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  Dedication




  To a certain young couple, who helped us get out of a rut!




  




  Interview with Mr. and Mrs. Tom and Susan [Last Name Redacted] and Mr. and Mrs. James and Anita [Last Name Redacted], Conducted by Daniel Wilson, Esq. on June 9, 2011.




  This Interview was performed as a result of a civil suit, for which Mr. Wilson took what was intended to be a brief deposition regarding when the two couples met. Several bottles of wine later, the civil deposition lay long forgotten in the tale of how one young couple seduced another.




  Susan: Our intimate life slowly deteriorated. Four years of marriage, two busy schedules, and the usual hassles of life interfered. When we first became engaged, and subsequently married, we used to copulate like rabbits. Tom chased me around the living room, the dining room, even the laundry room and the garage. He had me every way a man can have a woman, and he made up a few score new and acrobatic ways in the process. Then things started slowing down. A business trip intervened, followed by a family visit, and then another business trip. Afterward, I got sick for a couple of weeks. Things always fired back up after these inevitable interruptions, but never at quite the same level of intensity. Weeks passed and became months, and months passed to become years. Over this succession of weeks and months, work and busy schedules dictated at first once a night; and then promotion for Tom meant only once every other night. More frequent business trips for me slowed us to weekends only. Finally, we settled for one incredibly dull, listless date on Saturday night and a quick missionary fuck without fire or feeling. We were losing both our intimacy and relationship, and then it became a duty to fuck, a duty which interfered with catching up on our sleep on our one night a week off.




  Tom: I don’t know how we got to this point. Neither of us wanted things to develop this way. I mean, Susan is really hot, and she has a fantastic body. I wanted her the first time I ever saw her. But after four years, well, I memorized every square inch of her body and I knew her every move. I understood what every sound and sigh and gasp meant. I knew instinctively whether I should rotate right or left or thrust faster or slower. I could have written a book on her desires and dislikes, and her wants and hates. There wasn’t much mystery left in our relationship. Hell, there wasn’t any mystery left in our relationship!




  Susan: The light bulb was burning pretty dim.




  Tom: Finally, we decided to do something about it. We bought a few books. We rented a few videos. Some of them proved more, shall we say, entertaining than exciting.




  Susan: Several of them were hilarious and unbelievable rather than instructional or enticing. A few defied the laws of physics and human anatomy, but one really got us going.




  Tom: It was a video about wife swapping, that is, trading mates with another married couple for the night—you know, swinging. Wow, was it hot. We watched it from beginning to end, hands down my pants and her hands up her skirt the first time through.




  Susan: The second time through we fucked like old times. You took me so hard and rough I screamed. I came so intensely, so deeply. Oh, it was good.




  Tom: It was hot, really hot. The main female character was a scorching, little hottie of a blonde who reminded me a lot of my own wife. Long muscular, smooth legs, great ass, slender waist, flat abdomen with just the hint of a curve, full prominent breasts with big suckable nipples, and shoulder length blonde hair. I imagined her getting fucked by another man and I screwed Susan like I hadn't for months.




  Susan: I wanted more; I demanded more, and he gave it to me—over and over. We were insatiable. Both of us. We finally collapsed from exhaustion about midnight.




  Tom: We woke up in the morning and started the tape again.




  Susan: And started fucking again.




  Tom: And again.




  Susan: Finally, we talked.




  Tom: Pretty obvious what we talked about.




  Susan: We decided to take the plunge.




  Tom: The decision was the easy part. The hard part was finding the other couple.




  * * * *




  James: I love Anita a great deal. I just love her to death. I adore her. I adored her the first time I saw her. The first time I talked with her I fell in love, right then and there.




  Anita: I saw him across the room and my heart started pounding. A mutual friend introduced us and I was breathless. What a package. Strong muscular body, a well formed, great ass; he laughed the right amount, gave me exemplary eye contact. And when we talked, he was funny and smart and everything. I promised myself to hold out for as long as I could.




  James: (laughing) Which was about our second date, as I recall.




  Anita: (laughing) Which was the start of our second date, as I recall!




  James: We never did get to that movie.




  Anita: We fucked right on the sofa in my living room. To this day, I don’t know if we got the blinds closed or not. Oh, my, I was so wet. He bent me over the back of the sofa and drove into me. I came for the first time right there, humping the back of my old, familiar sofa. I cried out when he thrust into me. He was so powerful, and he filled me so well.




  James: She felt and smelled so wonderful, I couldn’t stop myself.




  Anita: We were so young, but we were engaged quickly, and married shortly afterwards.




  James: Neither of us had much sexual experience, but we figured things out fast. The learning was a lot of fun.




  Anita: (laughing) A lot of fun.




  James: The first year was unbelievable, it passed in a sweaty, heated daze. But then we started to slow down, only a bit at first. I accepted a new job with a fantastic pay raise and unlimited opportunity, but it was also high stress and long hours. Sales. Marketing. Cut-throat stuff. Sell or die. So, I sold. I was a top producer most months, close every other month, but it took a lot out of me.




  Anita: He would come home exhausted. I couldn’t figure out what I was doing wrong. He didn’t seem as interested in me as he once was. He ate and hardly said a word, and then fell asleep exhausted in front of the television. He worked a lot of Saturdays, but I could always get him excited for a great fuck on Saturday night with the right perfume and the right dress, but I was also getting bored. So, I took a job myself. Secretarial position. I was good at it and I worked hard. I used my money to buy a great dress while James worked Saturday morning, then I used it to entice him into fucking me on Saturday night. Afterward, I would wear it to work in a week or two. I noticed other men, besides James, liked the dresses, too. I was a very good secretary and promotions followed. Soon, I was working the same hours James was.




  James: We were both working too hard and seeing each other too little. By Saturday night, we barely had enough energy for a quiet dinner, a boring movie and a quick, carefully choreographed fuck before we fell sound asleep. Sometimes, we didn’t make the fuck before we fell asleep.




  Anita: I figured this was the way marriages worked, but I stayed faithful. After I worked for a couple of years, the resident, office studs offered a few propositions, always discreet and courteous and never threatening. I always said “no.” But I got so excited about these hot studs who were asking me out. They wanted me, and wanted me badly and it was obvious. Some of the propositions were extremely intriguing. Some were absolutely tempting. I would come home in the evening and masturbate thinking about the men at work who wanted me. I was so horny, and James was so tired and exhausted. He didn’t even notice my pussy was always wet when he walked in the door absolutely wasted.
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