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Nick Armbrister celebrating 30 years in writing April 1996 to April 2026. In this Short Story collection, Nick Armbrister has put together several short stories from his various books. The stories range in mood and topic matter. All are for adults. They feature human events, personal interactions, erotic and romantic matters, scenes of war and death, lighter funny and satirical moments, questions about human nature and more. Several stories and forty thousand words. This book is released in Nick's 30th anniversary year of writing. 1996 was the year he started his writing career and when he was published, originally poetry, moving to short stories and later novels. His has been quite a career and very varied. Read this book and enter the world of Nick. This is a small selection of his broad writing. Are you similar to his characters and do you relate to their journeys, both inner and outer? Nick wants to write for another 3 decades. Enjoy. Why not start writing yourself?
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Stories 


Invading Other People’s Wives  


[image: ]


Rich Man’s Wife

The spoilt rich man’s wife was seduced by the twenty five year old workman who came to fix the Aircon. It was running rough and needed a service just like the wife. Her name was Marge and she was fifty two. She was childless and still had her figure. Her seventy eight year old husband hadn’t got it up for decades. It was time to get laid.

The Aircon guy was called Mike. It took him two hours to fix the unit. The motor was running slow, the filter was blocked and the wire frayed; the usual wear and tear. Marge chatted away with him and they shared a coffee and some chocolate biscuits. She briefly told the lad about her life, how she met her business magnate husband and how board she was. At this Mike’s eyes flashed and he perked up.

“About the boredom. We could do something about that right now,” he mentioned, “if you want to?”

“Well now, that’s sure an interesting offer young man.” Marge grinned and moved closer to him. They were sat on the small sofa in the living room.

“I knew you’d like it. Kiss me,” the repairman replied, holding the pretty older lady.

She ran her hands through his medium length blond hair and they kissed. Her actions were hungry and she had been neglected. Her desire was unleashed. He undid her white blouse and took it off, exposing her large breasts which had dark pink nipples. They were erect so he sucked them. Marge sighed and closed her eyes. 

He groped her lovely tits, twiddling the nipples like radio dials. They kissed again and she took off his sweaty orange t-shirt that had the logo ‘Acme Aircon Fixers’ emblazoned across the front in brown writing. Marge ran her fingers over his toned up chest and stroked his neck and face.

“You’re a beautiful young man,” Marge complimented him. He nodded and they kept kissing.

She massaged his shoulders and ran her hand down his side to his jeans. There was a significant bulge there. She grasped it and he groaned. “Take me now Marge. Ride my rocket baby.”

“You got it Mike. I’ll take us to the Moon and back.” 

They changed positions and Mike took his jeans and shorts off. Marge whipped off her cotton bottoms and pointed to her panties. “Take them off my dear.”

“You got it!” He made a show of using his fingers to slowly take off her panties. Bit by bit, side by side, they slowly slid down. Her pussy came into view. She was shaved and rather nice.

Mike smiled and gave a Thumbs-Up sign. He approved! Then he kissed, licked, fingered, explored and tasted Marge’s lovely hole. Because she’d had no kids, her pussy was perfect. A perfect pussy now being serviced by the Aircon guy.

***
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They moved to the bedroom where Marge had a huge Triple King Size bed with mauve satin sheets. The room looked over a small lake; neither looked out of the window. They focused on one another. Mike knelt down between Marge’s legs and made her cum again. Her juices covered his face. She tasted lush.

She grabbed his cock and played with him, noticing how his penis was bent to the right. Would it interfere with their love making? Time to find out! She mounted him and they were together. She gently rocked and held him close; his body was hot and sweaty. She could smell his aroma and it filled her mind with desire. They kissed and held hands while doing the act, taking their time. 

It’s been so long since I had a man. And he was the milkman. He was only OK, nothing like this. Mike is wonderful, Marge thought. Why did I marry a sexually incapable billionaire when I can have Mike?

Both came together, a shared orgasm. Mike gasped and his eyes almost popped out of his head. He bellowed her name and kissed her like there was no tomorrow. She responded by scratching his back and biting his ear till it bled. She kept coming and coming! On and on it went till finally they collapsed together, still inside one another. Here, they dozed, lost in one another like a world within a world. The perfect combination that was innocent and beautiful...

***
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Poor Man’s Wife 

The poor but pretty lady was seduced by a man a decade her senior who knew about life and saw her plight. He brought her some happiness. It wasn't a case of a man in a superior position taking advantage of her, though some would say that. Many people were jealous of him, partly because he helped people and also because he was rich. Like helping the lady called Oppalina. 

Oppalina worked in the market where she cleaned the stalls and pushed delivery trucks around the sellers. She was only paid $10 dollars a day and most of this went to feed her single child and old mother. The middle aged businessman knew of her and decided to act. His name was Brentwood and he was a self-made millionaire who travelled the world making deals and selling things.

This ranged from car tires to men's aftershave. He made his first million by 21 and was now loaded. He declined to state his worth. Being a peoples' person helped as did having the intelligence to spend his cash wisely. A plane ticket to Rio was a good spend. It brought him to Oppalina.
***
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Oppalina noticed the man looking at her. He was foreign and not from Brazil. He approached her and introduced himself. Brentwood was brief but to the point; I help you and you help me. That way we both win. What could Oppalina say? She needed money and the man was nice. 

They went to the hotel and things happened. First they had drinks and a fine meal. It was only her second such meal; the other was at her mother's funeral. They shared roast venison, chicken and vegetables followed by varied desserts and wines. 

In the bedroom they talked. Brentwood massaged the shy girl. His hands were alive and knew just what to do, as was his mind full of desires and thoughts and images. They were all adult and erotic. Both would again benefit. He kissed Oppalina, from her toes to her head. She tasted good, especially after she had showered, alone. Brentwood gave her the privacy she needed.
***
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The girl became alive at his attention and they became friends and lovers. It was a slow thing, no speed needed. He could stay in Rio for a month, in the rich hotel with the poor girl. But she said only a few days; her child and mother were her priorities.
They made love and kissed and held one another. Varied sensual positions. Previously Oppalina only had two other lovers; the dead father of her child and another younger guy when she'd been a depressed and lonely teenager. Now she was a smart but simple woman who always did her best. Her lower class background limited her to a life of servitude. Brentwood would change that.

He taught her the benefits of people’s skills, much of which she knew but also much she didn’t. Knowledge gave power and the ability to change one’s life, for better or worse. This ranged from dealing with people, to handling money, to travelling to new places, detailed instructions on both sex and emotions, and a whole lot more. Along with these workshops they made love.

Brentwood and Oppalina were well matched, the fast learning younger lady and her worldly wise entrepreneur. They were in the hotel for ten days. In that time things changed; the man changed and so did his girl. Something different was built, it would endure a lifetime.

***
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Soccer His Wife 

This middle class family had it all. They had a nice family car that seated themselves and their two point three kids. The house was in the city suburbs an hour from their well-paid but busy jobs. The husband played amateur football and drank with his mates every Friday. His wife was a good wife and gave her man and kids their needs. But her needs weren’t met. She met a guy who gave her just that, a right good bonk in the bushes in the park!

***
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Liam was eighteen and a promising footballer. He had played since he was five and was now a member of two teams. One was at the local pub and the other semi-pro. He hoped to be signed one day for a big city club like Man City or Villa. One of his team mates was Danny who was equally skilled but was a decade older. Danny was married to Anna. Anna would soon meet Liam to do some sporting activities of her own.

It was the usual story of a caring husband providing for his wife in all her needs except one; he didn't show his love for her. He was a man's man who liked a beer, loved football and worked hard. For him holding hands and kissing in public was for weak men who were girls. This own weakness would lead to his downfall.

Danny had his own business as a car mechanic. This gave his family the life they needed. If only he would open his eyes and see what was missing. Maybe then he'd save his marriage.

Anna was aware of the fellow team members in Danny's teams. There was a guy called Liam who she took a liking too. He played in the pub team. She went to see them in action one Sunday afternoon.

***
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Her husband was thrilled that his wife was showing an interest in sport and his own games. She went along with him to see the weekly matches, the pub one and his semi-pro team. This was so he wouldn't be suspicious if she just went to one.

The semi-pro game was midweek on a Wednesday night and the other was at dinnertime on Sunday. This was the one where Liam played; he was the goal keeper and was very skilled. He was also skilled with the ladies and Liam's sixth sense told him that a certain older lady liked him. He had to be careful because it was his team mate's wife.

Anna 'accidentally' bumped into Liam by the rest area at half time. She said Hi and was right to the point: I want you, I like you and I want you to screw me in the park after the game. Ok?

Liam looked shocked but soon came to his senses; he knew what was happening for he was a clued up lad. In the past he'd bedded sixteen lovers and was just 18. Half Anna's thirty six years. She had a son his age.

***
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She told her husband that she wanted to go jogging in the park after the game. This was not unreasonable for Anna was a keep fit enthusiast. Only this time she'd be fucking and not jogging. Inappropriate behaviour appropriate for her situation; she was married to a boring husband who only cared about his career and football. Not one bit about her. It was his entire fault! Now she would satisfy her needs herself.

Liam pretended to jog too and they engineered a pretend meeting too. They exchanged greetings and went their own ways, only to meet by the trees. Here they got down to business. Liam still wore his footie kit and looked hot, his chest and shoulder muscles bulged and his six pack was tight. He also took care of himself.

"You have a lovely body," Liam commented when Anna took off her summer dress. Her legs were long and her complexion tanned. Her blue eyes shined and her brown hair hung loose; she knew the effect it would have. Rampant rabbit time!

I swear I saw his cock grow in his shorts, Anna thought.

"Thank you Liam. You're very fit yourself. I can tell that you work out," Anna smiled as she looked him up and down.

She kissed Liam and held him close. Yes, his cock was hard. She slid his blue shorts and boxers down and went to work, gobbling his cock. It was nine inches long. Oh my, does he work out with his dick too?

It tasted salty from the sweat of the game. He grunted as her tongue flicked over the tip. She sensed this and tickled his balls, fondling them at the same time. She ran fingers through his pubic hair; unlike most guys he left them alone. It was manlier.

Nobody would spot them in the trees; they were safe to do what they wanted. For minutes she sucked Liam's dick. He came in her mouth and she swallowed it all. She trusted that he was 'clean' from any STD. They kissed and he felt her lovely figure, neck, shoulders, boobs, slim waist, thighs and down below. She was a goddess who also worked out; both were in ideal shape.

They moved further into the greenery. She leant on a tree and he entered from behind. His thrusts told of his desire and his gasps of his lust. His fingers played with her clit and she came. Her body shook and she closed her eyes and came again.

"Oh my, that feels great Liam. Please don't stop!" she commented, her hair a mess.

"I've no intention of stopping my dear Anna. I've wanted to bonk you since I was fifteen," the footballer replied. “I used to masturbate and think of you.”

"Oh Liam, goodness me. You should have done. I’d have made love to you no matter what your age..." was the reply.

"But I was underage..."

"Shhh now. You’ve got me now. And I’ve got you."

***
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For two hours they made love. The married lady and teenage footballer. It was quite something. A dozen positions, a hundred million trillion kisses and the intent to do this every Sunday after football. Screw her loveless husband. He was nothing like Liam who scored a hole in one.

***
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Middleman’s Wife
John put an advert online for his wife. She asked him for a birthday present; he knew the ideal gift: a BBMC! His wife was 28 and very curvy. She was also very opinionated and knew what she wanted. She was also up for most things. But she'd never asked for a black lover. This was something new for her. John knew it was good to surprise his darling wife. She would smile for a year after this.
John's wife was called Amy. She worked in real estate and earned a six figure sum per year. That gave her the ability to live like Donald Trump but it didn't mean she had to. She drove a second generation Mini Cooper car and enjoyed fishing. Sex was also on her list of hobbies, with her husband and his friends. They were all white upper middle class guys with good careers and lifestyles. This including fucking one another's wives. There wasn't much they'd not done.
*** 
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The black brother was called Sheldon. He arrived at John and Amy's house driving a mint condition VW Rabbit. It was burnt orange and a cool car right from the 80s. Introductions were made and drinks prepared; the couple each drank a beer and Sheldon a Martini on the rocks. Their guest wore a light blue suit without shirt and white leather shoes. His dark skin was like the night.
"Wow, you're quite something," Amy commented, as she weighed up her husband's gift.
"I am just me. Thank you for the invite. You are a very beautiful and amazing lady," Sheldon replied, nodding.
"Isn't she just," her husband added, giving his approval.
"Thank you," she replied, liking their guest.
Small talk was made, this was the requisite. Everything was scripted except the sex. It began soon enough.
***
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Sheldon placed his Big Black Monster Cock in Amy's hand. "Oh my good Lord! Look how big it is."
"It's quite a size, isn't it? Get a feel of it. Don't be shy." The brother kissed Amy and held her close. She slowly massaged his monster muscle. It twitched and its owner grinned and laughed in pleasure.
"Kiss me again," she whispered, masturbating Sheldon. He groaned and held the girl close. John drank another beer and watched from the other sofa. This really turned him on.
The 'couple' became more adventurous. Sheldon took off Amy's top and kissed her bare breasts, taking time with her nipples. She groaned at the same time he finally came. His cum covered her arms and hand. He kissed her and took off her red cotton trousers.
"Oh yes, go down on me," Amy commented, in absolute rapture. Her new friend did just that, kissing her and tasting her most special place. Her sighs were both special and new; she'd never felt this way before. This is what life was about.
It wasn't long before Sheldon made her climax. Her juices and whispered words and hands running through his hair spoke her of desires and exultation. Her body bucked like a boat in a summer storm. Finally she screamed and almost passed out. That was when Sheldon entered her. His massive love muscle found paradise.
***
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John wanked himself off. He shot his own load while he observed the spectacle; his wife being intimate with a stranger. It was both astonishing and new. He finished his beer and popped a new one just as his wife came again and then made love with Sheldon. It was incredible that Amy could accommodate his huge cock. A modern-day miracle.
All the while, Sheldon moved his slim waist and bounded away at Amy. She wrapped her legs round him and whined like a distressed animal. But she was in no place of pain or suffering. Her mind and soul and being existed only in the present. She'd never even been kissed like this let alone felt this way or fucked that way. She came again and again.
Sheldon turned her about and they made love in more positions. They became a confusion or sounds, wetness, emotions and forbidden temptations turned real; things that existed beyond mere words and actions. What John allowed to happen was simply mind-boggling. It went on and on...
***
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In Trail Formation 
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Cave Lady, Portugal. 

Kirsten lived in a cave behind a waterfall. She was twenty eight and hated the city but liked city guys. She seduced a man from a bank who had hiked to her falls at dusk. The guy was a solo hiker, braving the risks of being alone among the mountains. If he had an accident he was screwed. The man, Kelvin, was an accountant. He was ten miles into a fifteen mile day hike, dawn till dusk. His feet were tired and he needed a rest so stopped by the pool where Kirsten lived. She inhabited the cave behind the waterfall at the pool.

Kirsten was an athletic lady who too enjoyed being outdoors. She left the big city as a teenager and had spent over a decade living in this small but homely cave. There was fresh water and fish from the pool, nuts and berries on the nearby bushes, and fruit and vegetables just up the valley. It was a nice set up and nobody knew she was here. There was no electricity or wifi. This was real rustic living.

Kirsten saw Kelvin when he refilled his water canteen from the pool. He took a long drink and filled it again. Then washed his face and lay down by a sloping rock. He was staring into the distance when the girl popped on the scene. She startled him. 

"What the...? Are you Willow the Wisp?" Kelvin exclaimed, upon her arrival. She did a silly girly dance and grinned. 

"No, I'm Kirsten. I live here. How are you?" the eccentric girl replied.

"You live here? In the water? Really?" 

"No, silly. Not in the water. In the cave behind the falls. It's really cosy. Come and see..." Kirsten motioned to the falling water. "It's safe. There's a small path. Follow me." 

"You just appeared here and want me to...' the guy said, shaking his head. But then he thought why not? And got up and grabbed his pack. Kirsten grinned and clapped her hands. They went to her cave. It was only a short distance from where Kelvin was resting. 

"Look at that..." he whispered upon entering the little space. It was astounding. Water shimmered in the sunlight and a rainbow flickered like a live thing. Small fish jumped in the waterfall from the pool, playing.

"See now, I told you it was nice. It's safe, I promise you. As am I." She opened her hands in friendship and then shook his hand. Her grip was firm and sincere. And her spell was strong and pure.
***
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They kissed hungrily and were naked upon a bed of animal skins. Their own skin was warm in the humid air; inhibitions were left outside. Kirsten held Kelvin and looked into his brown eyes. They had sparkles of green there. She liked him.
And he liked it when she ran her hands all over his body. He was fit like her. They were both a match. Should she kidnap him with a love/holding spell? She would see. Right now, they were cuddling and talking about themselves. Kirsten left out all mention of spells, potions and witchcraft.

Kelvin lay over the girl and smelled her. Her aroma was like a spring meadow, of rosemary and thyme, and juniper and elderberry, something basic but wonderful and very old. The girl was from another time. Did he sense that? He was fine with it. Her spell! 

His hands enclosed her breasts and shoulders. He felt her all over; his touch was like fire to the girl. Her desire rose and she kissed him some more. And positioned her body just right; he knew why. When he entered her it was like being a bird. Up so high and free and happy and what? Words failed here.

Imagery filled his mind, animal images. Not of beasts themselves but the view through their eyes. And the feelings from their minds', like a communal mind all at once. Then it was gone and his own lust for the woman in front of him took over and he was hooked. He fell into her. Into her world. When he came, she came. Her circle was complete. As was always the way...

***
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Kelvin finished his day hike when it was dusk. He'd been out many hours and was tired but happy. It had been a monster trek. He was uplifted and felt fresh and relieved. Like something else had happened. It was true; he had fallen asleep by the small pool longer than he should. But it was like something else had happened too. But what? It was at the back of his mind, just out of reach. No, it must be nothing. After all, there was nobody else out there in the wild. Or was there?
***
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Rocky Screes, America.
Emma got her man, a fell runner who was resting between peaks. She lived under a rock face by the screes. It was a location of solitude and beauty. The runner was almost to the top when she approached him at dawn. She was coming down the stony path by the rocky summit. The man was watching his steps so she called out to him as not to startle him. It was steep and a long way down.
His eyes sought her out and then found her, a girl in a grey dress against the grey rocks and grey sky. A grey but idyllic scene. It was like that at 1,700 metres altitude. The man slowed and waved to her. As he got closer he said Hello and commented on the lack of rain. She replied and smiled. He returned it.
He wore an all-weather running outfit of thick but light weight material and his boots were more like trainers. A mesh sling bag with flask and energy bars and a digital tracking device on his arm made up his kit. Were they listening in too? But on what, the wind and the birds and his breathing? 
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