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Chapter One: Dipping the Cock
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Sophie always resists a little when I do something this crazy with her, but I have learned how to be gentle while convincing her that something is a good idea.  Still, she seems a little worried that someone might see what we are doing as I slide my cock past her lime green bikini bottom and into her soft, wet pussy.

“Dammit, Ollie,” she worries while looking around the beach.  “There are dozens of people all around us.  Someone will see what you are doing if you’re not careful.”

I relax behind her on the blanket underneath the large umbrella as I slowly thrust in and out of her soft snatch.  “Relax, baby,” I tell her as I enjoy the tightness of her vagina.  “You know we can do this without anyone knowing.  We’ve done it before, right?”  I grip her hips tightly as I move a little quicker in and out of her muff.  Though she continues to worry, I know that the likelihood that we will be found out by someone on the beach is nearly zero.  Whenever I buy new swim trunks, I make certain that they have a velcro fly in the front for easy access to my cock.  This feature makes it easy to screw my beautiful Sophie on the beach even though there are other people around.

“Someone will see,” she laments again as she tries to steady her body.  My balls ache as I feel myself getting closer to losing my wad inside Sophie.  “I can’t believe you sometimes, Oliver Cooke.”  My wife adjusts her sunglasses and tries to pretend to be looking at her cell phone as I move a little faster.  I am close right now and about to pop inside her warm snapper.  The thought that there are other beachgoers around makes the experience that much more exciting as I grip her hips tightly.


“Fuck, honey.  Uhhhh...”  



“Shhhh!”  Sophie turns to give me a stern look as I begin to come inside her.  I want to yell out as I orgasm, but I also realize all too well that doing so would probably cause the other people on the beach to walk up and see what we are up to.  The county sheriff’s department patrols the beach and there is a zero tolerance rule concerning nudity or sexual activity in public.  If we were to be caught, it would certainly mean a stiff fine and possibly a little jail time for the both of us.

“Ohhh...”  I press my face into my wife’s back as I finish off inside her.  It is not much longer before I pull out of her and she reaches down to adjust her bikini bottoms.

“That’s disgusting, Ollie,” she tells me as she wipes her hand on a towel nearby.  “I’m dripping with it and someone will probably see.  You shouldn’t have done this to me on the beach again.”

“Didn’t you like it?” I ask with a chuckle as I adjust myself inside my trunks before closing up the fly.

Sophie turns to face me on the blanket.  “No, I didn’t come, did I?  How could I enjoy having sex in public in front of people?  You have made a mess all over me down there and it’s leaking out of me.  Someone will probably notice the mess soon.”  She turns and looks at a small group of young men nearby who have been looking our way.  They are obviously attracted to my beautiful, petite wife of only thirty-two years old.  Sophie’s dark brown hair accentuates her blue eyes and warm, dark red lips as she turns back to face me.  I get a slight woody as I see the look on her face.

“You know that they know, right?”

“Shit, I hope not,” she replies as her face turns a little red.  “You shouldn’t do that to me on the beach, Ollie.  It’s disgusting and a little dirty.  The sand is all around and it would be irritating if it gets inside there.”

“The sand?”  I laugh.  “That’s why we have a blanket.  Besides, you are just worried that they might know what I just did with you.  It turns me on a little, to be honest.”

Sophie frowns.  “Yeah, well, it shouldn’t,” she chastises me.  “Most husbands wouldn’t like other men looking at their wives, Ollie.  What if one of them were to come over here and make some kind of off-color comment to me about my body?  Would you still find it a turn on then?”  She focuses her blue eyes on me and I think back to when I met her just ten years ago.  We had both just finished our stint at the same university without having met each other while there.  Though it seemed at first that my future wife was not interested in me when we met, she soon became a fiery sexual animal with me in bed to the point that I thought I was dreaming.  Thankfully, I was not, and we got married about a year later.  I have not regretted one moment of my marriage to Sophie, though I cannot be certain that she could say the same.

“Those guys are just horny college dudes,” I reply.  “They’re pretty harmless for the most part.  As a matter of fact, I was a lot like them back in the day.”

“Back in the day,” Sophie laughs while raising an eyebrow.  “You’ve only been out for a decade, Oliver.  It’s not as if you are an old man and over the hill, you know.”

“No, I’ve still got it,” I chuckle.  “Maybe that’s why I like to give you a little something once in a while when we come out here.”  Patting her hip, I smile wickedly at my wife.  “You’ve still got it too, my love.  That’s why I like doing this sort of thing so much with you.”

Her face blushes a little as she smiles.  “If we ever get caught, I’m going to plead insanity.  I don’t want to go to jail for beach sex, sweetheart.  You shouldn’t want to either.”

I shrug my shoulders.  “It’s fun, though.  I know you didn’t get off, but you were excited about it too, weren’t you?  Your eyes betrayed the way you were feeling about it while I fucked you, baby.”  I lean forward and kiss her hard before she pushes me away, giggling.  

“You are a nasty man,” Sophie tells me with a grin.  “But I suppose you are just a little right.  I do like the way you enjoy me whenever you want to.  I just wish you would find a safer way to do it instead of in front of other people.  It makes me really nervous to be in front of people while doing that.”

“A safer way?  Do you mean like the way a lot of old people have sex?  Go to the bedroom, lock the door, and hope that no one knows that you actually have sex sometimes?  Is that the safe way you want?”  I reach forward and run a finger over the outline of my wife’s nipple through the soft material of her bikini top.  Her body reacts a little before she pushes my hand away with hers.

“Don’t,” Sophie says quietly.  “Someone will see you.  The beach is starting to get crowded now.”  She looks over my shoulder and nods her head.  I turn to see a young family setting up just a few feet away.

“Shit,” I laugh quietly as I look back at her.  “I’m glad they didn’t walk up while we were having sex just a few minutes ago.”

“Yeah, that would have been really bad.  You would have scarred those young children for life.”  We both laugh quietly before leaning in and kissing each other for a moment.  I love Sophie so much that I cannot help but enjoy her company anywhere we go.  However, I also lust for my wife to the point that sometimes I make unwise decisions about how I will behave around her.  Pulling her bottoms to the side and having sex with her on the beach near strangers is something that I probably should avoid doing again in the near future.  Sometimes I feel as if I simply cannot help myself, though.  I just want her.

“How is work at the shop?” I ask Sophie as I lean on my elbow.  

She nods her head and smiles.  “Things are fine, I suppose.  You know how hard it can be to get businesses to buy printed materials nowadays, though.  Even convincing some of them to buy business cards has become really hard.”  My wife inherited a print shop from her parents when they decided to retire early to enjoy their vacation home in Washington state.  Reggie and Caroline are great in-laws and love being around us when they are back here in Florida, but they love the mountains of the northwest even more.  Sophie and I figure they will soon sell their home here and make the move more permanent.

“Just don’t give up,” I tell her.  “You know I’ll help in any way that I can, right?  You and I are partners in crime, after all.”

Sophie smirks.  “Yeah, especially a few minutes ago.  Let’s see, there is public indecency, public sex acts, lewd offense to minors...”

“What the hell?” I interrupt as I laugh.  “Did you look that all up, my love?”

“Maybe.”  My wife raises an eyebrow and smiles.  “I should probably just sell off the business and design websites or something like that.  My degree in graphic design is just not cutting it with the print shop.  I had hoped there would have been more companies willing to hire me for sign design and corporate logos.  Apparently there are much cheaper options overseas.”

“And those options suck balls,” I reply.  “You know you’re better than that cheap shit some of those places are putting out.  Some of the local companies have discovered that already and started to buy more from you, right?”

She nods her head.  “Well, sure, some of them, but it’s still pretty tight, Ollie.  Each month is a squeaker when I balance the books and sometimes I wonder if we might have to actually pay in to keep things even.”  

“Did you pay yourself this month?” I ask.

Sophie shakes her head.  “We cleared just over three thousand dollars, so I didn’t think that it would be a good idea to do so.  I’ve been putting the extra money back in the bank just in case we need it to cover expenses or to pay the staff.”  My wife has three people who work for her at the shop, and all of them were hired by her parents.  Though at one time the shop turned a very nice profit and enriched her family to some degree, the last five years have sapped a lot of the business.  Online graphics needs have taken over a lot of the market due to the cheaper nature of the work.  Of course, if someone is paying people in the Philippines just a dollar per hour to do the same work to design and then print the products, it becomes hard to compete on an honest level here at home.  

“You know that I can carry us indefinitely on my income,” I remind her.  “You can just take your time with the business and when things get better they get better.  That’s all there is to it.” 

My wife smiles and kisses me once more before replying, “I knew there was a reason I married a pervert like you.”  

I shake my head as I laugh.  “Well, this beach pervert loves you very much and will do anything to help you get things off the ground with the shop, Sophie.  I hope you know that.”

“I do.”  We kiss again and this time we lie down side by side on the blanket together.  As we hold hands, we go to sleep in the shade of the large umbrella on the Florida coast.  I love Sophie so much and I want to do whatever I can to help her fulfill her dreams.  She has done so much for me, after all, including allowing me to have sex with her in public.  A woman like that deserves whatever she desires in life.
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Chapter Two: A Sexy Wife
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My job as a sales account manager for a major retailer has allowed me to become fairly successful as I have stoked what appears to be a good working relationship with the executives upstairs.  It has also been nice to work in an office next door to an old college chum, Todd Dunigan.  He is the human resources manager and was the one who tipped me off to the spot in management at the corporate office three years ago.  Since moving in, we have both shared practically everything about our private lives with each other, which is odd when considering that we rarely see each other outside work.

“How’s the old ball and chain?” he asks with a chuckle as he sits down in the chair in front of my desk.

Shaking my head, I reply, “Sophie is great.  How has your love life been lately?”

“Ow, a zinger!”  Todd laughs while shaking his head.  “You do realize that you are married to the future Mrs. Todd Dunigan, right?  Surely you can’t imagine that I would let you keep her forever.  You’re just keeping her warm for me until I’m ready to settle down and have kids.”  There is a strange guffaw that always drops from my old friend’s mouth anytime he talks about my wife this way.  Though it might cause most men to become very uncomfortable with the topic of conversation, it bothers me very little.  I know Todd and the way he likes to joke around with me and my marriage to Sophie.  He means no harm by it and never crosses the line with me when he talks about her this way.  However, I am not certain that he knows where the line actually is.

“You know, you should try to get out more, man.  There are a lot of young women in the world who would be willing to spend some time with the great Todd Dunigan.”

He shakes his head while looking at me.  “Hook me up with Sophie’s sister, Ollie.  You know I would love to go on a date with her, right?”

“You know that Sophie doesn’t have a sister, Todd.  It’s just the one brother.”

“Really?  I thought she had an identical twin sister?”  He looks at me for a moment before adding, “Damn, buddy, that boner I keep getting for the woman who looks like her must be...for her.”  He laughs hard as I shake my head once again.  Smiling, I begin to laugh with Todd as I think about his perverted mind.  We spent a lot of time at keg parties in college together and he was exactly the same back then.  His jokes are irreverent and borderline personally intrusive.  His humor is tasteless and very sharp at times, causing some of his own friends to cringe when they hear some of the foul commentary that comes from his mouth.  Even so, Todd is a very likable guy.  He is the sort of friend that will come to your aid no matter what is going on and back you up no matter how wrong you might be.  This man is the man you want in the foxhole with you, if you end up in one.  A good friend, I enjoy being around Todd, even if he makes sexual comments about my wife every single day.  

“Sophie hates you, Todd.  You do know that, right?”  I raise an eyebrow while sitting back in my chair.  “She absolutely hates you.”

My old friend nods his head.  “I figured that she might.  That’s why you need to smooth things over with her for me.  Don’t leave me hanging with her, Ollie.”

“You can’t keep your mouth shut,” I remind him.  “The times that you have been around her you have said some things that you should have just been kept between us.”

“Well, maybe you shouldn’t have told me about that time you walked in on her mother in the shower naked.”  Todd laughs as he sits back in his chair.  “I think she was more pissed at you than at me.”

I sigh as I smile.  “I told you about that in confidence.  You know that you can’t just go to a guy’s wife and tell her that her husband got a good look at her mother in the nude, Todd.  That’s pretty common sense stuff.”  We both laugh, though I feel a little uneasy now to confide in my college chum as much as I once did.  It is true that I saw Caroline, Sophie’s fifty-year-old mother, standing in our shower last year.  My wife had failed to mention to me before I got home that Caroline would be staying with us for a couple of weeks and that she would be without a car.  I assumed at the time that Sophie had gotten home early and wanted a shower.  I also assumed that my friskiness would be met with a warm greeting and maybe some oral love when I walked into the bathroom with nothing on, along with a massive hardon, before pulling the curtain back to find my mother-in-law standing there in the nude.  She froze.  She fucking froze.  While looking down at my cock, Caroline simply stood there in our shower, the water slowly running down her perky breasts as she took in the sight of my manhood.  Of course, I froze as well as I let her look me over.  It took several moments for me to slowly back away and leave the bathroom behind as the image of her freshly shaved snapper kept scrolling through my mind.  I had seen my wife’s mother naked, and I liked it a bit too much.  

“Look, I’ve got your back if you ever need a place to stay, man.  Just let me know when the time comes.”

“Yeah, I’ll do that.”  I raise an eyebrow as I smile wryly at Todd.  “So, how are things in the personnel office?”

“Good, I guess,” he replies.  “I had to fire a lady just a couple of days ago.  She was stealing company stuff.”

“Like what?”

“The usual,” he answers.  “She found out that it wasn’t all that difficult to get into the storeroom downstairs and so she started carrying out some things that didn’t belong to her.  The sad thing is, I fired her for taking a few manila envelopes and an electric pencil sharpener.  We don’t even use that shit around here much anymore.”

I nod my head.  “You couldn’t have given her a warning instead of tossing her out?”

“Nah.  The bosses upstairs caught her on video.  Had I been the one who had caught her, it might have turned out differently.  Unfortunately for her, they aren’t all that forgiving in the executive offices if you take from the company.  She was a goner before she even knew it.”  Todd looks out the window nearby.  “Now, had she been more attractive...”

“Oh, geesh, man,” I say with a chuckle as I shake my head.  “You seriously don’t do shit like that, right?  If you do, one of these days someone will take you to court over it.”

“I cannot confirm nor deny the existence of any cell phone video recordings of women trying to save their jobs,” he tells me with a grin on his face.  

“You are out of your mind, Todd.”  

“Yes, but I get laid a lot more than you do, bro.”  

“Seriously?  We’re back to my wife again?” 

“Look, man, she’s hot.  Everyone here knows how hot Sophie is.  Hell, I would bet that there is an exec or two upstairs beating off to security footage of her coming in and out of this building.  When you are married to someone like that, you have to know that there will be other men ogling her, Ollie.”  Todd moves around in his seat a little and I realize that he is trying to adjust a hardon in his pants.  Though it makes me a little horny to think about other men wanting to fuck my wife, it sometimes gets tiring.  He is absolutely right, though.  The other men in our building have noticed Sophie the few times that she has come by to pick me up for lunch or to drop something off for me.  They talk about the women who come here, and even some of the women here talk.  It is something that I have come to understand that I cannot control.  And I am fine with that.  For the most part.

“You need to get off my wife,” I tell him.

Todd’s face turns red as he explodes into laughter.  “Not until I’m finished.”  He laughs even harder as he leans back in his seat.  I realized as soon as the request had left my lips that I had made a faux pas of the sexual variety.  As quick-witted as my old friend happens to be, he never allows such things to get past him.

“Alright, alright.  Seriously, man.”  I give him a stern look as I sit forward in my chair.  Todd understands that even I have my limits when it comes to joking around about Sophie.  So, he nods his head and tries to contain his laughter.  

“Sorry, man,” he says after a moment of calm.  “You know how I can be, and after having three cups of coffee this morning I’m in rare form.”

“I’ll say,” I reply.  “Anyway, we have that meeting with the upstairs people later this afternoon.  I’m guessing that the personnel office has to attend as well?”

Todd rolls his eyes.  “Yeah, I got the memo too.  I wish they would stop calling us in like this.  So the company’s going to hell in a handbasket?  We can’t do anything about it down here.”

“It’s not that bad,” I tell my old friend.  “I’m still buying inventory like it’s Christmas and we are selling things in high volume in our stores.  I think we’ll be alright in the near future.”

“Until the company is bought out and we end up without jobs.  There are three major chains gunning for us, Ollie.  Even that big blue box store wants our asses.”

I smile.  “You need to stop with the conspiracy theories, dude.  It’s getting old as hell.  We’re good.  Management just wants us to keep the belts tightened so that things remain good.”  Everything Todd worries about has some basis in reality.  The third quarter of last year saw a sudden decline in sales that temporarily put our company in the red for the first time in its half-century history.  That spooked some of our investors, who then began to sell off their stock in earnest.  As stock prices dropped, there was commentary on several major network television news programs that we were going under.  We were all worried, but the executives of the company took a heavy hand in making sure that we were fiscally secure.  Things are better, but for many who work here there is still the threat of suddenly losing a job.  

“Hey, things will go downhill eventually,” Todd replies.  “Just like people, companies eventually die.  This one is no exception.”

“Well, not today.”  I take a breath before asking, “Are we still on for Saturday?”

“The golf thing?”  Todd nods his head.  “Sure.  I’ll be there by eight.”

“Fuck, man,” I chuckle.  “Eight in the morning?  Why not eleven like last time?”

“It’s too damn hot,” my friend complains.  “If we go out at eight we will be finished before eleven and then we can then go get something to eat and drink.  I think I want a tall beer at that one place near the golf course.”

“The German place?”  I nod my head.  “Yeah, that does sound good.  I guess I can do eight, but my swing will suck the first half-hour or so.”

“I’m counting on it,” Todd says with a smile as he gets up from the chair where he has been sitting.  “I’ll see you later, Ollie.  Have a good one.”

“You too.”  I stand to my feet as well and watch as he leaves my office to go back to his own office.  I am amazed at the friendship that we have and the things that we talk about whenever we get together.  Todd Dunigan is a good friend and I enjoy his company, but I will never again be able to invite him to my house for dinner or a party.  Not after he told Sophie that I told him about seeing Caroline naked in the shower.  No, it will be a cold day in Palm Springs when that happens again, all thanks to Todd’s big mouth.
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Chapter Three: Hardly a Novel
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The stories often get me pretty hard whenever I write them, though this post is especially naughty in nature.  “My wife is the kind of slut who can run her velvet hand over the stiff cock of any gentleman three times and cause him to come like a genie popping out of a magical lamp,” I say quietly to myself as I read the short story to myself.  Chuckling, I lean back in my chair and add, “I’m no Lewis Carroll or Ray Bradbury, but I can whip out a naughty tale quickly and efficiently.”  I have been writing on an adult message board about my own fantasies involving my wife for the last few months.  It is something that I do to help curb some of the intense sexual desires I feel toward Sophie and the desire that I have to see her in bed with another man.  Sexy and very alluring, my wife has one characteristic that seems to challenge anyone’s first impressions of her; she’s very prudish in many respects of the word.

“She’s not a sexual deviant by anyone’s standards,” I laugh to myself as I think about her.  I love my wife with all my heart, but just once I wish she would actually entertain the idea of fucking some other man while I watch.  We have a good sex life, but I want a great one, and unfortunately Sophie just is not as interested as I am in being sexually active with another man.  She is shy and somewhat of an introvert sometimes, and that just does not help my case when I make such dirty little suggestions in bed with her.

My desk telephone rings and I pick it up.  “Still here?” Todd says with a chuckle on the other end of the line.

“Yeah, I’m just finishing up some things,” I reply.  “There’s some work that still needs to be wrapped up before I leave.”

“Damn, you are a busy man.”  My friend laughs on the other end before adding, “I’m heading out now.  I was just checking to see if you want to hit the bar with me for a while and tie one on.”

“No, I’m good,” I reply.  “We can enjoy a few beers together when we go golfing over the weekend.”

“You’re buying.”

“Me?  It’s your turn, buddy.”

Todd sighs.  “Dammit, dude, have you already forgotten?  I beat you on the last hole when we played golf last month.  The deal was that you would buy drinks the next time.”

“Ah, shit,” I say with a laugh as I recall my poor performance on the last golf hole when we last went to the golf course.  “Yeah, okay.  I’ll cover drinks.”

“You should cover lunch too, bro.”  I get the feeling Todd is smiling on the other end of the line.

“Nah, you can buy your own damned hamburger.”  We both laugh before I continue, “Hey, let me go, okay?  I need to wrap this up and get out of here.  I promised to take Sophie to dinner tonight and I don’t want to be late getting home.”

“Ah, the seductive Sophie,” Todd sighs.  “Give her a kiss and a poke for me, pal.”

“Shit, man.”  We laugh again as my friend and coworker hangs up the phone.  I put my desk phone receiver back into its cradle and sit back in my desk as I look up at the computer screen.  “Just a few more lines.”  Leaning forward, I continue typing on the short story that I will post in the adult forum online.  Since becoming a member on this site, I have read dozens of stories and posted many of my own, developing a following of nearly a hundred readers.  There is no money to be gained by posting here, but there is certainly something to be said for having strangers read about your deepest fantasies concerning your wife.  

Moving my computer mouse, I place the finished story into an email folder and save it for distribution to my list of subscribers later.  There are still a few corrections I hope to make before I send it off for other men to enjoy, along with a link to where it will post online.  Then, standing up from my chair behind my desk, I reach for my jacket and make my way toward the office door.  

“I’ll see you tomorrow, Rachel,” I say to the young woman in the main lobby moments later.

She looks up at me, her dark brown eyes lighting up as she smiles at me.  “Have a good evening, Oliver.  I’ll see you bright and early in the morning.”  Rachel nods at me and turns back to her work as I walk out of the building’s main doors.

“Fucking nice,” I say to myself with a smile.  Rachel is in her early twenties and quite possibly one of the most attractive women I have ever known besides my wife.  Sure, I would love to bang her, but the fact of the matter is we are both married.  Fucking each other would likely lead to something dire in our marital relationships.  Besides, Todd has told me on more than one occasion that I have exactly zero chance with the young receptionist.  I beg to differ, but still, I do not want to attempt to make a move on her.

My cell phone rings as I make my way to my car.  “Hey, baby,” I say to my wife.

“Hey, Ollie,” she replies cheerfully.  “Don’t forget our little dinner date tonight, alright?  I’ve been looking forward to it all day.”

I smile.  “Me too.  As a matter of fact, I can’t wait to serve you dessert afterward.” 

“Oh, sweetheart,” she moans with a giggle.  “As long as that dessert doesn’t require me to be on the beach in front of other people eating it.”
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