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Chapter One

Abe wiped his brow with a kerchief as we stepped out of the church. It was hard to tell what was worse, the suffocating stale air we’d left behind or the blistering sun outside. “Hotter than sin out here isn’t it?” Abe said.

“Abraham!” Ruth snapped, shooting him a fearsome scowl.

“Forgive me,” Abe said with a chuckle, stealing a glance at the minister, Jacob, on the steps.

Jacob wagged a finger at him in mock chastisement.

Mary swung her shoulders side to side next to me, her long sundress sashaying around her legs.

I couldn’t resist a glance down at her feet. Pretty little things wrapped in leather-strapped sandals. I’d been more than a little surprised that her attire hadn’t caused more of a scandal. Ruth had given a disapproving scowl at the footwear but Ruth handed out disapproving scowls like a clown giving out balloons at a birthday party.

Reverend Jacob, I’d noticed, had a hard time with his sermon, his eyes darting down to Mary’s pointed toes every thirty seconds or so. Even now, standing over us on the steps, he was having a hard time not staring.

Mary tugged at my sleeve. “Take me for ice cream?” she said.

I smiled at her. She was the picture of innocence. And now that the kids had been away at bible camp for a week, she looked as fresh as the day we’d met. Her chipmunk cheeks rosy from the heat, blonde hair bobbing along her shoulders as she swayed in the sunshine.

“You’ll only ruin your appetite with ice cream. All that sugar. It’s not good for you,” Ruth said.

Mary rolled her eyes. She sauntered over to where Abe was standing and put an arm around his neck. “You don’t mind if we go for ice cream, do you, papa?” she said in her sing-song drawl. She glanced at Ruth with a sly grin.

Ruth’s lips went tight.

“Your mother’s right,” Abe said with a playful put-on paternal authority. “You’ll likely spoil your supper if you have ice cream. But you’re a grown woman now and not to mention a wife. You best look to your husband for permission about these things.” Abe gave me a respectful nod. As usual there was a twinkle in his eye.

Mary looked over at me with a lazy, slightly mischievous smile. Her eyes were twinkling, too, and not just from playing her parents against each other, a long standing hobby of hers.

I started itching but not from the heat.

Because my sweet Mary, apple of her father’s eye who dutifully attended church each and every Sunday, knelt to pray before bed each night and then again in the morning before she started her day. Mary who’d carried four of my offspring and been the perfect mother despite her tender age, was a far different person than the woman who she was pretending to be in front of the chapel right then.

“I’ll take you for ice cream, sure,” I said, walking over and taking her hand. “Beautiful day like this is meant to be enjoyed isn’t it?”

Mary let herself be led away from her father and toward the car parked on the dusty lot next to the church.

“Five o’clock!” Ruth called out behind us. “Don’t be late! And don’t bring pie. I’m making rhubarb crumble.”

I turned and smiled and waved at Abe and Ruth who were standing next to each other watching us leave. Jacob was still on the top step staring at us, too. Or, staring at Mary, rather. The way his eyes darted off to the side when I turned made me sure of that.

It was funny. I sort of liked it. Man of god who just couldn’t keep himself from leering at another man’s wife. There was something dirty about it. Our minister the miscreant. Got me chuckling.

“What’s so funny?” Mary asked, staring up at me with doe eyes.

I shook my head. “Oh just…man things,” I replied.

Her eyes narrowed. “Dirty things?” she whispered.

Which caused my cock to flex. “I suppose,” I muttered. I opened the door for Mary and she sat down in the car, swinging her legs in last and making sure to raise her dress so I caught a glimpse of her alabaster calves. The look she flashed me made a tightness form between my legs.

Little demon. My darling little devil. If her parents only knew what sort of wife she really was. The urges that churned inside her. Deviant, they’d say.

The car started after a few coughing chugs, a blast of hot summer air coming from the vents. We rolled down the windows.

Mary leaned back in her seat and closed her eyes, twirling a lock of hair with two fingers.

As I put the car in drive I stole another glance at her legs.

She’d hiked the dress up past her knees. Far enough that I could just make out the beginning of her slightly plump and welcoming thighs.

It made me smile. I pulled the car out onto the old dirt road that led to town and Main street where Tom had surely parked his ice cream truck by now. “What flavor are you going to have?” I asked Mary, staring out her window over the golden fields of wheat, occasionally glancing at her feet.

She wiggled her toes. A sure sign that she’d noticed my attention. “Oh I don’t know,” she sighed. “Vanilla maybe?” She shot me a look out of the corner of her eye. A look I knew very well and loved. A look that made me ache for her.

“You little vixen,” I growled.

Mary put a hand to her chest in mock horror at the insult. “Joseph Banes how dare you!” she said, then let her legs fall apart slightly.

My smile widened into a grin. This was the real Mary. The Mary I and only I knew. The Mary that had me wrapped around her little finger. “I’m only calling it what it is,” I said, playing along. “Sitting there like a little hussy with your legs bared. What would your mama say? And straight after church on a Sunday!”

Curling her fingers around the fabric of her dress, she scrunched it up into her lap until I could make out most of her thigh. “It’s hot,” she said. “I have to cool off. If that means showing a little leg so be it. You are my husband, after all.” Her eyes darted to the bulge in my lap. “You don’t seem to mind anyways.” She let her head fall back, exposing the soft flesh of her neck.

Mary the tease. Mary the siren. Singing her sweet song and calling me to her. I’d jump overboard and swim to any depth for that sweet thing and she knew it. Had me all figured out.

I was powerless to resist her little game. Taking a hand off the steering wheel I reached out and palmed the inside of her leg. It was hot and damp with sweat.

Mary bit her lip and sighed. She turned her head and locked me in a sultry stare. “Joe,” she whispered.

“What, love?”

“I think…I think it’s this heat.”

“Got you all bothered does it?” I asked.

She nodded and gnawed on her lip some more. “It’s got me all bothered, Joe.”

“What am I supposed to do about it?”

She put her hand over mine and dragged my palm up her thigh. Up under her dress where I felt the neatly trimmed thatch of fur just above her womanhood. She pulled me lower, dipping my fingers into her cleft.

I sucked in a breath and stiffened at the dampness there and the lack of underwear. And on a Sunday, too.

“It’s got me all hot and sticky, Joe,” Mary whispered.

“What do you want me to do about it, angel?” Mary liked a tease and sometimes liked to pretend she didn’t.

Her eyes narrowed as she stared at me. “You be a good husband is what you do.”

“How’s that?” I asked.

“Scratch my kitty.”

“Jesus, Mary,” I hissed.

“Joseph!” she said, more feigned outrage at my taking the Lord’s name in vain. Putting her hand on my wrist she lifted mine, then slid it back down between the petals of her dewy flower and wriggled in her seat. “Scratch it, Joe. Make me purr.”

I curled my fingers into the hair above her sex and gave her a scratch there. “Like that?”

She smacked me on the arm. “Not like that and you know it!” she said, giggling.

I dipped down into her honey pot again.

A cloud of dust ahead grew bigger, a car kicking up dirt on the road. As it approached, the driver honked and waved.

Mary smiled and waved back, keeping an iron grip on my wrist in her lap.

I chuckled. “What’s Amos going to say when he runs into your parents this afternoon you think? He going to tell them he saw their daughter with her husband’s hand between her legs in the car?”

“Amos,” Mary scoffed and rolled her eyes. “That old goat’s probably gonna’ pull over and pull one off from what he just seen.” She turned and looked behind us to watch Amos disappearing in the distance. “Come on, Joe,” she said, leaning over to me and whispering.

“What’s in it for me?” I knew damn well what was in it for me. Same thing that was in it for me every damn day of the week. Sometimes twice. Mary had the fever. Ever since I’d known her she did. A bitch in heat.

“Anything you wish, husband,” Mary said with a lurid stare.

I raised an eyebrow. “Anything I wish?”

“You know that’s right,” she said. She was breathing a little heavier.

I slid my middle finger lower, dipping the tip into her sex.

Mary squirmed in her seat again.

“You going to let me pop one off into your stink hole?”

Mary let out a lewd sigh as I pulled my finger out and worked it in again. “Joseph you dirty pervert,” she teased.

“Am I?”

“You’re just a dirty pervert.” Her hand still on my wrist she started working me in and out. “Telling your wife you want to seed her stink hole. That’s dirty and you know it.”

“I know it, sure,” I replied. “You going to let me?” I didn’t really care for it. Probably wasn’t going to. Just liked hearing that she would. Mary’d do anything for me. Best wife a man could have.

She was rocking back and forth in her seat in time with my finger worming in and out of her.

Had me all hot and bothered.

“I’m your wife,” she said, followed by a quiet grunt. “I’m a good wife, aren’t I?”

“You’re a good wife. Now tell me you want it.”

Mary was panting.

My finger was drenched. “Say it.”

“I…I…I…” she said between breaths. “I want you to pop one off in my stink hole, Joe.”

My cock throbbed.

Mary turned to look at me. A bead of sweat rolled down her cheek.

I saw the first row of houses on Main street appear in the distance. “What do you want in there?” I said, stretching out the tease.

Mary’s eyes fluttered shut. “I want your thing in my dirty back hole,” she said, then stiffened.

I saw the ripple of her orgasm work it’s way up her spine.

Her mouth fell open in a silent moan. She sucked in a slow breath, held it, then let it out in a quiet hiss. Her pussy clamped, suckling my digit.

Up ahead Tom poked his head out of the ice cream truck and waved.

I let go of the steering wheel long enough to wave back.

Mary collapsed against her seat next to me, giggling and pushing my hand out from in between her legs. Her face was red. She covered her mouth with two fingers and giggled, waving when she saw cheerful Tom up ahead. She turned and looked at me, smiling. “You’re not really going to do it are you?” she asked.

I lifted a finger to my nose and sniffed the lemony-vinegar scent of her puss.

Mary smacked my thigh. “Gross, Joe.”

Which made me want to really gross her out. I waved the finger toward her face.

She winced and pulled back a little but her eyes fluttered to mine, her expression asking “what’s that supposed to mean?”

“Suck it, Mary. Suck yourself off my finger,” I said quietly.

She drew in a sharp breath but her lips parted. She closed them around the tip of my digit and swiped around it with her tongue.

This small act of submission brought me a delicious satisfaction.

I put both hands on the wheel and turned the car to park against the curb before turning to look at Mary.

“Well?” she whispered. “Tell me, Joe. I want to know. You going to put it in me back there?”

I fixed her in a long and even stare. “I’m your husband, Mary. I’ll do as I please.”

She smirked and rolled her eyes, then arranged her dress back over her legs before reaching for the door handle.

“Hey,” I said, putting a hand on her shoulder. “What are you doing going to Sunday service wearing no underwear? What would Reverend Jacob say if he knew you were there like that you little heathen.”

Mary turned her head to look at me over her shoulder. “I believe he’d have an even harder time making it through his sermon then he did just ogling my feet.” She wiggled her toes.

I shook my head and couldn’t help the smile that formed on my lips. “Get out, hussy. I’ll buy you an ice cream.”

Mary swung her legs out of the car and skipped down the street toward Tom’s ice cream truck.


Chapter Two

“I can not remember it being this hot in July in years,” Abe said before taking a sip of his iced tea.

I took a drink of mine and nodded. “Can’t be easy out in the fields.”

“It’s not,” he said, then leaned toward me. “It’s a helluva time,” he said, chuckling. “Now don’t you go telling Ruth I’ve been swearing out on the porch.”

“You’re secret’s safe with me, Abe. Lips are sealed,” I said, returning his laughter with a smile.

He leaned back in his rocking chair, set his tea down, then folded his hands over his small belly. “Joseph I have a small of a confession to make,” he said.

“Oh? What’s that?” I asked.

Abe’s lips formed a tight line.

I sipped more tea. Sweeter than sin.

“I’m getting on in years, you see?” he said, lifting an arm and poking at the flab hanging from it. “The farm’s too hard anymore. All that bailing and harvest, not to mention the orchard.”

“Looking for help?” I asked. “Could get some seasonals up here to do the picking. I could help you out with that.”

Abe shook his head. “No, no,” he said. “I’m nearly sixty. My bones are tired.”

“You look like you’re doing alright to me, Abe,” I said.

Abe chuckled and scratched his beard.

Two bats fluttered out of the barn three dozen paces away and flew off into the night.

“Ponies?” I asked with a chuckle.

“Nah,” Abe said, laughing with me. “Beef.”

“Beef?” It was a strange thing to hear, coming from Abe. He loved his land. All four hundred acres. Loved to make it grow things. Couldn’t imagine him not plowing in the spring. “You’re thinking of beef?”

“Not thinking of it. Already made the decision. Bought twenty-five head last week.”

That was a shocker. “You’re going to turn this all to pasture?” I asked.

“That’s the plan,” Abe said. “Got a good lead on a bull but I need help.” He turned and looked at me.

“Help?”

“You’re a good man, Joe. I knew it first thing I met you. Just what Mary needed. Strong but not stubborn. You do right by her, I know you do.”

“I do my best,” I said.

He waited a few moments before saying anything. Staring at me like he was studying my reaction. “You’re just what she needs.”

“What’s that you figure?”

“Good, strong man.”

“Abe, I’m a teacher.”

“That’s what she needs. Someone to show her the way. She’s just like her mother, you know?” he said, eyes narrowing.

“How’s that?” I asked.

“Dirty little thing. Isn’t she?”

My stomach tightened. What? “Not sure what you mean?”

“Sure you do,” Abe said, nodding and pointing at me. He leaned in for a conspiratorial whisper. “Dirty little hussy isn’t she?”

My cheeks started to heat and I shook my head. “Abe I…”

“Oh come on don’t mess with me. I know the girl I raised. Did our best, we did. But she has her mother’s temperament. Her mother’s…needs. Right?”

I stared at him with my jaw slack for a moment. “Still not sure what you mean, Abe,” I lied.

He chuckled again. “Sometimes I wonder if Ruth would have been better off in a whorehouse than with me,” he said, looking out over the rolling hills ahead.

Well that threw me for a loop. “You been drinking again Abe?” I asked.

He laughed and pulled a flask out of the front pocket of his overalls. He unscrewed the cap and took a swig before passing it to me. “You’ll keep this to yourself too, won’t you Joe?” he said.

I took the flask and took a swig. It was a long-kept secret between me and Abe. He didn’t drink. The hooch burned the back of my throat. “Shit, Abe,” I said. “You sure that’s safe? Stings like a snake bite.”

Abe let out a belly laugh as he took back the drink and took a swig himself. “Safe as can be,” he said. “Hasn’t let me down yet. Sure I guess I’ve had a drink or two. But I’m serious. We need help.”

My stomach twisted a little. “What are you saying, Abe?”

Abe rocked forward in his chair and put his elbows on his knees. “Would you think of coming out? Just for a little while? Kids are gone for how long? Three more weeks? You’ve got summer break. Help me breed some cattle, Joe. You’ll be back in the city by September. Back to your job. By then the ball’ll be rolling. Won’t need more than an extra set of hands every two weeks or so.”

It was an unexpected request. “You want…you want us to move in here?”

“That’s what I want. Ruth, too. She’d never say it but she’d like having Mary around again. Won’t cost you a thing. I’ll pay you…”

“You’re money’s no good with me,” I said.

Abe nodded. “Figured as much.” He paused for a moment, the chirping crickets sawing at the silence between us. “Maybe it’s a lot to ask but it’d sure help. What do you say?”

It wasn’t a request I’d expected. Maybe I should have. Abe and Ruth were getting on in years. Farming’s hard on a body. “I’d have to talk it over with…”

“Mary, sure. I understand that. I know you two have your life all sorted.” Abe looked wistfully out over his land again. “I’ll be honest with you, Joe. I want to leave something behind for you and Mary. Land’s not much good with no one working it. This’ll be for you and Mary. For our grand kids. A farm you can take over one day. Or sell, it’s up to you. What do you say?”

A strange curiosity gripped me. I wanted to help Ruth and Abe, sure. But the thought of moving in with them, even if only for a few weeks, seemed a little…intimate.

“We won’t bother you none,” Abe said. “You can have the cabin out behind the barn all to yourselves. Few weeks is all I ask. Just to get the herd going. I can take it from there.”

I shook my head. “I don’t know much about breeding cattle, Abe,” I said.

He nodded. “Not much to it. We buy a bull. Feed the cows and let him do the hard work,” he explained, grinning. “It can be hard work at times but not as hard as grain.”

“You asked Mary yet?”

Abe shook his head. “You’re her husband. Figured it should come from you.”

Ruth ringing the dinner bell interrupted our conversation.

Abe rocked forward and hoisted himself out of his chair. “Soup’s on. Let’s eat. Think about it. Ask Mary. See what she says.”

At that moment Mary poked her head out the screen door to the porch. “Mama rang the bell too early. She needs help with the salad still. Can you go in, Joe? I’m going to check on the chickens.” She darted down the porch steps and took off toward the coop, letting the screen door slam shut against the frame.

Abe settled back into his rocking chair and pressed the flask against his lips. He grinned. “Go be a good son in law and help my Ruth, Joe. You can think about it over dinner. Talk to Mary tonight, would you? You’re staying the night I take it?”

I eyed the flask he was tucking back into his pocket as I stood up. “You got any more of that squirrelled away somewhere?” I asked.

Abe chuckled. “I’ll find a drop or two, sure. Go on. Ruth’ll be waiting.”

I let out a sigh as I walked into the house.

Ruth was at the sink washing lettuce. She was nearly ten years younger than Abe. Her face was still quite pretty. Her body still quite firm. She glanced up as I strolled into the kitchen.

“Mary said you need some help,” I said, patting my stomach.

Ruth’s normally stern expression faded.

For a moment I thought she was going to…smile. Which was strange. I’d seen Ruth cry before at our wedding and when our first was born. Couldn’t say I remembered seeing her smile. “Everything alright?” I asked, slightly shaken by the unusual change in her demeanour.

Ruth sighed. She stepped away from the counter, picked up a towel and wiped her hands. “Fine,” she said. “Just fine. Just a little tired is all. Would you mind, Joe? Chopping that lettuce?”

I shook my head. “Wouldn’t mind at all,” I said. To my surprise Ruth didn’t go sit down at the kitchen table, or start arranging cutlery or setting plates. She leaned against the counter, folded her arms over her chest and watched me work. It was a little unsettling.

“Abe out there drinking again?” she asked.

“Iced tea turned out great,” I lied. “Just the way I like it.”

Ruth shook her head. “Don’t be smart with me,” she chided.

It was always like this at Ruth and Abe’s. Everybody pretending they had secrets, everyone else rolling their eyes behind each other's backs at knowing them.

“Abe tells me you’ll be beef farmers soon.”

Ruth rolled her eyes. “Abe’s a crazy fool.”

I raised an eyebrow at this. Picking up the washed lettuce, I transferred it to the cutting board and set to chopping.

“I didn’t mean that,” Ruth said with a sigh after a while. “It’s just at our age…” She trailed off.

“You’d need help?”

“He ask you?”

“He did.”

“You going to do it, Joe?” she asked.

I shrugged. “Have to talk to Mary first.”

Ruth huffed. “Mary’s your wife. She should do as she’s told.”

I cracked a grin. “You sure I married the girl you raised?”

Ruth shook her head. “She’s a handful isn’t she?”

“She’s that and then some.”

I saw Ruth watching me as I hacked at the lettuce. “You’re good for her, Joe. You’re a good man.” Another pause. “You mean to breed her again?”

Gasping caused a fleck of spit to fly down my windpipe. I broke out into a violent cough, covering my mouth with a hand. It took a good minute to regain my composure.

Ruth was staring down her nose at me as if she’d just asked what the weather was supposed to be like the next day.

“Excuse me I…something went down the wrong way.”

She shrugged. “Just a simple question. Don’t you like a woman with a big belly?”

Ruth did this from time to time. Under that hard exterior, behind those steely eyes there was mischief cooking in that woman. I knew it. Mary knew it. Abe damn well did.

The screen door creaked open then slammed shut.

We both turned to see Mary standing there with a basket full of eggs. “What’s going on here?” she asked, eyes darting between me and her mother.

“Just having a chat,” Ruth said.

Mary’s lips went a little tight. She didn’t know what but I could tell she was sure her mother was up to something. “That so?”

“It is,” Ruth replied, casually examining her nails.

Mary looked at me. “You flirting with my mama?” she said.

Ruth’s jaw dropped open and she sucked in a sharp breath. “Mary Banes! I have half a mind to wash that mouth out with soap!”

Mary, having gotten under Ruth’s skin, flashed an innocent smile at Ruth’s exasperation. “I was only joking, mama,” she said.

As Ruth turned to leave I caught a glimpse of her fiddling with the top button of her dress. “I’m going to get washed up. Call your father in,” she said.

“He must be real tired,” Mary said. “Fell asleep right in his chair. Can you believe it?” she said, strolling across the kitchen swinging the basket with eggs.

Ruth shook her head before disappearing up the stairs.

I turned to look at Mary. “What are you doing?” I asked.

She shrugged. “Just having a little fun.” She reached into the basket and brought out a large brown egg, turned it around in her fingers, staring at it.

“You’re going to give your poor mother a heart attack one of these days with that behaviour,” I said, wiping my hands on the towel and walking over to where she was standing. I put my arms around her back and pulled her close.

“You saying you don’t like the way I behave?” Mary asked with a sly grin.

“I didn’t say that. I said your mama doesn’t.”

Mary looked up into my eyes with a big smile on her face. “What were you two talking about?” she asked softly, touching the tips of her fingers to my cheek in a caress.

I could have kissed her right then if I didn’t hear Ruth stomping back down the stairs. “I’ll tell you after dinner,” I said, leaning forward and pecking her forehead. “Best get Abe woken up.” Stepping past her I caught my toe on the table leg and jerked sideways at the pain, bumping Mary. I heard the sound of the egg cracking a second later on the old wooden floor.

“Now look what you’ve done!” Ruth snapped at Mary. “Gone and made a mess!”


Chapter Three

We said grace and ate our dinner mostly in silence. Abe swayed his way through the meal. By the time the crumble came out he was mostly sober but yawning like a lion in the desert heat. He gobbled up two helpings pretending not to notice Ruth glaring at him.

Ruth sat upright in her chair carefully chewing each bite of crumble and sipping her tea.

I nearly grunted when I felt something poke the inside of my thigh. Looking across the table I saw Mary grinning at me. A quick glance between my legs revealed her big toe crawling toward my crotch. I shot her a stern look that only made her giggle.

Her toe didn’t stop moving and soon it was at the root of my ballooning cock, grazing lower and circling my sack before dragging up and scratching at the base of my member again.

Ruth sighed.

“That was delicious, Ruth,” I said, trying to keep the tightness out of my voice.

“Room for seconds?” Ruth asked.

I patted my belly. “My mouth says yes but my gut says I couldn’t possibly. The whole meal was perfect.”

“Hopefully not better than you get back home,” Ruth said. Her eyes darted to Mary for an instant before she stood up and started collecting plates.

Mary shot her an angry glare when she turned around.

I decided it was time to extricate myself from my predicament. “You better leave those to me, Ruth or we’re not coming back. I swear it.”

Ruth set her plate down on the counter and thought for a moment, then turned around with that almost smile flirting with the corners of her mouth again. “What a gentleman,” she said. She walked around the table and slapped a palm down on Abe’s shoulder.

Abe snorted awake and looked around trying to get his bearings. “Huh?”

“Come on old man,” Ruth said. “You must have spent too much time in the sun today. Let’s let the kids take care of the dishes.”

Abe grumbled, wiped the drool that had collected on his lips with the back of his hand, then hauled himself to his feet, his chair nearly falling down behind him as he did.

Ruth shook her head, took him by the hand and dragged him toward the stairs. “Good night you two,” she said. “Don’t forget God’s watching when you go to bed.”

My eyes went up as I looked at Mary.

Ruth and Abe disappeared up the steps.

Mary rolled her eyes and shook her head.

“What’s gotten into her?” I asked once they were gone.

Mary waved at the stairs. “She always gets like this.”

“She does?” I asked.

“Sure.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever…you know what she asked me today? She asked if I was going to breed you again.”

Mary smirked. “That’s because…” she said, taking a step toward me and unexpectedly cupping my cock with her hand.

This time I did grunt at the pressure.

“That’s because you’ve only seen her when my belly’s about to burst or right after it just did.”

“What?”

Mary sneered. “She’s dirty, Joe. Just like her daughter.”

“What? Stop that!”

Mary leaned closer and nodded. “Oh she is. When nothing’s being bred around her she gets all…itchy.”

“Alright now that’s disgusting.”

Mary clenched her hand into a fist around my organ. “What’s dirty about it, Joe? It’s just nature. It’s the way we were made.” She leaned forward, tilted her head and sniffed my neck. Then she poked her tongue out of her mouth and licked me.

My cock throbbed in her grip. “Let me get these dishes washed so we can go upstairs.” I turned around rolled up my sleeves and turned on the water.

Mary didn’t back down. She reached around and stroked my cock through my trousers. “I still owe you from before,” she whispered.

My cock flexed in her hand, which made her giggle.

She kept rubbing as I scrambled to get the pots clean.

Mary tucked her hand into my pants and underwear and ran the tip of her finger around my throbbing cock head. “What about it, Joe? You going to put another baby in me?”

My breath caught in my chest for a moment. “Sweetheart we’ve got four already. Isn’t that enough?”

Mary giggled. “Yeah. Probably is. But it’s fun trying, isn’t it?”

The thought of trying hardened me completely. “You’re not going back on your promise from before, are you?” I teased.

“Of what? Letting you into my stink? You’d never do that Joseph Banes. I know you better than that.”

She was right. I never would. But there’d been many an occasion when I’d fucked Mary on all fours and stared at her cute little ring of muscle winking back at me. It was a dirty fantasy, fucking her back hole, made dirtier by Mary calling it her stink. But I knew I’d never go there. Even Mary had her boundaries.

Mary slid her fingers down my length. “I wonder if that old sow’s up there trying to revive papa enough to give her a seeing to,” she said, giggling again.

“Mary!” I hissed. Sometimes she came up with the dirtiest things. I wondered if she should have been born a man.

“What? I saw the way she was looking at you when I walked in.”

I dropped a salad plate in the sink with a clatter. “Shit,” I muttered.

Mary squeezed my cock so hard I thought I was going to pop. “You stop that profanity!” she growled.

Jerking my hips back did nothing to release Mary’s choke hold on my snake. “Oh what, as if what you said wasn’t…”

“That wasn’t anything,” she said, interrupting. “That’s just nature. We were built to breed.”

I tried to act offended but it was hopeless. Truth was I found the juxtaposition of Mary’s virginal facade and her filthy inner life delicious. Pressing through the urge to spin her around and bend her over the table, I finished up the last few dishes and wiped my hands on a towel and pulled Mary’s hand out of my trousers. “Come on let’s go look at the stars,” I said, turning to face her.

Her expression fell. “Joooe,” she moaned.

It wasn’t what I wanted to do but I’d promised Abe and Ruth I’d ask her tonight about helping at the farm and I was a man of my word. “Won’t take long I promise. Can’t get a view like this in the city.”

She bit her lip and glanced at the lump she’d inspired between my legs. “But I want it, Joe,” she said, pouting.

Hot merciful chocolate she was something. “Oh you’re gonna’ get it,” I said, nodding. “I have half a mind to spank you six ways to Sunday for your behaviour. When your husband says he wants to take you outside to look at the stars you obey him like a good woman, you hear?” I couldn’t keep a smile from cracking on one corner of my mouth.

Mary’s eyes went wide with excitement. “You wouldn’t,” she said, daring me with her smile.

“I’m your husband. I’ll do as I please.”

That got Mary so hot and bothered she started shifting her weight from one foot to the other like she was trying to rub one out with her thighs right there in the kitchen. She was a firecracker, my Mary was, but a firecracker who liked to be kept in line by a firm hand. “You get me all worked up when you talk like that,” Mary whispered. Her hand fell between her legs and she started rubbing her crotch.

I grabbed her wrist and yanked it away. “You little hussy,” I growled. “Don’t you touch your pussy without my permission.”

Mary sucked in a tiny gasp of air.

“Now turn around and come outside with me or you’ll get nothing but a spanking tonight, you hear me?”

Mary’s head started bobbing up and down in an eager nod. “Y-yes sir,” she stammered.

We walked out into the cooling darkness. We’d just leaned against the porch railing when we heard a caterwaul rise up from the barn.

Mary’s eyes lit up again. “That barn cat’s got a need,” she purred.

The noise died down.

“What’d you want to talk to me about before?” Mary asked, pressing her hip against mine and reaching over to try and grab my sex again.

I swatted her hand away. “This is serious. Now listen. Abe asked me something but I said I’d have to talk to you about it first. He told you anything?”

Mary shook her head.

“He just bought twenty-five head of cattle, Mary.”

Mary’s mouth fell open. “What?”

I sighed. Would have been nice if Abe had laid some groundwork for this. “He’s getting into beef. Says it’ll be easier to pass the farm along to us that way when the time comes.”

Mary shook her head. “That old…he’s crazy.”

“That’s what your mother said. I thought about it, Mary. It makes sense. They’re getting older. Farming’s hard. He just…he needs help.” I let that sink in for a moment.

It took Mary that long to start shaking her head. “Oh no. No way. He didn’t…did he ask you to…”

“He asked us to stay for a little bit. Help him get things rolling and all that.”

“You didn’t say yes, did you?”

“I said I had to talk to you.”

“Well my answer’s ‘no,’” Mary said without a hint of regret.

“Now hear me out.”

“No. And no. And. No. Joe I can barely stand my mother for a weekend and you want to spend the whole summer here?”

“I don’t want to, Mary. But think about it. Your father’s right. If the time does come when he can’t run the business any more, and it will, it’ll be loads easier to be doing beef than wheat.”

“What are you talking about?” she snapped. “You haven’t farmed a day in your life!”

“I know that but Abe said, your father said he’d show me the ropes. I thought about it over dinner. It won’t be that bad and besides what would we do at home? What kind of trouble would we get into there with the children away?”

This made Mary smile. “All kinds of dirty trouble, Joseph,” she said, trying to reach for my cock again.

Fighting the gnawing ache that made me want to let her touch me, I brushed her hand away again.

“Joe! Come on.”

“What?”

She bit her lip. “Kitty’s itchy.”

I shuddered at that. Mary and her filthy mouth was a more potent aphrodisiac than any pill you could take. “You’ll get yours,” I said, brushing the backs of my fingers against her cheek. “When you agree to let me help your pa.”

Mary’s jaw dropped. “Don’t you dare blackmail me like that Joe!” she snapped, pointing a finger at me.

I tilted my head and touched her arm. “Of course I wouldn’t. But come on, sweetheart. It’s your father. It’s your family. Family’s everything, remember? Let’s do what we can to help.”

Her shock twisted into something else. Something a little more sinister. She shook her head. “I don’t know, Joe. I don’t think this is a good idea.”

“Why? Because of your mother? We’ll sort that out and…”

“It’s not because of my mother, Joe. It’s not just that,” she whispered. She turned to look out over the fields.

“What is it then?”

Mary raised her hand and started chewing on a fingernail, which was never good. She’d rid herself of that habit years ago.

“What are you doing that for again?” I asked, pulling her hand away from her mouth.

“Oh…um, sorry,” she muttered.

I put a hand on her shoulder and turned her so she was facing me. “Baby? What is it?”

Mary looked…sheepish. Which was about as strange as Ruth smiling.

I scowled, trying to make out what was going on in her pretty little head. “What is it? You can tell me.”

She shook her head like a child who’s been scolded one too many times for tattling and doesn’t want to tell the truth because of it.

“Come on, now. It’s me. Joe. Your husband, remember? Out with it.”

Her brow arched in concern.

I could tell she was really going through something.

The barn cat yowled in the distance.

It made Mary jump. Her eyes darted side to side like a cornered animal.

I’d never seen her like this. “Mary? What’s gotten into you?”

“Oh Joe,” her brow arching like she was going to cry.

And from somewhere in the deep, dark recesses of my mind a finger of worry poked out. This wasn’t nothing. This was serious. “Are you okay?” I asked. “You need some water?”

She shook her head.

I felt sorry for her but I was getting a little tired of this game and getting a little tired of not being in bed yet.

Mary looked like she might crack in two. Sandwiched between whatever was bothering her and her husband, who, as much as she teased, she would never disobey. “Oh Joe don’t make me,” she moaned.

I folded my arms across my chest. “Right now.”

She chewed the inside of her cheek. Her lips started to tremble.

“Now, Mary. I mean it.”

“Ohhhhhh,” she moaned. Her eyes shot up to meet mine. “Oh I’ve been bad, Joe.”

That got me right by the throat. Bad? Sure, Mary was bad but only when I let her. What could be so bad she didn’t want to tell me. That finger of worry scratched at my brain. “Bad how?” I said, bracing myself.

“I’ve been bad.”

“Mary say it!” I snapped and immediately regretted my tone.

It snapped her right into line, though. She stood up straight, arms at her sides like she’d just been rapped across the knuckles by a schoolmarm. She let out a soft sigh. “I’ve been all kinds of bad, Joe.”

“What? What sort of bad?” A jolt of nerves shook me but I kept staring her down.

“It was back before I knew you, Joe. I didn’t mean anything by it, either. It just…I think it’s just the way I was made.”

Worry and puzzlement and frustration all twisted together inside me into a tight knot. I let out a breath, trying to release the tension haunting me. “How were you made? What happened before you knew me?”

Her expression hardened. It was her temper flaring and her will solidifying inside her all at once.

I’d seen her look like that before and it didn’t usually end well.

“Joe I’ve done things. Bad things. Dirty things. Oh Lord…” she said, panting and fanning herself the way Ruth had done in the kitchen.

Dirty things?

My gut clenched. What in the name of…

“I was young and no one told me…how to…deal with myself. How to…get past my urges,” she said quietly, her eyes darting to the wooden porch boards we were standing on.

“Urges?” I whispered. My mind was racing a million miles a minute. Of course I knew Mary was bad. But this was the first I’d heard of her being bad outside of the bonds of our marriage. I hadn’t even considered it. Growing up as religious as she did I just assumed she’d…

“Don’t hate me for it?” she begged, gripping my arm.

“I don’t hate you.”

“Promise you won’t if I tell you?”

The wind left my lungs. How bad was this going to be? “I…I promise.” It wasn’t a promise I was at all sure I could keep.

“Alright,” Mary whispered. “If you promise then I’ll tell you.”

“Tell me what?” I said, teeth nearly clenched.

Mary scratched at her cheek and looked up at me with puppy dog eyes. “I was a bad kitten, Joe. But kitty was itchy and…”

And? And?!?

“I let somebody scratch.”

My mind filled with fireworks.


Chapter Four

I grabbed her far more firmly than I’d intended. Thankfully I didn’t shake her, though it took every ounce of will not to. “You let…you mean…a boy…”

“I was nineteen, Joe. Just finished school and with nothing to do. It was the year before I met you. And it was so hot that year, Joe, you remember? The drought? The days were so hot and the nights were so long and boooring.”

“And?” I said, breathless. It was only then that I realized my cock was throbbing between my legs. Flexing and relaxing the way it did when it pumped Mary full of seed. And it was drooling. Oozing hot liquid out of the tip that was going to form a dark stain on the front of my trousers.

And through the blinding jealousy coursing through me there was a constant chug, chug, chug of the most potent lust I’d ever experienced.

Mary. My sweet, dirty Mary, was even more of a hussy than I’d thought. She’d had…relations with another man, whatever they might have been, before she met me.

In this modern age that probably shouldn’t have come as a shock. But because of Mary’s background I’d thought she wasn’t like that. I’d only ever known her as the chaste twenty year old who I’d fallen in love with on sight. I never for a moment suspected there was anyone else in her past. Not with the way her parents raised her.

A more profound realization shook through me and solidified my arousal. I’d always taken for granted that Mary’s proclivity for fornication had only ever been directed at me. This revelation, that in those long, hot, boooring nights when she was just nineteen she’d felt the itch just as powerfully as she did now. So much she had to find a boy to scratch with.

“Do you hate me?” she whispered.

The question yanked me from my jealous torpor back into the moment. “Jeez, Mary, of course I don’t hate you. Just…tell me about it. It’ll be alright.” Which I was not sure of at all, either. But my curiosity was driving me wild and not just that. The idea of Mary being intimate with another man was…dizzying. In the strangest way. Not necessarily in a bad way. Which was almost more than I could handle.

“Well,” she said, then sighed and tilted her head to one side. “We had this farmhand that summer, see?”

Whack!

A shot to the ribs.

“Go on,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

“Papa hired him. He was from out further west somewhere. And I’d never seen a boy like that. Well, a man, I suppose I should call him. He was twenty-two.”

Groan.

Already my mind was spinning with the vision of Mary spreading her ripe thighs and inviting some muscled farmhand into herself. Into that sacred flower that I’d only ever thought of as mine. “Did you…did you…” I couldn’t bring myself to form the words.

Mary looked aghast. “Oh gosh no, Joe! I would never…not before…not before a wedding. It wasn’t like that,” she said shaking her head.

“Then what was it like?” I asked, my voice far tighter than I would have liked.

“He just…well, he scratched me. Down there. Like you did in the car this afternoon.”

A simultaneous whoosh of relief and pang of burning jealousy tore through me. Still, I said a silent prayer. This was better than what could have been. I let out the breath I’d been holding for the last dozen or so seconds. “Okay. That’s okay. It’s okay, Mary,” I said, nodding.

“It is? Are you sure?”

“I’m…I’m sure,” I said, regaining my senses. “As long as you didn’t…you know.”

Mary shook her head. “Oh no, Joe. It wasn’t like that. He just fingered me in the pussy.”

Something popped inside me like a gunshot. Growling, I spun Mary around and bent her over the porch rail, not even sure of what I was doing myself.

She gasped and turned to look at me over her shoulder, her eyes falling to where I was fiddling with my belt. “Joe?” she whispered.

And there really was no good explanation for what I was about to do. Nor any reasonable cause. I just had to. I suppose that was the way I was made. “I’m going to teach that dirty little pussy of yours a lesson,” I snapped.

Mary shuddered in my grip. She grabbed the railing with both hands, bracing herself for the onslaught she was about to receive. And god help me if she didn’t look like she was enjoying it, in a sort of shocked, scandalous sort of way.

My cock popped out red and throbbing with clear fluid seeping from the tip. I grabbed Mary’s skirt and yanked it up over her round rear to discover the little hussy still hadn’t put on any underwear. “Why you dirty little…” I seethed. Grabbing her ass cheek with one hand I pried it to the side, exposing the tiny hole that led to her back tunnel. As I pressed my cock against her snatch I found it dripping wet. She was turned on by this. That was so arousing it made me dizzy.

Still panting she craned her neck and looked at me again. “Put it in me, Joe. Shove that big club inside me and teach my dirty pussy a lesson,” she begged.

Her filthy mouth pulled a trigger inside me. My hips jutted forward, spearing the head of my cock into her tight slit with a wet squish.

Mary sucked in a breath, then moaned. “Oh Joe,” she whispered. “Deeper. Deeper please. Pump a big load into me. I want to feel it dripping down my legs when we go upstairs.” She pushed back, trying to impale herself on my organ.

My mind was reeling from her revelation. Staring at her sticky lips swallowing my shaft I couldn’t help but imagine another man’s hand there, diddling her pussy until her body twisted in the shape of pleasure. I stabbed the rest of my meat into her cunt and groaned at how tight she felt around my cock.

Fingers of pleasure flickered up from in between my legs and tickled my brain. My body started pumping, thrusting in and out of Mary’s dripping crevice. Suddenly I felt a powerful and intense need to claim her, to show her she was really mine and always would be. I pushed the tip of my thumb against her sphincter.

Mary’s eyes shot open and she turned to look at me again. “Yes, Joe. Yes!” she said, trying to ogle my digit about to enter her back hole. “You punish that stink hole too, Joe. Show me what a bad girl I was.”

My cock lurched inside her, seed already pooling at it’s base. I pressed the tip of my thumb into the ring of muscle.

It clenched around me and Mary sucked in a breath.

This wasn’t usual for us. As much as we talked dirty about her back hole we’d never actually gone and done anything about it.

But watching my thumb disappear into her put a need in me. A powerful one. Mary was mine and she needed to know it. I kept penetrating her until my thumb was buried inside the damp heat of her ass hole.

“Oh lord, Joe, that…that feels good. Wiggle it around some,” she asked, breathing heavily.

I twisted my thumb inside her ass hole and jiggled the tip against the walls of her anus. In that moment the idea formed. Terrifying and titillating all at once, I imagined what it might be like to see Mary in that exact position with another man. My cock hardened inside her and I could feel it drooling pre-seed already.

“Oh Joe, oh Joe, oh Joe,” Mary panted. Her pussy had already started to suckle on my engorged cock. I could feel it slurping, getting ready to drink up my coming emission.

“You dirty little hussy,” I growled.

“Oh yes, Joe. I’m a dirty girl. I was so dirty letting that big beast of a farmhand finger my pussy wasn’t I? You show me what a dirty girl I am!”

Had I not been in the throes of pleasure I would have worried about her parents hearing. In my state I had no such concern. “You dirty little whore.”

This made Mary tremble. Releasing her grip on the banister she grabbed the top of her dress and yanked it open sending buttons flying and her generous tits tumbling out.

To my surprise, Mary grabbed a fistful of each of her boobs and kneaded them like she was making bread. “Oh Joe I’m going over!” Mary moaned. “You’re gonna’ make my dirty little kitty wrinkle up and squeeze that big club of yours!” Her voice warbled as she started to come.

I stared at her tight lips sealing in a ring around my shaft then squeezing it as she squealed through her climax. Then the vision formed again. Of me lurking around a corner and staring at Mary being pummelled by some other man, her pussy invaded, a potent load of his material spilling into her softness and starting to swim.

This tipped me over the edge. Thinking of another man’s essence quickening inside her, taking root and growing, making her tits swell heavy with milk. I popped and shook as my cock spat hot seed into her kitty.

Mary let out a sigh and a soft smile formed on her lips. “That’s it Joe,” she whispered. “Fill the kitty. Fill it up.”

I stabbed into her to the hilt of my prick and held it there as it continued to throb the last drops of my deposit into her depths. As I drifted back to earth, my senses returning, I staggered back. My cock slipped out of her hole and I pulled my thumb out of her ass.

A deluge of creamy white seed followed, running in a vulgar trail down the inside of her thigh before her pussy lips sealed and stemmed the flow.

Mary stood up straight and turned to look at me. Her tits were hanging, supported by her torn dress. She grabbed the fabric of it at her waist and bunched it up, exposing the soft thatch of fur just above her sex. She looked down and stared at herself for a while before meeting my gaze again. “Oh Joe that was so dirty,” she said, chewing on her lower lip.

My mind was still spinning from what had just transpired.

“You got all excited thinking of another man scratching this cat, didn’t you Joe?” she asked with a wicked smile.

I didn’t know what to say. This wasn’t territory we were familiar with. But Mary was right. I hadn’t felt a thrill like that in all my life. “You’re insatiable.”

Mary bit her lip and nodded. “I want it again, Joe. Take me upstairs and give it to me again,” she said, stepping forward and gripping my arm.

I reached up and palmed her breast, then tweaked the nipple into a stiff point.

Mary winced and sucked in a breath but didn’t object. “That’s yours, Joe,” she said. “I’m all yours. You can have me any way you like.”

“Any way I like, huh?”

“Any way you like.”

What prompted me to say it aloud I still don’t fully understand. “What if I want your mouth on me with another man’s thing in your stink?” I shuddered as I said it.

Mary’s eyes went wide. I could see her pulse quicken in the vein in her neck. “Well you’re my husband, Joe. I figure you know what’s best for me. If that’s the way you want to have it then I think that’s what you’ll get.”

Holy shit.

Just like that, without flinching, Mary told me she’d take another man if that’s what I asked of her.

“You best get your ass upstairs so I can smack some sense into those two tight holes of yours.”

Mary gave an eager nod. “You want me to shower first? You’re still dripping out of me. Down my leg.”

“Nah,” I said, shaking my head. “I’ll take you dirty. That’s the way you are isn’t it?”

She nodded again. “I’m dirty for you, Joe. I’ll do anything you ask.”

I reached around and smacked her ass. “Get up into that bedroom and on your knees,” I ordered.

Mary bit her lip, then grinned. “Yes, husband,” she said before covering her breasts and scampering into the house.

I wasn’t sure where this was headed or why, even. But it seemed like spending the rest of the summer at Abe and Ruth’s was going to be a helluva lot hotter than going back to the city.


Chapter Five

“I’ve got three of them coming to talk to me this afternoon,” Abe said, setting down his fork on his plate. "Samuel, Leroy and Eli.”

Mary, who was sitting across from me in the kitchen gnawing on one end of a breakfast sausage, raised an eyebrow at Abe.

“Farmhands?” I asked, watching Mary’s reaction like a hawk.

“Vernon’s boys from down the road. You remember, don’t you Mary?” Abe asked, turning to look at her.

Mary swallowed the piece of sausage she’d been chewing and sat up straighter in her chair. “Uh…yeah. Uh-huh. Sure I do,” she said, her eyes fluttering down to stare at the table. As if something about what Abe had said had made her suddenly shy.

“Mary used to babysit those three when she was in her teens, didn’t you Mary?” Abe asked.

Mary just nodded. Her eyes shot up, met mine, then quickly darted back to her plate.

Ruth looked over her shoulder and shot Mary a disdainful look. “You better change before they get here,” she said.

One corner of Mary’s mouth curled in a half-smile. “Why?” she asked. “It’s so hot out there.” She was wearing a red tank top with spaghetti straps. It was loose everywhere except her chest, where it was stretched so tight it looked like those two melons of hers might roll out at any moment. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her nipples made two little points of shade on the shirt. She had on cut off jogging pants as well. A far cry from the Sunday dress she’d worn the day before for church.

“You look like a hussy is why,” Ruth grumbled.

Mary giggled. “I do not. All the girls dress like this now,” she shot me a sly grin.

“Well you’re not a girl any more are you? You’re a woman. A wife and a mother. You should dress the part. I can’t believe your husband lets you run around like that.” She scowled at me.

Abe started to chuckle. “You ought to take her over your knee every now and again, Joe,” he said, pointing his finger at me. “Lay down the law. A woman needs that here and there to know she’s loved.”

I sighed, shook my head and rolled my eyes. Mary liked a spanking every so often but not in any serious way.

“Daddy wouldn’t spank me would you daddy?” Mary teased Abe.

Abe chuckled. “Not my place any more. Joe’ll do right by you I know he will. If he thinks you need it I’m sure he won’t hesitate to put a hand to your backside.”

Mary sneered and picked up another sausage.

There was a knock at the door and a moment later it swung open. A burly man of about fifty lumbered in, wiping his hands on a kerchief. “Ruth,” he said, nodding. “Abe.” His eyes lit up when he saw Mary seated at the table.

Mary’s did as well.

I didn’t miss the way his gaze roamed down her lithe curves, or how it lingered on her softest bits. My cock flexed. I took a sip of my coffee and leered as Mary jumped up, skipped across the kitchen and threw her arms around his thick, hairy neck.

“Uncle Vernon!” she said.

“Well if it isn’t my little Mary!” Vernon said. He pressed his thick hands against her back.

My heart twisted as I saw them dip lower. Then our eyes met and Jim thought twice about it. He pried Mary away from him and stepped toward me. “Good to see you again, Joe,” he said, reaching out to shake my hand. “Didn’t know you two were still here.”

I shook his hand.

Vernon wasn’t really her uncle. He lived down the road and had helped Abe around the farm for as long as Mary could remember. It was his boys, the ones Mary had once babysat, that would be helping Abe alongside me at the farm.

I’d never met them but assumed they must have been good farming stock if Abe was going to pay them to work.

That’s when the door opened and the three of them walked in.

Good farming stock was an understatement. These three were each over six feet with barrel chests and what looked like suspension cables for muscles beneath their skin. They carried themselves like juiced up body builders, turning their torso’s to look to their side, one could only assume because the muscles in their neck were so thick and flexed they couldn’t actually turn their heads.

The sight of them, along with the memory of the dirty fantasy I’d indulged the night before caused my cheeks to heat.

The air seemed to whoosh out of the room at their arrival. I didn’t miss the quick glance Ruth stole of each of them, her eyes pausing on their hardest parts the same way Vernon’s had on Mary’s soft bits. Nor did I miss the way Mary’s stance changed, ever so slightly. How the shape her body made turned into something more of an “S”, hip jutting out to one side.

“Hey fella’s!” Mary purred.

The three of them, bless their hearts, stared straight ahead and didn’t dare look Mary in the eye. They nodded and muttered a greeting but kept their eyes well off of Mary’s inviting frame.

Vernon’s gaze darkened. He stomped over to where his three sons were standing and swatted one of them upside the head. “Twenty-three years old and that’s how you greet a lady?” he growled. “Get over there and shake the ladies hands before I get my switch out!”

Cowed by their father’s outburst, the three accepted their fate with shoulders hunched. They shuffled first toward Ruth, taking her slender palm in theirs and shaking it with a “Good day ma’am,” before moving on to Mary.

They were all sweating when they reached her.

I would have laughed at the poor bastards if I hadn’t been entertaining some very dirty thoughts. As they each shook hands with Mary, I watched their eyes dart down to the way her chest filled out the skimpy shirt she was wearing.

The smile that formed on her lips was a wicked, sinful thing. It made it clear as day that she had the thing she wanted most from them, their attention. The currency all women crave from men.

“That’s better,” Vernon grumbled, trudging through the kitchen and pulling out a chair at the table.

“Can I fix you a lemonade?” Ruth asked him.

“That would be lovely. This heat is nearly too much to bear,” he replied.

“What about the boys? They have one too?”

The three beasts all looked at their father.

“Thirsty boys?” he asked.

“Yes sir,” one of them replied.

“If you wouldn’t mind then, Ruth.” Vernon turned to look at me as Mary sauntered over back to her seat. He lifted a hand and slapped his forehead. “Where in tarnation are my manners?” he whooped. “Joe this is Samuel, Leroy and Eli.”

Upon hearing their names each of them walked over and offered a hand. If they’d been wearing hats they would have been holding them meekly in front of their waists. Their submission to old papa Vernon was remarkable. But that was just the way things worked around those parts.

“Boys why don’t you go sit on the porch?” Ruth said. “Mary show our guests out,” she ordered, already stirring ice into a big pitcher of lemonade she’d pulled from the fridge.

A smile flickered to life on Mary’s lips. She stood up again and walked around the table and across the living room. I think only I noticed the way her ass was swaying just a little wider than usual as she walked. “Come on fellas,” she said. “I’ll show you the way.”

A disconcerting tightness formed between my legs again. It was stoked by the thinnest blade of jealousy that inserted itself into my stomach as I watched the parade. Three brutes following my beautiful Mary out the door. I had to take a seat at the table for fear of someone noticing the bulge that had formed in my trousers.

“Thought you weren’t coming ‘till this afternoon,” Abe said to Vernon.

“Finished chores early at our place. Thought we’d get a head start on things here. Don’t you have fence to build?” Vernon asked.

“Sure do. Say, Vernon? Joe here’s going to help us out this summer. Thought I’d show him the ropes for when the day comes I can’t run the place.”

Vernon looked a little surprised but he sat up straight in his chair and thumped a massive fist down on the table. “Well I’ll be,” he said. “Haven’t heard better news in weeks. It’s about time, son. You’ll fit right in here I know you will. But…” He paused and scowled. “Where are the kids?”

“Bible camp,” I explained.

Vernon gave an approving nod. “And so they should be,” he said.

Mary walked back in just in time to hold the door open for Ruth who was headed out to the porch with lemonade and three glasses, ice clinking in the pitcher as she walked.

“How about we get started after lemonade?” Abe asked.

“Sounds good to me,” Vernon replied.

“Hold on a second,” Mary said. “You taking Joe with you?”

“I was planning on it,” Abe replied.

“In that case I’m going to steal him for a second.”

Abe and Vernon both raised eyebrows.

“You told Joe we were staying in that musty cabin out behind the barn, didn’t you?” she asked.

“I did,” Abe said, nodding.

“Then I want him to help me haul our suitcase out there and get some of those windows open so I can start cleaning it up.”

Abe grinned. “That is a fine idea, Mary.” He clapped his hands together and rubbed them. “I am looking forward to having you two here. When the kids are finished camp they can come to, can’t they?”

Mary grimaced. “I don’t know pa. Let’s see how the next few weeks go, okay?”

Abe held up a hand. “You go get settled,” he said. “Take as long as you need.”


Chapter Six

It turned out Mary didn’t really need my help. Or, at least not in the way she’d explained. The suitcase was light enough and the windows weren’t even stuck. But as soon as she slammed that cabin door shut she was on me like a cat in heat. She pressed her breasts against my chest and scratched her nails down the front of my shirt.

“Mary?” I asked, pleasantly surprised by her affection, but somewhat puzzled as well.

She shook her head. “Oh Joe, it’s this heat. It’s like I told you yesterday it’s got me all hot and bothered.” Her hand drifted down past the belt of my jeans to cup the curve of my cock.

I gazed down into her eyes. Now Mary had a need, she did. A powerful one. I’d never wanted for sex the whole time we’d been married. She offered herself to me each night and in the mornings sometimes, too. But this was a little strange, what with her parents just around the corner and Vernon sitting at their kitchen table. I couldn’t help but wonder what had prompted this. It wasn’t exactly the sexiest or most romantic setting, either, that cabin. “The heat?” I whispered. “That’s it?”

Mary frowned and looked up at me. She stroked my cock all the same, though, the thing coming to life under her delicate touch. “You know me, Joe.” She bit the inside of her cheek.

I nodded. “Yeah, I know you,” I said trying to stay calm. But my heart was thumping and my mind was racing. I couldn’t help but wonder whether the three strapping young farm boys she’d just escorted out onto the porch didn’t have the tiniest little something to do with her sudden urge. “You got an itch again, do you?” I said, my cock already firm in her hand.

“I’ve got an itch again,” she whispered, then bit her lip. She fell to her knees, yanked my belt open, popped the button of my jeans and pulled down the zipper.

My cock sprang out as she yanked my pants and underwear down my legs.

She wrapped her hot little hand around it and stroked up all the way to the tip, then back down to the root. Lifting her other hand, she tickled my sack with her fingers.

I turned to look out the small window in the door. There was no sign of Abe or others yet. Probably still enjoying their lemonade. When I turned to look at Mary again, she’d knelt lower so her face was under my cock. She slapped it against her cheek. “Oh Mary,” I growled.

“Yeah? You like that, husband?” she said, slapping her other cheek with my meat.

“You get that thing into your mouth,” I said.

Mary flashed me a grin before slipping her soft, wet lips around the head of my cock and sliding as much of my shaft as she could take into her mouth.

I groaned as my cock flexed.

Mary leaned back and let the tip of my cock pop out of her mouth. “Now don’t you go popping down my throat, Joseph. I need to feel you in me before we’re finished.” She swallowed me up again and started to bob back and forth along my prick.

As I stood there staring at my slimy shaft disappearing past her lips my thoughts drifted to the way she’d greeted the three farmhands. That led to me thinking of the way they’d looked at her, how hard a time they’d had tearing their eyes away from her bra-less chest and her generous hips. Which, in turn and to my great surprise, caused the vision of one of those strapping young bucks lying between Mary’s legs and sawing into her soft pussy until it loosed it’s seed into her belly. “Holy shit…”

Mary popped off my cock again and gasped. “Joe! Don’t swear!” she said, rubbing the throbbing head of my cock so she didn’t lose momentum.

The tightness between my legs had started churning. I could already feel seed pooling at the base of my shaft. If Mary needed an intrusion we needed to get it done sooner rather than later. I glanced over my shoulder again and my insides tightened.

There was Abe, walking around with Vernon pointing at the fence posts and wire laying by the barn. The three guys were behind them, listening intently to whatever Abe was saying. One glance in our direction and he’d surely be able to see me standing with my back to the door not doing a whole lot of anything.

“Mary, sweetheart,” I whispered, bending lower to try and conceal myself. “This might have to wait ‘till a little later. Abe and the others are out there.”

Mary’s expression changed to a pout. “What?”

“Your father’s by the barn, Mary,” I said, trying to get her up off her knees.

Mary slipped her arm out of my grasp and spun around onto her hands and knees. Reaching back, she peeled her cut-offs to one side to reveal her bare, slightly furry crevice. “Just do it quick, Joe,” she hissed.

My eyes went wide. She still wasn’t wearing any underwear. Not just that but her slit was as slippery as I’d ever seen it. My cock flexed and a trickle of pre-seed oozed out the tip.

“Just do it quick, Joe. Please? I need it!” Mary mewled.

Well I don’t think I’ve met a man that could say “no” to that sort of request. I dropped to my knees, gripped my dick and pressed the tip against her slippery lips.

Mary braced herself against the floor for my entrance.

Grabbing her hips I flexed my ass and stabbed my prick into her opening with a rough thrust. She was so wet it slurped right in.

Mary groaned and clawed at the floorboards.

As I held myself inside her I felt the muscles in her pussy contract. First at the base of my cock, then gradually along the shaft, finally milking the tip of it. She really did seem like she needed it. I’d never felt a thing like that before.

Still holding onto her hips I started rutting, poking my hard cock into her tight sheath. I bent over and tried to reach one hand under her chest to squeeze a tit but she swatted it away.

“Just keep going, Joe. I’m almost there. I’m almost there,” she panted.

Which dragged me pretty darn close to being nearly there myself. I thought of how I’d finished up inside her the night before and how good that had felt. But that came with risks. We already had four kids and here I was not wearing a condom. I knew Mary would be disappointed if I didn’t seed her but it seemed a little irresponsible. “Baby I’ve got to pull out to finish this time,” I said through gritted teeth.

Mary shot me a furious scowl. “Don’t you dare, Joseph! Don’t you dare! You better fill me up with all that sticky seed, you hear me?” she snarled.

I’ll admit I had a bit of a weakness for when Mary said things like that. Grabbing her hips again I doubled down, her body shaking as I plied into her pussy. “It’s coming, baby. It’s coming soon,” I grunted.

Mary craned her neck and gave me a lusty stare, one corner of her lip curled in a sexy snarl. “Breed me, Joseph. Breed my pussy! I’m…oh…I’m…” Her pussy choked around my cock with a wet squelch as a low moan rolled out of Mary.

My own climax shot through me like lightning, crackling and scalding the base of my brain as my cock spat seed deep into Mary.

It had just started fizzling out when someone knocked on the door.

I jabbed my cock into Mary one last time before scrambling to my feet and hauling up my jeans.

She was up and on her feet before me, spinning around, her cheeks all rosy, smiling as she walked over to the door as if nothing had happened.

The pressure change from the door swinging open caused the air in the room to shift. The undeniably dank scent of our union wafted out toward the heat.

“Hi Leroy,” Mary said.

I turned around and nodded at Leroy who was standing there, this time with an actual hat in his hand. “Uncle Abe was wondering what was taking you so long? Asked me to come check on you,” Leroy said.

My eyes darted down to Mary’s exposed thigh and shot wide open before I could help it. A big glob of my ejaculate was casually rolling down the inside of her leg. She was standing in a way that only I could see but it was still the dirtiest thing I think I’d ever seen.

“We’re all finished,” Mary said to Leroy with a smile. “You can have him now,” she added. Then, to my horror, she turned and walked over toward me.

My stomach hollowed as I saw Leroy’s eyes wander down toward her ass, then lower, to her legs.

Mary walked right up to me and planted a kiss on my cheek. “Thanks for the help, husband,” she said, then walked over to the corner of the room and started putting sheets on the bed.

Leroy met my gaze. His lips were slightly parted, most likely in disbelief at what he’d just seen on Mary’s leg. He caught himself staring, coughed to try and clear the tension in the air, then took a step back. “They’re just over in the barn,” he said.

Perhaps I should have been ashamed or humiliated, or both, by what he’d just seen. But the only emotion I could put my finger on was a very potent and throbbing arousal coursing through me. At how dirty Mary was for needing a quick lay before she started her day. And at how she seemed to care not one whit that Leroy had just witnessed the fruits of our union on her leg.


Chapter Seven

Working on a farm is exhausting. I don’t care what anyone says. Driving those fence posts in nearly gave me a heart attack and I spent a good quarter of the day in the scant shade of the tractor while Sam, Leroy and Eli barely broke a sweat.

By the time we were back at the farmhouse I thought I was going to collapse.

Ruth had three big pitchers of lemonade made up and I drank one of them all by myself. There was a pork roast and taters and beans for dinner, then the leftovers of the crumble from the night before for dessert.

After dinner Vernon and the boys took their leave. Abe must have tucked into the hooch again because he started dozing off at the table.

Mary got up to help Ruth with the dishes. I wanted to help out but I could barely haul myself to my feet.

“You just get yourself into the shower, Joe,” Mary said.

I trudged over to the sink. “No, I want to help.”

Ruth rolled her eyes. “Look at you, Joe,” she said. “You look like you’re about to fall over. Driving piles is a little harder than teaching English, is it?” And then an honest to goodness genuine smile flickered across her lips.

“It might take me a few days to…”

“I’m only teasing you,” she interrupted. “Mary’s right. Get a shower and then get to bed. We’re up when the rooster crows. You might as well get all the sleep you can.”

As I turned to go, Mary shot me a look that could only mean one thing. You better not be asleep when I get back there.

I shuffled across the yard and into the little cabin. The bathroom was a tiny thing with just a stand up stall for a shower, a toilet and a small sink. I stood under the water with my eyes closed for what felt like an hour. When I finally turned off the tap, I towelled myself off, hung up the towel on the drying rack and walked out into the main room of the cabin. My eyes shot wide open at the sight of Mary laying naked on the bed, one leg slightly bent at the knee over the other so her sex was concealed. But I could see the soft hairs just above her pussy.

I walked through the room and sank down onto the bed next to her. “Baby,” I muttered. As hot as she looked I didn’t know if I had it in me to give her what she obviously needed.

Mary pressed her palm against my cheek and turned to kiss me. It started soft but soon her tongue was in my mouth, searching for mine. She had a need again, I could tell. “Was that a hard day?” she purred, then chuckled.

“That was a hard day,” I confessed.

“Not so hard you won’t find the energy to tend to your wife though, right?” she asked.

I groaned and closed my eyes. I didn’t want to disappoint her and knew I should consider myself lucky to have the sort of woman that needed a seeing to twice a day. I wasn’t sure my body was up to it, though. “Can we take a rain check?” I whispered as her hand slid down toward my crotch.

“Oh, Joe,” Mary said with not a hint of irritation. She grazed my cock with the tips of her fingers. “I couldn’t stop thinking about you all day,” she whispered.

My eyes opened at this and I stared into hers. “You couldn’t?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I couldn’t. I keep telling you it’s this heat. It’s giving me such a craving you wouldn’t believe”

“It’s the heat, is it?”

“Must be,” she said, then bit her lip.

I wanted to believe her. But I couldn’t stop thinking about the way she’d acted that morning. About our tryst in the cabin and Leroy seeing my filth dripping from her. Surely she’d known it was there. Had she wanted him to see it? Had she turned around on purpose so he could see what a dirty little hussy she was? Taking her husband into her where anyone who walked up to the door could see.

Mary’s gentle rubbing distracted me from my thoughts. The pleasant tickle she’d inspired between my legs began to harden into something more substantial. And yet, most likely due to my exhaustion, my cock wasn’t quite co-operating the way Mary needed. “Let me see if I can take care of this with my mouth,” she said, flashing me a devilish smile.

Bless her heart she was persistent. I grabbed her wrist before she could get too far down the bed. “Let me see if I can’t take care of you with mine,” I replied.

Mary tilted her head and smiled. “Oh Joe you’re sweet,” she said. “But it’s not the same.” She knelt next to me on the bed, her arms pressing her breasts together in a way that had the blood rushing from my head but not far enough down to raise my tired member.

“What’s not the same?” I asked, teasing her and hoping maybe some dirty talk would inspire an erection.

“I need it in me,” she whispered. She glanced at my sagging muscle with a forlorn stare.

“What do you need in you sweetheart?” I asked.

“Joe! You know what! This thing.” She reached across my lap and picked it up, gave it a few strokes, then huffed as it flopped back down against my thigh.

“What’s that? What’s that thing called Mary?”

She giggled. “Another word for rooster, Joe.”

“Say it. Tell me what you want in you.”

“I want another word for rooster in me, Joe,” she said, more laughter bubbling up, her boobs bouncing against each other as her body shook.

“Say the real thing. Be a dirty girl for me.”

She bit her lip and looked off to the side. “Joe…” she moaned.

And suddenly the impulse gripped me to dominate her in this way. To bend her to my will and make her say the dirty word. Mary had a funny relationship with profanity and there were some words she had a real hard time spitting out. This was one of them. “I thought you said I could have it any way I want it?”

Mary’s smile turned somewhat curious and quite delighted by what direction our little game might be taking. “What do you mean, Joe?” she asked.

“I mean that when your husband asks you to say something aren’t you supposed to say it?”

“Joe…” she protested, giggling again.

I teased her with a glare.

She giggled some more, blushed, then blurted it out all at once. “I want a big old cock up in me!” Her hand shot over her mouth and her cheeks burned red.

The words were like jet-fuel for my arousal. Shot right through me and raised my prick to half-standing. But it wasn’t just that she’d said it. It was the way she had. Not “I want your big old cock in me.” No. She wanted a big old cock. “Any cock’ll do then?” I’m not quite sure what possessed me to ask the question. But as soon as I’d said it the cock in question lurched to three-quarters.

Mary’s eyes darted down to my lap, her expression changing from curiosity to puzzlement. Her mouth fell open as she looked at me out of the corner of her eye. “Joe,” she whispered, “don’t say that.”

A swell of embarrassment made my face go red. “I was just…er…never mind, Mary.” And with that my muscle began deflating, sagging lower toward my abdomen.

Mary’s eyes darted back and forth between mine and my flagging prick, her expression quickly changing to disappointment.

But I could see the gears spinning in her pretty little head, putting the pieces together and daring herself to poke the dirty subject I’d presented. Her shoulders slumped as she watched me deflate. Reaching across my lap she grabbed it and gave it a few rough pumps to no avail. “Oh Joe, I’ve got it so bad. Can’t you…” She paused, contemplating her next move. Bit her lip. “When I’ve…when it’s this bad…” Her eyes darted to mine. “When it’s this bad and you can’t help I get…I get all crazy Joe.”

“How crazy do you get, Mary?” I asked, nudging her closer to the edge.

A fire lit in her eyes. “So crazy I just don’t know what I could get up to,” she whispered.

I waited for a moment, letting the tension build between us. “So crazy you think of taking any old cock in you?” My insides heated and my prick lurched back to standing between my legs.

Mary’s mouth fell open and she gasped as she stared at my member. She wrapped her fingers back around it and stroked it gently. “I don’t need…I don’t need any old cock when I’ve got this one all ready to go, Joe,” she said, swinging a leg over my lap.

Her reluctance to be swayed in the direction I wanted her to go made me soften.

She hovered above me, her damp pussy lips an inch above the head of my cock. A hot drip of her lubricant fell onto my glans. Her eyes narrowed. “But I suppose…”

Excitement gripped me again.

“I suppose if this cock was tired…” She was breathing heavier than usual as she flirted with the dirty proposition.

“What, Mary? Say it.” My cock throbbed in her hand again.

She locked eyes with me. “I suppose…in a pinch…any old cock would have to do when I get it this bad, Joseph.”

I grunted at the electric surge that tore through me. A clear drop of pre-cum oozed out of the head of my prick.

Mary pointed it at her entrance, then relaxed her thighs and sank down over it, sheathing me in her soaked slit. She drew in a sharp breath, shuddered and closed her eyes.

“You little hussy,” I whispered, pawing at her tits.

Mary grabbed my hands on her tits and pinched her nipples as her ass started bouncing on my lap. “I’m a little hussy, Joe,” she whispered.

“Thinking of another man’s cock inside you like a tramp,” I said.

Mary’s pussy gripped me as I said it, causing my shaft to stiffen. She was leaking all over my lap. She bent over me, still bouncing and stared deep into my eyes. “What are you on about?” she whispered.

I reached down and put my hands on her ass, my hips jutting up to meet her thrusts. I didn’t know what we were doing. Sure it made for a nice erotic game, talking about Mary with other men. But something about this felt real. And that felt dangerous in a very exciting way. “I saw the way you looked at those boys today.”

Mary’s eyes shot open but her pussy squeezed me again.

“You got so hot this morning you just had to have me. You telling me that was just from the heat?” My heart was thumping so hard I could feel it. “Or did you maybe have something else on your mind? Like big Leroy pumping you full of his seed?” I couldn’t believe I’d said it.

Mary sucked in a sharp breath. An orgasm crackled through her. Her back arched, stuffing her tits right into my face and she shook on me like a leaf in the wind.

Well that was enough for me. I’d pushed a button inside my little Mary there was no denying it. There was something there. A filthy thing. I grunted as a pulse of ejaculate left me and slathered her insides. It was followed by a blinding heat as I descended into the inferno of an orgasm so hot it nearly burned me.

I came to my senses with Mary panting over top of me, her cheek pressed against mine, both our bodies soaked with sweat. After a few minutes Mary rolled off me, pulled the string on the nightstand lamp plunging the room into darkness.

She curled up against my body, pulled the sheet over us and purred her satisfaction.

“Mary?” I whispered, desperately wanting to parse what had just passed between us. I heard her yawn.

“Joe I’m so tired,” she whispered back. She rolled over onto her side, putting her back toward me. “Give me a rub?” It was clear she didn’t share my desire to draw her secrets out into the open.

I was a long time getting to sleep that evening.


Chapter Eight

I was stirred awake by Mary’s hand wandering around between my legs. It was still pitch black outside. I groaned and turned my head to look at the clock. Quarter to five. “Oh Mary it’s so early.”

Mary nibbled my shoulder. “I got the itch again, Joe,” she whispered.

I groaned again. Through my exhaustion, the soft attention she was giving my member was not having the intended effect. She rubbed it and squeezed. Her hand sank down between my legs to cup my sack. Nothing. Not even a twitch. Mary let out a sigh.

I felt her body tense next to me. “I’m not going to have to go ride a stranger now am I?” she whispered.

I was wide awake in an instant. My body betrayed me, my cock inflating and hardening in her hot hand.

“Mmm,” Mary purred, the sound full of mischief. “Now what sort of wife would that make me?” she asked. “Stealing out behind the barn with one of those Miller boys because my husband’s too tired to do his duty.”

I flexed in her hand again. “That would make you a little slut,” I growled.

She stroked me and purred again.

Scrambling up onto my hands and knees I rolled Mary over onto her back.

Her legs fell open in welcome, the petals of her pussy parting with a sticky smack.

I pressed the head of my prick against her snatch.

“You best fill me up then, Joe. Before anyone else does. Scratch my itch before I run away and find someone else to do it,” she said, giggling.

It caused blood to surge between my legs. I impaled myself inside her with a grunt, grabbed her wrists and pinned them to the bed.

Mary let out a satisfied sigh and arched her back, gripping me with her sex.

I stared into her eyes as I began sawing in and out of her. “Did you know you were leaking yesterday morning when Leroy came around to get me?” I demanded.

Mary bit her lip, her eyes darting to one side.

It cocked my hips and stabbed into her again. “Did you? You did, you hussy. I can see it on your face.”

Mary’s nipples hardened and she started bucking beneath me in time with my thrusts.

It was disturbing and exciting all at once. Seeing my sweet flower, my innocent but dirty (only for me) Mary uncovering this side of herself I’d never seen. “Did you think of him yesterday? Did you think of another man up in you?” I grunted.

Mary chewed the inside of her lip. “And what if I did?”

I stiffened inside her as she said it.

Her eyes opened wider as she felt me harden. “That would make me a bad girl, wouldn’t it Joe? Why that’s almost like cheating, isn’t it? Thinking of another man up in me?”

My guts twisted at the way she was toying with me. I started rutting even harder.

A pleasure shuddered through Mary. Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment before opening again. “You’d almost have to spank me for doing something like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Oh you’re getting a spanking,” I said through clenched teeth. “I’m gonna’ spank that little ass of yours as soon as I’m through.”

Mary moaned and wrapped her legs around my waist.

I felt her soft soles on my ass, then running down the backs of my thighs. She was so tight and hot and her tits were bouncing in front of my eyes as I dug into her depths.

“Give it to me harder,” she begged.

I did my best to oblige, banging her so hard the headboard started knocking against the wall.

She shot me an angry glare. “That the best you can do? Am I going to have go out and find a man to finish the job?”

A hot and jealous rage bubbled through me. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. The fact that it was all a game faded out of view and all I could think about was Mary seducing one of those big, bullish farmhands into herself. I could only imagine the size of cock Leroy or Samuel or Eli might be packing. The thought of it stretching Mary’s pretty pussy was deliciously enraging. I started slamming against her, driving my cock so deep I swear I touched the end of her.

Mary shuddered. “Oh yes,” she sighed. “Just like that. Just like that. You fuck that cheating pussy!”

The profanity came out of nowhere but shook me like nothing ever had. My pretty little church mouse talking like a whore and getting herself all lathered up to come.

As I scaled toward my emission the thought occurred to me again that I’d be best to pull out of Mary before it happened.

She was lost in a hot bliss beneath me. Her body writhing and twisting as I plundered it with my stiff prick.

I felt my cock tighten and my sack rise up between my legs.

“Here it comes, Joe. Here it comes,” Mary panted. “Don’t you stop.” She opened her eyes and glared at me. “And don’t you dare pull that cock out of me, you hear? You pull that cock out and I’ll go find me someone who can do the job right.”

A climax racked through me and I drove my rock-hard muscle in to the very root. It lurched, hurling a hot gush of seed into Mary’s innards.

“Oh yesssss,” she groaned as her pussy muscles clenched and clamped, guzzling up my creamy gift.

It was over faster than a thunderclap and suddenly there we were facing each other with a sliver of light coming through the window and nothing to put between us and the dirty coupling that had just transpired.

“Mary,” I whispered, staring into her eyes.

There was a wicked mischief burning in them. “You still thinking of big old Leroy stuffing his big old cock into me?” she asked.

My flagging cock stiffened inside her.

A delighted smile sprouted across her lips. “Oh I like this,” she whispered. “I wonder what would happen if Leroy found your little Mary fingering herself on a hay bale up in the barn attic?”

I groaned as my cock hardened.

“You think he’d be able to help himself if I spread my legs open and showed him my kitty?”

The vision of Mary staring lewdly at Leroy as she flicked her clit and showed him her pussy blossomed in my mind. I pulled my cock halfway out of her and stuffed it back in. A shiver of pleasure raced up my spine.

“I don’t think he could, Joe,” Mary said, shaking her head. “I don’t think any man could.”

Jealousy twisted through my insides as I thought of Leroy lumbering over to Mary on a hay bale, dropping his suspenders, pulling down his overalls and revealing his big erection. I started fucking her again, basking in the heat my imagination was inspiring within me.

“You know what else, Joe?” Mary whispered.

I groaned, quickly approaching another climax.

“I think when the moment came he wouldn’t be able to pull out just like you couldn’t.” She pressed her lips against my ear. “This pussy’s far too sweet, isn’t it?”

My cock twitched and started to spill what little seed I had left into my Mary.

She let out a lusty sigh as she hooked her ankles behind my knees and squeezed.

Somewhere by the barn, a rooster crowed.


Chapter Nine

“Morning Joe!” Abe said, smiling and clapping a hand on my shoulder as I met him out by the barn.

“Sorry I’m late,” I muttered. It was ten past six in the morning and Abe was already out with Sam Leroy and Eli, pitching hay bales up into the attic of the barn. I shuddered at the memory of what Mary had said not an hour before with me between her legs.

“Don’t you mention it,” Abe replied. He plucked a piece of straw from one of the bales Eli was hoisting up on a pitchfork and popped it between his teeth. “Might take you a while to get used to farm time. I understand. Why don’t you come with me. I need to fix a door on one of the stables in here.”

I followed Abe into the darkness.

It was nine by the time we finished and I was sweating already. The sun was out with not a cloud in the sky and the air was hot and dusty.

The Miller boys were still chucking bales, humming as they worked, looking like the bales weighed no more than feather pillows.

As we stepped out of the barn I saw Mary come skipping down from the house with a basket in her hand. It was all I could do not to let my jaw drop as I stood paralyzed at seeing what she was wearing.

A flowery summer dress that barely reached her knees, one that showed far more leg than Ruth would ever have approved of, had she still the authority to dictate what Mary wore. It flared and sashayed around her thighs. But it was it’s neckline that caused my heart to thunder inside my chest. It plunged in a “V” to reveal the creamy tops of Mary’s breasts which were contained, thankfully this time, by a push up bra that served to accentuate the cleft of flesh at the center of her chest. They bounced as she skipped.

“Hi daddy!” she called out as she approached us.

Which, of course, made the Miller boys ears prick up and their heads turn.

I stole a glance at them out of the corner of my eye.

All three, Sam and Leroy near the ladder and Eli up in the attic, stood stock still as they gaped at Mary in her revealing outfit.

My head began to spin as I watched how captivated they were, how every last ounce of their attentions were devoted to leering at Mary. My body throbbed as their eyes descended to the fleshiest exposed bits of her frame. A gut-wrenching jolt of jealousy shot through me as I saw bulges start to form beneath their belts.

“Hello sunshine!” Abe said as Mary set the basket down and threw her arms around his neck. She flashed the boys a smile.

They quickly turned and looked the other way.

Then she turned to me and winked.

My own erection began to ache.

“Gosh it’s good to have you home, Mary. You and Joe both. I’ve been waiting for this day ever since you moved out.” Abe gave her a big bear hug before releasing her. “I’ve got to go up and use the toilet. That mid-morning snack you got there?”

“Sure is!” Mary called out.

“Boys!” Abe cried into the barn. “Take a break. Mary’s got some grub here.”

Sam and Leroy pitched their forks into the hay but didn’t make a move. Eli just stood at the top of the ladder stealing glances at Mary.

As Abe trudged up toward the house, Ruth emerged carrying a basket of laundry to hang on the line. She glared down the hill at us, doubtless fuming about what Mary was wearing.

Mary’s back was to her so she couldn’t see. She picked up the basket and sauntered over to where I was standing, leaned in and kissed my cheek. “Hey Joe,” she said, stretching out the last vowel in my name. “Meet me around the back of the barn for some fun in a few minutes?” Her free hand dropped down between us and grazed the outline of my cock through my jeans.

“Mary,” I hissed, turning to try and grab her and put a stop to this.

She was just out of reach, already skipping toward the three Miller men.

Sam and Leroy stood there like statues, their eyes roaming everywhere but toward Mary. They looked a little…terrified. But Eli was staring down from his perch, looking utterly unapologetic about his gaze being fixed to her bouncing breasts.

“Hey boys,” Mary said, her voice a little teasing. “Hungry? I’ve got some snacks you might like.”

It was when she bent over to uncover the basket that I saw Sam and Leroy finally look down and stare at her ass, covered by the dress she was wearing. Their bulges grew.

Mary hummed and swayed from side to side as she picked apples and sandwiches and handed them to Sam and Leroy. Plucking another sandwich from the bag, she proceeded to climb the ladder to the attic giving Sam and Leroy a chance to peek up her skirt and Eli an even better view of her cleavage. “I brought you this,” Mary said, grinning at Eli.

He bent over, hand outstretched and for a terrifying moment it looked like that big sweaty paw of his was heading right for Mary’s breast.

It was a horrifying thing to witness as her husband. Mary wasn’t just flaunting her lady bits innocently. Mary was too smart for that. She knew full well the way she was captivating their attention and I’m fairly certain she knew she had mine as well.

When Eli took the sandwich from her his eyes never left hers. “Thanks,” he mumbled.

Maybe hearing their brother speak did it. Maybe it was something else. Suddenly both Sam and Leroy seemed to realize I was still there. They turned to look at me, their cheeks finally glowing red not from the exertion of working bales that morning but from the embarrassment of knowing they had just coveted their neighbour’s wife and been seen doing it. They turned and retreated to the back of the barn.

I braced myself for the coming swell of humiliation. Wasn’t that, after all, the natural reaction a man should have upon seeing others eyeing his mate in a sexual way? Or at least some sort of protective instinct? Shouldn’t I have been at that very moment storming over to where they were standing and demanding satisfaction, an apology, a show of submission, that I was her rightful husband and that, in a way, they had just pushed me a step closer to becoming a cuckold by their lack of restraint?

I felt none of that. Instead, as I watched Mary carefully making her way down the ladder, I was consumed by a different emotion entirely. It was a strange mix of pride and horror laced with arousal at what she’d just done.

Mary hadn’t simply displayed herself to them. No. She’d controlled them with that body of hers, in a way. Turned them into puppets, tugging their gazes this way and that as she moved. And since I was her husband and keeper didn’t that make me, in a way, the puppet master of all of this? Excitement crackled through me like electricity.

Mary came strolling toward me, picked up my hand in hers, then led me out into the blistering heat. “I thought I told you to meet me around back?” she whispered.

I saw Ruth glance at us from up the hill, pinning clothes onto the line. Then we rounded the barn and Mary swung around, pressed her hands against my chest and pinned me to the wall with her body. “Kitty’s hungry,” she growled.

My mouth fell open. Mary had a penchant for fornication for as long as we’d been married. But this? This was a far cry from the twice a day seeing-to’s she craved at home. This was…madness. “Mary you can’t be serious.”

She shoved a hand into my pants and grabbed my cock in a way that knocked the wind out of my lungs for a moment. “This serious enough for you?” she said, jerking my pants off my waist until my hard cock sprang out. She gave it a few jerks, staring at it.

I tried to push her away but she tugged my pants lower, grabbed me by the balls and squeezed so hard I went up on the tips of my toes. “Mary,” I grunted, “that’s too hard.”

She relaxed her grip but didn’t let go completely. Leaning closer she pressed her cheek against mine. “I said it’s hungry, Joseph. Now are you going to do something about it or do I have to find someone else to?” Her expression was deathly serious.

“Mary,” I gasped. “You…you wouldn’t…you wouldn’t really…”

Her lips curled into a wicked grin. “What’s the matter? Cat got your tongue?” She cackled softly.

“What has gotten into you?” I said, breathless.

Her smile faded, eyes darting side to side as if the answer was lying in the dirt next to us somewhere. She bit her lip. “I don’t know, Joe,” she whispered, shaking her head. “Maybe it’s the heat?”

But I knew full well it wasn’t the heat. Maybe it was what we’d talked about the night before and that morning. Maybe our little game had dragged Mary into a cat-like heat? Or maybe there was something about this place? Something that made Mary a little wild. Like a lynx. “Mary I can’t…I can’t just do you here.”

She looked up at me pouting.

“The guys are just the other side of that wall. Your mother’s around the corner of the barn for crying out loud!”

Mary released my sack and let go of my cock.

I hiked my pants back up and tucked my shirt in.

“Fine,” she said. “Not with your cock then.”

“What?”

She grabbed my wrist and shoved my hand between her legs.

The hussy still wasn’t wearing any underwear. Which meant Sam and Eli had both gotten a good glimpse of her bare sex. That made my cock throb.

“Give me a fingering then, Joe. I’m all achy. I’ve been thinking about you all morning. Please Joe? I neeeed it.” She rubbed my fingers against her dripping sex.

What’s a fellow to do when his wife gets that way? I peeked around the corner to make sure no one was coming, pressed two fingers against her soaked petals and pushed them into her cunt.

A hot mess of pussy drool came oozing out all over my hand. Mary groaned so loud I had to clap my other hand over her mouth to keep anyone else from hearing.

She nodded and I pulled my hand away. “I’ll be good. I’ll be quiet. Come on, Joe. Fuck me with your fingers.”

Another profanity and in broad daylight this time.

She started wiggling her hips trying to get me working on her. Her pussy suckled at my digits.

There really wasn’t any other way I was getting out of it. I started slow at first, pulling out and pressing in, curling my fingers up against the soft flesh inside her sex.

“Not like that, Joe!” Mary moaned. “For real. Do it for real!”

“Okay, okay!” I said, speeding up my rhythm. The hot silence surrounding us was broken by the slicka-slicka-slicka sounds of my fingers sliding in and out of Mary’s soaked snatch.

She started to tremble over my hand. Still gripping my wrist, her face twisted into a pained expression as she used my fingers like a dildo. Her eyes shot open, along with her mouth. “It’s coming, Joe. It’s coming fast. Don’t stop!” she begged.

I felt hot liquid pooling inside her. Felt her muscles contract. Then she grunted and slammed her back against the wall. Her whole body shook. She yanked my hand away and we both stared down at the deluge of lubricant that came spraying from in between her legs. It splattered into a momentary puddle on the ground before being soaked into the earth.

Mary let out a contented sigh and her eyes rolled back into her head. “Oh did I ever need that. Thank-you Joe,” she whispered. Then a soft smile formed on her lips. “I best get back. Mama might start wondering what we’re doing back here,” she said with a smirk. She pecked me on the cheek, then disappeared around the corner of the barn.

I stared at my hand, covered with her slick. I shook my head in wonder at what had just happened and wanted to kick myself for not letting Mary bring me to release. Wiping my hand on my jeans, I turned around the corner and nearly ran smack into Ruth.

She was standing there with her arms folded over her chest.

“Uh…hello Ruth,” I muttered, staring down at the ground to avoid her gaze.

“Hello Joe,” she said, her tone as flat and even as it could ever sound. “Mind giving me a hand with something down by the creek?”

Her tone made it clear it wasn’t a question.


Chapter Ten

“I should probably not be gone too long, though, Ruth,” I said, following her down the hill toward the stream that wound it’s way through the property. “Abe and the boys will wonder where I’ve…”

“Abe and the boys will do just fine on their own,” Ruth said. “Won’t take long anyways.” She led the way in silence, waiting until we were standing by the edge of the water before turning to look at me.

There didn’t seem to be too much to do down there besides catch crayfish.

“How you feeling in this heat Joe?” Ruth asked, levelling me with her gaze.

“Heat? Uh…fine, I think. Why?”

Ruth nodded, pondering my response. “Just ‘cause it gets to some people. Makes them a little…crazy in the head.” She drew a circle next to her ear with a finger.

I scowled, trying to pretend I had no idea what she was talking about. “How’s that Ruth?”

“You know I always liked you, right Joe?”

“Sure,” I said. No idea what that had to do with anything.

“I always told you you were good for Mary?”

“Yeah. You always did.”

Ruth nodded and the tense expression finally eased. “You know that Mary can be a handful, don’t you Joe?”

“I guess.”

“Yeah, I guess you do,” Ruth said. “Sometimes she needs a little extra. A guiding hand. Someone to show her the right way to be?”

“What’s this all about, Ruth?”

“What were you two doing behind the barn just then, huh?” Ruth asked.

“We were just…Mary wanted to have a talk. Something about dinner. What I wanted for dinner,” I lied.

Ruth nodded. “I know my daughter, Joe. Almost as well as I know myself. I’ve seen the look in her eyes she had this morning when she came in from the cabin.”

“Look?” I asked, my chest tightening as I tried to bluff my way through this.

“Uh-huh,” Ruth replied. “She gets a look when she gets a certain way and I know what it is. Nearly got her into trouble before you showed up.”

My stomach hollowed. “What?”

“Never mind that. But I suspect you know what I’m talking about. I’d even venture to guess it’s got you a little excited, doesn’t it?”

I shook my head. “Ruth I really don’t know what…”

“Don’t be coy with me,” Ruth snapped. She glanced down at the lump between my legs and I swore she was going to smirk.

I’d done my best to soften myself but not enough, apparently.

“There are times God calls on us to be strong, Joseph,” Ruth said. “This might just be one of those times. You’re doing a pretty good job pretending you’re a dullard who doesn’t know what in heavens I’m talking about but I know you better than that Joseph Banes.” She pointed a stiff finger at my chest. “You’d be wise to keep that girl in line you hear me?”

“I always do my best,” I said.

“Well it might take a little more than that here. You lay down the law with that girl or there’ll be trouble. And no one likes trouble,” she said, shaking her head. “Not in heat like this.”

I held up my hands in a final, feeble protest. “Ruth I’m really not sure what…”

“You can start by telling her to dress a little more like a lady and a little less like a whore. How’s that? That plain enough for you to understand?”

Ruth’s directness shocked me. “I…sure. I guess…I guess I can do that,” I stammered.

“Good,” Ruth said with an approving nod. “That’s good that you can. Because those Miller boys are sweet but they’re not too smart and I’m pretty sure they do most of their thinking with their little heads, if you know what I mean? Won’t take too long for them to make a bad decision if Mary keeps strutting around in those skimpy dresses.” She took a deep breath and let it out in a slow exhale, shaking her head again. “I told Abe this was a bad idea. The heat’s never been good for Mary. He wouldn’t hear me. Now it’s going to be your job to make sure things don’t get out of hand. Might not be fair but that’s the way it is. You understand?”

I waited a few moments before replying. It was clear that Ruth had Mary’s number and mine, too, for that matter. “I’ll…I’ll do my best, Ruth,” I finally said.

She gave one last nod. “Good. Let’s hope it’s enough.” Then she turned and walked back up the hill without another word.

I stayed there for a while, shaking my head and puzzling over the strange predicament I’d gotten us into.

When I got back up to the barn Abe, Samuel and Leroy were gone. Eli was stacking bales of hay on the ground floor by himself. He turned to look at me with a bovine stare as I walked in.

“Hey Eli,” I said, trying to ease the tension lingering between us. Most likely from what he’d seen.

As I walked toward him he glanced over my shoulder which made me turn and look to see what he was staring at there.

Mary had emerged from the house with the laundry basket. Still wearing that same dress. Still probably not wearing any underwear. She walked over to the line in bare feet and started pinning underwear up.

Ruth came out a moment later. She was wearing a hat and carrying her clutch. She opened the door of the old Chevy standing by the house and stepped inside. A moment after that she was lost in the cloud of dust the car kicked up leading down to the road.

When I turned back to look at Eli he was still staring over my shoulder. His jaw was a little slack but his normally glassy eyes had a focus to them.

It burned me watching that big lug watching Mary’s body stretch to reach the line. I’d bet money that his cock was twitching from just seeing her. I’d bet my house that Mary could tell and that she liked it.

I could still hear Ruth’s warning echoing inside my mind but it was growing more faint, replaced by the sound of blood rushing from my brain to my member. What was it, this strange animal that had reared it’s head and now had me in it’s grip? And what had come over Mary that even Ruth could tell she’d changed?

It was time to put a stop to this. Ruth was right.

I turned and walked out of the barn and up the hill.

Mary had just finished pinning the last of the underwear on the line as I came up. “Hey Joe,” she said, her voice a sing-song lilt now that her craving had been sated.

“Hey,” I replied.

“Want to grab that basket for me and carry it inside?”

I looked down at the empty basket. “Sure,” I said. “But listen I’ve got to talk to you about something.”

Mary’s smile faded a little. “What is it Joe?” she asked. “Something wrong?”

I took a deep breath and sighed. I glanced at her dress and the way it hugged all her curves. She sure looked pretty. Couldn’t really blame Eli for staring. But Ruth was right. There was no sense getting those boys all worked up and taking their minds off their jobs. I opened with “Now don’t get mad…”

That wiped the smile right off. “Joe?”

“Your mama talked to me about something.”

The way Mary bristled at that made me realize I’d taken the wrong tack. Too late.

“But I think she might be right,” I said, nodding. “Mary I know you’ve been wearing those clothes to piss off your mama.”

She smirked but didn’t protest.

“But now that the Miller boys are here every day,” I said, waving back toward the barn, “I think that maybe something a little less…” I held out my hands, knowing she’d understand. When she didn’t say anything, just stared deep into my eyes, the corners of her mouth flickering with an almost smile, I knew all she needed was a little nudge. “Don’t know if you saw it but you had an audience of one while you were hanging laundry.” I jerked my thumb over my shoulder.

Mary, it seemed, hadn’t noticed. She stood up on tiptoes and peered over to where I’d pointed. “Oh,” she said softly. “It’s Eli.”

I glanced back to find Eli standing in the same exact position that I’d left him. When I turned to look at Mary again, I was surprised to see her finger on the front of my shirt drawing “S” shapes down toward my belt. She bit her lip.

“He been watching me this whole time?” she whispered, something devilish in her tone. She looked up from under her eyebrow, eyes full of mischief.

My lips formed a tight line. “Now Mary I know that in private we’ve been…playing like that but…”

She gave me a sincere nod but her fingers slipped down to where my cock was still slightly rigid in my jeans. “We have been playing like that, haven’t we Joe?” she said.

Something in her expression terrified me. She was teasing but there was a seriousness beneath it that hadn’t been there before. “Mary now stop that. Really. You’re scaring me with the way you’re looking at me right now.”

She scraped her fingernail against the length of my cock. “So you’re saying to me that you would absolutely hate it if I went over there, got on my knees and pulled his Eli’s big thing out of his overalls?”

It was the last thing I expected to hear and it hit me like a loose hay bale rolling down a hill. And yet my cock twitched against Mary’s finger. “For goodness sake’s Mary this isn’t our bedroom,” I said, trying to sound as gentle as I could despite my frayed nerves.

Mary shook her head. “It’s not, is it Joe?” she said. The smile finally blossomed on one corner of her mouth. “This here is the real world.” She bit her lip. “It’s dangerous out here.” She pressed her body closed to mine as she said it and cupped my cock with her hand. “But you like it dangerous. Don’t you?”

I shook my head and tried to push her away but she was insistent. “Mary you know I love you every way you come but I’m trying to be serious here. Can you just please…”

The smile crept all the way across her lips. “You want to play a game, husband?”

A cold terror gripped me. “I beg your pardon?”

Mary hummed a little tune. “Kind of like chicken,” she said. “I’m going to walk down that hill toward the barn. When I get there I’m going to tell Eli that you told me to come down there and invite him into the attic.”

I sucked in a sharp breath at what she’d said. This was beyond the pale, even for dirty Mary in the bedroom. “You stop that!” I barked.

Mary giggled. “If you come down and stop me, you win, I guess. If you don’t…well…” She burst into a fit of giggles as she stepped around me and started walking barefoot down the hill. She shot me a lusty smile over her shoulder. “Maybe we all do?”

My heart started thumping inside my chest. I was flabbergasted by what Mary had just said. When I turned to follow her my feet felt like lead. When I saw her walk into the barn and up to Eli, I was paralyzed.

Eli was looking down at her, not into her eyes but at her cleavage as she leaned up and whispered something in his ear.

My eyes widened and my jaw fell slack. The light seemed to change, everything blurring but the image of Eli gawking at Mary’s tits and Mary on her tiptoes whispering into his ear. She fell back on her heels, giggled, picked up her skirt and started mounting the ladder.

Eli turned to look at me. The vacant stare was gone. I could practically hear his heart thumping from across the yard. A large lump had formed in his overalls.

Mary disappeared over the lip of the attic.

A jolt of panic shook me from my stupor as I saw Eli turn toward the ladder. Placing one foot in front of the other felt like one of those nightmares where you’re trying to run from something but stuck to the ground. My mouth was dry. My throat was tight. I forced myself to walk.

By the time I made it to the barn Eli was at the top of the ladder. My mind was racing. Had Mary really done it? Had she said it to him? Or was this just an elaborate tease, a prank, a game she’d come up with in a bored moment hanging laundry?

I came to the foot of the ladder just as Eli disappeared over the top. My legs felt even heavier as I lifted them and placed my feet on the rungs. My whole body felt like it was throbbing but the only part of it that mattered was the hard pressure between my legs where my cock had formed into a stiff erection and was pressed against my trousers. It seemed to take an eternity getting to the top. When I finally peered over the edge into the attic I nearly fell off.

There was Mary lying on a few square bales. Her legs were open, one knee swinging side to side, toes pointed toward me and toward Eli about five feet in front. Her bare pussy was on glorious display, a sheen of her own wet glistening on the slightly parted lips. She was holding the hem of her dress along her waist. She smiled at Eli but didn’t look at me. “You ever feed a kitty, Eli?” she whispered.

Eli’s shoulders and back were rising and falling he was breathing so heavy staring at that sacred sight.

I opened my mouth to shout. No sound came out.

Mary lifted a finger to her mouth. Her lips fell open, tongue flicked out. She licked the tip of her middle finger before letting it fall between her legs. Prying her pussy lips apart with her index and ring fingers, she pressed her middle finger against her engorged clit and rubbed. Her back arched. As she closed her eyes her head rolled back against the straw. She let out a soft sigh.

To my shocked horror and perverse delight, Eli reached up and grabbed one strap of his overalls and peeled it off his shoulder, then the other. His pants fell to the ground revealing hairy, tree trunk legs and a bare ass.

Apparently Eli considered underwear an unnecessary item of clothing as well.

I tried to speak again but nothing more than a hoarse croak came from my mouth. Lifting a leg I climbed the final three rungs of the ladder and scrambled up onto the attic floor.

Eli stepped out of his pants. His hand fell to his midriff and he grabbed his cock.

I crawled on hands and knees along the floor.

Mary’s eyes darted to mine. Hers were glowing with a hot excitement.

I froze as she stared at me. My vision tunnelled. Through the dry heat I saw what looked like a halo form around Mary’s face. She looked angelic. More beautiful than I’d ever seen her. A sweet cherub smiling at her husband as another man tromped toward her with his cock in hand, ready to defile her sex.

A fist closed around my heart as she mouthed the words “I love you.” I knew I should be screaming. Yelling at her to stop this nonsense. Up on my feet between her and Eli, protecting what was mine from this bull of a man with only one thing on his mind. Why, then, did I mouth the words “I love you” back at her?

Mary’s leg slipped off the bale. She scratched at the dusty floor with her toes as Eli came to tower over her. She looked up at her prospective lover.

Somehow I managed to crawl a few more feet forward and slightly to the side.

Eli’s cock came into view. A fleshy cudgel that was easily nine inches long and as thick as Mary’s arm. The angry, bulbous head glowed red as Eli choked and stroked it. A trickle of clear liquid leaked out the tip.

Inside my head my mind screamed no! But between my legs my own cock throbbed, my underwear already wet from my own pre-cum oozing from it. I shook my head, unable to believe what I was witnessing.

“You ever eat a pussy Eli?” Mary whispered.


Chapter Eleven

Eli fell to his knees with a loud thud. Letting go of his organ he placed a palm on each of Mary’s bared thighs and stretched her legs open even wider.

Mary’s smile faltered. A look of shock replaced it, as if actually being touched by another man had wrenched her from the fantasy we’d shared and placed her squarely back in the real world. She looked at me with a helpless, almost frightened expression.

Eli pressed his mouth against her sex and began lapping with his tongue like a thirsty dog at a bowl of water. The wet sounds of his tongue slobbering at her pussy filled the barn.

Mary’s mouth fell open. Her body shook, racked with pleasure at the sensation springing from between her legs. Her head rolled back on her shoulders and she let out a lewd moan.

My nerves were shredded. Sharp spikes of jealousy stabbed at the sides of my stomach but my paralysis had returned and I was powerless to do anything but watch.

Mary’s head lolled to one side. Her eyes fluttered open and fell to meet mine. She stared at me with rapt attention, wonder and awe. When Eli pulled his mouth away from her pussy her smiling trance seemed to return.

He rose up off his haunches, cock in hand again. Shuffling forward on his knees he pressed the tip against her sex, now dripping with his saliva. He waved it side to side, smearing the wet mess as wide as her thighs.

Mary gasped and stared down at the member with wide eyes. “It’s…so…big…” she whispered.

Eli, unfazed by her observation, put the tip against her entrance and shoved in with a grunt.

Her pussy opened wide, her body accepting the head of his instrument into her orifice. Mary drew in a deep breath.

I stared in slack-jawed disbelief at what was happening in front of my very eyes. My wife, my sweet, bubbly, dirty Mary was actually taking another man’s cock into her sex.

Eli reached up and palmed her breast. He squeezed the soft flesh and twisted, his gaze moving slowly between his cock disappearing into Mary and her chest. Clawing at her dress and bra, he yanked it down until one tit fell out. The sight inspired a growl. The muscles in his ass tightened and his cock sank deeper into Mary’s tightness.

Mary began to writhe. She let out a series of soft squeaks as she watched his turgid muscle stretch her pretty flower.

My own gaze was locked on the very same spot. As inch after inch of hard flesh plied into her cunt arousal throbbed between my legs.

Eli began his fuck. The muscles in his back and neck flexed as his hips swayed back and forth. He grabbed Mary by the hips and dragged her closer.

Her legs swayed up his sides.

He grabbed an ankle in each hand and spread them apart, his eyes occasionally darting from her pussy to her bare breast hanging out of her dress. Each thrust was accompanied by a guttural grunt as Eli chased his pleasure inside Mary.

Watching his cock plunging in and out of my wife was the most profane thing I’d ever seen or imagined. It violated everything we both held sacred and yet somehow the sight of it was just that. An invasion into Mary and into our lives, into the very soul of our marriage.

But I couldn’t for the life of me stop watching or cry out to stop it. It was as beautiful as it was ugly and seeing Mary twitch each time the end of that club sank deep inside her had me on the edge of an enormous climax. The sound of Eli’s heavy sack slapping against Mary’s ass had me hypnotized.

It was only when I saw that same sack tighten and rise that reality intruded into my surreal enjoyment of the moment. It started as an annoying whisper in the back of my brain but quickly came screaming to the front of my mind.

It was the same voice that nagged me the last few times I’d finished inside her. Mary was unprotected. Not on birth control, her womb was exposed and vulnerable. There was nothing standing between Eli’s coming emission and the fertile pink walls of her reproductive tract.

The idea terrified me but caused my erection to tighten at the same time. It occurred to me that I might become the witness to Mary being bred by a stranger on her parent’s farm.

But when Eli let go of her ankles and grabbed her hips to pound her toward the finish line, Mary didn’t press her hands against his abdomen the way she sometimes did with me when it was time. She didn’t look up and hint that he should be careful, that he needed to pull out because she was bare and it might be her time and what would happen if they made a baby?

No. Her long legs wrapped around his trunk, ankles locking behind his back as she pulled him even deeper inside herself.

Eli cracked. With a loud “wuh-huh-huh-fuh“ his body shook and the root of his organ tightened.

Mary’s eyes shot wide open for a second at the feeling of her cervix being coated with his seed.

Then her jaw fell slack and a lewd moan rolled out of her mouth as she began to come.

My vision narrowed further. Down to the three square inches of space where their bodies were connected. Her wet lips rippling around his retching muscle, his cock coated in her lubricant that had gone from clear to chunky white. It was a filthy sight but what gripped me was the terrifying potential of it. That this infusion of another man’s genetic material into Mary might sprout into something real.

Eli held her tight to his pelvis as his neck craned back, his cock belching hot ejaculate, her pussy chugging it as quickly as it was delivered. The tension left his body along with a sigh. His head rolled forward. He stared down at his cock buried inside Mary. Slowly he pulled his hips back. The deflating shaft and shrinking head flopped out followed by a sticky gush of yellowish-white seed.

Mary’s eyes opened. She kept her legs spread apart even as Eli rose to his feet.

The emotionless and vacant stare returned to his eyes as he trudged across the dusty floor, stepped into his overalls and pulled them up, hitching the suspenders over his shoulders. He walked over to the ladder, turned around and stepped down a few rungs. He looked up and at me, as if he meant to speak. A fly buzzed around his head. Shrugging, he descend the ladder and disappeared from view.

I felt the tips of my fingers first. A burning feeling crawled it’s way up my arms, down my back, settling between my legs. It twisted into a desperate, hungry need. It urged me forward on my hands and knees, crawling toward Mary and her stretched hole leaking Eli’s spunk.

I undid my belt and pushed my pants and underwear down off my ass. My cock sprang out. Coming to within inches of her pussy, I stared at the still flexing muscles. I peered down into the dark hole to see Eli’s seed frothing and churning inside Mary. The brackish, acrid scent of Eli’s emission burned my nostrils. “Mary,” I finally managed to whisper, looking up into her eyes. “What have you done?”

Mary looked up at me from under her brow, suddenly the picture of sin and whispered back. “I took another man inside me.”

Then I was up and on my knees, sliding my cock into her sullied hole. The heat and sticky wetness raced right up my spine and burned the base of my brain. “You took another man in you,” I groaned.

Mary squeezed her pussy. Eli’s cum spluttered out between us, clinging to Mary’s thigh before starting to drip-drip-drip down onto the floorboards. Mary touched my ass with the soled of her foot and rubbed it up and down. “You best get to it if you’re going to try and beat Eli to breeding me,” she said.

I shuddered at what she’d said.

“He left a lot in there. I never felt so full before.”

My body started bucking in a jealous, angry panic. I looked down between us. Down to where Eli had unloaded, to where, now, I was furiously trying to do the same, pull out as much of his cum as I could and plant my own. “You took another man in you!” I seethed.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Mary squealed. “You never fucked like this before. You never fucked me this hard. You’re so…you’re so angry aren’t you? Didn’t think I’d do it? You jealous, baby? You jealous big old Eli planted his seed inside me?”

“You little slut!” I said through clenched teeth.

Mary snickered.

“You’re just a little whore aren’t you?” I said. My own climax was looming but I wished there was a way to stay in that moment forever.

“I’m your little whore,” Mary whispered, smiling, then her face melted into pleasure and her body shook as she started coming all over my cock.

I stabbed and stabbed, slowing only at the lip of my orgasm to try and stretch it out. I came with an angry shout, the orgasm ripping through and making my whole body shudder. At the peak I plunged my cock deep inside Mary and focused on the feeling at the root of it. The spasming source of the dirty thing we’d just done. The climax folded over me like a hot, heavy blanket on a summer’s day.

Then it was over. I was still inside her. We were panting. We were sweaty. Mary was Mary and I was Joe and it felt like we’d just burst out of the end of a dark tunnel into the light. Our eyes met. A smile flickered to life along my lips. “You took another man in you,” I echoed.

Mary returned the smile. She shook her head. “I can’t believe you didn’t stop me.”

I shook mine. “I don’t know what…”

Mary pressed a finger to her lips to silence me. She put a hand on my stomach and pushed me away. Rolling her hips forward she came to sit on the edge of that bale of hay.

I slumped back onto my haunches and stared at Mary’s dripping sex. A pearly string of creamy seed rolled out and dripped to the floor in three fat plops.

“There you are!” Abe’s voice made me start. “Where’d Joe get to?”

A smile curled Mary’s lips. She moved her hand between her legs, two fingers held together. She dipped them into her pussy and pulled them out slowly. They were covered with cum.


Chapter Twelve

The sharp crack of my hand landing on Mary’s ass bounced around the cabin.

“Oh!” she squeaked, squirming on my lap. “Oh Joe!”

I raised my palm and let it fall again, this time on her other cheek.

She squirmed again but lifted her ass, rounding it. As if begging me to spank her again.

I obliged, this time harder.

“Oh Joe,” she whispered. Beneath my palm her pussy slit was glistening.

I’d spent the rest of the day in a daze. Dinner had been a blur. No one except Ruth and Mary had seemed to notice. Ruth had flashed me a few disapproving glances when she’d tried to bring me into the conversation and I’d had no idea what she was talking about.

I didn’t care.

Mary had spent the evening humming cheerfully and picking at her food. Every so often she’d look up at me and wink.

Each wink forced me to relieve our little secret up in the barn that day. Each time I did I got hotter under the collar and harder between the legs. By the time we’d made it to the cabin I was so aroused that I’d torn Mary’s dress off and bent her over my lap. The spanking lasted a good twenty minutes.

“Now,” I growled, pushing Mary off my legs and onto her knees in front of me.

She was naked and her beautiful curves made my cock throb in my lap.

I cupped her chin in my hand and gazed into her eyes.

She was so hot for it she was almost panting.

“I need you to know something, Mary,” I said.

She gave three quick nods.

“We had some fun out there today didn’t we?”

She nodded again.

“But that in no way means you get to go around flashing your pretty pussy to whoever you see fit.” I reached behind her and smacked her ass again.

She closed her eyes and arched her back. Her nipples hardened. She seemed to love this.

“I’m your husband and you’re my little whore. You belong to me. Is that clear?”

Three more nods.

I nearly told her what Ruth had warned me about. That would have ruined the mood for certain, though. “If I see fit I may let you have some fun again,” I said. I couldn’t believe what I was saying, really. I knew I should heed Ruth’s warning. Get Mary under control and back in line. But the arousal that raced through me each time I thought of Mary’s adultery was uncontrollable. “But you’re not to so much as look at another man unless I tell you it’s alright.”

Mary put on a contrite look that was very sexy.

“Good,” I said. Undoing my belt I pulled my cock out and wagged it in front of Mary’s face. “Now get your mouth on it,” I ordered.

Mary gobbled it up before the words were out of my mouth. She gripped the base and looked up at me with wide, loving eyes that seemed to say “anything you please, husband.”

Putting a hand on the back of her head I pulled her close. I watched as she took three quarters of my growing muscle into her mouth and down her throat. When I pulled my hand away from her head she began bobbing up and down, eyes still locked on mine. I waited until I was fully stiff before easing her off. “Good,” I said, standing up in front of her. I let my pants fall to the floor.

Mary chewed her bottom lip and eyed my penis.

“Get on the bed. Face down,” I said.

Mary scrambled up right away. She got up onto the bed and lay down with her arms spread at her sides.

“Like this,” I said. I pulled her by the ankles until her knees were nearly on the floor. Spitting into my hand I rubbed the head of my cock to keep it stiff. I wanted Mary more than anything right then. I also knew that I needed to make her understand I meant business. The spanking was a good start. A more memorable punishment seemed necessary.

“Oh Joe,” Mary mewled, shaking her ass. “Come and do it please! That spanking made me so, so horny!” As she jiggled her ass again she put her hands on her thighs and plied them apart to reveal her dripping sex. And just above it was the winking eyelet of her sphincter.

My cock lurched and I knew exactly what I needed to do to make her remember this lesson. I put my hands on her wrists and moved her hands higher. Onto her ass cheeks.

Mary craned her neck to look over her shoulder at me. “Joe?” she asked quietly.

“Hold yourself apart, Mary,” I said bending my knees and pointing my cock at her anus.

“Joe I…”

I gave her ass a soft smack again. “Who’s your husband?” I asked her.

“You are,” she whimpered.

“Who are you going to listen to?”

“You,” she said.

“Right. Now hold yourself apart.”

Slowly, somewhat reluctantly, she pulled her ass cheeks apart so that the brown fleck of a hole surrounded by creamy white skin widened.

As I pressed the head of my cock against it Mary whimpered again.

“Oh Joe! I want it in my pussy so bad Joe!”

“This is punishment for being such a bad girl today,” I growled. I thrust my hips forward an inch. The mushroom head of my prick slipped into her ass hole.

Mary gasped and tensed.

“You won’t be getting it in the cunt tonight, Mary,” I said, easing a few inches of my shaft into her. To my surprise she didn’t mewl or cry or protest at all. She lay there with a wide-eyed, almost wondrous look in her eyes as I fed more of my meat into her bottom. Finally my pelvis settled against her generous rear and I let out a grunt. She had a tight cunt but her ass was even tighter. The pressure was making it hard to concentrate on anything but the sensation throbbing up from between my legs. “You can take your hands away now, Mary,” I said.

Her hands slipped off her ass cheeks. Her sphincter tightened around the base of my shaft.

“Oh god,” I grunted.

Mary’s lips cracked into a mischievous grin. A moment later she squeezed me with her cutter again. She bounced up and down on the mattress, fucking me with her ass and getting giddy about it. She giggled.

I put a hand on her back to try and still her. I couldn’t resist the laugh that bubbled up out of me. “Now calm down, Mary,” I said, trying to stay serious. It was all just a fun, sexy game but I wanted to stay in character because Mary seemed to like it so much. “This is supposed to be your punishment. You’re not to be having fun with it.”

Mary started laughing. She squeezed a hand between her legs and started fiddling with herself as she bounced up and down on the bed making my cock slide in and out of her ass.

“God, Mary, you’re going to ruin me if you keep that up,” I muttered. “I’m right on the edge. If you don’t stop then…”

To that Mary reached lower between my legs and tickled me on the testicles.

I barked and threw my head back. My whole body tightened and I slammed my cock deep into Mary’s ass as it started belching semen.

“Oh!” she cried out. She stuffed her fingers between her legs again and started frantically fingering her clitoris. “Oh!” she shouted as she came.

I stared at my muscle disappearing into her. She’d taken it surprisingly easily, considering we’d never done that before. Seemed pleased with it, even. I let her bounce up and down on it until it wasn’t erect enough to stay inside of her and slipped out on it’s own. “What a dirty little whore you are, Mary,” I said, patting her gently on the bottom.

“Joe? Fetch me the mirror?” she asked, staying on her stomach.

I narrowed my eyes at her. “The mirror? What for?”

“I want to see it. I want to watch it leak out of me, Joe.”

What a filthy little bitch. But, and I am only moderately ashamed to admit this, I thought the idea a tantalizing perversion myself. I got up and fetched the small hand mirror she’d brought with her. I wasn’t sure what I’d expected when she’d made her request but it was not anywhere close to what she did.

Rolling off the bed, she squatted on the floor and set the mirror under her. She gasped and put a hand over her mouth as ejaculate started seeping from her slightly gaping pot hole. Then, wearing a lascivious snarl on one side of her mouth, she looked up at me and bore down.

A filthy dollop of semen sputtered out of her with a disgustingly wet fart. It sprayed along the mirror. Mary seemed utterly fascinated by it.

It was the most depraved thing I’d ever seen her do. I gasped when she picked the mirror up and stared at her cum-covered reflection for a moment.

She turned to me, eyes filled with something wicked. “How dirty do you want your little whore to be?” she whispered.

For a moment I was paralyzed with a perverted lust. What a question to hear from your wife! I knew then that this little adventure was far from over. “As…as dirty as she can get,” I admitted.

Mary smirked, seeming pleased with herself at how she had reclaimed control of the situation. She her head to the side to show me her profile, stuck out her tongue and licked the coated mirror like it was a lollipop.

“Oh my god, Mary,” I whispered, hand over my mouth. My cock started to harden again. By the time she’d cleaned the mess off the mirror I was atop her again. Right on the floor this time.


Chapter Thirteen

“I heard what you did last night.”

Ruth’s words as I walked into the kitchen next morning jolted me awake. “I…I beg your pardon?”

She was wearing a satisfied smile. She’d been baking and her hands were covered in flour. She wiped them with her apron and folded her arms across her chest.

My heart had started beating wildly. I could feel color in my cheeks as I imagined Ruth eavesdropping on my depravities with her daughter.

“I was walking to the barn and I heard the spanking you gave Mary,” she said. “I didn’t mean to pry or anything. But from the sounds of it it was a real seeing to.”

I sighed in relief as I realized it was only the spanking Ruth was talking about. Still a bit odd but far better than the alternative. “Oh. That. Of course. It was good advice you gave me,” I said.

Ruth gave a pleased nod. “And I’m proud of you for taking it. Next time take a switch and put it to her pussy. That’s the best sort of pain. I’ve got one you can use.” She was dead serious.

I nearly died of embarrassment right there on the spot. “Coffee on yet?” I muttered, trying to move past her to the coffee pot.

She put two surprisingly strong hands on my shoulders, spun me around and sat me down at the kitchen table. “You have a seat and I’ll pour it for you. There’s nothing makes me happier than a man who can take his wife in hand and show her who’s boss, Joseph. Nothing in the world.” She walked to the pot, poured out a cup and set it in front of me. “What’ll you have for breakfast?” she asked.

“Oh Ruth you don’t need to…”

“I said what’ll you have for breakfast?” she repeated.

Well it was a little strange but I seemed to have gained esteem in Ruth’s books. It was an odd sort of pride I felt but there you have it. “Bacon and eggs and toast then, Ruth. Thanks.”

“You’re a good man, Joe,” she said, cracking two eggs and whisking them in a bowl.

I sipped my coffee in silence for a while.

Bacon hit the pan and sizzled. The bread popped up in the toaster.

Ruth arranged it all together on a plate and served it to me piping hot. She took a seat next to me at the table with a cup of her own. “Abe and I have to head into Flathill for an overnight today,” she said.

I froze, fork midway to my mouth. “An overnight?” I asked.

“Don’t worry he’s got everything arranged,” she said, setting her mug down. “The boys’ll be over to finish the fence posts. I’ll have Mary make a nice big meal for when they’re done. Shouldn’t take longer than mid-afternoon. Then you two can have the place to yourself for the night. Have some privacy,” she said, nodding. “Only thing going tomorrow morning is a crew coming to dig us a new well. All you have to do is make sure the gate’s open. They’ve done work for us before. They know their way around.”

A tight feeling formed between my legs. Thinking of Ruth and Abe being away and the three fellas here working in the hot sun all day. I couldn’t help but wonder what state that would put Mary in.

“Everything all right?” Ruth asked. “You’ve gone a little pale.”

“Fine,” I said, shaking my head and forcing myself to stuff the eggs on my fork into my mouth.

“Maybe you need a little top-up,” she said. Grabbed my cup and filled it to the brim with coffee.

The front door opened and Mary walked in. She was wearing a very modest flower-print dress that Ruth wouldn’t have looked out of place in. Not only that but she had her head slightly bowed as she walked over toward us.

Ruth’s eyes popped wide open and her jaw actually dropped as Mary leaned over me and kissed me on the cheek. “Good morning, husband,” she said before sitting down.

Now I could understand why Ruth would be shocked at this. She knew Mary was a firecracker. She had her number, or thought she did. Now, I was sure, she thought that I’d spanked some serious sense into her daughter. And she was acting like she couldn’t believe it.

The trouble was, if it was any trouble, that Mary was just pretending. Because in the middle of the night and into the early morning Mary had discovered how much fun pretending to be staid and pious could be when, when no one who cared was watching, she acted like a whore. And she loved that new game.

“Good morning, mother,” she said, an angelic smile on her lips.

I thought Ruth might fall out of her chair.

“Let me refresh your coffee cup,” Mary said, picking up Ruth’s cup, grabbing her own and filling them both with coffee.

My heart was beating pretty hard and fast at what I’d just heard from Ruth. I wondered if I should tell Mary or let it be a surprise, given our new game. Decided it wouldn’t be fair to rob her of the excitement leading up to it. “Your ma and pa have to head to Flathill for an overnight,” I said to Mary as she sat took a sip of her coffee.

Mary nearly snorted a noseful of it out all over her pretty dress. She managed to set her cup down, swallow what she had in her mouth, before she erupted into a coughing fit.

“Mary? Mary?” Ruth asked. “Are you choking? Do you need help?”

Mary shook her head, put a hand on her chest and whacked it. She covered her mouth just before a loud belch escaped her.

“Oh Mary! That’s disgusting!” Ruth admonished.

“Sorry, mama,” Mary said. “Went down the wrong way is all.”

“Well that’s alright,” Ruth said. “Do you want any breakfast?”

Mary locked eyes with me and shook her head. “No thanks, mama. I’ll get something to eat later,” she said.

The words and the way she looked at me when she spoke them, caused my insides to twist and bunch into a throbbing pit of jealous lust. I could only imagine what was running through Mary’s head as she sat at that table. I finished my breakfast and excused myself to go wash up before the boys came over to finish the fence posts. Outside I ran into Abe, who was putting a small suitcase into the bed of his old pickup. “Morning Abe,” I said.

“Morning Joe!” Abe answered with a wave of his hand. He set the suitcase down, clapped his hands and walked over to me. “Ruth tell you about our little trip?”

“She did,” I said.

“I’m sorry to be leaving you like this. Completely slipped my mind I’ve got a doctor’s appointment today. Ruth figured since we have someone here we may as well get a few errands done while we’re there. We have friends that are retired who live in the area. They asked if we wouldn’t stay up with them for a night. You don’t mind too much, do you?” he asked.

“I don’t mind at all,” I replied, trying to drag my mind out of the gutter. “What time you think you’ll be home tomorrow then?”

“Oh I’d say sometime mid-afternoon,” Abe said.

Ruth walked out of the house wearing a hat and carrying a large purse. “You put the things in the back yet?” she asked, flashing an admonishing look at Abe.

“I sure did!” he replied, grinning. As soon as she was behind the truck he muttered “…you old battle axe.”

I snorted a laugh.

Abe clapped me on the shoulder. “The boys’ll get the rest of those posts done. I’ll take care of them when we get back so don’t you go paying them anything or anything like that. Just have Mary give ‘em a good feed and send them on their way.”

“Will do, Abe,” I lied. “Will do.”

Mary walked out of the house as Abe climbed into his truck. She leaned against one of the porch posts and turned one knee into the other as she watched them leave.

I turned and waved at them through the dust-cloud the truck kicked up down the long driveway. Then I turned back to Mary.

A half-smile was playing along her lips.

I walked up slowly to the porch, put a foot on the first step and looked up into her eyes. “You look like you’re cooking something up in that head of yours,” I said.

Mary walked down the two steps and worked herself between my legs. Her eyes were smouldering and sultry. “And you look like you’re gonna like it,” she said.


Chapter Fourteen

Sam, Leroy and Eli showed up about twenty minutes after Abe and Ruth left. The three of them sitting together in the front seat of the beater pickup as they drove up the drive and parked.

I was on the porch finishing a coffee and reading yesterday’s paper. Mary was inside doing dishes. My chest got a little tight at seeing Eli. I couldn’t help but wonder if the brothers were close enough to share that sort of thing? I stood up and walked down the porch steps as the truck came to a stop and the three of them squeezed out of it.

They stood staring at me with their cow-like gazes.

Behind me the door opened.

The three of them looked up.

I turned around and drew a breath as excitement shot through me.

Mary was drying her hands on a tea towel. She was still wearing the same dress she’d had on when she came in for breakfast. But she’d undone the three top buttons so the front of it was hanging open, revealing her pink bra and the plump titties it contained. She’d removed her shoes and her feet were bare.

Those three lugs leered at her with a lusty hunger I could smell. Eli even drooled a little.

“Morning fellas,” Mary said, shoulders swinging side to side.

When she glanced at me my heart skipped a beat.

“Morning,” the three growled, one after the other.

An awkward silence fell over us. The boys couldn’t tear their eyes away from Mary’s cleavage. I was having trouble controlling my erection. And behind me Mary seemed to buzz with a lascivious excitement. I didn’t know how I could sense it. But it was there as certain as the sunrise.

“Well I suppose you all should get to work before it gets too hot,” Mary finally said, breaking the silence. “Make sure you don’t leave without coming in for a feed or mama’ll have my hide,” she added with a giggle. Then she spun around on her heel and disappeared back into the house.

I looked at the three brothers. I found it strange that I felt no embarrassment or humiliation at what had happened the day before. I suppose I should have. I suppose a normal man would have. Eli had fornicated with my wife, after all. And right in front of me. Instead, however, I was gripped by a dizzying excitement that it might happen again. “Make sure to swing by the house once you’re done fellas,” I said, as cool as I could be. “Mary’s got a special treat waiting for you.”

The three of them grunted almost in unison. Leroy reached between his legs and adjusted the bulge that had formed there. Then they trudged back over to the truck, piled in and drove out into the bumpy field that would soon be pasture for the cows.

I took a deep breath after they’d left. A pressure had built between my legs. One that needed some relief if I was to survive the day. I walked up the porch steps and stepped back into the house.

Mary had herself set up in the kitchen. Pots on the stove, something in the oven and the table already set. She was humming to herself as she peeled potatoes.

I walked up behind her. Watched her turn her head and flash a smile over her shoulder. I leaned in and took another deep breath, revelling in her fresh scent. Then I did something I never would have normally. Not if we weren’t in the thick of our depraved game. I reached around Mary, cupped her tit and gave it a firm squeeze.

That seemed to please her. She smiled again but kept up peeling the potatoes.

“You certainly gave those three something to think about while they’re drilling posts,” I growled.

“Did I?” she asked, feigning innocence.

“You certainly gave me something to think about, too,” I added.

“Is that so?” she whispered.

“It is,” I replied. “And now I can’t stop thinking about it. And I’m afraid I won’t be able to think about anything else unless I have some relief,” I explained.

“Joe,” Mary said, her voice low. “You’ve had quite the appetite these last few days.”

“It’s all your doing,” I said, reaching around with my other hand and kneading both her tits. “I need it, Mary.”

Mary considered this for a moment. Her hesitation was a departure from our little game. An exciting one. I wondered what she might be cooking up. “Well I suppose I am your wife and that is my duty,” she said. “But I have so much cooking to do I don’t know if I’ll get it all finished if I take an extended break.”

A lusty anger shot through me. Her mild rejection made me want her even more. “I thought you were going to be my obedient whore?” I said, my hands running down to her hips.

Mary set down the potato and the knife. She pushed me away then reached back and hoisted her dress up to reveal her ass. She pulled down the modest white underwear she had on and bent lower over the sink. Her gash was coated in a sticky slime. “Certainly, husband,” she said. “Take what you need.”

What a dirty girl she was. I unbuckled my belt and let my pants fall to the floor. Pulled my cock out and pointed it at her fuzzy slit. Groaned as I slipped in.

“That’s pleasant,” Mary said, smiling. She glanced at me over her shoulder. “But Joe? Don’t unload inside me. I’d like to be fresh for the boys. If that was what you were planning, that is,” she added.

My cock engorged inside her. What a thing to hear your wife say. That she’d like to be clean for the three brutes who were coming by to fuck her later. It gave me a moments pause, though. My cock was pulsing, my sack nearly bursting with seed, it felt like. It was a strange time to bring up this concern. But I felt like I should share it. It was an unnecessary risk and needed to be addressed. “You shouldn’t let them dump inside you either,” I said, putting a hand on her shoulder and sheathing the full length of my cock inside her cunt.

Mary looked over her shoulder again, frowning. “Well that’s up to you now, isn’t it?” she said.

I snorted out a chuckle. What a delightful slut she’d become. Totally subservient to my desires and ready to indulge them. I put my hands on her hips and started pounding, watching as her ass cheeks jiggled each time I slammed against them.

Mary did her best to peel potatoes as I fucked her. More for show than anything, I think. But I brought her over a climax and watched her toes curl against the floorboards.

Then I tumbled over one myself. I just barely managed to yank my cock out as the first squirt shot from it. It landed on the bunched up folds of her dress. I groaned and jerked myself through a series of intense contractions before staggering back and staring at Mary’s ass and the closing lips of her cunt.

She pulled her underwear up as casually as she’d peeled them off. Dropped her dress down over her ass and smoothed it out before grabbing a tea cloth and throwing it over her shoulder at me. “Clean yourself up, sweetheart. Then help me scrub some of these spuds.”

***

I can only imagine how the trio hustled with the fence posts out in the hot sun. They were back just after noon. Thirsty, hungry and sweaty as hell. They stomped up onto the porch, knocked on the door, then dutifully waited for someone to answer.

Mary had a meatloaf in the oven. I’d mashed the potatoes and we’d fried up a huge bowl of green beans for the three guys. I opened up the door and welcomed them inside with a wave.

They filed in, caps in hands, heads bowed, eyes wandering around the place in search of Mary.

Mary had said she needed to use the bathroom when she saw the truck pull up. She descended the stairs with Sam, Leroy and Eli standing there watching her.

I suspect she just wanted to make an entrance.

The three of them stared at her plump titties and then her toes, which she’d painted red in between making the meat loaf and the beans.

I was standing off to the side and watching them watch her. They were definitely hungrier for her body than they were for the food she’d set out on the table. That made me very hot under my collar.

“That was fast,” Mary said with a giggle. “Come in, come in. Have a seat. Lemonade?”

As I watched her move I had the realization that this was not just an act for me. She was loving this. Loving the way she held their attention. Loving that her femininity was the focus of their world. It made me deeply jealous but not in a way that I would traditionally describe that emotion. Maybe envious is a better word. Envious that there is no male equivalent to a woman’s beauty in the eyes of a man. Oh strength and speed and brawn, sure. But those are all attributes that can be cultivated to some extent.

Beauty or, more importantly, sexual attractiveness are innate. And Mary, despite her rigid upbringing, had learned how to harness those powers perfectly. And she was powerfully aroused by the men’s regard of her.

The three sat down at the table with me on one end and Mary on the other. They bowed their heads and looked sideways to Mary.

Mary pressed her hands together and bowed her head as well.

I couldn’t bring myself to do so. My gaze was riveted on Mary as I watched her piously recite grace before our humble offering. After a chorus of muttered Amen's we all picked up our cutlery and tucked into the food.

For a long time the only sound in the kitchen was the clink of cutlery on plates.

Every so often Mary would flash a wicked smile across the table.

The boys ate efficiently with their eyes on their food. They seemed profoundly uncomfortable, like they wanted to get it all finished as fast as possible and be on their way.

I felt the urge to inject some sense of joy into the proceedings. “So, Sam, how did it go out there today?” I asked.

Sam dutifully put his fork and knife down and dabbed at the corners of his mouth with a napkin. “Very good, sir. Fence is up and sturdy. Got a gate up, too, for when the cattle truck comes.”

I smiled and nodded. I suddenly felt a pang of guilt for what Mary and I were up to. These poor farm boys were just out here trying to help. And we had them pinned between us, Mary and I did, pawns in our dirty little game. It was almost enough to make me want to call it off. Almost. I reassured myself with the fact that, when it was all over, the three of them would have a very pleasant memory to beat off to in the middle of the night. The trouble now was how to veer from a civilized luncheon to a raunchy orgy in a dignified way.

“How about you Leroy?” I asked. “Not too hot for you out there? I nearly fainted when I was out the other day,” I confessed, following it up with a chuckle to try and ease the tension.

“Eli said she let him put his peter in her puss!” Leroy bellowed, chunks of potato flying out of his mouth and onto his plate.

The table bounced as Sam kicked him in the shin beneath it.

Mary clapped a hand over her mouth and choked back a laugh.

Eli’s eyes went wide and he stared at the center of the table so hard I thought he was going to burn a hole in it.

And just like that I felt like master of the domain again. It wasn’t a graceful opening but it would have to do. “Eli wasn’t lying,” I said, setting my cutlery down on my plate.

Three pairs of eyes darted toward me then quickly back to their plates.

I looked to Mary.

“Any of you boys have a girl you might not want to offend?” Mary asked politely.

The three exchanged glances. “No, ma’am,” Sam said.

Mary steepled her fingers and smiled at me. “Because Mr. Banes and I have an arrangement we’d like to share with you.”


Chapter Fifteen

The cabin was hot and stuffy. Even with the windows open the hot air from outside seemed to settle in the small place and not move. It was my idea. There were many things I would do for Mary and myself. But sullying Abe and Ruth’s good house or their marital bed with our depravity was not one of them. So, after feeding each of them a beer and a swig of Abe’s hooch, we five trudged through the yard to the cabin out back.

I should say the three of them trudged. Mary seemed to be walking on a cloud. I followed their grim procession, wringing my hands and letting my imagination run wild. Sam, Leroy and Eli looked like they didn’t dare to hope that what came next was actually going to come true.

I settled down into the armchair in the corner. Mary spun around and sat down on the bed as gently as a feather landing on a cloud. She crossed her legs and swung them back and forth, her red toes dazzling and drawing all our eyes.

Our three bulls stood sheepish and apprehensive in the center of the small room.

Mary glanced at me and I gave her a single nod to signal she could begin. She raised a finger and bounced it in the air, moving right to left and back again in a silent “eeny, meeny, miny, moe.” Her finger stopped at Sam, who stood in the center. She crooked it, beckoning him toward her.

He looked sideways at the other two before taking two steps forward to stand in front of her. When she reached up and put her hand on his belt buckle he took her wrist. He looked…fraught with worry. He glanced back at me, obviously not knowing at all what to say. He opened his mouth and drew a breath.

We all waited.

“How is this alright?” he finally muttered looking at neither of us.

Mary looked up at him, grinning. “Don’t you worry about that, Sam,” she said, shaking her head. “Mr. Banes likes to watch. And I’m his little whore. It’s between me and him. All you need do is enjoy yourself. Pretend like we’re not married. And like he’s not right there. You think you can do that for me?”

Sam’s gaze darkened as he stared into her eyes. He pondered the request and finally nodded.

“Good,” Mary whispered, a pleased and wicked smile stretching her lips. She eased his hand off hers and gave his belt a tug. The prong popped from the leather. She let it go. His jeans sagged on his hips. Without undoing the button or the zipper she yanked them down until they were at his ankles. She pulled the tights he was wearing down.

His semi-erect cock swung out and to the side like a hefty boom.

Mary’s eyes went wide.

It was a meaty thing. Thick and uncut, the outline of it’s head bulging beneath the fold of his foreskin. At it’s root it looked thicker than Mary’s wrist. As she massaged it to life with her fingers it swelled to nearly the length of her forearm.

She regarded it with a profound curiosity. As if wondering how any woman could fit a bulging mass that size inside herself.

Lust flared in Sam’s gaze. His eyes stayed locked on Mary’s dainty fingers as she stroked his cock. Not a minute passed before his shaft hardened.

Mary peeled the foreskin back and gasped at the sight of the throbbing crown. She stared at it in a way she’d never looked at mine. She looked to me and smiled her wicked smile. “Has a woman ever touched you like this, Sam?” she whispered.

“No ma’am,” Sam replied, followed by a cough. His face had reddened. He had his fists balled at his sides.

Through my jealousy I felt another pang of guilt. At defiling a virgin with our bawdy game, even one as strapping as Sam.

Eli and Leroy stood behind him, peering over his shoulders and massaging their organs through their pants.

“Do you mind it?” Mary asked.

“No ma’am,” Sam choked out.

I felt the need to intervene. To give him permission I knew he wouldn’t take himself. To act out his basest urges and not let Mary tease him. “Don’t call her ma’am, Sam. She’s a slut. Call her that.”

Sam closed his eyes tightly. “I…I don’t think I can do that,” he stammered.

Mary feathered the underside of his member with the tips of two fingers. It lurched in front of her and a line of clear pre-cum oozed from it onto her wrist. “Don’t mind him, Sam,” Mary said. “It’s just a game we have. You’ll find someone to play with one day, too. For now you just enjoy yourself alright?”

Sam gave a terse nod. But when Mary wrapped a finger and a thumb around his cock and stroked him he let out a feral-sounding grunt. “It’s almost happening,” he muttered.

Mary arched her brow and pulled her fingers off him. It was too late. A gush of seed leaked from the tip of his cock. Denied the pleasure of her touch his cock twitched and swayed in the air as his sack emptied out onto the floor. Mary delighted in the sight. She giggled and gasped as she watched him spill but didn’t touch him. When he was finished she patted his tree trunk of a thigh and smiled up at him. “Don’t be embarrassed,” she said. “Draining it’s the best way to get it back up and hard. You go stand over there while I see to Leroy and Eli,” she said, pointing to the corner of the cabin.

Sam trudged over huffing and sighing and sat down on the stool with his jeans around his ankles.

“Who’s next?” Mary asked.

“Me!” Eli blurted. His jeans were tented and it looked like the fabric might not contain what he had inside.

Mary giggled at his enthusiasm. She grabbed his belt and hauled him forward. Did the same thing she’d done with Sam and got his pants down around his ankles.

I sucked in a breath when she wrapped her fist around the root of his prick and kissed the tip. Her lipstick matched the polish on her toes and left a small red mark on the underside of Eli’s cock.

“Yer a good slut,” Eli growled. He reached out and cupped Mary’s tit and squeezed it.

Mary’s eyes went wide and then she laughed again, folding over and putting a hand on her belly. She looked at me, then up at Eli as she dipped down between his legs. Her tongue flicked out and licked his testicles. She ran a line up under his shaft.

I gripped the arms of the chair when her mouth came up and her lips gently ensconced the head of Eli’s cock. She looked up at him with big eyes, tongue running side to side under his glans.

Eli turned to look at me, red-faced and sweating. “I want to see her teats,” Eli grunted.

The crude request and simple manner sent a thrill rushing through me. I nodded. “Take them out,” I said to Mary.

Mary tucked a hand into her dress and hauled out first one breast and then the other. They sagged and mashed together, no longer supported by a bra. The firm nipples hardened further under Eli’s gaze.

His inhibitions obviously evaporated because he reached out and tweaked both of them with a finger and thumb.

Mary moaned over his cock as he fiddled with them like knobs on the radio in his old truck. Something about that fondling must have done it for her because she started bobbing back and forth, taking more and more of his cock into her mouth with each bob. She reached between his legs with both hands and gently squeezed his balls.

The sound he made at that was as bovine as his stare had been earlier that morning. The needy mooing of a creature not sure of what it needs but sure he needs it now. His hands rose to the sides of her face. His giant palms covered nearly her entire head.

I saw her eyes widen and my cock went tight.

Eli, perhaps because of previous experience, didn’t suffer from Sam’s shyness. He stared down at her and used her mouth like it was just a wet hole to get off in and not his neighbour who he’d known his whole life. Every few thrusts one hand would drop and he’d give her titty a gentle swat.

Each smack sent a jolt through me like he was smacking my face instead of her breast. My cock hardened with each one.

When it was time for Eli to have his eruption he turned to me. “I’m gonna do it soon,” he grunted.

I gave a quick nod and leaned closer, my eyes narrowing on where his cock was disappearing into her mouth. “Do it in her mouth, Eli,” I said, voice gravelly with lust. “Spill it in her mouth.”

Eli grunted. His hips lurched forward.

Mary nearly went cross-eyed.

He groaned as the root of his cock twitched sending blasts of hot ejaculate shooting into her mouth.

I couldn’t help myself. I grabbed my prick through my jeans and started to rub.

Eli shuddered. His whole frame shook as the last of his emission left him. The tension in his body deflated as he pulled his cock out of Mary’s face.

Mary didn’t miss a beat. Played her part perfectly. Put a hand against her lower lip like she just could not possibly believe what had happened. Let Eli’s creamy deposit run out over her lip and land in hot, wet splats on her uncovered breasts.

The performative look of surprise she flashed me nearly made me burst inside my pants.

Mary lapped up the goo off her fingers and fixed her gaze on Leroy.

Eli stepped back toward the door, still stroking what pleasure he could find out of his cock.

Leroy, it turned out, didn’t need an invitation. He stumbled forward, greedily ogling Mary’s breasts. Fell to his knees in front of her. Grabbed her ankles and spread her legs.

Mary fell back onto the bed in a fit of giggles.

Leroy leaned into her crotch and gave it a deep sniff. “Pussy so sweet,” he growled. “I love eating pussy.” He grabbed her pristine underwear with his weathered hand and yanked them down her legs. Threw them across the room and crawled closer until his mouth was at her pussy. He put his hands on her thighs and spread them then pressed his lips against her folds and started licking.

Mary gasped and rose up onto her elbows. Her pointed feet fell slowly until the came to rest on Leroy’s shoulder blades. She pulled her dress up and stared at him eating her out with an intense fascination. Her eyes rolled up and her head fell back. “Oh god!” she groaned.

The room was filled with the sound of Leroy suckling and the smell of Mary’s greasy kitty.

My inhibitions evaporated. Despite the three near-strangers in the room I whipped my cock out and started stroking myself. There was something so incredibly raw about my arousal. I got turned on lots by Mary. Here I was turned on even more by the taboo of the situation. My pretty, giggling wife, her mouth first defiled, now having her pussy eaten by this brute of a farmhand.

Leroy pulled away from Mary’s sex. He stuck out his middle finger and drove it into her.

Mary squealed and thumped her feet against his back. The squeal ended in giggles.

Leroy didn’t give a fuck. He pulled his finger and went down on her with his mouth again. Then he took that middle finger and pressed it against her sphincter. Twisted it a few times to get it wet. Then he pushed it in until his fist was pressed against her ass.

Mary’s eyes popped wide open. Her jaw fell. It was hard to tell what Leroy was doing with his finger inside her but he was doing something. Because not ten seconds later Mary screamed like a banshee and her body shook as she climaxed.

Leroy lapped at her the whole way through it. Then, having apparently had his fill of delicious kitty, rose up and pulled his finger out of her. Flipped Mary over onto her stomach like she was a bag of feed. He pulled on her hips until she was on her hands and knees. Shrugged off the shoulder straps of his overalls and pulled his “peter” out of his underwear. It wasn’t too long, maybe five or six inches. But it was thick. A stretcher. “I like it the way dogs do it,” he grunted, jerking it. It was erect in under thirty seconds. He pressed it against Mary’s dripping slit and shoved it in with a low grunt.

Mary gasped again and her toes splayed. “Oh…oh…slow, Leroy!” she begged as he stuffed the organ into her. “Slow! It’s so fat I’ll rip if you don’t go slow!”

The words somehow made their way through the fog of Leroy’s arousal. He slowed, put his hands on the globes of Mary’s ass and pulled his cock slowly out of her. “I love kitty…I love kitty…” he muttered.

Sam found the courage to step up. Possibly prompted by the outrageous erection that had returned with a vengeance. He walked up to the head of the bed staring at Mary’s tits. Reached under her and squeezed one, then the other.

Mary turned her head to look at him and found his cock right there. “C‘mere slugger,” she said.

Sam gladly obliged. He swept the pillows off the bed and knelt in front of her holding his cock.

Leroy, slowly this time, plowed back into her. He had thick, heavy balls that hung low and swayed beneath her as he pushed in to the root of his cock.

Mary moaned. Her pussy was gushing, fluid leaking out from the tight seal her lips formed around Leroy’s pecker. As he tried to push in deeper Mary fell forward and took a mouthful of Sam’s cock. She moaned again.

By this point I was on tiptoes on the edge of what felt like would be the largest climax I’d ever had. Somehow I found the strength to let go of myself and grip the armrests. My cock was leaking clear lubricant. I stared at Mary getting spit-roasted, rocking back and forth between the two men as she blew Sam and took Leroy in the cunt behind her.

It was the dirtiest, most perfect scene I could never have imagined on my own. But there was something still missing. I glanced at Eli who was stroking himself back to life by the door. When he noticed me looking at him I tipped my head toward the bed. Go on, pal. Get in there.

He traipsed across the room and stood at the side of the bed. Obviously didn’t know how to get in on the action, he just stood there.

Mary must have sensed his presence. She blindly reached out with her hand until she found his erect penis. Wrapped her hand around it and started pulling on him.

It was nice. But it wasn’t perfect. My arousal faltered. I sure as hell wasn’t going to suggest what I wanted. What if Mary said no? What if one of the guys did?

Mary seemed to read my mind. Or maybe hers was just as dirty. She pulled her mouth off Sam’s cock and sucked in a deep breath. “C’mere Sam. Come on honey,” she panted, pulling him down onto the bed. “Come on. Get down there. Get under me,” she said. As he scooted under her she grabbed her tit and popped it into his mouth. “Suck it, baby. Suck it hard. I love getting ‘em sucked.”

My eyes bugged.

Mary reached back and slapped Leroy’s thigh. “Get out of there, Roy,” she said. “Use the other hole. Put it in my shitter,” she said over her shoulder.

Heat tore through me. I stiffened in the chair.

“Aw but I like the…”

“Kitty,” Mary said, sounding impatient. “I know. You can get it later. Now get your cock in my ass so Sam’s got somewhere to put his.”

Leroy pulled his cock out of her puss with a wet pop and pout on his face. It was coated in creamy grool. He mashed the fat head against her ass.

Mary winced as he tried to push it in. “Slow! Slow just like my snatch!” she snapped.

Leroy twisted his hips, coaxing the fat mushroom into the tiny little hole. Finally it slipped in. “Ugh,” he grunted.

Mary sucked in a breath through her teeth. She reached down under herself and grabbed Sam’s cock. Swept the head side to side until she found her entrance. Then she sank down onto it, taking him about halfway. “Go on Roy,” she said over her shoulder. “Push it all the way in.”

Leroy pulled her ass cheeks apart with his thumbs. Shuffled forward and stuffed that tin-can of a prick all the way into her back hole.

Mary let out a breath and her body shook. She looked down at Sam, his mouth still full of her tit and caressed his cheek. Then she seemed to remember Eli was still standing next to her. She turned, grabbed his cock and led him onto the bed in front of her.

I groaned loudly but I didn’t care. This was a desire satisfied I’d never felt. A need I hadn’t known existed. And the deep sense of perverted gratification at seeing it was all-consuming. It was all I could do to keep from stroking myself over the edge.

Mary, the tip of Eli’s cock still in her mouth, turned and looked sideways at me. She let it fall out of her mouth. Poked her tongue out and licked around the head before giving it a kiss and me a wink. “Now get to work and fuck me fellas,” she purred.

The guys were so charged up they set to her right away. Sam started pumping up from beneath her. Leroy started pounding her behind, his face twisted in a grimace. And Eli took her face in his hands and fed her as much of his dick as she could take, then started fucking her in the face.

To see your lovely wife used that way by three men is a unique pleasure. One that’s better experienced than described. All the softest, most delicate parts of her being violated. Seeing her turned into a human receptacle for foreign seed. It was breathtaking. As the three fucked their way toward emission, Mary shuddering between them, my mind focused on the most exciting, most dangerous appendage penetrating her.

Sam pounding her from beneath. His seeder driving into her depths, balls tightening as he neared release. I had no idea where she was in her cycle. Nor did he. And so it was well within the realm of possibility that when he erupted, he would be sowing a fertile field. There was a very real chance that his offering would take inside her.

That thought nearly sent me over without any physical stimulation. That Mary might grow with another man’s offspring inside her was…a horrible pleasure, I suppose. It was the horror of it that made it so pleasurable. A very present danger. A risk whose reward, for me, would be fleeting. The consequences would be permanent. A living reminder of our foray into this dark fantasy.

Mary started to moan over Eli’s cock. She started rocking back and forth hard, jamming it into her throat, then jamming the other two into her guts and reproductive tract.

The quartet had turned into a beast of four backs I would never forget.

Leroy popped first, not having had the benefit of a previous ejaculation. His face screwed up and he howled as his cock pulsed inside Mary’s bottom. His nuts rose and fell as ejaculate started squishing out around his shaft. His whole body shook. He lifted a hand and smacked her ass hard. Then he staggered back, his cock popping out of her.

That triggered another climax for Mary. She reached around, seeming to miss having something stuffed into her shitter. Found it with her fingers and stuffed two inside herself and started pumping.

Eli lost it at that. But he behaved like a gentlemen. Either for Mary’s sake or for Sam’s who was under him. He pulled his cock out of her mouth, gripped her dress and pulled it down her back exposing her shoulder blades.

Mary leaned forward, moaning as she came, and started licking his testicles.

He gripped himself tightly and sent an arc of semen shooting over her head and onto her pale skin, groaning as he did.

Mary slurped one of his balls into her mouth and started sucking it, staring up at him.

He roared as more cum splattered onto the back of Mary’s neck. As his pleasure ebbed he slouched back, then crawled off the bed.

Now it was only Sam inside her. He was still nursing on her breast. His eyes were closed and he was moaning softly.

Mary caressed his cheek again.

The tender way she did it sent a ripple of shivers running down my spine.

“You ready, sweetie? You gonna make it? You ready to pop?” she whispered.

Sam nodded and groaned.

This was it. The moment I’d been waiting for and dreading. A flash of sober reasoning had me reaching out a hand, the word “Stop!” on the tip of my tongue.

Mary, like an expert whore, rose up a little higher. Sam’s cock fell out of her. As soon as it did she squeezed her thighs tightly around it and started bouncing up and down on him.

He groaned into her breast as his cock started shooting white jizz harmlessly up into the air. It landed on her ass, mingling with Leroy’s that was leaking out of her. His climax came as a violent seizure. He shook beneath her as he came, Mary feeding him tit and gently playing with his hair. It seemed to last forever. When it was finally over Mary slowly slipped off of him. She lay on her side on the bed, her beautiful curves forming the most enticing shape, her breasts sagging toward the mattress.

There was a moment of awkward silence. I was the only one left that hadn’t released, still in the thrall of the moment.

The voice came from outside. “Boys? Where in tarnation is everyone?”

It was Vernon.

The guys were up and scrambling back into their overalls in less than a second. They exchanged frightened glances, obviously racking what brains they had about how they were going to explain this.

We all heard footsteps coming toward the door.

Mary gasped and scrambled to get under the sheets.

Three sharp raps sounded at the door. “Mary? Joe? You in there?” Vernon said.

My eyes darted from Mary, peering out from under the covers, to Eli, Leroy and Sam who looked scared shitless. I realized this would be up to me to fix. I pulled my pants up while taking deep breaths and squeezing my ass to try and douse my erection. Straightened out my hair and wiped the sweat off my brow and walked to the door. Cleared my throat and pressed a finger to my lips to tell the guys to keep quiet. Then I swung the door open, grinning. “Vernon!” I said, my voice nearly a bellow.

He narrowed his eyes when he saw the guys standing behind me. “What’s going on in here?” he asked, taking a step forward.

The smell of sex hung heavy in the air. I stepped out to keep him from coming inside and waved the three out with me.

“You three were supposed to be home to help me with hay!” he said, scowling at them.

“Oh shoot,” I said. “They didn’t mention it. We had a problem with the toilet in there and I needed help. Sam here offered right away and Leroy and Eli didn’t want to strand him by taking the truck. I’m awfully sorry,” I said.

Vernon furrowed his brow as he looked at guys.

“I really did appreciate it, though,” I added. “Abe and Ruth won’t be back until tomorrow and, well, I’m not very handy. Not like your boys here,” I said, jerking a thumb over my shoulder.

After a pause, Vernon smirked. “Well, as long as they were a help then that’s fine by me,” he said.

“Couldn’t have managed without them,” I said, not a word of a lie.

“You all set then?” Vernon asked.

“Absolutely,” I replied.

“Alright. We best be getting home then. I’ll swing by tomorrow afternoon sometime. You can tell Abe when he gets back.”

“I’ll do it first thing,” I said.

“Come on, fellas. You hungry? Supper’s nearly on.”

He got three very quick yessir’s. A moment later and the four of them were walking toward the house and their trucks. They disappeared a minute after that in a cloud of dust.

I turned and walked back into the cabin.

“Are they gone?” Mary whispered.

My cock was hard by the time I got my pants off. “Gone but not forgotten,” I growled.

Mary giggled under the sheets.

I reached down and yanked them off of her. I gasped at the sight of her body, spackled with globs of three men’s release. “Holy shit,” I said under my breath. The sight was overwhelming.

“Was I a good little whore?” Mary whispered, grinning.

The sight of her defiled strengthened my erection. I swung a leg over her and shuffled up on my knees to straddle her chest. My cock strained and twitched above her nose. “Mary you’ve earned yourself another spanking and then some. What am I to make of it that I married such a slut?” I grabbed the root of my prick and smacked the head gently against her cheek.

She dutifully turned her face to offer me the other. “Make of it what you will, husband. I’m yours to do with as you please.”

I smacked her other cheek. The act brought an odd satisfaction. Her submission to me was thrilling beyond words. “You did it all for me did you?” I asked, my skin heating at the possibility of what her answer might be.

She smiled softly. “Of course,” she said. “I took no pleasure in it whatsoever.”

“Don’t you lie to me,” I growled. I tipped her mouth open with a thumb on her chin and stuffed my cock into it.

Mary’s eyes widened but she started obediently sucking and licking my organ.

But that wasn’t enough for me. Having seen to what depths of depravity she could sink what I wanted most was to plumb them and find if there was a bottom at all. I shuffled up closer so that my sack was resting on her chin. My cock pressed deeper, until I felt the soft flesh at the back of her throat. I held myself there until tears came to her eyes and then a moment more. When I yanked it out it was covered in Mary’s saliva and sticky bile that had come up from her gut as she gagged. I dismounted, rolled her roughly onto her stomach, then remounted her, pressing my prick against her sullied sex.

“Oh yes Joe!” she gasped.

“Yes?” I growled.

“Fuck me, Joe. Breed me! Breed me like a cow!”

Her begging caused me to grunt and spear her with my dick.

She lurched on the bed, raising her ass to let me plunge deeper into her.

I grabbed her wrists and pinned them to the small of her back. My hips bucked, pelvis slapping against the thick orbs of her ass causing them to wave and wobble. “You want a pussy full of seed?” I demanded.

“Yes Joe!” she squealed.

My balls were nearly bursting with ejaculate. My cock as hard as steel. I pulled out and slammed into her hard. “Beg for it,” I said.

“Oh Joe…”

“Beg for it I said.” The cabin filled with the wet and fleshy thwap-thwap-thwap of my eager rut.

“Fill…fill…fill it, Joe,” she panted. “Fill my…fill my…fill my pussy with your seed.”

As my eyes wandered her supple shape my mind filled with visions of the three farm hands plugging all her holes. The memory was as sharp and pleasurable a pain as having my nipple twisted. It throbbed through me, blasting out the final bulwark and triggering my climax. I roared as I flooded her tight channel with my bubbling spunk. It oozed out around my cock as I drove it over and over into her stretched cunt.

Relief from my arousal dawned slowly on me. It felt like a great, long sigh being exhaled. When it settled and my cock began to soften, I fell on top of Mary. I released her hands and covered her back and neck and cheeks with kisses.

She reached up and tousled my hair and smiled.

“God you know how to please a man,” I whispered.

“The pleasure was all mine.”

I started chuckling and Mary joined in. I rolled off of her and pulled her toward me and wrapped my arms around her. She smelled of sweat and sex and other men’s sperm. It was the scent of decadence.


Chapter Sixteen

We were both so spent and exhausted that we fell asleep that afternoon. Woke up some time in the middle of the night and made love again. This time soft and gentle, the way a husband ought to fuck his wife. We fell asleep and I don’t remember dreaming a single thing.

I woke to the sound of a rooster crowing and an empty bed. Still naked I stood up and walked over to the toilet room and pushed the door open. It was empty. I wandered over to the window. Peering through it I saw a pickup truck parked next to a well-drilling rig. I scooped up clothes and quickly dressed. Stepped out onto the porch and only then the thought occurred to me that there was no one around the equipment. I stood still and listened. A moment later I heard it. A soft and distant sound travelling on the breeze coming up the hill from the barn. A faint panting.

My heart seized. I worried that if Mary kept this up I’d have a heart attack before too long. It was too much excitement. I made my way toward the barn, careful to stay out of view of the door. Crept along the wall, my heart beating harder and faster with each step. I peeked around it slowly in case anyone was looking that way.

They were not.

Mary was on all fours and naked. Her face was tilted up and she was suckling on a young man’s prick, whose pants were down around his ankles. Behind her an older man, maybe forty or so, was on his knees. He was grunting as he drove his hard cock into her and stared at her behind.

My pulse quickened. My cock grew stiff. I couldn’t resist the urge to stick my hand into my own trousers and start jerking one out. She’d certainly be getting a spanking for this. But for the time being I had a need again, one that demanded to be met.

The man in her mouth pulled her hair back and held it behind her head. This gave me the perfect view of his dick disappearing into her face.

His face was red and it looked like he was close to climax.

I ruminated on the thought that Mary had snuck out, stark naked, and seduced these unsuspecting well diggers while I was still sleeping. I would have been upset if I hadn’t spent the previous afternoon enjoying just such a sight. I wondered if Mary had meant for me to discover her? Or would she have kept it a secret from me? I made a mental note to try and find out.

The man in her mouth grunted. He pulled his cock out and started furiously pumping.

Mary’s mouth fell open and she stuck her tongue out. Waggled it side to side like she was desperate for a taste of him.

He blew a moment later. A thick rope of his seed splashed diagonally across her face, some landing on her tongue.

Mary eagerly swallowed it and stuck her tongue out for more.

The man gave it to her. Spraying high up on her forehead, then down on her chin and finally stuffing himself back into her mouth with a groan and stroking out the rest of his load with her plump lips on his cock. He staggered back a few seconds later, his cock smacking against his thigh as it fell out of her mouth.

The fellow at her backside was glowing redder by the second. His grunting grew louder as he approached his release.

Mary with her cum-drenched face was pushing back against each of his thrusts. Her buttocks shook the way they had when I’d fucked her the previous day. In an instant her body shuddered. She drew in a sharp breath and let it out in a low moan as she came. Her toenails scratched against the dusty floorboards of the barn.

The older gentleman jerked his dick out of her cunt. He pumped it fast and groaned as he sprayed her backside with his jism.

Mary stayed on all fours, panting with her eyes closed as she received his release.

The two men dressed quickly once they’d spent.

I wondered if Mary had informed them that her husband was still sleeping in the cabin? Or had she pretended to be all alone on the farm and simply hungry for their attentions?

I was close to ejaculating but didn’t want to risk getting caught. Pulling my hand out of my pants I slipped around the barn and up the back way to the cabin. I just managed to close the door as the men came up the hill, walking to their machines. I watched them pass, grinning and chuckling together at their unexpected conquest. I wished I could see what Mary was doing. Was she still on her knees? Still revelling in the glow of her extra-marital copulation? I slipped out of my clothes and back into bed and pretended to be sleeping.

Mary stole in a few minutes later. Still naked and covered in crusting cock-spit. She tiptoed to the toilet and towelled herself off, then shuffled across the room and slipped into bed next to me. She pressed her dirty mouth against my cheek and kissed me. “Joe,” she whispered.

I feigned waking up but not for too long. Her hand was on my cock and gave me a jolt as she stroked me. “Mary,” I said. “How did you sleep?”

“I slept good, Joe. But I woke up and did something bad just now.”

My organ hardened in her hand. “What is it?” I whispered, my voice full of anticipation.

She looked into my eyes and smiled, her hand running up and down my shaft. “The well-drillers showed up.”

I narrowed my eyes and pretended not to know.

Mary giggled. “I let them give me a drilling, Joe. Down in the barn.”

“You didn’t,” I growled.

Mary stroked me faster. “Don’t be a liar, Joe. I saw you peeping from around the door. You’re a dirty little pervert.” She leaned forward and kissed me again. Her fist slapped against my pelvis and I groaned. “And I’m your dirty little whore.”

I erupted with a massive contraction between my legs to the sound of Mary giggling as she finished me off.


Epilogue

Abe looked out off the porch and to the field beyond. The lush green grass was dotted with twenty-five brown cows. A single white bull stood in the center of it.

Mary waddled out, hands resting atop her big belly. “Supper’s nearly ready,” she announced. “Mama says come in and wash your hands.”

Abe gave her a belly an affectionate pat and chuckled. “You tell your mama we’ll be right in,” he said.

“Better not be long or she’ll get cross,” Mary said. She leaned down and pecked me on the cheek.

I gave her a pat on the ass as she turned around and walked back into the house.

“You’ve pleased me greatly, Joe,” Abe said. “Ruth and me both. Mary’s absolutely glowing from that baby you put in her.”

“I won’t argue with that,” I said, sipping the hooch from a glass this time. The drink had somehow been sanctioned by Ruth shortly after we announced the pregnancy.

I had spent a long few weeks alternately terrified and aroused at the possibility that it wasn’t mine. The news that it was had been a relief, of course. But during those few weeks of doubt I’d coupled with Mary more times than I could count. Each time she’d whisper dirty things to me about another man’s thing growing inside her.

She’d said she knew the whole time it was mine when we found out. I wasn’t sure if that was possible but at this point it didn’t matter. Mary had taken on a certain glow and was just as eager as she had been to have her cooch stuffed any time she could get her hands on me.

Ruth, too, had softened. Perhaps because I’d managed to breed pretty Mary again. Perhaps because Abe’s gamble on the cows had panned out. Didn’t matter. She was much more pleasant to everyone these days.

Vernon’s fellas must have kept their traps shut about their encounter with my wife. He never brought it up and seemed as cheerful as ever.

And we’d stayed longer than we’d expected. Mary’s affection for the country life had been rekindled after some time here. We hashed it out with Abe and Mary and I sent my notice to the school the next day. Fortuitously, there was a little one room school house in the village in search of a teacher. They were thrilled when I presented myself as a candidate and given me the job on the spot.

Now there was a house going up opposite the barn. A new house for Mary and the children and I that Abe had insisted on helping pay for. It was a kind gesture and we accepted it graciously.

I looked over to see Abe smiling as he looked out at his cows. “Good to see you happy, Abe,” I said.

“Oh I sleep well at night,” he replied. “Knowing I’m leaving something behind when I go. Knowing this old place will be cared for. It’s a good feeling, Joe. Knowing you’re leaving some small legacy in your wake.”

“I have a feeling you’ll have to put up with us a few more years before that happens,” I said.

“And I’ll be thankful for each day that I have,” he said. “Each and every one.”

“We better get inside,” I said, standing up out of the rocking chair.

“We best do that,” Abe agreed. “Let’s see what the old sow’s cooked up for supper.”

I followed him inside. The table was set and Mary was just setting down a steaming bowl of potatoes as I walked up.

Abe excused himself to wash his hands.

“Sit and start while it’s warm,” Ruth said. “I need to change my dress. This one’s soiled.” She disappeared upstairs.

Mary sat down next to me and took my hand. She looked up at me with her wide, smiling eyes. “Did you have a good day today, Joe?” she asked.

“As good as all the others. Maybe better,” I said, smiling back at her and kissing her on the cheek.

She put her hand around my neck and kept me in place there. “Good. And I hope you’re not too tired?”

I smiled wider. “Not too much. Why?”

She pressed her lips to my ear. “Cause kitty’s itchy, Joe. Kitty needs a scratch tonight.”

THE END


Also by Jason Lenov

***

Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!

Honeymoon Lodged

Nigel and Theresa, newly married, arrive at their honeymoon destination, Moosehurst Lodge. A gift from Theresa's controlling father, sending them to the fly-in resort where she grew up. George and Martha, the lodge owners and as close as anyone could be to Theresa, are a little quirky. They drink too much. They cuss. And after a few they like to call each other names. Nigel notices George has a hard time keeping his eyes off of Theresa. Finds out Martha has a hard time keeping her hands off anyone who isn't George.

Worst honeymoon ever? Not if George can help it.

But is Nigel man enough to let him?

Finley's Secrets : A Hotwife Fantasy

Beautiful house. Beautiful wife. Beautiful life. Jacob has it all.

Well...okay. Maybe not everything. Things could be more adventurous in the bedroom. Turns out all he had to do was ask. Doing it with the lights on? No problem! Who would have thought?

Then Quinn shows up with her big, tattooed, motorcycle mechanic boyfriend Johnny. Johnny doesn't talk much. Mostly works on his bike.

Which leaves Quinn and Finley lots of time to catch up. They haven't seen each other in ages, after all. But why are they always whispering?

Who could resist listening in?

Finley wasn't always the sort of woman Jake thought he married. Finley's been keeping secrets. Secrets that could blow Jake and Finley's life apart...

Sharon Hits the Deck: A Hotwife Fantasy

Mark’s neighbor, the refrigerator sized Reggie Decker, invites him over for a beer. Turns out he’s as crass and oafish as he seems. High school football star turned retail worker who’s still riding high on memories of better days.

He also has a thing for Mark’s wife, Sharon. He doesn’t mind sharing what he’d do to her if he could get his hands on her.

Mark gets mildly unsettled at this but not in the way he feels he should. There’s something tantalizing about the thought of the big bull next door having his way with his uptight wife. Arousing, even.

But Sharon would never go for it. Not in a million years. She’s too busy spending their staycation tidying up the house and purging the basement. Except when Sharon stumbles onto them having a beer in Reggie’s garage she seems not the least bit put out by the attention he pays her. Which gets Mark thinking very dirty things. And wondering if maybe there’s a way after all…

Scarlet Learns to Swing: A Hotwife Fantasy

Steven overhears a conversation intended for "Girl's Night Only." A lewd admission by his wife. She wants to know what it's like with another man.

He finds the morsel strangely thrilling.

It haunts him though. Follows him to work. Infects their intimate moments.

Soon it's all he can think about.

Funny thing is, Scarlet's appetite for intimacy has been on the rise as well.

Will Steven confess his growing kink? And what will Scarlet say? 
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