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All characters in
this fiction story are entirely products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance,
in any way, to any person living or dead -- or any resemblance to any such
scenario as described in this fiction story -- is purely accidental,
coincidental and / or unintended.


 


The person on the eBook cover is a professional model, and the stories and
depictions inside this eBook are not intended in any
way to represent the actual conduct or personality of the model on the cover.



 

Any depiction in
this book of sexual activity is a product of fiction for light entertainment
and fantasy purposes, and the author does not endorse the practice of many of
the actions portrayed in this fiction story, nor is the use of any fiction character
in this story intended to impugn any particular career field.
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SEXUAL SELECTION


Gnuk the caveman always gets what he wants: he has five
wives, and he has killed many men to get them. In his eyes, might makes right; the powerful survive while the weak lose out.
To gain his latest conquest, he only bludgeoned the man's face before stealing
his wife – he didn't bother to kill him.



 

Fast forward to 2016 A.D.



 

Eddie
Farger is happily married to his wife Serena, a sweet
natured, torrid blooded strawberry redhead with an erection-inducing body.
Eddie works at a box store as an IT professional, and
Serena works at another local box store, as clothing manager.


 


They
are trying for children, but so far they've had some difficulty.


  


Then,
out of nowhere, a ghost from Serena's past appears. Hanson Johnson, a virile,
powerful, selfish hunk of a man – a burly, rough and tumble athlete, with a
harem of conquests a mile long -- shows up unexpectedly. He conquered Serena in
the not so distant past – giving her the most memorable night of her life. Now
he wants to get together for coffee in his hotel room.



 

Meanwhile,
Serena's boss, Jake "The Rake" Anderson, who is built like a
linebacker and is a rough and tumble, rude, crude cretin of a man, has made no
bones about his desire to have sex with Serena. Jake really doesn't mind the
fact that she's married. All women are game in his book.


 


Serena
and Eddie are still trying for a child, with no luck. Hanson's hotel room
beckons, along with his large endowment and rough sexual proclivities. Jake is
still making sexual overtures.


 


Who
wins? Who loses? Who gets Serena pregnant? Who wins out over their rivals?


 


We're civilized now, but have we really left
the cave?


 


 


 
















 


 


 


 


 


"Sexual selection depends on the
success of certain individuals over others… the sexual struggle is of two
kinds; in the one it is between the individuals of the same sex, generally the
male sex, in order to drive away or kill their rivals, the females remaining
passive; whilst in the other, the struggle is likewise between the individuals
of the same sex, in order to excite or charm those of the opposite sex, generally
the females, which no longer remain passive, but select the more agreeable
partners."


 


Charles Darwin, "The Descent Of Man", 1871.


 


 


 


 


 


 
















PRELUDE:



3000 B.C. --
THE VICTORY OF THE HUNTER


Gnuk, the
massively built leader of the Mountain clan, sat back on his bed of furs, the
brush fire roaring in front of his yurt-like, conical tent of hides, which was
perched, like the tents of others in his clan, on the cleared edge of a ledge
which looked out over the vast, cool Northland – with a sweeping view of the
frigid looking, alpine valley below.


One of his five wives had just
served him a hank of freshly cooked elk meat, which she had cut off of a larger
chunk which had been roasting on a spit made of a thick fir branch, which was
placed over the roaring fire. Gnuk took a large bite
of the rich flesh and grunted his approval. So far it had been a very good year
– the elk were plentiful, and cooking and drying the
meat had kept his wives busy.


And keep his wives busy? He
definitely accomplished that feat! When they weren't cooking and catering to
him, he was fucking them until their lower parts were raw. After all, they were
his to use for his own pleasure, as their very lives depended on him – and well
they knew it! A massively built man in all proportions, Gnuk
never took the word "no" for an answer, and with his five wives, it
was no exception.


A heavily muscular man, Gnuk had long, dirty reddish brown hair, and a full beard.
His greenish-grey eyes were intense and always on the look for possible
enemies, game, or other intrusions. When he was younger he was very handsome,
but years of hunting elk and bear in the wilds had roughened his appearance.
His shoulders and arms were massive, and rippled when he moved. His legs were
like small tree trunks, thoroughly capable of kicking in another man's head –
during the frequent fights and tribal wars -- to dispatch them quickly if
needed. 


And dispatch them Gnuk did! Kill or be killed; threaten with bodily injury to
get your way – that was his way of living. Because it worked.


A scar crossed his left cheek, a
wound from a fight to gain his first wife. Since then, he'd bagged four more
women in his harem. Two men died losing those wives, while two other losers
ended up seriously injured. Gnuk had another longer
scar that went down his left arm from a tangle with a mad elk during a
memorable hunt several years previous. When he'd gotten home after that
occurrence he needed at least a week to recuperate -- with his wives catering
to his every need. His wives were either gained through the sudden death of
their partner – as victim's of Gnuk's
violence -- or simply demanded from their fathers or prior husbands under
threat of death.


The large number of wives gave him
more children, more power within the clan, and more variety in sexual partners,
which is always preferable. As for the men without wives?
Let them live on their own as docile slaves, obedient serfs, or let them leave
the relative safety of the Mountain village. Or, simply let them die. It was no
business of Gnuk's what happened with them after they
were left partnerless. Leave that to the non-existent
Spirits on the Mountain to sort that out for such worthless drones! The weak
lose their possessions to the strong. The strong survive by subduing the weak –
such is life. It was the extent of Gnuk's philosophy,
if you could call it that – relentless and heartless, Gnuk
had little, if any, conscience.


Gnuk took
another massive bite from the chunk of roasted elk flesh, which had been cooked
for him by one of his less favorite wives – the one who was the least
pleasurable to fuck, as she was so loose down below from birthing so many
children -- but she also happened to be the best at cooking, so her position in
the family's hierarchy was assured.


It was a warm evening in the far
Northern reaches of fjordland Europe. The days of the
Great Ice were by now a long, distant memory, a mere legend handed down through
the generations. During the warm moons of the year the land was teeming with
game. It was the days when the sun never set, when the lifeblood was raging,
when the snows were mostly gone, and when the game was plentiful.


Kania, Gnuk's favorite wife, a lanky blonde who had only seen 19
harvest moons, bowed as she approached her powerful benefactor. She looked at
him with her blue-green eyes, which always reminded Gnuk
of the fjord waters during the warmest moons.


Kania
handed him a ceramic bowl of water.


Gnuk
grunted his approval. A man of few words, he needed none. All he needed to do
was nod his powerful head and grunt and his wives, his neighbors, and his
relatives would all do his bidding. As for his enemies?
They would do his bidding or be quickly dispatched by spear or hammer-headed
club. Power makes right.


Gnuk nodded
downwards, towards his penis, which began to chub at the sight of Kania's large breasts, still full and pleasurable to
handle, and her smooth, lithe body – still sexually pleasant despite her
birthing one child.


Kania
noticed her master's appendage, and knew immediately what he desired. His cock
– like the rest of him – was massive – at least two fingers long and more than
half a finger-length wide, so it was hard to avoid noticing, especially when
you are the favorite concubine of the strongest man in the clan. It was one
thing about Gnuk that Kania
found attractive. She knew that men with such powerful appendages would sire
many robust children.


Although a primitive, Kania knew that the strongest, most violent tempered,
selfish, and most-endowed men were preferable, because that ensured that the
children would be strong, powerful, and above all -- survivors. Secretly
every woman in the clan desired Kania's position. And
Kania knew it.


Gnuk took
a bite of his meat and set it on a nearby rock.


"Bitch!" he ordered in
the clipped dialect of the Mountain people, "fuck!"


Kania
obeyed immediately, coming over and straddling Gnuk's
lap. Within seconds she had swallowed all two finger-lengths of Gnuk's raging cock with her tight vagina. As Kania had only managed to foal one child, she was still
pleasurably tight, and that – along with her pleasing looks, as she had been
procured from the fishing clan that lived near the fjord – made her Gnuk's favorite.


Gnuk
grunted in pleasure as Kania's ultra tight,
clenching, still moistening pussy worked its magic on his massively hard penis.
The other wives watched in disinterest, or turned to other things. The
children, naturally, were kept out of sight in a separate yurt with their
mothers. Only the wives selected for sleeping with their master were allowed in
the main tent.


"Fast, bitch -- fast!" grunted the primitive.


The blonde moved up and down,
faster and faster, her clenching pussy beginning to slip and squeeze as it
moistened, the tent filling with her music as she began to become aroused.


"Fuck! Bitch! Good!"
grunted the muscular monster, his thick shaft stretching the blonde primitive's
tight pussy a bright pink. Her light thatch was by now dampened by her juices
as the monster's penis worked its magic on her clenching vagina. Up and down,
faster and faster she rode him, the man's girth working her further and further
towards orgasm.


Gnuk
grabbed Kania by the hair and yanked her downwards,
pulling her pussy close against his balls, grabbing her ass, gripping and slapping
it as he prepared to inject her with sperm.


 Kania
rolled and ground her pussy over her benefactor's penis as Gnuk
spurted a massive load of sticky white cum deep into the young wife's belly.


When he was done, he pushed her off
him.


"Good! Bitch! Go!"


Kania
pulled off of Gnuk's thick, white coated cock, and
bowed before leaving the presence of her master.


Gnuk
always made sure Kania received preferable attention.
In his own animal like way, he showed his affection by not threatening
her as much as the other wives.


Gnuk had
procured Kania in a similar manner to his other three
wives – through violence or the threat of it. He had managed to spare Kania's family from a wild boar attack. In return he
demanded Kania as payment. At first, Kania's husband was against it. But a hefty smash in the
face with a rock-filled fist as big as a football changed that husband's mind
quickly. Soon the clan had one more wifeless husband and an even more
formidable leader.


"Gnuk
like! Gnuk want!" the massive cretin grunted to Kania's husband, pointing a hoary finger at the delicate
creature. "Gnuk take!"


The husband, Hvalduk,
his nose broken and several ribs cracked, motioned to his wife to leave with
the hairy warrior. But Kania had already packed her
fur clothing and few cloth items, and before her husband had waved her forward,
she was already heading towards the arms of the monstrous clan chieftain who
demanded her. 


She gladly accepted and acceded to
the transfer as part of her duty – after all, her weakling husband had not
proved that he was truly capable of keeping her or protecting her, and he
obviously could not provide her as much as the massive clan leader. Although
she had built a certain amount of affection for Hvalduk,
it wasn't as strong as her admiration of the powerful; the urge to survive; and
the inner desire to breed strong, virile sons sired by strong, virile killers.


As there were no spare women above
18 harvest moons available for mating, Kania's former
husband Hvalduk would be mateless,
probably for another year – barring any young women being taken by Gnuk or his second in line, Mnadok,
who held second claim to any young virgins or women taken in warfare.


As Hvalduk
nursed his painful wounds, he realised he had few
options aside from taking his chances moving to another village – or accepting
celibacy for life as a joke amongst the clan as a perpetual loser.


But that contest was all long past.
In any contest in life, there are winners and there are losers. And the winner
of Kania was now enjoying his post-fuck snack of elk
meat, downed with water from the freshly flowing creek that tumbled and babbled
past the mountain village.


Gnuk
looked out over the wide expanse of the green, forested valley he and his clan
called home. It was 18 degrees Celsius out – warm enough for a man to go
without a fur cloak over his shoulders. The sun had just set behind a distant
mountain, the Mountain Of Spirits – a place no member of the clan had ever
attempted to traverse because of its reputation as a haunted place. 


Gnuk himself
had managed to go there and return, with no ill consequences. Gnuk simply laughed at the notion of spirits! A rational
primitive, Gnuk realized that all such spirits were
bunk. He had killed so many men in his short life he knew that there were no
such things as spirits: after all, the last man he killed was supposedly
protected by one.


But that didn't keep that man from
dying the moment the axe went through his skull, did it? It didn't keep his
body from rotting away until the man's sub-clan was allowed to bury it, did it?
Where were his protecting, powerful spirits when Gnuk's
stone axe-head cleft that enemy's skull into a broken splatter of bloody grime?


Thdddt, spat out Gnuk at the thought of it. There were no spirits.
There are just animals, man, and weather. Power and weakness.
Powerful animals, like the bear, and weaker animals, like the hare. Powerful
weather, like the thunders and blizzards, and weaker weather, like the balmy
sunny days during the warm moon. Powerful men, like Gnuk
himself, who bred massive numbers of children from their numerous wives, and
ruled and lorded it over feckless weaklings like Hvalduk
who had no power, and few, if any progeny.


Those factors alone were the
determiners of whether you live or die, whether you fuck or get fucked. Power
comes from man alone. The powerful succeed, the weak lose what they have and
soon die. That was the only thing that mattered.


Gnuk
reflected on these things as he bit into his chunk of roasted elk meat. 


Finishing it, he tossed the bone
into the crackling fire and lay back on his bed of furs. Within minutes his
favorite wife, Kania, lay next to him. As Gnuk fell asleep he began to dream – he dreamt of killing
many men, splitting many heads and spilling much blood -- and long nights of
fucking. As Kania fell asleep she began to dream – of
foaling another of Gnuk's powerful children.


 


It was just after sun-up – although
the sun had not actually set, it was hidden behind the range of mountains for
several hours before the bright rays struck the side of Gnuk's
tent. Kania had already gotten up and was helping the
others make the morning meal for the nine children, and attend to the other
chores of the household. 


Gnuk got
up. It would be another day for hunting. Winters in the far North are rather inhospitable,
and the more meat one could store up for his growing family during the warm
moons, the better the chances of survival.


Gathering several other hunters
with him, Gnuk set out on foot, armed with a long
spear, tipped by a sharp flint head, and a thick, stone hammer-ended club. The
hammer was fashioned crudely on one side into a rude axe. Both implements were
useful for killing game, and killing adversaries they might encounter on their
trek. Often they would trek down the valley to the small tribal village on the
shores of the fjord, where the fishing clan of Sea people lived – mostly
fishermen, but some who were tradesmen in crafting stone and crude metallic
implements. They also traded with the odd boat of strange people who made their
way to the far North from southern regions – strange people Gnuk
had never seen, but only heard about: people who barked like dogs, and were
dressed in strange clothing that had no hair on it whatsoever!


Either by threat or barter, Gnuk's tribe would gain a stock of dried fish, along with
berries, cheeses, and other goods which the seaside tribe was good at making –
all of which would also benefit the mountain clan. In return Gnuk's tribe would barter some game and furs. Oftentimes
they stole women from the seaside clan, knowing that the Sea people were such
weaklings they could do nothing to stop it. But Gnuk
held the tribe to stealing one woman a season, as he knew that for the seaside
tribe to survive – and their survival was beneficial to Gnuk's
tribe's needs – they would need mothers for their children. 


The Sea people were weaklings, for
certain, but they were also useful. They couldn't even speak clearly – their
vowels and consonants a nasal, mangled muddle of barely recognizable sounds to
the Mountain ear. To fierce warriors like Gnuk, it
was only another sign of their apparent inferiority. However, decimating the
Sea tribe would only harm the Mountain clan's ability to obtain fish, berries,
and the odd manufactured item for which the Sea people had somehow developed a
burgeoning expertise.


This day the cadre of Mountain
warriors trekked down the valley towards the river, which had been running low,
due to the dry season. As the group of hunters trod the well-packed pathways
through the dense forest, they passed several creeks which normally ran freely,
but now were at a summer trickle. The noontime sun bore down on their
shoulders, heating the forest, causing the scent of fir, fern and pine to fill
the warriors' nostrils as they softly threaded their way past vales and ravines
where the more superstitious tribesmen believed there were little people.


After several hours they approached
the small village of a tribe of River people, who – like Gnuk's
Mountain tribe – hunted, but also fished, as the river was deep in places, and
had plentiful salmon. The River tribe were not as weak
as the seaside tribe, but not as strong as the vicious hunters of the Mountain
tribe. 


"Quiet!" ordered Gnuk, as he and his cadre of seven hunters approached the
river village. Being evolutionarily stunted for some reason, the river
villagers had few fierce warriors, and often had no sentries posted to warn the
other villagers of visitors or possible attacks.


As Gnuk
and his compatriots approached, using the well trod path into the village, they
could hear the cackling of children, and the light chatter of the tribal women.
Within minutes, the Mountain warriors were inside the village. The women
immediately disappeared – Gnuk noticed flashes of
thigh, pale leg, and long blonde hair as they quickly entered their tents --
but they did not disappear soon enough.


One young woman in particular
caught Gnuk's eye. 


He had been inside this village
numerous times – either as a rival or a trader – and had never set eyes on this
young woman before. He knew it instantly – how could he miss such a mystical,
sweet beauty? He couldn't. 


She was eyestrikingly
beautiful: before entering her tent she had glanced at the foreign warrior –
and her eyes were a lucid, light blue -- iridescently blue. Her hair was a
long, silky tangle of strawberry blonde, which glinted delightfully in the
morning sun which broke through the clearing. Her skin was pale – much paler
than Kania's. Her face was exceptionally pleasing:
she would foal many beautiful children. She had a sprinkling of freckles across
the bridge of her nose, adding to her beauty. And her teeth?
Straight as a line of the purest white stones!


Her body: how magnificent! Her
breasts were massive, and beautifully pale and full. The skins covering them
could not hide their beauty! How many strong children could suck from those
breasts! And her body was curved, and sexually
pleasant – her hips wide and full, and meaty and round. Her legs were lanky and
lithe, her feet immaculate. The sight of this woman caused Gnuk's
penis to harden, and caused his killer instinct to surface instantly.


One thing Gnuk
knew immediately was that this young woman made Kania
look like wild boar meat. 


The other thing Gnuk
knew? It was time to threaten death or outright kill; it was a time to take.


He knew that he would either die or
cause another to die, because he was going to take her. There was no
doubt about that whatsoever. As far as he was concerned, as soon as he took
her, his hunting trek was done.


He had to. His instinct demanded
it. His penis told him all he needed to know. Gnuk want? Gnuk take.


He approached the tent where the
young woman instantly disappeared.


"Bring out the woman!" he
roared, holding his hammer high. "Come out!!"


Immediately, the sounds of wailing
and crying came from inside the tent.


Several men approached Gnuk and his cadre from the left side, River tribe hunters
and warriors all – and all armed with spears and clubs. They instantly knew
from previous tangles with the more vicious Mountain tribe that trying to stop
the intruders from taking what or whom they wanted would be a vain proposition.


"Kill them," ordered Gnuk. The other seven hunters rushed the opponents, and
within minutes several opponents were dying or otherwise bleeding on the
ground, pleading for mercy, which – in this case, as it was merely a tangle
over a woman – was granted. Suddenly, a large man appeared from the young
redhead's tent. Like Gnuk, he was powerfully built.
Dressed in furs, with a heavy leather breastplate, and holding a large club, he
glared at the intruders.


"What do you want?" said
the man in the river tribe's nasal, chopped accent.


"Bring me the woman! The one with the hair that looks like a sunset – red and beautiful.
Bring her to me. She is now mine."


"She will not come," said
the man. "I will not allow it!"


"You will allow
it," said Gnuk, "because she is already
mine!"


"She is not yours," said
the man. "She is mine."


"No," said Gnuk, "she was mine as soon as I laid eyes on her! She
was mine as soon as I decided that I shall take her!"


"You will not take
her," said the man, holding a bronze bladed knife high in front of him. In
his other hand he held a stone hammer, which was just as massive as Gnuk's. "I am the strongest hunter in my clan! I am
our strongest warrior! She is my new wife, and I will die protecting her!"


"Then die you will," spat
Gnuk, rushing the opponent.


Knife or no knife, all it took was
one crafty, deft swing of Gnuk's hammer and the other
man was instantly knocked senseless. One more blow, and his skull was cracked
open, and he stumbled in a stunned stupor to the ground, his head red from
blood, his face already non-recognizable. 


Overtaken by the lust of the hunt,
and blind rage that overtakes a violently tempered, life hardened man when he
fights to the death, Gnuk kicked the man's knife from
his hands and brought down his axe-headed hammer, repeatedly, over the dying
man's body: crushing his skull completely, the ground smearing in a horrid
splatter of red and grey. 


Again and again and again the
massive warrior brought the hammer down, feeling a sense of retribution and
near-joy in an orgy of blood as he felt the heavy weight of the stone head
crushing the other man's listless body, the massive clots of red splaying and
splattering all over him, causing the attacker to look like a mad butcher –
which indeed he was.


From inside the tent there were
screams of horror as the women realized their benefactor was being mercilessly
killed -- slayed in the most horrible way.


THUMP! THUMP! THUMP! THUMP!


Down came the hammer, over and over
again, as the blood maddened hunter crushed the opponent's muscular body as if
it were nothing but a dead carcass, which – by now – it actually was.


Gnuk
didn't stop until the man was completely unrecognizable.


Finally, lifting his sloppily
red-stained hammer, his face splattered a deep red with the blood of his
adversary, Gnuk roared victorious in a terrifyingly
savage voice, the sound filling the river village.


"Bring her out!" he
ordered. "Or you will all die – every last one of you! I
will burn this village to the ground, with all of you in it! I will rape your
women and kill them before your eyes, before I burn you to death!"


Within seconds, the young redhead appeared
at the opening to the tent, being pushed by the hands of another, older woman.
She was crying in abject terror.


"You!
Bitch! Come!" Gnuk ordered.


Obediently, the young woman – who
appeared to have only seen 18 or 19 harvest moons – followed the blood stained
bear of a man who was now her master and benefactor. Kania
would now be relegated to inferior status. A new number one wife would take her
place.


"What is your name?"
ordered Gnuk, as he and the others tramped their way
back to the Mountain village.


"Syrena,"
said the girl, sheepishly.


"Syrena,"
said Gnuk. "You are now mine. You will bear me
many strong sons. And strong they will be – just like their father."


Syrena,
for her part, stayed silent. She knew there was nothing she could do. The positive
side of the exchange would be her sons would be as strong and powerful as this
merciless killer to whom she was now espoused for life. Power ruled, and life
held no place for the weak. Her previous husband had taken her from her father,
and killed him in the process. Now another, stronger, more violent and powerful
man had done the same.


The circle of life goes on.


 


2016 A.D. : JUST LIKE THE
HEROES IN THE MOVIES


Serena Farger
drove home from her job as a clothing manager at the local X-Mart box store, which
was a large, sprawling building on the south side of suburban Northwood,
Washington. It was a bright sunny August afternoon, one of those wonders of
weather which makes Seattle the best place in the world that time of year.
Inside the car, the FM radio played the latest mindless electronic dance pop
hit, the car's driver tapping her fingers in time to the music on the roof of
the car, the 'clink' sound of her wedding ring hitting the metal just audible
as she slowed for another red light. 


Outside it was a warm, but amenable
88 degrees, just hot enough to make the insides of every car roastingly warm when parked, but very pleasant to drive in
with the windows open.


Serena smiled as she thought of the
day's antics: not only did her boss make yet another pass at her (he gave her
plump ass a quick grab as she walked by him during lunch), but he also gave her
a raise. And on top of that, she was hoping that the longish sex session with
her husband Eddie the previous night had actually taken. Would the little cross
show up on the pregnancy detector? Or would it be – like so many times recently
– just a minus sign?


Was her beloved, meek minded,
gentle hearted husband Eddie shooting blanks? Serena was worried. She had just
turned 30, and now that she had finally arrived in a secure, well-paying job,
and had a nice house in the exurbs, she wanted to start a family. But something
wasn't working, and it appeared to be Eddie.


Serena pulled a long hank of her
lustrous, strawberry blonde, copper tinged hair and played with it as she drove
up the long incline of Cemetery Hill, still several miles of traffic from her
home in a posh exurb bordering the Cascade Foothills. 


A striking beauty, Serena had pale
skin, with a sprinkling of freckles bridging her nose, belying her Irish and
Icelandic heritage. Serena's parents were Canadian from the province of
Manitoba, where there are many Icelandic immigrants in the early 1900's. Her
eyes were a striking combination of grey and green, with a dark ring on the
outer rim of her irises, which only made her eyes more stunning to behold. In
the light of the sun, they were impossible to ignore, and were like magnets for
male attention – along with the rest of her body.


Serena's lustrous, long hair hung
down past her bra strap, and her eyebrows were a light strawberry red in color,
which became almost blonde from the summer sun, accentuating her grey-green
eyes even more. When she smiled her straight teeth gleamed, her light pink lips
always appealing. 


She had a lithe, curvy, sexy body that
turned men's heads – her breasts large and pale and freckled, and her ass was
wonderfully full and ball-draining hot to behold. Her personality belied the
Nordic coolness of her Icelandic ancestors – somewhat aloof and reserved, she only opened up when drinking, which was when
her Irish warmth shined through. Always attracting male attention wherever she
went, she had no problem finding partners: she had test driven well over 50 of
them, if you didn't include the numerous other men she'd blown to orgasm. 


Even so, Serena was very particular
in what she wanted in a permanent partner. And when she met Eddie Farger at the bar on a late night after her first week at
work, there was something about his demeanor that made her feel comfortable.


For his part, Eddie thought himself
extremely lucky when he was able to take her Serena out on a date – when she
said 'yes' to marrying him, he felt like the most fortunate man in the world.


Serena, however, wasn't always so
certain about her choice in a marriage partner. There were times she had her
doubts.


I love Eddie, even though he wasn't
my first choice, she sometimes thought to herself. In fact, Eddie isn't the
kind of man I'm usually attracted to. 


The fact was: Eddie wasn't an athlete, he wasn't famous by any stretch – nothing like the
famous, toned man she dreamt of acquiring for so many years of her youth. And
everyone knows that the impressions of youth often are the longest lasting
ones.


Contrary to the fairytale version
of 'husband' that Serena had built up in her mind, Eddie was a modestly built,
reasonably decent looking man with slightly thinning brown hair and a decent
body. And even though he wasn't muscular by any stretch of the imagination –
Eddie tried to stay physically fit. And, more importantly, he was absolutely
devoted to Serena – and unlike the men she was attracted to, he actually cared
for her. He had a good job which paid well, which was a definite plus. He
was decent enough in bed. But most importantly, he truly loved her.


And that was what sealed the deal.
In a moment of weakness, and worry over whether she would ever find Mr. Right, she made the decision to settle for Eddie Farger and settle down.


As for sex?
Eddie was capable of decent sex with his fairly thick five inch cock. A learned
man – like everything else he engaged in, he educated himself about it -- he
was actually fairly good at sex with what he was given downstairs. He worked at being good in bed. But
although he satisfied her sexually, he still didn't turn her on as much as
others before him. And hence laid the problem. He
didn't act masculine or macho enough
for Serena's true liking.


How often Serena lay back
daydreaming herself to slumber, still fantasizing about that mysterious,
muscular, powerful, hugely hung rich man who would just take her, and
steal her heart away at the same time! That dream machine of a man who was
always perfect in every way! The one she was certain she deserved – the man just like the masculine, handsome, perfect
heroes in the movies!


Where was her prince? Where was the
man who would sweep her off her feet, like it always happened in all the
fantasy movies that forged her dreams when she was growing up? Where was the
man who would make her feel complete
and give her nothing but that light feeling in her stomach whenever he was
near?


The last one who had that effect
was a man she'd met online, Hanson Johnson, a guy who played hockey in a
distant city. He was the star of his team, and was he handsome! He certainly knew
what to say – his short, terse texts and social media messages always were
funny, but to the point. At first, she had learned about him when perusing a
sports clothing site: Hanson Johnson had just come out sponsoring his own line
of sports shirts. Serena – who was clothes buyer for her store – was instantly
taken with the man. He had a social media account that was open, and she friended him. 


She ensured that her new profile
picture emphasized her long, silky strawberry blonde hair and revealed just enough
of her large, freckled tits. Imagine how wonderful she felt when he messaged
her the first time! Her heart went up into the ceiling. Soon they were
messaging back and forth. 


Serena managed to save every photo
of the man that she could find, including every snap picture, every photo on
his social media, as well as the few photos of him in the local sports media.


Finally, he messaged her and told
her he would be staying at a local hotel on business. He was going to meet with
some businesspeople who were interested in procuring sponsors for his line of
sports jerseys and T-shirts.


Did she want to meet him at the
hotel?


Serena jumped at the chance.


That night she met him was magical!
The view from top floor of the hotel, looking out over the Seattle harbor,
Elliott Bay, and Puget Sound – it was so romantic! The visions stuck with her
years later – the sun setting over the distant Olympic Mountains, with Hanson's
fingers probing the soft flesh of Serena's warm ass crack, finally reaching her
throbbing wet clitoris as the sky deepened into a grand display of orange, deep
red and pink. 


Within minutes Hanson was slamming
her into the plate glass as he fucked her voraciously with his massive nine
inch cock, his shaft stretching her pussy uncomfortably but causing her to fill
the hotel room with her cries of abject pleasure as he stretched her and nailed
her like a lust enraged bull.


That night he fucked her and fucked
her and fucked her and fucked her and fucked her, his massive cock sending her
to orgasm after orgasm by the sheer force of it stretching, pulling, massaging,
pleading, cajoling, hammering, lifting and working her pussy into overload.


By the time she got home the next
afternoon she was still feeling the effects of his pounding down below.


Then came the
dark period.


She would text Hanson – he wouldn't
text back.


She called him? Voice
mail hell.


Social media messages were not
returned. It was as if he had removed the reply button from his smart phone
screen and replaced it with an ignore button.


It broke her heart to be pumped and
dumped – especially when she found out through his social media that he had
just entered into a relationship with another woman. In fact,
the happy photos she soon saw of Hanson and his new flame, an athletic
model-wannabe, struck Serena to the heart.


But still – she thought of him.


Eddie never made her feel so
feminine, so taken, so brutally and forcefully fucked – the two men were like
night and day.


Eddie was a good man. Serena knew
she would probably never find one better. Eddie loved her, when all the other
men – including Hanson Johnson -- just used her as a cheap sleeve for their
penis, something to come in and then discard like yesterday's trash. Eddie
worshipped the ground Serena walked upon, and Serena had no doubt that he would
probably walk over ground glass for her. Serena was certain he would even lay
down his life for her if needs be, because he loved her so much.


It was something she knew she took
for granted.


But the vivid images of rough,
handsome, and insatiably virile Hanson still haunted her dreams. As she thought
of him, making her way up the broad, blacktopped boulevard that led to her
exclusive hillside neighborhood, she felt a dampness
in her panties. Every time she thought of Hanson -- which was rare, but
occurred when she was disgruntled with her marriage for any reason – her heart
jumped.


When she rode down the last street
of her posh, outlying neighborhood in the firs, she smiled hopefully. She
passed a neighbor's house – like hers, a massive, sprawling five bedroom home.
There was a small group of Mexican Americans doing yardwork,
including a man mowing the lawn with an expensive lawn mower. The fresh scent
of the mown grass invigorated Serena's senses, reminding her of childhood when
the long summer days in Canada were always wonderful. She pulled up into her
sloping, gently curving concrete driveway. Leaving the car outside instead of
putting it in the garage, she got out of her Lexus, the hot afternoon sun
baking her shoulders. 


She glanced up towards her house:
it was a dream house, if there ever was one. Two and a half stories,
and a basement besides! The front was a faux Tudor-style, with a bricked front,
and Tudor gables above. There was a grand picture window in front of the living
room, and another, taller picture window that stretched from just above the
front doorway up to a peaked, central shake roof -- which stuck upwards, maybe
30 feet in the air, located just to the right of the lower, more stylish Tudor
gable that directly faced the street.


Serena and Eddie had bought the
house the year after they married. They had been hoping to have a family with
at least three kids. But so far – even after a year of trying -- they had none.


She walked inside the house, which
instantly smelled of the subtle odor of air freshener. Outside on the driveway
and flagstoned walkway one could hear the neighbor's
lawn being mowed; however, inside the home there was dead silence. The only
sound was the 'tip-tap' of the redhead's high heels as she strode across the flat-polished,
deep green flagstone flooring of the main foyer. Then she reached the kitchen,
which was tucked in back of the junction of the foyer and the main hallway. It
was decked out in the latest kitchen fashions: a hardwood floor, a massive
stainless steel refrigerator, and a built in microwave was installed in the
area just above the range. The cupboards were all hardwood, and the counter
tops a rich, grey granite. 


She tossed her morning jacket and
purse on the kitchen table, and placed a small pouch in the coffee maker to
make a cup of rich tasting coffee.


But first, the
test. She just had to know!


She kicked off her high heels and
grabbed them and her smart phone, and walked down the hallway, up the carpeted
stairs, and into the master bedroom, which was massive and brightly lit. From
the foot of the bed one looked out over a picture window down the sloping
hillside, which faced south-west. On a good day one could almost see the
distant spires of the Seattle Skyline while falling asleep or waking up. In
fact, she and Eddie often fucked away during the evenings, and could see the
distant lights of the City while cavorting on their king-sized bed.


Serena cracked open the sliding
glass door which led from the soft grey carpeted bedroom out onto the bedroom's
deck, as she preferred the fresh air from the outdoors to the stale air from
inside the sealed house. She then changed into her bikini, a scant, green and
white one which set off her bright red hair and delightfully contained her
freckled, bulbous tits. She was planning on sunbathing a bit before starting
dinner. But – the test! Yes, where was the tester? She'd left it in the
bathroom. She went into the bathroom and opened the washstand drawer. There it
was. She followed the directions, and sat on the plush toilet seat cover for a
few minutes, waiting.


And as she unveiled the pregnancy
tester, and the dreaded minus reappeared, she cussed to herself.


Damn it, Eddie, she cursed to
herself. You're shooting blanks.


 


Serena went downstairs, and out into
the kitchen. How do I break it to my husband that he needs to see a doctor?
After all, he's a know-it-all. And I can't blame him for not wanting to face
the fact that the problem with our not having children is not me – because I
have seen a doctor, and they say I'm fine. But it seems that his balls just
aren't producing the goods.


I love the man, but what do I do?
Do I want to end up like an old maid with nothing but a herd of Chihuahuas in
my house?


She started the chicken, pressed
the button on the coffee maker to start her cup of coffee brewing, and sat down
at the kitchen table. Almost immediately, the kitchen began to smell of rich,
mellow brewed coffee. Serena took her smart phone off the table and checked her
messages, half hoping to hear back from Hanson Johnson. After all, she had just
messaged him the previous evening. But there was nothing from him at all! It
was the third message she had sent him in a couple days, just hoping he'd
remember her. But he was just ignoring her. She glanced at her social media: it
was just the usual political garbage filling her news feed, along with some
spam emails and a few texts from girlfriends about their day. El Dullo.


She grabbed her cup of coffee and
put in three hazelnut creamers, snatched up her smart phone and went out into
the sun-bleached patio. She lay back and closed her eyes, feeling the warmth of
the 89 degree sunrays strike her skin. She pulled off her bikini top, letting
her full, pale boobs get some sunshine. She full well knew the power of her
tits – the 59 men she had slept with since age 17 all went nuts over her
breasts, with their two and a half inch, pale pink areolas and jutting nipples.
Men couldn't keep their hands and lips and tongues off of them! They were
always kissing, licking, and groping them, and then trying so badly to get
their cock in between them! It was the freckles. She knew that freckles and
cleavage were guaranteed to drive a man to his knees.


She thought of the neighbor, a
divorcee who managed to keep his house – Jason Orkin.
She knew Jason was home – his Mercedes was in the driveway. And she also knew
that if Jason was curious enough he could easily see her tits from one of the
neighboring house's side windows, but she didn't care – Jason lived alone, and
had no children, so sunbathing uncautiously was safe.
If Jason next door sees my tits, she thought to herself lightheartedly, I hope
he has a good orgasm while observing them. Every other man has.


The world should be able to see my
tits, she often thought to herself. They're a damned good pair! She rubbed some
lotion over her body, taking care to rub extra sun lotion on her nipples,
making them protrude upwards. Her lotion-oiled areolas shined in the sun,
topping her full round mounds famously, and her bright pink nipples stuck out
gloriously into the rarified summer air.


After half an hour, Serena heard
her husband pull up into the driveway. She got up, and threw on her bikini top,
grabbed her phone and empty coffee cup, and went inside.


"Hi honey!" called out
Serena cheerily, as Eddie came in through the front door. "How was
work?"


"It was O.K.," said
Eddie, who was part of a team of IT professionals at another store, which had a
heavy online presence. "We have such increasing business now – everything
is going online, you know -- and our bandwidth is still limited. We've been in
the process of changing providers…"


The words just melted into each
other, as Serena tuned them out, concentrating on cooking the chicken for the
night's dinner. Every now and then, as Eddie rambled on about bandwidth, accessability, and IP connections, Serena nodded her head
and let him think she was actually listening.


Finally, he asked her about her
day.


"I've got good news and bad
news, hon," said Serena.


"What's the good news?"
Eddie gave his wife a kiss as she checked the chicken, which had been roasting
in the oven.


"I got a promotion, and a
raise," she said. "Jake told me I've done so well in the clothing
department – sales have gone up by 35 percent in the past six months – that I deserve a raise to $55 K a year!"


"That's great, honey,"
said Eddie. "That's really nice of him. Wow – now you make more money than
I do!"


"Well," said Serena,
"I earn every penny."


"I know," said Eddie.
"You always excel at everything you do. You're even more intelligent than
you are beautiful!"


"That's so sweet of you to
say, honey," said Serena. "I love you so much!"


She gave her husband a kiss. He
placed his hands on her bikini coated ass, shoving his fingers underneath the
fabric to get a handful of soft, pale skin. Serena pulled them gently away.


"There will be time for that
later, mister," she said.


"So," said Eddie,
slightly discouraged, "what's the bad news?"


"I'm not pregnant."


"Fuck."


"I know. We keep trying, and
you keep coming big loads in me, but nothing takes."


"Are you sure you were fertile
last night? That you were ovulating?"


"Sure as sure can be. I used
the thermometer and everything."


"What can the problem
be?" said Eddie. "My semen looks healthy."


"Darling," said Serena
softly, "maybe you should see a doctor."


"It can't be me,"
said Eddie. "There's just no fuckin' way.
I'm in good health!"


"It's not me, hon," said Serena. "I've been checked at the
doctor, and the fertility expert. They all say I'm capable of having a
child."


There was silence. Although he was
a quiet man, and a demure man, Eddie was also a proud man. A well-read man, he
had a tendency to think he knew everything – that his word was final. It was
one of his few major faults.


And it was something that
especially irritated Serena about him.


"Honey, maybe there's
something nutritional that would help – maybe a doctor would know," said
Serena, hopefully.


Instantly, Eddie – his pride
damaged – cut her off.


"It's NOT me," he said
angrily. He grabbed a beer from the refrigerator and stomped out the back to
sit at the patio table.


Fuck, thought Serena to herself.
How do I get through to such a blockheaded man? He's shooting fucking blanks –
lots of impotent sperm out of his five inch dick. Why doesn't he just go get
checked? Maybe there's a drug they can give him to make his testicles turn out
something that actually can make a baby.


As she mashed the yellow, Yukon
potatoes with the masher, she angrily thought of her husband's stubborn refusal
to do what was necessary to get them a child.


And then – almost instinctively --
she thought of Hanson Johnson. How she wished she had been able to keep him!
There was no way such a well hung, violently tempered, flagrantly
pugnacious man would be sterile! It would be impossible! A cock like that,
hanging off such a virile, formidable, powerfully built, self centered hunk
would definitely shoot potent shots – not blanks.


But Hanson, of course, was still
not paying attention to her. She had tried off and on over the previous two
years to re-connect through social media, but he simply ignored her.


And then she thought of someone
else.


Her boss. Jake "The Rake" Anderson. How studly,
how manly, how much of an asshole he was! But there was something about that
man… Something potent, something excessively macho – after all, he had a nice
bulge. And there was something that made a woman feel protected and special –
even though you knew he was lying half the time, the lies sounded so damned
good!


For a second she entertained
fantasies of being taken by the man, feeling his massive cock work her pussy to
orgasm after orgasm… But that was Hanson who last had that affect on her,
wasn't it? Fuck. I wish Hanson would return my messages.


That night she used an electric
wand on herself in the bathroom while her husband slept in the bedroom next
door, closing her eyes and dreaming about Hanson.


The next day her common sense
returned, and she realized she would just have to try to convince her husband
to see a fucking doctor, and have a family with him once she broke through his
stubbornness.


 


OH, FUCK – THERE HE IS


Twenty eight days later Serena had
a relatively easy day at work. She was in high spirits because she was fertile,
and because she and Eddie had agreed that he would see a doctor if this night's
planned attempt at pregnancy didn't take.


The customers were pleasant, there were no attempted thefts, and no
shoplifters.


She came out from the office to
check on her sales staff and thought she saw a familiar figure standing by the
men's watches, which were located in a locked counter near the small jewelry
section of the store.


Looking around, and seeing no sales
people nearby to help the man, Serena approached.


The man turned.


Serena felt an instant shock
reverberate through her body. It was as if she were immediately awakened from a
long, long sleep.


"Serena!" said a husky,
gruff voice. The man speaking broke into a broad, toothy smile. His face was
tanned and he had a new scar on his left cheek, probably from a stray puck.


"Hanson Johnson!" Serena
blushed in surprise. "What are you doing here??"


"I was in town, and decided to
do some shopping at my favorite store, X-Mart!" said the hockey player. Serena, wanting to give her former one-night paramour a quick hug,
basically fell into the man's husky arms. Within seconds, they were in a
deep embrace, and the only thing that would keep passers-by from thinking they
were necking was the position of their heads.


As soon as Serena smelled his cologne,
his sweat, and the firmness of his embrace, she began to get damp between the
thighs.


A married woman, she knew that it
was so wrong.


But her body was telling her the opposite:
that her sexual responses being opened to full blast by this rough and tumble,
selfish bastard's touch – it was so, so right!


After a few moments of warm
embrace, Serena forced herself to push herself away from the man who made her
feel so much down below.


"I thought I'd never see you
again, Hanson!" she said. "I texted you,
and messaged you, but…"


"I'm sorry about the missed
messages," he said, flashing an award winning grin, "I was so busy I just forgot to text back. You
know, they've been keeping me hopping – I have a new line of clothing, and the
team has been doing well… We are going to make the playoffs next season, for
sure!"


"That's so very cool!" gushed the strawberry blonde, hoping the man didn't smell
her pussy through her lace nylon panties and her thin slacks.


Hanson looked the woman over.
"You're looking good."


He noticed her ring, an ornate
looking one with a diamond that was two carats.


"Nice ring."


"Oh," said Serena,
fiddling with the wedding band, wishing subconsciously she could hide it from
Hanson's sight, "I got married two years ago." She looked Hanson in the
eyes. "I just got tired of waiting, Hanson."


"Waiting? For
what?"


"For… Well… Mr.
Right to come along."


"But it looks like he did come along. You're married!"


"I know, but… You know what I
mean."


"Yes and no. I mean, I have a
lot of women I see from time to time." Hanson looked Serena straight in
the eye. "But none of them are as good as you."


A bolt of lightning went through
the wife like a knife through warm butter.


"Hanson! That's so nice of you
to say!"


"Well, it's true. I wish I
hadn't lost your phone number."


The notion that the man was flat
out lying to Serena was something she just wasn't capable of fathoming at that
particular moment. How can you, when the most beautiful man in the world has
just told you that 'none of them are as good as you', and
your panties are moist?


The overhead intercom blared out.


"Ms. Farger!
Ms. Farger! Dial 2-3-2, please!"


"Shit," said Serena.
"I have to go."


"How about coffee or a drink
later?" said Hanson, grinning his famous grin – the one he knew worked the
pants off of women up and down the West Coast, and up into Canada. 


Hell – it sure worked on this bitch
the last time I fucked her, thought Hanson to himself. No harm in trying to
nail another man's wife. Wives are the hottest fucks. And this one will be no
exception. Besides, she'll be too embarrassed or afraid to ever tell her
husband I fucked her.


"So," said Hanson, after
a moment with no answer. "You up for a drink?"


"Uh, yeah!" stammered
Serena. She had to answer that call, but didn't want to put Hanson off. She
realized that making time for Hanson would take time away from trying to make a
child with her husband… but that could wait another day, couldn't it?


"Well?" said Hanson,
turning to leave.


"Come back at
five-thirty!" blurted the wife.


"I'll be here!" 


Hanson immediately left Serena –
soaking wet between the thighs – to her own devices.


The rest of the day she could
barely think.


 


As soon as she saw Hanson walk up
the main foyer of X-Mart later that afternoon, Serena nearly wet her pants with
desire. She couldn't help it. The entire three hours between their meeting and
this moment all she could do was think of him, her previous moments with him –
which were something she would never forget as long as she lived. 


He had fucked her and fucked her
and fucked her, taking her forcefully after kissing her entire body while
telling her she was so special. He fucked her hard and fucked her rough and
fucked her like a wild predator, but her orgasms were mind-numbing.


"Hey there, sugar," said
the man, smiling broadly and catching her eye.


"Hi, Hanson," Serena said
weakly.


"We could go out to a bar for
a drink, or for coffee. Or we could watch the sunset from my hotel room."


"Your hotel
room?"


"Yep.
It's just like the one I was in the last time I saw you, Serena. Top floor. All glass. Remember?
What a beautiful sunset that was!"


Serena blushed, knowing full well
that Hanson remembered he had his hands all over her ass before forcing his
thick cock in her pussy, slamming her against the plate glass of the penthouse
window.


"I'll keep my hands off you
this time," Hanson said amiably. "I know you're a married woman. I
believe in the sacredness of marriage."


"That's O.K.," stammered
the redhead.


"Well," said Hanson.
"Do we take your car, or my Mercedes? Or do you want to follow me?"


"I'd like to ride in your
Mercedes," said the wife, without thinking.


"O.K.," said Hanson.
"Usually it's a rental, but I actually drove up here. Brand new car, cost me only $50 K, it needed the engine broken in.
Plus, I had a bit of time. Off season, you know. I wanted to take in the sights
of the Oregon Coast before hitting Seattle." He opened the door for
Serena, and then got into the driver's side. Within seconds, they were speeding
down the broad, sun soaked lanes of Tahoma Boulevard towards the hotel.


"I love the Coast," said
the hockey player. "Especially the Oregon Coast.
I just bought a condo in Cannon Beach! Got it from my
sponsorship and advertising money!"


"Wow," said the wife.


"You haven't lived until
you've lived at Cannon Beach!" Hanson grinned.


"The Coast must be beautiful
this time of year," said the redhead.


"It sure is! You been there this year yet?"


"Uh, no.
My husband and I haven't taken a vacation in over a year."


"No vacation in over a year!!
How can someone live like that?"


"We're saving our money,"
said Serena.


"What for?
Buying a house?"


"Well… we're saving up so we
can start a family."


"Oh." The hockey player
paused as he turned a corner, leading to another boulevard that led right to
the hotel. "That sounds serious. You must truly love your husband – he
must really be some kind of guy!"


Serena suddenly felt like Hanson
was going to pull away from her. Making it sound like he would never touch her
because of her being married. But at the same time, she knew that lack of touching
was exactly what was required in such situations.


But what was she doing going with a
strange man to his hotel room?


She blocked out the uncomfortable
thought. You think too much, you miss out on life.


"He's a great guy!" said Serena,
remembering the conversation. "He's so nice to me!"


"Sounds like it," said
the athlete nonchalantly, "especially if you're trying to make a family
with him." He grinned. "He must really be a family kind
of guy!" The tone in the man's voice was unmistakable: he was implying
that – compared to an athlete -- Serena's husband was a boring, dull, staid
man.


He pulled into the hotel parking
lot. They were at the point of no return.


Serena knew for a fact that once
they were in that hotel room, all bets were off.


She knew this from their former
meeting. Men don’t ask you to their hotel room unless they want sex. Well – men
with balls don't.


Both were silent as Hanson walked
the redheaded wife up the parking lot towards the main entrance to the hotel.
The afternoon sun was hot – close to 91 degrees. It felt wonderful, as it
masked the shivers Serena was feeling from the knowledge that she was about to
engage in the forbidden.


Three minutes later they were
inside the cooled, rarified atmosphere of the penthouse. Even though the room
was air-conditioned, the warmth of the sunlight could just be felt through the
floor-to-ceiling plate glass windows.


The sun was just about to set over
Skyline Hill, and behind it, the Olympics, which stood up like jagged blue
spires, topped by light clouds.


"You want a drink? I have
everything here," said the athlete.


"I'd like a glass of wine, if
you have any," said the wife.


"Red or
white?"


"Red,
please."


Hanson brought a full glass of
expensive rose wine, and handed it to the redhead. He had a tall beer in his
hand. He took a long sip. Serena took a big gulp of her wine.


"This reminds me of the last
time I saw you, Serena," said the athlete. "The hotel was different,
but it was still the top floor, and the sunset was just like this one. I think
it was the same time of year… Mid August."


"I'll never forget it,"
blurted out Serena. "Not for as long as I live."


"Really?" said the
athlete, seemingly incredulous.


"Really," said the
redhead. "It was the most wonderful night of my life."


"Wooooohhhhhh,"
said Hanson. "You're married now, remember?" He looked into
Serena's eyes. He already knew she'd let him fuck her. He knew it the moment
she fell into his arms in the store earlier that day. He instantly read her
responses, as he had done with hundreds of women before her. Her husband was
obviously a dud – fuck, most of the wives he'd fucked had dud husbands. Dull, boring, nice guys – great to marry, perhaps, but shitty at
making you feel special, and usually shitty in bed.


"I know," said Serena.
"There's no doubt I'm another man's wife."


"But you're here."


"Yes." Serena took a long
sip, nearly emptying her glass. "Here I am."


Hanson set his beer on a nearby
table and grabbed the redhead and pushed her towards the king sized bed that
lay in the middle of the brightly lit, plate glass penthouse room. The wife
whimpered softly in nervousness as he lay her back on
the broad mattress, and slowly pulled off her shoes, and then her slacks, and
then pulled off her panties, starting by tugging them down with his teeth.


Catching a long whiff of Serena's
fragrant, full red thatch, Hanson dug his nose into the thick recesses of her
lady forest, relishing the aroma filling his nostrils, breathing in deep while
shoving his tongue against the redhead's sopping wet vagina, slurping up
Serena's juices hungrily as he licked her to her first orgasm.


The redhead's eyes rolled into her
head as she gripped and tugged at the bedcovers with her maroon fingernails,
screeching aloud as her pelvis gyrated and shook uncontrollably, involuntarily
pushing itself against the athlete's mouth and tongue -- Hanson's tongue firmly
ensconced against the surface of Serena's pussy just below her drenched
clitoris.


After bringing the wife to her
second orgasm Hanson decided it was time to fuck her.


Quickly, he dropped his loose-fit
jeans and boxers, his nine inches of manhood springing out like a vicious
weapon. He pushed the redheaded wife's legs back into a wide V, and losing no
time, he shoved the thick, 51 millimeter wide head of his cock against the
wife's glistening, sopping wet pussy, teasing her by rubbing the head up and
down against her vulva.


"Fuck me, Hanson!!" cried
the wife. "Fuck me, pleeeeease!!"


"Beg for it, you married
slut!" teased the athlete.


"Fuck me, dammit!!"
urged the wife. "Fuck me, hard!!!"


Pushing her back further on the bed
to more easily fuck her, the athlete got up onto the mattress on his knees –
the wife backing up automatically to make room for his attack -- on auto-pilot,
she was driven by an intense desire to get nailed, hard.


As the sunlight turned a bright
pink, and then quickly to a golden orange, Hanson re-positioned his two inch
thick cock head against the trembling wife's pale, pink and soaking wet labia,
and pushing himself inside her, he promptly mounted her.


Serena cried out, the tension of
her stretched pussy walls, combined with her desire for the man who was about
to claim her, causing her to shake in a wave of pleasurable discomfort. Hanson
took his time filling her to the balls, realizing that the wife probably was
used to a much smaller man.


As soon as he bottomed out in her,
she was trembling and shaking uncontrollably, the orange-lit glass walls of the
penthouse echoing with her fervent cries.


The athlete pulled back, and slowly
shoved his thick nine inches home into the welcoming, incredibly tight sanctum
of the redheaded wife's pussy.


The wife shrieked in appreciation.


The athlete
pulled back, and shove his massive member home in her again. He held
himself inside the redhead, looking down at his cock, now swallowed by a
stretched, light pink pussy, which looked as if it were about to break. Her
pubes were wondrous – a wild, hoary, bright red tangle of strawberry muff that
cried out for a hard erection to fill the orifice just beneath.


I'm gonna
come in this bitch as many times as I can, Hanson told himself – my cock head
will be buried deep, just past the top line of her firebush,
and I'll fill her with baby juice, and cuckhold the
unsuspecting, weak bastard that thinks he owns her!


But first – he thought to himself
as he pulled his staff halfway out of the wife – I'm going to fuck her until
she blacks out!


Instantly, he slammed his cock home
viciously.


Serena shrieked out his name, her
voice a convulsion of uncontrollable whimpers.


Hanson pulled back, and shoved it
home again. Again, the wife cried out his name sweetly. He could tell her pussy
was accommodating to his girth, partly due to her awesomely rich wetness.


Within a minute the athlete was
nailing the wife like a madman, causing the entire penthouse to reverberate
with a deafening din of Serena's shrieks, cries, whimpers, and undecipherable
mumblings – the man's thick, veiny penis working and
working and working her pussy until she was a blathering, delirious mess.


Over and over again the man fucked
her, sending her from orgasm to orgasm, before turning her over and mounting
the wife from behind, gripping her waist with a vicious grasp while hammering
his cock deep inside her -- making her come violently.


Hanson's stamina was incredible. He
obviously knew how to control his impulses, and his cock had been deadened some
from fucking so many hundreds of women over the years.


It was one in the morning that
Serena woke up. Hanson was asleep. 


Oh, fuck, she thought to herself.
What have I done?


I can't tell Eddie. 


Then she remembered. She had been
ovulating.


She called for a taxi to take her
back to work, and then drove home, her mind reeling with guilt.


The entire drive home she was upset
at herself, and her situation. She knew she could lie to her husband about
coming home late: she would just say it was a night out with the girls. Poor,
naïve software-headed Eddie never questioned Serena – he never had a reason to
suspect anything.


As she drove home, though, she was
worried. And to make matters worse, she was still horny -- her pussy was still
tingling from the two long sessions of hard fucking she had received from the
massive cock owned by the athlete in the penthouse.


Now she would have to test herself,
and wonder: will Hanson Johnson be the father of my baby?


As soon as she got inside her
house, the sensation of complete dread fell over her. Would Eddie be waiting?
After all, they had an agreement to fuck earlier in the evening.


She made her way to the bathroom,
where she cleaned up and refreshed herself, changing into a bathrobe she kept
hanging on a hook mounted on the back of the bathroom door.


"Honey?
Is that you?" said a sleepy voice.


It was Eddie.


"Yes, dear, I'm home. I was out
with the girls tonight. It was Rachel's birthday. I'm sorry I forgot to call
you about it."


"That's O.K.," said
pliant, dependable Eddie. 


Serena made her way across the
carpeted hallway to the master bedroom, where her husband was reading a crime
novel.


"I figured you were out,"
said Eddie. "I just decided to read myself to sleep." He held up his
book, A Serial Killer For
Easter. It was a best seller.


"I didn't forget,
sweetie," said the wife. She quickly hopped on the bed, and after pulling
the covers down from her husband, Serena grabbed Eddie's crime novel and set it
aside on the night table, climbing astride him, kissing him passionately.
"I bet you thought I forgot!"


"You mean, our date to have
sex?"


"Of course,
silly! Well – I didn't forget! I'm so damned horny; I can't wait to get
your big cock in me!"


Instantly, Serena pressed her lips
back against her husbands, and Eddie returned the kiss, moving his hands over
her luxurious body, feeling underneath her bathrobe, pulling gently on her
large breasts, caressing them as the husband and wife swapped saliva greedily.


Of course, compared to the rough,
firm handling she received from gorgeous, toned Hanson Johnson, Eddie felt to
Serena like cold oatmeal. But Serena knew that the best way to keep Eddie from
asking too many questions – and the quickest way to assuage her guilt pangs –
was to fuck him.


She pressed her vagina against
Eddie's five inch girth, hoping he wouldn't be able to tell that it was
thoroughly stretched from the marathon fucking it had received just three hours
previous. She was still wet from Hanson Johnson's nailing her, and she knew her
pussy was going to be loose. She rubbed and ground her clit against Eddie's
increasingly turgid penis until it was at full erection. Reaching down with her
soft fingers, she inserted Eddie inside her and began to ride him.


"Wow!" grunted her
husband. "You feel so… so wet. And so – so
different somehow!"


"It's because I love you so
much," said the wife. "I've been sopping wet all day – I'm so damned
horny because I'm ovulating!"


Within seconds the redhead was
bouncing her big, wide ass up and down, up and down, her stretched, loosened
vagina working the surface of her husband's penis, which – although five inches
long, was thicker than most at the base – a full two inches wide. And it was
very, very hard.


Up and down! Up and down! Up and
down!


Whimper,
whimper, whimper. The room filled with Serena's
cries of pleasure.


Squish!
Squish! Squish!


Whimper,
whimper, whimper.


The sound of Serena's overworked, sopping wet pussy filled the room with the
joyous noises of hot fucking.


The wife worked and worked and
worked her husband's rigid cock, fucking it like there was no tomorrow.


And Eddie, because his wife was
comfortably loose, was enjoying the ride tremendously, because he could last as
long as he wanted. He figured the looseness was just because of her wetness, as
sometimes Serena got incredibly wet – gushing, sopping wet – during their
previous encounters. He had no clue that Serena had just spent the evening in
unbridled debauchery with a strange man. 


Within ten minutes the room
exploded in the redhead's shrieks of climax, and five minutes later it was
filled with a further thunderous din of feminine cries and whimpers. Over and
over again Serena fucked herself to orgasm on her husband's girth, grinding and
humping like a bitch in heat.


After nearly an hour of hot fucking
Eddie could take no more – his wife's pussy had tightened from the orgasms and
it was so wet, so slick, so sweet feeling; it had so delightful a grip over his
entire being -- his sweet wife, the love of his life, the only person in the
world that meant anything to him, her voice causing his heart to leap for joy;
her pussy gripping and squeezing him as she whimpered and sighed in his ear, her
boobs bouncing against his chest as she mumbled incoherently in the throes of
near constant orgasm – it was so mind-blowing Eddie could take no more.


He gripped his wife's gently
freckled, ivory pale ass with a death grip as he let loose with a torrid load
of baby juice, feeling it being sucked inside her belly by the contractions of
her birth canal, as he nearly blacked out in the delirium of release. He lay
back, feeling so much in love as his cheating wife worked the cum all the way
up into her uterus, so it could co-mingle with the sperm cells deposited by her
previous paramour.


 


YOU'LL BE PAYING FOR IT FOR EIGHTEEN YEARS


The next day
Serena was depressed. She was too scared to check her pregnancy tester.
She was worried that if she were pregnant, it would obviously be Hanson
Johnson's. She began to feel the guilt of cheating, as well as the confused
feelings of being so expertly taken, so thoroughly and completely, by
the number one love of her life.


And Hanson?
He was gone! He left Serena a text saying he had to drive to Vancouver, B.C.
for a meeting with his business manager, and after that? He didn't know when or
if he could see her again. He said he was sorry for any destruction he may have
caused to her relationship with her husband.


Serena was so upset she nearly
threw her smart phone at the wall.


And now she had to face everything
by herself.


All alone! With the guilt of having
willingly let herself be taken by another man!  She had no one to blame, ultimately,
but herself. And now she had to face another droll day at work.


"Hey, Serena," said a
familiar, low pitched voice. "You O.K.?"


It was her boss, Jake "the
Rake" Anderson. He took a sip from his latte and looked Serena over. An
expert seducer and worker of women, he knew she was upset about something.
Although he desperately wanted to fuck Serena, and let her know about it
several times by dropping hints, at this particular moment he also felt some
concern over her because he genuinely liked her as a person as well as a
potential fuck.


"I'm O.K., Jake," said
the redhead. "Just had a fight with my husband last
night."


Of course, she was lying. But Jake
wouldn't know that.


"It should blow over,"
said Jake. "Trust me. I've been married three times. I know these
things."


"But this is serious,"
said Serena, wondering if she really wanted to talk personal with her boss – a
man who had placed his hand on her plump, wide ass more than once in the past
month. And she only let him get away with it because he was so good looking, in
a rakish kind of way. 


"What's so serious about
it?" Jake asked.


"We're trying for a child, and
– it's just not happening."


"You been checked by a
doctor?" said Jake.


"Yes, I have. I'm fine."


"And he's not willing to get
checked."


"Yes."


"Yes, as in 'yes, he has gotten
checked'? Or 'yes', as in 'yes, he's not willing to get checked'?"


"He won't go to the
doctor," said the redhead.


"Wow." Jake took a long
sip from his coffee. "That's not fair – for a husband to blame his wife
for being barren like that." Jake knew the word 'barren' would stab
the redhead to the heart.


"Well, he's not actually
blaming me," said Serena.


"Oh, he's blaming you
all right. I mean, why doesn't he just man up, and fucking see a doctor?
Why kind of guy is he?"


"I don't know why he
won't," said the redhead, looking more and more upset, and ready to tear
up.


"Can he get it up?"


"Of course he can…"
Serena looked more and more upset. "Fuck, why is life so… so fucking
difficult??"


Jake, realizing that Serena was in
a vulnerable emotional state, placed his arm around her. At first, his
intentions were totally platonic.


Serena leaned into his broad,
muscular shoulder. She felt so – protected. And that cologne! It was the same
as Hanson's! Suddenly, she felt that familiar twinge between her thighs. She
dug her face into Jake's powerful shoulder, bringing forwards the man's sexual
instincts. It wasn't that he planned on fucking Serena,
it was just that she felt so fuckable. And when he
grazed his hands across her ass she didn't push him away or react negatively.


Jake slowly led Serena into his
office, which adjoined the coffee break room, so they would not be disturbed.
He subtly locked the door behind them. Serena still hugging
him, ready to cry. There was simply no way she could tell this man the
true reason she was upset – that the man she truly loved, Hanson Johnson, had –
once more – pumped her and dumped her. And she was ovulating. And she couldn't
tell Jake how much he reminded her of Hanson Johnson – his physique, his manly
ways, his cologne, his smell…. 


And to make things worse, Serena
was still a bit horny from the marathon stretching her pussy had been subjected
to the previous night, and the rampant, one hour, multi-orgasmic fuck session
she had with her husband soon afterwards.


Jake let the wife comfort herself
on his shoulder, as he gently caressed and rubbed her back, his hands
instinctively making their way back down, further and further, until they were
all over her ass.


Within five minutes the man was
gripping and groping the woman's ass, and she did not push him away.


Jake gently turned the redhead
around, and led her to the short couch that lined one wall of his office. It
was intended for insider brainstorming sessions, but it would be used for a
different purpose this particular moment. 


The muscular man managed to get the
redheaded wife on her hands and knees on the couch, a blue affair that had seen
better days. Serena had worn a short white skirt, and black, thigh high stockings.
The sight of her ass bent over, barely wrapped in the tight white material of
the miniskirt – its full, wide roundness sticking up into the air – and the top
bands of Serena's sheer stockings made Jake's eight inch cock throbbing stiff.


He pulled up the wife's skirt until
it was over her waist, and – encountering no resistance – pulled down her
thong.


"You O.K.
with this, Serena?"


"Just do it!" the wife
said softly.


It only took fifteen seconds for
the man to mount the redhead, his eight inches thrust deep inside her already
well-worked, high mileage pussy.


Jake gasped aloud at the sensation
of the redhead's comfortably smooth grip.


"Fuck! You've got an awesome
pussy!" He ground his eight inch long, one and a half inch wide manhood
around inside the sweet, stretchiness of Selena's vagina.


The wife replied by filling the
little room with whimpers.


Jake began fucking Serena in
earnest, intent on bringing her to orgasm within five minutes, and then coming
in her – because after five minutes people would wonder where the two were. And
he'd wanted to spurt his load inside her the first time he'd ever seen her
lithe body, her shiny red hair, and her wide, firm ass. Now he finally had his
chance!


Slam! Slam! Slam!


Serena had to bite her finger to
keep from crying out, not wanting anyone in the hall outside to hear her
approaching climax.


The man fervently thrust his thick
eight inches deep into the wife, his cock manipulating her already well-fucked
labia expertly. Her pussy felt awesome, slipping and gripping comfortably over
his aching girth, her red bush sending his emotions skywards.


Pound! Pound! Pound!


"Mmmm! Hmmmphf! Mmmmmf!!!" Serena's muffled whimpers filled the
small room as she was expertly worked.


Harder and harder Jake fucked
Serena, holding and releasing his groin muscles to keep from coming, slamming
his cock into her repeatedly, pulling it outwards to keep from spilling his
seed too early, and then barreling it back inside -- slamming it against the
reaches of her cervix, nailing her to the throes of orgasm.


As the room filled with the cadence
of Serena's muffled cries, Jake let go a huge blast of potent, steaming cum
deep inside her belly.


Jake slowed down his thrusting as
he felt his balls completely empty themselves deep into the woman's uterus, and
then he finally pulled out.


Serena looked back, grinning. 


"You finally got to fuck me,
didn't you," she said, giggling. "After all those
times, grabbing my ass. You bad, bad man!"


"You acted like you wanted
it," said Jake, grinning. "You didn't push me away."


"I know," said Serena,
pulling up her thong, almost defiantly. "By the way, I'm ovulating. So, if
you made me pregnant, you'll be paying for it for eighteen years." Jake
blanched. Serena smiled.


She winked gave Jake a quick kiss
and abruptly left the room, leaving him to his own thoughts and fears of
fatherhood.


 


As soon as she got home, Serena --
suddenly anxious at the portent of becoming impregnated by the two strangers
for whom she had spread her legs so willingly in those times of weakness --
used the pregnancy tester.


God help me, I hope I'm not
pregnant this time. What will I do if my child is not my husband's – as I am
sure it isn't? What have I done?


She glanced at the tiny screen.
Immediately, she was struck by panic.


It was a plus.


She was indeed pregnant.


But by who?


 


3000 B.C.: A SUPERIOR MOTIVE TO KILL


Hvalduk
the Weak had spent several moons away from the tribe, including part of the Winter. Driven out by ridicule as a feckless loser, he
foraged and survived on his own. He had plenty of food. Plenty
of time to himself. Plenty of time to think, to figure
– to run, to gain speed and stealth. And by befriending the Sea people,
he gained his very formidable weapon – his heavy hammered bronze axe.


For a while he was able to trade
with the River people and the Sea people for food, as he was an excellent
hunter. 


But most importantly, Hvalduk gained the inner trust of the Sea people, and they
finally shared with him the recently acquired new knowledge given them by the far
away peoples who arrived in big rafts with monstrous sails – those strange
people whose language sounded like the barking of dogs, aliens who also had
darker hair and superior weaponry. Those barking, strangely clothed aliens had
gifted the Sea people with the fine art of metallurgy.


When he wasn't staying with the Sea
people, Hvalduk returned to the Mountain of Spirits –
his new abode, where he knew he would always be left alone.


What Hvalduk
lacked in strength and prowess, he soon made up for with speed, stealth, and
smarts. Days he spent running on the paths near the Mountain of Spirits –
building his strength. Like Gnuk, Hvalduk
was a rational primitive. He no longer believed in spirits. But he was glad
that other people were afraid of the Mountain of Spirits, because it ensured he
had all those hunting and trout fishing grounds to himself.


He spent his nights by the fire, on
his distant ledge high upon the Mountain, plotting his revenge. He would kill Gnuk, and then kill Kania because
even though he still held affection for her – she had already been polluted by
the fetid stench of Gnuk's sperm. Her being taken had
caused him to be the joke of the tribe. His name "hvalduk"
was now a synonym for a pathetic weakling. The last time he was near the
Mountain people's village a small group of adolescent hunters saw him.


"Hvalduk the Weak! Hvalduk
the Pussy!" they sneered, laughing at him. "Hvalduk! Hvalduk! Ha! Ha!
Ha!" The twisted emphasis they placed on the first part of his name made
it sound like another word in the Mountain dialect – a word for
"worm".


He could have easily killed them
all.


But Hvalduk
used reason – something still alien to primitives. It was reason he had gained
through his long, lonely nights deep in thought on the Mountain of Spirits. Hvalduk realized that one must choose their battles, and
that the adolescent underlings weren't the problem. Their leader was the
problem, not them.


Yes, their leader, Gnuk the powerful – the one who caused Hvalduk's
name to become a joke – the immense ogre who stole what was rightfully his, his
precious Kania.


No more!


Night after night, moon after moon,
Hvalduk plotted his moment.


Finally, after months of practicing
using the hammer he had specially made by the Sea people, Hvalduk
felt ready. It was a heavy, bronze-headed hammer, with a leading edge that was
honed razor sharp. It was capable of splitting a small tree easily, and vastly
superior to any of the Mountain tribe's weapons. He had practiced and practiced
on trees until he had full certainty his new weapon would do the task he had
purchased it for: it would split open the massive ogre's head!


It was a warm afternoon during the
start of the first harvest moon that Hvalduk made his
way down to the village of the Mountain people. He had spent many, many
afternoons, mornings, and evenings scouting the village, unseen, undetected –
even by Mnadok, who often was one of the village's
sentries.


The women of the village had just
started cooking the morning meal of grain meal and dried fish for the children.
Hvalduk snuck up behind the tent that he knew was Gnuk's. It was partially hidden by a small grove of fir
trees and heavy underbrush. Hvalduk had already
blackened his face with mud, to camouflage himself from being spotted by women
or children, or a stray sentry.


Soon enough, he heard the voice of
his former wife. She had been sleeping in the main tent with her benefactor. He
also heard the sound of a baby. 


Hvalduk
smiled to himself. Today I either die, or I get my supreme revenge, he thought
to himself. Gnuk has strength and power – but I have
speed, I have stealth, and I have a superior weapon to his.


But most of all – I am angrier than
he is. I have a superior motive to kill him and cut him to pieces in front of
all the tribe. My anger is more powerful than his threats and curses. I shall
win: he shall lose.


For a long hour, Hvalduk waited. Soon enough, the massively built warrior's
voice could be heard, shouting out demands for more meal.


Hvalduk
stepped out into the open, weapon in hand, the heavy, sharpened bronze axe
ready to do service.


Gnuk,
instantly recognizing his adversary, laughed aloud.


"Ha! Ha! Ha!" sneered the warrior. "Look, children!
It's Hvalduk the Weak!"


"Laugh if you will," said
Hvalduk. "Because today you
shall die."


"Listen to him!" chided
the powerfully built primitive. "I fuck his wife!! And I fuck
her every night until she bleeds! And he" – the monstrous chieftain
pointed a gnarly finger at Hvalduk – "he can do nothing
to stop me! The pathetic weakling! Nothing but a
drone!"


Before Gnuk
could finish his sentence, Hvalduk, knowing the
bigger warrior would be slowed from his heavy meal, ran ahead at full speed,
and swift as a slashing knife, he brought down the heavy bladed bronze axe down
atop Gnuk's skull, cleaving it in half instantly. The
body began to jerk and buck as blood gushed skywards
like a spurting, red fountain.


Again Hvalduk
brought down the metal axe, severing the proud lord's head completely off its
body, causing the fountain of spurting, bright red blood to jet even further
into the air. 


Down! Down! Down! came the sharp bronze blade – working better than all the
times Hvalduk the Weak had practiced using it on tree
and stump.


Down! Down! Down! 


The terrible blade did its work, blood
splaying and splashing over the swaying corpse and the wielder, and spraying
all over the side of Gnuk and Kania's
tent, staining it a horrifying color.


The bladed edge sliced and chopped
and bludgeoned – and within seconds the former warrior's shredded pulp of a
body was a bloody mass lying on the ground.


Hvalduk
backed up and held his hammer high.


"Anyone else want to fuck with
Hvalduk the Avenger?"


Mnadok, Gnuk's second in line, had watched what havoc this swift
warrior was capable of wreaking. He also noticed the formidable weapon the
avenger wielded. Like his former chieftain, Mnadok
had learned that sometimes you have to choose your battles. And this particular
battle was none of his.


Instantly, he warded off the other
warriors of the Mountain clan, motioning for them to back off.


"We have no fight with you, Hvalduk," he said solemnly. "Your justice has
been served."


Hvalduk
looked around him. There were no more sneering adolescents. No more
finger-pointing, jeering women. All were stunned.


"Kania!"
shouted the avenger.


There was the sound of crying from
within the tent.


"Kania!"
he shouted once more, still burning with the heat of anger, ready to bring down
the axe on his now-polluted former wife.


The entrance to the tent opened,
and a blonde head appeared. Instantly, Hvalduk
recognized her – someone who was once special to his heart. For even primitive
men are capable of love. You don't sleep next to a woman for a full year and
not have feelings for the one you have vowed to provide for and protect – the
one who kept you warm at night, who cooked you food, and the woman with whom
you shared the rapture of long nights of sex.


She walked towards him.


Hvalduk
slowly lowered his axe.


"Hvalduk,"
she said softly. "Please don't harm me. It wasn't my choice."


Hvalduk
thought for a moment – still hot with a year's worth of anger. The look in his
former wife's eyes started the old feelings in his warrior's heart. 


"I know it wasn't your
choice," he said. "It was I who let you go. He would have killed me,
anyway."


"He is now dead," said Kania, softly, nodding towards the corpse on the ground.
"He was a bad man."


Hvalduk
just stared, not sure whether to take Kania back, or
just leave.


"I am yours again if you are
willing, my husband," said the woman. "But I have a child. His child."


My husband. The
words, even when spoken in her clipped Mountain accent, resonated in the depths
of his conscience, and instantly warmed his heart.


"Bring out the boy, and show
him to me." Still full of hatred for the dead chieftain, Hvalduk was ready to kill the child, believing that it was
a boy, and fearing that it would be raised with revenge in its heart – to kill
the man who killed his father.


"I can't bring out the
boy."


"Why
not?"


"Because
it's not a boy. It's a girl."


Hvalduk paused.
He looked Kania in the eyes. He saw fear. But he also
saw a flash of the love he had seen in her eyes before she was stolen.


"Then bring her to me," he said. "Let me
see her."


Kania disappeared
into the next tent, and brought out a baby, barely two moons old. Already the
girl had a head of blonde hair. And her eyes – bright
sea-blue, like her mother's. Kania slowly
approached her former husband, and held the child out for him to see. Yes, she
was a girl. How could he kill a girl? She would not be raised for revenge. And
being so young, she had no knowledge of her true father.


"Bring her with you,"
ordered Hvalduk softly, after looking at the baby.
The baby giggled and babbled and lifted her little hand up towards her new
benefactor. "We three are going to the Sea village."


"Yes, my love," said the
blonde.


Before the two left with all of Kania's belongings, as well as the baby, Hvalduk turned and faced the men of the village.


"Don't come to the Sea village
unless it is in peace. I am teaching every man there how to kill, and if you
come in violence, we will kill you all. We have many more weapons such as
these. You stand no chance."


"We have no further fight with
you, Hvalduk, or the Sea people, either," said Mnadok.


As Hvalduk
and his new family made the slow trek down the hillside pathways that led to
the sea, Mnadok was deep in thought. A violent,
fierce man like his dead chief, Mnadok had no qualms
about laying a man out with a club or a hammer.


But Mnadok
– unlike his dead chieftain – had the gift of observation that sometimes only
the second-in-command has: the man or person who has the luxury of observing
the results of another's decisions. And – in this case, Mnadok
had the luxury of observing the dangerous modern weapon so expertly wielded in Hvalduk's hands. 


Although not a genius by any
stretch, Mnadok instantly reached an important
conclusion: peace, in this case, was better than violence. Peace would save the
clan, where war would ultimately destroy it.


If we go to war, many men will die.
Their weapons are greater than our strength, and their weapons are greater than
our stronger numbers.


We will lose, and the Sea people –
who we often trade with -- will probably lose, too.


No one wins.


He turned and went back inside his
tent, and ordered his favorite wife inside.


Within minutes the sound of rampant
whimpering and hard fucking could be heard throughout the clearing as Mnadok nailed and pounded his wife relentlessly, hoping
that she once more would grow in the belly and bear him more children.


Life goes on.


 


21st
CENTURY A.D. : A BEAUTIFUL NAME


Serena Farger
rocked the baby, smiling ecstatically as she heard the little girl coo and
babble.


"What shall we name her,
Eddie?" she said.


"I'd like to name her
Sarah," said Eddie. "I remember hearing about Sarah when I was a
child."


"Sarah
who?"


"Some woman in the Bible, I
think. My mother told me about her when I was a little kid. I just loved the
name. I've always thought it was beautiful."


"Sarah," repeated Serena
softly. "Hmmmm."
The baby giggled and laughed in the arms of her mother. The name 'Sarah' did
seem to be fitting, as she was a beautiful baby. She already looked like she'd
be a redhead. She had her mother's laugh and smile. 


But her eyes looked like Eddie's,
for some reason. In fact, they were a dead ringer – even the iris patterns. The
baby's eyes were a rich hazel – just like Eddie's, and completely unlike either
of her putative fathers. Jake had bright blue eyes, and Hanson had rich, deep
brown eyes. But perhaps the baby inherited them from a grandparent, Serena
thought to herself.


The striking similarity in the
baby's eyes to Eddie's was so weird – as it was certain Eddie was shooting blanks. Months of trying for a baby had
proved that beyond a doubt. The doctors even told him so. But by the time they
had prescribed the supplements to help him – Serena knew she was already pregnant.


Serena looked once more at the
baby's eyes. The baby gurgled and waved its hand in the air.


Hopefully those eyes will help fool
Eddie into thinking Sarah is truly his, thought Serena. Then my only problem
will be my own conscience. 


After the debacle surrounding
Sarah's conception, Serena decided that from then on, no matter what, she would
stay on the straight and narrow. She realized just how much her husband meant
to her. If any further problems happened in trying to get more children, she
would deal with his intransigence. An intelligent, thinking woman, she realised that there is an irreplaceable value in love,
something that far transcends raging lust and good, hard sex – after all, lust
can be duplicated and good hard sex can be learned.


But you can't replace true love,
and it's hard to come by.


Serena looked at her husband, and
the baby.


"Sarah," she said,
smiling at the baby. The baby gurgled and laughed, her bright eyes – which
still looked amazingly like her husband's -- lighting up gleefully. "Baby
Sarah… Hmmm. You know honey? I think it's a beautiful
name for our little girl!"


Eddie smiled. "See? I told ya!" He gave his wife a kiss.


Serena looked at the baby again. I
really wish Sarah were his, she thought to herself regretfully. God help me,
how can I fix the pain I feel inside?


A week later
Serena was on pins and needles. She had sent in the DNA samples – she
had purchased a paternity package at the drug store.


She didn't know why she did it, but
the question burned inside her – why did baby Sarah have Eddie's eyes? She had
to know. Sometimes she was burning with hope, hope
that perhaps Eddie was the father after all.


She snuck the swab gently under
Eddie's lip while he was sleeping. 


She looked at the envelope, almost
scared to open it. Finally, there it was -- the results, from a dependable
Eastern lab.


She opened the envelope.


"What's that, honey?"
Eddie walked in from the patio. Baby Sarah was laughing and giggling in her
crib in the living room.


"Oh, just some junk mail. Someone trying to sell me cheaper car insurance."


"Well, I'm going to go back
out in the sun for a bit. Let me know when you want me to watch Sarah."


"O.K. honey," said
Serena.


Serena quickly grabbed the baby and
– envelope and baby in hand -- snuck out of sight and earshot, and went softly
up the carpeted stairs, and then down the hallway and into the master bedroom
with the envelope. She lay Sarah gently on the bed and finally looked at the
sheet that gave the DNA results.


Instantly, she shrieked, dropping
the paper on the floor.


Father:
Edward Farger. 100% DNA compatability.


Immediately, she hung her head in
her hands, tears in her eyes. That one hour sex marathon they had, that early
morning after her dalliance with Hanson -- it must have worked. Eddie wasn't
shooting blanks that night. How could that have happened? But here it was: the proof. It did happen.


Thank you God, she thought. 


My prayers are answered. My family
is whole.
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