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I know my husband’s best friend, Cole, like’s my plump ass. How do I know? Because I’ve seen him staring at it often enough. I don’t mind him checking my ass out—as I spend most of my time checking out the huge bulge, I can see packing out the front of the swimming trunks he so often wears. Don’t get me wrong, Cole doesn’t spend his whole time strolling about in a pair of trunks that are so tight they look as if they’ve been sprayed on. He only wears them when he’s at work. Like my husband, Cole spent much of his life at sea. Both were fishermen. When they both took early retirement within a month of each other, my husband opened up a small seafood restaurant where Cole often helps out behind the bar. But that’s not all Cole does. Spending much of his working life at sea and being used to the water, he works part time as a lifeguard on the stretch of beach that is only a short drive from where I live with my husband. Cole also owns a small beach house close by.  

Cole is by far the oldest lifeguard working this stretch of beach, but to be honest, despite being in his late forties, his body is more in shape than any of the other lifeguards who are less than half his age. While my girlfriends, who often accompany me to the beach, lay on their beach towels and get themselves wet while staring at the younger lifeguards who patrol the shore, my eyes always drift over to my husband’s best friend. I let my eyes soak-up his toned upper body that is covered in just the right amount of dark-greying chest hair. As he’s out in the sun much of the time, his broad and muscular frame is bronze in tone and his dark tousled hair is greying at the sides. As far as I care, my friends can drool over the younger lifeguards. I don’t care for them. I want an older man—a mature stud who knows exactly how to pleasure a young woman like me—something my husband can’t do. Since Marring my husband, Bruce, three years ago, he has grown more distant from me. He never shows me any attention. In fact, he shows some of my girlfriend’s more attention than he shows me.  

So, while my husband is checking out my girlfriends, I enjoy the aching throb I get in my pussy when I look up to see my husband’s best friend checking out my bikini clad bottom as I lay on my front in the sand. Unlike my husband, Cole never got married so I know he’s for the taking even if I’m married. I know the fantasies I have about my husband’s best friend are wrong and taboo, but somehow that just turns me on even more. 

It makes me feel horny, just like the way I’m feeling now as I swim shoulder deep in the sea just out from the shore. It’s dusk and my friends and the other beachgoers left some time ago along with the other lifeguards. It’s only me and Cole who have stayed back and I know he won’t leave until he knows that I’m safely out of the sea. 

Now that we are alone, I need to get his attention. I need to think of some cunning way not to head straight home once I’m out of the water. So, with a knowing smile turning up one corner of my full lips, I begin to splash the water with my arms. I dip my head beneath the waves, then let it bob to the surface again. Pretending to be suffering from a cramp in my leg, I wave my arms frantically above my head and cry out.

Seeing me begin to struggle, Cole springs down from his lifeguard’s chair. With his red rescue buoy gripped in one strong fist, he races across the sand before launching himself into the sea. He races towards me like a torpedo beneath the sea, leaving a stream of waves rippling out behind him. Within moments, I feel a set of powerful arms snake about my waist. 

“Helen are you okay?” he asks, head now above the waves as he holds me tight to his hard body. 

“I have a cramp in my leg,” I lie, enjoying the sensation of our wet bodies coming together beneath the waves. 

Although this isn’t the first time my husband’s best friend has put his arms about me, on those other occasions it was a simple hug on my birthday and both of us had been fully clothed. But now we’re both semi-naked beneath the water. Cole is only wearing his cock hugging trunks and I’m wearing the skimpiest bikini that I was able to find. The bikini top just about covers my large pink nipples, and the bikini bottom is more like a thong and pulls up tight between my ass cheeks. I deliberately chose the bikini because it leaves very little to the imagination and shows off all of my soft, round curves. But something else is different, too, about this embrace than all of the others we have shared over the years. This is the first time I have felt that huge bulge of his prodding against my thigh and it feels so fucking good. 

“Hold onto me tight while I get you back to the shore,” he says, in a commanding tone. 

“Okay,” I say, secretly smiling as I place the side of my face against his hard and hairy chest. 

I inhale deeply as I breathe in his male scent. It’s a mixture of sea salt, sweat and suntan lotion. His hot scent makes my head spin, heart race and pussy throb as he holds me tight against his manly frame and swims me in the direction of the shore. 

As we near the shoreline and the water becomes less deep, Cole scoops me up into his powerful arms, carrying me up onto the sand. With waves lapping about his ankles, my husband’s handsome best friend looks down at me cradled against his chest. 

His dark eyes search mine as he says, “Do you think you can walk?”

“I don’t think so,” I wince. “The cramp in my leg still feels pretty bad.” 

“Okay, my beach house isn’t far from here,” he says, heading up the shoreline in the direction of a white and blue wooden structure. “I’ll give Bruce a call and he can come over and drive you home.”

No, he mustn’t call my husband, I fret to myself. I was hoping for some time alone with Cole. 

As he carries me over the sand and to the front porch of his secluded beach house, I rack my brains for any excuse for him not to call Bruce. 

Still cradling me in his arms, he reaches out with one hand and pulls open the beach house door and carries me inside. He carries me across the open planned kitchen and into the lounge where he gently lays me down onto his soft leather couch. 

“Make yourself comfortable while I call Bruce,” Cole says, dripping water over the tiled floor as he makes his way across the room to the phone. 

As he reaches for the phone, I grip my calf muscle and cry out. Cole immediately glances back at me, a look of concern in his dark eyes.

“You’re really in a lot of pain aren’t you, Helen,” he says heading back across the room to where I’m lying on his couch. My body glistens with beads of sea water in the orange glow of the sinking sun that cuts through the window in warm slices. 

“It really hurts,” I whine, reaching forward in an attempt to touch my calf. As I do so, my huge tits wobble and strain against my skimpy bikini top like they might just burst free. I can’t help but notice how Cole’s eyes drift to my tits just as they have so often drifted down to my ass. 

With his eyes still locked on my heaving breasts, Cole says in a husky voice that sounds like its coming from miles away, “Perhaps I should give your calf muscle a massage before I call Bruce.”

“You don’t have to go to any trouble on my account,” I lie before wincing again. “You’ve already been a real hero and saved me from drowning. I don’t know how I can ever repay you?”

Cole’s eyes eventually leave my breasts as he looks at me. “I’m no hero. I was just taking care of my best buddy’s wife, that’s
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