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Doubling Down on Mistakes

“That’s the third time Molly has gone to the door,” my wife said, referring to our four-year-old yellow lab while looking at me with a strange expression.

I knew her odd look was really one of concern, but since I didn’t think there was anything to worry about, I gave her an answer intended to allay her fears.

“Honey, we’re in the country now. Molly’s nose is getting assaulted with all kinds of smells. It’s probably a rabbit and she wants to chase it,” I answered dismissively.

“It makes me nervous,” she said, admitting her worry.

“Give her a few weeks and she’ll be so use to it all, she won’t get up,” I replied with a little laugh and was happy to see a smile appear on her face.

Susan and I had recently moved to a small agricultural community and purchased a house on ten acres a few miles outside the city limits. It had more or less fallen into our laps, and since it was a relatively new three-bedroom home at a good price, we decided to give it a go. Besides, the detached workshop that came with it got my “man cave” juices flowing, and the small inground pool was a real rarity.

The reason for our move was the opportunity I accepted to join the staff of a community bank. After several years in a large city, we decided we wanted a better environment to live and raise a family, so we put out some feelers and after several months, I landed the position. I would essentially be the number three man in the bank, and although it sounded good, the truth was it came with a pay cut. Fortunately, my wife was able to land a job as a program lead for the school district and was even allowed several months to settle in before she had to start.

Susan and I met through mutual friends six years ago, when I was twenty-five and trying to get my career going in banking. She was just coming out of a long-term relationship and was reluctant to get serious too quickly, however, there seemed to be a natural draw between us and soon we were spending most of our free time together. Three months after we met, we were intimate for the first time which eliminated any remaining barriers in our relationship, and a year later, we married. Susan was working in the admissions department of a community college at the time, and for the next few years, we lived the life of big city suburbia. However, we both found it repetitive, cold, and impersonal, so we started to explore opportunities for change, which led to our current situation.

My wife is three years younger than me and very pretty in a natural way. Meaning, she puts little effort into looking good, but still manages to attract lots of attention. She is a graceful 5′7″ tall and is slender, with long, shapely legs that merge into a nicely toned rear. Her light brown, shoulder-length hair is offset by a pair of dazzling blue eyes. Also, she has full C-cup breasts that sit high on her chest, but with her conservative style, they are usually well-hidden beneath modest clothing.

The next day, I arrived home before my wife who was out picking up some things for the house. Deciding, to make sure there was nothing to Molly’s behavior, I started to make a half-hearted inspection outside and was stopped cold when I saw in the dry earth a set of scuffed footprints at a spot that would provide an observer a direct view through a picture window into our living room. Instantly, my mind churned with questions concerning who it might be and for what purpose. After all, it wasn’t like there were houses next door, and whoever made the imprints had to have purposefully crossed a significant distance to get to the spot. In fact, as I thought about it, I wasn’t even sure where the closest house to us was located.

Later that evening, when Susan was settled in front of the TV, I went to the computer on the pretext of some work issues and began to use the satellite feature of the mapping program to learn about the nearest houses. It didn’t take long, and doing some scaling I identified two houses that were within a half-mile of ours. I decided that the next day I would drive by them, but for now, I decided to return to my wife.

Susan was as I had left her, curled up on the sofa in her robe watching a reality show. I moved next to her and immediately my eyes went to the window, wondering if our peeping tom was out there again. Molly seemed relaxed, which gave me comfort, but it wasn’t long before I moved towards the curtains.

“Why did you do that?” my wife asked when I closed them.

She liked the house to be very light and airy, and for some reason, it meant open curtains after dark, too.

“I don’t know. It just seems off keeping them open. We never did it in the city,” I answered, not wanting to worry her with the truth.

“We aren’t in the city,” she replied, although she let the subject drop.

After work, in the soft evening light of early spring, I looked over both of the houses I had identified. The first was on the same road as us, about a quarter-mile further from town. It was a small, well-maintained brick house set back from the road. There was the name “Davenport” on the mailbox along with the address, which I took note of, and then headed for the next place. This one was not on the same road and required that I drive another half-mile out, make two right turns and proceed down a gravel county road. The property backed up on our parcel, and as I drove slowly by, I spotted an aged double-wide trailer, a large barn-like structure, and several other smaller buildings. There were numerous pieces of farm equipment scattered about which made me think the resident might be a mechanic.

It took a few days to discreetly gather information on the two homes. I learned the first one I had scoped out belonged to a Mr. Carl Davenport, who was retired from the Soil Conservation Service and lived alone with his wife. He was a deacon in the Baptist church, so I quickly decided he wasn’t the likely culprit and turned my attention to the second house.

This one, I learned, was inhabited by a family named Gass, which consisted of a mid-thirties husband and wife, and two boys, aged thirteen and fifteen. Instantly, I suspected one or both of these boys were the likely peeping tom, which actually allayed my concerns. The pubescent adventures of two young boys were infinitely preferable to some sinister adult pervert and certainly understandable, so at first, I decided to just let it go. However, when I found fresh marks in the same spot the following week, I decided it would be worth it to discuss it with the boy’s father.

“Got any proof?” Hardin Gass asked after I had explained my concerns.

I had arrived at his place and found him working on a diesel truck. We had chatted for a few minutes before I brought up the peeping and in that time, I learned that in addition to mechanic work, he also occasionally did general handyman work. I guessed him to be around six-feet tall and he appeared to be in pretty good shape with the most noticeable part of him being his extremely well-developed biceps that stretched the t-shirt he was wearing. In addition, he had a full beard with a few specks of gray that stood in contrast to his tight haircut.

“Well…no…other than you’re the closest house,” I stammered.

“So, nothing then,” he countered.

“Look, I’m just asking you to have a word,” I said, suddenly becoming frustrated.

He stared at me for several seconds and then gave me a simple nod. With that, he returned to his work and after a few more awkward moments, I turned and left.

I had no way of knowing whether he spoke with his sons, but checking around the house for the next few weeks, I found no new marks. For some reason, I felt bad about the tense beginning that had occurred, so when I decided to get some things down on the workshop, I decided to contact Hardin. It required me to drive to his place once more, and I could see the disdain on his face as I approached. Even as I offered him the opportunity, his expression stayed hard, and I considered telling him to forget it, but we ended the discussion with him agreeing to drive over the following weekend to have a look.

It wasn’t a big job, mostly carpentry work that would take a few days, and we were almost finished when Susan appeared. She wasn’t dressed in anything special, just jeans and a pullover sweater, but I saw Hardin’s eyes light up immediately. There was a brief introduction, and for the next few minutes, while I explained to her what I had in mind, I watched as our neighbor’s eyes roamed her body.

The work turned out very good, and a few weeks later I hired him to do another small job. Several times during those efforts, there would be an occasion where my wife would come into contact with him, and in each case, he exhibited the same leering behavior. It should have been a warning to me, making bells go off, but it wasn’t uncommon for Susan to attract attention, so I overlooked it.

At about the same time, more out of charity than need, we hired a young Hispanic girl, who was barely twenty-one, to clean the house on Saturdays. She was already divorced with an infant daughter, and to her credit, was doing her best to make ends meet. We had been approached by our parish priest to help out and being new to the community, we thought it would be a good gesture to give her a try. She didn’t do the greatest job in the world, but it was adequate, and considering her situation, we decided to maintain the arrangement.

Elsa Lopez would best be described as ripe, as she was voluptuous with large breasts and a full ass. You could tell that in a few years her body would likely yield to weight, but for the moment she was definitely alluring. In addition, she had an understated way of flirting that appeared through quick glances and demure smiles. After a couple of weeks, I started to secretly return her playfulness with occasional winks when my wife wasn’t around. I had no intention to take it further, although I suspected that Elsa would be up for it, and we continued the game as the weeks went by.

The day of my profound mistake happened when Susan was away for the weekend visiting her sister. Elsa was dressed in tight jeans with a simple blouse that highlighted her large breasts. She seemed to be moving her body in a way designed to entice me and would occasionally lock eyes with me and smile. Several times, I went to another part of the house to get away, but as if she had me under a spell, each time I would return within a few minutes. Finally, I found myself piddling in the kitchen, pretending to be getting something to eat, while she cleaned just a few feet away. I’m not sure how it exactly happened, but suddenly we were connected in a deep kiss with our tongues entwined like mating snakes.

When it ended, Elsa without prodding, dropped to her knees, and as I looked down, she unzipped my pants, fished my dick out and inhaled it into her warm, wet mouth. I groaned loudly, and then quickly started pulling on her top until she was naked from the waist up. I thought about just enjoying the first-class blowjob from the talented young woman, but as my passion grew, I knew I wanted to experience her pussy. So, just a few seconds later, I pulled on her shoulders and when she stood, I began to fumble with her jeans while she worked on the tie to my sweatpants.

As soon as we were naked, I backed her against the breakfast table and buried my face into her neatly trimmed pussy. She had a definite taste, as if she hadn’t bathed that day, but rather than repulse me, I found it strangely erotic and lapped at her freely flowing juices.

“Put it in…” she whined a minute or so later as she squirmed, and when I didn’t immediately respond, she cried out again, “Please…”

Giving in to her plea, my mouth left her pussy and my tongue licked its way up her body until it found one of her large nipples. With my hard dick teasing her opening, I sucked on her fat titties until she finally reached between us and pulled me inside. Like her mouth, her pussy was warm and wet, and I couldn’t keep from moving as I continued my oral assault on her breasts.

Elsa started to whine and whimper in synch with my movement, and almost immediately a wet slurping sound started from our connection. I would have liked for our sex to continue for hours, as I took her in multiple positions, but the reality was I was way too excited to last, and just a few minutes later I shot my semen into her wonderful pussy with our lips locked in another kiss. Now, with our movements over, the only sound in the house was our heavy breathing as we both came down.

When my dick started to soften, I stood and pulled away, and was stunned to see a figure looking at us through the window of the backdoor. It took a second for it to register, but when it did, I realized it was Hardin, who at that moment suddenly disappeared. We had him working on adding a simple bathroom and shower to the workshop, and in my lust, I had completely forgotten about his presence.

“Shit!” I exclaimed, and then quickly added, “Elsa, get up! You need to get dressed.”

“What’s wrong?” she asked in confusion.

“The guy…our handyman saw us,” I told her.

She didn’t need any further motivation, and quickly both of us pulled on our clothes. Once dressed, I guided her to the door, and with a peck on the cheek, sent her on her way. Now, my full attention went to Hardin, and after taking a deep breath, I went outside to confront him. Unfortunately, he too had departed, which left me struggling to decide on the best way to proceed. I was torn on whether to follow him and seek his silence or wait until the next time I saw him. Going after him would signal how serious I took the situation, which was not ideal, but in waiting, I ran the risk that he might tell others. Despite my anxiousness, I decided to wait and was fortunate when he showed up at the house the next day to continue the work.

“Hey, how’s it going?” I asked, unsure about where to start.

“Just makin it happen,” he replied.

In the time I had known him, I had grown use to his strange ways which included odd quips and often long periods of silence. I had expected I would have to lead the conversation, but now faced with it, I was very nervous. In reality, he had my marriage in his hands, as well as my standing in the community, and I had to determine how he was going to act.

“Look, can we talk about yesterday…with the girl?” I probed.

“Go ahead,” he responded, while he continued working.

“Well, I would really appreciate it if you kept it to yourself,” I said.

He stopped what he was doing and we stared at each other in silence for several seconds before he replied, “I already thought about it and there is something I want.”

“What?” I asked as the hair on the back of my neck stood on end.

“I want to have your wife,” he answered.

My initial suspicion was he was after money, so his words caught me off guard.

“What? What do you mean?” I asked, not completely sure what he was saying.

“I want to fuck your wife,” he replied crudely, leaving no doubt about his message.

“What? Are you crazy,” I shot back, then quickly added, “That’s not going to happen.”

“Up to you. I’m sure she will be interested in the video,” he replied.

“Vid…you took a video? Are you kidding?” I fired back, fighting back a wave of panic.

“Yes sir, a good two minutes,” he said unashamedly.

Instantly, I realized that if he was telling the truth, I was fucked. My wife is an understanding and forgiving woman, but I knew it would be a major blow to our marriage and one that might not be recoverable. In addition, I knew that as an officer in the community bank, this sort of thing would not be tolerated.

“Hardin, you’re not going to be with Susan. How much money do you want?” I asked, thinking maybe he was just trying to raise the price.

“Don’t want money…want your wife. You go think about it for a while,” he said dismissively.

His tone infuriated me and I had a momentary flash of anger, but holding my tongue, I left him to work and went back in the house. Now, I had the dilemma of Hardin, with his claimed evidence, working nearby while I expected Susan to return at any time. After brooding for almost an hour, I went back to the workshop to try Hardin again.

“Look, Hardin…Susan isn’t going to sleep with you,” I blurted out when I found him.

He looked up at me without speaking, giving me a cold stare for an uncomfortably long time, before he said, “If you don’t want her to get the video, you better hope she does. You better find a way.”

“How? You can’t rape her,” I replied, nervously.

“No one mentioned rape,” he said quickly, giving me an annoyed look.

“Then I’m not following how you think it will happen,” I answered.

“I guess you’re going to have to help…talk her into it,” he responded.

At that moment, I heard a car pull up and I knew my wife had returned. Hardin realized it too because he gave me a hard look that showed no sympathy.

“I need to go,” I said.

“I’m serious now. You get ready. I’ll let you know what comes next,” he said, making a chill run through me.

I left him to go to Susan with a feeling of dread, knowing I had no good options. For the next few days, I was on edge expecting a call from the man, but it was quiet until Thursday evening when I noticed his number on an incoming call.

“Yes, Hardin,” I said when we connected.

“I’m going to work at your place tomorrow. Now, you tell your wife to come see me to decide on the bathroom tile,” he instructed me.

“Hardin, I’m not going to let you attack her,” I whispered nervously.

“She ain’t going to be attacked. Nothing will happen she doesn’t want,” he replied.

Our neighbor held firm, despite my protests, leaving me with the hard choice of deciding whether to let my wife go into harm’s way. In truth, I had no certainty on his intentions other than his word not to attack her, which felt wholly inadequate. That night, as I watched her move about the house, I was taken by the fact that she was the innocent party to a sordid set of circumstances happening around her. It wasn’t until the following morning, as I poured a cup of coffee to go, that I told her about discussing the bathroom design with Hardin. With no knowledge of the conspiracy, she was quite happy to meet with him to provide her input.

I tried to call Hardin several times, but he didn’t answer, so I was anxious all afternoon. When I finally arrived home, Susan informed me that she had met him earlier, and nothing in her demeanor indicated anything untoward had occurred. I tried several probing questions, however, I learned nothing other than the color and size of the tile she had selected. It wasn’t until later when we were drinking a glass of wine, that we returned to the subject of her meeting.

“I didn’t realize how talkative Hardin can be. I learned all about his family,” Susan informed me from out of the blue.

“Oh? What did he tell you?” I asked, hoping I might pick up some clue on his intent.

“Well, his wife’s name is Melanie and his kids are Todd and Daylon,” she started, and when I nodded, she continued, “They met in high school and have lived in the area their whole life.”

“Does Melanie work?” I asked, wanting to keep her talking.

“She’s a nursing aide at the retirement home,” she replied.

“Dang, how long did you two chat?” I asked, trying to be lighthearted.

“I guess an hour or so. There were lots of options on the tile,” she answered.

The conversation left me wondering what Hardin’s goal had been. When he arrived on the following Saturday, I gave him thirty minutes and then went to try and find out.

“What were you trying to accomplish with Susan?” I asked after a few awkward minutes of discussion on the project.

“Just getting to know her a little,” he said with a smirk.

“She’s very sweet and very conservative,” I said in her defense.


“Okay,” he said dismissively.

“What’s that mean?” I asked, letting my annoyance show.

“Let’s just say it only took a couple minutes for her nipples to get hard,” he laughed.

Susan has small, cute nipples that can become so hard that they are noticeable through a light blouse or sweater. I knew from experience that they sometimes appeared at the wrong moment, however, she is so self-conscious that she typically seeks a place to retreat to when it happens. Thus, it would be surprising if she remained in a discussion with a strange man.

“That’s nothing,” I said.

“Yeah, maybe…but I’ve slipped it to over sixty women and after a while, you get to know the look,” he replied.

“What look?” I asked, realizing too late I was playing into his game.

“Interest…” he said.

“You’re crazy,” I said immediately.

“Maybe…maybe…” he responded, and then quickly added, “By the way, you and Susan are coming over next weekend.”

“Hardin, come on…” I started but was cut off.

“We’ll eat some, drink some…” he started, then let his words fade.

“Susan won’t do anything,” I told him.

“Look, I’m giving you a chance to get her going. You damn sure better help or you might just have to explain it all,” he replied, giving me a look that I knew meant it was a subject not open for discussion.

So, once again I was faced with the choice of playing along with his evil game or deal with the real risk of being exposed as an adulterer. That reality was driven home harder when I left Hardin to his work and saw Elsa’s car now parked in front of the house. Fortunately, when I went inside she went about her work and only gave me a few discrete smiles when my wife was elsewhere. However, I was left to feel like the meat in a sandwich with Hardin pressing from one side while Elsa squeezed from the other.

“We’ve been invited to the Gass’s on Saturday night,” I told my wife on Wednesday.

“Are we going?” she asked, showing no concern.

“I guess we should, they are neighbors,” I replied while cringing inside.

“That’s true,” she said, and then added, “It would be nice to meet Melanie and the kids.”

So, Saturday at six, just as the sun was going down, we made the short drive over to the Gass’ property. Upon arriving, we were met at the door by Melanie, who was a skinny, bottle-blond wearing a short skirt and a tight blouse. She was an inch or so shorter than Susan, reasonably attractive, although a bit skanky, had large breasts and sported a pleasant smile.

“Hi y’all,” she called out as she opened the door wide.

After quick pleasantries, we stepped inside and found the trailer to be simply furnished, but clean. Hardin arrived wearing jeans and an untucked western shirt, and after saying hello and taking drink orders, he disappeared.

“Where are the kids?” my wife asked.

“They’re staying with their grandparents tonight,” Melanie replied, and I wondered if she had any idea what her husband was up to.

Our host was soon back with the drinks, and we sat down and visited. Quickly, my wife and Melanie were engaged in a lively discussion, and it wasn’t long before I developed the impression that Hardin’s wife had a heart. It was counter to my expectations, as based on her looks, dress, and the man she married, I had expected a harder person. I started a forced conversation with my wife’s predator that soon faded as both of us seemed content to listen to the women. After thirty minutes, Melanie left us to prepare for dinner, and fifteen minutes after that we were served a roast that was quite good.

“Did you shoot it?” I asked, nodding towards a nice whitetail buck mounting on the wall behind the dining table.

“Yeah…I got it a few years ago,” Hardin acknowledged.

“He did the mounting too. He does taxidermy along with all the other stuff,” Melanie explained with a laugh.

“Yeah, I got a small spot to work at one end of the barn,” he added.

My wife is a very animal-friendly person that eschews hunting, so I thought his admission didn’t help his effort towards her seduction. However, it left me to wonder whether that was a good or bad thing, as I still had no idea how to extricate myself from the dilemma. So far, I had pinned my hopes on playing along to buy time, although no salvation had yet appeared.

After dinner and dessert, we returned to the small living room, to have a drink. The women had been drinking wine, so I was surprised when Melanie shouted out to her husband to make them some screwdrivers, and then stepped outside to smoke a cigarette. She was back just as the drinks arrived and watched as Susan accepted hers without protest.

“Honey, should we get in the tub?” Hardin suddenly asked his wife.

It took a few seconds for the meaning to sink in, and when it did, I looked at Susan and saw she was confused.

“It’s a good night for it if they want to,” she replied while looking towards us, and when she saw my wife’s look she added, “We have a hot tub out back.”

“We didn’t bring suits,” my wife answered.

“Clothes aren’t allowed,” Hardin fired back with an awkward laugh while looking at me.

I knew it was meant as my signal to do whatever it took to get my wife naked and in the water. His message had momentarily stunned Susan, and her eyes rapidly went from person to person before landing on me. I knew she expected me to be the decision-maker and politely decline, so when I didn’t immediately respond, I could see a questioning expression appear.

“I guess it’s okay,” I answered.

In a different situation, the surprised look that hit her face would have been comical. It certainly wasn’t an answer she was expecting, and now I could see her nervously wondering what strange impulse had come to her husband.

“Honey…” she whispered, in a pleading tone.

“It’s okay,” I said again, worried about the strength of my own voice, and when I realized it was insufficient, I added, “It will be something different.”

Both Hardin and Melanie looked on eagerly, and at that moment I realized that she was in on the plan, too. My wife looked around the room again and saw all the eyes staring at her. I could tell she was feeling very uncomfortable, so I wasn’t surprised when she asked to speak with me in private.

“What are you doing?” she asked in a hoarse whisper as soon as we stepped down the hall.

“Susan, it’s really not a big deal. Just something different, and we are adults,” I said, still feeling my words were inadequate.

“You’re serious?” she asked, looking directly into my eyes.

“Yes…” I responded, then said again, “It’s not a big deal.”

“It’s not a big deal?” she restated in a surprised tone.

“No…look…it will be okay. Just different…and fun,” I stammered.

“Okay…” she capitulated after several seconds of silence while slowly shaking her head.

When we returned, I nodded and I could see both of our hosts straining to hold back their smiles.

“We’re game,” I announced, trying to show some eagerness.

“Great! It will be fun. Susan, come with me and we can change into robes,” Melanie suggested.

With a final lingering look at me, my wife followed her down the hallway towards the back of the trailer.

“Good, now don’t get all possessive and stupid,” Hardin said once they disappeared.

“What are you going to do?” I asked, truly confused about what he thought he might accomplish.

“Not too much. See her titties and let her get a look at my cock. Gotta play the fish slow,” he answered.

I thought he was being incredibly silly thinking my wife would swoon over the sight of his penis, but having no choice, I followed him to the deck, and down a set of stairs to a small, cluttered yard. An older looking tub was tucked against the trailer, and I could see by its small size that the four of us would be a tight fit. Plus, since it was now late spring, the evening temperature was not where one would typically use a hot tub, but I dutifully helped him remove the cover.

After mixing fresh drinks for everyone in plastic cups, we stripped in the laundry room. That’s when I got a look at Hardin’s cock and I had to admit that it was quite impressive. It was flaccid, uncut and looked to be at least 8” long. In addition, it was fat and heavy looking, with a leathery texture and a thick nest of pubic hair surrounding the base. Hanging beneath his cock was a set of equally impressive balls that were so large they seemed almost swollen. Hardin was in better shape than I expected with a solid barrel chest rather than a gut. He was covered with a matting of hair, on front and back, that gave him an animal like look and matched his thick beard.

We were already seated in the hot water when the girls arrived a few minutes later in their robes. Melanie dropped her covering immediately revealing a reasonably trim body with a set of large, D-cup fake boobs with huge nipples. Like my wife, she was shaved smooth, although her lips weren’t as delicate as Susan’s. Turning to get in, she revealed a tramp stamp on her lower back and another tattoo on her left shoulder that I couldn’t make out.

It would have been better if my wife would have joined at the same time as our hostess because now all eyes were focused on her. I could tell she felt it and several times I thought she might turn and run, but finally, ever so slowly, she removed the robe, revealing her lovely body. When she climbed in, she had to spread her legs and I could see Hardin was staring right at her folds as if he was trying to memorize every detail. Quickly, she submerged to her neck and moved close to me, and when I handed her the drink, she took a quick sip.

“Doesn’t this feel good,” Melanie declared.

“Yes, it does,” I replied for some reason.

“Look at the stars…a lot out tonight,” she quickly added.

I caught my wife looking up and then watched as she took another sip of her drink. Her body was close to me with our legs pressed together as if she was trying to stay as far away from our host as possible. At first, the conversation was stilted, but I tried to be engaging and slowly Susan started to join in as well. Just as we were finishing the round, I realized that my wife’s leg was no longer pressed against mine which seemed to indicate that her anxiety had diminished. It was just a few seconds later that Hardin announced he would make more drinks for everyone and started to rise which put his full body, including his heavy cock, on display. Something had excited him because the pink head was partly distended from his foreskin, and looking at my wife, I was surprised to see her eyes fixed directly on the large organ.

Now, based on all the data I had seen, I knew I was slightly above average, but certainly not in Hardin’s league. I had been with a half-dozen women in my life and the fit always seemed just fine, so I never felt inadequate. In fact, the case with several, including my wife, was that I would hit bottom if I got too aggressive. Female reproductive anatomy is an amazing thing, but I still wondered what the average woman felt when experiencing such a large tool as it was hard to believe it could be used with any enthusiasm without inflicting pain.

Hardin was gone for about five minutes and made a show of passing out the drinks while leaving his cock in the open, and once again, I saw my wife take a look. When he climbed in, the conversation started anew, now with Susan more engaged, and although most of it was between the two women, on several occasions she held short one-on-one interactions with our host. Surprisingly, it was Melanie who suggested we get out after we were done with the second drink. Whether it was planned or not, Hardin accepted his wife’s words and soon we were climbing from the warm water. With all the liquor in her, Susan showed less anxiety, although she put her robe on quickly.

“Explain what that was about?” my wife demanded as we pulled away in the car.

“Why not, honey? Not a big deal,” I said reiterating my lame reasoning.

“You shocked me,” she declared, with her eyes fixed on me.

“Should I have said no?” I asked, tossing it back in her lap.

I expected an affirmative response, so I was left stunned when she looked at me for several seconds and then turned her head and stared quietly at the road as I made the short drive home. As soon as we entered the house, she made for the bathroom and it wasn’t long before I heard the shower running. I gave her a couple of minutes then stripped and joined her.

“I wanted to rinse off,” she offered when I stepped into the enclosure.

“Okay,” I said, but my mind was elsewhere and I pulled her warm body against mine.

“You’re crazy,” she said sternly, but then started giggling.

I turned her in my arms and kissed her hard on the mouth, and then backed her against the wall. For the next minute, we kissed in a tight embrace with the passion building as each second elapsed. Finally, with my dick rock hard, I pulled her leg left around my waist and probed for her opening. In the shower, I had expected to find her pussy unlubricated, so I was quite surprised when my head parted her folds and found a juicy slit.

“Mmmm…” we moaned in unison as I penetrated her, and I used several shorts thrusts to work my way completed inside.

I fucked my wife aggressively, driven by some animalistic desire in my brain, and each time my shaft drove into her, it forced a whimper. I knew I was too excited to last, so rather than fight it, I fired my semen into her warm pussy, as my legs turned to jelly. After that, we quickly finished the shower, and then retreated to the bed where we started our lovemaking anew.

“Why did you do that?” Susan asked when we were finished and drifting off.

“What, honey?” I asked in a fading voice, as I held her body against mine.

“Why did you want us to get naked?” she replied, returning to the questioning she had started in the car.

She brought me from my near-sleep as I realized my answer would have ramifications. If I was apologetic, she might view the event as a one-time act of craziness that would not be repeated. It would allow her to return to the safety of her conservatism. Even though I wanted to provide her with this type of answer, I knew it would be detrimental to the demands of Hardin, as disgusting as they might be. So, once again, I provided a positive response.

“I thought it might be fun, and it wasn’t a big deal. I enjoyed it. Didn’t you?” I replied in a soft voice.

“I don’t know…I was scared at first,” she answered.

“But you relaxed?” I asked, now probing some.

“Melanie has huge breasts,” she replied, surprising me with her statement.

I let several seconds go by, and then a thought struck me, “And Hardin?”

“Stop it,” she said with a little laugh.

With that, our discussion ended, but I stayed awake thinking about the evening and my wife’s responses. They were certainly different than I expected. I had anticipated a firm rejection about getting naked, and in truth, it had turned out to be relatively easy. Then, there was her passion for our lovemaking. I knew that part of my arousal had been driven by her exhibition at the Gass’ house, and I wondered if she experienced a similar reaction. Was her wet pussy in the shower a result of our kisses or had she been made excited by her nudity? Or, even more shocking, had she become aroused by Hardin’s nakedness and the sight of his big cock? To make it even more troubling, I recalled the message our neighbor had delivered about his interaction with Susan in the workshop. He implied she could be had, and now I had to consider whether there was an element of truth in his words. Needless to say, it was a fitful night’s sleep for me.

“Elsa!” I said with surprise when the young girl pushed her body against mine.

My wife had gone to town for some grocery shopping, and I had left my home office to get a cup of coffee. Our weekend housekeeper had evidently thought it was an opportunity for more illicit sex.

“We have some time,” she said seductively.

“Look…I’m sorry, but last time was a mistake. We can’t do it again,” I told her.

Instantly, I saw a hurt look come to her face which made me feel small, and I was about to give another apology when she said, “I’m late.”

Of course, I immediately knew what she meant and a wave of self-loathing washed through me as I thought about how utterly stupid I had been. Once again, the thought of my marriage and career crashing down filled my brain.

“How late?” I choked out.

“A week,” she replied.

Rather than appearing upset, she actually had a tiny smile on her face which made me wonder if she was making it up to be manipulative. Also, it was highly unlikely I was the only man having sex with her, so even if she were pregnant there was a reasonable chance it wasn’t mine. However, that comfort proved short-lived as I realized that the damage would be done long before DNA determined paternity.

“That’s not very long,” I answered, trying to find hope, and then added, “Are your periods regular?”

“Mostly,” she offered, still showing no signs of distress.

“Okay, let’s talk next week when you are here,” I said, suddenly wanting to get away from her.

She nodded as a disappointed look appeared on her face, and with that, I turned and fled to the safety of my small study. The weight that now burdened me seemed insurmountable, and I worried what Elsa might say to my wife. Fortunately, I got a small reprieve when she left before Susan returned.

“I need another project,” Hardin announced the following day when he came over to put the finishing touches on the bathroom.

We hadn’t seen each other or spoken since the night at his house, and I had expected him to immediately assail me with comments. However, he had thus far stayed silent.

“Why?” I asked although I knew the reason.

“I need to be close,” he replied with an evil grin.

Susan had started work that week, which would make their interactions difficult. It was a situation I had taken some comfort in, even though deep inside, I knew Hardin wouldn’t let it stop him.

“She started work,” I replied, trying to be evasive.

“Well, it will just take a little more planning,” he said, showing the same arrogant smile.

“I don’t know Hardin. Isn’t there another way? Something else,” I pleaded.

“Nope…want to have her, and I’m feeling good about it,” he quickly answered.

I looked at him for a few seconds as he continued to sport his irritating smile, and then said, “I’ll think of something you can work on.”

“Yeah, and make it inside…in the house,” he fired back.

“I’ll see about it,” I replied with resignation, and was about to leave when he decided to bring up seeing Susan naked.

“She sure has a hot body. Too bad she hides it all the time,” he said.

“Come on…” I started but was interrupted.

“Did you see the way she looked at my big ol’ thing? Got her little nipples stiff. Hell, I bet I could have fucked her then with a little help from you,” he laughed.

“No, she wouldn’t,” I replied, feeling I needed to defend her honor.

“Now, she was nervous to start, but she calmed down enough. Thought about reaching for her when I felt her leg against mine, but I didn’t. Bet she was hot as a firecracker when you got home, though,” he laughed.

His accurate assessment of Susan’s condition in the shower and bed that night caught me off guard and left me speechless. However, after a few seconds, his statement about their legs touching hit me.

“Her leg touched yours?” I asked stupidly.

“Yep, pressed uptight,” he snickered once more as he read the look on my face.

That exchange ended our conversation, and I left him to return to the house. Despite my efforts, all day I contemplated his words, and each time Susan walked by, the thought would jump to the forefront of my mind. I just couldn’t fathom that my wife could be made aroused by the man, as he was the opposite of her in every way. However, I had to admit that there were small signs, and slowly I began to think of their forthcoming interaction as something of a test of Susan’s morality.


“Honey, Hardin is finishing up in the workshop and he’s done a really good job. What do you think of him starting on the kitchen?” I asked, knowing she wasn’t entirely happy with the space.

“I don’t know… I mean after the other night it will be awkward,” she said in a whiny voice, although I could tell from her eyes that she was interested in the idea.

“You’ll be working most of the time,” I replied.

“Can we afford it?” she asked.

Her question was a good one, as despite two incomes we weren’t made of money. However, like the other times, I knew I really didn’t have much of a choice.

“It’s okay,” I said.

“When will he start?” she asked, indicating she accepted the idea.

We discussed the idea and what she wanted to have done, and when we finished, I called Hardin and informed him about the project.

“Good! She won’t let anything happen in the kitchen she’s not a part of,” he laughed, correctly recognizing the female psyche.

The plan was made for him to come over the following Saturday, look over the kitchen and talk to Susan. As soon as I hung up, it dawned on me that Elsa would likely be there too, which meant I would be surrounded by conspiracy and guilt. Over the ensuing days, my wife became quite excited by the remodeling and inundated me with thoughts and questions about her budget. Of course, the realization that I was essentially paying someone to seduce my wife wasn’t lost on me, which made it even more surreal.

“It’s probably going to take a couple of months since I can only work part-time,” Hardin told Susan when they had completed the planning discussion.

“I understand,” she responded and shot a brief look my way.

Hardin had been on his good behavior throughout the interaction, which I could tell put my wife at ease, and I only caught him taking looks at her rear a few times when she wasn’t looking. By the end of the discussion, it was clear she was ready for me to give the green light on the project.

“When do you want to start?” I asked, over the sound of Elsa vacuuming.

“I’ll come over next weekend and take measurements. That way I can get some things on order and you can use the kitchen as long as possible,” he explained, which did make sense.

“I see…well let’s get started,” I said, confirming our commitment.

“Best if you’re here in case I have questions,” Hardin said to my wife.

Susan nodded as it appeared any trepidation she might have felt had been replaced with enthusiasm for her new kitchen.

“Elsa, did your period arrive?” I asked the young Hispanic woman.

I had left my wife with the handyman and caught our housekeeper in the guest bedroom.

“No…” she said, looking at me with her big brown eyes.

“Okay, well it’s still not that late,” I replied, although my stomach turned, and then I decided to ask, “Do you have a boyfriend? An intimate one?”

“Yes, my boyfriend is Israel,” she replied.

“Are you…I mean do you use protection with him?” I probed.

“Usually, he pulls out,” she said candidly.

For a moment, I felt some relief, but quickly I returned to the view that the mere accusation of adultery and paternity was as bad as the reality. So, with a nod and an agreement that I would check on her the following week, I left her to her tasks.

“What time does your maid leave?” Hardin asked during a phone call on Wednesday.

“She’s usually finished by noon,” I said, knowing where he was headed.

“Okay, then I’ll be there right after lunch,” he said, and then quickly added, “You find something to do, too. Go to town and leave us alone.”

I wasn’t happy with the arrangement, but for what felt like the millionth time, I found myself agreeing since I had no good alternative. Within seconds of ending the call, my mind returned to the thoughts of my wife being tested, and strangely, I started to contemplate her reactions to the different ways he might attempt to seduce her.

Before our relationship began, Susan had been intimate with four men, losing her virginity during her freshman year in college. She was in a committed relationship when it occurred, but it quickly fizzled out. Two others were also long-term situations, but there was one guy that she met during a spring break trip that basically ended in a one-night stand. She was ashamed by what happened and had only been vague about details. Thus, I felt it would be a huge departure from her norm to engage with Hardin, and if anything did occur, I thought I would take a lot of pushing.

On the scheduled day, Hardin arrived a little past one, and after hanging around for a few minutes, I announced to my wife that I was going into town to do some errands and stop by the office. For a second, I thought I saw some distress in her eyes, but before she could speak, I turned and moved towards the door. Oddly, I did exactly what I told her, which took a few hours, and after driving around aimlessly for another hour, I pointed the car towards home. I was almost to our turn-off when I heard my phone beep, and glancing at it, I saw it was a message from my nemesis.

“a good day” was the simple message.

I stopped as soon as I turned off the highway and contemplated the message, expecting more to come. However, the phone remained silent and after a few minutes, I drove on to the house. Not knowing what to expect, I was somewhat surprised to find Susan in the kitchen, preparing dinner and showing no sign that anything untoward had occurred. Like I left her, she was dressed in loose-fitting jeans and a simple blouse, which made the message seem even more strange.

‘Hi, honey,” she said cheerfully as I moved towards her.

“Hi there. How did the project go?” I asked, jumping straight to the subject.

“I think it’s all set,” she announced with a smile.

“How long was Hardin here?” I probed, still struggling to understand the text.

“I don’t know…maybe two hours or so,” she answered, and for a moment, I saw something in her eyes that made me nervous.

“What’s for dinner?” I asked, knowing I was now at the mercy of Hardin to explain what had occurred.

“Salad, your favorite pasta, and wine,” she replied.

For the remainder of the evening, I thought she might be forthcoming and tell me about her interaction with our neighbor, but she remained silent on the subject. Overall, she seemed in good spirits and later we made slow love, so by the time I was ready to go to sleep, I wondered if I might be reading too much into innocent events. However, I now understood Hardin well enough to know that he had something to tell, whatever it might be. Unfortunately, it wasn’t until Wednesday, when he dropped by in the evening to set up a workspace in my shop, that I had the opportunity to confront him.

“What did you mean by your message,” I asked immediately after we came face-to-face.

“Interested in that, I see,” he replied with his standard annoying laugh.

“What happened?” I demanded, becoming irritated.

“We had a little chat and I got to see her nipples get hard for me again,” he answered.

“What did you chat about?” I pushed with my voice rising.

“Calm down now,” he said dismissively, and after a pause, he explained, “I told her how beautiful she was and how much I liked seeing her naked.”

“What did she say…and do?” I asked dumbfounded by his boldness.

“Oh, she was embarrassed and nervous at first, but it didn’t take too long for that to pass. Then, I told her we should do it again,” he replied.

“She won’t…” I started, but he interrupted.

“She said she would have to discuss it with you,” he said, breaking out in a chuckle.

“And that’s it?” I asked, thinking it wasn’t too bad.

“Well, we talked about my cock some,” he replied, and his irritating chuckle was replaced by a shrill laugh.

“No, you didn’t…that wouldn’t have happened,” I responded.

“Oh, yeah it did…I asked her point-blank if she got a good look and she turned and left, but she was back a few minutes later and I asked her again,” he said, now quite serious.

“And?” I asked, suddenly feeling very nervous.

“She admitted she saw it, that she looked,” he replied, with his laugh returning.

“So, that’s it?” I asked, thinking she had just responded to move on.

“Nahhh…I asked her if she liked what she saw and if she had ever seen a big one. At first, she didn’t say anything and it looked like she was going to leave again, but she finally said she hadn’t. Then she asked how big it was, and that’s when I knew she was interested,” he explained.

“Was she nervous…scared?” I asked, for some reason wanting to know her state.

“Not then. In fact, she kinda smiled when I told her it was a nine,” he said, and then added, “I told her we would have to get naked so she could see it again.”

“Then you left?” I asked, still hoping there was an end to the sordid story.

“Hell, no. I was there another hour, talking about her kitchen, and let me tell you her little nips stayed hard the whole damn time,” he replied.

“You didn’t touch her? Force her…” I started but was interrupted.

“No, I didn’t touch her today and there won’t be any need for force. I’ll slip into her pretty pussy as easy as pie,” he laughed.

“Shit, this is a nightmare,” I said while shaking my head slowly.

“It’s your own damn fault. Now, it’s supposed to get hot this weekend, so you invite us over on Saturday and we’ll do some skinny dipping after dark,” he said, showing me no mercy.

I waited until the next day to broach the subject with Susan about Hardin and Melanie visiting on Saturday. At first, she looked at me with a furrowed brow, and I thought maybe she sensed she was being manipulated. However, after I told her I felt we needed to reciprocate after dinner at their place, she seemed to relax During Elsa’s cleaning on Saturday morning, I was able to have a few private words with her while my wife was occupied in the laundry room.

“Elsa, has your period started?” I whispered.

“No, and I don’t think it’s going to,” she replied with a smile, as unlike me, she seemed to be thrilled with the prospect of producing another child.

“Have you done a test?” I asked.

“No,” she replied, continuing to act like it wasn’t a big thing.

“Look, if it hasn’t started by next weekend, let’s meet somewhere…somewhere to do a test,” I said.

It looked like I would need to be the one to bring things to a head and despite how uncomfortable that might prove, at least I would know the lay of the land and could plan accordingly.

“Okay, but don’t worry. I won’t make trouble,” she responded, which provided little reassurance.

Strangely, we hadn’t discussed the evening with the Gass’ since our decision to invite them, and I wasn’t even aware what she planned to serve until an hour before they were scheduled to arrive. I was anxious about the evening and during one of my glances out the window, I saw Hardin’s pickup approaching. A minute later the doorbell rang and I moved the few short steps to open it for our guests. Melanie was clothed in an attractive dress that was short, extending only to mid-thigh, and my first thought was that she was taking the rare opportunity to dress up. I had to admit that she looked quite good, with the outfit highlighting her ample chest. Conversely, Hardin had put little, if any, effort into his appearance. He was wearing jeans and his standard button shirt, with the only saving grace being that they looked clean.

“Welcome,” I made myself say since Susan had walked up.

“Hi y’all,” Melanie responded in her normal bubbly manner, while her husband merely nodded as he stepped past.

Susan turned to lead them into our home and I saw Hardin checking out her rear as she moved. She was dressed in stylish slacks and a sleeveless blouse, and we all followed her towards the kitchen. Once there, my wife offered Melanie some Chardonnay while I suggested bourbon to Hardin. For the next thirty minutes, we sipped our drinks and chatted, although Susan and Melanie did most of the talking. Then, we sat down to a nicely prepared dinner of grilled salmon, and I was pleasantly surprised when it received numerous compliments from our guests. Following the main course was a dessert of key lime pie, which also drew raves. Things were going so well that I actually forgot about Hardin’s plan for the evening, but as the dinner wound down it started to work its way back into my thoughts.

“Honey, why don’t you take our guests into the living room while I clean up,” Susan suggested.

“Let me help you, honey,” Melanie offered.

Hardin and I left them, after pouring another drink, and moved to the living room where soft music was playing. Within seconds, I knew where his mind was, and sure enough, it wasn’t long before he verbalized his thoughts.

“You ready to get your wife naked?” he chuckled.

“Look…you know I can’t guarantee she will be up for it. I mean she might say no,” I replied.

“Be firm and talk her into it like last time,” he responded.

After that, we sipped our drinks in silence for the next ten minutes until our wives joined us. Susan took one end of the couch and Melanie landed on the other end while Hardin and I remained standing. The girls began to chat and I would occasionally join in so that things wouldn’t appear awkward, but Hardin remained quiet. After twenty minutes or so, I caught him eyeing me in a way that I knew meant he thought it was time. Knowing there was no way out, I summoned my courage and finally spoke.

“Anybody up for some skinny dipping,” I asked with a cracking voice.

My words stopped the girl’s conversation cold. Melanie looked up at me with a grin while my wife stared at me with a surprised and confused expression.

“Sounds good to me,” Hardin offered.

“Yeah, why not,” Melanie said with a giggle.

All eyes turned to my wife, just like at the trailer, and she was silent for a moment before blurting out, “Nope, not going to happen.”

I knew it was my job to convince her and I was just about to try the same tact as last time when Melanie started to speak.

“Come on Susan. It will be fun. We can pretend we’re teenagers,” the woman prodded with a laugh.

“I didn’t get naked in public when I was a teenager,” my wife answered.

“Well, then you have some catching up to do,” Melanie answered while laughing even louder.

Her words made her husband laugh too, and even I snickered a little, which wasn’t lost on my wife. I locked eyes with her and she silently pleaded with me to put an end to the situation. However, she had no understanding of what I faced. Soon, the quiet became awkward and I knew I needed to say or do something, so I took a deep breath and spoke.

“Let’s get some fresh drinks in some plastic cup and then jump in,” I said, trying to move past the decision point.

“Yes, no glass near the pool,” Melanie said.

“Honey, it’s too cold for the pool,” Susan stated.

“No, it will be fine,” Hardin quickly responded, and I watched as they made eye contact for a moment.

Leaving my wife with our guests, I moved to the kitchen and pulled out some plastic cups, poured two glasses of wine and then loaded two others with ice for the whiskey. I expected at any moment for my wife to go ballistic, but surprisingly, she was still in the same place, in conversation with the couple when I returned.

“Let’s go,” I declared, hoping the momentum would pull her along.

I made for the door and the Gass’ followed, but when we reached poolside my wife was nowhere to be seen.

“Just get in,” Hardin said, and together we stripped, and then slid into the water.

The daytime temperature might have been hot, but the water was cool and for the first few minutes we shivered as we got used to it. We tried to talk, but the truth was that everyone’s thoughts were on Susan. Several minutes went by, and I was becoming nervous about how Hardin might react when suddenly my wife appeared carrying an armload of towels.

“You’re going to need these,” she said as she set them down on a nearby chair.

I thought by her statement that she planned to retreat into the house, so I was surprised when after just a few seconds her hands went to her blouse. Slowly, the buttons were undone, and then she was shrugging off the top revealing her sheer bra. Through it, we could see a hint of her nipples that acted as a tease for what was to come. Next, her hands went to the waistband of her slacks and soon she was pealing the garment from her shapely legs. Now, standing in just her bra and thong, she paused, and I thought that it might be as far as she was willing to go. For a moment, I expected her to enter the water dressed that way, but her hands reached behind to the clasp of the garment and without ceremony, she removed it and tossed it on top of her clothes. Then, she was pushing the thong over her hips, revealing her delicate pussy. When she was naked, she walked gracefully to the steps, with a movement that showed some purpose, and slowly descended into the water.

“It’s cold,” she announced when she was next to us, making me realize we had been silent since she started her disrobing.

“Give it a minute,” I forced out.

With a nervous smile, she turned to find her wine cup, rising enough to give us a view of her breasts and tight nipples. Immediately, I wondered if her show was something of a challenge to me. Was she purposefully exposing herself to gauge my reaction? Or, was she trying to up the stakes for more carnal reasons?

“Damn nice,” Hardin offered.

“Uhhh…thanks,” my wife replied, acknowledging the intimate look of a relative stranger.

It was Melanie that eased the sexual tension. Somehow, in a way only women can, she initiated a conversation that soon involved family and community gossip. It went on for quite a while and when the drinks were gone, I was told by my wife to get more. I was gone for only a few minutes, but when I returned, Melanie was slowly dog paddling around the pool while my wife and Hardin were together in conversation. It was clear that the plan was to have Hardin spend some one-on-one time with my wife, so, after setting down their cups, I slowly drifted towards Melanie, which surprisingly went unnoticed by my wife.

“Stay with me,” Melanie said when I kept glancing towards the other couple.

“I’m nervous,” I answered honestly, although I was still unsure what she knew.

“You were a bad boy that got caught. You have to pay for it,” she giggled, leaving no doubt that she was completely aware of the situation.

“It doesn’t bother you? Him…you know…wanting to be with…another woman?” I asked.

“Oh, hell no, sweetie. He gets strange pussy all the time, but he always comes home,” she giggled again.

I couldn’t help but glance towards them once more and the incongruency of the two was so striking that it was hard to believe anything could happen. After all, my wife was a young, slender and beautiful woman that was naive in many ways. The men she had experienced had not damaged her sense of innocence which I thought was one of her best qualities. In contrast, Hardin was rough and not at all what one would normally consider handsome. His thick body, heavy beard, and hairy body just didn’t seem to fit my wife in any way. Yet, as I watched, I could see they were talking softly to each other with their heads a little too close for societal norms. Something was drawing her attention, although it seemed insane to believe it could be something as petty as his large cock.

“I don’t think it will work,” I said.

“He’s a sweet talker when he gets going. You’d be surprised,” she replied.

“Is he serious about telling her if I don’t help him?” I asked.

“Oh, yeah. You better hope he gets her to spread her legs or you’re fucked,” Melanie said, showing an edge for the first time.

Just then, Susan looked my way and saw me with Hardin’s wife. An odd look came to her face, but just as quickly, he said something that brought her attention back to him. I was then stunned to see her rise in the water, exposing her breasts once again, but this time she was easily within his reach. What made it even more surprising was the fact that from our vantage point it looked like she was responding to his request. After several seconds, she descended back into the water, and when I glanced at Melanie, she was staring at me with a huge smile.


“I think she wants something,” she whispered.

“No way,” I said, unable to accept the idea.

For the next few minutes, we had a stilted conversation, as I maintained a surreptitious gaze on my wife. Their conversation appeared to be free-flowing, which I found strange, as Hardin was usually not the talkative type. Just as I was about to suggest to Melanie that we return to our spouses, her husband began to move, and as we watched, he stood on a step and then sat on the pool edge providing a full-frontal view of his hanging cock.

“He’s so proud of that damn thing,” Melanie giggled.

I really thought that his action would be Susan’s cue to leave him and join us. However, she stayed in her spot, and the only sign of discomfort I noticed was her fixed stare at his upper body. Clearly, she didn’t want to look, and while I watched her she avoided any downward glance.

“Let’s go,” I said, nodding towards the others, and with a shrug, Melanie acquiesced.

We drifted slowly towards our spouses, and I tried to think about how to handle Hardin’s exposure, but it was Melanie that spoke first when we arrived.

“Showoff,” she laughed.

The long, leathery shaft had a thick vein that ran along the top from the base until it turned and disappeared on the underside near his foreskin, which was bulging. There was no denying it was an impressive instrument, and I wondered how many women it had mesmerized.

I sidled up next to Susan, and when she felt my arm touch hers, she looked at me and rolled her eyes. It was a little thing, but it did give me comfort that she was in control. Our arrival had stopped their conversation, and we fell into an awkward silence that was finally broken when Hardin suggested another round. Dutifully, I gathered the cups and left the pool, making my way quickly inside. I was in the middle of preparing the drinks when I heard the door open and saw Melanie walking towards me, still very much nude.

“Take your time,” she said.

“Why?” I asked.

“You know why,” she answered, then added, “You really need to quit fighting it.”

“It’s not right…you know it’s not,” I protested.

“Does it matter? It’s going to happen,” she replied.

The drinks were finished and now I stood silently and looked at Melanie. Regardless of the situation, I couldn’t help but let my eyes wander her body.

“Like what you see?” she asked seductively.

I didn’t answer and after several seconds she stepped closer. Suddenly, her hand was wrapped around my dick and she started to tug on it. I was stiffening quickly, and perhaps in an attempt to salvage some dignity, I reached towards her large breasts.

“Nope,” she said, slapping me away gently with her free hand, and then added, “Hardin is possessive. He doesn’t allow it.”

She gave me a few more pulls, and then let go, leaving me in a semi-hard state.

“I’m going out,” I said in frustration and started to move.

“Not yet,” she replied, and when I was almost at the door she said more forcefully, “Wait, not yet.”

For some reason, I stopped and waited as she moved next to me.

“I need to go out,” I said.

“Let’s have a look first,” she counseled and positioned her head so she could see through the window.

I followed her lead and looked through the glass where I saw that Hardin was now back in the water standing inappropriately close to my wife. Their heads were bent close and once more I was taken by the stark contrast of my pretty, delicate wife and the hard, country man. Together, we watched the couple as seconds turned into minutes, and although it was clear that they were not having a casual conversation, I couldn’t see that anything else was taking place.

“Nothing happening, let’s go,” I finally said.

“Oh, baby. I bet his hand is on her titties,” she said in a low, provocative voice.

“No…” I began, but I was stopped in mid-sentence when Susan suddenly looked over her shoulder towards the door, nervously.

“Told you…maybe more,” Melanie giggled.

I moved to step out, but her hand went to my dick again and when she gripped me, I suddenly realized I was hard. She didn’t say anything, but her face had a big smile and her eyes were practically dancing. She started stroking me and the combination of her presence and my reaction to my wife’s seduction put me in a state of extreme nervousness. It was impossible to stay still, and I had my hand on the knob when I realized I couldn’t walk out in my aroused condition.

“Shit!” I exclaimed.

“What’s wrong, baby? Problems?” she teased.

Initially, I had thought Melanie was a pleasant and good-natured woman, but the more I became aware of her involvement, the more I realized she had something of an evil streak, too. It was clear that she was aiding her husband, and appeared to have no issue with his planned taking of Susan. In fact, the way she mocked me, she seemed to be enjoying it as much as him.

I wrenched free from her hand and then fought it off several times as she tried to grab me again. I wanted my erection to dissipate quickly, but for some reason, it lingered, and twice more I saw Susan look anxiously towards the door.

“She’s scared,” I declared.

“Baby, the only thing she’s scared of is getting caught. I bet she’s touching him, too,” she countered.

Her message took me aback, however it was still several minutes before I was relaxed enough to venture out. Clearly, they had heard the door opening, because, by the time the couple came back into view, Susan had moved a respectable distance away from my tormentor.

“What took so long,” my wife said looking rapidly between Melanie and me.

“I had to go to the bathroom,” Melanie offered.

I could see it didn’t allay my wife’s concerns, although it did end the conversation. I handed out the fresh drinks and then immersed myself into the water. Melanie took a seat on the edge with her feet dangling, and for the next fifteen minutes we tried to chat, but there was just too much tension for things to get flowing.

“Well, we best be going,” Hardin announced as he killed the remainder of his drink, and then continued with, “Ms. Susan, thank you for dinner and your hospitality. We’ll have y’all back over soon.”

My wife nodded and mumbled thanks, and then we exited the pool and made for the towels. When everyone was wrapped, we moved as a group to the door, and after getting dressed, there was a quick set of goodbyes before they left.

As quickly as the door closed, my wife disappeared to the bathroom where she stayed a long time while I sat in front of the TV, aimlessly watching the screen. I didn’t even hear her leave, so it was almost an hour later when I went to check on her that I found she was already in bed. I stripped to my boxers and joined her, and when my hands reached for her body, I found that she was dressed in her flannel pajamas. Susan’s standard sleepwear is a cropped t-shirt and thong, so it seemed clear she was sending a message. Still, I couldn’t keep my hand from moving and it slowly snaked beneath her top and onto her toned tummy.

“Susan, are you okay?” I whispered, unsure what reaction I would get.

“Why?” she said, and then repeated the same word, “Why?’

“It was fun honey. And damn, you are so beautiful. I love to see you looking so sexy,” I lied.

“With others?” she followed.

“It makes it a bit naughty I guess…edgy…” I replied, trying to find a rationale, and then added, “We’re adults.”

“It’s…” she started but stopped.

“It’s what?” I asked.

“Nothing,” she replied.

I started moving my hand and after stroking her abdomen for several minutes, I began to move towards her breasts. On the first try, she stopped me, but on the second, she let out a deep sigh and allowed me to continue. I played with them until I had her nipples hard, but it was her pussy I wanted to explore, so I drifted my hand down, found the edge of her bottoms, and pushed inside them. Her slit was just a little damp making me wonder if she had cleaned it while she was in the bathroom. However, it only took a little play before it started to flow.

I think, as I lay there fondling my wife, that I accepted for the first time that to get myself out of the mess I had created, I had to help coerce my wife into an encounter with Hardin, and that meant spinning the evening as a positive. Thus, while I stroked and explored her body, I kissed her lightly on the neck and ears and whispered loving words. While Susan remained silent, I was able to slowly get her body to respond until I had her legs spread as I stroked my index finger into her soaked hole. When she started to gasp and emit small whimpers, I took it as a sign she was ready. So, I stopped long enough to pull her bottoms off along with my boxers, then quickly mounted her where I began a slow but deliberate movement while my hands went to work pulling her top off.

“You’re so amazing,” I whispered, and when she didn’t respond, I continued with, “You looked so beautiful…so incredibly hot.”

Even with that, it took some time before she replied, “I was so uncomfortable. I…I…didn’t want to be like that.”

“Susan, you looked fantastic! Your body is incredible. I hope we do it again,” I responded, trying hard to create a good spin.

Silence ensued, even though I could tell something was on her mind, and finally, she said, “I felt like you left me alone.”

“No, honey…I thought you were enjoying talking to Hardin,” I lied.

Even with our movements, I could see her looking at me with an odd, questioning look. Several times, it looked like she was going to say something, but on each occasion, she stopped. Finally, with a deep breath, she delivered her message.

“He got very close,” she whispered.

Knowing I had to force myself to stay positive, I said, “I’m sure it wasn’t meant to be bad.”

“It made me nervous. Especially, when you left,” she replied.

It took all my resolve to keep the smile on my face and maintain our motion, as my instinct was to be the protective husband. In doing so, I saw that I made her confused, and she stared at me expecting a response.

“He’s a good guy. He would never hurt you,” I said, stepping into the role of Hardin’s promoter.

More silence ensued and then Susan stopped our rhythm, grabbed my shoulders, and said, “Do you want Melanie? Did you do anything in the house?”

“Absolutely not to both questions,” I answered instantly, realizing she assumed by my responses I might have an interest in the man’s wife.

“Then, why? I don’t understand? Why all of a sudden? And with them?” she asked in rapid succession.

“I like you sexy. You don’t realize how incredible you are. There’s nothing wrong with them. They’re fun and…I don’t know…the opportunity to be a little naughty is there, so why not? I mean the tub thing was different and it was fun, so the idea just came to my head,” I replied, equally fast.

“He told me I was beautiful,” she said in a low voice.

“You are beautiful,” I said, and then added, “He was stating the obvious.”

“It doesn’t make you jealous?” she asked.

“No, his huge cock makes me jealous,” I blurted out.

“Honey!” she gasped, but after giving me a shocked look for several seconds, her face turned into a grin and she said, “It’s too big.”

“Or, amazing,” I offered back, and when she didn’t respond, I added, “Really amazing.”

“You’re amazing enough,” she answered after several seconds of silence.

I was on very dangerous ground, but it was the first real opportunity I had had to verbally push the man. It felt so wrong, and in truth, it was very wrong as Susan was an innocent victim, but Melanie’s recent declaration about her husband’s willingness to destroy me was terrifying. I didn’t want to risk losing her, so I needed to get Susan in bed with our neighbor, which energized me to continue.

“Have you ever had one that big?” I asked, although I already knew the answer.

“No…” she whispered.

With that, I took her hands off my arms and pushed them high over her head. At the same time, I began to push into her more forcefully. It was a clear message to her that I found the conversation arousing, and although I didn’t have the guts to look at her, I could sense her stare. However, it was what came next that really surprised me. Ever so slowly, her sounds became more pronounced until she was emitting a continual string of sighs and whimpers. At the same time, she started to roll her hips to meet my thrusts while her legs lifted until her feet were touching my ass. I was left to wonder whether it was my actions or the vision of Hardin’s cock that was pushing her on.

I knew my next message would be very risky, so I continued to thrust into her with deep, forceful strokes hoping to take her even higher. I let her sounds guide me, and when I thought she was there, I kissed her ear several times, and then pulled the trigger.

“What if it was Hardin in you now,” I whispered ever so softly.

Internally, I braced myself for an angry response, but several seconds went by before she replied in an equally soft voice, “Noooo…”

“Yes…” I replied and started to fuck her hard.

“Nooo…” she said again, and then quickly added, “Why?”

“I want him to…I want his cock in you…” I replied.

Susan didn’t answer and thinking I had pushed enough, I went quiet. Plus, for some reason, the whole thing had somehow got me excited, almost too excited, and I wanted to make sure my wife had an orgasm before me. Fortunately, I was able to gain control, and after a few minutes, I could tell by her touch and whimpers that she was getting close.

“Ohhh…ohhh…oh yes…oh yes…mmmm…ugghhh…” she cried out when her climax arrived.

Still pistoning into her hard, I waited until she was fully into the release, and while maintaining my grip on her hands, I said boldly, “That big cock feels good.”

It was unclear whether my words registered with her as she continued to gasp, whine and writhe. After a few more seconds, sent over the top by watching her, I let go and flooded her pussy. Still panting, I rolled to her side and pulled her twitching body tightly against me, anticipating that there would soon be questions. However, she remained silent and it wasn’t long before her breathing indicated she was asleep.

I didn’t see or hear from Hardin all week, which was encouraging. However, during Elsa’s cleaning, when she informed me her period still hadn’t arrived, I arranged to meet her later. I stopped at a pharmacy and bought a test kit, hoping no one would see me, and then drove to her mother’s house where she lived with her small child. The house was empty except for the young woman, and her naughty smile made it clear she was hoping to play, requiring me to fend off several advances before I got her to use the kit. It was a simple test, and a few minutes later I was thrilled to learn that she was not pregnant.

“Good news, Elsa. The test is negative. You’re not pregnant,” I announced.

“Okay,” she replied, acting indifferent.

“It’s good news,” I restated.

However, it didn’t seem to register, and suddenly she was trying again, “Why don’t you want me?”

“Elsa, I’m married. It…it was a mistake,” I said.

“Because he saw us?” she asked.

“It was a mistake to do it, but that made it even bigger,” I replied.

She tried once more to interest me by rubbing her hand across my chest, but as gently as possible, I moved towards the door and was finally able to leave. With my worries about pregnancy gone, a monstrous weight lifted from me and gave me hope that fortune might be on my side concerning Susan.

“Getting close,” Hardin declared next time I saw him.

It was on a Tuesday, ten days after our encounter in the pool, and when I arrived home a little after six, I found him in the kitchen removing the cabinetry. I had been confused by his silence after our get together but was thankful for the respite, and even held out some hope that he might be losing interest. However, he was acting extremely smug, which instantly reignited my concerns.

“Where’s Susan?” I asked.

“She said she needed to run to the store,” he answered, and then added, “We got to chat some.”

“About what?” I asked, knowing I was being manipulated.

“How damn good she looked naked,” he laughed.

“Why are you doing this? You’re making my life hell,” I said in frustration.

“Was she hot in bed after the pool?” he asked.

“She was nervous. Said you got too close,” I answered.

“That’s all she said?” he laughed.

“What?” I replied, now confused.

“Ask her,” he said and started to turn.

“Fuck you, Hardin. You tell me,” I yelled, momentarily losing my temper.

He quickly turned back with fire in his eyes and for a moment I thought we might end up in a fight. In some ways, I actually looked forward to the physical violence as it would be an outlet for my anger and frustration. However, he soon calmed and after several seconds started to speak.

“I had my hand on her ass and my cock pushed against her hip,” he replied, and then quickly added, “Near the end, she touched my cock a couple of times pretending it was by accident.”

“No way…no damn way,” I responded, finding it impossible to believe.

“Oh, yeah…all on her own,” he said with a laugh, and then continued with, “Damn, her ass is firm, too.”

I was dumbfounded by his words and realized that, if true, it meant he was indeed making progress towards his goal. It made me think back to my manipulation of her in bed and if she was indeed fantasizing about his big cock.

“I don’t believe it,” I said in a low voice.

“Believe it. As I said, I’m getting close, so you best get your mind right on the deal. It’s going to happen unless you want her to know about your little fuck buddy, and I don’t want you being stupid,” he said.

We looked at each other without speaking for several seconds, with him sporting an arrogant grin as I absorbed the message.

“What did you talk about today?” I finally asked.

“I told her I needed her to come home a bit early on Thursday so we could discuss some designs. That means you need to stay late at work,” he explained.

“What…what did she say?” I asked, unable to keep my voice from breaking.

“She agreed. She was nervous, but she agreed,” he replied, as his smile grew wide.

“You can’t…” I started to reply, but just then I heard the door open.

Seconds later, Susan joined us and we started an awkward, stilted conversation that lasted for a few minutes before she left for the bedroom. Soon thereafter, Hardin departed and I went to find my wife and met her in the hall on her way to the kitchen to start dinner. I sensed the nervousness in her demeanor and she had difficulty making eye contact. However, after spending a few minutes preparing the meal she had regained her composure.

“Are you connected with Hardin on the project?” I asked while we ate.

I was purposefully giving her an opportunity to open up, but she brushed it off with a quick nod and then asked me about work. Evidently, if she had concerns about meeting him in two days, she was going to keep it to herself. Since she had to realize the man’s intent, it could only mean she held some interest, which meant my pretty wife might soon become a fallen woman.

The next few days were hell, but knowing I couldn’t escape from my fate, I stayed at the office until almost seven. With great trepidation, I pulled up to the house and entered, but I was completely taken by surprise when I saw my wife. I had visions of her taken and used, curled into a sobbing fetal position, but instead, she was dressed in walking shorts and a stylish short-sleeved blouse looking happy and fresh.

“You’re late,” she said with a smile.

“Some stuff came up,” I replied, as my mind tried to process what might have occurred.

I had to work to show a positive façade, and it took all my willpower to not ask about her interaction with my tormentor. Later, in bed, I got another surprise when she snuggled up close making it clear she was ready to make love. Normally, that would have been received with joy, but with my mind in turmoil, I could only dutifully go through the motions, leaving us both unfulfilled.


For some reason, Susan’s happy demeanor played with my head. It made me wonder if she was unmoved by her infidelity. So, I was on the phone to Hardin early the next morning.

“What happened?” I asked as soon as he answered.

“Goddamn, you’re eager,” he laughed in his annoying way.

“Look, just tell me what happened,” I demanded.

“You want the long or short story?” he asked.

“Did…did it happen?” I stammered.

“Nahhh…got close, but I tell you what. Your wife is a fighter. She wants it bad, but she’s fighting it. It’ll take a little longer but I’ll bag her,” he explained.

“Then what happened?” I asked more calmly.

“I told her how damn good she looked and she liked hearing it. While we were looking through the sketches, I put my hand on her ass and she only tried to stop me once before I was rubbing all over it,” he laughed.

“That’s it?” I asked although I knew it wasn’t.

“Hell, no. I asked her if she wanted to see my dick again and at first, she said no, but the next time, she just looks up at me and nods,” he explained, and I could hear the excitement in his voice.

“Go on,” I said as my mouth got bone dry.

“She took in her hand and even pulled on it and let me tell you she had fire in her eyes. After that, we got naked and I had a finger up her pussy while I sucked her titties. Was about to fuck her on the table like you did the maid when she gets cold feet. She jacked me off though and I covered her tits in goo. If you go looking, you’ll probably find the sticky panties she used to clean herself off,” he chuckled.

“Isn’t that enough?” I pleaded, even though I already knew the answer.

“Hell, no. She’s on the edge and you need to push her. I mean right now! She might be fighting it, but I’m tired of waiting. So, you do what you need to do cause you know you have to. Better to get it over and done with,” he said with his tone becoming threatening.

That was all the information he would share, and soon he hung up after giving another warning about the tape and Elsa. I thought about going home and looking for Susan’s panties, but I had an extremely busy schedule that offered no time. So, I wasn’t able to get home until after six, and since we had planned to go to the movies, I was only in the house for about fifteen minutes before we departed.

During the film, I couldn’t stop thinking about my situation and Hardin’s message that it was better to just get it over. Surprisingly, the more I considered it, the more sense it made. In the weeks since I had been busted, I had been unable to find a way out, and the stress it created had been draining. Suddenly, the idea of it being over, even if it resulted in my wife being an adulteress, was appealing. So, when we got home, I was mentally prepared to push her towards the decadent encounter.

“How about some wine?” I asked when we were through the door.

She smiled and nodded as she disappeared towards the bedroom, and just as I finished pouring, she emerged in her robe. We sat close together on the couch with the TV providing background noise, and after a few minutes, I began to run my fingers up and down her covered thigh. It wasn’t long before our glasses were on the coffee table and we were kissing and fondling each other. Soon, we moved to our bedroom and were passionately entwined.

“I want to taste you,” I told her when we broke from a long kiss.

Without waiting for a reply, I descended her body, trailing my tongue along the way, until I found her slit which was already oozing. I lapped at her opening, making her legs spread and bringing whines of excitement from her mouth. I could feel one of her hands on the back of my head and when I glanced up, I spotted the other one fondling her breasts. It wasn’t the first time I had witnessed her doing it, but it was always reserved for the times that she was truly aroused, which provided me encouragement to proceed with my plan. I licked her slit for another minute, and then rose over her and pushed my dick inside her well-prepared opening.

“Mmmm…ohhh…” she whimpered.

“Yeah…” I groaned in response to the warmth engulfing my dick.

“Ohhh…ohhh…mmmmm…ohhh…” she whined in response to the firm rhythm I set.

For the next few minutes, we mated without speaking. The only sounds came from our moans and the very wet, slurping sounds of her pussy. Like before, I wanted to wait until she was extremely excited before I brought up the subject of Hardin. When I thought she was there, I started by probing for her reaction.

“Did he tell you that you were beautiful again?” I whispered.

“What?” she responded, obviously confused.

“Hardin…did he say you were beautiful when you met on Thursday?” I clarified.

“No…come on…” she replied with irritation.

I let it go for a few minutes while we continued to move, and then I took her hands from my arms, pushed them over her head and asked again.

“Did he?” I said.

“Why?” she replied.

“I want to know,” I demanded.

Several seconds went by and then in a low voice she answered, “Yes…”

“Well, you are beautiful. I’m not surprised he would say it,” I replied, purposefully providing a positive spin.

“It’s inappropriate,” she responded, and when I didn’t immediately agree with her, she asked, “Don’t you think it is?”

“Well, since we’ve all seen each other naked, it doesn’t seem like a big deal,” I answered.

I could feel her body stiffen, but she didn’t reply, and we continued our lovemaking although it was clear our thoughts weren’t connected. I was struggling to find a direction to guide the conversation that would encourage Susan to move forward with Hardin and I think she was subconsciously picking up on my turmoil. Despite wracking my brain, nothing seemed like it would work, and I was concerned if I didn’t get it right, she might retreat into a cocooned state. Hell, it was all so freaky there was a high risk she might go that route even if I had a brilliant plan.

“What are you thinking?” I asked, deciding to regroup.

“What are YOU thinking?” she immediately replied and locked her eyes on mine.

It was definitely a challenge and since Susan is an intelligent woman, I knew it was in response to all the manipulation of her that had occurred. Our movements slowed and then stopped entirely, which added to the sudden stress I was feeling.

“You know…uhhhh…he’s really big…” I finally said after an awkward silence.

It was a stupid comment that did nothing for my cause, but it was all I could come up with under pressure.

“So, what? I don’t understand,” she replied as her brow furrowed.

“I…you know…I was just thinking…that you…you might try it,” I stammered.

As soon as the words were out, I knew I was fucked. Suddenly, flashing before my eyes was the vision of a divorce and being drummed out of town. In reality, since the moment that I saw Hardin looking through the window, I knew I was screwed, and the ensuing weeks had all been penance leading up to this moment.

“Try it?” she said very slowly, and then quickly followed with, “You mean fuck him?”

Susan rarely curses and hates the “f” word, so I knew I was indeed in turbulent seas. Still, there was a certain sense of relief in finally getting it in the open, so I pressed forward.

“Something like that,” I said.

“Like that or exactly that?” she shot back.

“Exactly that,” I admitted.

“Are you trying to get with Melanie? Is that what this is all about?” she demanded.

“No…it’s not about Melanie,” I replied in a surprisingly calm voice.

“Then what?” she said, holding my head still with her hands when I tried to look away.

“I don’t know…I guess I just think it’s hot…you know…you and him…” I answered.

“You think it’s hot for your wife to have sex with a strange man because he has a big penis?” she clarified as a lawyer would to a witness on the stand.

With our eyes still locked, I took a deep breath and simply said, “Yes.”

“I think you need professional help,” she replied and her body slumped back as if all the energy had left her.

We were still connected and amazingly my dick was still quite stiff. After looking down at her in silence for almost a minute, I leaned down and kissed her while at the same time I let my hips roll forward. I thought there was a real chance she would tell me to get the hell off her, but she accepted my movements, so I continued. It wasn’t long before we settled into a slow, comfortable pace that proceeded for several minutes in silence before I finally spoke.

“You are beautiful,” I whispered.

She must have been waiting for me to say something, because she instantly responded, “Are you being serious?”

The question wasn’t about her beauty, and there was only one response I could make, so I said, “Yes…totally serious.”

For some reason, the surreal conversation had excited me and I could feel my balls tightening. Since I was certain that Susan’s mind wouldn’t allow her to climax, I didn’t fight it and just a few minutes later I emptied my balls inside her. After a bit of cuddling, I fell to her side, and by the way she tossed and turned all night, I don’t think she got any more sleep than I did.

“Okay, Hardin. I did what you wanted and pushed her. I told her I wanted her to have sex with you,” I told him over the phone the next day.

“How did she take it?” he immediately asked.

“Confused and I think a bit hurt…mostly confused,” I replied.

“Well, let’s see what happens tomorrow…see how she acts. Give us space…don’t be hovering,” he said.

After that, he returned to the subject of her reaction and probed me with several more questions. I ended up giving him a summary of our exchange in bed, which seemed to satisfy him and we ended the call. I had to admit, that like Hardin, I had an interest in finding out how she reacted around him the next time they met. He had been successful in getting her to engage in mutual touching, and now with her husband giving her the green light, I wondered if tomorrow would be the day.

The following morning, just as Elsa arrived, I headed for town to do some work in the office, knowing that Hardin would time his arrival around our housekeeper’s normal departure time. Of course, with all that was going on, it was hard to concentrate, so after two hours, I gave up and headed back. Pulling up at the house, I saw that Elsa was still there, and was somewhat surprised to see Hardin’s pickup at the workshop. Deciding to have a few words with him, I walked to the structure. The door had been left ajar a few inches and as soon as I pushed it open, I heard the unmistakable sound of people engaged in sex. In addition, it wasn’t the soft lovemaking of a romantic couple. Rather, it was the loud grunting of two rutting people engaged in raw sex. I had never considered that my wife might be taken this way and respond in kind. In fact, I had never really visualized the actual act, but I knew this wasn’t what I expected. However, I was about to receive another shock when I stepped around a storage rack and saw it was Elsa that was receiving Hardin’s big cock. To facilitate his work, he had brought in several sawhorses, and spanning the two were a stack of two 2x12 boards. He had Elsa bent at the waist over them, with her big breasts, hanging on the far side, while he pummeled her from behind. The young Hispanic girl had her jeans puddled at her feet, and likewise, Hardin’s jeans were on the ground, although he still wore his work shirt.

“Uhhhhhhhhhh…” Elsa suddenly let loose with a long groan that broke the pattern of her rapid grunts, and for some strange reason, I felt a pang of jealousy surge through me.

“Feeling good, girl?” Hardin asked as he pulled her full ass against him even harder.

She let loose with a string of words in Spanish that I didn’t understand, but it was clear she was thoroughly enjoying what she was receiving. I wasn’t sure what to do, but I thought that having the knowledge of their encounter without him knowing might come in handy, so I quietly backed out.

Susan had some papers from work spread across the dining room table and was using her calculator to run some numbers. If she wondered about what Elsa was doing, she didn’t show it, which made me suspect she thought she had already left. I grabbed a cup of coffee and began to nervously piddle around the house, keeping an eye on my wife as well as the workshop. It was about twenty minutes later that I thought I heard a car start and I went to the window just in time to see Elsa pulling away. I wondered if Hardin had been satiated by the young girl and if meant he would leave my wife alone. In fact, as I thought about it, it felt disgusting that would be in close proximity to my wife after the raw fucking. Although his encounter with Elsa provided some hope that maybe there was a path out, I knew it would take some time to think thru, so I decided to proceed as we had discussed and give him space with Susan.

“Honey, I need to go into the office for a bit. Anything you need from the store?” I asked.

“No, I don’t think so,” she answered barely lifting her head from her work.

I left immediately and through my rearview mirror, I spotted Hardin walking towards the house. The next few hours were torture as my mind ran through a million scenarios about what might be occurring at that exact moment. Finally, after I had been gone a little over two hours, I headed for home wondering what I would find.

Susan was still at the table with her work papers in front of her just like she was when I left. It caused more thoughts to rush through me as I had never seen her do this much work at home.

“You’re working hard today,” I said.

“I got behind on some things,” she answered.

I couldn’t help but wonder if Hardin had tried to fuck her again on the table, and what the outcome had been. She wasn’t giving off any vibes, but she hadn’t the last time either when he claimed to have her naked while stroking his cock. I even inhaled deeply thinking I might pick up some aroma, some trace, of the debauchery, but there was nothing. So, deciding to think through the Elsa angle more, I returned to my home office.

The problem with his involvement with the young Hispanic girl was that no one cared. Certainly, Melanie didn’t and her husband’s position in the community really didn’t mean he needed to behave in any particular way. Still, since it was the only bullet I had, I thought I needed to try something. The following Tuesday, when I knew he would be working at the house, I left a few minutes early with the intent to confront him. I had no real plan, other than to bluff, which meant everything else had to be played by ear.

“Hardin, you got a second?” I said.

He was in the workshop preparing some cabinets and my voice made him look up.

“Come to learn what happened?” he asked with an arrogant smile that instantly had me worried.

Ignoring his comment for the moment, I started, “Look, I saw you with Elsa. So, if we just stop everything I won’t tell.”

He looked at me with an odd expression, and then asked, “Tell who?”

“Anyone. It wouldn’t be good if it got around and she has a boyfriend. Plus, you might have made her pregnant,” I replied.

“Anyone? Fuck anyone. And, Israel? He’s a fucking pussy,” he laughed, and as if he couldn’t hold back, he added, “She’s on the pill, dumbass.”

“No…she thought…” I started before realizing I needed to go quiet.

“You’re a dumb motherfucker for an educated man. I told her to tell you she was late,” he laughed.

Instantly, I felt my blood boil and I yelled, “You fucking asshole. Why the fuck would you do that!”

My words incensed him and he actually took a step towards me before stopping, and after a deep breath he explained, “You don’t get it. I told her to get you to fuck her so I could use it against you. I knew I was going to fuck your wife the moment I saw her.”

“Why…uhhh…why would she do that?” I stammered, truly stunned.

“Because she likes this,” he said grabbing his cock through his jeans, and then continued with, “I started fucking her when I first got here and I told her she wouldn’t get anymore unless she did.”

Suddenly, I felt dizzy and had to grab onto the sawhorse to steady myself. When I got my equilibrium back, Hardin was staring at me with an evil smile.

“What did you do to my wife?” I asked, fearing the worst.

“Kissed her some and played with her titties, but she’s still fighting it. It’s going to take some more time and you better keep pushing her,” he demanded.

“And if she doesn’t give in?” I asked, thinking my salvation may end up being my wife’s virtue.

“She’ll give it up, they always do,” he responded with a smug grin.

That evening, I moped around the house realizing that I had been out strategized and was defeated. Plus, I knew that Hardin was likely correct as Susan had already crossed a line, and getting her to take the final step would happen sooner or later. It made me return to the thought of just getting it over with which seemed to make more sense with each passing minute.

“Honey, are you okay?” she asked while we were watching TV.

“I’m fine, just a little headache,” I replied.

She was satisfied with the explanation and we continued to watch in silence until it came time for bed. My mind was in turmoil from the revelations about Elsa, and the finality I now faced. I pulled Susan close to me and kissed her softly, and it was at that moment I knew that I wanted to experience her as much as possible before Hardin had her. In my confused mind, she would somehow be different after that, and I wanted as many wonderful memories as possible.

“Mmmmm…you want to make love?” she purred when my hand found her breasts.

“Yes, I do,” I answered softly.

We fondled and kissed for the next few minutes, getting each other ready before I couldn’t wait any longer. With a gentle nudge, I turned her onto her back, climbed between her lovely legs and prepared to enter.

“Huhhhh…ohhh…” she gasped as I penetrated her, and as I slid forward, she let out a whimpering moan, “Mmmmm…”

“You feel good,” I whispered as I began to move

“Go slow…” she replied and her hands found my hips, guiding the pace.

I did as she asked, but when her hands moved to my shoulders, I started moving faster. When we were in good rhythm, I raised onto my elbows so I could look down at her.

“You’re so beautiful,” I told her.

“I love you,” she replied.

I knew I needed to continue to prod her to experience Hardin and several times I started to speak, but she felt so good and looked so innocent that I decided that for that evening, I just wanted her for myself. All kinds of wonderful sounds were coming from her, but I could tell she wasn’t progressing to the place she needed to orgasm. She didn’t climax every time we made love and given all that was happening around us, I knew her mind was likely in turmoil, so after a while, I gave myself permission to let go. I came in a series of deep, satisfied grunts and when I collapsed on her she stroked my hair until I fell asleep.

A few days later, I was in the grocery store over my lunch break, picking up a few things, when I turned into an aisle and practically ran over Melanie.

“Sorry, Melanie…how are you?” I asked.

“Doing just fine and how’s your pretty wife?” she asked with an odd smirk.

“Fine,” I answered, and then followed with, “Why?”

“Oh, just wondering…” she replied, looking like the cat that swallowed the canary.

“Wait a sec,” I said, as she started to move.

“I need to get back to work,” she responded.

She was acting smug, and I tried several more times to get her to open up, but she wouldn’t say anymore, so I gave up and left. However, her mannerisms certainly indicated that something was amiss, so as soon as I was in my car, I rang Hardin. Previously, he had always been demonstrative in his description of his progress, and I was hoping he would enlighten me.


“Yeah, what’s up?” he asked in a cocky voice.

“Just seeing what…progress you know…where you are with Susan,” I said.

“Well, you know…she’s tougher than I thought and it’s going to take more time,” he explained.

I continued to question him, but like his wife, his answers were vague. Intuitively, I felt that something was happening that they were purposefully trying to shield. The only person I hadn’t talked to was my wife and on the drive back to the office I considered how to make the approach. All-day long, I thought about it, but a plan eluded me, so much like everything else in the sordid mess, I decided to play it by ear.

When I walked in the door, shortly after six-thirty, Susan was busy unpacking some groceries. She was dressed in a robe and that, along with her damp hair, indicated that she had been in the shower. I thought it strange, but also considered I might just be paranoid.

“Hi, honey,” she said in a bubbly voice.

“Hi, were you in the shower?” I asked.

“Yes, I felt grimy and wanted to freshen up,” she replied.

Her answer was certainly plausible given the humid weather we were experiencing, but something told me there was more to the story. Had Hardin been to the house and fucked her? Was the shower an attempt to wash away the evidence of their mating and her guilt?

“Ahhh, okay,” I said, trying to be disarming while I kissed her on the cheek.

“I’m going to work for a bit,” I said.

“Okay, we’ll eat in about an hour,” she responded.

I left her in the kitchen, and as soon as I was out of sight, I went to our bedroom to search for her used clothes. However, the room, as well as the bathroom hamper were empty which led me to believe that she already had them in the wash. Once more, I thought about it all, and while each individual piece of information was small, together they made me suspicious. Looking at the bed, I wondered if my wife had recently been on her back as our neighbor’s large cock filled her, and I felt the comforter to see if I could detect any dampness.

All through dinner and then when we watched TV afterward, Susan gave no outward sign, no hint of guilt that would give her away. In fact, she was quite engaging which I knew would be highly unlikely if she had indeed sexually experienced Hardin. Strangely, the constant thoughts of sex, however illicit, had me on edge and when we were in bed, I immediately reached for her.

“What are you after?” she asked with a giggle.

“You,” I answered and pulled her tightly against me.

We entered into a slow, giving foreplay and I even went down on her for a bit to get her truly excited before I moved to enter her.

“Mmmm…uhhh…” she gasped when I started and then when I pushed deep, she whimpered, “Ughhhhh…”

It reminded me of the last time we had made love and I noted that it was a different response for her. Normally, when my dick slid into her, she would emit a soft sigh. Now, she was acting like there was sensitivity, that she was feeling something more. Suddenly, my mind went to Hardin’s big cock and I wondered if she had been made sore by him. Was she giving an involuntary response as a result of the damage he had done? For a moment, I stopped, and then I slowly began to move again with my senses now ready to take in her reactions. However, nothing more came from her and after several minutes of slow movement, I was once again left with nothing more than suspicion.

“You are so beautiful,” I whispered.

“Mmmm…you feel so good…you’re making me crazy,” she whispered.

The last time, I had kept Hardin and his cock out of our love talk, but this time I knew my mind was too keyed up to avoid it. Plus, I wanted to see if she would admit that something was happening, so after a few more minutes, I started.

“Was Hardin here today?” I asked.

“He wasn’t when I got home,” she replied, and I was certain I felt her body tremble for a moment.

I continuing moving slowly, in no real hurry, and another minute ticked by before I said, “You think about him? His cock?”

“No,” she said instantly, and then just a few seconds later added, “Tell me why?”

It was the same basic question she had asked before, but since I wasn’t able to tell the truth, I had to continue to offer something that appeared plausible.

“I think you’d like it…and it would be erotic,” I replied.

“Erotic for you?” she said after a short silence.

“For both of us,” I whispered.

“It’s too big…” she replied.

“It would be an erotic experience,” I responded, continuing on the theme.

“Ssshhh…make love to me,” she said, evidently having heard enough.

Like before, I knew she had so much in her head that she wouldn’t cum so it wasn’t long before I let myself go and concentrated on my climax. Like her, there was too much on my mind to truly enjoy it, plus I felt guilty for leaving her hanging multiple times.

Thinking about it all the next morning, I had convinced myself that Melanie had been toying with me. Everything else I decided was paranoia. But, as the day went on, I kept coming back to the situation and my gut instinct just wouldn’t let it go. Since no one was talking, it seemed like the only way to progress my understanding would be to do some basic detective work.

The next time Hardin was scheduled to be at our house, I drove by and checked that her car was still at the school several times and then was waiting down the street when she left at her normal departure time of four-thirty. She made one stop at the cleaners and then headed for home and I made sure to give her plenty of space as I followed. When she pulled into the long drive, I stayed at the highway entrance and used my binoculars to look for the carpenter. Surprisingly, his truck wasn’t there and I returned several times, but on each occasion, I determined she was alone. A few days later, I did the same thing, with the same result. It truly appeared that not only were they not having sex, but they weren’t interacting at all!

Now, I was completely confused and thought about confronting Susan and asking her point-blank whether she was fucking the man. It took me an hour in the car to calm down, and I decided to wait a few more days to see what I could determine. The decision brought me closer to home on a more routinized schedule and after a week I noticed something peculiar. Twice, in the span of five business days, my wife met me in her robe, with damp hair, as she had previously. It caused me to recall Hardin’s schedule and I realized he wasn’t supposed to be at the house on those days.

It was when I was driving into work the next morning that the reality finally came to me like a bolt of lightning from the heavens. All along, I had assumed that our house was the focal point of any sexual activity and suddenly I realized that they might be meeting elsewhere. My first thought was that it was his place, but the problem became determining when their next meeting might occur. Already, my work was suffering from my absences and the distractions, and I knew it couldn’t continue for much longer.

Since I couldn’t spend every day tracking my wife, I decided to focus on the same days of the week she had appeared freshly showered. It was that aspect that seemed out of place and I decided it was a good way to start. Thus, on the following Tuesday, I was sitting outside the school at 3:00 PM in a position where I had a good view of her car. The minutes slowly ticked by as I watched, and when an hour had elapsed, I started to think that, once again, I was off base in my thinking. Then, suddenly, I saw my wife scurrying towards her vehicle, and quickly she jumped inside and pulled from her space.

She left the small lot and headed towards the highway, and after giving her a lot of space, I began to follow. Since she hadn’t left work that early and she was headed towards our house, I started to think there wasn’t anything to her action, however, when she passed the entrance our place, I knew I was likely wrong. Thinking that I knew where she was going and realizing it would be difficult to follow her undetected, I pulled into our drive, waited fifteen minutes, and then left.

The drive to Hardin’s property took ten minutes and involved leaving the highway and proceeding down a county road and then leaving that for an even smaller lane. It was essentially a big loop since his property abutted the back of ours, and as I approached the gate, his trailer and work sheds came into view. Seconds later, I spotted my wife’s car parked alongside the carpenter’s pickup in front of the building I knew as his workspace.

I stopped before entering the property and suddenly the reality of everything that had confused me became clear. After collecting my thoughts, I crossed the cattle guard and drove towards my wife’s vehicle, and was just exiting my car when I saw Melanie leave the trailer and stride towards me with purpose in her step. She held a gun in her hand, and although it was pointed downward, it still made the hair stand on the back of my neck.

“Not a good time, Mr. Banker,” she said, stepping between me and the shop.

“Susan is here…in there,” I replied.

“Yup,” she answered without elaboration.

“I just want to get her and go,” I said.

“She came here on her own to get some cock. Just let it be…go home,” she replied.

“Melanie, what are you doing?” I said, nodding towards the gun.

She looked down at the pistol, then back at me and when our eyes locked, she slowly shook her head.

“You knew it was coming,” she said.

“How long…how long has she been coming here?” I asked.

“Couple weeks…maybe three,” she replied without hesitation, and when she saw my confused look, she said, “She loves it…loves it for sure.”

“I’m going to go in…I’m going to get her,” I declared.

“Nope, stay out here till they’re finished,” she answered, but kept the gun pointed down.

“Look, if it’s been weeks he has been with her way more…way more than what he was supposed to. It was supposed to be once!” I protested.

My words made her begin to snicker, and then she said, “She’s the one that keeps coming over.”

The message stunned me, leaving me momentarily speechless, as Melanie’s snicker turned into an open laugh.

“Fuck you,” I stated, and started towards the building, ignoring the gun.

“Stop!” she called out, but I didn’t yield, and a second later she repeated the warning, “Better stop.”

I was just about to the door when she bolted in front of me blocking the way. I had called her bluff concerning the weapon and now she was going to use her body.

“Get out of the way,” I commanded.

“You ain’t going to like it,” she warned.

“Move,” I answered.

She stared at me for several seconds and then said, “Nothing crazy…don’t started nothing. Hardin can get mean if he gets pissed off.”

It was such a bizarre situation but I knew I had only myself to blame. My actions with the young Hispanic woman were unconscionable and it had inflicted major damage to my marriage. So profound in fact, that I wondered if it could even be salvaged. However, despite Hardin’s disgusting manipulation of the things, I wasn’t seeking retribution. I merely wanted to gather my wife and retreat to the safety of our home.

“No trouble…just get her and go,” I said.

“You won’t like it,” she reiterated but stepped aside.

I took several deep breaths and then reached for the doorknob, turning it slowly to minimize any sound. Slowly, I opened the door, entered the structure and then immediately closed it behind me. I had entered silently, so the only evidence of my presence was the brief shaft of light that appeared for several seconds. Facing me was a wall of metal racks that held a variety of tools and other paraphernalia that ran from the wall to my left twenty-odd feet to my right, and I hoped that they would act as a shield to hide my arrival.

I had expected to be instantly assaulted by the sights and sounds of their coupling, so, finding everything quiet, I had to stop and regroup for a moment. Then, I slowly stepped to the end of the rack and peering around the edge, I found myself looking into a well-organized workspace filled mostly with woodworking equipment. It was empty, but on the far end of the wall to my right, I spotted a partially open door and slowly moved towards it.

Looking through the crack, I saw that this was the space where Hardin did his taxidermy work, and in the far corner, on the floor was an uncovered mattress where my wife and our carpenter lay naked. They were positioned face to face with her left leg swung over his and his right arm over her waist. They appeared to be talking, although I was too far away to make out what was being said. From the look of things, and the message implied in Melanie’s warning, they must have already finished. Something had made me want to catch my wife in the act, but it really didn’t matter as the proof was right before me, so I pondered how to confront the couple.

“Well, well…” I said as I stood ten feet away with a two-foot piece of 2x4 in my hand.

I had decided to just get it over with and the couple had been so engrossed in each other that I managed to get to the spot undetected.

“Oh no…oh my God!” Susan cried out.

Suddenly her arms were a flurry as she alternately tried to cover her nudity and gather her clothes. It was almost comical to watch, but finally, she managed to grab her blouse and use it to hide her torso. It was an incomplete cover, and now on her back, I could see a frothy mess between her legs. While my wife looked shocked and embarrassed, Hardin just stared up with an arrogant smile.

“Why don’t you put the board down, there ain’t no need for that,” he said.

I had grabbed the wood as a defensive tool in case he tried to get aggressive, but seeing him relaxed and enjoying the situation, I dropped it at my feet.

“Honey…I’m…I’m sorry…I’m so sorry…please…” Susan said as she began to sob.

“How many times Susan?” I demanded.

Her sobbing had grown louder and I started to wonder if she would be able to respond but finally, she forced out, “A…a…couple…”

“Nine in all…” the man chuckled.

I looked at Hardin, realizing he had played it quiet, giving me info that she wasn’t accepting his advances so he could turn the one time into many and in doing so had turned my wife into his lover. I felt a huge knot in my stomach as I realized my lack of fidelity and my coercion had directly resulted in Susan at my feet, naked, thoroughly fucked and bawling.

“Shit,” I replied, totally stunned.

“Yup…nine. Nine good ones,” he added and looking at the smug man I could see that his cock was now almost completely hard.

The wet shaft pointed up towards his belly button offering a full view of its veined length and the thick tube that ran from his balls to his opening. Somehow, the painful situation that my wife and I were dealing with had actually acted to excite him. It was more evidence as to the type of individual he was.

“I want to go…I want to go home…” my wife whimpered.

Hardin didn’t react to her words, and instead, he looked up at me and said, “How about one more time. You know, to remember it all by.”

In was a sordid statement, but I knew that his real message was that he could still tell Susan about Elsa. At that point, both my wife and I were guilty; her with her series of sexual encounters with the man and me with my single time with Elsa, compounded by my conspiracy with Hardin. Of course, her indiscretion was now on complete display, but mine were still unknown and I knew that if she learned of them now, it would be devastating. In truth, he still had me by the balls, perhaps even more so.

“No!” Susan exclaimed when she looked at me and recognized I was thinking about it.

My mouth was so dry that if felt like desert sand, so rather than try to speak, I just stepped over to a nearby stool and sat. The message was crystal clear and while my wife looked at me with a pained expression, the large man’s hand pulled her blouse away. Her eyes shot between him and me and when he started to move to her, she pushed on his shoulder, but he easily swatted her hands away. However, when he tried to separate her legs she squeezed them tightly together.

“C’mon baby, he wants you to,” he said.

“Please…let’s go home…” she called out to me.

With his body over her, her face was shielded from my view, but by his stare downward, I suspected their eyes were connected. I couldn’t help but think about what they had shared together as intimate lovers in their encounters which sent a shiver through my body.

“Susan…let him…” I forced out.

She didn’t react immediately, and for almost a minute I watched as they whispered to each other before she slowly opened her legs. Hardin moved between them, and the matting of hair on his back and his full beard, made it appear like a rogue animal was about to mount my wife. He seemed to be in no rush, stopping to taste her nipples before finally starting to line up, and while I waited, I looked around the room and it appeared that all the stuffed creatures were watching with smiles.

It was easy to tell when he made contact and the cries she made reminded me of the last two times we had made love. Now, I knew for certain that her sounds were a result of the soreness she felt after sex with the man. When Hardin pushed his hips forward, I watched as my wife’s legs widened and her hands moved to his forearms. Small whines and grunts came from her as the shaft made its way inside, but it was obvious she was trying hard to hide any reaction. When he was fully embedded, he paused for a few seconds before beginning a slow but deliberate movement. Now, I was watching my loving wife being fucked, taken by the well-endowed man, and I could feel my pulse throbbing in my temples while my vision became tunneled. Positioned behind them, I had a front-row seat as the thick shaft moved in and out, distending my wife’s pussy a little on each cycle.

They had only been connected for a couple of minutes when he stopped, and after a quick, whispered interaction, Hardin started to rise. I wondered what was happening, as I seriously doubted that he was done. I knew he was enjoying the power he held and my wife’s tight pussy way too much to call it quits. I didn’t have long to wait as once he was on his feet he lifted Susan and with only a passing glance my way, he backed her over a low work table, lifted her legs and plunged back inside. Once again, I knew he was sending me a message as it was the same position Elsa and I shared on the kitchen table. However, whether it was meant as a warning or merely as a means to rub my nose in it, I couldn’t be sure.

He had my wife ass right on the edge and had her legs pushed back giving him complete access, and with his feet on the floor, he had all the leverage he needed for deep penetration. It only took a few thrusts to get started and then he took her with full, powerful strokes. In this position, I could see her face, and the look showed that she was again trying to fight the feelings. She was successful for a time, and then slowly it became clear she was losing the battle. Just as the first sensual moan escaped her mouth, I felt a presence and looking over my shoulder I saw Melanie standing right behind me. I guess I was so focused on the wanton display that I hadn’t noticed her arrival, and without speaking she moved a stool so she was sitting beside me.

“She fucking loves it. His big dick has turned her into a slut. You wouldn’t believe how she begs,” the skanky woman said provocatively, in a low voice, and when I didn’t reply, she continued, “Too bad you fucked that girl. It damn sure ruined your wife.”

Her last few words struck a chord in my brain and I wondered if she was indeed correct. I didn’t recognize the excited woman before me and I wondered if things could ever return to the way they were.


“It’s my fault,” I said, for some reason thinking I still needed to defend her honor.

“Yeah, it is, but I don’t think she minds. She’d be here every day if she could,” Melanie answered.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Shit, she calls every day. After Hardin popped her the first time, she wanted it bad,” she giggled, and then added, “He had to put her on a schedule.”

“Where…where was the first time?” I asked, wondering how it had occurred.

“Your bed,” she replied without hesitation.

Suddenly, Susan began moaning openly which brought our attention back to the rutting couple. She had lost the battle to remain in control, and she began to spew a litany of whines, mews, and grunts in time with the fucking she was receiving. Her hands, which had been flat on his forearms were now on his shoulders and we watched as several times she tried to pull him down for a kiss. The first two times, he rejected her attempts, but on the third, he allowed their lips to meet and they engaged in a long, passionate connection.

“Shit,” I said to no one.

“She’s whipped,” Melanie said.

When the kiss ended, Hardin returned to the deep pounding although now it seemed like he had even more purpose. Once again, the room was filled with my wife’s passionate cries that had been joined by the slurping sounds coming from her abused pussy. I wondered how, with such a tight connection, so much liquid could be formed, but I couldn’t deny what I was hearing.

“Baby, what do you want?” he challenged my wife.

“Don’t…don’t stop…” she whined, clearly in another world.

“Tell him what you told me,” he demanded and when she didn’t speak, he added, “What you told me you wanted.”

“No…” she said in the clearest voice I had heard since they started.

To my side, I could hear Melanie snickering, so I knew it was bad, but something made me want to know.

“Tell him,” he said again, but there was no response.

“Tell me, Susan,” I pushed.

When she still didn’t answer, her lover finally said, “Didn’t you tell me you want this cock every day?”

Susan shot me a terrified look but said nothing, so I asked, “Did you, Susan?”

Her only response was a simple nod of her head which brought a superior grin from her lover. The interaction had drained her arousal and I thought she might be done, so I was very surprised when Hardin was able to use his cock to quickly return her to an excited state. There was no further talking and it was only a minute or so later that her fingers found her nipples and began to pull. It was a clear sign she was getting close and we didn’t have to wait long, as suddenly her shoulders lifted several inches off the table, her neck muscles tightened and her mouth opened as if she was emitting a scream. However, no sound came out and then her body slammed backward. Seconds later, it rose again, before hitting the table once more. Then, she found her voice.

“Ahhhhhhh…uhhhhhggggghhhhhhh…” she cried out in a long wail, and when it ended, the words arrived, “Ohhhhh…ohhh yes…yes…don’t stop…it feels so good…so good…don’t…ohhhhh…”

I realized I was witnessing Susan orgasm in a way I had never experienced. Somehow, this man and his cock had taken her to places I didn’t even know were possible. He had made her into a purely sexual being and the ramifications were difficult to fathom. However, I was about to be shocked again when Melanie decided to add her two cents.

“That’s not even a big one,” she laughed.

It wasn’t long before Hardin started to act like he was going to climax. It was almost like he was able to cum at will and now that the show was finished, he was ready to let go. He pushed into her rapidly several times, stopped and then did it again before pulling her ass tightly against him and with a final push he deposited his semen.

“Uggghhhh…ugggghhhh…aaahhhhhhh…” he grunted, and then swiftly added, “Yeah…like I taught you…”

I wondered about the meaning of his phrase, but my wife was flat on her back with her eyes closed looking completely satiated. Seconds later, Hardin backed away and when his heavy cock came free, it fell onto his fat balls. From the base to the head, his thick shaft was covered with a mucous-like substance that I knew was a product of his semen and her arousal. I stared transfixed at my wife as he gathered his clothes, and with Melanie following, they left the room. The minutes ticked by with neither of us moving or speaking, and I was just about to help her up so we could leave when I saw a small drop of liquid escape her pussy, hang for a second and then fall to the floor. It was a sordid sight, and it put an emphatic mark on the debauchery that had occurred. For a moment, I thought about leaving her and wondered if she would follow me home or seek out Hardin for more, but my own guilt propelled me to rise and take her hand.

“Susan, let’s go,” I said softly.

At first, there was no response, but after a few seconds she whispered, “Do you still want me?”

“Let’s just go home,” I said in the best voice I could muster.

She was so shattered that I had to help her put on her clothes. Fortunately, no one was around when we got outside, and after convincing me she was capable of driving, I followed her to our house. Knowing, that deep at the core of everything it was my actions that brought us to this point allowed me to maintain an even keel. I think that calmness both surprised and terrified Susan, and it took over an hour before she was in a state where we could talk.

Finally, after showering to remove the smell of the man from her body, we sat down to talk and I learned the details of her meetings. The first time she had been fucked by Hardin occurred the same day I caught him hammering Elsa in my workshop. That meant his fat cock was likely still covered in the young girl’s juices when he pushed it into my wife. It was a nasty realization, that I didn’t share with Susan, and I wondered if Hardin had planned things that way. By her account, he had knocked on the door within minutes of me leaving and based on my pushing, she thought it was staged attempt. Almost immediately, he had started seducing her, which lent more credibility to her thoughts, and she had allowed him to explore her body, while he pulled her hands to his cock. After more tears, she finally admitted she let him guide her to the bedroom where he fucked her to a monster orgasm. With some probing questions from me, she admitted she got naked with him on the prior visit before getting cold feet. However, when I challenged her about seeking out the follow-on meetings, she claimed it was Hardin that constantly asked for more.

“And you went to him?” I said.

“Yes…” she answered in a tiny voice.

“And you love it,” I replied.

“No…no! I love you,” she professed.

“You love his cock…and the orgasms…” I pressed.

“You…you pushed me…you pushed hard,” she suddenly countered.

“Did I tell you to be sneaky? Did I tell you to do it nine times?” I fired back making her body tense.

“What now?” she asked, suddenly looking like she was out of energy.

“I don’t know Susan. I’ve never seen you orgasm like that and Melanie said it wasn’t even a big one! Can you give him up?” I asked.

“It…it’s not the same as lovemaking…you can’t compare…and I don’t want to see him again…ever!” she declared.

Deciding enough had happened for one day, we went to bed and I even let Susan pull my arm over her. Neither of us really slept, and it wasn’t time for lovemaking, so we just struggled through the night. After thinking about things throughout the following day, by the time I left for home, I had decided it was best to try and put everything behind us. I knew that would require some heavy soothing of my wife’s psyche, so I was surprised when I saw the angry expression on her face when I entered the kitchen.

“You bastard! You fucked Elsa?” she yelled.
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