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BEHIND
THE LOCKED DOOR, SOUNDS OF SEXUAL PLUNDER


It's
the Labor Day weekend, the weather is hot, and Edwin Edmonson and his curvy
blonde wife Irina drive from Seattle to an oceanside condo, where they will
be the guests of friends. They are planning on wading in the surf, doing some
beachcombing, and maybe having a beach fire.



 

How could they know their simple Labor Day
weekend at the Ocean could become a time of sordid, unbridled debauchery?



 

And
right now Edwin is haunted by the sounds of his sweet wife being ravaged,
violated, and plundered in a locked, spare bedroom. The man who is plundering
her – a work associate named Roger Sampson -- is a well endowed man who saw
what he wanted, and just took it. And it sounds like Edwin's wife is loving it.


 


It
was like taking candy from a baby – Edwin's tipsy wife practically helping the
man do it!


 


All
is panic and despair until Roger's wife shows up, a saucy, flirty brunette MILF
plunderess named Joan.


 


Joan
knows what is going on in that spare bedroom, and she has ideas of doing some
seductive revenge of her own. And Edwin's life is changed forever.


 


Sometimes
wives that are wronged are the hottest in bed.


 


Will
Edwin be able to work things out with his own wife afterwards? Will they get
over her being so absolutely plundered?



 

This
fantasy erotica sex story contains sexual themes, sexual language, and depictions
of explicit sexual acts and is NOT intended for readers under the age 18.


 


 

















 


BEHIND THE LOCKED DOOR


Edwin Edmonson sat on the plush,
grey cushioned couch, his head in his hands. The living room around him in the
hundred thousand dollar condo was immaculate: the furniture was new and
expensive, and the flat screen TV on the wall was massive. 


But at the moment
all invisible. There was only one sense working in Edwin's mind: his
hearing. And what he was hearing was tearing apart his very soul.


No sooner than it quieted down
there would be one more cry, one more shriek. All
muffled by a door. The door was locked. There was no way to tell what exactly was happening behind that door, except there
was no doubt it was sexual.


Hot sex. Forceful sex. Rampant adultery.


Edwin couldn't plug his ears. The
sounds hypnotised him, making him descend into a
deep, dark panic.


Another scream of
joy. It was his wife's voice – there was no doubt about that.


The sound of a man cursing, calling
a young woman a whore and a filthy slut while violating her!


And then more shrieks.


Edwin's heart pounded and his blood
pulsed with every muffled noise he heard emanating from the bedroom just down
the short hallway. It was only 25 to 30 soft steps on the plush grey carpet –
in fact, his wife's footprints were still visible -- imprinted on that soft
carpet if he looked hard enough for them. 


But the noises! Fuck – the
heart-rending noises!


Every whimper, every cry, every shriek – it sent him into severe anxiety. After 42
minutes of such torture, each sigh of pleasure stabbing his soul with foot long
daggers, he could no longer hold his composure. He glanced at the clock. It was
12:42 in the morning. Almost like clockwork, the other man had made his final,
fateful move just before the stroke of midnight. 


And that man took what he wanted:
Edwin's wife.


Edwin's body shook as he began to
break down. His whole world was disappearing into a vast, bleak darkness.


Outside, the pleasing roar and
tumble of the surf rolling in from the vast Pacific – clearly audible through
the cracked-open sliding glass door -- was no solace. The fresh salt air was no
comforter. Every whine and whimper from the horrid bedroom just 15 feet away
guaranteed that.


After ten minutes of despair, Edwin
calmed down. The noises got worse. Incessant crying and
sighing, muffled by the locked door.


He thought – or tried to think.


How did it come to this? Edwin
pondered. Suddenly an ear-curdling shriek of abject pleasure emanated from
behind that cursed door, breaking his thoughts into pieces.


How did I allow this to happen? he wondered. Can I ever end this?


What do I do, just face this
torture? Edwin pondered.


But as such things always are: it's
complicated.


 


WIDE OPEN HIGHWAY


Twelve hours earlier, Edwin and Irina Edmonson were a typical
couple of young professionals, headed to the Coast for a weekender. They both
worked in government: Edwin was a junior project manager at the small city
where they lived, and Irina was a clerk for the
school district. They had left their small ranch style home in Northwood – a
suburb in Seattle's southern industrial heartland – and had made it through the
heavy traffic in Tacoma on I-5. After they passed Fort Lewis, the sun came out
grandly and it was clear sailing on the highway.


Edwin's work associate Roger
Sampson was one of the higher-ups in Edwin's department, and made a
considerable salary, augmented by smart investments he'd made during the Stock
boom.


He and his wife Joan had a condo in
Ocean Shores' stylish and posh southern tip, where the working class hotels and
rustic looking vacation cottages give way to a Las Vegas on the beach. Roger
had offered up his condo for a weekender. 


Roger and his wife Joan were rich,
to say the least. They had been able to maintain their prosperity during the
hard years following the Great Recession, and Roger and Joan lived out a
picture of the American dream: they had a posh, massive new house, high in the
Newcastle hills, and their fancy beachfront condo on the beach was located at
the closest thing Washington state has to a Riviera: Ocean Shores. 


As Edwin drove their Nissan Sentra down the wide open lanes of the freeway leading west
from Olympia, he looked out the window whenever he could take his eyes off the
road. 


The Black Hills were a range of
foothills barricading Olympia and points east from the wet, green pastures
leading westward to the Pacific Ocean beaches. And the Black Hills were
anything but black – rounded, tall mountains forested with Oregon Big Leaf
Maple and Douglas Fir; outcroppings of dark, grey
diorite; and verdant, well maintained strips of tall grass on either side of
the dual carriageways. At night deer could sometimes be seen feasting on the
grass. During the daytime, the various shades of green were a feast for
Seattleite, urban eyes.


The day was pleasant enough. It was
the first weekend of September, and Indian Summer was
in full bloom.  It was already 78 degrees out, and Edwin had the window
cracked.


"Smell that fresh air,
honey," he said, smiling. "We think we have better air than usual in
Seattle, but this air is fantastic. You can tell there isn't an industrial
plant or warehouse park within 100 miles."


"You always notice the
smallest details, sweetie," said Irina, her long
blonde hair shining in the noontime sun. "Traveling with you is always a
non-stop travelogue." Edwin glanced at his wife. She was very pretty, but
pleasingly plump and curvaceous. She wore a pair of tight cutoffs that showed
off her shapely thighs and calves, and she wore a cream colored T-shirt with a
low cut neckline, which barely contained her massive DD's. Her cleavage was
stunning. She looked at her husband, her light blue eyes sparkling and
enchanting him – just as they did the day they met in college.


"Observing things – it's my
nature, Irina," said Edwin. "I can't help
it. I notice everything."


"I know," she said.
"It's one of the reasons I love you so much." 


His wife placed her hand on his
knee, her warm palm making him feel loved and insanely happy.


He adjusted his rear view mirror.
He was speeding slightly – Roger was a punctuality freak, and Edwin didn't want
to be a minute late when arriving at the condo. He and Roger weren't close
associates at the City, but one thing he'd learned dealing with Roger was his
anal-retentive punctuality. When Roger set up a meeting and said 3 p.m., he
meant 3 p.m. If you were a minute late, he'd have a fit. It was the same thing
during their lunch dates.


As he was speeding, Edwin didn't
want to miss seeing any cop who may sneak up from behind him. As he looked in
the mirror, he glanced at his face and hair. He never liked the way he looked,
but Irina was pleased enough with his stature. 


He still had his hair, a short
cropped head of dark brown hair that was mostly straight but developed waves
the few times he let it grow out. His eyes were a steely shade of bluish-grey –
dull. In fact, they were as dull as Edwin's personality. Now, Edwin wasn't a
bad guy. In fact, he had a heart of gold. But that was one of his problems, he was too nice when the world requires violent
aggression. And he was very observant, observant to the point of not speaking
much unless he was excited about something.


And travel? That was always
exciting. It's always exciting to have a change of pace, and a change of
scenery. Edwin loved the city, but anytime he got further than 40 miles from
Seattle and Tacoma he realised just how much he
missed seeing real countryside. And he always was talking about it the
few times he and his wife traveled.


"So will there be much to do
down there at the beach, honey?" asked Irina.
"I certainly hope Roger and Joan aren't boring."


"They're anything but boring,
sweetie," said Edwin. "They live life to the maximum. Roger's an
impressive guy. His wife is, too. And their condo is right on the beach. Roger
showed me pictures. The dunes start right at their back door."


"But what will we do, aside
from swim in the ocean?"


"Well, you don’t really swim
in the ocean unless you like cold water. But we will wade out into the surf.
That's fun. And we can have a fire at night – right on the beach."


"They allow that?"


"Shit, yeah they allow
it!"


"But what
about fire danger? It's been a dry summer."


"It's the fucking beach. Nothing but
sand. What's there to burn?"


"I wonder if we can have sex
on the beach," said the wife.


"The
drink?"


"No, dummy!
You and me, having sex on the beach! With the sound of the
waves and all. Wouldn't that be romantic?"


"It would – but I don’t think
we can. Too many people live near the beach where Roger lives."


"Damn!" said Irina. "I always have fantasized about fucking on the
beach."


"Well, maybe we can work that
out," said Edwin.


He glanced at the clock. It was one
fifteen p.m.


"Fuck," he grumbled.
"We're going to be a little late. I mean, it's
Labor Day weekend, and I just know the traffic is going to be piled up as soon
as we get west of Aberdeen. Highway 109 is always plugged up like a bar toilet
on Labor Day."


"You're stressing yourself out
too much, honey," said Irina. "We'll get
there on time O.K."


"You don’t know Roger,"
said Edwin. "He's such a type A, high stress personality that I'm
surprised he hasn't had a three heart attacks yet." He paused. "It's
probably because he hits the gym all the time. And he's always talking about
how often he fucks his wife. He says it's good for his health. He says he fucks
her for hours at a time, and she's in a constant state of never-ending
orgasm."


Irina
giggled. "You're kidding! He talks about their sex life like that?"


"Yeah," said Edwin.
"He does. He's very open about it. I've met his wife, Joan. She's a
40-something, but she's a stunner. She's also a bit flirtatious."


"Oh," said Irina suspiciously. "You mean, she
hit on you?"


"Not really," said Edwin.
"But I could tell she likes people. And it's for sure that she loves men.
She was very open and friendly. She put her hand on my knee, just like you're
doing."


"I don’t like that!" said
his wife. "She'd better not do that when we're there! I'll scratch her
eyes out!"


"She probably wouldn't do
anything like that with you around, I'm sure," offered Edwin hopefully.


"She shouldn't have done that
to begin with." Irina frowned. "When did
this happen?"


"It was no big deal, honey –
it was just for a minute or so. It was when Roger and I had lunch at the
restaurant. Joan showed up to meet with her husband, and was sitting between us
at the alcove. She placed her hand on my knee when she was asking me about
myself. She seemed to take a liking to me."


"She'd better not take too
much of a liking to you when we're there."


"Stop worrying."


"She'll be there, won't
she?"


"Yes. Roger and Joan will both
be there. Just the four of us." Edwin looked up
at the sky. There were a few light clouds, but the rest was bright blue sky – a
rarity for Grays Harbor County, but when it happened, it was glorious. "I
hope this weather holds up by the time we get to the Ocean."


He looked in the rear view mirror.
No cops. He sped the Nissan from 65 to 75 miles per hour. The closest cars were
about a quarter mile ahead. They had just passed the rest area and were near
the McCleary exit.


"You want to stop in McCleary?" he said. "I need to take a piss, and I
could sure use another hot coffee."


"Sure. I could use a soda pop.
And I think I need to use the can, too."


"O.K.," said Edwin. About
500 yards ahead, he made an exit off of Highway 8, and within two minutes they
were winding their way down the ancient road that carried them into the small
lumbering town that had the most popular gas station between Olympia and
Aberdeen.


They pulled up onto the gas
station's asphalt parking lot. As per usual, there were at least five or six
cars parked alongside the building. The gas station was the only lively
business in town. People always pulled up to use the bathrooms and buy a hot
dog, coffee, snacks, half cases of beer to take to the Ocean, or a can of pop
to sustain them on the rest of their drive west.


The stop went without incident.
Inside the deli station were five college age girls, all dressed for the
splendid weather. Three of them were texting or
checking their endless streams of social media notifications on their smart
phones. Edwin could barely keep his eyes off their legs and asses. They looked
so fresh, and so sexual. He felt a pinch on his backside. He turned. It was his
wife.


"Keep your eyes on your
wife, mister," she said grinning. She leaned up to whisper in his ear.
"I've got bigger tits than all three of those bitches combined."


"I know," said Edwin.
"You're prettier and sexier than all three of them together, too." He
kissed her.


For the moment, Irina
seemed placated.


 


THE GREAT DEPRESSION NEVER LEFT


The drive through McCleary was a pleasant one. It was like going through a
time machine, to 1950's and 1960's rural Washington, when logging was going
full bore and the money from such work could support families. The only
difference was that the time machine must have been broken, because life in McCleary looked broken.


During the past, the Northern
Pacific railroad served half the rural towns in Western Washington, bringing in
empty flatcars and gondolas and loading them with the area's rich forest
abundance before hauling it to California or points east. Even small cities
like McCleary looked like a picture of the archetypical
small town Americana, with its sidewalk bordered streets lined with modest,
well kept houses, the streets full of kids on bicycles and push-scooters.


The only difference between them
and kids in Seattle were the jobs their fathers had: in Seattle, you worked at
Boeing or in the shipyards. In McCleary, your father
was a logger or worked at the sawmill.


But in the
2000's? It looked like a pall of economic hard times had hit McCleary – the main street was half empty, the houses in
medium repair. Some houses had several different shades of paint: the proud
owners were doing the best they could to keep them up. Many houses had paint in
bright colors, as if to counter the economic dullness present.


Since the 1990's, logging went
under because of several factors, including government mandates, and economic
life in rural Western Washington was never the same.


"Look at this, honey,"
said Irina, glancing out the open window. "It's
just a dumpy little town. Was it always this way?"


"You didn't grow up here in
Washington," said Edwin. "Or you'd know."


"I know. You're always ribbing
me because I'm from Las Vegas. But I can't change that."


"Well, this area used to have
a lot more money than it has now. Aberdeen – which we'll pass through in
an hour – used to be one of the biggest cities in the State in the 1920's.
Lumber ruled, and lots of money was made off lumber, too." He took
a sip from his tall, creamed coffee. It was smooth and excellent. He sat the
cup back in the holder on the console. "Aberdeen shipped the lumber that
helped build California."


"It's sad," said his
wife. "You can tell the people here are proud of their town, but there's nothing
here. No industry. Where do they work?"


"Some probably work in Olympia.
The others? I hate to say it, but their only work is
Welfare." Edwin took a last look at the little town before turning on to
the winding entrance to Highway 8. "It's sad, but it's the way it
is." 


He frowned. His dad grew up in a
town like McCleary: Morton, a lumber and sawmill town
maybe 120 miles to the east. Like McCleary, Selleck, Cumberland, Elma, Raymond, South Bend, and
hundreds of other small cities in the rural, forested regions of Cascadia, Morton died when lumbering went under. Edwin's dad
lucked out and got a job at Boeing. Many of his dad's contemporaries weren't so
lucky – instead, they ended up on some form of welfare.


"It sucks, what has happened
to my state," he spat. He looked over at an empty car dealership. It
looked like it held promise in the 1980's when it apparently had been built.
But now it was an empty shell, with boards in places where there used to be
unbroken plate glass. What it was doing out here in the middle of nowhere --
Edwin had no idea. But one thing was for certain: it was as empty as the
economy everywhere else outside the Olympia – Everett corridor.


"Why doesn't the government do
something about this?" said Irina.


"Because they don't give a flying
fuck about anything that's outside Seattle, that's why." Edwin grimaced.
"The only thing State government gives a shit about is inside the Seattle
city limits. As far as they're concerned, the rest of the State can go fuck
itself."


Edwin gunned the engine to the
Nissan and within seconds they were speeding westbound on the freeway.


After cruising through miles of
wide open pastures -- some with rolled up hay bales and verdant farms -- and
small cities off to the right with strange names like Elma, Satsop,
Brady, and Montesano, they rounded a sharp, clear-cut hill, leaving maybe a
thousand feet between the slope and the Chehalis River – that thousand feet
taken up by four lanes of highway and the tracks of the Union Pacific railroad.
The road crept alongside the banks of the sleepy Chehalis for just under a mile
and finally, there it was – the gem of the Pacific: the Aberdeen – Hoquiam
megalopolis.


Edwin and Irina
stopped at a small espresso stand that was shaped like a cat. Behind it were
what appeared to be the only stores in Aberdeen that had patrons: Walmart and a few other box chain stores.


They passed over the Wishkah River bridge made famous
by Kurt Cobain in his song "Something In The Way". To the right was a
small neighborhood that bordered the grey waters of the river, and the houses
looked like they hadn't changed since 1921.


Further on, they arrived in
downtown Aberdeen itself. It hinted of better days past. Some of the stores
were empty. A massive, beige colored stucco building with a sagging, cracked,
blank theatre marquee stood forlornly alongside Heron Avenue.


"I can't believe this,"
said Irina, who hadn't been to the Coast before.
"It's so sad. Look at that theatre! It's like the Great Depression never
left!"


"This is what happens when you
have unresponsive government," said Edwin, matter-of-factly. "It sucks.
But it's the way it is. The people here make do the best they can. They're a
proud and resilient people."


He surveyed the scenery as they
drove west on Highway 101 towards Hoquiam. In fact, you really can't tell where
one city starts and the other one ends. It's one big, dreary, gaily painted
expanse of 1930's suburbia, replete with vacant lots where houses or buildings
became so dilapidated that they had to be torn down.


"You think this is bad,"
said Edwin, "you should see the Mall."


"They have a mall here? I
thought we passed it when we passed that big river."


"Yeah, that was Walmart – that's not a mall. It does well, but the real
Mall? That's a different story."


"I don’t remember seeing a
mall then," said his wife.


"The real Mall is south of the
river. A big mall, built in the 80's. Now it's all boarded up. Nothing but
primer paint peeling, and boarded up windows. It's been that way since
2004."


Irina put
her hand to her mouth in shock. She looked around. They passed a series of
small bungalows painted in pastel colors.


"Those colors sure are
bright," she said. "I like it, though."


"Like I said – they're proud
here. It's not their fault the entire apparatus of government from State to
Federal shits on them repeatedly." Edwin turned the Nissan around the bend
in Highway 101 as it approached the Hoquiam River Bridges. "All the time I
hear these bastards back home talk shit about little towns like this. It's like
they think these people here are nothing but ignorant hicks, and somehow
deserve this." 


He turned to his wife. "My dad
was from a town like this. Every time I hear some stuck-up fuckhead
from Seattle talk shit about rural towns, I want to spit on them."


"I don't blame you," said
Irina.


They passed over the Hoquiam River,
a tidal estuary lined with a parklike trail on one
side, and some fishing vessels and boats and yachts on the other side, many of
the yachts and pleasure boats owned by richer people from the Puget Sound
metropolis 120 miles to the east. Further upriver was one of the few remaining
sawmills in the area. Downtown Hoquiam consisted of three blocks of bars, small
shops, coffee houses, and some antiques stores. Considering its smaller size,
Hoquiam's downtown core seemed more lively than that
of its eastern twin.


As the couple
left Hoquiam the scenery changed, from urban to tidal: the steep wooded
hillside lay to their right, the vast mudflats of Grays Harbor to their left,
with only the two narrowish paved lanes of state
Highway 109 in the middle. To Irina, it seemed
as if one slip of the steering wheel would have the car sinking in bottomless
quicksand.


 


ORAL TRAFFIC RELIEF


They traveled through the heavily
forested hills, through a gently pastured valley dotted with pioneer farms, and
then they crossed Chenois Creek, a small tidal estuary
surrounded by verdant fields. It looked like it was quite the agricultural
haven in the early 1900's. Soon after Chenois Creek
the highway passed over the Humptulips River, a long,
slow stream that was famous for its salmon.


"What's the name on that sign?"
asked his wife. "Hump-what?"


"Humptulips. It's an Indian name."


"Hump two lips? I've got two
lips you can hump!" She looked over and licked her lips.


"You want me to pull
over?"


"Better not. We won't make it
to your friend's in time."


She reached over and caressed
Edwin's groin. "I'm a bit horny, though," she said.


"You always make me
horny," said Edwin.


"I'm glad," said his
wife.


After several miles of a long flat
stretch of road surrounded by mostly clear cut land, the traffic jam hit.


Like Edwin feared, the highway was
backed up – stop and go.


"It looks like everyone and
their asshole brother is going to Ocean Shores for the weekend," Edwin
said. "Fuck!"


"Calm down," said his
wife. "We'll get there in time -- I think. With all these cars, it has to
be close. Where are we, anyway?" Being a millennial, she had no idea of
geography if it wasn't spelled out by Siri or some
GPS device.


"We're a few miles east of
Hogan's Corner. It's a T in the road which is the main junction around here. When
we get there, we'll hang a left, and put-put-put a couple more miles. Then we
have to drive slow through the Ocean Shores hotel
district; and then we go a few more miles to get down to Point Brown. That's
where all the expensive condos are."


"Oh."


Edwin looked at the clock. It was 2
p.m. They still had an hour. They'd probably be on time. He let out a sigh of
relief. His wife, sensing his tenseness, rubbed his thigh with her soft hand.
The warmth made him feel good. He placed her hand on his groin. Taking the cue,
she rubbed and rubbed and rubbed and Edwin smiled as he felt the warm tingling
rising from his cock, and soon enough, he was hard underneath.


"Oooooh,"
said the wife. "I think somebody's cock loves my touch."


"I always love your touch,
woman," said Edwin. He reached over and caressed her shoulder with his
right hand. The car moved maybe five feet at a time – as the main corner a
couple miles ahead was jammed with traffic and had a slow traffic light, it was
slow going. Feeling his cock burgeoning beneath his jeans, Edwin placed his
hand behind Irina's neck and pushed her head slowly
towards his crotch.


Without a noise, she unbuttoned his
jeans, unzipped his fly, and pulled out his cock. Soon enough, she placed his
throbbing head to her soft lips, and she swallowed him down, all the way to the
root. Edwin groaned in appreciation, always loving the sensation of being balls
deep in Irina's throat.


He glanced down below the steering
wheel, his wife's blonde head bobbing slowly up and down as she throated his
six inches.


"Fuck, you're excellent at
this!" he gushed.


Irina let
his cock out of her mouth with a soft 'plop!'


"I love sucking your cock,
honey," she said. "You know -- it's just the right size to fit all
the way down my throat without choking me to death!"


"You mean I'm smaller than
your ex," said Edwin.


"No, I don't mean it that way," she said defensively.
"You shouldn't be jealous of someone who isn't in my life anymore, you
know!" She kissed him on the lips quickly. "Now knock off the self
pity and enjoy your wife giving you a blow job!" 


Instantly, she returned to sucking
him down, her mouth and lips causing awesome sensations to travel up his spine,
causing his cock to twitch and pulse with excitement. His balls were getting
wet from Irina's hot spit, which he could feel
dripping down over them – coating them with a cozy
warmth, like a wife's sexual blessing. She sped up the suction, causing Edwin's
cum to fill up his seminal vesicle. If she kept up the pace, he knew he would
be choking her gullet with a massive blast of hot sperm in no time.


After a few minutes, his wife let
him out of her mouth.


"I'm too nervous, honey,"
she said. "Someone else, maybe in a truck, might see us."


"Let 'em,"
said Edwin. "They should see my wife sucking my cock. After all, Irina Edmonson is the best giver of blowjobs in the
world!"


Irina
looked cautious. "You really want me to blow you to orgasm with all
these people around? I mean, really – what if they see us."


"They'll see how good you are,
honey. Come on, you already got me halfway there," said Edwin. "It
would be torture for you to stop now! And who's going to care, even if they
see? Please, honey. I want to cum in your mouth."


Irina
looked around. A tall RV approached from the opposite lane, and Irina grinned naughtily.


"Fuck it," she said. She
leaned down and started blowing him. The couple in the RV honked their horn
twice. Edwin could tell they were able to see the spectacle of his wife
performing fellatio. But it felt too good for him to want Irina
to stop.


Irina,
ignoring the commotion outside on the highway, sped up her movements and sucked
Edwin all the way down her throat and held her head still. Edwin could feel the
back of her hot throat with his cockhead, and the
sensation was incredible. 


"Ugh!" he grunted, his balls filling up to the brim, and ready to go
off.


"Mmmmmphf
Hmmmmmphf!!!" moaned the blonde.


Edwin placed his hand on the back
of his wife's head and held her lips tightly against his soaking wet balls as
he moved his legs a little bit apart to cum harder. Within seconds he blasted
her tonsils with semen. As soon as he shot his wad in her gullet, a horn
honked. Some college age men had slowed down to watch a little as they passed
by.


"Way to go, dude!"
someone shouted as their truck's horn honked a few more times.


Edwin took his hand from his wife's
neck. She immediately came up for air, wiping her wet lips with the back of her
wrist.


"Whew!" she said.
"That was a big load!" She looked around. "Did anyone see us? I
thought I heard someone cheering."


"Yep.
Some college dudes saw you blowing me, and I think one got a picture on his
cell phone!"


Irina
swallowed. "Mmmm, that tasted good. Usually you
spurt it all down my throat, but this time some of it got in my mouth. Is any
on my chin?"


"Not enough."


"Honey!!!"


"Don't you want the people out
there to think you're the best head-giver in the world?"


"I'd rather that you're the
only one who has that information," said the blonde. "But the thought
of public sex is kinda cool."


"We need to do the whole thing in the car somewhere
public," said the husband proudly. "All we've done in public places
is when you've given me head."


"Well, we can talk about that
later. Look I'd better zip you up so no one sees your cock out," said the
wife, pushing Edwin's six flagging inches back inside his fly.


Edwin smiled.


"I feel like such a dirty slut
when I blow you in public places like this," said his wife, giggling.
"But I have to admit -- I love it at the same time."


As they drove in jerks and stops
through the small traffic jam all the way to Ocean Shores, Irina
kept giggling, as if giddy from performing sex within eyeshot of strangers.


Edwin felt terrific.


 


Within 20 minutes they were inside
the main center of Ocean Shores, the only real Coastal resort in Washington.
There are others, of course: Westport; Grayland; the
small, rustic resort towns on the Olympic North Beaches; and then there is Long
Beach – a 20 mile peninsula of cranberry bogs and wide sandy beaches. But Ocean
Shores, being the closest to the big smoke – only three hours away, depending
on traffic – is the one that draws the most tourists. It even has some
commuters, although not many of them, who drive all the way to Olympia, or even
Seattle and Tacoma, every day.


The main business center of Ocean
Shores resembles a vast strip mall. The hotels are on the west, bordering the
ocean, and to the east of Ocean Shores Boulevard is a massive complex of shops
of various types – restaurants, kite shops, beach shops, gift shops,
drugstores, and a few bars here and there. If the weather were better year
'round, it would look like a crustier version of San Diego's beach areas, but
being that Ocean Shores is placed smack dab in the middle of rainy Western
Washington, it has its own unique charm.


When you look towards the beaches
from downtown Ocean Shores, the first thing you notice is all the kites: delta
kites, balloon kites, kites that look like birds, twirler kites, trapezoid
kites, and numerous box kites – most of them secured to the beach sand by
special anchors.


As you drive south down through the
miles and miles of four lane, marginally paved Ocean Shores Boulevard towards
the marina and Point Brown, you see mostly scrub brush and salt grass, with
numerous summer homes, A-frames, double-wides and
small cottages, tucked into small lots that look like oversized camping spots.


Finally you reach a corner and you
hang a right, and instantly you are in a different world. The scrub brush,
A-frames, double-wides and cottages disappear and are
replaced by huge, rich condo complexes that look like they belong in Orlando or
Las Vegas instead of coastal Washington. It looks like California -- the only
thing missing is the palm trees.


It was in one of these complexes
that Roger's condo was located.


Edwin rechecked the address. They
had just passed Fleetwood Avenue. To the left were monster houses that rivaled
anything in Newcastle Hill or Sammamish. It was as if someone had planted a
Seattle exurb into the saltgrass. To their right was
the endless row of ostentatiously new and rich looking condo buildings. Finally
Edwin matched one of them to the address he had written on the slip of paper on
his visor.


He pulled up his cell and texted Roger.


We're here, he said.


Great! texted Roger. We'll be right down. Pull into any
open spot. They're for guests and visitors.


Edwin pulled the Nissan into the
closest open spot and turned off the engine.


He turned to his wife.


"Well, honey. We're
here." He leaned over and kissed her passionately. He leaned his mouth to
her ear. "Thanks for the blow job," he whispered. "I love
you."


She kissed him back. "I love
giving you blow jobs," she said. "I love the taste of your cum, you
know. I'm so glad I married you."


"Me, too," said Edwin. 


They got out and pulled their bags
out of the trunk. Instantly they were approached by a fine looking middle-aged
couple, the man suntanned and muscular to the point of looking ripped. He had a
full head of blackish-brown hair and was wearing a white T-shirt that
advertised a brand of surf boards, as well as a pair of longish swim trunks,
red in color, made of thin nylon.


Irina was
immediately taken by the man – Edwin couldn't tell at first, but Roger could
tell right away. The young wife kept looking at his crotch. His considerable
bulge down there was obviously the target of her interest. Then she looked at
his eyes. Steely grey, bright and intense eyes that Roger knew were magnetic to
women. He had bedded numerous women just with his gaze – and his package, which
he knew fascinated them, usually finished the task.


Roger looked into the young wife's
eyes and smiled.


She looked away, as if trying to
hide an inner desire for the forbidden.


Roger was accompanied by a woman
who looked maybe 42 but had a knockout body, with full, tanned breasts, finely
curved waist, and long, ravishingly muscular legs. Her hair was chestnut brown,
and her eyes a sparkling greenish-blue. She was pretty to the point of looking modelesque – belying an Italian or maybe other Latin
background.


"Hi guys!" said the man.


"Hi Roger!" said Edwin.
They shook hands.


"I'm so glad you made
it!" said Roger. He put a hand on the shoulder of the ravishingly hot MILF
standing next to him. "You remember my wife, Joan, right?"


"Of course," said Edwin,
holding out his hand. Joan stepped forwards and gave Edwin a quick hug. Irina blanched.


"I'm so glad you came down to
see us!" said the hot MILF, smiling. She was a ravishing brunette, the
type of cougar that could easily pull 20-something guys at a bar. She turned
towards Irina. "And this must be your
wife!" She held out her hand. "Hi, I'm Joan."


"I'm Irina,"
said the blonde. "Nice to meet you!"


"Well, let us help you with
your bags. We've already got our bar ready, and the grill is warming up.
Unfortunately, the Husband forgot to get the condiments and a few other things,
so I'll have to head up to the store. But we'll have something to eat when I
get back!" She smiled graciously, looking like the model she had been in
high school in California. "But first," she added, "let's have
some drinks!"


The young couple followed Roger and
Joan as they made their way up to the condo. Edwin couldn't help but notice the
MILF's ass – a sweet looking, motherly, muscular and
pleasingly wide expanse of pumping, jiggling flesh – barely contained by a
tight pair of thin white shorts. He tried to keep from staring at it, for his
wife's sake.


Roger led them all up the stairway
and to the top apartment on the left side of a two story, brown stucco building
that looked like it would better fit in Ensenada than
on the Washington Coast. The front door was unlocked, and already open.


"You don't lock your
doors?" said Irina, astonished.


"Not when we're around. The
crime is very low here. It's partially because we're so out of the way, and
partially because there are only three roads in and out of Ocean Shores, and
they're all about a block and a half from each other. Chokepoints.
Criminals don't like that."


Roger motioned for the young couple
to enter. Irina went inside first. Then
Joan, then Edwin. Edwin, once again, found himself mesmerized by the MILF's stunning body. He pulled his eyes away and looked
around the inside of the condo. It was immaculate, fancy, and also spare. The
room was bright, well lit by large, sun-facing windows.


The furnishings in the living room
looked like a set from a magazine: brand new, grey cushioned couches, as well
as an easy chair that looked unused. The coffee table was thick, tempered glass
– sparkling clean, and very stylish. There were a few plastic plants in
hangers, and one on the coffee table. The carpet was a soft, plush grey, and
the walls were a pleasing pastel-ish grey as well.
There was a real fireplace, with a fire-log inside, still wrapped and ready to
burn. Soft pop music played from the speakers on the entertainment console. It
was a TV cable music channel.


"Wow!" said Irina, "this is a fancy place!"


"We don't have many furnishings,
as you can tell," said Joan, "I know it's a bit spare, but we make
do. These furnishings are ones we brought here from our house in Newcastle Hill
when we got new ones there." She led the couple into the dinette, which
was warm and sunny and faced the ocean, having large picture windows. One of
them was cracked open slightly, letting in the warm salt air. The sound of the
outdoor wind chimes tinkled in the soft breeze. "Like the view?"


"It's awesome!" gushed Irina. "Look at those
plants!"


"Oh, yes. My
petunias." Joan pointed to some bright, red and white flowers
placed in pots on the ocean-facing balcony. "They amazingly do well in the
salt air here." She turned to the young couple. "You want something
to drink?"


"Do you have any pop?"
asked Irina.


"How about a cocktail?"
offered Roger. 


"That would be great!"
said the blonde.


"Let me show you around our
condo, first," said the host. He took Irina by
the hand and led her back into the main room.


After the two left Joan and Edwin
alone, the MILF smiled. "You haven't told me what you want to drink."


"You have any coffee?"
asked Edwin.


"Sure! I'll have some,
too!" Joan pointed to the small, fancy wood dining table, brightly lit by
the sun. "Sit here, Edwin, and I'll pour you some. I just made it 15
minutes ago."


Edwin sat down, trying not to stare
at the hot MILF's legs and ass as she poured the rich
brew into two separate cups. He could hear Roger talking to his wife out in the
living room. She was asking him about the furnishings. Then the conversation
changed.


"Let me show you your bedroom.
It has a terrific bed!" Roger guided Irina
towards the hallway, completely out of Edwin's sight.


"Your wife is very
charming," said Joan, sitting a cup of coffee with cream in front of him.
She sat in the next chair, very close to him. Edwin had been looking out the
picture windows, where the Pacific surf was clearly visible in the early
afternoon sun. "How long have you been married?"


"We got married two years
ago," said Edwin. "But we were dating for three years before
that."


"Dating.
You mean fucking, of course," said the MILF, grinning, her green eyes
flashing. Her green tinged eyeshadow made her green
eyes look even more magnetic as they were lit up by the sunlight coming in
through the window. Edwin couldn't help but notice her suntanned, freckled
tits, which were quite large, maybe D's. Her low-cut burnt orange blouse only
accentuated them even more. Her hair was a deep chestnut color, and reached
past her shoulders. She took very good care of herself, and Edwin knew that if
he hadn't just received a blow job 30 minutes previous, his cock would be chubbed at the sight of the hot MILF.


"Everyone fucks all the time
these days," the wife added. "They were doing it during first dates
when I first met Roger in 1989. So – you were fucking. Might
as well be honest about it." Joan had a glint in her eye, as if she
had sensed that Edwin was a bit reserved and it would be fun teasing him a
little.


"Well, yes – Irina and I were having sex. Most couples do," said
Edwin.


"That's all they do," said Joan. "People don't date anymore. They
just hook up and fuck. Not that there's anything wrong with that. I love
fucking."


Edwin was taken aback at Joan's
apparent forwardness.


The MILF looked over the moderately
built young man sitting next to her. 


"Don't you like to fuck?"
she asked.


"Er,
yes," said Edwin. "I like it."


"Well then -- what's your
favorite position?" The brunette took a long sip of coffee. "I
imagine it's doggy, being that your wife seems to be
built for it. I know I am." She leaned sideways, showing Edwin her
considerable bottom, which was a perfect MILF ass – full bodied, and toned.


"I like it with Irina on top, but I also like to take her from
behind."


"That's good. I like that,
too. Doggy's my favorite. I saw you checking out my
ass when you were out by your car. I was flattered. You must be an ass
man."


"You have a nice one,"
said Edwin. "And I like asses on a woman."


"I bet you'd like to see mine
naked," said Joan suggestively.


"Well… Uh…."


"I'm just teasing. You're not
comfortable talking about sex much, are you."


"Not used to it, I
guess." Edwin looked towards the hallway. He hadn't heard his wife's voice
in about five minutes.


"Don't worry about your wife,
she's in good hands. Literally. Roger probably is giving
her a full body massage in the spare bedroom. He likes to do that. He's very
good at it. Gives me massages all the time."


"Oh."


"It's not sexual, if that's
what you're worried about," said the MILF. She put a hand on Edwin's knee,
and kneaded it for three seconds. "See? I just massaged your leg, and it's
not sexual at all."


"You're right. That feels
nice."


The MILF moved her warm hand up
towards Edwin's crotch, and kept it there – the heat causing his cock to rise.
She squeezed it a few times, and kept her hand there.


"Now, that is sexual. Ooooh.
You're getting hard."


"Yes, 'cause that feels really
good." Edwin was very nervous. He didn't want to remove the wife's hand
because it felt so good, but he didn't want his own wife to walk in and catch
him with another woman feeling his cock through his jeans.


"You like other men's wives
much? Some do."


"Uh… Er…
I like them, but you mean sex, don't you."


"Yes! I always like to get to
the point. So -- you like the idea of fucking
another man's wife?"


The MILF smiled slyly. She started
rhythmically squeezing Edwin's groin, making his cock throb and harden, rubbing
his shaft with her fingers, pushing at the material,
his cock so agonizingly hard it was trying to break its way out of his pants.


"Uh, maybe.
Except that would be adultery."


"True." She unzipped
Edwin's fly and reached inside. "Ooooh.
That's a nice one! Nice and thick. I like that."
She rubbed and gripped his cock, working her fingers through the front of his
boxers and gripping his bare shaft. The touch of her hot fingers against his
bare cock felt electric. Edwin, without thinking, moved his legs apart
instinctively to allow Joan's hand better access. The MILF expertly manipulated
his cock for about 45 seconds, stroking the shaft softly, and working the head
until it produced a healthy amount of pre-cum.


Then she moved her hand away.


"I'm a free spirit when it
comes to sex," she said. She set her cup on the table and backed her chair
away slightly. "You want a blow job?"


"Er…
Uh… I don't know…"


"I was just kidding!"
Joan giggled. "I don't mess around on my husband. I was just teasing you.
You should look at your face right now. It's pink."


"I'm not used to a good
looking woman feeling my cock, or asking me if I want head," said Edwin.


"You mean your wife doesn't
offer to give you head?"


"Well, uh… No. I usually
ask."


"She should offer to do it.
She's your wife. That's what a wife is for."


"She doesn't think so,"
said Edwin.


Joan looked back at the hallway.
"I wonder why they're taking so long?" She
stood up. "They aren't fucking,
are they?" She glanced at Edwin, who looked nervous at the suggestion.
"Don't worry! I'm only kidding!!" She headed for the living room.
"Stay here, I'll see what's up."


The MILF walked out into the living
room and turned right, into the hallway. Edwin heard a door open and
immediately heard his wife's giggling and moaning. Joan said something sharply
– Edwin couldn't tell what it was that she said. Then Joan returned.


"My
husband!" She frowned in mock irritation. "He had your wife's
shirt and bra off."


"What?"


"Oh! Not that – it wasn't sex. He was rubbing her body. With
massage oil." She sat back down next to Edwin. "Like I said,
he's good at it. Don't worry, he won't try to fuck
your wife. He knows I'd kill him if he did."


She took a long sip from her
coffee. "Your wife likes him, I can tell."


"She seems to look at him a
lot."


"Women can do that. As long as
they don't act on it, there's nothing to worry about. After all, you were
checking out my ass."


"That's true," said
Edwin.


"And that just means you've
got intact balls."


"I suppose," said Edwin.
"I mean, you're really hot, Joan." He took a sip from the nutty
flavored coffee, and looked out the window. There was a very small dot on the horizon,
on the surface of the Ocean. Probably a fishing boat.


Instantly, he heard the giggles of
his wife, and Roger's deep, rich voice. The two walked out into the dinette.
Edwin could smell a slight vanilla scent in the air.


His wife came up to him and gave
him a kiss – she smelled of vanilla.


"Roger gave me a total body
and back massage, honey," she said. "That's why we took so long.
Sorry!"


"That's O.K.," said
Edwin.


"Let's take our drinks out
onto the patio!" said Roger, grabbing a bottle of Scotch and pouring
himself a drink.


"I'm going to go do some
shopping," said his wife. She quickly patted Edwin's knee and stood up,
and leaned down and whispered into Edwin's ear.


"Keep an eye on your
wife," she said. "I think she likes my husband a little too much."
She stood erect and turned towards her husband. "I'll be back in an hour
maybe. I want to make sure we have everything for grilling later on."


"O.K. hon,"
said Roger, grabbing his wife gingerly and pecking her on the cheek. 


Edwin watched as Joan left. Before
she exited the room, she looked over at Edwin and lifted a finger as if
reminding him of something.


Keep an eye on your wife.


Within a minute, Edwin heard the
MILF go out the front door.


"Edwin, you want something
stronger than coffee?" said Roger. "I have a well-stocked liquor
cabinet. I can mix ya up practically anything –
especially if it's got Scotch."


"A Rusty Nail?" said
Edwin.


"No problem!" said Roger.
He pulled out a couple bottles – Scotch and Drambuie
liqueur -- and mixed up the cocktail for his guest, and handed it to him.


"What will the young lady
have?"


"How about a
Grasshopper?" she said. "Make it strong, please!"


"One
Grasshopper, coming right up!" The older man mixed the drink for
the wife strong as she requested, but Edwin didn't think anything of it.


"Come on!" said the host.
"Let's go outside!"


                      
                                


FEELING FOR THE LOST TOP


Edwin sipped his Rusty Nail, while
his wife Irina seemed to suck down her Grasshopper
fairly quickly.


As Roger pointed to some chaise
lounge chairs, Edwin sat down on one, and lay back in the bright, warm sun. He
sipped his drink as he listened to his host and his wife make
some small talk. He thought about Joan touching his bulge and squeezing him,
and then touching his bare cock with her married fingers. And then she seemed
to be offering a blow job. She said it was a joke, but something in her voice
hinted otherwise.


He put it out of his mind.


She's another man's wife, Edwin
thought to himself. Exciting – but forbidden territory.
Plus, I wouldn't want Roger getting a blowjob from my wife in return.


Then he thought a little further. About his wife and Roger. The thought was disturbing. After
all, the man had given her a massage in a closed bedroom. He had her shirt and
bra off. Nobody asked Edwin what he thought of that. They just did it.


Maybe my wife was just being polite
to the host, he thought.


However, Irina
clearly had some border-setting issues: it seemed to revolve around Roger's considerable
package. She just couldn't seem to keep her eyes off of it. Edwin glanced over
and caught her staring at it momentarily.


It was just a big bulge under his
swim trunks, but it was enough to keep her interest. And for his part, Roger
kept looking at Irina's massive chest with hungry
eyes. He wasn't obvious about it, but Irina could
tell that he liked her tits. And she began to face his direction more and more,
adjusting her bra strap now and then to ensure that the push up bra made her
cleavage more noticeable.


Edwin decided to let the other two
do most of the talking. Irina asked Roger all about
his job, and his life.


Edwin basked in the sun, feeling
the heat of the sun's rays warming his soul. The gentle breeze and the sound of
the sea were relaxing. After a while he got up and leaned against the railing,
looking out over the 200 feet of sand dunes and another 400 feet of beach.


"You know something,
Roger?"


"What's that?"


"I don't see any protection
here from tsunamis."


"That's because there is none."


"And they keep saying we're
due for the big one. You know, that Cascadia Fault
Line, a few hundred miles off shore."


"Yep," said the host
matter-of-factly. "That's true. It goes off every 300 years, and it's due
to blow its top any minute. Last one was in 1700, and that was just over 300
years ago."


"You're kidding!" said Irina. "You talking about a
volcano? Here at the ocean?"


"No, silly," said Edwin. "An earthquake. A massive
earthquake." He pointed out towards the wide expanse of ocean.
"That fault line out there could cause a 9 point earthquake." He
glanced towards his host. "If it hits, what are your plans?"


"We really have none. I mean,
the nearest high land is 10 miles away, and if the quake is a 9 pointer, there
goes the roads. The shaking would tear up a lot of the pavement. Good luck
driving to high ground. There is a bit of high ground a mile from here – a long
walk, and who knows if we could make it in time? But even though it's high
ground, it's not very big."


"So what are your plans?"


"To either be fucking our
brains out until we die – or to simply not be here, and be home, back in
Newcastle Hills."


"Wow," said Edwin.


Irina
looked shocked.


"Don't worry, honey. Chances
of it happening today are one in a million or something. It's just something
that's in the back of my mind whenever I'm out here."


"We prefer not to think about
it," Roger said. "As it is, we're on the second floor. So maybe the
wave won't wipe us out. There's a stairwell up to the attic, and there's a
skylight we could bust out, and then use it to climb out onto the roof if we
needed to." Roger took a big sip of his drink. "I've thought about
it: but I try to think about it as little as possible."


Edwin turned and looked back out
towards the sea. It was so beautiful – a bright, cheery shade of blue. The
beach was sunbleached and wide, with only some low,
grassy dunes between it and the back 'yard' of the condo complex.


To his left, Edwin could see the
North Jetty, sticking out into the Pacific to protect the Grays Harbor shipping
channel. A freighter was out in the blue, probably headed to the port at
Aberdeen. Edwin watched as a younger couple taught their little boy how to fly
a delta kite. At first the kite nose-dived into the sand. The little boy –
maybe 3 or 4 – began to cry. The father reached into the big shopping bag and
pulled out a roll of plastic marking tape, the kind used to mark construction
sites. He cut a big hank of it and tied it to the tail of the kite. Problem
solved.


Within minutes the kite was soaring
and fluttering in the ocean breeze. Edwin could hear the wind softly flipping
and flapping against the delta kite's plastic surface.


Edwin thought about the potential
earthquake. If it hit, what would happen to the young couple and their child?
What would happen to all of them? He tried to forget it, but he couldn't.


Roger swept his hand out across the
grand vista in front of them.


"Before there was an Ocean
Shores, this peninsula was just a cattle ranch," he said. "And it's
nothing but sand, built up over the previous 20,000 years from dirt and
sediment drifting out of the Chehalis and Columbia Rivers. In fact, most of it
is from the Columbia – Ocean Shores and Long Beach are
all built on what basically is Columbia River sand." He took a sip from
his drink and looked a bit philosophical. "And ever since the beaches
appeared, the surf has kept roaring the same way it has been for thousands, if
not millions of years. I figure if this peninsula survived the last big one, it
will survive the next one."


"That's a unique way of
looking at it," said Edwin.


"It's timeless, kind of like
God, I suppose. Anyway, there used to be a ridge of high ground 25 feet high
that went down most of the spine of this peninsula. There's talk of building on
what's left of it to make high spots for people to evacuate to in case of
tsunami. But that takes money. A lot of money. They
say the wave could be 20 to 30 feet high. But that also depends on whether the
Big One is a 7, 8, or 9 pointer. There's no way of
forecasting just exactly which magnitude it will be. So I don't worry about it
much. I can't control it -- and I don't worry about things I can't
control."


He set his drink on the top edge of
the stucco railing and looked at the kite flying in the bright sun. 


"Before there was a Washington,
the surf roared," Roger added. "It will continue to roar long after
we're gone. Our lives are just a speck in the timeline of history. Earthquake
or no – we just come and go. I hope if it hits, Joan and I survive. But if we
don't – we've had a good run."


Roger stopped speaking and went
inside to mix himself another Scotch.


Edwin looked out over the broad,
sunny expanse. The Ocean – everybody's playground. Who
doesn't love the Ocean? Yet thinking about the potential for an earthquake from
some invisible fault line out there gave him a sense of foreboding – suddenly
the cheery looking, watery and sandy playground in front of him seemed to be a
potentially dangerous place.


Edwin took a long sip and pushed it
out of his mind. Chances of the disaster happening were maybe
one percent, if that. Let it go. You can't live in fear.


"Hey, guys," said Roger,
reappearing with a fresh glass. "Let's quit talking about the end of the
world, and let's go out into the surf! That will take your mind off of such
serious things – serious things we can't do anything about. But we can
go out into the surf and have fun! That we can
do!"


"That sounds like a great
idea, Roger!" effused Irina, draining her second
Grasshopper. Or was it her third? Edwin wasn't sure – he hadn't been keeping
count, but it was apparent that his wife was getting extra friendly with their
host, something he attributed to the alcohol.


Roger quickly drained his Scotch on
the rocks and glanced at the young wife still sitting on the chaise lounge next
to him.


"You're not going out into the
surf dressed like that, are you?" He smiled. "Those cut-offs will
take years to wash the salt water out of them and then dry."


"I'll go put on my bathing suit,"
said the wife. She got up and drained her Grasshopper. "I'll go change,
don't you guys go without me!"


"Don't worry," said
Roger. "We won't!"


The two men watched as the curvy
blonde made her way into the condo.


"She's really something,"
said Roger. "You're a lucky man."


"You are lucky too,
Roger," said Edwin. "Joan's really nice looking,
and a nice person, too. Very friendly."


"I suppose she hit on you a
bit. She does that. She likes men," Roger said, almost thoughtfully.
"Maybe a little too much, but I trust her. She seems to trust me. I work
hard to maintain it. Even though I flirt a little too much.
Sorry about that."


"No prob,
I think Irina likes the ego boost."


"She's a nice girl. Make sure
you hold onto her, no matter what."


"What do you mean?"


"What I mean is that a lot of
couples nowadays split as soon as things get a little tough. They always think
the grass is greener on the other side of the fence. But it's the same cows,
they just have different spots."


He took a big sip from his Scotch
on the Rocks.


"You stay married awhile,
challenges will occur. You may find your eyes aimed elsewhere. It happens.
Something goes haywire and people split, and they start looking for someone
new. Don't follow those people's example. Even if there's a big problem, like
someone straying. Stick it out."


"You sound like you've been
there," said Edwin.


"Joan and I have had our
issues from time to time. But we're still together. Somehow we still make it
work. And even though I like to flirt – I love my wife. And we're still
together after all the good and some of the bad. And I'm proud of that."


The sliding door opened again, and
out stepped Irina, looking completely stunning in a
red and white, floral patterned string bikini, which was just skimpy enough to
show off every juicy curve of her erection-inducing tits and ass. Edwin hadn't
seen her wear that bikini before. He was astounded at how hot his wife looked.


"Hey guys!" she said,
smiling broadly. "What do you think?"


"Eye poppingly
hot," said Roger. "But those strings look a little flimsy. You really going to go out into the surf dressed naked like that?
That bikini could wash right off of you!"


"It won't come off me!"
said the blonde, giggling. "Bikinis only do that in the movies!"


"Ya
never know!" said the host. He pulled off his shirt, exposing a
considerable build which Edwin had to admit was very impressive. It was obvious
that Roger hit the gym several times a week. He looked like a thinner, tightly
muscled version of Adonis.


"That bikini top could just
fall off, and that bottom could wash away," Roger said, grinning.
"And those boobies and that nice butt could be exposed for all the world to see! If it happens, don't blame me!"


"It won't happen like
that!" said the blonde. She looked over the man standing in front of her.
"You're really toned, you know that? You must really work out a lot."


"Four to five times a
week," said the host. "Got to use it or lose it, ya
know."


"I bet," said the blonde,
glancing over the man's considerable bulge.


Roger, noticing where she was
looking, didn't miss a beat.


"And I apply that philosophy
to every part of my body, not just my arms and shoulders." He
chuckled. "Use it or lose it. I use it on my wife as much as I can. We get
it on daily sometimes. That's why she always looks like she's just had another
orgasm."


Irina
blushed.


"You're blushing," said
Roger.


"Does Joan know you talk like
this?"


"She talks that way
herself," said Roger, grinning.


The three of them made their way
down the wooden stairs that led from the right side of the Sampsons'
balcony downwards towards the sandy soil, and soon they were making their way
down one of the well-trod sandy paths going from the condo complex across the
dunes to the beach. Roger pointed to the young couple and boy just ahead of
them. The little boy was still flying the kite, with help from his father.


"All the beaches in Washington
are public property," said Roger. "So we get all kinds of people
making their way down here from other condos, a few of the hotels just up the
road, and the nearest beach access." He turned towards Irina
and Edwin as they crossed the dunes, the hot sand warming their feet. "I
sometimes fish out here. Either off the Jetty with a
regular rod, or I'll surf fish with one of those longer surf rods."


"What do you catch?"


"Flounder
and sea bass, mainly. One day a guy caught a skate."


"How would a guy catch a
roller skate out in the water?" said the blonde.


"No! No! A skate is a type of fish. A relative of the sting ray, but
it's harmless. The 'wings' are edible, though."


"Oh."


The three left the grassy dunes and
reached the top reaches of the beach, where the sand was still dry. The roar of
the surf was louder and louder the closer they approached. Soon the flat
expanse of sand became damp beneath their feet, and then the air got a bit
colder due to the proximity of the water and the waves. The sunlight still felt
hot on their shoulders. Edwin turned and saw a flock of sandpipers peeping and
scurrying back and forth with each approaching wave. They were pecking into the
sand, eating who knows what.


Edwin grabbed his wife's hand. She
squeezed it lovingly. She turned to him, a big smile on her face.


"We're here at the OCEAN,
honey! Isn't this cool???"


"Yes it is," said Edwin.
He leaned his face towards his wife's ear. "And I'm so glad I'm here with you."


"Aw!"


"It's true, you know."


"I'm glad I'm with you, too,
honey," said the blonde, gushing. She kissed him quickly on the lips.
Edwin could just smell and taste a bit of alcohol in the kiss. It was apparent
that the drinks were boosting her spirits. Although not a teetotaler, Irina didn't drink much. It just wasn't her way.


Edwin surveyed the broad, partially
dampened sand. It was flat as the beach was wide. Here and there were remnants
of shells – crab shells, small clamshells, and a few other pieces of shell.
Edwin reached down and grabbed an intact clamshell, about four inches long and
bleached white.


"Look, honey," he said. "A souvenir from the Ocean!"


"What's that?" said his
wife. She pointed down to a small, round piece of bony looking white.


Edwin stooped down and grabbed it.
It was a sand dollar, a remnant of some ocean-living organism.


"It's a sand dollar," he
said proudly, handing it to her.


"Wow!" she said,
"I've never seen one before, except in books."


"I'll keep it. Hopefully it
won't break in my pocket," said Edwin. He gingerly pushed the two shells
into his Cargo shorts' right pocket.


The three beachgoers walked out
further towards the approaching waters, layer upon layer of wavelets, the first
ones just an inch high, followed by two inch ones, then four inch ones,
sweeping forwards and overtaking each other in angular, rounded layers – like
terraces of water -- followed by more waves that were just as foamy but
gradually increasing in depth.


Edwin marveled at how the waves
lapped over each other, looking like translucent pancakes, the foamy edges
tickling as they washed over his toes.


He looked down at his wife's pretty
feet, sweet and pale, her toes painted with pink polish – all being washed over
by the wavelets. His wife giggled. "It's a bit cold!" she gushed.


"You get used to it quickly,
especially on a hot day like this," said Roger. "I love the feeling
of the salt water on my feet, and seeing the way the waves flow in like foamy,
clear watery steps. I feel like I'm being washed clean."


They made their way out further
into the expanse of flat surf – the really big waves were another 200 feet away
from them.


Soon enough, the three were calf
deep in water, the foamy tide washing their legs with each approaching,
tumbling wave.


"This feels great!"
exclaimed the blonde.


"We can go out further, to
where it's waist deep," said Roger. "Further than that? Probably
isn't safe if you're not acquainted with the surf here. The currents can be a
little hazardous."


"It doesn't look
dangerous," said the blonde.


"Well it is. You really have to watch for the flying sharks, though."


"Flying sharks? There's no
such thing!"


"Yes there is. They're very
fast. Look out!"


Roger immediately reached over and
jerked on the ties holding Irina's bikini top, which
were in the middle of her curvy back. The ties immediately loosened and the
young woman's top nearly flopped away from her bulging tits.


"Hey!!!"
laughed the blonde, instantly gripping the material to her boobs. "Stop
that! That's not nice!"


"That wasn't me," said
Roger. "It was a flying shark! They go after bikini tops!"


Edwin frowned slightly. What is
this man doing with my wife? he thought to himself.
But I can't do anything. If I make a scene, it just makes me look like a weak
pussy. Like I don’t trust my wife.


Irina
smacked Roger on the ass smartly after she retied her top.


"That's for trying to disrobe
me!" she said, giggling, smacking his butt again, gripping
it a little as her hand made contact. "You just want to see my tits!"


"It wasn't me that did it, I tellya!" said the brawny host. "It was a flying
shark!" He smacked the blonde's big ass, his big hand gripping a palm of
ass flesh as it sharply made contact. 


Irina
whooped.


She quickly reached over and pinched
Roger on the side of his thigh.


"That's for spanking me!"
she gushed.


"Look out! Flying shark!"
shouted Roger.


Instantly, he pulled at the strings
holding the right side of her string bikini's bottom together. Edwin watched as
his wife's bikini bottom drooped and exposed half of her right ass cheek, now
bright red with Roger's handprint.


Irina
quickly grabbed the strings before her bottom completely fell off her plump,
pale and pink ass.


"Stop trying to get me naked,
you bad, bad man!" she said, after retying her bottom. Her smile belied
the fact that she actually enjoyed the extracurricular attention.


"I'm just playin',"
said Roger, grinning. He made a feigned motion towards the blonde's bikini
strings, and she pushed his hands away playfully, and for a moment the two were
engaged in a play fight in the foaming waves.


"Trying to get me naked isn't
playing!" insisted the smiling blonde. "You're just trying to get me
nude so you can fuck me." She immediately put her hand to her mouth. "Wooops!!! I can't believe I
said that!"


"I can't believe you said
that, either!" said Roger. He grabbed her butt and squeezed it
momentarily. The blonde squealed in surprise, and smacked the man on the ass.
Her hand gripped and slapped his tight butt muscles, but aside from her getting
a feel of his muscle-tone, the slap was ineffective because of the wetness of
his shorts.


Roger reached around the wife and
lifted his hand, and gave her a terrific slap on her round bottom, the
forceful, wet WHAP clearly audible above the waves.


"Ouch!" The blonde
gripped her bottom. "That stung!"


"That's for smacking me,"
said the man, grinning. "You keep hitting me -- I'll give ya a real
spanking when we get back to the condo!"


"No you won't!" said the
blonde.


"Yes I will. When we get back I'll
take you over my knee and spank you until your butt is sore!"


"You wouldn't!"


"Maybe I would!" He
reached around and slapped her on the left cheek, this one being less
effective.


In return, Irina
reached around to try to smack him back, but the man turned, and then gave her
big ass another wet spank, this one hitting the right cheek, which was already
pink underneath the thin material. The noise was clearly audible. Edwin was
certain that beneath his wife's bikini bottom, her cheeks were beet red with Roger's
handprints.


Then a two foot wave – riding atop
another two feet of foamy water -- washed past them, wetting them up to the
waist.


"Woooo
Hoooo!!!" exclaimed the blonde, pushing her way
further into the frothy surf. "This is sooooo cool!!"


"Easy!!" cautioned Roger,
backing away from the wife a bit, making his way into the waves. He was on the
opposite side of Edwin, who was really enjoying the water but definitely not
enjoying the play between his wife and their forward host.


"Woooo
Hoooo!!!" cried Irina,
a large wave crashing against her chest. "Wheee!"


"Be careful!" cautioned
the host. "Waves can sometimes have some driftwood in them."


"I am being careful!" She walked out further. A large wave
approached. Irina laughed in anticipation. The wave,
a foaming, sunlit mass of water -- maybe two and a half feet tall -- struck the
blonde, washing over her entire body up to just above the breast line. For a
moment Edwin could barely see anything of his wife but her blonde head and
tresses above the foam.


"Wheeeeeeeeee!!!!!"
she shouted, turning to face the others. "I love this!!!"


Edwin was aghast, but also excited
at what he saw as soon as the wave passed. His wife's awesome, pink nipples
were sticking out in the bright sun – her bulbous, ocean soaked bare breasts
sticking out in the sunlight grandly. All glistening with
ocean water. It was a cock-hardening sight to see. It took a second for
his wife to realise she was naked from the waist up.
Edwin, always mesmorised by his wife's wonderful
breasts, just looked at the marvelous sight, speechless.


Soon enough, Irina
comprehended that her top had washed away. She looked down to see her massive
DD's were completely bare and wet, coated with salt water and nothing else.


"My top!
My top!" she shouted, covering her tits with her hands. "I need to
find my top!"


Roger, who also was enjoying the
view, looked around quickly and grabbed the piece of red and white material
after spying it floating in the surf. "I've got it, don't worry!"


He held the soaking wet red and white
material up, letting the two cords dangle down as he waved it in the young
wife's direction.


"Well," she said,
"give it here!"


"You have to come get
it!" said the man, suddenly backing away. His eyes were glued to her
massive tits. "So come on over here, girl!"


Edwin couldn't believe his eyes.
His boss was taunting his half naked wife, almost as if he wanted to keep
seeing her tits.


Irina
walked through the waves towards Roger, still holding her tits. Roger kept
backing up, just out of reach.


"Your tits are awesome!"
he taunted. "You should keep them out in full view all the time!"


"Stop it!" said the wife.
"Give me my top! Please?"


"No," said the man.
"The entire world needs to see those tits." He grinned mischievously.
"I think I'll keep your top for a while."


The blonde reached for the dangling
bikini top, which Roger gleefully kept just out of reach. His eyes were glued
to the sight of her monstrous, pale breasts bobbing and gleaming in the
afternoon sun as he watched the young wife frantically try to grab the bikini
top. Her nipples, pink and erect from the cool salt water, begged to be sucked
or pulled. Her pale, pink areolas, larger than a plastic bottle cap, looked
ravishing. Another wave came, bigger than usual, and washed
over her tits, causing the nipples to stick out even more. Edwin –
watching transfixed -- was awestruck by the sight. It was like something out of
a porno or an R rated movie. 


His wife kept walking towards Roger
in the moving surf. Roger kept moving away.


Roger kept waving the top back and
forth, taunting the blonde, while keeping at least six feet away from her. She
kept trying to grab the bikini top, but kept missing – her massive tits
jiggling back and forth in the bright sun.


"You want your top, you've got
to earn it!" taunted Roger.


"Come on, Roger! This ain't fair!"


"I tell you what," said
the man. "I'll let you retrieve it more easily. How about that? Is that a
deal?"


"O.K.," said the wife.
"But I don't trust you. I bet you want me to blow you or something."


"Out here?"


"Yeah.
I bet that's what you want. A blow job, in return for my
top."


"Are you making an
offer?"


"No," said the blonde,
giggling. "Just thought that's what was next."


Edwin could see Roger's manhood
nearly becoming erect. The man seemed to be huge down below. And Edwin could
tell his wife was staring at Roger's substantial equipment.


"You want to blow me in return
for your top? Is that what you want?" said the man.


The wife giggled as another wave
washed over her huge tits. "No!! Not right now, anyway!"


"Well, I'll tell ya what. You can retrieve your top this way."


The man pulled out the elastic hem
of his swim trunks, nearly showing off his considerable manhood, which was by
now quite chubbed from the blowjob talk -- and shoved
the wet top down the front of his skimpy trunks, making sure part of it was
below his balls. Then he let the hem snap back into place.


Irina's
bikini top was now sweetly pressed against Roger's chubbed
prick, underneath his swim trunk hem.


"Come and get it," he
said.


"You expect me to fish it out
of there?"


"Yep!"
Roger grinned slyly. "It's either that or stay
naked!" He reached down and pushed the wet top further down against his
cock, pushing more of it against his balls.


"O.K.," said the wife and
she walked forwards. Edwin watched with abject horror as he saw his wife's
soft, pale hands grab at the other man's crotch; her ring bedecked fingers
pulling the hem outwards, and the joy in her eyes as she looked downwards at
the man's massive cock. Then Edwin saw his wife shove her right hand down the
inside of Roger's crotch, and Roger moved his hips slightly, pulling away a
little as the wife gripped his hem, causing her to get a clear look at his
cock. The wife, in turn, struggled to get her fingers on the bikini top – in
fact, she had to grope around quite a bit to get a good grip on the wet
material.


"Wooops!!!"
she exclaimed, giggling profusely. "I think I touched your penis!! And is
it BIG!"


"Touch it all you want, girl!
That's O.K. by me!" said the man gleefully.


For nearly ten seconds Edwin
watched in horror as his wife moved her hand around, seeing the evidence of her
fingers moving around behind the nylon swimsuit, but not being able to see
exactly what his wife was grabbing. Was it her top, or something else? And why
was it taking so long? For a few moments her hand seemed to move up and down,
in a rhythmic motion – almost as if she were jacking the man's cock with her
hand instead of retrieving her top.


"Yes, girl!" shouted the
man. "Just like that!"


"Stop that!" said the
wife. "I'm just trying to get my top out of there!"


"Yeah, sure!" taunted the
man.


The blonde wife giggled and Edwin
watched in horror as she took her time moving her hand around down the front of
the other man's trunks.


Finally, after what seemed to be an
eternity, Irina slowly pulled her bikini top out from
the front of Roger's swimsuit.


"So, what do you say?"
said Roger.


"Thank you, Roger!" said
the wife. She pulled her top over her tits, and asked Edwin to help her tie the
top into place. Edwin was anxious. He was certain his wife had felt up the
other man's cock. But – because he couldn't really see what actually happened,
he was left simply wondering.


 


I'M JUST PLAYIN'


Soon enough, the three made their
way back up the wide beach to the Sampsons' condo. As
Joan was still out shopping, the other three had the rest of the afternoon to
themselves. Roger had opened up his liquor cabinet for the young couple's
perusal. Edwin had another Rusty Nail. Irina had a
third Grasshopper – the bright green, highly powered cocktail that was her
favorite.


"It's so nice for you and your
wife to have us here," said Irina happily. She
sat on the chaise lounge and lay back, her curvy body
glistening in the sun. The breeze was cooling and gentle, smelling of salt air.
The sun was bright, and the temperature by now had reached 82 degrees. California weather.


Roger sipped his cocktail and sat
back in the sun, his tanned, muscular 49 year old body still bare from the
waist up. Edwin couldn't help but notice that his wife was checking out the
man's body repeatedly. The fact his wife was noticing the toned, older man's
physique disturbed him slightly.


His wife glanced his way and
grinned. She mouthed a "don't worry" and lay her head back on the
pillow, her massive tits reaching for the salt air. The string bikini's top
barely held them in, only emphasizing their size and roundness – the still-wet
material showed the outlines of her nipples unashamedly. Edwin began to sprout
a hard-on, as he always did when seeing his wife's tits. How he wanted to pull
off her top and kiss them, and then shove his cock between them! But he
couldn't with his boss present, of course.


Irina
took a big sip from her Grasshopper and lay back down on the chaise lounge,
pulling her bikini top down a little to tan the tops of her DD's.


"You can remove your top if
you want," said Roger, smiling. "My wife does it all the time."
He took a sip from his Scotch. "I won't look, don't worry. Hell – I've
already seen them, anyway."


"I know," Irina giggled. "But I still don't know I'll feel
comfortable with a strange man seeing my boobies like that," she said.


"With tits like that, I think
the world should be able to enjoy such wonders." Roger lay
back, the thin material of his swimshorts barely
holding in his massive bulge. "But like I said – I won't look if you want
to suntan those puppies."


"That's O.K., hon," said the young wife. "I'll leave them just
the way they are." She giggled. "But it would be nice to let them
free. I've always wanted suntanned tits. But then my husband would be all over
them!"


"As well he should," said
Roger, knowingly. He sat his Scotch, by now half empty, on the aluminum mesh
patio table.


Irina
adjusted herself, turning over onto her stomach. Her big, pale ass stuck up
proudly, her plump cheeks barely contained by the soft, thin fabric of her
bikini bottom -- her legs bronzing slightly in the warm sun, her feet pointed
upwards in the air suggestively.


"Wow," said Roger, his
deep brown eyebrows arching suggestively. "I have to say -- what a nice
pair of legs!" 


Suddenly, without warning, the
older man leaned over and kissed the young wife on the sole of the foot
playfully. She instantly wiggled her foot and giggled profusely. Edwin wasn't
sure if it was because she was shocked and trying to hide it, or flattered and
enjoying the experience. Her giggles suggested the latter.


"Roger!" said the young
wife. "You certainly are a forward man! First you untie my bikini, then you shove my top next to your cock, and now this!"


She was grinning as she spoke,
showing that she obviously enjoyed the extracurricular attention.


"You were doing more than
grabbing your top out there," said Roger. "I'm not the only one who's
forward!"


"I did not!" insisted the
wife. "I didn't touch your cock. I just thought I did."


"Oh, you touched it all right.
You had your fingers around it, pulling on it! You were feeling it all over
with your hand out there. I almost came on your fingers. Why did you stop? It
felt great!" He paused, taking a sip from his drink. "You lusty
little tramp!"


"I did not do any
such thing," said the wife, still giggling.


"Well, only you and I know the
truth, and I'm leaving it at that." He gave her ass a quick pat with his
firm hand.


"Roger!"


"I'm just playin',"
said Roger, giving her plump ass a quick squeeze before getting up to refill
his drink. "I always flirt when I've had a cocktail," he added.
"Sorry if it offended you."


"Not at all!" said the
blonde. "I like my ass felt. My husband does it all the time. Then he
feels the rest of my body."


Edwin blanched.


"As well he should," said
Roger, laying back on his chaise lounge. "Any man who has a wife with a
body like yours should be feeling it from head to foot daily. Especially your nice, big ass!" He gave it another
quick, playful slap. Irina let out a quick whoop.
Then she smiled and chuckled softly. She wiggled her toes and then laid her
calves and feet flat on the long, webbed chair.


"How I would like to lick up
every square inch of that awesome butt," said Roger, looking over Irina's awesome expanse of ass flesh. "And
how much I'd love to bury my tongue deep in that crack! I'd never want
to come up for air!"


"Roger!" insisted the
wife. Her face flushed.


"Ooops,"
he said, quickly. "Sorry!"


"That's O.K.," said the wife,
her face reddened slightly from embarrassment. "You're just a bit
flirtatious, that's all."


"I get that way," said
Roger, grinning. For several minutes no one said anything. The three just
basked in the hot afternoon sun. Edwin laid back, the alcohol calming his
responses some.


My muscular associate is hitting on
my wife, he thought to himself. He just smacked her on the ass, after having
her feel him up out there on the beach. I could just see his fingers dig in a
bit when he felt her ass. I don't like that.


But there's nothing I can do to
stop it. Because my wife isn't bothered by it. And if Irina seems to be fine with it, what can I do? She
obviously can handle herself well enough. I'll let it go.


Meanwhile, Joan returned, and the
barbecue went without much hanky-panky.


Joan seemed to be in a strange
mood, a bit distant.


Irina,
who had pulled on her shorts but kept her bikini top on, was flirtatious. Roger
was being the joker, the jester, and the master of double entendres, usually at
the young wife's expense. They watched a movie on DVD. Joan sat next to Edwin,
but kept her hands to herself. The other two were reasonably decent, also.


When the movie finished, Joan dug
through the DVD's. She grabbed a brightly colored DVD case and looked it over,
and held it up for the others to see.


"Look, honey. It's that porn
DVD we like to watch." She glanced at the younger couple. "You two
like porn?"


"Sometimes," said Irina. "Edwin and I have watched it and then do the
same things they do on screen. It's like a fun game."


Joan's eyes lit up. "Roger and
I do that also!" She handed the DVD case to Irina.
"You want to watch this one?"


Irina
looked at the DVD cover. It was a compilation of pro-amateur videos taken at
what seemed to be a real swing club somewhere down South.


"This one's our
favorite," said the MILF, "because the people are real. They make
money off their videos, but the sex is genuine and really, really hot."
She pointed at a picture of a chubby blonde wife being fucked by two men at the
same time.


"That's double vag," she said. "Excellent."


"What's that?" asked the
blonde.


"When a woman takes two cocks
in her pussy at the same time," said the MILF. "Roger and I do it
with him and a dildo sometimes. It really gives you massive orgasms once you
get used to it."


"Oh," said Irina.


It was apparent to the MILF that
the younger woman hadn't been exposed to the idea of being fucked by two guys
at the same time.


"You want to watch it?"
she asked Irina. "It's just a video."


"Sure!" said the blonde.


As they watched the DVD, Irina seemed transfixed at the chubby blonde – who looked a
bit like her – getting gang banged and then doubly penetrated.


"I didn't know people did this
stuff!" she said curiously.


"More of them do it than you'd
think," said Joan. Suddenly, her cell phone rang. It was her best friend
Anna, who also had a condo at the Point about two buildings away, towards Ocean
Shores proper. Anna had just been dumped for a younger woman, and she was at
the point of total despair.


 Joan stepped outside to talk on her cell.
After twenty minutes, she returned.


"I'm sorry, you guys, but I
have to go see her and be with her for a while."


"Why don't you invite her
here?" said Roger.


"Right now I don't think she
could handle being around strangers," said Joan. "Sorry."


As she drove the half mile to
Anna's place, Joan simmered inside.


My asshole of a husband has been
hitting on that young blonde tramp, who's been practically begging him to give
it to her, with just her body language.


And her poor dumb husband just takes
it. What a sucker. But he's such a nice guy. He's just outclassed. He has two
rapacious people he has to deal with – his tipsy slut of a wife, and my fuckhead husband.


Back in the condo, the other three
had just finished watching the entire porn video and were finishing another
drink.


The three and a half drinks Edwin
had finished were going through his system and he had to pee.


"Can I use your can?" he
asked Roger.


"Shit yeah – no problem. All the way down the hall, and to the right. Can't miss it."


"Thanks."


As soon as Roger and Irina heard Edwin close the bathroom door, and they knew
for certain that he was out of earshot, Irina spoke
up.


"You know something,
Roger?" said the blonde, softly giggling. "I want you to fuck
me." She pulled her shorts down and flashed him, her blonde muff gleaming
in the glare from the TV that no one was watching.


"I can't help it," she
said breathlessly. "It's 'cause you're so big down there. I miss it."


Roger smiled. Irina
kept giggling like a teenage girl talking to her first crush. She pulled her
shorts back up smartly, and sat back down.


"I just wanted to tell you how
much I want you inside me," she said coyly. "I know we can't do
it, but you really turn me on!"


"Well, we can do it," said the host, matter-of-factly.


"How do you figure?"


"I know just how to make it
happen. But you have to play along. Are you game?"


"Well, uh…." The blonde
looked flustered.


"Yes,
or no?" insisted the host.


"Uh… Maybe."


"I'll take that as a yes. Well
-- I can fuck you if you really want to do it. But you may lose your marriage
because of it."


"Maybe not," she said.
She took a big sip of her sixth Grasshopper. "But… what if I do lose it?
Is it that terrible? I have my needs, you know."


"Sounds like you don't
care."


"No – I really do. But like I
said, I have needs, and Edwin isn't meeting all of them."


"What kind of needs are you
talking about?"


"He doesn't fuck me like my ex
did…." She hesitated, as if realising completely
that she was in unknown territory. "I mean, Edwin isn't really
small, but… I mean, he isn't as big as…" She paused. "Aw,
fuck. This isn't fair, is it."


"It's never fair, Irina. But you'll learn that soon enough."


"What do you mean?"


Roger looked at the blonde for a
couple seconds. The bathroom door down the hallway was still shut. The toilet
hadn't been flushed yet, so he knew he had a few moments to seal the deal with
the young hottie he had wanted to nail since he first
laid eyes on her.


"Well, here's what I
mean, sweetie," he said. "Now, as soon as your husband returns, you're
going to tell him that your back hurts. And I'll offer to massage
you in the next room. He didn't care that I got you in the bedroom earlier, and
had my hands all over your wonderful body, so he isn't going to make a fuss
now.


"And then -- I'm going
to fuck you and fuck you and fuck you with my big cock, until you black
out." He took a quick sip from his drink and sat the glass down on the
table. "And you know how big my cock is, don't you."


"Er…
well, I guess…"


"There ain't
no guessing about it! When I had you fish for your bikini top, you had your
fingers tightly wrapped around all eight of my inches -- and you were
jacking me like there was no tomorrow. You almost made me come in my
swimsuit!"


"I know," admitted the
wife.


"You want my cock in you. I
can tell. I could tell from the way you jacked my cock, and by the way you have
been staring at it all day."


"I guess… I mean, I like them
big."


"Well, follow my lead, and you
can feel my big one working your pussy to your hundredth orgasm of the
evening."


The young blonde sucked in her
breath.


"You want that?"


"Yes," said the blonde,
stammering breathlessly.


"O.K.
As soon as your husband returns," continued the host, "you're going
to say 'Oh, fuck. My back hurts!' And let me handle the rest. All you have to
do is follow my lead, and then follow me into that room." 


Roger pointed to the closest
bedroom door. It was a spare bedroom with a queen size bed and a dresser, and a
large mirror. It was equipped for sex – it had lotions, lube, ropes, a flogger
and a black leather crop. Roger used them all on his wife whenever they stayed
at the condo.


"So," said the man.
"You think you can follow instructions?"


"Yes."


"I mean – just follow my lead.
O.K.?"


"O.K."


"You decide to stab your timid,
dolt of a husband in the back that quickly? Wow. You must really
need your pussy stretched."


"Well, yeah, but I mean… You
know. It's just sex," she said, her voice getting timid.


"That's true," said the
man. "And sex is what you and I are gonna
have."


No sooner than Roger finished the
sentence, Roger heard the sink run in the bathroom. Then, bathroom door opened.


As soon as Edwin sat down near his
wife, she looked at him, and then at the stranger across the living room, and
as if on cue, she opened her mouth and spoke.


"Fuck!" she moaned,
reaching her hand over the back of her waist. "My back hurts, really
really bad." Her voice was torqued to painful proportions.


Wow, she's a natural actress,
thought Roger to himself.


"Honey!
Is it your period?" Edwin offered hopefully.


"NO, stupid!" she said
gruffly. "I think it's the sun, or something I ate? I don’t know. Maybe the drinks? All I know is… It hurts."


"You want me to massage your
back for you?" offered Roger, like an armed robber on cue. "I used to
work for a gym as a masseuse, part time. No woman ever left unsatisfied. You
know – because I gave you one earlier today."


Irina
immediately got up and went across the room to sit next to the stranger.


"You want to rub my back right
here?" she asked hesitantly. She bent over, her ass crack exposed as her
shorts rode downwards, her big ass within inches from the man's left thigh.


"I need you to lie down to be
able to do it right," said the man. "At the gym we had massage
benches, but here all we have – unfortunately -- is a bed. So
why don't you follow me to the spare bedroom, and I'll give you another good
massage. We've got oil and lotion in there so I can do it right."


"That sounds great!" said
the blonde wife. She reached up her hand towards the small of her back again.
"Fuck! It huuuuurrrttts!!"


The stranger stood up, and held out
his hand.


"Come on, sweetie," he
said. "Follow me. We'll have your back fixed up in no time!"


"O.K.," said the blonde somewhat
hesitantly. She turned quickly towards her husband, not making eye contact.


"Don't worry, honey," she
stammered. "We won't be long." Then, just as quickly, she turned
away.


Edwin watched dumbfounded as his
sweet, barefoot, and beloved wife followed the tall stranger – hand in hand --
three feet down the hallway, and then watched further as the man opened the
door, led her inside, and then shut the door behind them. Immediately, he heard
the 'Click!' of the lock being thrown.


I can't believe what I just
witnessed, thought Edwin to himself.



 

I'M SUCH A
SLUT, I KNOW IT


As soon as Roger got the young wife
inside the room he was elated. He had just secured the door. The blonde was
giggling in anticipation. She was locked in. She had already proven herself to
be a flirt and potential adulteress, by the way she felt him up when he tricked
her with the bikini top. And then she
brought up the fact she wanted him to fuck her. A total slut.


The only thing better than a total
slut, in Roger's mind, was a cock whore. And this young, big-boobed temptress was also definitely one of those.
The way her fingers wrapped themselves around his girth so sweetly proved that
fact! She didn't want to let go! What a greedy little size queen!


As soon as he locked the door, he gripped
the young wife gently by the back of the neck and guided her towards the bed,
stopping her right in front of the queen-sized mattress. She giggled as he sat
down on the edge of the mattress and grabbed her, turned her sideways, and
pushed her down over his knees. He could feel her heaving breasts shoved
against his left thigh, the plump mounds moving with the blonde's heaving
breaths. 


He quickly gripped the hem of her
shorts and yanked them down, exposing her full bottom, barely contained by the
thin cotton of her red and white bikini. Then he quickly untied her bikini
bottom and pulled it off of her plump ass, and tossed it across the floor like
yesterday's trash. Her bare, full cheeks jiggled free in anticipation. He
leaned down and kissed them, sucking up the flesh with full smacks, slathering
them sloppily wet with his tongue. The wife moaned sweetly. He licked and
licked, keeping a firm grip on the blonde, pushing his tongue down the top of
her salty ass crack. Roger groaned as he felt her hot cheeks envelope his
tongue. The blonde wife chuckled.


"You like my ass, don't
you!"


"I love it."


"Men always do! My ex fucked
my ass all the time!"


"How about
your husband?"


"I don't let him do anal. He's
too thick."


Roger chuckled and shook his head.
Then he returned to kissing and slathering the blonde's butt for another
minute. Soon he pulled his mouth away, and proudly surveyed his conquest – the
blonde wife pliantly laying
across his lap.


He lifted his hand.


SMACK!!!


The sharp contact of his hand
across her wet cheek stung his fingers. 


"Ouch!" cried the blonde.


Instantly, her plump cheek turned a
bright pink.


SMACK!


"Whew!" shouted the
blonde.


Roger saw the outlines of his
fingers on her pale skin, in a deepening blush.


SMACK!



"Yes!"


SMACK!
SMACK!!! Roger was certain the hard spanking could be heard by the husband
out in the other room, but didn't care. All the better
– proof he was going to completely own
this young vixen!


"Ouch!"
said the wife. "That was a sharp one!"


"That's for talking back to
me, young lady!" Roger glanced at the beautiful, round butt in front of
him, still jiggling from the spanking. Several dark pink handprints appeared on
her full cheeks. "I told ya I was gonna give you a spanking."


"You sure did!"


SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!


The blonde struggled slightly and
giggled.


"You like this, don't
you?"


"Kinda.
My husband never spanks me."


"You sound like you wish he
did."


"Sometimes."


Roger applied his firm hand several
more times to the blonde's butt and then shoved her down off of his knees,
guiding her right in front of him, to where she was facing his lap. He got up
and dropped his shorts. He sat back down on the edge of the mattress, his legs
apart – and his cock, all eight chubbed inches, stuck
out slightly, ready for sex.


Instantly, the blonde grabbed the
cock with her left hand, her ring-bedecked fingers gripping the base, and she
took his purplish head into her mouth, and sucked most of his cock deep into
her throat.


"Mmmmmmmmmm,"
she moaned, as if savoring a long missed meal. She let his cock back out, the
surface already glistening with her spit. She kissed the head, licking up the
spit dripping from the tip. "It's been sooooo
long since I've kissed a big one!" she cooed.


Then she sucked it all the way
down, her lips nearly touching Roger's groin. She placed her right hand's thumb
and index finger around the root, her thumb tucked right behind Roger's balls,
making them protrude slightly, while she pulled gently on them with her left
hand, massaging them -- her wedding ring sticking out like a cheating flag.


"You're really good at
this," said Roger, taking a deep breath as the young wife let him out of
her mouth with a long slurp, before sucking him all the way back in to the
root. He could feel the back of the wife's throat with his head. It was mind
blowing. "You're taking me all the way down. Even my wife has trouble with
it. I can tell you have blown big cocks before."


The wife let him slowly out of her
throat with a sluuuuuuuuurp! before
kissing the head with a loving smack!


"Yes, my ex had a big one like
this. I really, really miss it."


"Your husband doesn't have a
big one?"


"No. He's smaller. Medium
sized. It's O.K., but…" She cut off the sentence and slurped Roger's
throbbing phallus back in, all the way to the balls.


As she worked his undersides with
her tongue, the wife moaned sweetly, before fucking him with her throat for ten
seconds. Then she let him out of her mouth again, a long trail of spit hanging
between her wet lips and his saliva soaked head.


"I love 'em
big," said the blonde with a smile. "I can't help it." She
kneaded his balls with her left hand.


"That's a big ring on your
finger," said Roger. "A nice one. That's a
big rock."


"It cost my husband seven
thousand dollars," said the wife, before giving Roger's cock a long,
salacious lick with her spit coated tongue. "My husband loves me. But I
love big ones too much." She quickly sucked the head into her mouth,
running her tongue in circles around it, driving Roger insane with the electric
sensations. She let the head out with a kiss. "I'm being really, really bad, aren't I."


"You're worse than bad, you little tramp!" said Roger, smiling.
"You're a regular cock whore!"


"Hee
hee hee!" giggled the
blonde. "I'm such a slut, I know it. I'm probably gonna regret it
tomorrow."


"Stop worrying and suck
me," said Roger, grabbing the blonde's head and shoving it back over his
cock. For the next five minutes he watched as her sweet, nubile face fellated
him expertly. His own wife, who was extremely
experienced at sex, was never this good. Roger looked around the room, and
reached over and grabbed a digital camera which was sitting on the night table.
It was reserved for all night fucking sessions with Joan. He snapped a bunch of
pictures of the young blonde wife pleasuring him.


After a few more minutes, Roger set
the camera down. He gently gripped the blonde by the sides of the head, guiding
her as she fucked him with her throat.


"What a sweet little mouth
you've got!" he exclaimed.


"Mmmmmphf
hmmmmmmphf!!" groaned the blonde, her throat
muffled by thick cock head.


For a few more minutes Roger
stared, transfixed, as the other man's wife sucked and slurped his entire eight
inches hungrily.


Wanting to fuck her, he gently
pushed the wife's mouth off of him, and he pulled her up towards him. He kissed
her passionately, tasting a little of his salt along with her sweet saliva. He
reached down and gripped her ass and gave each cheek a sharp spank, before
kneading and pulling at the plump mounds of flesh. The blonde pulled and jerked
at his erection like a teenage slut who just can't get enough. Roger's blood
raced.


He stood and pushed the blonde up
towards the bed. She climbed up onto the mattress, getting on all-fours
instinctively.


Immediately, he was kneeling behind
her. He nudged his spit-soaked cock against the young wife's furry blonde bush,
and split the lips with the tip of his head. Irina
whimpered in anticipation.


One slow, deft shove and he mounted
the blonde, feeling her incredible tightness gripping his flesh, the sensations
wracking his soul.


"Fuck!" he grunted.
"You're one tight little
bitch!"


The room filled with Irina's sighs as she bucked her big ass back against him,
taking as much of his cock inside her as she could fit.


"You really do like 'em
big, don't you," said Roger, holding his meat deep inside the wife, owning
her pussy.


"Yes!" she sighed.
"It's so… So awesome!"


"Just like your ex," said
Roger.


"Even
better!" She wailed as she ground her butt against Roger's balls,
pulling away and then backing against him like a rutting mare.


Roger pulled back until just his
head was inside the wife's clenching sheath. He looked down, seeing her vagina
stretched around his cock sweetly, the lips a bright pink. There was a thick
fringe of blonde pussy hair – untrimmed and sticking out in light, curly tufts
-- that framed it smartly. He shoved his cock inside her with a quick thrust,
causing her to cry out, before deftly pulling back out to the head. He kept his
cock still, relishing her tight grip over his fleshy helmet.


He thought of the blonde's husband
outside the door – the dummy probably thinking they were having a massage. Even
if he could hear her cry out in the throes of sex – who cares? Roger thought to
himself. This sweet young thing was throwing it at me. I'm taking it!


The blonde giggled and kept trying
to push back over him, wanting more. Roger teased her.


"You want me to fuck you
now?"


"Yes!!!!"


"Really?"


"YES!!!"


"Then scream it –
scream out 'fuck me!' at the top of your voice! I want your man out there to
hear clearly how much his wife wants me to fuck her!"


"FUCK ME, ROGER!!!!!"
shouted the blonde.


Slam!


Roger buried his cock home
forcefully, causing the blonde to whimper and whinny, her hands clawing at the
bedcovers.


Slam! Slam! SLAM! SLAM! SLAM!


Fully mounted, gripping her waist
with his strong fingers, he began to nail the wife insistently, her tight,
clenching pussy sucking and inhaling thick cock like a greedy whore.


Within two minutes the wife was
shrieking in the throes of climax, as she convulsed into shivers of
pleasure-wracked mush. Roger noticed her ring, sticking up as she clenched the
sheets, the big rock and the bright yellow golden band glinting against her
pale, cheating fingers. It only made him nail her harder.


After pounding her to another
orgasm, he grabbed her by the hair and pulled her head back, and leaned down
and kissed her, barreling his cock into her pussy with sharp, steady, long
thrusts. They traded slobber for a few seconds, before he leaned down and
placed his mouth to her earlobe and licked it passionately.


"I own you," he whispered
directly into her ear.


"I know," grunted the
wife.


 


Half an hour later, Roger's wife
Joan finally came in through the front door.


"I tell ya,
my girlfriend Anna is so fucked up," she mumbled. "Poor girl. But I'm all she's got right now. That guy
dumping her really got her semi-suicidal. But a friend in
need…. Anyway, sorry I'm late." She stopped in her tracks, after it
sunk in that Edwin was the only one in the room, and the other two were
missing. "Where's Roger, and where's your wife?"


Immediately there was an orgasmic
cry coming from the closest room that did all the talking necessary.


Joan's eyes lit up with shock. She
put her fingers to her mouth, knowing instantly what was happening. In fact,
only a deaf person would not be able to tell that there was something rampantly
sexual happening in the closest, spare bedroom.


Joan kicked off her sandals and
went to the kitchen, and set her purse down. Edwin could tell she was quickly
making herself a drink, from the sound of the bottle being opened, and the
clinking of her glass on the counter. She came back out with two full drinks.
Her eyes were just a little moist, but looked as if she'd just rubbed them dry
with the back of her wrist. Her eyeshadow was a bit
smeared, in a sexy way.


Immediately she took a large sip
from her drink, and handed Edwin his glass. It looked like non-diluted Scotch.
"Take this. I know you need it." She glanced at the closed door, now
appearing very agitated, and frowned with disapproval.


"Sounds like
my husband is fucking your little slutwife in
there."


Edwin frowned. Hearing what was
happening in the closed room was hard enough on him – Joan's calling his
beloved a 'slutwife' just twisted the knife. Joan
could tell Edwin didn't like the epithet.


"So you don't like me calling
her a slutwife? Well, you're little wife is a whore!
She was flirting with my husband right under my nose, practically rubbing her
ass in his face when I was in the same room."


"Your husband was
hitting on my wife when you were out shopping today," said Edwin.
"He pulled off her bikini top and tried to get her to put her hand down
his swimtrunks by shoving it down there and telling
her to go ahead and retrieve it."


"Then they're both shitheads.
And listen. What peculiar noises."


"I think maybe they're having
sex," said Edwin.


"No shit, Sherlock!" said
the MILF.


"Well, maybe they're not," offered the young husband hopefully.
"Roger said he was going to give Irina a back
massage, and he took her in there and locked the door. She said her back hurt
and she wanted a massage. She seemed to be in pain, but it was almost as if it
were planned. After they went in there I heard nothing for a while but the
muffled sounds of voices. Then…well…" Edwin nodded towards the noises. "Then that." 


He took a sip from the drink Joan
had brought him. "I don't know what they're doing in there, but it sounds
more like sex than a massage." As Edwin spoke, he knew he was lying to himself.
Just trying to cover for his wife, the woman he loved – who now seemed to be
cheating on him.


"Honey – were you born
yesterday?" exclaimed the brunette. "There's no doubt at all
they're having sex in there! In fact, they're fucking like horny rabbits in
there. Your slutty, flirty tramp of a wife is getting
her pussy fucked off right now. And it sounds like she's
loving every second of it. Roger is probably spanking the little whore
right now while he fucks her ass. He likes doing that to me, anyway." 


She took a sip from her drink.
"He's very good at ass fucking. So don't worry, she's probably enjoying
it, even if she won't be able to sit down for a week. Sounds like it,
anyway."


Edwin was hit by a severe shock of
panic. Anal? The thought that his wife and that
man would ever be doing anal in that room never crossed his mind. He and his
wife never tried anal.


Edwin dropped his head in his
hands. All was depression. The noises were deafening.


Joan sat beside him. She grabbed
the hem of her short, white dress with one hand and pulled it up past the cheek
of her ass. Then she grabbed Edwin's right hand with the other, and placed it
between her warm thighs, and clamped them shut over his palm and fingers.


"What you need right now,
sweetie," said the MILF, "is a big hug. And then to get laid."


Edwin tried to pull his hand from
between the wife's thighs, but she tightened the grip of her thigh muscles
against his fingers, locking them into place.


"You're not getting that hand
out from between my legs until it touches my pussy," said the wife
matter-of-factly. "You need it more than I do. Listen to them," she
said softly. "Listen to your slut's mouth-music in there. If I had a gun
I'd shoot my husband right now." She took another sip from her drink,
pushing Edwin's right hand up towards her steamingly
hot gusset. "But there are other ways to get back at
backstabbers."


She pushed Edwin's fingers further,
until they stopped against the hot material of her lace panties.


"Rub me with your
fingers," she said. "Please."


Edwin decided to play along.


The MILF grabbed his head and
gently pulled his face close to hers. They kissed. Her lace gusset was hot to
his fingers. He could smell her musk rising, and it excited him. The noises
coming from the spare bedroom abated. Soon enough, it was quiet.


"He must have finished fucking
her for a while," said the MILF quietly.


"It hurts," said Edwin.


"Try not to think about
it," said the brunette. "Concentrate on my pussy. That's all you need
to think about now."



 

Irina lay back on the bed, her face red from flushing, her massive
tits no longer pale – they were blushed from hard orgasm.


"I can't believe it, you've
been fucking me non-stop for over an hour," she said breathlessly. "I
can't count the orgasms. Your cock is magical."


"It's just stamina, that's
all," said Roger. "I use my cock muscles, and breathing techniques,
and learned how to fuck. And older men usually can last longer."


"But you're so – so big! It's
wonderful!" She turned and looked into the eyes of the older man lying
next to her. He had just come in her pussy, and had popped a pill to get it
back up so he could fuck the young wife again before returning her back to her
husband for a life of sexual drudgery.


"You keep saying that. You're
a regular size queen."


"No, not
really. It's just that my ex was so good,
and his cock was really big like
yours, and he always knew exactly how to make me come with it! I hated the man – he was such a selfish
asshole! But I stuck with him like I was addicted to him because of the sex. Is
that bad?'


"Yes," said Roger.
"I hate to say it, it's not only bad -- but it's stupid. You could stick
with a decent guy and buy a big dildo and get the same results. Hell, if the
man loves you – better results. Less emotional pain. Are you as dumb as you look? Think! Use your head."


Irina
looked at the man incredulously.


"You don't believe me. That's
O.K.," said Roger. "But it's the truth." He propped himself up
on the bed. "Look. I love fucking you. You have a sweeter pussy than my
wife, and it's tighter, and you have a mind-blowing body. But you're married,
and I'm married. And if you are smart, you'll stick with your husband and quit
dreaming of the asshole ex with the big cock. Forget all about that guy – and
his big cock. Precisely because he was an asshole. At
least – according to your words he was an asshole."


"It's true. He didn’t care
about me at all. I was nothing more than a cum receptacle to him."


"There you go. Now when I get
done fucking you again, remember what I just told you. Because
in the long run, it's more important than what we're doing now." He
kissed the blonde on the lips quickly, watching her flushed breaths heave
rhythmically. "You want it big? Stick with your husband and get a fucking
dildo."


She's sweet, but so naïve, thought
Roger to himself. Just like her spouse. They have so much to learn. And look
what I've done. But it feels so fucking good. And she's an adult – she went along with it the entire way. And my lovely wife
doesn’t care, or she would have stayed home instead of tending to her psycho
friend with all the non-stop problems. In her own way, Joan gave me the go
ahead. She'll get over it, either way. I saw how she was looking at Edwin. She
has never met a man she didn't hit on.


Either way, I'm gonna
fuck this sweet young thing one more time before this evening is done.


He reached over and placed his arm
around the blonde, and pulled her back against him as they both lay on their
sides -- pulling her big, warm ass against his chubbing
cock.


Within minutes, he was completely
relaxed, taking his time fucking and fingering Irina
to another three or four orgasms.


 


CHEATING, JEALOUS MILF


Joan put an arm around Edwin, like
a motherly-figure consoling a family member after experiencing loss. He rubbed her
gusset until it was soaking so bad that it tasted of pungent pussy whenever he
licked his finger. 


"Mmmmm,"
he said softly. "I love the taste of your pussy."


"Keep fingering me,
darling," said the MILF. "Make me come, please!" She got up and
pulled down her panties and tossed them on Edwin's lap. She sat back down and
grabbed Edwin's hand and shoved it against her furry, steaming wet gusset.


Edwin gently pushed his fingers
back into the wife's vulva and placed a fingertip just under her clitoral hood,
and began to move it up and down. The brunette wife began to moan sweetly, her
sultry whimpers exhilarating Edwin's senses. Kissing her lips, Edwin
manipulated Joan's pussy until she came. When she climaxed, he slowed down, and
then slowly built up the rhythm until the MILF's lips
were so sopping wet his hands felt like they would smell like pussy for a week.
Then he fingered her to two more orgasms.


Joan nearly collapsed from the
pleasure.


"Damn! You're good with those
fingers." She kissed the husband softly. "I don’t know why your bitch
of a wife decided to fuck you over… But she obviously did."


"I think I know why,"
said Edwin. "She misses her ex."


He licked his fingers. He loved the
taste of the MILF's vulva on his skin. It was as if
he was searching for things to take his mind off of what was happening in that
spare bedroom – and the smell and taste of Joan's pussy was helping.


She held Edwin closer, her soft
perfume enchanting, and the dark, freckled cleavage of her prominent breasts
appealing to him on several levels. Edwin could feel her long, chestnut brown
hair touch his cheek as the warm bodied woman leaned in towards him. Her hair
was scented from perfume and whatever fruity, expensive shampoo she had used
earlier in the day. It was so soft, so feminine, so warm, so serene, so heated
– so comforting. And so sexual.


Suddenly another string of loud sighs and whimpers came from behind the
closed door.


"My husband is definitely
putting your sweet wife's pussy through its paces, isn't he.
Tsk tsk. It sounds like
he's pounding the poor girl's ass into pieces." She turned back towards
the young husband. "Well, let's you and me have our own fun. Let's
go out onto the patio, where you don't have to hear them. The salt air will
also help. I can give you a nice massage. That always helps in times like this.
And then? I want you to fuck me."


"I'd like that," said
Edwin, the shrieks and cries of his wife being plundered in the nearest bedroom
ripping out his heart and stomping what was left of it firmly against a pile of
glass shards.


The 40-something brunette glanced
towards the cacophony of sexual noise coming from the locked room. Her pleasant
features took on a look of curiosity combined with mild jealousy. The MILF
shook her head. Edwin was surprised that she seemed so unemotional when her
husband was flagrantly committing adultery just 20 paces away.


She got up and grabbed Edwin's
hand, and led him outside. The air was somewhat cool, but refreshing. Joan sat
him down on the first chaise lounge, having him face the back of it. She pulled
off her dress, and in her bikini, she straddled the lounge and sat right behind
him. Edwin moaned in pleasure as the MILF's
experienced, warm hands probed, rubbed, kneaded and massaged every square inch
of his back and shoulders.


"That feels really good,"
said Edwin. "Please don't stop."


"I'm glad you like it,"
said the wife.


She kept massaging his back, her
feminine touch and warm fingers sending pleasurable sensations throughout his
upper body.


Suddenly, he felt her reach around
with her right hand and shove it down the front of his. Soon enough, Edwin's
cock was being gripped and squeezed by the wife's hot fingers. She gripped and
kneaded his left shoulder with her left hand in rhythm to the squeezes she was
pulling on Edwin's cock with her right.


"Ohhhhhh,"
he groaned softly, his heart pounding. "Your fingers are so…."


"You're going to get more than
just fingers, honey," said Joan, sweetly. She pulled on his penis,
squeezing its hardness with her fingers, causing it to drip. Then she pulled
her hand away. She got up. "That cock is going into my pussy."


She kissed his shoulder. "Turn
around, and sit back down. After you
take those damned shorts off!"


Edwin did as he was told. When he
sat back down, his cock was sticking up into the warm evening salt air. The
MILF by this time had her bottom off. She lowered herself over him. Within
seconds Edwin's cock was buried deep in Roger's wife's pussy. It was insanely
warm, and enveloped his head and shaft tightly and comfortably. Edwin let out a
breath, feeling shivers of pleasure travel from the wife's pussy up towards his
spine.


She leaned forwards and kissed him,
keeping her pussy stationary, the sensations causing
shocks of pleasure to go up through Edwin's balls. Overcome with hot desire, he
returned the kiss eagerly.


After almost five and a half
minutes of kissing while unified in sexual embrace, the MILF's
ass grinding slowly over Edwin's six thick inches, Joan pulled herself upwards
and off of him. She scooted her butt back towards the foot of the chaise lounge
and grabbed Edwin's cock with her left hand. Edwin could see her wedding ring
glinting in the dim light of the patio. The MILF leaned her head down and
proceeded to blow him.


Instantly, Edwin was sent off into
the stratosphere. He immediately could tell that this older wife knew exactly
how to move her tongue! She knew a cock like she must have known the back of
her own hand! His mind was wracked by the awesome sensations of her hot palate
resting against his cock head as she massaged his base with her tongue tip!


How much incredibly better this wife
was at blowing him than his own wife was!


It was as if she could instantly
sense every one of Edwin's own responses!


"MMMMmmmmm,"
moaned the MILF. "You're the perfect size for my mouth. How do you like it
so far?"


"You're incredible,"
groaned Edwin.


The brunette wife returned her lips
to his cock head, and slurped him all the way inside, driving him nuts with her
tongue movements.


No sooner than he felt like he was
about to come, she'd back off – only to heat him up again! It was almost like
she had ESP – Extra Sexual Perception.


After bringing Edwin's aching,
agonizingly hard cock to the edge of the precipice at least fifteen times, the
brunette wife pulled her lips away from his manhood. She went over to the
adjoining chaise lounge, shoved the back of it against the wall of the patio
for further support, and lay on her back.


The MILF spread her legs apart. Her
deep brown thatch was visible even in the dim light of the patio. Her pussy
lips were protruding – thick and meaty, and wet. Edwin's cock was throbbing. 


"O.K., baby.
Your turn. Fuck me." She smiled sweetly.
Edwin stood up and needed no further prompting. His cock, drenching wet from
the wife's saliva, stood out smartly, the soft breeze cooling his skin. He sat
down in front of the MILF, and scooted forwards. The MILF pulled her legs
upwards, her knees pressed against the sides of her breasts, for easier access.
Edwin stood slightly and leaned forwards, positioning himself in between the MILF's legs, his cock just a centimeter or two away from
the married prize.


He leaned forwards, and touched his
cock head to the wife's hot vulva. Joan moaned as soon as she sensed contact.
Licking her lips, she reached up and placed her hand's
on Edwin's back.


"Put it in me, honey! Please!
Fuck me, hard!!!"


Edwin mounted her, slowly, feeling
her slippery, sweet pussy gripping every millimeter of his girth. Soon he was
balls deep in MILF.


He pulled back, and shoved it home.


The MILF whimpered.


In and out, Edwin started fucking.


After fifteen seconds, he had to
stop, to keep from coming. The excitement of nailing another man's hot wife was
just too much. He halted for a second, and then pushed back in.


Once again, he began thrusting, his
movements quick and then slow.


"Rhythm, honey," moaned
the wife. "Hold onto a rhythm."


"I'm trying," said Edwin.


"I know," said the wife.
She reached up and gripped his sides, her fingernails digging into his skin –
as she started controlling his thrusts with her hands.


Edwin followed her lead. She wanted
him to fuck her with full strokes, about one a second or so.


"Loooonnng,
slow, steady strokes, darling," cooed the MILF, pulling and pushing
Edwin's hips in the rhythm she wanted. In and out, in and out, the brunette
wife's pussy welcoming Edwin's throbbing, thick six inches greedily. "See?
Now breathe deep while you're doing it."


Edwin took a breath. It did seem to
help. His cock was being used to the maximum, complete strokes, using all six
of his inches. The MILF licked her lips and smiled.


"That's the way," she
said lustily. "MMmmmmmm.
Just like that. Long and steady. That's how I like it. You'll make me
come in no time."


Edwin grunted. "Fuck!" he
muttered. "I'll be coming too soon!"


Joan giggled, her sultry voice
soothing and exciting him – it was so sweet and feminine, but so experienced in
tone, setting him at ease.


"You'll do fine. Just take
your time. And breathe deep when you pull out, you'll last longer," she
said.


Edwin followed the rhythm, feeling
Joan's hot hands gripping his sides, and as he maintained the stroke, her hands
moved to his ass, which she grabbed and squeezed and kneaded as he plunged his
hard cock deep into the recesses of her belly. 


He could feel the sensation of Joan's
wedding ring scraping slightly against his skin as she held on to him tightly,
pulling and pushing, getting him to keep with her preferred rhythm. Minutes
earlier, when she had been gripping his cock with that ring bedecked hand, the
sight of the ring only made his cock harder. A massive wedding ring on a
cheating slutwife – for some reason it was automatic
Viagra.


And now his cock was ravaging her
married pussy.


All thoughts of the noises coming
from behind that cursed door inside the condo were gone.


All replaced by the insanely
awesome pleasure of fucking this brunette marvel.


He looked down, watching his thick
flesh part the soft lips of the wife's pussy, her thick landing strip guiding
him as he sunk in all the way to the balls, and pulled back out.


Keeping the stroke, Edwin breathed
deep, dissipating the sensations, and within five minutes he was feeling
electric, as if he were unified with the MILF in one body, one machine,
combined for sexual heat and sexual release.


Stroke! Stroke! Stroke!


The greedy MILF's
pussy was just tight enough to keep Edwin's cock throbbing in heat, but looser
than Irina's, allowing him to relax and enjoy the
ride. He began to feel more confident in his ability to control his reactions.
His cock felt like a sexual weapon, violating another man's wife with eager
resolve. Shoving it in, pulling it out, taking a deep breath on the outstroke,
letting the feelings spread throughout his abdomen, enjoying
the ride!


The wife started to whimper
sweetly, her hot hands on his butt, pulling him inwards, gripping his cheeks as
he fucked her.


After another minute she began to
let out a long song of sweet whimpers. Edwin could tell she was trying to keep
from making too much noise so as not to alarm the neighbors.


"Fuck! I'm coming!" she
whimpered softly. "Don't stop!" She sounded breathless. "Please!
Don't… Don't stop!"


Edwin kept fucking the wife, amazed
at his own stamina. He'd been able to fuck Irina for
nearly an hour before, but he had to pull out and slap his cock against her
butt cheek a few times, and take quick breaks. But not this time!


He looked down at the MILF pussy
swallowing his manhood hungrily, in and out, in and
out – his cock glistening with the pussy juice of another man's wife.


It sent him skywards to think about
it.


Thrust! Thrust! Thrust!


"Yes, darling!!"
exclaimed the MILF.


Shove! Shove! Shove!


"Just like that!" she
moaned.


His cock felt amazing – so hard, so
erect, so – violent!


Stroke! Stroke! Stroke! Stroke!


"FUCK!!!!" cried
the lusty wife.


The patio balcony soon erupted with
Joan's muffled grunts and moans as she came, her body shaking, her hips
bucking. She gripped him more firmly with her fingers, her wedding ring leaving
an imprint on Edwin's skin. The fact it was there made him want to fuck her all
night and fill her with the biggest load possible. It was so exciting fucking
another man's wife.


Thrust! Thrust! Thrust!


One second
strokes, bottoming out and smoothly pulling back.


"MMMMMMMmmmmm!"
whimpered the wife.


She wrapped her warm, muscular,
wifely legs around the younger man as she climaxed, and left them there.


She began breathing in quick
breaths, her soft whimpers competing with the sound of the ocean surf.


Her pussy by now was relaxed, just
exerting enough pressure on his manhood to keep it rock hard. Edwin felt like
he could fuck the cheating wife for an hour.


She gently pushed Edwin away from
her, after kissing him passionately. 


"I have an idea," she
said, getting up and putting on her bikini bottom. Then she grabbed the blanket
that was stashed behind the lounge. "Let's go fuck on the beach!"


Edwin, whose cock was still stiff
from violating the MILF, looked out towards the Ocean. The moon was out, and
the surf had an eerie glow.


"You've never fucked on the
beach before, have you," said the MILF.


"No, I haven't. In fact, it
was something my wife and I were planning on doing."


"Well, your whore of a wife is
getting her ass fucked by my husband right now, so if you want to fuck on the
beach, I'll have to do." The
brunette grabbed Edwin's hand, and pulled him towards the stairs. "Come
on!" she urged.


Edwin pulled on his shorts and took
the MILF's hand again, and soon they were threading
their way through the dunes in the moonlight.


Joan found a nice spot in the soft,
dry sand, just on the seaward side of the dunes.


"Right here!" she
exclaimed, tossing down the blanket onto the ground. She got down and lay back,
and Edwin lay next to her. She grabbed his hand.


"Look at that moon!" she
said. "Isn't that romantic?"


"Yep," said Edwin.
"That's what my wife said it would be."


"Quit thinking about your slut
of a wife," said the MILF. "Leave that for when you get back
home."


"O.K.," said Edwin. He
leaned over and kissed Joan on the lips, savoring every droplet of her saliva,
relishing the feel of her breath on his cheek, and the scent of her hair and
the warmth of her body. He began to feel and caress her side, and then her
breasts, which were under her bikini top. Joan removed the top, and Edwin began
kneading and massaging her round, fleshy pillows with his fingers. He broke the
kiss and began to suck on the MILF's right nipple,
causing her to moan sweetly. His hand found its way to her crotch, his fingers
probing beneath her bikini bottom. Within minutes the MILF was crying out
loudly in the throes of orgasm.


When she came down from the climax,
Joan pulled off her bikini bottom and turned and got onto her hands and knees.
Edwin took off his shorts and got on his knees behind the wife, his cock
already hard. He pushed it into her ass crack, which he could just see in the
moonlight. His head found the heated, wet opening to the brunette's vagina. He
pushed his head forwards, opening her vulva with his tip. Joan whimpered. Edwin
pushed forwards some more. Joan backed up against him.


Instantly, he was balls deep in
brunette wife, her comfortable pussy enveloping him like the warmth of home.


"Ughhhhh!!!!" Edwin groaned.


"You like that, huh?"


"I love it!"


"You can have it any time you
want it, sweetie. Just give me a call!"


"Fuck!" grunted Edwin.
"I just might take you up on your offer!"


"You'd better," said the
brunette, grinding her big, warm ass tightly against Edwin's groin. She pulled
forwards and shoved back, beginning to fuck him with her pussy. Edwin just
knelt there, letting the MILF fuck him, reaching down and touching her ass
cheeks on the in-strokes, kneading and grabbing at the plush mounds of flesh.


Soon enough, he grabbed onto the
wife's hips, and mounted her in earnest. He began fucking her in long, steady
strokes, just as she had requested up on the balcony.


The dunes reverberated with Joan's
cries of pleasure as Edwin fucked her and fucked her and fucked her.


Slam! Slam! Slam!


Joan whimpered and whined as she
headed back towards orgasm – Edwin was sure he could hear her voice echoing off
the back of the condo complex, but they were not in plain sight of any of the
windows because of the grassy sand dunes which were in the way.


POUND! POUND! POUND!


"YES!!!!!" shouted the
MILF, crying out in joy each time Edwin bottomed out in her.


"I'm almost there,
honey!!" she cried. "Pound me, dammit!
POUND ME!"


Edwin began nailing his cock deeply
and forcefully into the wife.


Slam! Slam! Slam! Slam! Slam!


Edwin's instinct took over, and he
took out all his anger and hurt and frustration at the wonderful pussy that was
gripping him. He had to put up with 45 minutes of hearing his own wife being
taken by another man: now it was his turn to conquer! It was his
turn to steal another man's fruit!


He hammered his cock deep into the
wife, the dunes resounding with her sighs.


Breathing deeply, he began to huff
and puff like an engine, timing his strokes and slamming his cock into MILF as
hard as he could.


"Keep it up, baby!" cried
Joan. "I'm about to come!"


Edwin concentrated on his thrusts,
and the wife soon erupted into climax. The beach echoed with her cries. Edwin
saw a couple lights turn on in the condo complex about 120 feet away. He was
glad the dunes were high enough to block the view of the two of them fucking.


Joan quieted down and began
grinding her hips each time Edwin bottomed out in her, causing her pussy to
slip and grip and pull and yank his manhood closer and closer towards
ejaculation.


He slammed his cock against the
wife's cervix, feeling the sensations guide him towards the inevitable. He stopped
breathing deeply now – he wanted to fill the MILF's
womb with his seed. Harder and harder he slammed his cock in her. She reached
underneath his balls with her left hand, her wedding ring palpable as she
pulled and yanked on his balls, sending him further towards climax -- as if
insisting that he paste her insides with his sperm.


"Go ahead and come in me,
baby," she cooed. "Fill me up! It's all right. You know my husband is
filling your nasty slut of a wife up with his seed." She pulled his face
to hers and kissed him. "Come on! Give it to me! Give me that load!"


Instantly, Edwin erupted, his body
convulsing in waves of thrilling pleasure as he felt his cum rise and spurt out
through his cock head -- filling the MILF's vagina
with his spooge – her hand kneading and pulling and
urging – setting his balls on fire as he spilled his seed deep inside her
belly.


He leaned into the brunette,
kissing her sweetly, his cock still deep inside her.


"Thank you," he whispered
into the MILF's ear. Her long brown hair felt
wonderful against his his cheek. As he leaned against
her, his cock still working the semen deep into her belly, he relished the heat
of her warm body, the slight saltiness of her sweat exhilarating him to the
core.


Joan giggled as he kissed her all over
her shoulders.


"You're one romantic lover,
you know that?"


"I try."


"You more than try," said
the MILF, laughing, her voice now softened by coming several times. "Your
wife is a real stupid woman to cheat on you."


Suddenly, Edwin thought he saw a
shadow approaching.


"Joan!! What the fuck
are you doing??!!"


Instantly, Joan and her new
paramour were jolted from their afterglow. They both looked to where the voice
was coming from. It was coming from the front edge of the dunes.


"Roger!" said the wife.
"What are you doing here? Why aren't you fucking the little tramp?"


"What are you doing, Joan? he demanded. "Out here fucking on the
dunes! We didn't agree to this!"


Up at the condo, Edwin thought he
could hear someone walking down the wooden stairs. Oh, shit, he thought. That's
probably my wife.


Edwin tried to pull away from
Joan's pussy, but she backed her ass back into his groin, his cock still firmly
embedded in pussy.


"What the hell are you doing,
fucking him like that??" Roger insisted.


"Well -- what the fuck were you doing, screwing that blonde
slut?"


There was silence.


Edwin was surprised that Roger
seemed so angry at seeing his wife impaled by another man. Being that Roger was
a confirmed adulterer, Edwin found his anger a bit misplaced. But
near-sociopaths often don't have consistency in their mores. And Roger was no
different in this respect. A man who could steal another man's wife from under
his nose couldn't handle the sight of his own wife being ravaged? To the
average man, that is twisted morals, but to some, it's just normal thinking.


Nervous about what Roger may do,
Edwin finally managed to pull out of Joan's pussy. His cock dripped with her
juice, flagging from the orgasm. 


She reached down and grabbed her bikini
bottom and stood up and put it on.


"All I can say is fuck you, Roger Sampson," she said
tersely. She glared at the man with a look that would shrivel any man's
countenance. She lifted her middle finger, in plain sight of her husband. "FUCK
YOU."


Roger stared at his wife, as if
dumbfounded. Her middle finger was still clearly visible in the pale moonlight.
Edwin was shocked at the tone of the MILF's voice.


When she was speaking to Edwin
earlier, her voice was sweeter than honey. 


But now she sounded like she could
kill.


"You know -- this wasn't part
of our arrangement," said Roger, his voice lowering.


"Fuck the arrangement. None of
this evening's hijinks was our arrangement. It was your arrangement.
You never asked for my approval to fuck his little tramp of a
wife. So I made my own
arrangement." The wife paused. She gave Edwin a quick kiss on the lips,
and then turned back towards her husband. "You don't like my arrangement?
Then I'll see you in court, motherfucker. And I'll win. Make your choice."


Soon Edwin saw what he thought was
a shadow, a body out from the trail that crossed the dunes.


"Honey!!!????"


Edwin looked up. It was Irina. Her eyes were glued to the spectacle in front of her
– her own precious husband, buttoning up his pants, standing next to Joan, who
was still topless.


Her hand went up to her mouth,
tears in her eyes.


She ran back across the dunes,
crying.


"O.K., Joan. You win,"
said Roger, softly. "You've made your point." He turned and walked
back towards the condo.


"Well," said the MILF,
"looks like our party came to an abrupt end. But we had fun, didn't we?'


"It sure felt good," said
Edwin. "And you're right -- it really was fun."


"You put a pretty good load in
me! Something I'll always carry with me!" 


She kissed him, and pulled up the
blanket and shook the sand off of it.


"But what
about your husband? He seems pissed."


"Fuck him. I expected him to
flirt, but not fuck your wife. I guess he couldn't contain himself. Well –
neither could I." She chuckled. "Don't worry. It will sort itself
out."


The two made their way back to the
balcony. Joan sat down on the chaise lounge and motioned for Edwin to sit next
to her.


"We should stay out here for a
while. Let them simmer down. I'll have to deal with my husband, but I'm too
angry with him right now to talk." Joan grabbed Edwin's hand and caressed
it.


Edwin could hear some commotion
inside the condo as Roger tried to console the blonde. Edwin heard her tell him
to leave her alone. All of a sudden a surprising night turned even worse.


Joan pulled him close.


She looked Edwin in the eyes. He
was hurting, true, but the afterglow of fucking this wondrous brunette he had
just pulled out of was wiping out any emotional pain he had felt just half an
hour previous.


"Look," Joan said softly.
"I'll tell you how it's going to go. You and the wife will drive home, and
you will not speak to each other for a while. But it will blow over. And you'll
soon forget any of this happened."


"I don’t think so," said
Edwin. "I'll never forget hearing her getting fucked in there – or forget
believing she'd do it."


"You'll forget it. Trust me.
It's because she's important to you. It may take a month. It may take a year.
You have any kids?"


"No."


"Have one. It will remove all
of this. Then sex will have a new meaning. Making a child gives married sex a
new special quality that no one else can ever take away."


"What if your husband made my
wife pregnant?"


"He didn't."


"How do you know?"


"He can't. He's been
snipped."


The evening air was beginning to
feel cold on Edwin's bare body, so he pulled his shorts back up, and pulled
back on his T-shirt.


"So how do you know the hurt
will go away?" he said.


"Because
I've been there. My husband's fucked around on me before. It hurt
terribly."


"Did he do it a lot?"


"No. Not that much. It was after
we got married and before we had our son. He fucked his secretary a few times,
right after we got married. After I found out, I threw a fit. I was so mad I
actually hit him. He apologized profusely. I apologized for hitting him, but
not for anything else. We worked on our marriage for a while. Then we worked on
having a family. It got better. We tried swapping a few times. We've done it
every now and then. But most of the time, we're monogamous. Any messing around
has been by mutual assent only. And he hasn't done anything outside of that –
he hasn't cheated on me, until now."


"How do you know?"


"Edwin – trust me. A woman
knows."


"So how are you going to deal
with this?"


"Maybe I'll have another
baby."


"But your husband's
snipped."


"But you're not."
The brunette wife smiled and half winked, knowingly.


Edwin instantly remembered the
cream pie he'd given her, and felt a sense of panic.


"Don't worry," she said.
"If it happens, my husband will accept it. He'll have to. You could call it
the wages of adultery. He'll have to deal with it." She licked her lips
and her hand instinctively went down towards her belly, as if trying to feel
life inside it.


"If it doesn't happen – which
it probably won't, it's the wrong time of the month for that -- then my little tryst with you tonight is payment enough.
I'll forgive him. But that's my choice, not his."


She glanced back towards the
sliding door. "Your wife is sticking to her guns. She just pushed him away
again. Good girl. I have to respect her for that, at least. When she saw you
balls deep in my pussy, she finally figured out there is a price
to pay for fucking around! Imagine that! She's smarter than she looks. She
figured out that all is not perfect, even when you've been seduced by the smoothest
talking, hottest looking asshole in the world."


"I hate her right now."


"Don't. She was just taken in,
just as I was. But she loves you. I can tell. Never forget that."


The MILF looked the younger husband
in the eye.


"Honey, let me tell you
something that I hope you never forget. Life is short. It's too short for
fighting, and too short to hold on to pain. Let it go. Enjoy life, as much as
you can. If that means forgive your wife, then do it. Fuck her good, and
forgive her. Then fuck her again."


Edwin said nothing.


"If you think some other woman will treat you better, think
again. There are a lot of women out there who cheat. The way your wife looks
right now, I doubt she will ever do
it again." She grabbed a blanket that was folded behind the table and
pulled it over both of them, and underneath it she grabbed ahold
of Edwin's hand. 


Edwin laid back and looked up at
the sky, basking in the warmth of the hot MILF sitting beside him.


For a while they sat and looked at
the stars and listened to the surf, each immersed in their own thoughts. Then
Joan got up and turned towards the door.


"I hate to tell you this, but
think you two should get your stuff together, and you should take your wife
home. I need to deal with my husband right now, and it isn't going to be pretty
for a while." She looked back at Edwin and her tone softened. "Thank
you for the fuck. You're very good at it. Remember the tips I told you. You get
back together with your wife, do the same thing, and she'll be screaming your
name and craving your cock nightly. Trust me."



 

LIFE IS SHORT


The entire drive home was a
horrible silence. Edwin had to be careful driving most of the way to Aberdeen,
because Highway 109 is famous for having deer issues. He had his lights on
bright whenever he could do so without blinding other motorists. The only deer
he saw were near the dark streets of Ocean Shores, which seemed at times to be
teeming with them.


When they got to the Highway 8 rest
area in the middle of the Black Hills, Edwin pulled off. He had to use the can.
When he got out of the car, he heard nothing but the gentle breeze rustling the
leaves of the maple trees. There was no sound otherwise, barring the sound of a
distant truck maybe a mile or more away. It was completely unlike the City. He
looked up. The sky was full of stars. Orion was in the Southeastern sky.
Suddenly he felt like the loneliest man in the world.


He glanced back at the car before
entering the restroom. His wife was looking at him, as if wondering what he was
going to do with her.


What am I going to do with her?
Edwin thought to himself.


As much anger and hurt as I feel, I
know I still love her.


Maybe fucking Joan makes it equal.
Maybe Joan is right, maybe it will all blow away.


An hour later in South Tacoma,
Edwin was beginning to get tired. The late hour and the relaxation of the fuck
with the MILF had caused him to get a little drowsy. He stopped at a local
burger stand alongside the freeway corridor, to get a coffee.


He turned to his wife. She was
awake. Her eyes were red. She was silent.


"You want a coffee?" he
said.


She turned to him, and tried to
speak, but couldn't. Finally, a few words escaped her lips.


"Edwin, I don't know
why…."


Edwin cut her off. "Please --
don't say anything right now. Let's talk later." 


He stared at his wife. He could
tell she didn't know what to say. Obviously the alcohol played a part in her
dalliance. But there was more to it than that. Perhaps it was her past sneaking
up on her. The ex with the really big cock. Maybe
Edwin wasn't good enough in bed, and she never said anything. Maybe that's why
the studly Roger was so appealing. 


There are a million reasons people
fuck around, and you never know which one it is that matters until the one who
does the cheating figures out which reason it is, and then the other person has
to figure out what to do with it. 


"I'll get you a coffee,"
he said abruptly, and exited the car.


When he got back, he handed a
coffee to his wife. He sipped at the other. It was O.K. – a little on the strong
side, but still good tasting for burger joint coffee.


His wife sipped at hers, and set
the cup on the console.


"Honey," she said.
"I’m sorry."


Edwin stared ahead. The lights of
the endless mile of strip malls, all night restaurants, car lots and 24 hour
drug stores all seemed to be a blur.


"I'm sorry, too, Irina," he said, finally, still concentrating his
vision on the distant lights surrounding the South Tacoma corridor. "I
sorry I fucked her. But I fucked her because of what you did." He turned
to Irina. "I guess that makes it even."


"I guess," she said
softly. "Fair enough."


 


Two weeks later Edwin was still
uncertain. He kept thinking of the sounds he heard coming from behind that
door. They haunted him continuously. He knew that his wife wanted to make
amends, but he was still angry.


On a Saturday night, he took a long
walk on a nearby bike trail. It was midnight, and the trail was deserted. He
passed over the Northwood River, a rushing tumble of water that he had known
since his childhood.


He leaned over the edge of the
bridge railing. He could just see the surface of the waters glinting in the
darkness, from a street light that was a block away.


This river has been here for maybe
100,000 years, he thought to himself. Back when the ice was covering this area,
a frozen sheet 3000 feet thick – the river had started flowing, from ice-melt.
And then 50,000 years after that, it was already churning up the earth before
the ice completely left. All that bullshit that this river
went through to survive, and it's still here.


He looked up at the stars. All of them, millions of light years away.


Where are you God? he thought to himself. Life is so short. You're up there
somewhere and timeless, and I only have so many years on this Earth. I don’t
trust my wife. Do I want to feel pain for the rest of my years, or put it past
me?


What am I going to do?


He backed away from the edge of the
railing, and walked further, the night air invigorating him. He looked to the
east – the constellation Orion was already rising in
the eastern sky. The sign of approaching autumn. Soon
it would be winter. Winter used to be a time of immense joy, because it meant
lots and lots of fucking, due to sleeping so close to his wife all the time.
Edwin would lie behind his wife, and they would be under the thick covers, and
she would move her awesome, heated ass against his groin, and within minutes he
would be balls deep in wife pussy, and he would be the most insanely
happy man in the world.


He thought about it. He thought
about fucking. He really missed it. He missed the feel of Irina's
body so close to his. It wasn't just the sex, it was the closeness. The love.


He hadn't had sex with his wife
since the vacation. The last sexual thing he'd had with her was the blowjob she
gave him on Highway 109. Since they got home, it was mostly silence.


He missed fucking her. He missed
the closeness. He walked further. The thought came to him, out of nowhere, but
it was profound: Forgive her, have sex with her, and move on. Life is
short. Everybody fucks up, even you.


She said she's sorry. Quit holding
the fucking grudge and get back on with life.


Almost immediately, Edwin felt at
ease.


I'll do it, he thought.


 


When he got home, Irina was watching television. Edwin sat down next to her.


He reached over and touched her
hand. She didn't move it away.


"I'm sorry about everything
that happened," he said softly. "But I want it to be behind us now. All of it. That's my pledge."


He pulled her hand into his lap and
covered it with both his own, caressing her hand as if his life depended on it.
Her hand felt warm and loving and full of life as he touched it with his
fingers. He caressed it pretending that it was her entire body, as if he were
caressing her hair, the nape of her neck, her shoulders, her arms and hands. He
caressed her hand as if he were working his way with his fingers, lovingly down
every inch of her skin until he was caressing her feet, and then moving back
upwards to start all over again.


He leaned over and kissed her
shoulder, her neck, and then her cheek. She turned her head. He kissed her
lips.


"You still love me," she
said. "At least I hope that's what I'm seeing."


"Yes, I do," he said.
"I still love you. I never stopped."


She smiled.


"From now on," said Edwin
softly, "we go to the Ocean? It'll just be you and me."


"Just you and me," she
repeated.


Within an hour he was pounding her
into the mattress, remembering the tips he had learned from the MILF who tried
to show him the way. Take your time, keep your rhythm, long strokes, breathe
deep, enjoy the ride. Soon enough, Irina
was crying out his name.


And the MILF was right. He did
forget about that night at the Ocean.


Every once in a while, Edwin would
notice the sand dollar and the clamshell he had collected from the Ocean, both
of which were sitting on the bathroom windowsill. Sometimes a twinge of memory
of the fateful evening would strike him, but he tried to concentrate on the
good things about that vacation: the salt air, the surf, and the waves. He and
his wife decided to keep the two mementos – it wasn't the shells' fault that
things went awry. They later collected other ocean mementos from later visits –
agates, pieces of driftwood, and even a couple Japanese fishing floats. 


He and his wife Irina
made the child – it happened during one of those Winter
night, lying-close-to-each-other under the covers marathon fucks. Edwin let
loose inside Irina's pussy with a blast of hot semen,
hoping it did the job. And it did. 


He had done just as Joan had
suggested. Life was new and different.


And you know what? They lived
happily ever after.
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