to buy some snacks and a
pizza. He happened to glance up at the large windows that looked out over the
side parking lot. There it was -- the last Christmas tree in the store, a nice
looking simulated fir that looked to be about four feet high. 


The
store itself was milling with all sorts of customers -- as the drugstore had
numerous bargains and coupon sales, a lot of people of moderate means shopped
there for their holiday things -- some doing some last minute shopping for their
kids. Others were just looking for bargains. In the Christmas aisles -- all
three of them -- it was mayhem.


Harvey
had just perused the lights and ornaments when manager had walked past him.
Harvey thought of the lone tree up on the shelf high up in the display window.


Suddenly,
he wanted to buy it. He went up to the manager, and stopped him.


“You
need something?” said the manager, a portly guy of about 25 years, with wire
rimmed glasses.


“Do
you have a tree like that one up there, in a box?” said Harvey. He pointed
towards the tree.


“I
don’t know,” said the manager, straightening his glasses over his nose. “Let me
go back into the storeroom and check.”


As
Harvey stood and waited for the manager to return, he looked up at the tree. It
was artificial, of course, but it looked like a real fir. It had come already
wired with lights, and it was reasonably sized -- about four and a half feet
tall. Big enough to be noticed in a living room, but small enough to store in a
closet and easy enough to take with you when moving.


The
manager came back. “We don’t have any in a box, but I can sell you that one at
half price.” The man glanced up towards the tree -- looking forlorn on the top
shelf next to the high window. “I still have the box for it. Will that do?”


“I’ll
take it,” said Harvey. He watched as the manager got the tree down from the
high shelf, using a small ladder. Within 15 minutes Harvey was walking out the
front door with a Christmas tree of his own, and two bags full of brand new
ornaments, including some fancy, glass blown ones from China that looked
ornate, almost resembling Russian Easter eggs in their design.


Harvey
felt the bittersweet memories flowing back as he -- once again -- took the tree
he had bought that December 23rd down from the garage shelf. 


“One
more year you’re going to brighten up my living room,” he said absent mindedly,
as he put the big rectangular box under his left arm and took the tree into the
house, and up the stairs to the main floor of the house, where the living room
was.


He
set the green, artificial fir up in front of the living room window, after
moving a bookshelf aside. He plugged in the lights, which he had strung onto
the branches of the tree after the original ones burnt out several years
previous. They all lit up.


Then
came the several boxes of ornaments -- the ones he had purchased when he got
the tree, and other ones he had purchased over the years. Adele had a large box
of her own family ornaments that he would leave in the garage. She could put
them on the tree later, if she wanted.


By
the time he was finished trimming the tree with ornaments, it was 9:30 p.m.


I
wonder where my wife is, Harvey wondered to himself. That must be some office
party. Perhaps they are doing a fair bit of drinking. If she is, I hope she isn’t
driving.


He
went back down to the garage and found another box of ornaments -- these were
ones that were heirlooms from his parents -- a couple of the ornaments being
over 90 years old, one looking like a silver, glassine teardrop -- the silver
paint looking tarnished from the years and years of being displayed on various
trees through 90 years of Christmases.


He
placed the old ornaments gingerly in the tree, making sure that all of the
ornaments looked balanced, with not too many on one side, or in one section.


He
switched the FM from the rock station to the classical music station, which was
playing Christmas chorales and the like. He then turned off the living room
lights, and surveyed the tree. It looked grand and Christmassy. It was lit in
sparkling colors of red, blue, yellow, and green, the ornaments adding a rich
palette of extra hues.


The
large, newer silver glass ball ornaments reflected the colors richly, and the
other large glass balls also created numerous small reflections, giving the
tree an almost magical look -- as if it had thousands of tiny lights in between
its branches. The ornate, finely painted and glittery globes, balls, teardrops,
snowmen, colorful Christmas lollipops, gingerbread men, and a shiny, painted
glass Santa all hung near the edges where they would be more easily seen.


It’s
too bad, in a way, that we don’t have kids, thought Harvey to himself. They
would build memories with a tree like this.


He
grabbed a cup of tea and sat down in the couch, and for a while he listened to
the classical music station and just looked at the tree in the window -- the
living room still darkened. It finally felt like Christmas season. The gentle,
haunting sound of an ancient Christmas carol sung by a chorale filled the room
as the lights on the small tree twinkled.


The
atmosphere was there. The one thing missing was the emotional warmth in the
room to match it.


Harvey
looked at his phone. It was now 10:24 p.m.


No
texts or calls from his wife.


A
small office party lasts over four hours?


That
had not happened before.


And
then he remembered how smoking hot Adele had looked -- with her miniskirt, her
strap heels and bare legs, her low cut blouse, her finely done makeup and the
way her hair looked. It was almost like she had been dressing up for a date.


Was
she out on the town with the girls, flirting with strange men at clubs or
something? If she was out partying, why didn’t she just tell him? Adele had
done such at least twice before during their eight years of marriage and it was
no big deal.


She
had always been straight with him about such things.


Harvey
decided to take his mind off such worries and he made another cup of Christmas
spiced tea, and went out to the garage to get several strings of Christmas
lights. He placed one over the small fireplace mantel, and then strung a few on
one of the trees that were out in the middle of the front yard. 


It
was a little windy and rainy out -- the wind picking up a little, blowing
against the neighbor’s fir tree, causing its boughs to sway slightly. In his
own yard, Harvey could see all of his lights lit up perfectly, adding a
multi-colored glow to the front yard -- the colors reflecting slightly off the
the wet grass.


Finally,
Harvey thought to himself, it really looks like Christmas at my place.
Maybe when she gets home and sees the lights, and the tree in the window, Adele
will feel more of the Christmas spirit than she seems to right now.


He
went back inside the house, classical music still playing on the FM stereo, and
glanced at his cell phone. It was now ten minutes to midnight.


Where
is my wife? Harvey wondered.


Since
when do small office parties last six full hours?


 


CASANOVA


Adele
let out a breathy, wispy and high pitched gasp that resounded off of the walls
of the room. Her bare legs were up in the air, forming a wide, sensual V, the
marks of the strap heels -- now tossed onto the floor -- showing across the
tops of her bare feet.


The
cushion beneath her ass was already damp -- her pussy had been gushing for over
an hour from Derrick’s agile fingers as he manipulated her from orgasm to
orgasm while kissing her expertly. But now he was on his hands and knees, his
tongue like a fire -- the tip moving up and down, up and down, caressing each
fold of her labia in just the right rhythm, gracing off the sides of her
clitoris until she was crying in the throes of pleasure.


She
couldn’t believe the incredible ability of the man. He was good at kissing in
2001, when just a high school senior. But now? He was light years
better. In fact, he was a virtual Casanova -- his tongue knowing exactly how to
probe the insides of her mouth, his lips knowing exactly how to caress hers --
every movement designed to bring her entire being to a feverish pitch of
adulterous desire.


And
then he kissed down the side of her neck, as he breathed on her skin, causing
her entire body to shake with nervous fire. Down, down, down he caressed, his
tongue making circles over her tingling skin as he kissed his way to the wife’s
ample breasts -- the man shoving his tongue deep into her cleavage until it was
wet with saliva.


Then
he slowly ripped open her blouse, the buttons popping from their holes as the
wife’s large C’s were exposed to the rarified air of the condo’s darkened
living room. Areolas met cool air, and then were instantly plunged into an
ecstatic world of tongue and lip as Derrick wet them, licked circles around
them, and bit them gently while breathing on them, before sucking nipple into
mouth and sending another man’s wife into the heavens with passionate lust.


The
room had already been filled with whimpers and sighs, and yet it was all
nothing more than heavy petting.


Now,
with the married woman’s legs bared, her gaping vulva wetting the couch, and
her thighs coated with adulterous sweat, Derrick pulled his face away from
Adele’s sodden nether regions. The wife gasped and panted, her orgasm
subsiding. But Derrick wasn’t finished. It was time for a second course of
sweet cunnilingus.


He
touched his tongue to the wife’s sweat-soaked perineum, and licked upwards,
slowly, the blonde’s gushing labia coating his tongue with juices.


The
room filled with rampant, breathy sighs. Adele’s brain was immediately wracked
with waves of pleasure.


Slurrrrrrrrrrrrrrp!!


“FUCK!!!”


Slurrrrrrrrrrrrrrp!!


“More!!!!!”


Slurrrrp!
Slurrrrp! Slurrrrrrrp!!!


The
wife bucked her hips in exquisite agony as she felt the man’s fiery tongue lap up
and down, his tip tracing the edges of her labia before working the sides of
her clitoris until her entire body felt as if it were going to explode from
sexual tension.


Slurrrrp!
Slurrrrp! Slurrrrrrrp!!!


Derrick
continued licking and nuzzling Adele’s climax-wracked vagina until she was just
to the edge of the precipice.


Then
he paused. Adele panted, her heart racing, her ears ringing with the pulsing of
blood, her pussy supercharged with sexual fire. She closed her eyes, breathing
deep, her vagina throbbing for more.


Then
she felt something that was unusually familiar. It was a sensation she had not
felt in 17 years, but a sensation that a woman never forgets: the urgent,
probing head of the penis of the man she never truly stopped loving.


The
head was quite hot. The head was soft, yet still very turgid. The head was also
very large in diameter.


The
head was pressing her lips apart, stretching them, and the tip was still not
yet inside her.


Opening
her eyes, she stared downwards at the spectacle of a very large, turgid penis,
ready to split her labia completely. Derrick held onto Adele’s ankles, and then
her thighs, just below the back of her knees, as he pressed his cock head
against the gaping, engorged, dilated, sopping wet vulva of another man’s wife.


“I
missed this so much,” said Derrick breathily. “You always have been so special
to me.”


Before
Adele could respond, that thick, 50 millimeter head pushed just inside her
orifice, stretching Adele’s vagina it in a way it had not been stretched in 17
years.


“Oh,”
grunted the man. “How long I have wanted to feel you again.” He pushed his cock
in further -- head and one full inch of shaft now nestled in the sweet grip of
married pussy; the man taking his time in introducing the wife to the exquisite
pleasure of rampant adultery.


Adele
let out a cry of agonizing joy as that cock head worked its way further and
further up inside her -- first stretching the outer third of her vagina, and
then the man’s entire cock -- massive in form -- firmly stretched her entire love
sheath to the breaking point.


Derrick
leaned down and kissed her on the forehead, and then the cheek, and then the
lips as Adele gasped and whimpered and grunted and cried in the aching joy of
being filled and stretched completely.


“You
have the best pussy, Adele,” he said softly. “I don’t know why I ever left you
for college in California.” Within seconds, Derrick was buried to the balls
inside the wife, his cock head somewhere just past her cervix, the blonde
panting fiercely as she began to sense the impending convulsions of climax.


Derrick
held still, his thick cock working magic just by being there. He looked down
and smiled. The blonde’s eyes were now closed again, her mouth open wide as she
gasped and whimpered, her lower abdomen gently jerking and bucking, all in
rhythm with the waves of excitement emanating from her ex’s motionless cock.


Each
movement of her pussy over the steely hardness of Derrick’s penis sent pulses
of electricity up into his balls. It was the electricity of conquest. The electricity
of taking the forbidden.


The
oral had done its job, Derrick thought to himself. 


One
good, hard thrust and she would be hitting orgasm.


She
would be his.


In
fact -- she was already his -- to enjoy, to debauch, to use, to caress,
to steal.


Derrick
pulled back, the wife’s pussy sucking and gripping as if holding onto his penis
for dear life -- and then he shoved his seven-plus inches of thickness back
inside the wife deftly.


The
room filled with cries of awesome agony.


He
pulled back, and shoved his cock home again, the couch cushion -- now wet with
the aroma of gushing pussy -- groaned from the force and the weight.


The
room filled with whimpers.


He
pulled back and began to pound the wife, her extremely tight, velvety pussy
working his girth inexorably towards ejaculation. As he fucked the adulteress,
he looked down and watched his veiny thickness disappear into the meaty,
velvety clenches of her gushing orifice.


Each
movement of his cock in and out of Adele’s married vagina felt like a
wonderworld of pleasurable sensations. The fact that he was stealing a married
pussy only made his cock that much harder -- it was so hard it was almost
painful.


He
sped up the thrusts, causing Adele to cry out even louder as her pussy clenched
and gripped his girth sweetly.


The
tightness was too much. Derrick grunted as he felt his balls ache, and then
expel a massive load of hot semen out the tip of his cock, which was now buried
deep inside the wife.


He
slowed to a grind, holding his cock all the way inside Adele.


The
wife looked down at her pussy, which was topped with a slight, well trimmed
triangle of blonde pubes. 


“You’re
filling me up with so much cum,” she said breathily. “Your cock is like
a fire-hose!”


“You’ll
get another load before the night is over,” said Derrick softly, as he kissed
her lips. “I want it dripping down your legs when you drive home.”


Adele
giggled, putting a hand to her mouth. “I can live with that!” she said.


Derrick
let out a breath, feeling the last spurt of sperm fill the wife’s uterus, the
waves of pleasure wracking his body with each tiny movement of the unified
organs. 


He
knew for certain that he would indeed fuck her again -- later on, in his own
bed. He had her -- there was no denying that now.


And
when he was done with her, Adele could go home to her poor, stupid, furniture
salesman of a husband, with a smile on her face and another man’s loads of cum
gestating deep in her belly.


Derrick
smiled.


 


The
cell phone went off. It was the alarm. Derrick had set it for one thirty a.m.


“Fuck,”
groaned Adele. “I have to go home, don’t I.”


“Yeah
-- you should, you know,” said Derrick, grinning. “You are a married
woman, after all.”


Adele
leaned over and kissed him, giggling. “Yes, I am, aren’t I. I’m a cheating
whore of a wife.”


“I’m
not going there,” said Derrick. 


He
grinned, and reached over, and placed a warm hand over Adele’s waist. He pulled
her towards him. The blonde wife giggled as Derrick kissed her lips, which by
now were free of lip gloss -- some of which had been kissed away, and some of
which had been smeared over his cock as the blonde attempted to deep throat it
earlier in the evening.


Overtaken
by sheer lust, Derrick kissed his way all over the wife’s face, and down to her
breasts, which he cupped in his hands while sucking, slurping, and biting at
her nipples, bringing the blonde back to the land of lust.


Without
saying a word, Derrick got up onto his knees, and he grabbed Adele’s ankles,
his fingers digging into the skin as he propped her legs back towards her
chest. The wife’s reddened, distended, well-fucked pussy gaped like it had been
plowed by a thousand huge cocks. Derrick looked at it, and smiled.


My
handiwork, he thought to himself.


Adele
looked down towards his raging erection, her eyes twinkling with lust and
wonderment. She giggled and bit her lip in anticipation.


“You’re
going to fuck me again, aren’t you,” she said.


“Yes,
bitch. I’m gonna fuck you again.”


“I’ll
be late when I get home,” said Adele.


“You
already are late,” said Derrick. “So what’s the difference?”


Within
seconds all of his thick, veiny cock was balls deep in gushing, dilated pussy
-- all seven-plus inches of it. The blonde gasped and whimpered, her body
instantly wracked by shivers of pleasure.


As
Derrick fucked Adele towards climax, he kept a fervent hold on the wife’s ankles
and calves, keeping her legs wide and pressed back towards the headboard of the
bed to ensure as deep a penetration as possible. He looked down and watched as
his cock went in and out of the blonde’s gushing orifice, her triangle of
trimmed pubes now drenched in sweat and juice from two previous sessions of
hard fucking.


He
began to slam his cock into her with quick, shallow jabs, causing the blonde to
curse and cuss and whimper uncontrollably, before he slowed the pace to a
seemingly never-ending series of long, steady strokes that filled the bedroom
with Adele’s cries of joy as she went over the edge, biting her lip, her
fingers ripping at the immaculate sheets, her body jerking as she grunted in
the throes of hard orgasm.


Sensing
that he was about to come, Derrick buried his cock in deep, and held it there.


Instantly,
his balls twitched, and he grunted as his cock filled the blonde with a third
massive load of virile sperm.


Then
he let go of Adele’s legs, slowly pulling out after leaving his sordid deposit.


“Well,”
said the blonde, giggling. “You filled me up even more!”


“Had
to,” said Derrick, chuckling. He lay back onto the bed next to the blonde. “I
mean, I had to make up for 17 years of not seeing you.”


Adele
looked over at the man. “You almost sound serious. As if you really did miss
me.”


“I
did, Adele,” said Derrick, his limpid blue eyes reeking of faux sincerity.
“None of the other women I was with ever held a candle to you.”


“Aw!”
said the blonde. “That’s so sweet of you to say that!”


“It’s
true,” said Derrick. He reached over and ran a warm palm over the blonde’s
belly affectionately. “Why do you think I looked you up?”


“I
don’t know, Derrick,” said the blonde.


“Well
-- now you know.” He lay his head on the pillows. His body was now aglow from
violently fucking Adele, and coming hard in her three times. He looked over at
her. “I guess you’d better get up and get home.” He pointed to his clock radio,
a vestige of an earlier age when people relied on them. It looked out of place
in the 2010’s. It said 2:17 a.m.


“Yes,
I guess I’d better,” said Adele. 


She
propped herself up on the pillows. She glanced around the bedroom, which was
spotless -- it almost looked like a condo showroom in its grandeur and spare
furnishings. It almost looked as if her new paramour had bought the place
already furnished with the fixtures that one usually saw in displays online or
in the newspaper inserts advertising condo and house sales.


On
the far wall was an abstract painting that looked fancy, but subdued in design.
There was a small plant in the corner, still alive. The bed was a king sized
bed, and there was a dresser and two large closets. And the door leading to the
bathroom.


And
that was it. No clutter, or stray clothing -- no hampers, no bric-a-brac on the
windowsill -- nothing in the room that hinted of the character of the man --
good or bad -- or any messiness.


In
a way, it was refreshing. In a way, it hinted of a person devoid of
personality.


Adele
put that thought out of her mind.


“Shit,”
she said under her breath, her thoughts returning to the task at hand --
freshening up and trying to clean up all the vestiges of a night full of sex.
“What am I going to tell my husband?”


“Tell
him you went to a friend’s for a few hours because you drank too much. Maybe
tell him you took a nap to sleep it off. Something like that.”


“I
guess I could.” She paused. “Except I didn’t drink more than that one weak
vodka and orange, and that was several hours ago.”


“It’s
the only idea that will work,” said Derrick. “Exaggerate.”


“You’re
right. It’s what I’ll have to tell him. I was drinking. Had to wait until I was
sober. Good idea.”


“Of
course it is,” said Derrick. “Especially on Friday nights in December. Cops are
always looking for someone to bust for drunk driving. For good reason,
naturally.”


“It’s
the only excuse I’ve got, really,” said Adele. “I can’t tell Harvey the truth.”


Derrick
laughed. “No shit, Sherlock! Not if you want to stay married!”


Adele
slapped him on the side playfully. “Don’t make fun of me.”


“I’m
not, Adele,” said Derrick. “It’s not my fault you’re an adulteress!”


She
smacked him playfully on the side again, with the back of her hand.


“Yes,
it is your fault!” she said, giggling. “You are the one who made the
first move.”


“Only
because you wanted me to,” said Derrick. He looked over the blonde, who was
still naked, and looking fucked halfway to oblivion and back. “So. Is this a
one-off?”


The
blonde looked at him, her eyes searching his.


“I
don’t know,” she said. “I don’t really want it to be. I needed this.”


“How
about tomorrow night?” said Derrick. “A couple friends and I were thinking
about having a get together -- it would be three guys and a girl, and then
you’d be the second girl if you can make it. Just drinks and maybe a board game
or something.”


Adele
looked towards the window in thought. It was very tempting. “I don’t know if I
can get away for another evening,” she said.


“Can’t
you say you are going to do some shopping with the girls, or something?”


“I
suppose I could,” said Adele. “Harvey trusts me.”


“Well,
you know how to get a hold of me if you want to come over,” said Derrick. He
reached out his hand “Let me enter my phone number into your contacts.”


“O.K.,”
said Adele. She handed him her phone.


Then
she got up, and picked up her clothes from the carpet where Derrick had strewn
them, before making her way into the bathroom.


Derrick
entered his number into Adele’s contacts and set her phone back onto the
nightstand. He lay back, his body aglow from three sessions of hard sex. He
couldn’t believe how awesome Adele’s pussy felt. Usually by age 35 women had
seen so many cocks that their pussies relaxed rather quickly. But not so with
Adele.


Her
husband either is small, or he doesn’t fuck her with much verve, thought
Derrick to himself. Either way, it’s my gain, and his loss. Even if it stops
here -- I got to fuck the tightest pussy I’ve fucked in several years. One more
notch on my cock -- one more married pussy I conquered.


I
wonder if she’s dense enough to believe I actually missed her all those years. 


But
-- then again -- who cares?


At
the front door, Derrick grabbed the blonde by the ass and held onto her right
cheek, as if owning it, giving it a firm squeeze.


“I
hope to see you soon,” he said into Adele’s ear.


“If
I can come up with some reason -- some excuse, to get out of the house -- I’ll
let you know,” said the blonde.


“Well
-- text me.”


“I
will,” said the blonde. She grabbed Derrick’s head in her hands, cradling it
gently as she gave him a quick, passionate kiss.


“Seeya,”
she said, giggling, as she walked out into the cool, wet air. The rain had
stopped, and the moon was trying to break through the clouds over the Sound.
Derrick watched as Adele made her way down the concrete steps to her Toyota.


He
watched further as the blonde wife got into the car and started the engine. She
gave him a quick wave before backing out of the driveway, and soon enough, her
taillights disappeared around the bend in the narrow street that led down to
Beach Drive, and ultimately, home.


As
Adele drove home, her mind was wracked with a million thoughts.


I’ve
just committed adultery. I could have stopped it, at any time. Fuck, I could
have stopped it when I dressed up to see Derrick, in hopes of turning him on.


It’s
almost like I planned on fucking him.


Which,
I actually did. I hoped it would happen. And it happened.


Now
I wonder what I do with my marriage.


Other
women have guys on the side. Maybe I can, too.


But
what about Harvey? He didn’t ask for this.


Shit.
Poor Harvey.


 


FINGERMARKS


Harvey
went into the back bedroom, where the computer was usually kept. There was a
desktop computer, which was used for gaming as well as social media and other
purposes, as well as his laptop and his wife’s laptop.


He
switched on his own laptop and checked his social media. The clock in the
corner of the screen said 1:05 a.m. By now he was a little irritated at his
wife. It wasn’t like her to be six hours or so late without texting him or
calling.


Putting
it out of his mind, he checked his email, which was the usual spam
advertisements one gets any time they shop online anywhere.


Then
he checked his social media. The usual -- a smattering of politics and attempts
at humor through memes, along with the standard pop-psychology slogans sent by
friends who were having issues.


After
tiring of looking over his news feed, and finding news sites boring, Harvey
thought about launching one of his favorite computer games -- one in which you
use a superpowered rifle to kill zombies.


Then
he remembered the website.


The
one that stately, sexy blonde wife Gina Swanson had given him. The wifesharing
and wifeswapping forum.


He
pulled out his phone and copied the link to his browser’s address line, and hit
‘enter’. Within seconds he was propelled into the wonderworld of wifesharing.


He
gravitated towards the pictures of Gina being shared by her husband. He found
himself transfixed by more and more views of the blonde being taken in all
holes by many different men – numerous pictures he didn’t have time to look at
during that lunch hour at work.


There
were pictures of Gina and another woman being shared by two or three men at a
time. Other pictures were of Gina alone, just showing her body -- one was taken
from behind, with Gina’s fine, wide ass facing the camera, the blonde looking
sexily over her shoulder at the lens.


Another
pic was of Gina lying on her back, her legs spread, her hair splayed over the
pillow, her gaping pussy having a welcoming look -- and her eyes having a
sultry expression, almost a ‘come fuck me’ look.


It
was mind blowing.


For
his part, Harvey felt a little jealous of Gina’s husband Jeff. Here was a woman
who went out of her way to please not just her own man, but other men as well.
And she seemed to be having the time of her life while doing so.


It
seemed to be light years from the sex life that Harvey shared with his own
wife.


He
decided to join the website, and the first thing he did was send the Swansons a
personal message.


I
just checked out your wifesharing forum, Harvey typed. And I really enjoyed
looking at your pictures. Gina looks awesome. What a lucky guy she has for a
husband. My own wife isn’t so open about sex. I wish she was. 


Thanks
for giving me the link to your site, he said, finishing the PM before sending
it off.


Harvey
then got up from the computer desk and went into the kitchen to get another cup
of tea.


When
he came back he glanced at the computer screen. He was surprised to see a
blinking red notification at the top of the web page. It said there was a PM
waiting for him.


He
clicked on the message. It was from Gina:


Hey!
Great to hear from you! We love the lamp you sold us! And glad you like my pics.
I bet you would love to have been there when they were taken. As we told you,
we are an open couple, and Jeff has no problem with sharing me with other men.
I love all kinds of cock. Let me know if you want to attend one of our next
sessions. You can even join in on the fun. I am really good at blowjobs. And
more. :-)


Gina.


Harvey
was taken aback. The thought of getting together and messing with a hot blonde
with Gina’s body was quite appealing -- especially in the state of mind he was
in at the moment. And then there was the sordidness of anything sexual with
another man’s wife. The thought of it made his cock stiffen in his pants.


He
glanced at the time stamp in the corner of the computer screen. It was now ten
minutes to two in the morning. Adele still was nowhere to be found.


Harvey
took a sip of his tea. He was about to shut down the computer and he decided to
answer Gina’s PM.


Hi
Gina,
he typed. I would love to get together with you and your husband some time.
I think it would be fun. I am not normally used to such ideas, but I think
things are changing in my marriage and perhaps something new is in order.


He
signed it and then waited for a couple minutes, in case Gina was online.


Within
seconds, he got a PM back.


Hey,
how about tomorrow night? It’s Saturday. We usually party then. Let me know if
you will be available. PM me your phone number and I will text you the address
and the time when it happens.


Harvey
was floored. He once again glanced at the time stamp in the corner of
the screen. It was now 2:15 a.m. He grabbed his phone and sent Gina his phone
number, typing in the numbers into the PM chat screen.


Gina
PMed him back, saying she would text him the next day.


Suddenly,
a photo appeared. It was another pic of the blonde, spreading her legs with a
smile on her face.


Waiting
for you!
She coyly typed below the picture. Come over and fuck me!


Wow, typed Harvey. You
look hot.


U
can see it in real life tomorrow night, perhaps, typed the wife. And
maybe you can feel it, too!


Wow, typed Harvey.
That would be cool.


Keep
your phone close by during the day tomorrow, typed the blonde. 


There
was a pause while Harvey tried to think of something to say.


Got
to go, Gina
typed. Husband is hard and wants some action! Talk to you soon!


The
little red dot disappeared from the top of the screen, indicating that Gina had
left the site.


The
encounter was over.


Harvey
switched off the computer. It was then that he realised: his cock was very
hard. It was from the high definition pic that Gina had PMed him.


I
want to fuck her, he decided.


It’s
time to live life. I’ve put up my tree, and my lights, and I have never felt
this alone during the holiday season since I was single. Where the fuck is my
wife?


It’s
time for a change.


No
sooner than he logged off, he heard the rumbling of Adele’s engine out front of
the house. He glanced at the computer screen. It was now a quarter to three in
the morning.


He
got up and looked out the spare bedroom window, through the partially opened
blinds. He could see the headlights to his wife’s car turn off, and then he saw
her interior light glowing when she cut the engine off and got out of the
Toyota. Instantly her recognised Adele’s long blonde hair. It was still
partially curled in waves, but looked a bit disheveled – almost slept-in.


The
rain by now had stopped. Harvey watched as his wife walked up towards the front
door. She didn’t seem drunk. That was a relief, as it meant she hadn’t been
driving under any influence. But then, it also wasn’t a relief -- at least
emotionally.


After
all, where had she been for the previous eight and a half hours?


He
reclosed the blinds and sat down at the computer desk for a moment. What do I
do? Confront her?


No,
that would be immature. She will either tell me what’s up, or she won’t.


He
grabbed his cup of now cold tea and made his way down the hallway towards the
kitchen and living room, both of which were upstairs, as the lower level of the
split level house had a third bedroom -- for the non-existent children -- and a
rec-room, which had a non-existent pool table.


He
could hear Adele coming up the stairs as he entered the kitchen. He put on some
water for tea, as he didn’t plan on hitting the hay for another half hour or so
at least. Adele poked her head into the kitchen.


“Hi,
honey,” she said. Instantly Harvey could tell her makeup had been reapplied,
looking almost as if it had been touched up in a hurry. “The office party was
moved to one of the bosses’ houses over in West Seattle. And then my friend
Susan and I had a couple drinks at her place. I overstayed because I wanted to
drive home completely sober.”


“It
would have been nice if you would have texted me, at least,” said Harvey. “I
was worried. It’s been over eight hours.”


“I
know,” said the blonde. “My bad. I’m sorry.” She shrugged. “I just got caught
up in the fun of the party, and all…”


“That’s
O.K.,” said Harvey, lying. “I’m just glad you’re safe.”


He
watched as Adele turned and made her way towards the hallway that led to the
bathroom and bedrooms. It was then he saw them.


Something
that looked vaguely, but uniquely like fingermarks, on her calves and ankles.
It puzzled him. Why would any woman have marks of any kind on her ankles? Where
would they come from? Certainly, Adele didn’t produce them herself.


As
Harvey finally got ready for bed, after taking an herbal sleep aid, he found
himself troubled.


It
was the fingermarks. There was no mistaking what they were. There was a
definite outline of what appeared to be very faint, circular marks that looked
like they had been left by a man’s hands. There was no mistaking that there
were some sort of marks on her ankles where there should be none.


He
had seen them before, although not on his wife.


Where
had he seen them?


That’s
right! It was in several of Gina’s pictures!


He
ducked into the spare bedroom, and pulled up the wifesharing website, and
looked over Gina and Jeff’s photo gallery.


There
it was: a picture of Gina, lying on her back, with her legs propped back
towards her upper body. Her husband was gripping her legs just above the
ankles, his fingers digging into the skin, while a second man fucked her -- his
thick, hard cock working its way deep into her married pussy.


Then,
in the next picture, Jeff was getting his cock sucked while the second man
continued fucking the wife -- and her legs were still propped back for deep
access to her pussy. Harvey looked at Gina’s sleek, sexy ankles -- they were
ringed with Jeff’s fingermarks.


They
looked very similar to what Harvey had seen on Adele’s ankles while she was
walking towards the hallway.


A
rush of anxiety slammed Harvey as the significance of the slight, pink marks
made their way into the recesses of his brain.


He
looked over the pics of Gina one last time before switching off the computer.


Suddenly,
the picture of what he faced became crystal clear.


My
wife has been fucking someone this evening. 


There
is no other explanation for hand marks and fingermarks on her ankles.


That
-- and the eight hour “office party”.


And
the fact she was dressed to get somebody’s cock hard. And that ‘somebody’
certainly wasn’t me.


Suddenly,
two things became ultra apparent:


This
Christmas would not be a typical one at the Wilson household.


And
-- if he had the opportunity -- he was going to fuck Gina.


 


HUBBY PLAYS GOLF


The
next day, Saturday, Harvey woke up late -- it was just after noon he got out of
bed. He had finally fallen asleep around 4 a.m., and he’d had a restive night
and morning sleeping. Adele was already up by the time he sauntered down the
hallway -- she had gotten out of bed maybe fifteen minutes before he did. 


When
Harvey rounded the corner, Adele was sitting at the kitchen table in her
bathrobe, sipping some freshly brewed coffee, checking notifications on her
cell phone. She looked up.


“Nice
job with the tree, honey,” she said, nodding towards the living room. “I see
you managed to get some other lights up, too.”


“Yeah,”
said Harvey, still feeling groggy, and still angry at his wife’s suspected
indiscretions. “I had plenty of time, you know, so I used it by putting up the
lights over the mantel, and then added the lights outside.” He looked over at
Adele. “You gonna put your family’s ornaments on the tree?”


Adele
glanced towards her husband, and then quickly looked out towards the sliding
glass door. Outside it was 40 degrees F and raining -- a typically cold, dreary
Winter day. 


“I
don’t know,” she said. “I’d have to dig through the boxes, and then make sure I
didn’t drop them…. and…”


“Well,
how about the Nativity Scene?” He poured the coffee and creamer into his cup.
“You always love to put that up, on top of the bookcase, with the lights and
candles and all…”


Adele
looked her husband in the eyes. “I was planning on going shopping with a couple
girlfriends from college this afternoon or evening for a few hours. I haven’t
seen them in over six months. Maybe I’ll put all of that stuff up when I get
home.”


Harvey
instantly suspected Adele was lying.


It
wasn’t that she was the lying type.


It
was the fingermarks he recalled seeing on her ankles when she got home eight
hours late. Suddenly, every word his wife stated had an air of suspicion
surrounding it.


“Well,
whether you want to put it up, or not -- I’m cool with that,” he said, almost
dismissively. “After all -- it’s just a decoration. There will be other
Christmases.” 


He
glanced out towards the small Christmas tree -- the one he’d bought when he
started seeing her. A pang of remorse struck through his soul. All the
feelings, all connected with that little tree. 


He
nodded towards the tree in the next room. 


“The
tree is enough for us, really,” he said. He took a sip from his mug of coffee,
the creamer mixed to a rich, deep shade of brown. “Well, I’m going to check out
some things on the internet. Then I might put up the last of the lights
outside, if it stops raining. Let me know when you’re headed out for shopping,
or whatever. Either tell me, or text me.”


“Sure,”
said the wife, her tone almost dismissive, as she kept her attention occupied
with her cell phone -- her fingers scrolling through yet another trail of what
appeared to be useless notifications.


“Any
news from your friends?” said Harvey, trying to engage her in some sort of
useful of meaningful conversation.


“Same
old same old,” said Adele, not even looking up.


“Well,
when I get off the computer, I might watch some college football. You want to
watch a game? There will be a couple different bowl games playing.”


“Nah,”
said the wife. She looked up, blankly. “You go ahead, honey.”


It
was apparent to Harvey that Adele’s mind was somewhere else, far away.


Possibly
connected to whomever, or whatever, placed the suspicious markings on her
ankles the night before.


Harvey
forced a smile and took another sip from his creamed coffee and trudged out of
the kitchen and went down the hall to the computer room.


As
soon as he sat at the computer, he fired it up. It took about five minutes to
go through its paces, and update. Then, finally, the cursor on the screen quit
circling and circling, indicating that the updating was finished and Harvey
could cruise the internet without the computer bogging down.


Harvey
called up the browser and the first thing he clicked was the wifesharing
website that Gina had given him.


Instantly,
he was treated to several hot new pictures of blonde Gina. The first one showed
Gina, her eyes a bright shade of blue, her smile beaming, with her wearing a
bikini, sitting out on a chaise lounge near a swimming pool. The brightness of
the sun’s rays hitting the bottom of the water-filled basin hinted that the
photo was taken somewhere other than the Northwest U.S. 


In
back of the pool was a stone wall, and Harvey could see bare, brown hills with
scrub brush and a few cacti here and there, hinting of the dry, desert West.


The
blonde’s body, of course, looked awe inspiring -- delectable curves, with her
large breasts amply filling the top of the blue and white bikini.


There
was a caption underneath the pic:


Taking
in some October sun, earlier this year, in Scottsdale! :-)


Arizona,
thought Harvey to himself. I thought that’s where it was, from the way the area
looks. 


The
only thing Harvey really knew about Arizona was that his wife’s parents moved
there a few years previous, leaving her basically family-less in Seattle. His
own parents were gone, too -- his father long dead, and his mother living with
a new husband in Colorado. Harvey had visited the Phoenix area with his wife a
year previous. They had gone there for Thanksgiving to see her folks, and it
was pleasantly warm in the Winter. 


He
could imagine Gina and Jeff flying there, and spending time in the Summer-like
sun in October, avoiding the cold rain that usually starts in Seattle around
that time of year.


Must
be nice, thought Harvey to himself, to have money enough to just fly somewhere
and see the sun when you really need it.


He
scrolled to the next pic, which showed Gina naked in the bright sun, her big,
pleasantly wide ass aimed directly at the camera. The blonde was on her hands
and knees on a towel which was laid out on the warm concrete, right next to the
bright blue water of the pool. The photo was high definition -- enough to see
every droplet of water on the blonde’s skin, as it was apparent she had taken a
swim before the photo was taken.


It
was followed by another photo, this time also with Gina naked, her legs
outstretched towards the camera, her feet together and pointed towards the
lens.


Harvey
took a sip of his strong coffee and scrolled through other photos, all of which
were freshly posted in a gallery creatively titled Slutty In Scottsdale!!! The
ensuing photos showed Gina and a strange man -- definitely not her husband --
fucking. The man looked to be maybe 26, and was heavily tattooed, and very
athletic. His cock was huge, and he had a firm grip on the wife’s hips while
nailing her, hard. Gina appeared to be gasping for her life, her eyes rolling
in her head as her ass was flattened by one of the younger man’s deft thrusts.


The
caption below said Hubby plays golf -- wifey plays around!


In
another series of pics, both Gina and another, unnamed blonde were being fucked
in tandem -- Gina’s husband Jeff was fucking the other woman, and a strange man
was fucking Gina. Both women looked as if they were about to hit orgasm. Below
one of the pictures was a caption: Slut Wife, Happy Life!


Both
blondes had prominent wedding rings donning their fingers -- obviously Gina and
Jeff had travelled to Arizona to engage in some wife swapping with friends there.


Harvey
could see the bright Arizona sun beaming through the bedroom windows as the
couples swapped partners, each wife being taken singly or by both men at a
time, the spare spouse apparently being the one operating the camera, or
leaving it on a tripod.


Finishing
that particular gallery, Harvey then perused another one, with two women --
Gina and another woman with a large rock on her finger -- both being fucked in
tandem on a huge, fancy bed in a massive, modern bedroom. Both women had the
looks of ecstasy on their faces. The other wife had darker blonde hair than
Gina, but they both looked like trophy wives being fucked to Pluto and back.







First
Gina was being fucked by Jeff, and the other, dirty blonde was fucked by
another man -- a somewhat portly looking fellow with a massive cock.


Then
the following photo showed the portly guy slamming Gina’s ass flat with
forceful fucking, while Jeff gripped the other wife’s shoulders in a firm grip
while pounding her into the bedcovers.


By
this time, Harvey’s cock was incredibly hard. Suddenly,
he heard a ding noise in his computer speakers, and he noticed a
blinking red icon at the top of the screen. He had a PM.


He
opened it. It was from Gina.


Hey! she typed. I
see you are here! We are having our party tonight at 7 p.m. It’s at our house.
We live in Castle Hill. You interested?


Harvey
thought for a second. He recalled how non-committal his wife had seemed earlier
in the morning, and how she stated that she would be out shopping during much
of the evening.


Did
he want to make such plans?


I’ll
wait, he thought to himself. Maybe Adele will stay home. Maybe we can talk.
Maybe she’ll put up some decorations and we can spend the evening together. 


The
fingermarks still are disturbing, but whomever or whatever caused them, there
is nothing I can do about that now. I suppose I shall find out eventually.


I
need to see what my wife is doing, Harvey PMed Gina. It all depends on
whether she and I have plans or not. We had some, but I’m not sure they will
pan out.


Cool,
typed
Gina. Let me know if you are coming. I’ll check our PMs later this
afternoon. And remember, your wife is welcome, too! 


She
then gave Harvey her address. It appeared to be up in the hills south of
Bellevue somewhere. A fairly well-to-do neighborhood.


Hmmmm,
thought Harvey. I wonder what their place looks like. And also what the other
people who are there will be like. Hopefully, they’re nice, friendly people
like Jeff and Gina seem to be.


He
looked over a few more photo sets on the site. Other couples also posted some.
It struck Harvey as strange that so many men seemed to love sharing their
spouses with other men sexually. He wasn’t sure he could do so with Adele.


But
then, the fingermarks on her ankles hinted that he already may have done so,
without knowing ahead of time. Already, Adele was probably a shared wife. He
just hadn’t had the opportunity to approve of the sharing.


So
what’s the difference? Harvey figured.


He
shut down the computer and went out to watch a football game in the living
room. Adele was in the bathroom, showering.


As
he watched the football game, he had a second, and then third cup of coffee.
Outside it was a typically dreary 40 degrees and rain. For a while Harvey thought
about adding to the lights outside, but then he quashed the idea. What had been
put up was enough.


Christmas
was now only two full days away. What’s up is what’s up.


The
football game was a wipeout, and Harvey bored of it after a while, as he wasn’t
really a fan of either team. He went into the kitchen to get another cup of
coffee, and made his way back to the spare bedroom where the computers were.


He
passed the bathroom. He could smell the warm, humid scent of bodywash and some
perfume. Adele was obviously taking her time sprucing up for the afternoon or
evening with the girls shopping.


Oh
well.


He
got into the cold spare room and switched up the heat a little. He checked some
football and rockhounding forums. On the rockhounding forum some guy said he
had managed to get some crystallized purple quartz at some hard to find place
in the Cascades somewhere. An immense, monstrously sized rock formation in the
mountains was famous for producing rare, but nice finds in crystals. Harvey had
heard of such mining areas, many of which were only reachable through
intractable ranges of forest, and some of which were closed off to normal
people equipped with a pickaxe.


Harvey
himself was more content digging around in the local rivers and creeks, or
nearby embankments, seeing what native rocks he could find, be it a chunk of
Tertiary sandstone or a nice piece of quartz -- either that, or he would take a
few trips to the Pacific beaches where some agates and other colorful rocks
were sometimes found.


He
grew bored with the hobby forums and glanced at the clock in the corner of the
computer screen. It was now 5:35 p.m. All of a sudden, he heard the front door
to the house shut. He got up, and went to the bedroom window, and looked
through the half open blinds.


Adele
was stunningly dressed in tight black jeans that grabbed her prominent,
pleasingly rounded ass, he could tell she was wearing a low cut blouse, because
her cleavage showed through the opening of the front of her hoodie. 


Her
feet were bare, clad in a pair of dark blue, strap heels. Her hair was a
brighter shade of blonde than usual, with light orange streaks. She was made up
spectacularly, with fine lip gloss and subtle, yet commanding eye shadow --
Harvey could even tell from the 30 foot distance between his wife’s car and the
spare bedroom window at the upper corner of the house that she was dressed for
attracting the attention of men, while out with the girls. 


Or
a man.


A
man she might have seen the previous evening, when she was out late?


He
suddenly felt a twinge of anger, suspicion, and jealousy.


I
thought she was going to text me before she left, Harvey thought to himself.


The
car started, and Adele’s face was lit slightly by the glaring blue light of her
cell phone. Obviously, she was texting someone. Then she put the phone away in
her purse, and drove out onto the street.


Harvey’s
ring tone went off.


Hi
hon,
Adele texted. I’m going to my friend Janette’s for a few hours, and then we
plan to go shopping and maybe have something to eat later. I’ll be home late. I
don’t really know when. CU.


Harvey
shook his head. 


Well,
at least she texted me, Harvey pondered, even if it seems to have been an
afterthought.


He
let out a breath of discouragement and went to the computer desk.


He
remembered Gina’s PM. The one where she had invited him to her and Jeff’s house
for the party.


I
should go, thought Harvey to himself. What have I got to lose? What else am I
going to do? Sit here at home and be depressed? Sit here and be anxious, or
angry? Drink myself into oblivion? Those aren’t valid options.


Fuck
that shit. I’m going to meet some new people, and try to have fun.


He
opened the PM screen, and began typing.


Hi
Gina. I’m interested in coming over, if the invitation still stands. My wife
will be out somewhere for the evening, and I’ll be free to play. I look forward
to hearing back from you. Harvey.


He
went out to the kitchen to have a sandwich. The TV was still on, with a different
college bowl game playing. He sat and watched it for a while, and his mind kept
drifting to the antics of his wife.


He
was certain that something haywire was going on. After eight years of marriage,
one knows when something is going sideways -- you just know when your partner
appears to be hiding something.


He
tried to put it out of his mind, but couldn’t.


He
finished his sandwich and the tree caught his attention.


Fuck,
he thought to himself. When I bought this thing, I was in love.


There
it is, a representation of a love that is now brimming with deceit.


He
got up, took the saucer to the kitchen where he washed it and put it away. Then
he poured another coffee and went back to the computer room to check and see if
Gina had responded to him.


No
sooner than he saw the screen on his computer, he could tell a PM was waiting
for him.


What
a welcoming sight that was! The blinking of the notification icon -- somebody
actually cared enough to want to spend time with him!


Harvey
clicked the PM screen. A text from Gina awaited.


Hey!
Of course you are still invited, silly! And your wife, too, if she wants. Just
let her know we are a sexually open couple, and there may be sexual shenanigans
galore at this party. :-) Show up any time after 7. If you get lost, call or
text me.


She
added her cell phone number at the end of the PM.


Harvey’s
heart raced. He glanced once again at the photos of the hot wife in her picture
gallery.


Wow,
I might be able to have sex with this awesome, blonde beauty, he thought to
himself. His cock stiffened at the sight of Gina being stuffed from all angles.


He
switched off the computer. Within fifteen minutes he was showering and shaving,
and getting ready to leave for places and parts unknown.


 


A SPARE HOLE


The
night fell quickly, it being only two days after solstice, and it was raining
very lightly -- a slight drip, drip, drip hitting the windshield as Harvey
wound his way up the winding boulevards that led to Jeff and Gina’s
neighborhood, which was tucked in the inner foothills that ringed the Seattle
metro’s Eastside. He glanced at the clock on his truck’s dashboard. It was now
6:45 p.m.


He
would be right on time.


He
had to stop and consult the mapping app on his phone a couple times to figure
out where he was, as the curvy streets in the region made it difficult to keep
track of where he was. Using a GPS guide was useless, and in the rain and
darkness -- borderline dangerous.


As
he drove his way through the curving, inclined streets he passed house after
house of the American Dream in action, all decked out in vast Christmas array.
House after house with tall, brightly lit trees in the front windows -- tall,
gabled roofs outlined in white lights, multi-colored displays of every type in
spotless, well-manicured yards.


It
was a trip into a wonderworld of Christmas.


Finally
he found the Swansons’ house, a new, brightly decorated, grey and white
painted, multi-gabled wood-frame that was perched on the gently sloping side of
the hill facing the lake and Seattle proper. The Swanson’s home was massive --
somewhat boxy, yet stylish -- like the rest of the houses in the neighborhood.
Like the other homes, it was basically a large, two-storey structure that
filled most of the small yard.


And
-- also like every other house in the neighborhood -- it was fronted by a tall,
arched picture window with a massive, brightly lit Christmas tree behind it.


“Wow,”
said Harvey to himself, noticing the brightly lit decoration. “Now, that’s
a tree!”


Indeed,
Gina and Jeff’s tree was indeed a tall one -- maybe 15 to 20 feet in height,
with numerous large, colored glass ball ornaments and white twinkly lights,
looking like a heart-warming glimpse of Christmas splendor in the dreary, wet
night.


Jeff
and Gina had decorated the square front pillars that framed the house’s large
front porch with strings of multi-colored twinkly lights, making them look like
columns of sparkly color. The front sidewalk was lined with brightly lit candy
canes, and there was a large, lit, red and white lollipop out in the middle of
the small front yard.


Harvey
got out of his truck, after parking it next to the curb on the wide, curved
asphalt street. The warm, wet wind cooled the back of his neck as he stepped
onto the pavement. At first, he glanced across the darkened street, towards the
West, and towards the slight view that the houses on the block had of the lake
and the city. He could just make out the skyscrapers of downtown Seattle, which
was maybe ten miles distant -- the tall edifices of steel and glass twinkling
like a million tiny lights.


Then
Harvey looked up and down the road. Every single house was decked out in
holiday grandeur -- there were Santas; elves; colorfully lit Nativity Scenes;
tall, illuminated candles; brightly lit angels; gingerbread men; reindeer made
of lights, and icicles hanging from eaves -- every house looked like the
inhabitants adored Christmas.


Thinking
of things back home, and wondering what his wife was truly up to on this
particular evening, Harvey let out a sigh and trudged his way up to the
Swansons’ front door. Some people seem to be fortunate enough to have something
worth celebrating during this time of the year. Others? They have to just get
through the season.


On
his way up the driveway he walked past two fancy, late model SUV’s, both of
them facing the bright white-painted garage doors. One of the vans had Ohio
license plates -- obviously newcomers to the area.


As
he reached the porch, Harvey noticed some cheery lights flickering from the
left hand corner of the porch.


There
was a large, white ceramic statue of a saint -- Harvey wasn’t sure which one,
as they all looked alike to him -- and two tall votive candles burned in front
of it, their flames flickering gently in the slight, dampening breeze.


To
his right, he saw a large, painted terracotta elf looking upwards, holding a
sign that said “Merry Christmas!”


He
grinned and shook his head. “Maybe for you, elf, Christmas will be merry, but
in my world… well…” He paused, in thought. “Perhaps tonight will make up for
it.”


He
pushed the illuminated doorbell. A slight breeze picked up, and rain began to
fall, resounding off of the nearby pavement of the sidewalk. He stood, his
nerves on edge, waiting.


 


Over
an hour earlier, Adele drove down the freeway in the rain, driving at a
moderate pace because of the spray from other trucks and cars, and because the
traffic was heavier than usual, it being the day before Christmas Eve. The late
afternoon was darker than usual from the rainclouds overhead, making the
atmosphere a bit dreary for such a festive time of year. The clouds, however,
did not dampen Adele’s spirits.


Her
heart was racing -- she would hopefully be spending yet another excitement
filled evening with Derrick. She knew there would probably be a couple other
people at the party, but she was certain that she would have time alone with
Derrick -- after all, didn’t he tell her how much he had missed her over the
years? Would he lie about that?


After
a half hour of driving, she made her way across West Seattle to finally reach
Derrick’s condo. As she pulled up to the street that fronted the building, she
glanced out over the Sound. She could just make out the islands and peninsulas
across the windswept water, the Sound and distant hillsides looking a bluish
shade of deep grey.


She
got out, and made her way in between two other late model vehicles to reach the
concrete stairs that led to Derrick’s condo. She could already hear the thump
of music resonating through Derrick’s plate glass windows. She quickly glanced
at her cell phone. It was just after 6 p.m.


The
Christmas party had obviously already started.


Adele
made her way to the door, and could see inside the plate glass. There were two
strange men -- both drinking beers -- and a raven haired brunette girl with
pale skin, who looked to be maybe 25 or so. The girl was dressed like a
stripper out for the evening: a black corset top. She had a couple tattoos on her
shoulders -- one which looked to be a rose. She was wearing a dark blue plaid
skirt, which was very short -- the hem stopping just below the ass.


The
girl glanced towards Adele, just as Adele tapped on the door’s glass window.
The girl smiled.


Derrick
was in the kitchenette. He looked up. Eyes met eyes. Within seconds he was at
the door.


“Ya
made it!” he said, grinning. He placed his arms around the blonde and kissed
her. The kiss turned passionate. Adele could taste the expensive beer that
Derrick had been apparently drinking. Derrick broke the kiss, and nuzzled the
wife’s hair. “I’m so glad you came to my party,” he whispered in Adele’s ear.


He
gently nudged her inside the condo and shut the door.


Adele
followed Derrick into the warmth of the living room. There was a football game
on the flatscreen -- a game that no one was paying any attention to. The sound
was down, and music was playing instead.


The
two other men, who were chatting with the raven haired stripper girl, looked
over at Adele. Adele could tell that the both of them were undressing her with
their eyes, and that they liked what they saw. She gave them a sly smile.


“Guys,”
said Derrick, leading the blonde towards the small group. “This is my old
girlfriend, Adele.” He paused and gave the blonde a squeeze on the ass. “We
dated in high school.” He smacked Adele’s left ass cheek and leaned into her
ear. “I’ll go get you a drink. Wine cooler? Imported ale? Mexican beer?”


“How
about a Mexican beer?” said Adele. She took off her hoody, her cleavage
catching the eyes of the two strange men.


“Wow,”
said one of the strange men. “I have to tell ya -- you’re hot.” He held out his
hand towards the blonde. “My name’s Carter.”


“Hi,
Carter!” said Adele. “Thanks for the compliment. Nice to meet you.” She set her
hoodie down over the back of the couch. “How do you know Derrick?”


“I
work for him.”


“Oh.”


“He
told me he was dating a new chick,” said the younger man. “He didn’t tell me
she had such a hot rack.”


Adele
smiled, and bit her lip in slight nervousness. “I can’t help it if I have
tits.”


“I’m
glad of that,” said Carter, grinning. “Tits are good!”


The
other strange guy, a built guy with a bushy, black beard, held out his hand for
Adele to shake. “You don’t remember me, obviously.”


Adele
looked the man over. “No, I don’t. Sorry.”


“I’m
John Davidson. I was on the football team at Reagan High.”


Adele
looked the man over again. She thought she saw a resemblance to someone from
the past, but whoever John was, Adele really couldn’t remember him all that
well. Something was familiar -- but something else was way different.


It
was the beard, and the extra tattoos. Adele looked in the man’s eyes, and then
remembered -- yes, John was the asshole that said Adele had a terrific ass, and
she looked like she’d be a great ass fuck. And he also said something about how
he wanted to haul Adele into a back bedroom and slam his cock into her ass
until he filled it with cum, while ‘choking her like a porn slut’. 


Of
course, when he said that, it was at a party, and he was drunk. But still…


“I
think I remember you now, John,” Adele said diplomatically. “Your eyes give you
away.”


“I’ve
been lifting a lot,” said John. “And… I didn’t have a beard before.”


“Yeah,
the beard. It threw me.” Adele forced a smile. The man was indeed built, and
maybe he had a good cock. But he still had the air of an asshole about him.


“I’m
Dylan!” said the raven haired girl. She shook Adele’s hand. “I used to date
Derrick, too!”


“Oh,
really!” said Adele.


“Yeah,
but then I met John, and when he and I started seeing each other, Derrick found
someone else. But me and Derrick? We’re still friends.”


“Nothing
wrong with that,” said Adele. “What do you do for a living, Dylan?” She grabbed
a clear bottle of amber fluid from Derrick’s hand, as he’d just returned from
the kitchenette.


“I’m
a bartender,” said Dylan. “And a model!”


“Oh,
really? What kind of modelling?”


“Any
kind, really. Clothed, unclothed. It’s all the same to me.” The raven haired
girl’s eyes, which were a piercing shade of green, were quite expressive. She
had a small, gold colored nose piercing -- a stud with a small jewel on the tip
of it -- and a delicate looking eyebrow ring that didn’t get in the way of her
prettiness.


Adele
could see that Dylan’s legs were long and slimly muscular, as the girl’s dark
plaid skirt was super short. She had a small barbed-wire tattoo around her left
ankle, and a gold chain around her right. Both feet were wrapped in her tall,
black strap heels.


“You’d
be surprised at how many pro photographers are looking for models in this
town,” Dylan said, her eyes darting over the blonde. She nodded towards Carter
nonchalantly. “Even though he’s not a pro yet, Carter takes great pics
of me. I should show ya. They make me look hot. Even naked.”


“Carter
takes naked pics of you?”


“Sure!”


“And
your boyfriend John doesn’t care?”


“John
loves it when I get naked.” The raven headed temptress glanced towards
the burly ex-football player. “And he likes it when other guys see my body.
Naked is good -- that’s what he always says. Don’t ya, honey?”


“Shit
yeah,” said John, taking a pull from his bottle of imported lager. “I would
prefer you being naked 24-7, bitch!”


Dylan
giggled. “I am naked most of the time at home,” she offered. “I’m always
ready for sex, any time of the day.” She sipped her drink. “I can’t help it --
I just love sex.”


She
looked over the blonde wife standing in front of her. “You know, Adele -- you
could probably make a lot of money modelling, yourself.”


She
took a big sip from her bottle of imported ale. “You have really good lines.”


“Thanks!”
said Adele.


“So,
you want Carter to take some pics of you?” The brunette smiled. “I’m sure he’d
love to do that. He’s got his camera in the trunk of the car. He could
photograph you really well, right here and now -- while we watch!”


“I’d
have to think about that one,” said Adele, grinning.


“Our
guest here, Dylan,” interjected Derrick, “is a professional woman. Naked
photos are still beyond the pale for her, I suspect.” He reached down and
squeezed Adele’s ass, his fingers almost pinching it as he grabbed it. He
leaned into her ear, and whispered: “I’d love to see you naked again,
Adele.”


Adele
bit her lip in nervous sexual tension. She looked over at Derrick. He held her
gaze. They kissed.


“Awwwww!!”
taunted John, taking another swig from his expensive lager. “Isn’t that so
fuckin’ sweet!”


“You’re
just jealous, John,” Derrick threw back at him. “You always wanted to fuck
Adele in high school.”


“That’s
true,” said the burly ex-footballer. “And I have to admit -- I was a bit rude
about it.”


He
looked at the blonde, as if wondering whether he wanted to go further and
apologise for something that had taken place over a decade earlier. He paused,
and then took a swig from his strong lager and said nothing.


“Speaking
of sex, why don’t we all watch a porn?” said Dylan spryly, taking a big sip
from her drink. “I mean, that definitely will get us in the mood for a good
party!” She looked at Derrick. “Well?”


“Sure,”
he said. “A porn vid would warm things up. At least we could have a good laugh.
A lot of porn is just people making asses of themselves, while they fuck and
suck.”


The
other three laughed out loud. Adele giggled a little. The talk about porn made
her feel a bit uncomfortable. She never watched it much with Harvey. She knew
Harvey had used it during college and just afterwards, but she and Harvey never
saw porn as anything other than very rare, sordid style entertainment. 


Sometimes
she wondered if perhaps the fact that they never watched it much was a sign of
their blah sex life. Other times she was just as glad they didn’t view it, so
it wouldn’t get in the way of the real thing. 


Suddenly
Adele realised that all eyes were on her. 


“Well,”
said Derrick. “You’re the guest, Adele. You want to watch a sex party in
action on the big screen?”


Adele
took a sip from her Mexican beer. “Sure!” she said.


“Well
then,” said Derrick. “I guess I’ll go through my DVD’s, or we can call
something up from the internet. There are tons of sites, although not all of
them seem to be 100 percent safe from viruses and stuff.”


“DVD’s,”
said Dylan. “Wow.”


“Hey,
they have great resolution, and there were some really good vids that came out
in the early 2000’s.”


Derrick
went over to his entertainment center and opened a door to a cabinet that
fronted the large piece of dark brown furniture. He pulled out several DVD’s
and then grabbed the remote from the top of the entertainment center. He walked
over to the others, discs in hand.


“Any
of these interest you?” he said, handing the DVD’s to the others.


“Wow,
this girl looks like you, Dylan!” said Carter, glancing at a DVD that had
amateur girls doing porn for the first time. “And she’s taking it in all
holes!”


He
held the cover so the others could see. Sure enough, there was a raven haired
girl, who looked barely 20 or 21, with a nose piercing and several tatts and a
slim, pale body -- getting nailed by three guys.


“She
does look like me!” said Dylan, looking over the cover. She pointed to the
foursome pictured on the label. “I’ve done that before!” She handed the DVD to
Adele. “Three guys is pretty awesome.” She looked at Adele, as Adele glanced
over the photos on the DVD cover -- the young porn actress was getting nailed
on both ends, and her pale ass had several spank marks.


“You
ever do a threesome?” said Dylan.


Adele
looked up, at first not certain she was being addressed.


“Er…
No,” she said. “I haven’t had one of those.”


“Wow,
you’re missing out,” said the younger woman. “Two or more cocks is always
excellent. It feels so wicked to have them filling all your holes.” The girl
took a sip from her drink and grinned. “You should try it.”


“Well,
ah…” Adele was tongue tied. How do you tell other people that certain things
are just not for you, without dousing a party with cold water? “Maybe I will
some time. It sounds interesting.”


“It’s
O.K.,” said the younger woman. “You don’t have to try it now, tonight!”
She looked around. “Although you obviously would have enough guys who’d want to
try it with you.” She looked over at John and Carter. “And a couple of them
have really big cocks, and can really fuck a long time with them.”


Adele
blanched. Derrick, who was standing next to her, had set the DVD’s on the
coffee table. He put his hand on Adele’s ass and leaned into her ear. “Our
Dylan is a little wild and crazy at times. Just humor her. You’re O.K.”


Adele
smiled. She took a sip from her drink. The younger woman and the other two men
sat at the couch, which was a long affair shaped like an elongated L. Derrick
led Adele to the shorter leg of the furniture, and he popped in the DVD. Within
seconds the little room was greeted with menu soundtrack of industrial rock
music, and clips several seconds long, with the sights and sounds of young
women getting their brains fucked out of them.


Derrick
held up the remote and aimed it at the DVD player. “I love this ancient tech,”
he quipped. “Reminds me of when I got my first one of these porn DVD’s in
college. I still have it somewhere.”


Carter
and John both laughed. 


“Even
ten years ago I never thought I’d see the day DVD’s were considered ancient
technology,” said John. “Fuck. Now it’s all download this, streaming that.” He
took a sip from his ale. “Fuck that shit. I like tangible medium still.”


“Yeah,”
said Dylan, her legs over John’s. “You still listen to your Tool and Perfect
Circle CD’s.”


“The
CD’s sound so much better than MP3’s,” said John, burping slightly. “Less
compression, more clarity and definition.” He looked over towards the others.
“You can really hear the cowbell a lot better.”


“Cowbell?
What cowbell?” said Derrick. “Tool and Perfect Circle never had cowbell on
their records!”


“I’m
jokin’, man,” said John. “Fuck. Don’t take everything so serious.”


Derrick
chuckled. “So what will it be, dudes?” He switched up the volume on the TV.
“There’s that clip with the girl that looks like our Dylan here.”


He
pressed a button on the remote and scrolled down the menu. Suddenly a short
preview clip played, with a dark haired girl who looked amazingly like young
Dylan, moaning and whimpering as both of her holes were filled to the maximum.


“Well,
let’s watch this!” said the brunette. “I like watching porn stars that look
like me!”


“O.K.,”
said Derrick. “You’ve got it!” He hit the start button, and soon enough, the
video began. The clip began with the raven haired girl -- who, like Dylan,
sported a sexy slim body and some tattoos on her shoulder, as well as some
piercings -- was interviewed in a fancy house somewhere. The place was
humongous, and spotless. The house had tall, vaulted redwood ceilings, and the
furniture looked expensive, but spare.


The
place looked almost like a show house -- which it probably was.


The
sun shined brightly through the picture windows, the whiteness of the rays
informing the Northwesterners who were watching the DVD that it was undoubtedly
filmed somewhere south of the 35th Parallel.


The
camera man began asking the actress, a cute waif named Crystal, a bunch of
inane questions about her life and her sexual proclivities.


Within
five minutes she was sitting in the lap of a big, burly man maybe ten years
older than her -- a guy she clearly didn’t know -- and the two began to kiss
passionately. 


Fingers
found special spots beneath T-shirts and then pried tight jeans down silky,
pale thighs, and before Adele knew it she was watching the young brunette blow
the man’s large cock -- a piece of flesh that was definitely bigger than
Harvey, and almost bigger than Derrick.


The
sounds of the girl slurping and sucking were phenomenal -- it was obvious that
even though she was just two months past her 20th birthday she had
been trained at the art of fellatio quite well. In fact, she took the man all
the way down her throat repeatedly, with greedy aplomb. Soon enough, a second
man appeared, and the girl began sucking both of them.


“Wow,”
said Adele. “That girl has no qualms about sucking complete strangers.”


“What’s
wrong with that?” said Dylan, looking over, her legs still draped across her
boyfriend John’s. “It’s just oral. It’s no big deal.”


Adele
bit her lip in apprehension, her eyes mesmerised by the activity on the large
flatscreen. “I suppose,” she offered, somewhat diplomatically.


“These
porn girls have set the new standard for what a woman is supposed to be like in
bed,” said the brunette. “Or -- at least I think so.”


“Really?”
said Adele. “How?”


“Well,
guys like porn. Guys like sex.  A woman who likes to make her guy happy in
bed is probably gonna have to ante up in the oral and anal department. The guys
already have seen what other girls can do -- in porn. So… If ya want to make
your guy happy, you can learn a few things. That’s how I see it.”


“Using
oral to get what you want from a man?” said Adele. “Wow.”


“Why
not?” The brunette paused. “Don’t you like sucking cock?” she said, her eyes
flashing. It was apparent she loved to talk about sex.


“Well,
sure,” said Adele.


“You
don’t sound like it,” said the raven haired girl. “I love sucking cock.”
She bit her lip, her eyes having a mischievous look about them.


“Well,
I like it too,” said Adele, not really sounding like she meant it. 


“Look
at that girl now. Throating both of those guys like a pro,” said the brunette
pointing at the antics on the screen. She grinned. “Of course, it’s because she
is a pro.” She paused. “Like me!”


“Here,”
she added, as the video kept playing in the background, the porn actress making
gurgling noises on the TV as she throated both men on the screen, going back
and forth, as if she were taste-testing them. “I’ll show you!”


Dylan
instantly got up on her hands and knees, her butt aimed towards Carter, her
head just over John’s lap. She reached down for John’s trousers, and she began
to unbutton his top button. Then she unzipped his fly all the way down. Within
seconds she had her hands on his penis, and to Adele’s horror the young woman
began to suck on John’s formidable, flaccid manhood, bringing it to full
erection rather quickly.


Adele’s
eyes widened as she saw the size of John’s cock -- it was massive, if just a
bit longer than Derrick’s. She watched as the younger woman took the cock down
her throat like a total pro.


John
instinctively reached up and placed his hand on the back of the girl’s head,
wrapping her long silky hair around his fingers, as he pulled on it, holding
her head immobile, her mouth still loaded with cockflesh.


“This
hot slut of mine can suck better than any woman I’ve ever been with!” said John
proudly. He glanced down at the raven haired fellatrix. “Mmmmm,” he groaned. “I
love holding your mouth there, just like that.”


Gurgle!
Gurgle! Gurgle!


“Take
it, slut!” ordered John, beaming.


John
let go of the girl’s hair and Dylan began sucking and throating him again, her
head going up and down, up and down.


As
Dylan throated her boyfriend, the eyes in the room were mostly on her, instead
of on the porn video. Carter, sitting nearby, reached over and pulled Dylan’s
skirt up past her waist. The girl ignored it, still sucking.


“What
a sweet ass,” said Carter.


“Sure
is,” said John, grinning, as he caressed his girlfriend’s hair, his cock coated
in Dylan’s saliva.


Adele
looked on in curiosity as the younger woman slurped and sucked, her head
bobbing on one end of her body, and her pert, bare bottom sticking out from her
short, plaid skirt. There was nothing
but a slip of a thong hiding the sweet spots.


Adele
couldn’t believe her eyes.


Carter,
mesmerised by Dylan’s bare bottom, put his hand on it, and felt the girl’s ass
cheeks. Dylan moved her ass and moaned -- her mouth full of cock -- as if she
wanted more of Carter’s touch. Within seconds Carter’s fingers had pulled the
thong aside, and were exploring the girl’s nether regions, finger caressing
labia, fingertip touching clit, and soon enough the couch began erupting with
high pitched, cock-muffled, girlish whimpers.


Adele
watched, mesmerised, as Derrick’s living room began to slowly turn into a sex
orgy. Carter’s fingers moved in and out as he worked Dylan’s pussy, her thong
pulled around to the side, the thin red lace strip digging into the girl’s
right ass cheek. Watching the antics, Derrick placed a hand above Adele’s knee,
massaging it gently.


Meanwhile,
the threesome continued.


Squish!
Squish! Squish!


Slurp!
Slurp! Slurp!


The
lusty young brunette began bucking her pert, round and pale ass back towards
the fingers that were sending her progressively towards orgasm.


Soon
enough, the girl began to come, her mouth still full of cock as she whined and
grunted and coughed while choking on John’s large flesh-helmet. Carter pulled
out his fingers as soon as Dylan was done climaxing and leaned his face into
the girl’s butt and dug his tongue deep in ass crack.


The
brunette pulled her lips from John’s cock and gasped heartily.


She
glanced towards the blonde, and smiled. “I love it when I’m doing two guys like
this! It’s the best!”


“It
looks interesting,” offered Adele.


“Would
you like to try it?” said the brunette.


“I
don’t know. Maybe. It seems a bit wild.”


“Wild
sex is good sex. You should try it at least once.”


“I
might,” said Adele. “I like having fun. I try new things from time to time.”


The
brunette grinned and went back to sucking her boyfriend, while Carter continued
licking away at her pussy.


Adele
was completely dumbfounded as she watched a man who was not Dylan’s boyfriend
bury his face in her ass, his tongue finding all the secret spots to make Dylan
cry out in the throes of pleasure. And everyone else in the room took it in
stride, as if sharing your partner sexually was no big deal.


Derrick
moved his hand up Adele’s thigh and began to knead it, and as the porn video
droned on, Adele warmed up to Derrick’s expert touch as she watched the other
girl being sexually servicing two men.


Adele
turned towards Derrick. Derrick smiled. His hand, kneading Adele’s thigh,
worked up her bare flesh towards her pussy. He leaned towards Adele. She bit
her lip. Derrick leaned closer, his fingers now reaching around Adele’s lace
panties.


Now
his lips were just an inch from hers.


Then
they touched. Once again, Adele felt a thrilling, magic sensation as this
masculine, burly sportsman kissed her passionately, his fingers gently working
their way into her pussy.


For
about ten minutes, the porn was completely ignored as Derrick brought Adele
close to orgasm while kissing her deeply. Then he pulled his fingers away, and
broke the kiss.


There
was a raucous noise coming from the other end of the couch. Adele turned to see
what was going on. She was hit by a wave of shock: Dylan was being fucked by
Carter, who was pounding her mercilessly as she sucked and slurped at her
boyfriend’s glistening cock. John looked over and smiled.


“I
love this shit,” he said. “My girl here is the perfect partner. She just can’t
get enough sex.” He moved a hand over Dylan’s neck lovingly as she slurped him
deep. “She loves being spitroasted! Can’t ya tell?” He reached over with his
left hand and pulled at the raven haired girl’s ass cheek, gripping the side of
it and smacking it as his friend fucked her towards orgasm.


Within
seconds the room filled with whimpers and cries of joy as Dylan went over the
edge, her fine fingers jacking John’s slickened cock as she gasped on it in
pleasure.


Carter
pulled out of her pussy, and grabbed her by the hair.


“Blow
me, woman!” he ordered, pulling the brunette towards him as if he were
maneuvering a fuck doll. Within seconds the dark haired girl was sucking
Carter, and her boyfriend John got up behind her, placing his hands on her bare
waist as he began to nail her pussy.


Adele
was dumbstruck. She had never seen an impromptu sex party before in her life.
Even at the wild parties during her college years, most of the sexual hijinks
-- the threesomes, the random blowjobs -- all took place in some bedroom
somewhere, usually away from the drinking and socialising. She also had never
seen a girlfriend used so brazenly.


Derrick
pulled her face back towards his, and he kissed her. Then he placed his mouth
to her ear.


“I’m
gonna fuck you ‘til you can’t stand it,” he whispered. “Because you are mine
now, Adele.”


The
blonde giggled.


Before
she knew it, she was freed from the confines of her panties and her pussy was
impaled on Derrick’s cock, with her straddling him and facing him.
Instinctively, the wife began to fuck him and soon the room was resounding with
the noises of two horny females being fucked from orgasm to orgasm.


Squish!
Squish! Squish!


The
blonde’s tight pussy worked Derrick’s thick stick to a lather as her juices
frothed over his balls.


Whimper!
Whimper! Whimper!


Adele
began to gasp and cry as she reached her first orgasm of the evening.


After
she plateaued she glanced over towards the other three. Both men were taking
turns fucking the brunette, who was on her hands and knees, leaning against the
back of the couch -- her ass sticking out towards the center of the room -- the
two men exchanging places after a few dozen thrusts, working her like a
well-oiled machine.


Derrick
gripped Adele’s waist and pushed her back down over his balls, the blonde’s
pussy totally wrapped over his manhood. The man gasped, and he reached up and
tore apart the front of the blonde’s blouse, the buttons nearly popping from
the force. Soon Adele’s tits were sticking out, and Derrick slurped the left
one into his mouth, while guiding Adele’s ass over his lap with a firm hand,
giving the plush cheek a spank from time to time.


The
sensation of being totally filled by a huge cock was too much, and Adele began
to cry out again, gasping and biting down on Derrick’s shoulder in the the
throes of pleasure.


Derrick
glanced over towards the two other men fucking Dylan in tandem on the other leg
of the couch. He pulled up on Adele’s ass and pulled her pussy up off of his
erect manhood.


“Hey,
guys!” he exclaimed. “Why don’t one of you come on over and try out this
awesome pussy!”


Carter,
who was standing by as John pounded his girlfriend towards her tenth orgasm,
looked over, his eyes brightening at the sight of the blonde wife’s plush, wide
bottom, being spread by two burly hands -- her glistening holes open for
violation.


“Sure!”
he said. “I’ll try!” Within seconds he was behind the blonde, his cock head
pushing against the steamy depths of the wife’s hot ass crack -- the fine hairs
of the blonde’s cleft caressing his cock head pleasurably. 


Before
Adele could say anything, she felt Carter’s hands around her hips, as he tried
to find her pussy with his cock head.


Suddenly
she reached down and grabbed Carter’s cock, shoving it aside abruptly.


“Hey!”
he said. “What are you doing?”


“Get
it away from me!” ordered the wife.


“What
do you mean?”


“I
never asked you to fuck me, Carter.” She glared at the man. “And you’re not
going to, either!”


The
younger man looked at the wife, and then at her boyfriend. Derrick, realizing
he fucked up, looked away in embarrassment. Carter pulled his cock away from
the blonde. 


“Shit,
I’m sorry,” he said. “I thought….”


“You
thought wrong,” said the blonde. She stood up.


She
looked down at Derrick, who looked up at her sheepishly.


“I
thought you’d like to have some wild sex,” said Derrick. “You said as much
earlier. You said you might like to try it…”


“Not
this way,” said Adele. “What do you think I am -- some sort of whore,
that you can just rent out when you feel like it?” She scowled. “I’m not your
fucking party favor, Derrick!”


Derrick
looked a bit surprised at first, and then his face had a blank expression.


“Whatever,”
he said, finally.


Suddenly,
Adele didn’t want to be there. The porn vid, the fancy condo, the young, blunt
worded, brunette bartender taking on all comers, the hunky ex turned into a
sleazeball -- it all became soured.


But
most of all it was Derrick’s cavalier attitude towards sharing her sexually
with another man.


She
glanced around, and saw the cheapness, the sordidness of the atmosphere. The rich
appeal of being at Derrick’s condo had gone, and was replaced with something
different.


It
had acquired the look of a place that Adele no longer wanted to be.


She
grabbed her panties off the couch cushion and then grabbed her purse and
stuffed them in it. She pulled on her hoodie jacket, slung her purse strap over
her shoulder and turned towards Derrick’s end of the couch.


“It’s
been fun… up until you pulled that shit, mister,” she said to Derrick.
“Goodbye, Derrick.”


She
turned towards the door.


Derrick
was speechless. He knew there was no point in trying to change Adele’s mind
about anything. He watched as the blonde silently made her way to the front
door. Without another word, Adele opened it, and then she walked out of the
condo, practically slamming the plate glass door shut behind her.


Derrick
stood and strode over to the picture window. For a moment he watched as the
taillights of Adele’s Toyota lit up, and then he watched as they slowly
disappeared, the little car making its way back down the curvy, narrow tarmac
street towards Beach Drive, and then eventually home.


“Hey!”
shouted Dylan lustily. “Come on!” She looked over towards Derrick and grinned.
“Don’t let that blonde prude harsh your buzz! I’ve got a spare hole for
ya!” She pointed back towards her pale, bare ass.


Derrick
let out a breath. He looked down at his cock -- it was at half mast, still
chubbed from the workout the blonde wife’s pussy had given it.


Without
speaking, he walked over, and took his place behind the brunette’s pert ass, and
within seconds he worked his cock deep into the welcoming tightness of the her
pussy, the warm squeeze quickly bringing him back up to a full hardness. 


Before
long he was plunging his thick cock in and out of Dylan, causing her knees to
buckle against the couch cushions, and the air of the room to fill with her
deafening whinnies and gasps of pleasure as she sucked the other two men before
letting them all take turns using her holes..


 


DON’T LET THAT SCARE YOU


Harvey
waited while the doorbell chimes rang out somewhere inside the big, grey and
white, multi-gabled house. He could hear the sound of soft music now and then,
wafting through the windowpanes. He couldn’t see through the thick panels of
arched, yellowed glass that constituted the front door window.


After
about a minute of no response, he rang the doorbell again. The candles in front
of the saint statue still gently flickered with each budge of the damp breeze,
and the old fashioned looking elf still stared blankly up at him, its sign
still wishing him a “Merry Christmas”.


Soon
he heard voices, and the soft thump of footsteps on the other side of the door.


Then
the door opened.


It
was Gina. She was wearing a sleek, thin, form fitting black party dress. Every
subtle curve of her magnificent body was on display, the thin, sleek cotton
being the only thing in the way between the MILF and awesome nudity.


She
was made up very nicely -- looking very much the classic MILF that one sees in
TV advertisements and the like. The black dress brought out the brightness of
her straw and ash highlighted blonde hair. Her eyes were made up fantastically,
with subtle colors of mascara and eyeliner highlighting the aquamarine of her
irises.


Her
long, silky blonde hair hung down towards her chest in broad curls, the
slightly burnished highlights taking on a rich tone in the cheery, incandescent
overhead, sunken lighting of the foyer.


She
was wearing a large pair of gold hoop earrings, and had a necklace with a small
gold cross that dangled just above the deep, luscious and fleshy valley in
between her lightly freckled, D-sized tits. The sight of the blonde’s deep
cleavage caused Harvey’s cock to throb. Harvey glanced downwards. Gina’s legs
were bare and muscular, her feet bare on the hardwood flooring.


“Hey!”
she said, breaking into a big grin. “Glad you could make it!” She reached over
and pulled on Harvey’s arm in a friendly manner. “Come on in!” 


As
soon as the door was shut behind them, Harvey was instantly plunged into the
pleasant warmth of the Swansons’ abode. The first thing he noticed was the
scent of pine and cinnamon -- a Christmassy, spicy scent that came from special
pine cones sold during that time of the year in supermarkets, box stores and
gift stores. The atmosphere inside the Swanson’s house was instantly one of
holiday cheer and happiness. 


Gina
led Harvey through the foyer into a square hallway -- a gallery of sorts, whose
walls were decked with various modern art paintings and prints, along with some
family photos. Gina and Jeff’s wedding picture adorned part of one wall, and
there were other photos of the couple on vacation in Europe, Cancun and Cabo.
No pictures of any children could be seen, however. 


As
Harvey glanced around the place, he was awestruck: every facet of the house,
from the deep shine of the flooring, to the subtle colors of the wall paint; to
the furnishings; to the frames on the artwork that hung in the foyers; to the
evergreen decorations everywhere -- it all spoke of opulence that was something
that Harvey had only seen on TV holiday movies. Everything looked rich, and
everything looked perfect.


The
small hall foyer had open doorways leading to several large rooms – the dinette
and kitchen were in back -- a seemingly vast expanse of deep hardwood flooring,
stainless steel appliances and granite counter tops. There was a den of sorts
off to the left, with a plush chair and part of a rich, hardwood desk visible.
Further to the left were the carpeted stairs that led to the upper storey of
the mansion.


To
his right lay the large, sunken living room, which had the atmosphere of a
hunting lodge, with its vaulted ceiling. Harvey could just see the white
flagstone fireplace, which sported a natural gas “fire”. The mantel above was
covered with bright greenery – fake, but realistic looking holly -- and twinkly
Christmas lights. There was a large ceramic Christmas elf standing on the
flagstone hearth. From his perspective, Harvey couldn’t see much else.


“You
can hang your coat up on the rack there, if you like,” said the blonde hostess,
her bright eyes twinkling as she looked over her new friend with a hint of
sexual desire, combined with a genuine, warm sense of hospitality. She pointed
to a tall, oaken and brass coat rack which stood near the front door, its burnished
feet solidly stationed on the highly polished, rich hardwood flooring of the
foyer room. 


“When
you’re done hanging up your coat, come on into the great room,” said the
blonde, pointing through the large entrance nearby, where the fireplace was burning
and where the music was coming from. Harvey could already hear snippets of
conversation from several people -- maybe a woman and a couple of men.


“Great
room?” he said. “What’s a ‘great room’? Aren’t all rooms great?”


The
blonde smiled and shook her head. “Great room is real estate talk for a living
room -- except it’s a bit larger.” She bit her lip mischievously. “Real estate
people have their own way of describing mundane things, you know.”


“Oh.”


“I’ll
be right back with a drink for you,” said Gina. “You want a beer, or ale? Or
maybe a latte? We got a new espresso machine. I make a mean latte!”


“I’ll
have one of those,” said Harvey.


“Eggnog
flavor? I can add some real rum.”


“Sure!”
said Harvey. “Why not? After all, it’s almost Christmas.”


“Well,
go on in and make yourself at home. Jeff is manning the remote -- we were
watching a porno, just for kicks -- and he’s keeping the guests entertained.”
The blonde winked. “I think you’ll like the guests O.K. They moved here from
Cincinnati earlier this year. They’re real folks, like you seem to be.”


“Thanks
for the compliment,” said Harvey.


“No,
really. John and Cindy are down to earth, like you are. Cindy is… er…
 relatively new to the lifestyle. She’s a shared wife like me.”


“Oh,”
said Harvey.


“Don’t
let that scare you,” said the blonde laughing. “Now get on in there, and I’ll
go get your drink.” She smiled and went through the open space towards the vast
kitchen and dining area in back.


Harvey
stepped towards the large entrance to the ‘great room’, which was to his right.
He glanced up just before he entered – the main foyer in which he had been
standing was bordered with thick, wooden, white painted cornice-work. The
floors were cherry hardwood. Everything about the house seemed brand new, and
high maintenance.


As
soon as stepped down onto the sunken, pleasantly carpeted floor of the massive
living room he saw Jeff, who was sitting on the smaller of the two couches and
had just taken a sip from his drink. The heat from the natural gas ‘fire’ was
just palpable, and warm to the bones. There were two other people in the room
aside from Jeff – they looked like another middle aged couple in their thirties
or early forties.


In
the front corner, facing the tall, arched window, was the Christmas tree -- a
grand spectacle that looked fit for a high class, luxury department store. It
was at least fifteen to twenty feet tall, and it was a natural, grand fir --
loaded with red, green, purple, blue, and yellow twinkly lights and equally
loaded with ornaments. At the top was a gold colored Angel with golden wings,
blowing a trumpet.


The
thing the hit Harvey immediately, of course, was the pleasant scent of fir.


It
reminded him of Christmas trees in his past, when his father would buy real
ones, or even take Harvey out to the hills to cut a real fir from underneath
the high tension powerlines, where trees were usually cut and eliminated
anyway. As soon as they would put the tree up inside their home, the entire
place would sweetly smell of fir resin.


It
was the smell of Christmas.


The
others in the room, of course were ignoring the tree. To them it was apparently
no big deal.


Jeff
-- suddenly realising that their guest had just walked in -- glanced up from
his drink.


“Hey!”
he said, setting down his drink and standing up. “It’s the furniture man!” Jeff
smiled a garrulous smile and walked over. “Guys!” he said. “This is Harvey, the
man who sold Gina and I the brass floor lamp over there in the corner!”


Harvey
looked around quickly, and saw the lamp in the inside corner of the vast room.
It actually fit in with the faux ‘60’s Scandinavian look of the room’s
furniture. Most of the chairs, tables, and sofas looked like relics from 1964 –
except the ‘relics’ were all brand new and expensive. Some pieces of furniture
looked too expensive for the store where Harvey worked. 


Everywhere
were reminders of the season – an angel here, a Nativity scene there, candles
and elves and Santas and even a Yule Goat. And greenery, of course, was everywhere
– all lit up by multicolored twinkly lights.


The
other couple turned as soon as Jeff approached Harvey. They were a handsome
couple, actually. The man looked a little heavy set, as if he perhaps ran a
business and had too little time to exercise. His hair was thin at the top, and
he had a dark, close-trimmed beard, with what seemed to be a perpetually stupid
looking grin on his face. He was holding a bottle of expensive European ale.


The
woman, seeing Harvey, smiled. She was very attractive, her hair a dark blonde
with frosted highlights. Her hair fell just below the tops of her breasts, in
pleasant, gentle waves. Her face was pretty, her complexion retaining the
previous summer’s tan, or possibly the results of a few trips to a tanning
salon. Her eyes were a warm shade of green. 


Her
tits were pale, luscious looking, and massive – like Gina, she was wearing a tight
dress with a very low-cut front. Her cleavage looked deep enough for a very
well-hung man to lose his cock in it. They were the kind of tits that always
would look great coated in a splatter of creamy cum.


“Great
to see you again, Harvey!” said Jeff. He grabbed Harvey’s hand, and started
shaking it with a friendly, firm grip. “Why don’t you
have a seat next to John and Cindy, here.” He pointed towards the long leg of
the black leather couch where the other couple were sitting. “They are good
friends of ours.” He guided Harvey towards the couple.


“John
and Cindy, this is Harvey,” said Jeff, stopping Harvey in front of the two so
they could shake hands. “He sold us our new brass lamp, and he has been texting
my wife like crazy. I think my wife has been sexting him and sending him pics
of herself naked. In fact, I think she and Harvey are already an item!”


Harvey
blanched. Jeff turned and winked.


The
other man stood. “Hi. I’m John Parsons. I’m a fellow salesman, you could say. I
work in the plumbing supply business. We’re from Ohio.”


“Nice
to meet you,” said Harvey. He nodded in the direction of the driveway. “I
noticed your license plates outside.”


“Yeah.
We moved out here from Cincinnati in February. I got a job offer I couldn’t
refuse.”


“How
do you like our weather?” said Harvey. “It rains a lot. As you can tell.”


“I’m
fine with it,” said John, grinning. “I love Seattle. The mountains, the water
-- it’s great out here.”


Harvey
was impressed with the man’s demeanor -- outgoing and friendly. Real folks, as Gina
had stated.


“I’m
Cindy,” said the dirty blonde, almost interjecting. As she stood, her tight
blue dress revealed a delightfully wide set of hips, hinting at a fine, full
ass -- with a narrow waist to match. Her body looked like something a man could
mount and ride for hours, and never want to stop. Her legs were sexy, and she
was wearing a black pair of nylon stockings, which only added to the sensual
curves of her calves. 


“Gina
tells me you are curious about the lifestyle!” she said.


“Er,
yeah,” stammered Harvey. “We’ve talked about it a bit online. It seems
interesting, to say the least.”


“It’s
a lot of fun,” said Cindy, her eyes sparkling. She took a sip from her drink --
some colorful concoction in a half-full tumbler glass. “My husband John and I have
been into the lifestyle for about a year now.” She glanced at her husband.
“John loves to watch me perform in front of him. It gets him really excited. He
likes to take pictures. He’s really handy with a camera.”


“I’ve
seen some of the photos on the website Jeff and Gina showed me.”


“You’ve
probably seen me then,” said Cindy.


“Maybe
I have,” said Harvey, wondering if he perhaps had seen the dirty blonde in
action. “I haven’t seen all of the pics on their gallery yet, just the
first few pages of them.”


“You’re
married, I see,” said the dirty blonde. She pointed towards Harvey’s left hand.
“Your ring.”


“Yes,”
said Harvey. “I’m married.”


“Yet
your wife isn’t here.”


“My
wife doesn’t know I’m here.”


“How
is that?” said Cindy, lifting an eyebrow.


“Well,
she’s out somewhere for the evening probably, and I decided to go ahead and
come on over after Gina invited me. I wanted to do something outside of being
alone tonight.”


“You
said your wife is out somewhere all night tonight? You mean you don’t
actually know where she is?”


“Yeah,
you could say that,” said Harvey, feeling a bit odd at admitting to a couple of
strangers that something could be possibly awry with his marriage. “She said
she was going to be out shopping tonight, but she has been acting a bit off lately.
She was eight hours late after a party a night or two ago. I don’t think she
told me the truth about being so late. I think maybe it’s the holiday -- the
stress. Or something.”


“Or
maybe she is seeing somebody else,” said the dirty blonde. “You never know.”


A
slow panic went through Harvey’s system as he was reminded of the possibility
-- the vision of the fingermarks on Adele’s ankles came to mind.


“It’s
possible,” said Harvey. “I just hope that’s not the case.”


“Eight
hours late after an office party?” said the wife. “That’s suspicious.”


“I’d
say it is,” interjected Gina. She handed Harvey his eggnog latte. Harvey took a
sip. The heat of the rum warmed his bones. The flavor of the coffee, cream, and
flavoring was rich, nutty and sweet.


“Wow,
this tastes good!” he said.


“Thanks,”
said Gina. “I heard you talking when I walked up. Sounds like you need to get
laid tonight!” She took a sip from her own drink -- one that mirrored the drink
Cindy was sipping. “Sounds like your wife isn’t getting the job done.” She
grinned. “We can help with that!”


Harvey
blanched. He took another sip of his coffee. “Yeah,” he admitted. “That would
be nice.”


“You
came to the right place then,” said portly, perpetually grinning John. “Cindy
is really interested in trying a new partner.”


Harvey
took another sip of his latte, a little unnerved at such open talk about sex in
a social setting.


“You’re
not used to directness about sexual matters, are you, Harvey?” said Jeff. “Well
-- we all like to talk about it. We can’t help it.” He went over to the second
couch and sat. Gina went over and sat next to her husband. Harvey sat next to
the Parsons -- the wife being seated between him and her husband.


“We
love sex so much!” said Gina, “As you can tell!” She grinned broadly. “A few
years ago, after Jeff and I passed the 30 year age mark, we decided we needed
to have more fun.” She paused, taking a sip of her drink through a couple
small, red and green colored plastic straws. “After all, you only get so many
years on this earth. One might as well have fun while you’re here.”


“That
seems like a good policy,” offered Harvey.


“It
sure does!” said the dirty blonde sitting next to him. “John and I reached the
same conclusion about life just last year. Our kids are in junior high school,
and soon enough they will be off to college, or off in other states working or
whatever. And where does that leave us? Alone at home with a fucking TV, and
that’s it?”


She
paused. She stirred her drink with her two small straws and frowned. “Life is
too short. You may as well live it up while you have it.”


“Makes
sense,” said Harvey.


“And
you want to live it not having sex, or would you rather live it having good
sex?”


“Having
good sex,” said Harvey. “After all, it’s an urge we all have. I have it,
I know that.”


Cindy
smiled in response. “And what’s better than variety in sex?”


“I
don’t know the answer to that,” said Harvey. “I’ve never had much variety in
sex.”


“You
have had anal with a woman, haven’t you?”


“A
few times.”


“That’s
variety.”


“I
suppose,” said Harvey. “But mostly, I’ve had standard, vanilla type sex. With
just one person. And not many people, at that.”


“Well,
there’s a first time for everything!” said portly John, grinning. He stared at
his ale bottle, which was empty, and stood up. “My drink’s dry. I’m going to
get another one.”


“You
know where to find them,” said Gina, laughing.


“You
bet,” said John, laughing, and he trudged back towards the kitchen.


“So
Harvey,” said Gina. “How many women have you had, anyway?”


“Just
five.”


“Five?
That’s a modest number.” She took a sip from her drink. “Not that there’s
anything wrong with that.”


“Well,
the main one has been my wife. My first one was in high school. We didn’t do it
more than a couple times before we broke up. I had some college one-night
stands, and then my wife Adele.”


“No
wonder you’re so taken aback at our brashness,” Gina said. “I think I had three
lovers by the time I hit middle school.” She paused, taking a sip. “Now I have
three different lovers a month sometimes. If my husband lines them up for me,
that is. I let him do the arrangements of who I fuck.” She giggled. “You must
think I’m a slut, then.”


“No,
it’s O.K.,” said Harvey. “You seem to be an open, honest person. And it’s
actually kinda cool, hearing people talk about sex so openly. It’s refreshing,
actually.”


“Well,
that’s good!” said Cindy, taking a sip from her drink. She placed a hand on
Harvey’s thigh and rubbed it. The touch made Harvey strangely feel at ease.
“You seem like such a great guy,” she added.


“Thank
you,” said Harvey, his cock beginning to stir from the sensation of the sexy,
strange woman’s hand on his leg.


John
returned with two bottles, one for himself and the other one which he handed to
Jeff. He then sat next to Gina. Gina was now seated between both other men, and
Harvey was left sitting next to the strange, hot wife who was rubbing his
thigh.


He
glanced over at the dirty blonde, his eyes passing her tits as they surveyed
her saucily built body. His eyes then landed on hers. She smiled. 


“You
like my body?” she said.


“Yes,
Cindy,” said Harvey. “You have a super sexy body.”


“What
do you like best about it?”


“That
sounds like a trick question,” said Harvey.


The
dirty blonde wife laughed. “I’m not trying to catch you in a gaffe!” She took a
sip of her drink and set the tumbler glass back down onto the coffee table. “I
really want to know. I can tell you like my tits.”


“I
really like your ass, and your narrow waist.”


“A
lot of men do,” said the wife.


She
got up and sat on Harvey’s lap. Harvey’s heart began to pound. His groin was
now being warmed by a pleasant expanse of wide, MILF ass.


He
noticed that there were no sounds coming from the other couch. He glanced
across the room. Gina was kissing John, while Jeff was pushing his wife’s skirt
up towards her waist. Her ass was bare -- she wasn’t wearing any panties.


The
temperature of the room was now instantly supercharged with the promise of sex.
Harvey was surprised that Gina was kissing another woman’s husband so brashly,
but that man’s wife – Cindy -- seemed to not care. Instead, she merely watched and
giggled.


“Looks
like my husband is enjoying himself,” she said. “Before long, he and Gina will
probably be fucking.” She set her drink on the coffee table. Then she put her
arms around Harvey. As she did so, her weight adjusted over his lap, her wide ass
rubbing over his groin.


Harvey
found his cock now getting very, very hard. The dirty blonde looked him in the
eyes, her azure irises enchanting him with their liveliness. The wife bit her
lip slightly, as if nervously considering her next move.


For
what seemed to be an eternity, the two looked each other in the eyes, as
Cindy’s ass warmed Harvey’s groin to a feverish pitch, her perfume filling his
nostrils, her deep cleavage just in front of his gaze. But most of all, it was
her eyes. Pools of serenity in a strange situation.


Harvey
found himself drawn further and further into Cindy’s gaze. Their faces grew
closer, and closer. Breaths increased in pace. Harvey instinctively placed his
arms around the wife, his hands now caressing her waist.


And
soon enough, lips touched lips.


Harvey’s
heart pounded as he felt the soft, warm caress of Cindy’s kiss. Mouths opened,
and within seconds Harvey was probing the dirty blonde’s lips and tongue with
his own, relishing the sweetness and exhilarated by the forbidden.


And
at the moment, his own marriage to Adele was the last thing on his mind -- in
fact, it was nowhere in mind at all.


He
dropped one hand down towards the Cindy’s broad, full, and pleasantly formed
ass, his fingers relishing the sensation of touching the bottom of another
man’s wife and caressing it while kissing her deeply. With his other hand he
moved it up and down over her back, and then lifted it up towards Cindy’s
prodigious chest.


Instinctively,
his fingers found their way to the warm, deep cleft between her tits, the
fleshy globes gripping the sides of his digits sweetly.


 


ON FIRE


Adele
drove home in the rainy night flustered, and feeling more alone than she had ever
felt in her life. As the raindrops pelted the windshield, and the wipers moved
back and forth with an easy rhythm, the blonde kept the speed moderate on the
599 freeway. In her emotionally wracked state, she had already made several
wrong turns trying to get over the hill from West Seattle to the I-5 corridor
which would lead towards home.


Her
mind and heart were nothing but a blur. The emotional high she had felt from
re-connecting with Derrick was now gone. And it had been replaced with a
completely new feeling: guilt.


What
am I going to do about me and Harvey? Adele thought to herself.


I
can’t tell him I fucked another guy, and almost fucked him twice.


Well,
I did fuck him twice, I guess. That’s even worse.


I
don’t think he suspects anything. I told him I was late home from an office
party, and that lie was plausible enough. He didn’t act like he suspected
anything was up. 


Maybe
if I just forget it happened it will all blow over.


When
I get home, I’ll have some Christmas coffee, and put up some more Christmas
decorations. I don’t feel like celebrating this year, but at least it will get
my mind off of what I’ve done, and maybe it will make Harvey happier to see me
putting them up.


When
she finally pulled up into the driveway at 7:55 p.m. she noticed Harvey’s truck
was gone. That was weird. Usually when he was going to be out somewhere --
especially during the evening -- he would text her. Oh well.


She
glanced up towards the front room window. There was the tree, lit cheerfully,
the room darkened behind it -- no glow from the large TV screen, a definite
indicator that her husband was gone off somewhere.


Adele
got out of her Toyota and made her way inside the house.


As
she wandered into the house, it felt empty for some reason. Adele hung up her
hoodie on the coat rack in the tiled foyer and went up the carpeted stairs to
the main living section of the house. When she got to the top of the stairs,
she looked towards the left, where the living room was.


There
was the tree, lit up in the living room window. The pleasant multi-colored glow
lit the inside of the room nicely. She looked up on top of the fireplace
mantel, where she put a small Nativity scene each year, surrounded with
candles. It was mostly bare, of course, looking forlorn in the Christmas gaiety
of the tree lights.


She
walked over to the mantel. There was a single, thick glass votive candle
holder, made of crystal, and a picture of Adele and Harvey down at the ocean a
few years previous.


I’ll
put up the Nativity Scene, Adele thought to herself. Maybe Harvey will come
home soon and we can put up some Christmas things together. I’ll lie to him,
and say I feel more of the Christmas spirit than I actually do -- but putting
up decorations together will help make up for this alienated feeling I am experiencing
right now. It will be good for us. Won’t it?


 


Harvey’s
cock was now almost painfully hard in his pants. Cindy’s posh bottom had warmed
it to a feverish pitch, and the slow, deep kissing which they had been
partaking for the past 15 minutes only heated up the couple further.


By
now Harvey had his hand up Cindy’s dress, his hand probing the right cheek of
the wife’s plush, bare ass. His right hand was caressing and gripping a full,
D-sized boob, the flesh feeling awesome in his fingers -- Cindy had pulled out
her tit for him while kissing.


Her
breast was pale and soft, the full plumpness feeling awesome to the fingers.
Her nipple was sticking out into the rarified air of the great room, surrounded
by a large, pink areola that looked spectacular against the light boobflesh.


Harvey
broke the kiss and leaned down and slurped at Cindy’s breast. The dirty blonde
moaned softly.


“That’s
my most sensitive tit,” she said quietly. She glanced back towards the other
three who were in the large, plush room. Gina was on her knees, still dressed
in her tight black dress, her ass perched on her bare feet. She was kneeling in
front of both men, who were seated on the large, plush leather couch. 


The
blonde was busy sucking away at both John and Jeff, slurping away at John’s
large cock while slowly jerking her husband -- and then switching to sucking at
her husband’s more modest penis. Harvey glanced up and watched for a moment as
the blonde’s head moved up and down, up and down, while she fellated John
greedily.


“Gina
is a total slut,” said Cindy, giggling, turning her attention back towards
Harvey. “But in a good way! I’ve only known her for five or six months, but
she’s more open about sex than I am, and I’ve had probably thirty or forty
lovers -- half of them in college, and the rest of them through the lifestyle.”


Harvey
gave Cindy’s tit a good slurp and then pulled away. “Wow,” he said. “So you
must really enjoy the wifesharing lifestyle then.”


“Yes,
it’s fun to try out new men. John picks them, usually – although if I like a
guy he will relent and let me fuck him. That was the deal we made – he picks
the men, but I get to choose now and then, too.” She grinned. “And we don’t
fuck anyone else unless the other spouse is in the house.”


“Sounds
like you really talked it out.”


“Sort
of. We decided we needed a change. And we both are pretty sexual people.”


“How
did you meet Jeff and Gina?”


“Online.
Through a website.”


“Probably
the one I saw Gina on.”


“Yep.
Probably.” The wife gently grasped the back of Harvey’s head and pushed his
face back towards her tit. “Suck me some more. That felt really good. You’re
good at this.” She giggled. “I take it your wife is stacked.”


Harvey
felt a twinge of guilt at the mention of his wife. “Er, yes. She has a nice
rack. As you have.”


Cindy
smiled and bit her lip, her eyes meeting Harvey’s, and she pushed his face
further down. Within seconds Harvey’s mouth was clamped over the dirty blonde’s
boob, his tongue rolling over her nipple while she moaned sweetly.


Meanwhile,
his cock was raging underneath the heat of the wife’s pleasantly wide, full
butt which was warming his lap. After a few more minutes of sucking on the dark
blonde’s boob, Harvey pulled away and began licking deep into Cindy’s cleavage.



The
dark blonde, meanwhile, reached down and undid the top button of his trousers,
unzipping his fly, pulling the material aside. There wasn’t much room for her
hands to do their nasty work, so Harvey leaned back and gave Cindy more room.


Within
seconds, Cindy’s hand made its way to Harvey’s aching bulge, her warm fingers
caressing his cock through the thin material of his boxers.


“I
think we’ll have to get that cock out, and see what it looks like,” said the
wife lustily. She licked her lips in anticipation. While she fiddled with the
fly of Harvey’s boxers, the trio across the room were still engaged in sexual
antics, with Gina still sucking each man in turn. Suddenly, Gina stood up. She
grabbed her husband and paramour both by the arm and pulled them up off the
couch.


“Let’s
go to the bedroom where we can have more fun!” said the blonde. “Besides, that’s
where the cameras are!” She glanced over towards Cindy and Harvey. “You two
lovers can come on up and join us, or watch -- or you can stay out here a while
and play. It’s up to you.”


Cindy
turned. “We’ll stay out here a while,” she said. “I think fucking in the light
of that nice Christmas tree sounds like a great way to ring in the holiday,
don’t ya think?”


Gina
laughed. “You dirty girl! What would your husband say?” she chided.


“Her
husband is all for it!” said John, grinning his stupid looking grin, his thick,
seven-plus inches of spit-glistened cock hanging out of his open fly. “Harvey
there is in for a good ride! My wife should be able to coax a couple loads out
of him, at least!” He paused, taking in the sight of his wife sitting on
another man’s lap, her hand reaching for his cock. 


“It’s
just too bad you don’t have a camera out here,” he continued, “so I can watch
my wife’s performance later -- once she gets going, she can out-fuck most porn
stars!” He gave Gina a smack on the ass. “I love this fuckin’ lifestyle!”


Gina
giggled and gave Harvey and Cindy a broad smile. Then she turned to the two men
now standing behind her. Grabbing their hands, she led them out of the great
room and into the main foyer. As the threesome left the main floor, Harvey
could hear them make sexual small talk, with Gina’s giggles still audible by
the time the sounds dissipated when they reached the upper floor.


“Well,”
said Harvey, a bit nervously. “I think we’re alone now.”


The
dirty blonde smiled. “Yes. But that won’t keep us from having our fun.” She got
down on her knees, and yanked Harvey’s fly to the side, and then started
pulling on his trousers and boxers. Harvey lifted himself from the couch
cushion and within seconds his black, heavy-duty slacks and boxers were on the
floor.


The
wife glanced at his cock, which by now was half erect.


“My,”
she said. “You’ve got a nice looking cock.”


“Thank
you,” said Harvey, still a bit anxious.


Cindy
gingerly grabbed Harvey’s manhood, and she lifted it up by the tip. She pulled
her hair back over her shoulder and licked up the front of the penis, her hot,
wet tongue feeling awesome as it slurped its way up towards the head --
numerous shivers of subtle pleasure crawling up Harvey’s spine.


“I
love giving head,” said Cindy. “And I’m good at it, I’ll let you know.”


Harvey
stammered, trying to say something, but no words would come. His eyes and
attention were both glued to the lips of the wife whose ring bedecked fingers
were wrapped around the base of his cock. Cindy bit her lip mischievously and
kissed the head before wrapping her lips around it, her tongue swirling like a
Dervish around Harvey’s purple helmet for several seconds. The sensation drove
Harvey to madness, it was so excruciatingly electric.


Cindy
pulled away. “Like it?” she said.


“I
love it!” said Harvey.


“I
learned that trick from one of my numerous lovers,” she said. “It was a guy I
met in college. He would grab my head and push it over his prick, and he told
me exactly what to do -- what angle, and everything!” She beamed. “My husband
is darned glad that guy was in my life. It made me an awesome cocksucker!”


Harvey
chuckled. “I suppose the other men you meet, in the lifestyle, love that fact
also.”


“They
sure do!” Cindy gave Harvey’s cock another long lick. “John is so proud of me
he got me a Pro Cocksucker T-shirt! It has a female stick figure on her
knees in front of a male stick figure.  I wear it when we go to swing
clubs sometimes.”


She
smiled and then touched her lips to Harvey’s cock head. Before he knew it his
entire six and a half inches were buried deep in Cindy’s mouth -- his cock head
entering her velvety throat.


The
wife gurgled and sucked, her tongue working a furious magic on the most sensitive
parts of Harvey’s cock. Instinctively, he grasped the sides of Cindy’s head,
caressing her head lovingly as she moved her mouth up and down in small
increments, as if forcing his cock head back and forth next to her tonsils. The
sensation was mind-blowing.


She
let him out of her mouth, and then took it all the way down again, holding him
deep in her throat, her wedding ring glinting brightly in the light of the
great room -- the band a massive, ornate gold, the diamond very large. The
appearance of the wedding ring sent a shock of excitement through Harvey’s
being -- he was now engaged in the opening stages of rampant adultery.


Cindy
gripped his balls with her right hand, squeezing them pleasantly while she
started fucking him with her throat.


She
then backed out about half-way, and sucked and slurped from head to mid-shaft,
her soulful green eyes meeting his.


Harvey
had to take several deep, deep breaths to keep from shooting a load into her
mouth prematurely.


Instinctively,
the wife backed her mouth away, Harvey’s six inches springing out from her
lips, the shaft and head soaked in spit.


“Time
to have even more fun, don’t you think?” said the wife.


“You
mean, you want to fuck?”


“Yes,
but let’s do something else first!”


She
got up, and pulled off her dress, looking at him coyly, as if performing a
private strip tease. Within seconds, she was naked, save for her blue lace
push-up bra. She hadn’t been wearing any panties whatsoever. The dirty blonde
pushed Harvey down onto the couch lengthwise, and then she got on top of him,
straddling him, with her back towards him.


Harvey
instantly got a full glimpse of the wonder that constituted Cindy’s full, plush
ass. It was an ass lover’s dream: the cheeks were round and full, with nary a
hint of sag below the hips. Her hips, of course, were very wide, making her
waist seem narrower than it really was, and making her ass even more prominent,
without looking overweight.


Closer
and closer to his face came that awesome ass.


Now
it was a foot and a half, and then it was five inches away. Now Harvey could
see the playground between the velvety crack, the dirty blonde’s labia dilated
and looking ready for action. Just beneath her pink labia Harvey could see her
trimmed, dark blonde pubes.


Before
he knew it, Cindy’s ass was plastered over him, her vagina sopping wet and
oozing juices over his lips and mouth, the deep cleft of her ass warmly
embracing his nose.


Instinctively,
Harvey began to orally caress Cindy’s vagina, as she sucked him fervently, her
lips forming a tight seal as her mouth went up and down over his manhood. He
reached around her waist and grabbed an ass cheek in each hand, gripping and
pulling at them while licking her towards orgasm.


Within
several minutes the dirty blonde erupted into climax, removing her mouth from
Harvey’s cock as she whimpered aloud. He could feel the hot breath of her gasps
over his wet manhood. Harvey slowed down his oral caresses, still kneading and
pulling at the dirty blonde’s ass cheeks.


The
wife pulled away from Harvey’s face, and then got up off of him.


“I
need to get fucked,” she cooed. She walked over towards the light switch that
was next to the entrance to the main foyer and switched off the overheads.
Suddenly the great room darkened, the only light coming from the fireplace, and
the Christmas tree near the window. The plush room was plunged into the subtle,
cheery colors of Christmas.


“Isn’t
this beautiful?” said the dirty blonde, still naked except for her blue lace
bra. She swept a hand from the decorations on the mantelpiece towards the tree.
“This is like a dream, isn’t it. The perfect Christmas room.”


“It
sure is,” said Harvey. He looked around. He had to admit he felt the same way.
There was a certain magic to it all, as if every trouble, every problem in the
world disappeared, and all was nothing but glass balls, wooden nutcracker
soldiers, gingerbread men, and angels.


“I
tellya what,” said Cindy. “Why don’t you ride me from behind while we both look
at the tree.” She pointed to the massive conifer -- the numerous, expensive
multi-colored glass ornaments looking more spectacular with the overhead lights
off than they looked when the lights were on.


Each
ornament reflected ten to fifteen twinkly lights, turning the tree into a
wonder-world of Christmas beauty.


Cindy
pulled on Harvey’s shirtsleeve and led him to the area of the carpet that was
in between the tree and the large fireplace.


She
got down on her hands and knees.


“Fuck
me,” she ordered. She stuck her prominent, wide ass up into the air.


Harvey
needed no further prompting. He got down on his knees -- his pants were long gone
-- and his erect cock was soon pressed against the wife’s ass crack. Harvey
nudged and pushed, adjusting his angle to find Cindy’s pussy. Soon enough, his
cock head sensed the hot wetness.


He
pushed forwards. The dirty blonde lifted her butt slightly, her pussy starting
to envelope his helmet. Harvey pushed forwards again. Now his head was wrapped
in married pussy. He pushed again. Now he was two inches deep in Cindy.


The
wife gasped. She backed up. Instantly, Harvey was balls deep, his mind reeling
from the sensation of Cindy’s hot crack nestled against his belly, her ass
cheeks heating his groin pleasantly, and her agonizingly tight vagina caressing
his girth to the point of aching ecstasy. He could just feel her trimmed pubes
tickling his balls. It was awesome.


He
placed his hands on Cindy’s waist. He pulled back, and pushed forwards.


Thrust!


Gasp!


Thrust!


Whimper!


Thrust!


Gasp!


Harvey
began to fuck Cindy with a steady series of one second strokes, clenching his
teeth, breathing deep, to try to keep his stamina.


After
five minutes of fucking his cock began to calm down, and the sensations became
a little more manageable. He kept fucking the dirty blonde with long, steady
thrusts, caressing her back, pulling on her waist, and reaching down and
pulling on her bra-encased tits. As he fucked her, he looked up at the colorful
tree -- which appeared to be a massive cone of glowing Yuletide beauty.


He
sped up his pace, noticing the wife was making more noises.


Five
minutes later he was fucking her through her second orgasm of the evening.


“Fuck
me harder!” cried Cindy, as she whimpered in the afterglow of climax. “Make me
come again!”


“I’ll
try,” said Harvey, “but I think I’m going to shoot my load in you soon.”


“Well,
go ahead and shoot it in me then,” said Cindy. “We can have a second go ‘round
later!”


She
turned and grinned, biting her lower lip mischievously. “If only my husband
could see us! Fucking like two Christmas elves! He would have loved to see the
video of your thick cock stretching my pussy!”


Harvey
smiled.


He
started pounding her. His cock now was on fire. It was agonizingly hard and
ready to explode.


He
slammed her hard, feeling his balls slap against her mons with each thrust.


Soon
enough, he felt those slapping balls tense up, and he propelled a huge lob of
hot semen deep inside the dirty blonde’s love sheath. Then another. And then
another. Each spurt sent a wave of pleasure up his spine.


As
the waves of sensation convulsed through his body, the darkened, romantic and
holiday atmosphere only added to the magic of fucking a new partner in such
wondrous surroundings.


Any
problems at home, including his wife, were the last thing on his mind.


His
world presently consisted of injecting another man’s wife with as big a load as
possible.


Harvey
held his cock deep inside the dirty blonde as long as possible. Then he slowly
pulled out.


Cindy
giggled. “You did pretty good, there, mister -- especially for your first foray
into the lifestyle!”


“Thanks!”
said Harvey, smiling.


For
the next few minutes the two sat on the carpet, and looked at the tree. They
made small talk. Cindy asked Harvey about his job, and his other interests.
Harvey asked Cindy about the same. He found out that she worked at an insurance
company, and that aside from wifesharing she and John liked to hike. So far she
had only hiked the foothills near Seattle, but hoped to hike up in the Cascades
during the next summer.


“You
ever hike?” she said.


“Not
really. I once hiked up a mountain, over near Wenatchee somewhere. I got some
geodes there. That’s about it.”


“Geodes?
What’s that?”


“It’s
a type of rock. You crack them open, and they have crystals inside.”


“Wow,”
said Cindy. “What are they doing up on top of a mountain?”


“I
don’t know geology all that well. I guess they formed during a volcanic
explosion somehow, and ended up there.”


“O.K.,”
said Cindy grinning. “That’s deep. Something Mr. Science would know.”


“I’m
not Mr. Science,” said Harvey. “I just like looking for rocks.”


“Why?”


“My
dad was into it. His dad was, also. I guess the appeal is that you never know
what you’ll find. It’s like fishing. You cast out your hook or lure, and you
really never know what’s down there, ready to bite. With rocks, you dig into a
hillside, or prowl through the river or creek, and you never know what you’ll
see there.”


“I
can see how that would be cool. But it’s just rocks.” Cindy looked at
Harvey acerbically.


“Sure,
but some are pretty, and they all have history. Millions of years
of history.” Harvey’s eyes lit up. “When I pick up a rock, I’m not just seeing
a hunk of stone -- I’m seeing thousands of years of development, be it glacial
movement, glacial outwash, or eons of layer uplifting or whatever. It’s like
looking at eternity.”


“Wow!”
said the wife. “Now -- that’s deep.”


“No,”
said Harvey, chuckling. “It’s just an example of what can make it fascinating.”


The
wife gave Harvey a kiss on the cheek, and got up. “I say we get a drink, or
some coffee, and then go upstairs and see what hijinks my husband and Jeff and
Gina are up to!”


“Sounds
like a plan,” said Harvey.


“Well,
you can sit here a while if you like. I’ll go into the kitchen and make us some
Irish coffee. It’ll only take a few minutes.”


“O.K.,”
said Harvey.


For
a few moments he just sat there, in the middle of the large, sunken floor, the
carpet still warm under his semi-sweaty body. He had almost worked up a good
sweat fucking Cindy, but being that it was Winter outside, and not hot in the
house, he hadn’t really exerted that much energy to sweat. But he could feel
the effects of a good, hard fuck.


The
heat from the fireplace was still palpable, and raindrops splattered against
the high, arched front window, as well as the side window that faced the
neighbor’s evergreen hedge.


All
Harvey could hear was the sound of the rain, and the barely audible sound of
the forced air that fed the natural gas flames in the fireplace. Whatever
activity was taking place upstairs was inaudible, due to the carpeting, and the
vastness of the house.


As
he sat in the wonderful surroundings, Harvey felt a hint of romance -- that
energised feeling one has when they are on a first date with someone with whom
they really are enamored. And he also felt at peace.


Except
for one thing:


What
would my wife Adele think if she ever found out I came here? And fucked another
woman?


And
then the more disturbing thought struck him: Where the fuck is my wife,
anyway? Is she off somewhere, spreading her legs for the man who put those
marks on her ankles? Is she also straying, as I just have?


“Hey!”
said a female voice. It was Cindy. “You want your Irish coffee back here in the
kitchen? Or in the living room?”


“I’ll
come back and get it,” said Harvey.


“No,
I’ll bring it out. It’s more romantic in the great room.”


“You
sure?”


“Yeah,”
said Cindy.


Soon
Harvey could hear the soft padding sound of the wife’s feet on the carpet. He
looked up. She was carrying a tray, which had two large mugs upon it. She set
the tray on the coffee table. Harvey got up. He went over to the couch where
Cindy was. The two sat. The coffee smelled awesome -- a rich, nutty, rummy
sweetness. 


He
lifted a mug. He took a sip. The creamy richness assuaged his troubled mind.


“Isn’t
this epic?” said the blonde. “This nice house, and being able to fuck your
brains out -- and then have some really good coffee, while looking at a decked
out, 15 foot Christmas tree?”


Harvey
grinned. “You don’t live in a place like this, I take it.”


“Shit
no!” said Cindy, laughing. “We live in Tukwila.”


“It’s
working class, but some parts are really nice, though.”


“Yeah.
But not like this.”


“That
goes without saying.”


“Where
do you live, Harvey?”


“South
of here. Down in the slurbs.” He laughed.


“It
can’t be that bad!” The wife took a sip of her coffee, her feet propped
up on the table. “I’ve been in nearly every part of this metro, and most of
Seattle is pretty nice.”


“It’s
O.K. where I live. My wife and I have got a decent house. It’s a good
neighborhood.” He paused. “It’s just that our marriage is stuck in a rut.”


“You
need to get her into the lifestyle,” said Cindy. “That will spice it up!” She
took another sip of her coffee and paused for a second. “Or have kids. If you
haven’t already.”


“Nope.
We haven’t done that.”


“Well,
we did,” said the wife. “And some of it took the zip out of our sex life. But
the lifestyle has added a lot to our marriage. It’s like dating, and sharing it
with the one you love most of all. It’s the best of all worlds!”


“What
do you do about jealousy?” said Harvey, sipping his coffee.


“Jealousy!
Primitive emotions like that belong in the Medieval era,” said the wife.
“Who needs it? You don’t own someone just because you marry them,
right?”


“I
guess not.”


“I
mean, earlier, you said you don’t even know where your wife is tonight!
You hinted that you suspect she’s fucking around on you. That’s an indication
you don’t own her. And she doesn’t own you, either. You just fucked me,
and she wasn’t here to stop you. You made up your own mind what to do. A
marriage contract is that -- a contract. And every contract is
different. And, sometimes, you rewrite or update the contract.”


“I
guess you’re right,” said Harvey. “But you don’t feel jealous when your husband
is doing another woman?”


“No.
Because usually I’m doing another man at the same time. And then we each are
there, in the same house, or room, at least -- mutually enjoying it.”


“Oh.”



“That’s
our contract,” said Cindy. “Our agreement.”


For
a few seconds neither spoke. They just sipped Irish coffee and relaxed in the
warmth of the luxurious atmosphere of the great room.


Harvey
had a difficulty truly understanding the concept of open marriage, but he could
see that Cindy and John appeared happy. So did Jeff and Gina. Perhaps they were
onto something. 


But
is that something for everyone? That was the question.


And
would wifesharing work in his marriage? 


Of
course, he might already be wifesharing without knowing so. Somebody put
those marks on Adele’s ankles, and it wasn’t him.


And
then he, himself, had just gone outside the boundaries of his own marriage.


The
dark blonde took a big sip from her mug, and stood.


“Let’s
go on upstairs. You can bring your cup with you if you want. I think we should
see what those three are up to.” She turned, her eyes gleaming. “And we can
join in!”


Harvey
took a big draw from his cup, swallowing the last of the Irish coffee. He set
the cup on the tray and followed Cindy’s pleasing, pumping bottom as the two
exited the wondrously Holiday-lit great room. 


As
he followed Cindy’s full, MILF ass up the carpeted stairs he marvelled at the
fact that he, himself, had just felt that wondrous part of her body bouncing
and slamming against his sweaty groin just half an hour earlier.


 


DEEP


Adele
sipped her coffee in the living room, which was still darkened -- the only
lighting coming from Harvey’s four and a half foot Christmas tree. The lights
and ornament’s cheery glow contrasted with the nervous feeling Adele had in her
heart: the guilt over cheating on her husband, the brash manner in which
Derrick was so willing to share her out like a Skid Road whore, and the fact
that Harvey was mysteriously off somewhere without letting her know ahead of
time where he was.


She
glanced at her cell phone. The clock on the front said it was now 8:40 p.m.


Where
was Harvey, anyway?


Harvey
was always Mister Dependable. It was one of the reasons Adele married him,
aside from the fact that she loved him. Harvey would never cheat -- she knew
that. But her own extramarital dalliance was so off the cuff -- everything had
happened so fast without any prior planning she suddenly wondered if it were
possible for her husband to do the same.


She
took a long sip from her creamed, peppermint Christmas coffee and put the
thought out of her mind.


After
a while watching the rain patter against the front window, and taking in the
beauty of the tree, Adele got up, and went downstairs, wandered through
the mostly empty rec room to get to the garage to retrieve the box that
held the Nativity Scene and other Christmas decorations for the mantelpiece. As
she walked through the rec room she felt a twinge of regret -- when they had
bought the house they had planned to have a family. But that simply had not
happened yet.


The
rec room was still as bare as the day that she and Harvey had purchased the
house -- the only furnishings being the pile of boxes in the corner, back by
the sliding door that led to the back yard and patio; and Harvey’s small rock
tumbler, which was plugged into one of the outlets next to the boxes, churning
away.


As
she pulled down the box that held the Nativity Scene, Adele noticed the box of
her family’s heirloom tree ornaments. Harvey had obviously left them for her to
add to the tree the way she wanted.


She
grabbed that box -- an ancient, thin cardboard one, which looked very much like
the hand-me-down that it truly was -- and set it atop the box that held the
other decorations. Then she traipsed back upstairs.


An
hour later the Nativity Scene was on top of the bookshelf that sat to the left
side of the tree, and there was a small string of lights around it, giving the
little scene a pleasant glow. The ceramic figurines had once been her
grandmother’s, and she could remember seeing them in her grandmother’s house so
many years previous.


She
added her family ornaments to the Christmas tree -- an ancient silver teardrop
here, a small wooden angel with a baby picture there. A few remaining
decorations – elves, an ancient looking ceramic St. Nicholas, and a few painted
wax angels – were added to the mantel. Finally, the living room was fully
outfitted for Christmas.


She
got herself another cup of Christmas peppermint coffee, and added some rum to
it, and sat down on the sofa. She watched a Christmas movie on the cable TV
channel -- it was one of those movies where everything always turns out perfect
at the end, and every house and store is decorated to the gills for Christmas.
The sticky-sweet plot line usually would make Adele’s heart flutter, but it
wasn’t doing it this time around.


She
glanced at her cell phone. It was now 11:15 p.m.


Where
was Harvey? Out for five or six hours on a Saturday, with no explanation? At
this hour, most of the stores were closed.


And
no text. No nothing.


Fuck.
It’s just like I did when I was over at Derrick’s the first time, and I was
fucking him. I didn’t text Harvey either. And I was even later than this.


In
fact by this time of the evening, Derrick and I were in bed, fucking each
other’s brains out.


But
Harvey wouldn’t be cheating on me.


Not
the second night before Christmas.


Would
he?


As
Harvey and Cindy reached the top landing of the stairway, he was just as
awestruck by the finery around him as he was when he first entered the
Swansons’ house. The walls were a fine, pastel shade of spring green, with
modern art paintings on the walls. There was a small couch on the left side of
the wide foyer, next to an entrance to what appeared to be a large TV den.


A
couch, in a foyer? He had never seen that before. 


He
continued following the dark blonde wife as she padded her way down the long
hallway’s plush, beige carpet -- all gently lit by the soft, sunken overhead lighting.
Cindy walked as if she owned the place -- she apparently had traversed these
surroundings many times since her move out West from Cincinnati.


Finally
they reached a doorway that led off to the left -- towards the back side of the
house. When they got within five feet of the opening Harvey could already hear
the sound of rampant sex. Gina obviously was a noisy lovemaker. The room was
filled with sweet sighs and urgent curses.


Harvey
and Cindy entered the bedroom, which was massive and finely furnished. Harvey
glanced around the vast abode. There was a large, post-less, king sized bed in
the center of the room, with a massive, fashionable headstead -- white painted,
curving hardwood with fine gold trim. It seemed to cover half the wall. 


The
two large dressers near the opposite wall were painted to match. There were
several cameras in the room, on stands, all pointed at the bed. The sunken
overhead lights were on medium, and a desk lamp provided adequate lighting for
the filming taking place.


In
the center of the bed lay naked Gina, her fantastic body looking as sexy and
cock-stiffening as she did in the photos Harvey had seen on the website: her
breasts were massive and tipped with large, light pink areolas, the nipples
sticking up lasciviously. The blonde lay her head back on the pillows, her
mouth agape. She was gasping for air in between flagrant curses and whimpers.
Her husband, videoing the scene with an expensive camera, directed the process,
barking orders and accolades.


“You
look awesome, honey!” he said, aiming his lens at the union of the organs
taking place on the bed. “Give him that pussy!”


Cindy
giggled. “Gina’s getting the fuck of her life from my husband, isn’t she?” She
licked her lips with glee. “I’m so proud of him. And proud of his cock, too!”


Harvey
watched, awestruck, at the sordid spectacle.


Cindy’s
husband John was fucking Gina with long, steady thrusts, with all the
preciseness of a drill press -- and his ‘drill’ was massive in girth. Harvey
hadn’t noticed how prominent John’s cock was when Gina was sucking it from
across the living room, but he could see now that John’s equipment was designed
to work a pussy.


Now
Harvey understood how John -- the portly man with the perpetually stupid grin
and open, friendly demeanor -- could land a hot wife like Cindy.


John
not only had a large cock, but he impaled a pussy like a finely oiled fuck
machine. If he fucked dates the way he was fucking this other man’s wife, it
was no wonder he was married. Gina seemed to be little more than an orgasmic
playtoy in his hands -- something he could make orgasm at will.


In
just the five minutes that Cindy and Harvey were present, John seemed to play
Gina like an instrument with his cock -- speeding up, slowing down; fucking
shallow, fucking deep, causing the wife to cry out more and more as he worked
her orifice.


Jeff
glanced over, a big grin on his face. “John’s been fucking my wife practically
the entire time we’ve been up here,” he quipped. “I got to fuck her for five
minutes, then he took over. I think Gina’s climaxed ten times now.” He pointed
to the copulating couple in the center of the bed. “Look at how he works her
with his cock. A real pro!”


Harvey
had to agree. John’s manhood was stretching the blonde’s pussy fabulously, her
lips wrapped around the slick, frothy girth tightly -- Gina’s vagina sucking
and exhaling the huge cock like a ribald, greedy orifice.


“Harder,
you fucker!!” cried the blonde, her legs open wide, her finely formed feet
pointed towards the far wall of the room. “Make me cum! Make me cum hard!”


John
grunted, his burly back coated with a fine mist of sweat. His buttocks flexed
as he worked the blonde, increasing the pace and intensity of his thrusts, the
room filling with more and more noise as he fucked Jeff’s wife towards a new
climax.


Within
five minutes the room was blasted with the violent din of sweet cries and
urgent shrieks as Gina hit orgasm, her hand’s holding onto the man’s back, her
wedding ring glinting in the moderately bright lighting of the room.


Cindy
grabbed Harvey and pulled his arm, leading him to the far corner of the vast
bed. She pushed him onto the bed, making him sit on the edge. Then she got onto
her knees, and grabbed his cock with her ring-bedecked hand and took his cock
into her mouth.


Instantly
his manhood began to come to life, as the dirty blonde wife sucked and slurped
his meat greedily. Jeff came over and filmed the spectacle for a few minutes,
as Cindy sucked Harvey’s six-plus inches to a full, wet hardness.


“She’s
a good cocksucker, isn’t she?” said Jeff, chuckling. “Cindy could make money
with that mouth!’


“Yes,”
said Harvey, grunting and gasping at the wild sensations emanating from the
wife’s oral caresses. “She’s awesome.”


Slurp!
Slurp! Slurrrrrrrrrp!


Cindy’s
lips formed an airtight seal as she sucked and exhaled Harvey’s aching girth,
slowly sending him on the road towards orgasm.


Jeff
winked at Harvey, and then turned the attention of his camera back towards his
wife and the man fucking her.


Gina
hit another climax, the bed shaking from her body jerking and bucking in
orgiastic convulsions. No sooner than her orgasm subsided John pulled out of
her pussy.


“Fuck!”
he grunted. “I almost came in her that last time. Her pussy clenched up a bit
when she came!”


“Sometimes
she does that,” said Jeff. “Hey. Let’s get Harvey to ride her a while. Why
don’t you take over camera duties? Because I want to fuck your wife.”


John
grinned, his cock still wet with Gina’s pussy froth. “Sure, man. Go ahead. Hand
me the camera.”


Cindy,
hearing the interplay between the two husbands, let Harvey out of her mouth and
kissed the head affectionately. She looked up at Harvey.


“We
can finish this later, perhaps,” she said. “Looks like I’ve been called to
action on the bed for a while.”


“O.K.,”
said Harvey. He got up and watched as Jeff handed John the camera.


“Harvey,”
said John. “Get up there and fuck that blonde. Get your cock in Jeff’s wife.
You’ll never regret it.”


Harvey
glanced over towards he bed. Gina was by now sitting upright, sipping from a
drink. She looked over at Harvey.


“Are
you ready to participate in some wifesharing, honey?” She chuckled. “That’s
right, it looks like you already did. You were downstairs with Cindy for about
an hour. Don’t tell me you were discussing the meaning of life, or something.”


“We
did talk a little,” said Harvey, somewhat modestly.


“So,
you were hitting on my wife, huh?” said John, grinning. “You’re a sly one,
Harvey.”


Harvey
blanched.


“Did
you fuck her?” said the husband. “Did you come in her?”


“Er,
yeah,” said Harvey. “It felt good, too.”


“Good
man. She’s a good fuck!” John laughed. He glanced up towards his wife, who was
spreading her legs for Jeff. “Cindy! Harvey here said you were the best fuck of
his life!”


The
dark blonde giggled. “I hope so!” she said.


Within
seconds Jeff sank his cock deep in her waiting pussy with one deft push, and he
held his cock deep inside her momentarily. Then he pulled back, and began to
fuck Cindy with steady, one-second thrusts. The bedroom filled with sweet
noises of rampant sex. Harvey watched, awestruck, as a husband fucked another
woman right next to his wife. 


By
now he realised that it was accepted by all involved -- the notion that your
wife or husband would delve into the illicit pleasures of fucking another was a
given -- but it still looked very odd to him, the idea of it. 


Gina
reached over and smacked her husband on his ass playfully while he fucked the
other wife. She looked at Harvey, and then wagged her finger at him.


“Come
on up here,” she ordered.


Harvey,
whose cock by now was still half erect, climbed up onto the large bed, which
was now gently bouncing and rocking in the lusty rhythm from the couple fucking
next to Gina. He glanced over at the spectacle. Jeff’s cock was white with
Cindy’s froth. Cindy’s pussy sucked and exhaled, her pink lips gripping Jeff’s
member fervently, her trimmed triangle of dark blonde muff moistened from
juices.


“Quit
looking at her, and get on top of me,” ordered Gina with a chuckle.


Harvey
turned. He was taken aback at how wonderful Gina looked -- like a bikini model,
except she was naked, her body flawless from care and probably frequent forays
into the local gym.


He
looked down and saw her pussy, which looked well fucked from John’s hour-long
sexfest. Gina’s muff was a finely trimmed landing strip just above her pussy --
maybe two inches wide, the hairs barely glistening with sweat. Her pussy lips
were slim and sleek, and definitely dilated and ready for more attention.


He
crept forward, his cock now at full erection. He gingerly grabbed the blonde’s
legs and pushed them back towards her stomach. As he moved forwards, the bed
lurched slightly in rhythm with the intercourse taking place just three feet to
the left.


Harvey’s
cock head got closer and closer to Gina’s waiting orifice, and with each inch
of proximity his heart pounded harder and harder.


It
was one thing to fuck another man’s wife alone in a big, decorated room. It was
another to fuck another man’s wife while he was in the same room.


Panting
in excitement, Harvey pushed his cock against the blonde’s labia. They wrapped
around his head sweetly. He pushed further. Now he was two full inches in Gina.
It felt incredible. Now he was four inches deep. The blonde’s pussy gripped his
girth snugly. Now he was all the way in, his balls resting against her
perineum.


For
a second he just held himself there, breathing deeply, letting the subtle
sensations gently roll through his body.


“Fuck,
your cock feels good in me,” moaned the blonde. She bit her lip in
anticipation. “Now fuck me hard.”


Harvey
pulled back, and slammed his cock home. The blonde gasped


Then
he pulled back again, and did the same. 


Within
seconds he was fucking Gina in long, deft thrusts, not really certain how fast
or slow to go, as he had never fucked her before. She began to make noises,
whimpering and sighing with each thrust, so he figured he was doing O.K.


Now
the bed was lurching with the motions of two couples engaged in sordid, illicit
adultery. Harvey’s heart began to calm down, as he paced his thrusts, his cock
becoming accustomed to the velvety squeeze of Gina’s pussy. 


In
and out, in and out, in and out… He breathed deep with each thrust, dissipating
the sensations as much as he could, feeling his cock bottom out in Gina, his
hands propped on the covers to each side of the blonde wife in front of him.


Gina
whimpered and cried and whined and sighed each time Harvey’s cock slid deep
inside her, her noises sending his blood racing.


Harvey
began to increase the rhythm of the fucking, causing Gina to cry out even more.


Thrust!
Thrust! Thrust!


The
bed lurched, the mattress groaned, the sheets moved beneath his knees.


Thrust!
Thrust! Thrust!


To
his left, Jeff began slamming it to Cindy, hard -- the force grinding the dark
blonde’s big ass into the mattress an inch with each thrust. Cindy started
crying and whimpering aloud as she approached orgasm.


“That’s
the man!” said John, videoing the two couples fucking in tandem. “Jeff always
fucks my wife super hard. She’s built to take a damn good pounding, too!”


“I
love fucking your wife,” grunted Jeff. “She’s a total whore in bed!”


“So
is yours,” said John, aiming the camera at Gina’s pussy being stretched and
worked. “Isn’t that right, Harvey?”


Harvey
was jolted back from the glow of sex to reality. “Right, what?” he said.


“Gina
fucks like a good whore.”


“I’ve
never fucked a whore,” said Harvey. “But I really like this!”


John
laughed. “I didn’t mean it literally, man. But yeah -- you get the idea! She’s
a great fuck!”


“She
is,” said Harvey.


Gina
giggled. “Quit talking and fuck me just the way you were doing. I was going to
come.”


“O.K.,”
said Harvey. He looked down at the blonde, her breast heaving gently with each
stroke of his cock inside her, her belly moving slightly, her legs wagging in
rhythm, her ass lurching into the mattress with the weight of his thrusts.


Pound!
Pound! Pound!


The
blonde began to gasp, lifting a hand to her mouth, grunting and crying out into
her wedding ring bedecked fingers. The sight of the ring made Harvey’s cock
ache with lust. He was fucking another man’s wife, and enjoying the shit out of
it!


He
pulled out momentarily, letting his cock calm down, and then resumed the fuck,
causing the blonde to approach climax once more.


This
time, Harvey was going to fuck her until the inevitable. He knew that he would
soon be adding cream to her pussy.


Pound!
Pound! Pound!


Whimper!
Whimper! Whimper!


Harvey
slowly increased the pace of the sex, fucking Gina with long, quick strokes.


Soon
enough, the blonde began to whimper and curse, holding her hand over her mouth,
her aquamarine eyes bright and excited.


Then
her body began to shake and jerk, and Harvey felt her pussy tighten slightly
over his girth, and within seconds he was jetting spurt after spurt of hot cum
deep into her belly. He slowed down his motions. His cock was now buried, deep,
sensing each movement of the climaxing blonde on the bed.


All
else in the room disappeared -- John’s holding the camera and making comments;
Jeff’s fucking John’s wife on the bed next to him; Cindy’s stream of cries and
curses -- all vanished, except the mind-wracking sensations of spasm after
spasm as Harvey felt his balls unload deep inside the blonde lying beneath him.


Harvey
held his cock deep, feeling the last bit of cum leave the tip of his cock --
the sticky fluid heading for parts unknown. After a few moments, he pulled out.


He
looked down at Gina’s pussy. It was coated in froth and cum.


“Wow,
dude,” said John, zeroing in on the blonde. “You gave Gina a good cream pie.”


Harvey
watched as more globs of white stickiness oozed out from the blonde’s dilated,
reddened lips.


“Yeah,
I guess I did,” he said modestly. Looking at the white mess he’d made inside
Jeff’s wife, he felt a twinge of pride -- it was almost like a conquest of
sorts. The cum was the marking, almost like he had temporarily claimed
Gina as his personal property.


By
now Jeff had dismounted Cindy, and left the bed.


Harvey,
pooped, sat on the edge of the bed. Gina sat up, and shook her hair back over
her shoulders. She took a sip from her drink and slapped Harvey on the knee
playfully.


“Good
job!” she said. “You made me come really hard.”


“I’m
glad,” said Harvey.


“So,”
said the blonde, “you want to make this a regular thing? You coming over now
and then to join our reindeer games?”


Harvey
laughed. “I don’t know. I suppose it depends on what happens with my wife.”


The
blonde grinned, and then looked serious. “Well, I wouldn’t tell her about this
soiree into the wonders of cheating.”


“I
don’t intend to.”


“But
if she is getting nailed by another man, perhaps you could tell her. It might
bring the two of you together. Force you to face the fact that your sex life
together needs work. That if she messes around -- you can too.” Gina looked at
him plainly. “A lot of women who cheat never think their husband or boyfriend
can do it. It’s almost as if they think he’s incapable of it.” 


She
paused and took another sip from her drink, and set the tumbler on the night
stand. The other three had already left the room.


“You
know -- anyone can cheat,” she said, her voice belying a worldliness
that went with the years spent enjoying the lifestyle. “Anyone can find
a willing partner. If they know where to look.”


“I
guess you’re right,” said Harvey. He let out a breath. “For now, I ain’t sayin’
nothing to my wife, about anything.”


“You’ll
know what to do,” said Gina. She squeezed Harvey’s thigh and gave him a peck on
the cheek. “Well then. I suppose it’s time for us to have some coffee, and then
maybe another go ‘round. You up for that?”


Harvey
looked at the clock on the night stand. It was now 11:45 p.m. “I probably
should go home soon,” he said. “I’d love to stay and play, but…”


“I
hear ya,” said the blonde. She got up and grabbed the empty tumbler glass from
the top of the night stand. “Worried about wifey at home, and all. Just
remember, you’re always welcome here.”


“Thanks,”
said Harvey.


 


COMING DOWN


As
he drove home down the miles of rainswept, curving streets and roads that led
to the freeway, Harvey was in a quandary. On one hand, he had to admit that
fucking two new women in one evening was the sexual experience of a lifetime.
His cock had never gotten such an exciting workout.


On
the other hand, he was worried. About his wife, and about his marriage.


When
he pulled up to the driveway, and pulled up next to Adele’s Toyota, he glanced
down at his truck’s clock.


It
was now just a few minutes after midnight.


The
inside of the house was subdued, but it was obvious that Adele was home, as the
living room was lit by a moving, bluish glare of the flatscreen TV. The
Christmas tree still cheerily glowed in front of the window, and it looked like
it had some more ornaments on it.


Shit,
thought Harvey to himself. What am I going to say? I went out to the bar?


I
didn’t text her.


But
then, she left without talking to me.


A
text just before you head out for wherever just doesn’t make it when you’re
married to someone.


And
she still never truly explained the eight hour lateness the other night after
the office party.


Oh
well. I’d best go in.


He
got out of his truck, and walked up to the door, each step suddenly feeling
full of dread. His heart was pounding with anxious pulses of guilt as he turned
the doorknob.


He
went in.


As
soon as he hit the upstairs landing, he glanced over towards his wife.


She
had a cup of tea in her hand, her anklet-sock clad feet propped up on the
coffee table.


Her
eyes met his. 


Instantly,
Harvey could tell she was either worried, or upset -- or both.


“Where
have you been?” she said. She lifted up her cell phone. “You never called or
texted me. I had no idea you were going out anywhere!”


“I
went out to get something to eat at the burger place over by the mall. Then I
went to the sports pub.” Harvey paused. “You never told me how long you’d be
out with the girls.”


Adele
frowned. “That’s true, I guess.”


Harvey
shrugged. “I figured you’d be home late, like the night before.” He looked
Adele in the eyes. “You know, when you came home around two or three in the
morning… I just didn’t know how late you’d be out again.”


He
looked around. The Nativity Scene was up. So were other decorations. Adele had
obviously been home for some time during the evening.


“I
just didn’t want to be home alone again,” Harvey said quietly.


His
wife’s eyes changed from worry to anger to the look of guilt -- just as soon as
he mentioned the previous night when she was out, she looked away.


“All
right,” she said, almost under her breath.


Harvey
took off his coat, and was just about to hit the hallway, when he heard his
wife clear her throat.


“Honey,”
she said. “I think we need to talk.”


A
shock of panic went through his system.


That
phrase -- we need to talk -- it never felt good, and such conversations
never went well.


Harvey
stopped and turned. “O.K.,” he said. “Just let me get a cup of tea or coffee or
something.”


“You
been drinking?”


“No.
Just sodas.”


“O.K.,”
said Adele.


Harvey
went down the hallway. Shit, he thought to himself. What is she going to tell
me? I can always lie about where I was earlier tonight. What is she going to
say?


And
do I bring up my suspicions?


He
put his coat in the closet and then changed his shirt to a T-shirt to feel more
comfortable. He stopped by the bathroom and spruced up some. Then he trudged
down the hall, into the kitchen, and made himself some Christmas coffee. Then
he went out to the living room and sat near his wife, on the other leg of the
couch -- maybe three or four feet from her.


The
TV was playing some mindless Christmas movie -- the kind Adele was watching
previously. The channel played them non-stop during this time of the year:
always movies where everybody loved each other and it was always happily-ever-after.


For
a minute, neither said anything. The TV blared mindlessly in the background.


“I
see you put up the Nativity Scene,” said Harvey.


“Yes,
I did, finally.”


“It
looks nice.”


“Thanks.”


“You
put your family ornaments on the tree. It looks better.”


“Thanks,”
said Adele. She pulled her hair back, nervously.


“Well?”
said Harvey.


“What?”


“You
said we needed to talk.”


“Yeah,”
said the blonde, taking a sip from her tea, her hand almost shaking.


For
a moment, neither said anything.


Harvey’s
heart was slamming in his chest.


“I’ve
been seeing someone,” said Adele, finally.


“Oh.”



There
was an uncomfortable silence.


Harvey
decided to break the lull. “That’s why you were home late, then.”


“Yes.”


“Is
it serious?”


“Yes
and no.” Adele looked at her husband, and then looked away. “I went to a man’s
house. We had sex. He was an old flame.”


“Oh.”


“I
was there for an hour or so earlier tonight, and he treated me like shit. So I
came home.” She looked over at Harvey. “Sorry. You don’t deserve this.” Adele’s
eyes began to tear up. “That’s why I was upset, because you were out late.” She
looked at him. “That isn’t like you.”


Harvey
felt like he suddenly had a ton of rocks dumped on his shoulders. 


It
was his own guilt.


“Honey,”
he said. “I have a confession to make, too.”


Adele
looked away. “I knew it!” she mumbled angrily.


“I
was suspicious and pissed because you were home late. I saw marks on your
ankles. I had met a couple at work. They bought a lamp. They’re swingers.” He
paused and took a nervous sip from his cup of cheerily flavored coffee -- the
pleasant flavor not making up for the horrible guilt he was feeling.


“They
invited me to a party a their house.” He paused. “A sex party. I went.” He
looked at his wife plainly. “I’m sorry, too.”


Adele’s
eyes lit up with surprise and hurt. “How could you?”


“How
could you?” said Harvey. “Who put the marks on your legs? The ex?”


Adele
let out a breath. “Yes.”


“O.K.,”
said Harvey. “At least I know.”


He
suddenly wanted to be anywhere but in the same room with his wife. Being in her
presence suddenly meant nothing but heartache, pain, and uneasiness. He stood,
coffee in hand. He was going to go for a long, long walk. Perhaps looking at
all the Christmas decorations, hearing the owls call in the nearby woods, or
hearing the cheery tinkle of the nearby creeks down the road would kill the
uneasiness.


“Where
you going?” said Adele.


“For
a walk.”


“Are
we through?”


“I
don’t know, Adele,” said Harvey. “A lot of that is up to you.”


“I’m
not the only one that decides this.”


“I
know. But if you really like that other guy… the ex…”


“I
am not seeing him anymore,” said Adele.


“O.K.”
said Harvey. He went into the kitchen, and set his cup on the counter, after
emptying it, the flavor being a small bit of comfort in a world gone upside
down.


When
he came out of the kitchen, he could hear the soft sobs of his wife in the living
room. He decided to let her be. There would be plenty of time to try to
straighten things out later.


As
he glanced towards the living room, it struck him:


It
all seemed so pointless, and so sad. He looked at the tree -- his tree,
which he’d bought to share Christmas joy with her, and her alone. So it had
become their tree. It had ornaments from both their families on it. What
did it mean now?


He
went into the bedroom and threw on his coat. And then headed for the steps that
led down to the front door. He stopped.


“The
women I messed with at that party? They meant nothing, and mean nothing. It was
exciting, but I’m done. I am never going back there, to those people’s house,
or their parties,” he said. “I just don’t think that is for me.” He let out a breath.
“Just so you know.” His wife glanced at him and looked away. 


“O.K.,”
she said, weakly.


“I’ll
be back,” said Harvey. “I need the air.”


As
he walked down the streets of his neighborhood, the happy and colorful
decorations all looked wonderful, but they did nothing for his spirit. He would
sneak a glance towards the windows of all the houses, and every house looked
like a place of joy and celebration, with brightly lit trees in front of plate
glass, and Santas and elves in the manicured yards.


It
just made him feel worse.


Further
down the road that led to his neighborhood was a stretch of pavement that
wandered along a hillside, topped with a clump of several ancient fir trees.
Sometimes owls nested there, and on infrequent occasions one could hear them
hoot out into the quiet of the night. During spring the frogs would sing from
the low pools of water formed by the small creeks that flowed off the hill,
before being culverted under the road.


On
this night there was nothing but dead quiet, aside from the odd roar of a car
or truck on the main highway, maybe a quarter mile distant. If one tipped a
hand to an ear, he could hear the distant river.


Harvey
crossed the bridge at the juncture of the road with the main highway, which
bordered the wide, rushing river that was running high from recent Winter
rains.


He
stopped halfway across the bridge, and looked down.


Thousands
and thousands of years this river had flowed. Evidence of endless eons of time.
Maybe fifty thousand years ago it was a channel of glacial outflow beneath the
ice, the water slowly creating the valley -- rushing, icy waters leading
towards the arm of the ocean only twenty-five miles distant.


He
looked up and down the highway. There were no cars, just silence. He looked up,
and through a wide break in the clouds he could see the Little Dipper overhead,
along with the Big Dipper, and Polaris.


God,
are you up there? Harvey pondered. My wife and I have each fucked around on
each other. What the fuck do I do?


He
looked down at the river flowing about 25 feet below him -- endless amounts of
water, all flowing to the sea, just as it had been doing for time immemorial. 


A
thought came to his muddled mind: Go home. She needs you, and you
need her.


Hmmm,
he thought to himself. Maybe I should give things a chance. We have one more
thing in common than we used to: we both fucked up.


What
have I got to lose?


He
turned and walked the rest of the way home, in silence. When he passed the tall
clump of fir trees suddenly he heard a call echoing in the night: the Hoo-hoo-hoo!
Hoo-hoo-hoo-hoooo! of a Great Horned Owl.


It
almost made him smile.


When
he got home the TV was off.


The
Christmas tree was still on, and there was still the pleasant glow of twinkly
lights around the Nativity Scene.


Harvey
looked around. Adele was nowhere to be seen. Her car was still in the driveway,
so he knew she was at home. He went into the kitchen. Her cup was on the
counter. Next to it was a small bottle of herbal sleep aid tablets.


She’s
just as panic stricken as me, he figured.


He
went into the bedroom, and immediately saw Adele in the bed, her delightful
curves apparent -- even through the covers. She was already asleep. He hung up
his coat, and then remembered the jewelry he’d gotten her.


Fuck
it, he thought. I’m not giving up -- not yet.


He
walked across the hallway to the back bedroom, and pulled the gift wrapped box
from its hiding place -- in the old box full of CDs -- and quietly went down the
hallway to the living room. He glanced at the clock on the wall, next to the
fireplace. It was an old-looking clock with Roman numerals. It had just passed
one-thirty in the morning.


It
was already Christmas Eve. It had been for some time now.


Harvey
tucked the package in the lower branches of the Christmas tree, the glittery,
bright red and green clearly visible from the rest of the room..


As
he pushed the gift box inside, trying to keep from wrecking the ornaments, he
noticed something square and gold on the other side -- that something that was
also shoved inside the branches.


It
was a box -- a gold wrapped, gift box.


He
knew for a fact that the box hadn’t been there before.


Who
was it for?


He
slowly crept on his knees to the other side of the tree. The little gold
wrapped box had a label on it.


The
label had something written on it. It was in Adele’s handwriting:


I
love you.


No
name, no other writing -- but it was obvious that it was a gift for him, and
the words -- simply written -- struck him to the core.


Harvey
leaned down, his head in his hands, overcome by a million diverse emotions.


Some
time later, he made his way to bed. As he stripped to his T-shirt and boxers,
he noticed the air was cold in the room. The weather outside had cooled off
considerably. There was talk earlier in the day on the radio that there might
be snow, but Harvey shrugged it off -- it never snowed on Christmas in Seattle.


He
crawled into bed. The bed was already nice and warm from Adele’s body. He
glanced over at her. She was sound asleep.


As
he lay back, he felt a strange peace come over him. It was as if somehow,
somewhere, everything just might turn out all right.


For
just a moment, he he thought he felt a twinge of Christmas spirit.


 


MERCILESSLY


The
following morning, Christmas Eve morning, Harvey woke late. The room was colder
than it was when he’d gone to bed. He and Adele usually didn’t switch up the
heat at night while sleeping, because both of them slept better with the air
cooler in the room. But this morning was much colder than usual.


Was
it freezing outside or something?


Harvey
got up. Shivering, he tossed on his bathrobe which was hanging in his closet. He
trudged his way down the hall towards the kitchen. Halfway down the hallway he
could smell the coffee -- it was already brewing. Obviously, Adele was up and
about.


What
was going to happen today, on Christmas Eve? Was she going to leave again, and
spend time with her ex? Did she change her mind?


He
turned the corner and Adele was sitting at the kitchen table, having a piece of
toast with butter and jam. A steaming cup of coffee sat on the table in front
of her.


“Morning,”
said Harvey.


“Hey,”
said Adele. She looked as if she had been worn out from worry and stress. She
was dressed in a slinky nightie, made of thin, white nylon. Her large C’s
pressed out towards the front, straining to break free. She had a green
bathrobe on over the top of it. Harvey was taken aback, as Adele generally
didn’t wear anything sexy unless they were already planning to have sex.


“Thanks
for making the coffee,” said Harvey. “Smells good.”


“I
always make the coffee,” said Adele. “You know that. I always get up before you
do.”


Harvey
turned and looked at his wife after pouring a cup and loading it with creamer.
“Do you really want to fight about this?”


“No.”


“I
was just saying thanks,” said Harvey. “Because I never do.”


“Oh.”


Harvey
grabbed his cell phone off the counter, where he had left it the previous
evening, and called up the news headlines. It was then that he noticed it: the
bright glare coming from the back deck.


He
set the phone down on the table, and got up and walked over to the sliding
glass door. Instantly, he was presented with a Winter wonderland. Every bush,
every tree, every fencepost in the back yard was coated with an inch and a half
of cheery white. Large, white wet flakes were drifting down from a steely,
whitish-grey sky.


“It’s
snowing,” said Harvey. “I don’t believe it.”


“It
just started right after I got up an hour ago,” said Adele.


“It
looks like a Christmas postcard out there,” said Harvey.


“Sure
does,” said Adele, taking a sip from her coffee. “So, did you fuck both those
women?”


Harvey
felt a shock go through his system.


Here
we go again, he thought. A fight. Shit.


“Yes,
honey,” he said. “I did.”


“Hmmm,”
said his wife. She took a bite from her toast, and wiped her lips with a
napkin. “Did you make them come?”


“Yeah,
that happened.”


“Well,
I suppose that’s good.”


“I
don’t know,” said Harvey.


“Well,
if you’re going to fuck someone, you need to make her come.”


“I
suppose,” said Harvey.


“You
need to make me come more,” said the blonde.


“Don’t
I, usually?”


“Yeah,
but sometimes I fake it.”


“I
didn’t know that. You never told me.”


“Well,
I’m telling you now.” She glanced up at him, meeting eyes with him, and then
she turned back to her coffee.


“You
have to tell me -- or let me know, in some way -- how you need it done, then,”
said Harvey, “if it ain’t working for you. I can’t read your mind.”


“Did
you have to with the women you fucked?”


Harvey
took a sip from his coffee. “No. But they made it very obvious what they liked,
and how they wanted it.”


“Oh.”
Adele took a sip of her coffee and glanced towards the sliding glass door. More
and more large flakes of snow were falling, the back deck now covered with more
than two inches of white.


She
set the cup down on the table and took her empty saucer to the counter, where
she sat it. She faced her husband.


For
a moment the two just looked at each other, as if trying to figure out what to
do next. Then Adele took Harvey’s cup of coffee from him, and set it on the
counter. She grabbed his arm and pulled on it, leading him out towards the
living room.


The
room was warm. She had obviously switched up the heat.


“Sit,”
ordered the wife, pointing to a spot on the couch opposite the Christmas tree.


“What
are you doing, Adele?” said Harvey, somewhat nervous.


The
blonde pulled off her bathrobe, tossing it on the other leg of the couch. Her
finely curved, svelte body was clearly visible through the thin white nylon of
the nightie. She was also wearing a matching, thin, threadbare pair of panties,
and anklet socks.


She
reached down and grabbed the hem of Harvey’s boxers, reaching her warm finger
around the inside of his bathrobe. Within seconds his boxers were on the floor.


“What
are you doing, Adele?”


“I’m
going to fuck my husband,” said the blonde. “I need it. We
need it.”


She
pulled off her panties, and pushed them against Harvey’s nose. Instantly, all
he could smell was the pleasant, soft musk of his wife’s nether regions. The
tangy, full scent made his cock hard. Before he knew it, Adele’s pussy was
rubbing against his burgeoning erection.


Almost
expertly, Adele adjusted the angle of her legs, ass, and pussy as her labia
found their target. Still holding the panties against her husband’s nose, she
lowered herself down over her husband’s raging six and a half inches.


The
wife let out a gaspy breath, as if she had instantly been taken to another world
of sexual delights. By the time she had swallowed all of Harvey’s cock with her
pussy, she was quite wet, and extremely tight. The wife pulled the panties away
from her husband’s face and placed her arms around him, and she began to ride
him, her firm, round ass jiggling as she moved it up and down, up and down.


Harvey
reached around and grabbed that plush ass, squeezing and gripping and pulling
and pushing on it, the heady sensation of his wife’s clenching pussy sending
him towards orgasm.


“Adele,
I don’t know if I can last.”


“I
don’t care. Fill me up. I’m your wife. You’re supposed to cum in
me.”


She
kissed him all over his face, and Harvey gripped and pulled her big, plush ass,
smacking it periodically as Adele rode him and rode him and rode him.


Soon
she began to whimper.


Harvey
took several deep breaths, trying to hold out long enough for Adele to orgasm.


Within
seconds, Adele shouted in his ear, her hot breath warming his cheek. She slowed
her thrusts, grinding her clit against the juncture of Harvey’s groin and cock,
rubbing it to climax.


Harvey
pushed down on his wife’s ass, and instantly he began flooding her uterus with
agonizing spurts of liquid white.


Adele
slowed further, her grinding ultra slow, as she kissed and bit him on the
shoulder, her wet breath steaming his skin. He could feel her hair against his
face, the smell of her conditioner and just a hint of perfume sending his
emotions skywards.


His
balls were drenched in sweat, pussy juice, and traces of cum.


His
hands were still gripping Adele’s round, full ass.


She
pulled her mouth away from gently biting on his shoulder and she looked him in
the eyes. Then she kissed him.


“Merry
Christmas, honey,” she said softly. 


“Merry
Christmas, Adele,” said Harvey.


“Let’s
turn a new leaf from here on out. O.K.?” she said, slowing her movements over
his lap to a stop. He was still hard, and still balls deep in her vagina. “No
secrets. We can be happy.”


“I
think so,” said Harvey. “And I think turning over a new leaf is a great idea.” 


He
smiled.


In
fact, he was smiling on the inside, too -- and it was for the first time
in a long time.


Adele
grinned, too, looking at him warmly while kneading his shoulders and arms
lovingly with her warm fingers. Her eyes said it all. Things would be better.


Behind
her, the Christmas tree still twinkled, its bright, multi-colored ornaments
reflecting the bright light of the snowy sky just outside the living room
window.


It
felt almost like a miracle -- good sex, turning over a new leaf, and a White
Christmas.


After
a few minutes Adele climbed off of him. She brought out two cups of coffee, and
turned the heat down. She grabbed a comforter from the easy chair near the
landing railing and tossed it over Harvey’s bare lap.


“I
think we need to snuggle a while for Christmas,” she said. “Don’t you?”


“I’d
like that,” said Harvey.


“Then
I think we should do it again. Maybe in front of the tree. I want you to
pound me from behind.” She looked at him. “Hard.”


“How
hard?”


“Very,
very hard.” Adele grinned mischievously. She sat the cups of coffee on the
table in front of the couch, and plopped down beside her husband. Within seconds
they were sitting next to each other, the comforter over their laps.


“The
snow is beautiful,” said Adele. “I hope it continues.”


“So
do I,” said Harvey. He turned to his wife, and kissed her. 


“I
love you, Adele.”


“I
love you too, honey,” she said. “I never stopped, you know.”


“Neither
did I,” said Harvey.


For
the next few hours they just sat and made small talk, sometimes discussing
their issues and needs, but most of all -- their dreams.


The
snow kept falling outside the window, while the tree’s lights twinkled, and two
gift wrapped boxes remained in the boughs, not to be opened until the next
morning. Several hours later, as darkness began to fall, Adele whispered in
Harvey’s ear.


Harvey
grabbed her by the hand, and led her out to the center of the living room
floor. Her ass, of course, was still bare -- two wondrous, pale globes of
finely formed flesh. He gave her right cheek a quick spank and gripped it with
his hand.


“Get
on your hands and knees,” he ordered, playfully.


Giggling,
the blonde got down on all fours. She wiggled her big ass and pulled her hair
down to one side, turning around to look at her husband. 


“Are
you going to fuck your wife now?” she said.


“I’m
going to pound my wife mercilessly,” said Harvey. “She’s going to get the
Christmas fuck of a lifetime.”


“Ooooh.
That sounds threatening.”


“I’m
going to make you come, hard,” said Harvey. “At least I’m gonna try.”


“I’m
sure you will,” said Adele. Instantly, she let out a sharp gasp. Harvey’s hard
cock tip had already found the special spot between her legs. He let out a
breath as his cock sank inside her -- all the way to the balls. He reached
down, and grabbed her ankles, and began to fuck her, gradually moving his hands
up her legs, and then up to her waist, which he gripped forcefully as he
pounded her.


And
as the big flakes of snow fell outside, Harvey Wilson rode his wife, taking his
time, making sure that she had the climax of her life while they both made love
in the light of the Christmas tree.
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