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Getting Her Nails Done Ch. 01

Mike Fitzgerald surveyed the traffic and tried to estimate what time he would arrive at work. It was a game he played to fill time on his morning commute that could vary from fifty minutes to an hour and a half. The reason for the long drive was the decision he and his wife, Lynsay, had made to live in a small town well past the suburbs of the city where he worked. In the beginning, it had been her idea as she had grown up in a small-town environment and had little interest in the chaos of the city or the blandness of suburbia. So, they had decided to trade off his commute for a better standard of living, and so far, they had been happy with the result.

Their town’s population was 13,500 and it had a distinct downtown area with an old courthouse, a square with numerous shops and several restaurants. The city leaders were quite progressive in building a culture and there always seemed to be a function taking place. In addition, there were numerous well-maintained parks that were extensively used.

Mike was twenty-eight years old and worked in finance. They had moved to the area a year ago when he accepted his current job, and at the time, he thought he would occasionally be able to work from home. It had taken longer than he had expected for it to occur, but recently, he had been able operate at least one day every two weeks without going in.

Lynsay was two years younger than her husband and worked as a third-grade teacher in the local school system. She loved her job and got along well with her co-workers and the administration. Even better, she was truly enjoying her current class and felt she was really connecting with them.

Typically, Mike would leave the house just as his wife was stirring and return to find her preparing dinner. She understood the sacrifice her husband was making and did everything she could to make sure he dealt with minimal stress once he crossed the threshold. Since she had at least two hours once school was out, she would handle the family errands, workout to keep herself looking good, and spend time preparing a nice meal. Fortunately, Mike was pleased with her efforts and always made sure he offered sincere compliments.

“What’s for dinner?” he asked as he looped an arm around his wife’s waist and kissed her neck.

“Lamb chops…mmmmm,” she replied, as her body shuddered from his touch.

Mike had worked himself up on the drive home and was hoping that he could entice his wife into some serious lovemaking. His plan was to dote on her to get her into a good frame of mind, see that she had several glasses of wine and then get her to snuggle with him on the sofa. If things went well, he would strip her and perhaps feast on her slit before taking her to bed. Fortunately, he didn’t really think his plan would meet with much resistance as his wife enjoyed sex just as much as he did. Normally, she would defer to his desires and let him set the direction, and in all their time together the only thing she had denied him was her rear.

Lynsay Fitzgerald was 5′6″ tall and weighed 125 pounds. She had gently-wavy shoulder length light brown hair, dark brown eyes, a medium complexion and pouty lips. On top, she had firm C-cup breasts, and as a result of her work out schedule, a tight behind and flat tummy. Despite her husband’s pleas to shave, she kept a neatly trimmed covering of brown hair down below. She loved to dress fashionably, and although they were just starting out, she was able to create a nice ensemble on her limited budget. She had done a fantastic job putting stylish touches on their home, and when she wasn’t spending time with Mike, or grading papers, she would work on the house. Recently, she had been focused on the yard, and would do the research on plants and shrubs while he did the planting.

“That was so good! You are so amazing!” the young husband declared when dinner was over.

“I know what you’re after,” his wife replied with an impish smile, accurately guessing his motives.

“What?” he replied with mock hurt.

“Just put your plate in the sink and pour us some wine,” Lynsay laughed.

Mike was waiting on the couch when his wife appeared fifteen minutes later and he handed her the glass as she snuggled in close. Through the opening in her shirt, he could see the beginning of the swell of her breasts, and he had to fight the urge to thrust his hand inside. He truly loved his wife’s breasts. They were perfectly proportioned, firm and crowned with small nipples, but the best part was how responsive she became when he played with them.

“What?” she asked with a grin when she saw his devilish stare.

“Just thinking,” he replied.

“Of course,” she answered sarcastically and pretending indifference, she started inspecting her nails, then added, “My manicurist moved to the city.”

“The Vietnamese lady?” Mike asked.

“Korean, and yes, her,” she acknowledged.

“Lynsay, I’m so sorry. What are you going to do?” he replied with his own sarcasm.

“There’s a local lady I found, but she’s not Asian,” she answered, and then turned and kissed him passionately.

“I guess the conversation is over,” the young husband panted when they finally broke.

“Try to keep up, honey,” Lynsay giggled and found his lips once more.

Mike did exactly as he had fantasized on the drive home. Piece by piece, he got his wife naked and after spending some quality time on her breasts, he dove between her legs and feasted on her delicate and now very wet mound. When he had taken her to the peak of arousal, he pulled her the short distance to their bedroom where he took her lovingly and delighted in her passionate sighs.

Lynsay drove slowly down the street looking for the address. Unlike her previous manicurist, that worked out of a strip shopping center, she had been informed by the woman that she had a small studio attached to her house. If she would have known that before, she very well might have looked elsewhere, but here she was on the quiet, although slightly rundown street. Finally, she spotted it and was pleased to see the premises were neatly kept. Parking in the driveway as instructed, she took a few short steps to the outside door that was the entrance.

“Are you Lynsay?” a mid-thirties woman asked when it opened.

She was quite thin with strawberry blonde hair and the raspy voice of a smoker. In addition, she was dressed in jeans and a low-cut blouse that showed the tops of a pair of ample bosoms. In fact, they were disproportionate to her frame which made her suspect they were enhanced.

“Yes, and you’re Connie?” she replied.

“Yes, that’s me. Come on in,” the manicurist said with a disarming smile.

The young wife stepped into the room and with a quick look around got her bearings. The space was small, likely no more than 200 sf., with most of the it filled by a manicure chair, a facial chair and a rolling cart with the equipment. In addition, there was a waist high refrigerator, with a microwave on top, and a full-height bookcase that was stuffed with nick-knacks. It was a legitimate set-up and coupled with Connie’s bubbly demeanor, she felt her anxiousness drift away. She was directed into the chair and while the manicurist prepared, she was inundated with non-stop questions.

“No, we aren’t from the area. We moved here a little over a year ago?” Lynsay replied to one of her probes.

“What brought you here?” the woman asked in her rough voice as she took the young wife’s hand.

Lynsay explained the circumstances, and how, despite her husband’s commute, they still felt they had made the right decision. She answered questions about her marriage and family and along the way learned that Connie was on her third marriage and had two teenage children that lived elsewhere. The woman explained that her husband was a carpenter and he had built the annex onto their house.

“We’re all done,” she suddenly declared.

“Ohhh…okay,” Lynsay replied, and then added, “It went by so fast!”

“It’s cause we were having fun visiting,” Connie responded, joining in the laugh, and then continued with, “I do other things too like pedicures, facials, and waxing. I’m busy today, but next time you come if you want to do some more honey just let me know.”

Minutes later, she was driving away pleased with the woman. She could definitely see herself returning and perhaps she would even take her up on her offer concerning other services.

It turned out that’s exactly what happened because three weeks later Lynsay was on the phone with her scheduling an appointment that this time included a pedicure. As soon as she arrived, they picked up where they left off, discussing each other’s lives, and when that was mostly done, Connie started shamelessly describing all the gossip in the community. In reality, the young wife knew none of the people she was referring too, but it was still entertaining and like the previous visit, they were finished before she knew it.

“The woman I go to for my nails, her husband is a carpenter,” Lynsay told her husband as they stood outside inspecting several places that needed work.

“Is he any good?” Mike asked, and when he realized the silliness of the question, he continued before his wife could respond by asking, “Do you know if he works for someone else or for himself?”

“I don’t, but I can ask her,” she offered.

“Why not?” he said with a shrug.

An hour later, Lynsay extended her hand to her husband as he sat on the sofa watching TV, “Here. He works for himself and this is his number.”

“What’s his name?” he asked.

“Tucker, I think,” she replied as she headed towards the bedroom.

The following Wednesday, Mike called the man and after a brief introduction they agreed that he would come by the couple’s house on Saturday morning to see what was needed. He proved to be prompt and for the next half hour, the two men inspected the damaged areas and then moved into the shade of the garage to discuss specifics. Mike wasn’t completely sold on the man as he seemed to be quite slow and interacted almost entirely with a flat expression. It didn’t help that he had what would best be described as an extended mullet that fell to the middle of his shoulder blades. Also, there was a certain strangeness to his dress, as both his pants and shirt were neatly ironed, the tail was tucked in and his work boots looked to have been recently shined. In total, the medium-build fortyish man seemed almost like a cartoon character. However, despite his concerns, Mike found himself agreeing to the work at what he thought was a very good price.

“That is one odd guy,” he told Lynsay when he entered the house.

“Did you give him the work?” she asked, a bit nervous about how a rejection my impact Connie.

“Yes, let’s see. The price was good,” he explained.

The job was completed in a day. On the following Tuesday, when Mike returned from the office, Lynsay took him out to see and they were both amazed by the quality of the work.

“So, you’re happy?” she asked.

“Uh…yeah,” he responded enthusiastically and then added, “I think we found a carpenter savant!”

His words made them both laugh and the young wife actually found herself a bit eager to announce her husband’s delight to her manicurist.

“Tucker did a great job. My husband is very happy,” she announced on her next visit which made the woman beam.

Over the course of four months, Lynsay visited the woman six times, receiving, a mani-pedi on each occasion. Their conversation was always free flowing, although Lynsay was significantly less forthcoming than the older woman, who had shared many personal things including, her breast job, the disaster of her first marriage and her sexless second. During this period, when the subject of Connie had come up with teachers at school, there typically was some chuckling and eye rolling, although no one ever made a truly negative remark.

“I’m not surprised. He’s got a knack for working with wood,” she replied, while she handled the file.

“I’m sure we’ll have more to do,” Lynsay offered.

Rather than respond to her words, the woman launched into more gossip and quickly all thoughts of Tucker ended. It filled most of their time, and on this occasion, the young wife had a faint knowledge of the people involved, so her interest was piqued. Connie was just finishing up when she looked directly at Lynsay and stunned her with her words.

“Do you shave down there?” she asked bluntly.

“Connie!” the young wife responded in shock.

“It’s almost bikini season and they look much better when everything is smooth. Especially, on a body like yours,” the older woman stated, completely ignoring her discomfort.

“I’m fine, really…” she replied, just wanting the conversation to end.

“What do you do? Shave?” she pressed, not getting the message.

“No, I trim,” the young wife answered, deciding the woman wasn’t going to give up.

“Lynsay, no one does that anymore. Everyone’s slick! I got some time now if you want to…” she started before Lynsay interrupted.

“No, Connie…not today,” she said, clearly uncomfortable.

With the session over, she made ready to leave and was forced to field several more attempts on the waxing before she closed the door. As she drove away, she realized that Connie had no filter. However, she knew the woman well enough to understand that she meant no harm and was merely oblivious to the awkward situation she had created.

“Hmmm…you should have,” her husband replied, while fighting back a smile, when she told him about the exchange later that day.

She knew she shouldn’t have been surprised by his remark as he had been pestering her to shave for years. Still, she felt he could have shown a little more sensitivity.

“I should have known,” she answered in an annoyed voice.

“Why not? From what I’ve heard it’s very common…almost mainstream,” her husband offered.

“It’s not common in this house,” she fired back.

“Yes, that’s true,” Mike answered with intentional sarcasm.

It wasn’t like him at all to belittle her and Lynsay was quite surprised. At first, the words felt like a jab to her female psyche, but as she considered them further, she became even more offended. She had always gone out of her way to be supportive of her husband, even when she didn’t necessarily agree with him, so now she felt betrayed. She used all her willpower to hold in her anger and went about the day refusing to let her husband sense her annoyance. Later, when he reached for her in bed, she allowed him to climb on top of her and perfunctorily performed her duty, although she did so with no passion.

“What’s wrong?” Mike asked after he had ejaculated.

The fact that he hadn’t noticed her state until he was finished incensed her even more, but Lynsay remained stoic.

“Nothing. Just not in the mood I guess,” she answered.

Mike knew there was something more but decided it was best to wait for her to tell him. She always had before, and besides, he was exhausted and ready to go to sleep.

Over the next few days, Lynsay’s irritation disappeared. It just wasn’t a big enough issue to dwell on and it was soon forced to the background by the demands of daily life. It was only when she was sitting in Connie’s chair, several weeks later, that her mind returned to her husband’s pointed comments. She expected the subject would be broached again and thought it likely that Mike would bring it up later, too. Their session was almost finished, and Lynsay thought she would get through unscathed, when the older woman did indeed try the up sell.

“You think any more about waxing? I think it would be good for you and the timings right,” Connie probed.

“No, thanks,” she responded, and after a short pause added, “Just not my thing.”

“Well, I understand, but let me tell you it’s the standard now. Every woman I know is slick. I do almost every one that comes in here and it doesn’t matter if they are young or old or fat or skinny either. It’s just the thing. And like I told you last time, on your body it would make you look even better in your bikini,” she said, providing more details than the young wife thought appropriate.

At first, Lynsay didn’t respond, but she knew the woman was sincere even if she was course, so she finally answered, “Connie, I just wouldn’t feel comfortable…being…you know…exposed like that.”

The older woman started to laugh, but quickly caught herself, and then replied, “Girl, trust me. I’ve seen plenty and it ain’t a big deal.”

“Not for you maybe! What about me?” she fired back.

It had been a quick exchange and when it was over, they stared at each other for several seconds before they both burst out laughing. The tension that had built in the room was instantly gone, and their giggles continued for almost half a minute.

“Okay, I get it,” Connie said.

“Now I feel like a child,” Lynsay responded with another short laugh.

“Honey, you’re definitely not a child, but I don’t want to make you feel bad. If it’s not your thing, that’s fine…it’s cool,” she said.

Strangely, her words came across as something of a challenge to the Lynsay, and joining the words were those of her husband. It seemed both of them looked at her as over-conservative and perhaps even a bit repressed. It made her wonder if she was truly out of touch and overreacting.

“How long does it take?” she heard her voice ask.

“Twenty minutes to an hour depending on how thick you are,” Connie answered instantly.

“I don’t know…” the young wife whined.

“Come over here,” the older woman directed, and surprisingly, Lynsay found herself taking her hand and moving to the designated spot.

Lynsay was wearing a fluffy dress which was quickly pulled up to her waist and she felt her thong being tugged downward. When it reached her knees, she flinched for a moment and reached for the garment but before she could find it, the woman had it off her legs.

“Connie!” she protested.

“Oh, honey. You don’t have much hair at all. You look like a little girl. This won’t take long at all,” she replied, ignoring the plea.

“Dear Lord…” the young wife sighed.

Seconds later, she felt the woman’s hands on her pelvis and she could hear the snipping sound of scissors. Very few men and no woman had been this close to her sex and it created all kinds of strange feelings. She wondered if she should say something, but elected to stay quiet and focused her gaze on the ceiling tiles over her head.

“Your trimming makes things easy. Just a few places to get right and then we can go,” Connie explained.

“Okay,” Lynsay forced out.

It was all progressing rapidly and the she thought it might not be so bad when suddenly she felt the older woman lift her leg.

“Not much hair on your butt, so even easier,” she laughed.

Lynsay could feel her entire body blush as she realized she just had her anus inspected. She thought about stopping the entire thing and leaving, but it felt like that would cause more embarrassment than just seeing it through. Now with closed eyes, she continued to contemplate what to do while listening to Connie move about. However, it wasn’t long before she sensed the woman was back at her side.

“Glad I left this on,” she said, and Lynsay felt the molten wax being spread over her vaginal area.

“Does it hurt?” the young wife asked, suddenly thinking about specifics.

“Some, but not too bad,” she answered.

“Shit!” Lynsay cried out a minute later when a sudden ripping sound filled the room.

It was a very real stinging sensation as the follicles were torn form her skin, and much more painful than she had anticipated. The result was her breathing quickened and her body started to move in fear of the next action.

“That was a big one and there’s one more and then it won’t be bad,” Connie explained.

Before she could speak, the next patch was pulled free and once again she cried out in pain. Lynsay forced her body to remain still, hoping that Connie’s description was accurate. She felt more of the hot substance being spread around her labia and into her crack but, as promised, the subsequent removals were far less painful. When she felt lotion being rubbed into her abused skin, she thought they were almost done and it wasn’t long before Connie confirmed it.


“All done and it looks great!” she announced.

She helped Lynsay sit up and the younger woman couldn’t help but look down and inspect the work. It was shocking to see her sex completely void of hair and it reminded her of her pre-pubescent days.

“I feel silly,” she told Connie.

“You won’t feel silly when your husband attacks you tonight, and if you play it right, I bet you can get a nice dinner or a present out of it,” she laughed.

With that, she dropped the thong into her lap and turned to clean-up. Lynsay quickly pulled the garment over her legs and pushed her dress down. It was when she stood that she first felt the difference. Now, it felt like she was naked and naughty beneath the dress, and the thong seemed to fit more sensually against her body. The ride home was more of the same as she found herself squirming on the seat from the new sensations. She thought about how to explain what she had done to her husband and was still undecided when she pulled into the driveway, so she decided to play it by ear.

She could barely contain her smile throughout the evening as she thought about her husband’s reaction. Coupled with that were her own feelings that had changed from reluctance to excitement. The way it felt and the way it made her feel were knew and strangely made her feel more desirable. She was hoping that Mike would be in the mood and sweep her off to bed, but it was she that eventually took the initiative. Together in bed, she took her hand and began to stroke his chest. Since, she rarely was the sexual aggressor, her action instantly got her husband’s full attention.

“What to make love?” Mike asked.

“Do you”” Lynsay replied, returning to her demure ways.

“Mmmm…hmmmm…” he whispered and turned to take her into his arms.

They cuddled and kissed for several minutes but it wasn’t long before his hand found her erect nipples. After teasing them for a while, his hand began to descend and the young wife knew it wouldn’t be long before her secret was discovered.

“Huh…what?” he suddenly let fly, which made her burst out in a giggle.

Mike had actually stroked her pussy for several seconds before the change registered in his brain which made his response somewhat comical. Nonetheless, he was undaunted and quickly moved his head down to inspect.

“I thought you might like it,” she whispered.

“I’m going to turn on the light,” he answered in an excited voice.

Seconds later, he was back and with her vagina bathed by the ceiling light her husband moved close to take in every detail. Lynsay knew she should feel embarrassment from being on display, but something about it was arousing and she actually felt herself lubricating more.

“Say something,” she finally said after a long silence.

Her words caused her husband to look up, and he asked, “Who…I mean…when…tell me what happened.”

Once again, Mike’s clear excitement made her feel good, and she giggled for a few seconds before starting on the explanation.

“I had it done this time when I was getting my nails done,” she said, and then quickly added, “I thought you might like…you know…a change.”

“I do…” he responded as his smile broadened. He started to move in a way that let the her know their foreplay was over, and as he lined up, he announced, “Let’s see how it feels.”

“Mmmmm…” they both groaned in unison as his dick sliced its way inside.

Although Lynsay couldn’t feel a huge difference, she did feel wetter, but the main benefit was the excited reactions from her husband. He was in the highest state of arousal she had seen from him in quite some time and was moving inside her with purpose.

“Ohhhh…uggghhh…uggghhh…do you like?” she forced out between her moans.

“Yes! My God what took so long? This is incredible,” he panted.

His arousal acted as an aphrodisiac to her and it wasn’t long before both of them were groaning and whimpering as they moved towards their releases. The waxing and the unveiling to her husband had initially made her feel somewhat vulnerable, but her husband’s animated reaction was quickly morphing it into a delicious submissive experience. She was being taken, forcefully and completely, as a result of her “naughty” action and it was taking her to new sexual heights.

“Nooo…don’t stop,” she whined seconds later when her husband suddenly slowed.

“Baby, I got to…I’m too excited,” he replied.

She stroked his back as he fought for control and when he began to hammer her again, she was thrilled that the feelings almost immediately returned. Lynsay had her feet resting on her husband’s ass and her hands gripped his biceps. The way his body moved resulted in his chest occasionally rubbing her sensitive nipples and because it was random it teased her body and made her even more excited.

“Mmmm…ohhh…ohhh…this is so good…” she whimpered.

“Yeah…I’m going to do it all night,” Mike declared.

“Okay…ohhh…mmm…” she began to speak, but suddenly the wave was coming at her and it hit just seconds later, “Ohhhhh…ohhhhh…oh my God…don’t stop…don’t…ohhhhh…oh please…”

Stars exploded before her and she could feel her pussy throbbing in a spasm that seemed to begin at her very core. It reached a crescendo but then stayed on a plateau as each thrust from her husband seemed to add energy. Then, in a foggy world, she heard a roar and it took her several seconds to realize that it was Mike releasing his semen.

“Ohhh…fuck…ohhhh Lynsay…oh baby…damn I’m cumming hard,” he announced.

His movements quickly became erratic and then slowed leaving them an entwined sweaty mass heaving for air. Finally, after showering her with kisses that culminated in a deep, passionate and very wet connection, he rolled to her side. Within minutes, they were both asleep, but true to his word, her husband woke her later that night for another round.

“Well, tell me about it,” Connie said after the young wife was seated for her manicure.

“What do you mean?” she initially replied, but when the meaning finally hit, she instantly blushed.

“Ha! Look at you. It must have been good!” the woman laughed.

“Connie! Stop,” she begged.

“Okay, I got my answer,” the older woman laughed.

They launched into their normal routine of chat interspersed with local gossip. In addition, Lynsay asked the woman if her husband was busy as they had some upcoming work and was told he had some availability. The session flew by and they were just finishing the pedicure when Lynsay nervously broached the subject of the waxing.

“How often are you supposed to get…you know…the treatment?” she asked.

Connie smiled, but didn’t take the opportunity to tease her, “It depends. Everyone is a bit different, but the hair needs to grow out some to get good results. How long is it?”

“Not much…barely anything,” she responded.

“I’m not surprised since you’re not real thick. We can do it next time if you want,” she said.

“Good, I’m not sure I could do it every time,” she said, making them both laugh.

So, that established the routine. Every three weeks, Lynsay would get her mani-pedi and every six weeks there would be the added waxing treatment. Of course, her husband supported her continuation and even dismissed the idea of the additional cost. To him, it was a minuscule price to pay for his wife’s smooth vagina and the increasing sexual interest that had come with it. They hadn’t discussed it outright, and he wasn’t completely sure it wasn’t coming from his own actions, but Mike had seen his wife become much more adventurous. Now, she was always ready for lovemaking and they had experienced it in every room in the house, including the laundry room.

With regards to Tucker, the couple had hired the talented carpenter to perform two more projects and both had turned out well. The first was the simple replacement of some rotting siding, but the second was the building of a shed as an extension to their garage in their backyard. The speed, cost and professionalism of the man’s work encouraged them to use him more, although they never really became completely comfortable with his strange ways.

“Connie said he knows how to build bookcases and do the staining,” Lynsay told her husband.

They had considering a built-in bookcase in their hallway and, since it meant wood, they thought of Tucker. However, they didn’t know if he was capable of doing the staining.

“Are you sure? I mean this isn’t like slapping paint on the side of the house. There is technique involved,” Mike countered.

“All I know is what she said. She said he has all the things he needs set up in the workshop behind their house,” she told him.

“Probably best if I talk to him,” Mike replied and with an affirmative nod of his wife’s head, the conversation ended.

Several weeks went by, and on a Saturday when Mike was running errands close to Tucker’s house, he decided to see if the man was home. He wanted to have a look at his shop and get comfortable with the man’s finishing skills and didn’t see an issue with dropping by since it was essentially his place of business. He parked in front and felt the pleasant breeze blowing as he walked up the driveway. Halfway, he spotted Tucker standing just behind the house with something in his hand, and he covered the distance before he was noticed.

“Tucker…” Mike began when he was close, but he was suddenly stopped by the strange look on the man’s face and the sounds emanating from the open window.

It took a moment for his brain to process the information, but when it did, he realized he was listening to someone inside being thoroughly fucked. Bed springs were screaming and a high-pitched female whine filled the air that was joined by the repetitive grunts emitted by a male voice. In a matter of seconds, the planned interaction with the carpenter had become hugely embarrassing.

“Hey, sorry…I’ll…I’ll…call you later,” Mike stammered and turned on his heels.

When he reached his vehicle, he realized that Tucker had not spoken a word during the brief interaction and it left him bewildered about the man’s state of mind.

“You’re not going to believe this!” he told his wife as soon as he stepped into the house.

“What?” Lynsay responded with interest.

“I went by Tucker’s to check on his shop and I saw him standing near the back. When I got next to him, I could hear people doing it through the window,” he fired out quickly.

“You mean sex?” his wife clarified.

“Yeah, there was a window open and you could hear it all,” he explained.

“Who was it?” she asked eagerly, but still confused.

“I don’t know. I was so embarrassed that I just left,” Mike told her.

“What did he say?” she asked.

“Tucker? Nothing! The while time he doesn’t say a thing,” he replied.

“My God…do you think it was Connie?” Lynsay asked, now looking worried.

“I don’t know…I mean…whoever it was…sure was having a good time,” he said.

“I hope nothing bad happened…I mean…what if he shot the guy?” Lynsay asked nervously.

“He didn’t seem angry…I mean…you have a point,” he responded, now even more unsure about what he had witnessed.

“That is so awkward. We might have to find another carpenter…and manicurist!” his wife answered.

“As long as she does waxing,” Mike said, and when he moved towards his wife, she playfully pushed him away.

The couple talked about what had occurred several more times over the next few weeks, but lacking any more information, it was impossible to determine with certainty the nature of the event. So, with deep trepidation, Lynsay set off for her next scheduled appointment with Connie. She had been back and forth about whether to keep the session, but despite their significant differences, she liked the woman, so she decided to give it a chance.

Connie met her in her normal boisterous way, giving no indication of anything amiss which instantly made her feel more comfortable. She even went so far as to decide that it had been a movie or computer porn her husband heard which was one of the things they had considered. Certainly, it wasn’t the kind of thing you wanted people to know about, but it was a far better scenario than being caught actually doing it with others in your own home.

Lynsay had been freshly waxed during her last visit, so this one was going to be limited to a mani-pedi. Connie had finished the manicure and was well into the pedicure when she dropped the bomb.

“Well, I guess your husband told you about what happened,” she said in her raspy voice.

Instantly, the young wife’s body stiffened and she knew she had declared her knowledge in a non-verbal way. Still, she tried to act confused.

“What…what do you mean?” she asked.

“What happened when he was here. What we were doing,” she replied.

In reality, they weren’t certain what had occurred and the matter-of-fact way the woman was going about the explanation provided her hope there was a reasonable explanation.

“I…I…don’t know Connie. We didn’t discuss…anything…” she stammered.

“You mean like there was no reaction from him the first time you got waxed?” the woman answered sarcastically.

Her statement was intended to remind Lynsay of her attempt to avoid describing the sex the couple had experienced as a result of her newly smooth mound. It was also meant to tell her she didn’t believe that her husband had not describe what he had witnessed.

“Really, Connie…its none of our business,” she said after several seconds of silence.

Strangely, the older woman, acting like she needed a confidant, decided to launch off on a detailed description, “It really is Tucker’s thing. At least it started that way. He gets excited seeing me with another man and has this friend over in Carsonville that drops by sometimes.”

“Uhhh…okay,” Lynsay replied, truly stunned by her words.

“Yeah, it was Tucker’s thing, but I’m kinda liking it now, too. Variety ain’t bad,” she said with a laugh.

After the admission, there was silence in the room and with each passing second it became more awkward. Lynsay felt like she had an obligation to say something, make some kind of statement, but it was so completely bizarre that she couldn’t think of anything.

“How much…I mean…when…” she started but was incapable of completing the question.

Connie, evidently happy with the engagement responded anyway, “Not too often, about once a month or so. Been doing it for about a year.”

For some reason, Lynsay was encouraged by the fact that she hadn’t been struck dead by a bolt of lightning, or slapped silly by the woman. It allowed her mind to calm, and her thoughts went to gathering information she could discuss later with Mike. So, she began to formulate another question.

“You always do it here?” she asked.

“Yeah, right through there,” she said, pointing towards the door that connected to the house.

“Doesn’t Tucker get jealous?” she asked.

“I push him on that but he says no…says he likes to see me doing it,” Connie explained.

“Wow, that’s pretty wild,” Lynsay said, hoping it wouldn’t be taken as judgmental.

“It’s different, that’s for damn sure, but what the hell. And, like I said, variety ain’t bad,” she replied, and following a short silence she added, “Keep it to yourself if you don’t mind. I told you because…you know…your husband found out, but I don’t want all the gossip queens going crazy.”

“Of course, I understand completely,” Lynsay responded.

Just like her husband had when he heard the sex, Lynsay raced home to tell him what she had learned. She was disappointed to find that he was gone and considered phoning him, but decided she would wait. Her anxiousness caused her to nervously bounce around the house and when she heard his car, she met him at the back door.

“You won’t believe what I found out,” she said excitedly.

“What? Tell me…” he replied, knowing by her look it was something big.

“Connie told me what happened. It was her! But you won’t believe the rest,” she said then paused for effect.

“Tell me,” Mike responded eagerly.

“Her husband…Tucker has her do it with another guy! His friend. She has sex with him to make him happy, but she admitted she liked it, too,” Lynsay explained.

“You’re joking!” he replied, dumbfounded by the bizarre information.

“I’m not!” she declared.

There was a pause in the conversation as the message was absorbed by Mike, and then he asked, “Why did she tell you?”

“Well, because of you. But I think maybe she also wanted to confide to someone. She swore me to secrecy,” she told him.

The couple had moved to the kitchen and were leaning against the counter as they talked. Their smiles and eye rolls demonstrated they were more amused than put-off by the woman’s admission. Lynsay turned to grab a soda from the fridge and when Mike saw her shapely rear a thought flashed in his brain.

“Did you get waxed today?” he asked.

“No! Thank God it wasn’t scheduled for today,” she replied.

For some reason, the thought of his wife laying naked while being denuded of pubic hair as the woman told her tale, touched a nerve. Seconds later, when Lynsay had her back turned again, she felt his arm wrap around her waist.

“Mmmm…” her husband sighed as he pulled her tight.

“What do you want?” she giggled.

“You…in bed…right now,” he responded as his hands found her breasts.

Giggling, she let him lead her to the bedroom and quickly they were both naked. Knowing it had been too long time since he went down on her, Mike dove between her legs and began teasing her with his tongue. He loved her taste and the way she reacted to his play. Usually, it was the fastest way to get her to orgasm, and once there, she could be kept on a nice plateau. Rarely, she would spin her body and use her mouth on his dick in a sixty-nine. Mike loved when she did so, but Lynsay was more about receiving oral pleasure than giving. While he relished the act, she did it more out of obligation.

“Mmmm…baby,” she whined mere seconds into his play.

“You’re so wet,” he declared as his tongue moved through her slit from bottom to top.

“For you…” she whispered.

Mike teased and toyed with her sensitive spots until she was whimpering and squirming and then started a rapid-fire flicking of her small clit that always drove her over the top. True to form, it didn’t take long at all for her to start the countdown to an orgasm.

“Ohhh Mike…ohhh…ohh baby…what are you doing to me…” she panted, and knowing she was very close, he stayed focused. Seconds later, her release arrived, “Ohhhhh…ohhhh…uggghhhh…ohhhh…”

Initially, her hands were pressed against the back of his head as if to hold him in place, but after the first wave swept through her, she began to pull on his shoulders. He knew from experience what she wanted and he quickly lifted over her and drove his aching dick into her opening.

“Ahhhh…” he groaned from the incredible feeling.

“Do it…please…” she begged, wanting him to extend her climax.

He began to move deliberately and it brought a fresh wave of excited sounds from her. He was close to his own release, but wanting her to get her fill, he held back until he sensed it was over. Then, concentrating on his own pleasure, he moved until he felt his balls begin to tighten. The euphoric feelings were right behind and he pushed deeply into her and held his body stiff as his semen jetted.

“Ohhh, Lynsay…damn…ahhhhh…” he groaned, and then collapsed onto her body.

Together they panted and their bodies continued to heave until Mike regained enough strength to fall to her side. Lynsay wormed her body against his and he looped on arm over her and rested it on her breasts.

“I’m shattered,” she sighed.

The young husband was proud about how he had performed. It was always thrilling to bring his wife to a fulfilling orgasm and he sensed that this one had been complete. He cuddled closer to her and as they exchanged soft mews of pleasure, he recalled how quickly they had gone from discussing the manicurist to landing in bed. He had to admit that the decadent story his wife had told had partially aroused him and he wondered if the same was true for her.


“She said she liked it?” he suddenly asked as he started to tease a nipple.

“Connie? I guess she said she was starting to. It didn’t seem like she did at first,” his wife replied softly.

“It’s so wild…so…shocking. I mean you hear about these types of things, but you never think you’ll be so…close,” Mike replied.

“I know. I mean she’s country and not very educated but she’s very nice. I would never have guessed,” Lynsay responded.

Mike’s hand was now fully massaging her breasts and it wasn’t long before his wife turned so they could kiss. It began with gentle touches of their lips but progressed rapidly until they were experiencing a deep, passionate connection. Then, they made love again, albeit slower and without the fire that had driven them before. When it ended, they were quickly asleep and didn’t wake until the sun was setting.

For the next few days, they continued to discuss what they had learned and Lynsay wondered if she should continue to see the woman. When she brought it up, she had expected a reaction from her husband, but he seemed largely indifferent. He didn’t see it as a moral dilemma but merely one of comfort. If it made her too stressed, then she should go elsewhere and he left it up to her to decide.

She let the matter rest for some time and it was only when her scheduled visit was a few days away that she forced herself to weigh things and decide. Since talking it over with Mike, she had slowly softened and now appreciated his more open view. Plus, she did like the woman as she thought deep down, she had a big heart. So, the day before the appointment she called to confirm.

“I’m glad you didn’t get scared off,” Connie greeted her the next day.

For just a moment, she got a nervous shiver and she felt a quick blush race through her, but she quickly recovered and replied sarcastically, “Takes more than that, Connie.”

The older woman thought her comment was hilarious and launched into a huge laugh. Her response made Lynsay laugh as well, and it took some time before they calmed down. With the ice now broken, they started the session in a pleasant way. They progressed through her hands and feet while freely chatting and it was only when it was time for her waxing that Lynsay started to feel nervous. She wasn’t completely sure if it was just her normal discomfort with the procedure or if there were lingering issues with Connie’s sex, but she came close to declining. In the end, it was due to her fondness for the older woman and the fact that she might be insulted that made her proceed.

“Yup, I think six weeks is just right for you,” she said when her mound was revealed.

“Don’t make it hurt,” she whined as she always did, which brought a giggle from the woman.

“Don’t be a baby,” she answered and lightly slapped her thigh.

It went quickly, and before she knew it Connie was finished, as she prepared to depart, Connie said to her, “Thanks for listening…and not getting mad when I told you,”

There was a vulnerability in the woman’s eyes that she had never seen before, and it made her stop her movement towards the door.

“You’re welcome Connie. I can’t say I understand, but I know you’re a good person,” she said sincerely, and the older woman’s face exploded in a big smile.

“I’m not sure I understand everything either but…you know…” she responded seconds later, still showing a grin.

“You can explain it to me when you figure it out,” Lynsay said.

Her words were meant as a closing statement, signaling her departure, but a strange look appeared on the manicurist’s face. She thought maybe her words were too bold and she had insulted the woman, although her face showed something that didn’t look like anger.

“If you want to watch sometime, maybe you can help figure it out,” she finally responded.

The message momentarily floored Lynsay and she stood speechless for several seconds before she was able to form a sentence, “Uhhh Connie…no… I couldn’t do that. It wouldn’t be right.”

“It would just be watching, but yeah you’re probably right…a thought though,” she answered.

With that, Lynsay was quickly out the door, and as soon as she reached her car, she knew she had another bizarre story to tell her husband. Fortunately, this time he was home when she arrived and she called him to the kitchen as soon as she entered.

“Did you get the waxing?” Mike asked when he joined her.

His initial thought was her nervous energy had something to do with the waxing and he hoped she hadn’t suddenly got cold feet. She gave him an annoyed look but she let it go quickly as she was very eager to tell him what had occurred.

“You really won’t believe this. I mean you really won’t,” she forced out with a deep breath.

“What? Tell me!” her husband demanded as he realized this was about more than the procedure.

“I got asked to…witness the next…sex thing. The next time Connie’s with that guy,” she said swiftly.

“You’re joking! How? I mean tell me what happened,” her husband demanded.

“I was leaving and she told me thanks for listening. Meaning, about the sex thing and I told her I didn’t understand but I liked her and the next thing I know she’s saying I can be there! I mean that’s basically it,” she explained.

Mike could see that her face was showing excitement, rather than distress, which emboldened him to pursue some clarifying questions.

“Why be there? So, you will…understand?” he asked.

“Yes…I think that’s what she meant,” his wife confirmed.

“Was she serious? I mean this sounds like it was maybe a joke,” he asked.

“She was very serious,” she countered, and quickly added, “Totally serious.”

“Are you going to? What did you say?” he followed, unable to hide his smile.

“Jerk…I’m done with you,” she replied with an irritated look.

“Come here,” he laughed and pulled her into his arms, and when they were tightly embraced, he continued with, “So damn strange.”

“I know…I mean just wow!” she replied, and when she suddenly felt her husband’s lips on her neck she added, “What do you want?”

Without speaking, he started unbuttoning her sleeveless blouse, and when it was open, his hand reached beneath her bra and began to maul her firm breasts. His efforts, coupled with the kisses he was planting on her neck, soon had her mewing softly, and when her hand went to the bulge in his jeans, he knew she was excited and it was time for more.

“Here, on the floor or in bed?” he whispered into her ear.

“The bed…I just mopped in here,” she giggled, pleased with her wit.

Chuckling too, Mike directed her to the bedroom where he made her stand still as he slowly and sensually stripped her body. When she was naked, he had her remain before him as he inspected her freshly prepared pussy, and then with a swat on her ass, he directed her onto the bed.

“I’m going to lick you until you beg me to stop,” he declared, eager to run his tongue over her smooth surface.

“Mmmmm…promise…” she giggled.

Mike’s head was already close to the prize and when his tongue landed, he could tell his wife was already soaking wet. He knew it hadn’t all occurred as a result of their brief foreplay, which meant she had reacted to the message Connie had delivered. It was a surreal thought to consider, but he could reach no other conclusion. It was something he would definitely want to pursue later, after he had fully enjoyed himself.

He began down the well-learned path that he knew would bring his wife to a wonderful orgasm. However, after just a few minutes, he decided to change and proceed more slowly. He wasn’t sure exactly why he made this decision, whether it was just for the sake of change or if there was a more fundamental reason, and it wasn’t long before his wife noticed, too.

“Go faster…” she whined.

Mike ignored her demand and it wasn’t long before her responses made him smile inwardly. With her mind locked onto the thought of the climax that she could have if he would just do it in the normal way, she began to move her body to make up for his languid pace. At the same time, her sounds became more urgent and needier, which greatly pleased the young husband. It gave him a sense of power to be in complete control of the lovely woman, and he liked the desperate way his wife was acting.

“Do you want to cum?” he teased.

“Yes…quit being mean…” she cried out.

He began to work her faster, giving her what she wanted, but when she reached an advanced state, once again he slowed which made her whimper in frustration. Twice more, he did the same thing, but on the third time he maintained the pace and it wasn’t long before his lovely wife was on her countdown for a monstrous launch.

“Ohhhhh…ohhhh…ugghhhh…ugghhhh…oh God yes…of yes…yes…” she moaned loudly and Mike could feel the contractions start in her pussy. He was about to rise to enter her, following the standard playbook, when suddenly another wave hit his wife, “Oh my God…ohhhh…oh yes…mmmmuuughhhh.”

With a quick move she turned into loose fetal position and Mike watched with keen interest as her body was wracked with spasms every few seconds. In addition, he saw that with one hand, she was pinching a nipple. While the orgasm was now all hers, and it lacked their connected intimacy that he loved, he was excited to see how completely she had let go.

“Baby…” he whispered when her shaking finally stopped.

“I can’t move…what did you do to me?” she moaned.

Gently, he pushed her shoulder and with a whimper she turned to her back. Mike was able to open her legs enough to get into position and with one hand he guided his dick into her dripping hole.

“Mmmm…” he let out and he felt his wife’s arms drape over his neck.

He moved slowly, wanting to wait for her to return before things became serious, and fortunately it didn’t take long. The first indication was when her legs spread wider and rose slightly and then her arms moved from his neck and her hands landed on his biceps. The final signal was when she let out a deep and extended sigh.

“Why did you make me wait?’ she moaned.

“To make it bigger,” he answered softly as his lips found hers.

“It was big,” she said in a tiny voice when they broke.

Now that she was with him, he started moving faster, and quickly her moans and grunts joined his.

“You should visit Connie every day. I think her stories turn you on,” he said, deciding to push a little.

“Uh uhhh…your tongue did,” she sighed, showing no concern about his statement.

Mike was silent for a time before he asked her, “Do you want to accept the invite?”

This time, his wife opened her eyes fully and stared into his, but thinking it was merely a playful tease, she replied, “Maybe…”

“Good, it will get you hot and we can do this again,” he answered.

Lynsay knew that the interaction with Connie earlier in the day had made an impact. She had a nervous energy about her on the ride home that she didn’t fully understand and as soon as soon as Mike touched her all she could think about was sex. However, she didn’t think it was that obvious and was now nervous he had noticed.

“No, it won’t,” she finally replied, unable to think of anything else to say.

“It did today, you were so wet,” he pressed.

“Ssshhhh…make love to me,” she responded.

Mike accepted her rebuke and concentrated on his movements. He knew she had become a bit disoriented by the exchange, so he waited until she was purring again before he spoke.

“You should…I want you to,” he offered between his grunts.

There was no immediate answer, and he began to think she was going to ignore him, when in a tiny voice she asked, “Why?”

“See what happens…see what it’s all about…” he responded.

“No… it’s too…I don’t know…dirty…” she said in the same low voice.

While her words expressed reluctance, her body delivered a different message. He felt her legs wrap around his waist and her hands moved from his arms to his back and began to sensually stroke him with her nails. Knowing he was on the delicate edge, but receiving enough of a response to provide some encouragement, he continued to talk.

“I don’t know…no one will know. Anyway, it would be interesting to see once,” he said.

Again, there was some silence, and then his pretty wife said, “Hush…no more…”

Between the feelings of his wife’s body and the erotic nature of their brief discussion, Mike was quite close to finishing. He gauged Lynsay’s arousal and sensed she was far away, so he gave himself permission to let go and soon he was shooting his seed. His wife gently stroked his hair as he recovered, but neither spoke. Later, he took her to dinner and doted on her, wanting to ensure that she didn’t carry any anxieties. There were several times he thought she was about to raise the subject again, however, each time the moment passed.

Three days later, she did raise the subject again. They were together in the living room enjoying a glass of wine and Mike could tell something was on her mind. Finally, she gathered enough courage to speak.

“Why did you say those…those…you know…things about watching?” she asked with a worried look.

Mike knew she would return to the subject at some point and had actually thought through two different explanations. One was to merely claim it was sex talk, a product of too much excitement and ask for forgiveness. He knew she would easily accept this and it would be over and done with. It was definitely the safe path although it wasn’t very interesting. The other approach was to continue to encourage her and see how she responded. Her partially aroused state following the two exchanges with the older woman intrigued him, but exploration in this area was unfamiliar ground, and it could easily blow up in his face if she suddenly became offended.

“I’m not totally sure, honey. As I thought about it, it just seemed kind of interesting…different. Strange for sure, but also…you know…erotic…seeing it real…I never have…” he answered.

In the span of just a few short seconds, he had decided on the vector of exploration and now waited to see how she would react.

“You weren’t serious about wanting me to watch though?” she tried to clarify.

Knowing he needed to back off, he gave a vague reply, “I certainly don’t want you to be uncomfortable.”

Lynsay’s eyebrows furrowed for an instant and then she returned to normal. However, she changed the direction of the conversation and from then they discussed less controversial things. Mike accepted the fact that she was retreating from the subject, but let it go knowing it was better to let things percolate.

Three Saturday’s after her last visit, the young wife pulled up to Connie’s house and made for the side door. The manicurist answered her knock within a few seconds and ushered her inside in her normal gregarious manner. After just a few pleasantries, she started on Lynsay’s hands and soon they were involved in an interactive chatting session that bounced between subjects. Seamlessly, she transitioned to her feet while they continued to talk. She was a bit surprised that the older woman hadn’t returned to the subject of her extramarital sex, and decided it was because she didn’t want to make her uncomfortable. For some reason, the more Lynsay thought about it, the more compelling it became and it wasn’t long before she found herself actually hoping the subject would arise. However, when the work on her feet was winding down, she knew it was unlikely to happen.

“Any more…uhhh…encounters?” she asked, surprising herself with her boldness.

Connie laughed, and said, “Girl, you got good timing. It’s happening as soon as I’m done here.”

“Oh…uh…okay…” Lynsay forced out, not expecting for it to be made so real.

“Oh, honey…look at you getting all red,” the older woman said.

“Well, I didn’t expect you to say today…now…you startled me,” Lynsay said in defense as she nervously giggled.

“You put anymore thought into what I said? Tucker said it would be okay,” she asked, and although her question was vague, she knew exactly what it meant.

“No…I mean…I can’t do it…I couldn’t…” she stammered.

“Did you tell your husband?” Connie asked, and Lynsay thought her look became quite pointed.

“Yes…I did,” she replied, hoping the woman wouldn’t see it a breach of her promise.

“What’d he say?” she asked.

“Nothing…I mean…nothing really…” she responded nervously.

“What?” she pressed.

“He thought it was…you know…different, I guess. But he didn’t get upset or anything,” she replied, trying to be delicate.

“Not even the watching?” the woman asked.

Lynsay hadn’t expected such a direct and determined question and she struggled to think of a way to answer.

“He…I don’t know…I guess he basically left it up to me,” she finally answered.

It wasn’t the way she expected her words to come out and as soon as they did, she felt a wave of embarrassment sweep through her body. She knew she was blushing and she had averted her eyes from the woman, too.

“Men,” Connie chuckled and suddenly stopped asking questions.

Lynsay was thankful for the reprieve and sat in silence for the few minutes it too the woman to complete her task. When she moved away, indicating she was finished, she was about to stand when the woman turned and spoke again.

“Offer stands if you want…seems your husband gave his permission,” she said.

“Connie!” she responded feeling embarrassed once more.

The woman laughed deeply, which surprised Lynsay, and then she said, “Look, I’m going to leave you. Put your money on the counter, and if you want, just go through the door.”

With that, she stepped to the door that led into the main part of the house and was quickly gone. Lynsay rose, put the bills on the table and then turned towards the outside entrance. However, after taking a step, she stopped and contemplated the woman’s offer. She was ashamed to admit to herself that there was something about the act that piqued her interest, and Connie’s statement about her husband’s permission churned in her head. Several times, she told her feet to move and take her to her car, but they wouldn’t respond. She realized she had remained in the room for an inordinate amount of time after the woman’s departure, and now her thoughts went to Connie. Was she already in place and engaged in sex or was there some process, some foreplay, before it occurred? It made her wonder what she would find if she dared enter.

With her body shaking, Lynsay turned and moved with slow steps towards the door that led into the house. She told herself that she would stop there, perhaps listen, and think about it some more. In fact, that’s exactly what she did, and although no sound emerged, her mind bounced back and forth between Connie, her husband and herself.

“This is so stupid,” she said out loud, and turned to leave.

However, Lynsay’s feet stopped before she reached the door to freedom. Freedom that would relieve her of the strange desire to see the carnal act that was going to take place just a room away. Once again, her thoughts went to her husband, his questions and his interest. Suddenly, she was agreeing with the older woman. Her husband had indeed given his permission. In fact, it could easily be construed as encouragement.

Lynsay tapped lightly on the door and then slowly turned the knob. It moved freely in her hand, and when the inside was revealed, she could see she was looking down a short hallway with an open door on her left, a short distance away. There were no sounds, and with great trepidation, taking slow measure steps as if her feet were encased in concrete, she approached the opening.

“Hey, girl. I thought I heard the door. Why don’t you sit over in that chair,” the woman said, pointing towards the corner, and there was no surprise in Connie’s voice that she had appeared.


Glancing about quickly, Lynsay could see she was in a small, austere room with a queen-sized bed in the center. The older woman was laying on top of it wearing a thin robe, and gave her a small, knowing smile. It was quite warm in the room as the two windows on the back wall were open, and a breeze was causing the curtains to flutter. Outside she could see two men talking with one being Tucker. She could only see them from the shoulders up, but the other man was both taller and larger than Connie’s husband, and appeared to be younger, too.

“Tucker decided he wanted to chat,” she said in faux disgust.

She had anticipated that they would be in some state of sexual activity, so now she felt even more awkward. She thought about trying to discreetly leave, but she knew she would disappoint Connie, and for some reason that mattered.

Suddenly, the larger man departed her view and seconds later she heard movement in the hall. Then, he was stepping into the room and seemed to fill it with his size. He looked at her for a moment, but somehow, he seemed to know she would be there and showed no surprise. Quickly, his attention turned to the bed and his regular lover. They exchanged a few light words, and then without ceremony, he started to undress. Now, the sordid reality hit the young wife with full force and she had to force herself to remain seated. Up close, Lynsay could see that he was indeed younger than Tucker and she guessed he was in his mid-thirties. As his body started to appear, she could see he had a barrel chest and a bit of a thick waist, although he wasn’t flabby. In addition, when he was down to his boxers his heavy, muscular thighs were revealed. In total, he looked like an ex-football player that might have played linebacker.

“Lynsay, this is Bo,” Connie said as the man positioned himself at the foot of the bed.

He looked her way and nodded, but didn’t speak, and the young woman made a tiny gesture with her head. Then, his hands went to his boxers and as they went over his hips a very healthy cock sprung free. It hung down in a lazy arc indicating that he was partly aroused. All the penis’ she had seen in her life had been about the same size, but this one was both longer and thicker. Plus, it had a bulbous head that looked like a small crown. She realized she was staring and was relieved to see that no one had noticed when she broke her gaze.

“Why do you always wear that robe? You know it’s just coming off,” Bo asked with a heavy country accent.

“Just to give you something to do,” she replied with a laugh, and their interaction made Lynsay feel that they were quite comfortable with each other.

He took his cock in his hand, began to pull on it, and then knee walked onto the bed until he was between the woman’s spread feet. Connie was staring directly at the large instrument as she opened her robe which revealed a skinny body, a bad boob job, and a large tattoo of a young girl that began on her hip and descended down her thigh. However, what Lynsay found most surprising was the thick nest of dirty blond hair that filled the space between her legs. It wasn’t expected and she wondered how the woman could have been so determined for her to wax while eschewing the condition for herself.

“You ready?” Bo asked when he had his cock mostly hard.

The older woman nodded rapidly as she stared at the organ, and Lynsay realized there would be no foreplay, no tender moments. Instead, they were going straight to intercourse and when he started to move into position, she saw Tucker staring through the window. It felt like her body temperature had risen since she entered the room, and as she watched the couple on the bed, she realized she was experiencing some anticipation. When he got close, his large body blocked Connie’s pelvic area, but her sounds announced the arrival.

“Ugggghhh…damn…ever time…” she grunted, and then just a second later added, “Uggghhhh…”

The man’s hips moved for a few more seconds and then he stopped. Lynsay assumed he was giving the woman’s vagina a chance to adjust, and when he started moving again a minute or so later, she knew she had been correct. The speed picked up quickly and it wasn’t long before he was thrusting into the woman with a full, deliberate pace. Connie was clearly enjoying his efforts as she was moaning and grunting in rhythm, her fingernails were dug into his broad shoulders, and her legs were now squeezing his hips.

“You still like it?” Bo asked.

“Fuck yeah…” she answered instantly in an excited voice.

Lynsay realized she was staring intently at the couple and a corona had built in her vision that created a tunnel vision effect. In addition, she could feel her tight nipples aching beneath her bra, and knew she was oozing between her legs. She had watched a little porn with her husband, which she found forced, but certainly had never seen others doing it in real life. She knew that she should be feeling some disgust for playing the voyeur, but at the moment, she was too damn excited to care.

“Uhhh…yeah…” the man said as he started a rapid movement.

“Oh yeah…fuck me…fuck me good…take it…” Connie called out.

Something made Lynsay glance towards the window and saw Tucker watching intently. She didn’t understand his motivation for letting Bo be with his wife, but it was clear he was enthralled by the scene. When high-pitched squeal started coming from Connie, she took her eyes back to the bed, and saw that her legs had been pushed back so that her knees were practically touching her breasts. The man was working her harder, putting an extra push at the end of each motion which was driving her crazy. He had the bed springs squealing loudly and there was also the wet, smacking sound of Bo’s thick cock pistoning into Connie’s pussy.

Lynsay had become highly excited and she had to consciously force her hands to remain still as they wanted badly to move to her breasts. Her tunnel vision had become even more profound and she could tell her panties were soaked. Then, after a long whimper from Connie, a vision appeared in her brain of her beneath the man being madly driven to orgasm by his fat tool. She could feel it between her legs, deep and powerful, finding places never before reached. She looked from the bed to the window quickly and when she saw that Tucker was focused on the bed, she found a nipple with her fingertips, providing a delicious feeling.

“Uhhhh…uhhh…I’m close…” Connie declared, bringing Lynsay back to the moment.

Bo had her folded practically in two, an extreme position that the younger woman had never experienced, and was forcing the entire length of his cock into her on each cycle. It was power fucking, short on intimacy, but neither of them seemed to care.

“Give it up…give it to me…” Bo demanded.

“Ohhh…oh yeah…fuck…” she whimpered, and then it hit, “Ohhhh…ohhhh shit…uggghhhh…uggghhh…ohhhhhh…”

Her lover was only seconds behind her, and suddenly with loud grunts, he announced his release, “Ahhhhhh…fuck yeah…mmmmm…ahhhhhh…”

As it happened, Lynsay could practically feel the man’s cock throbbing inside her pussy. She squeezed her legs together tightly on the faint hope that she could make herself orgasm, but it just wouldn’t happen. The sounds from the couple on the bed slowly ebbed and it was then that her own deep panting became evident. She looked about to see if anyone had noticed, but the window was now empty and Bo and Connie were still trying to recover.

Suddenly, feeling exposed, Lynsay decided it was an opportune time to slip away. Still breathing rapidly, she lifted slowly from the chair, moved towards the open door, and then found her way out through the salon. Once in the car, she stopped to gain her breath and then drove home with her hands shaking the entire way. Fortunately, when she arrived Mike was out, and she went straight to the shower to clear her body and mind. Thirty minutes later she was dressed in a simple blouse and shorts, drinking a glass of wine. She was on her second when her husband returned and it took significant self-control to hide her nervousness. She knew she would tell him at some point, but she was still processing what had occurred and needed time.

“Hi sweetie, what happened?” he asked immediately.

She knew, based upon what occurred the previous times, that he would ask, so she was prepared.

“Nothing to report this time…all quiet,” she said with a forced smile.

Immediately, Lynsay thought her husband would see through her facade and know she was lying. However, he accepted her message with a smile, and moved to get his own drink.

“I guess I can’t have something every time,” he chuckled.

Lynsay was pleased to get out of the subject so easily, and together they moved to the living room and discussed dinner plans. Deciding to go early, they left after another drink, and then returned home and opened another bottle of wine. She was surprised, but pleased to see that Mike wasn’t in a horny mood and they spent the evening drinking, listening to music and chatting about a variety of things, none related to sex.

The next week, she thought that Connie might call, but it never happened. She found it a bit surprising, although it kept her from having to engage in what could only be an awkward conversation. By Thursday, she had relaxed significantly, but that evening her husband announced that he had hired Tucker to start on the bookcase which meant he would be in her home, in close proximity. It wasn’t his strangeness that concerned her. Rather, it was his first-hand knowledge of her participation in the sexual encounter and her concern that he might bring it up.

“Right now? Can’t we put it off for a while?” she said to Mike.

“We’ve been putting it off for months. I’m ready to get it done, we have the money and I finally visited his shop and his work looks good,” her husband responded.

Her first thought was the that he had been close to the ground zero of the sexual deviancy, but his relaxed manner gave her comfort that nothing had been revealed. She could see Mike was primed to get moving on the project, and it was unlikely that he would change his mind, so she merely shrugged to indicate her acceptance.

Tucker started just a few days later and Lynsay felt very strange when she arrived home to find him working. She knew Mike had provided him with a key, but he had not given her details on his schedule, so the man’s presence was unexpected. She retreated to her bedroom to change, and then made sure to stay away from his work area. She was pleased to see that he remained committed to his task and made no attempt to talk to her, however she still worried he would say something to her husband, so she decided it was time to admit what had occurred.

On the following Saturday, Lynsay had summoned sufficient courage to discuss the event, and she prepared a nice dinner with the intent to explain things once he had been fed and satiated with wine. The dinner went so well, and Mike was in such a loving mood that she thought about putting the talk off, but finally decided she needed to do it to relieve her feelings of deceit.

“Honey, I need to tell you something,” she said as they enjoyed an after-dinner drink on the sofa.

“Okay,” Mike replied, expecting nothing of substance.

Lynsay took a deep breath, and then closed her eyes and started to describe what she had done, “Remember what you said about watching Connie and that guy? Well…uhhh…when I was there a couple weeks ago for my appointment…uhhhh…she told me they were going to do it and…she asked if I wanted to watch and I guess I did.”

“Funny,” Mike said, thinking she was joking.

“I’m serious…” she said in a voice barely above a whisper and he suddenly realized she might be telling the truth.

“You watched them? You watched them fuck? Tucker’s wife and his friend?” he challenged her.

After giving him a distressed look, she nodded her head and said, “Yes.”

“Lynsay! Are you serious?” he asked, dumbfounded.

“Yes,” she replied again.

Instantly, a wave of emotions assaulted the young husband. He was both shocked and alarmed by the strange actions of his normally conservative wife, and he momentarily flashed in anger as he considered the potential danger she had put herself in. Several times, he stopped himself from blistering her with an emotional outburst, and finally, after taking some time, he was able to engage in a more balanced manner.

“Lynsay…honey. What if something bad had happened? I didn’t know and it’s not exactly normal. You could have been in danger,” he said, conveying some his feelings.

“I know…it was stupid,” she replied.

“Why didn’t you tell me? You know I love you,” he followed.

“It just happened so fast, and after, I wanted to at the right time…I guess this is it,” she explained.

They stared at each other for a few seconds and then Mike pulled his wife to him and wrapped his arm around her. They entered a tight embrace that ended when he turned her to kiss her mouth.

“I can’t believe you,” he said and then kissed her again.

“I messed up,” she responded.

There was a pause before her husband replied and when he did, she was a bit surprised by his question, “What happened? What did you see?”

Now, it was her turn to pause for a moment to collect her thoughts before she said, “You know…they just did it.”

“Intercourse? I mean, they had sex?” her husband clarified, still in a state of disbelief.

“Yes,” she confirmed, guiltily.

“Honey…you’re barely saying anything. Come on, provide some detail…” he responded.

The statement caused her more confusion, as she hadn’t anticipated that her husband would be interested in specifics. For a moment, she gave him an odd look, and then broke it off and turned her eyes to the floor before finally speaking.

“Well…I mean I don’t know what you want to know. They were in a room in the house and Connie was in the middle of the bed waiting for him. He was outside talking to Tucker but finally came inside and undressed. Then, he got on the bed and they did it,” she explained.

“Where were you?” he asked quickly.

“Uhhh…in the corner sitting in a chair,” she replied.

“How far away?” he followed.

“I don’t know…it was a small room,” she said.

“Damn, Lynsay,” he responded with a slow shake of his head, and then, as if re-energized, he asked, “What did they look like?”

His question caused her to pause for a moment, before she answered, “She…you know…looked like she does with clothes on…slim and fake boobs. She has a tattoo on her leg and she doesn’t shave.”

The comment about her bush was meant as a shot at her husband for his reactions about the waxings, but it went over his head and he was quickly probing for more.

“And him?” he asked.

“He was a pretty big guy…” she started, but was cut-off.

“Big body or big dick?” he pushed.

“Both…” she replied, and the look in his eyes showed he wanted more, so she continued, “His name was Bo and he was about the size of Kyle.”

Kyle was a friend of Mike’s that played DII football in college and she thought it would be the easiest way to describe his physique. It worked because he nodded his head in response.

“And his…his dick?” he asked in a nervous voice.

“It was big, too,” she answered, reiterating her previous message.

“Like, how big?” he pushed.

“I don’t know, honey…” she responded, showing some irritation.

Ignoring her frustration, he took his hands and began moving them slowly apart until his wife finally nodded her head.

“Shit…you’re kidding? How big around?” he asked.

This time it was Lynsay that used her right hand to form an oval indicating the man’s girth, “About this.”

“That’s huge!” he proclaimed.

“It looked very big,” she confirmed.

“And she took…she took it okay?” he asked.

“Yes, but he went slow…he…you know…it looked like he knew what to do…” she responded.

“What did Tucker do?” Mike asked, suddenly changing subjects.

“He was outside looking through the window…like when you saw him,” she said.

“Damn Lynsay…damn…damn!” he replied with a deep exhale of breath.

She thought it indicated the end of the discussion, but for the next thirty minutes her husband pelted her with more question seeking specific details. She went on to explain his approximate age, how long they did it, and the fact that she slipped out when they were done. However, she purposefully left out her feelings and reactions. Finally, out of questions, Mike poured a healthy amount of wine into both their glasses and for the next hour they had a forced discussion on other things.

Lynsay knew that at some point they would return to the subject, however it occurred much sooner than she anticipated. They had become pleasantly drunk and the liquor, coupled with his wife’s admission, had made Mike very horny. Lynsay had excused herself to go to the restroom and intended to return to the living room, but Mike met her in the bedroom and pulled her into a tight embrace. In truth, she had sex on her mind too, so she eagerly met his kiss. Over the next few minutes, they shared passionate connections and along the way managed to shed their clothes.

The young husband guided his wife onto the bed and knelt over her as he kissed her from her lips to her thighs. The attention quickly had her squirming, which excited him even more, and he had to force himself to keep from immediately jumping on top of her. It was actually Lynsay that demanded he stop by pulling on his shoulders and even rejected his attempt to bury his face between her legs. She was ready and wanted to feel him immediately, spreading her legs lewdly in a clear invitation. They gasped together as his dick slipped easily into her, and then Mike set a torrid pace.

He knew he wouldn’t last long, and even though his thoughts momentarily went to his wife, he was just too excited and she felt too good to slow down. It wasn’t long before his balls began to churn with the special feeling, and as his climax neared, he decided he would let go, recover and then put all his energies on Lynsay.

“Ugggghhhh…ahhhhh…oh baby…uggghhhh…ummmmm…” he cried out as he exploded.

With several final thrusts, and more groans of intense pleasure, he collapsed onto his wife, completely devoid of energy. It wasn’t long before he began to feel guilty for leaving her hanging and was pleased when he felt her legs wrap around his waist, her hands stroke his hair and her mouth deliver soft purrs into his ear. Her efforts helped him to quickly recover, and when his thoughts went to his pretty wife watching the fucking from her chair in the corner, he felt his dick hardening.

He resumed his efforts with slow easy movements, but as he further stiffened, he increased the pace. Now, largely desensitized, he could concentrate on her pleasure, and lifted onto his elbows so he could look down into her lovely face.

“That was a big one,” his wife whispered through half-closed eyes.

“Yes…because of you. You pulled it from me,” he replied softly and kissed her lightly on the lips.

His words brought an impish smile to her face which again reminded him of her voyeurism. On rare occasions, when he was feeling particularly dominant, he would take his wife’s hands and hold them over her head as they made love. If she was in the right mood, it often led to her becoming more excited. For some reason, Mike decided it was something he wanted to do and pulled her arms from his shoulders, grasped her wrists, and pushed her hands just above her head.

“Ohhhh…” she whimpered, which made him smile.

He kept his movements going while he stared down at her for almost a minute before he asked, “Did watching turn you on?”

“No…” she whispered, but he could tell she was lying.


“Yes, it did,” he replied.

“Why…” she started, but he cut her off.

“I know it did. I can see it in your eyes,” he said, and before she could respond, he added, “Tell the truth, baby.”

“Maybe…some…” she whispered.

Then, the young husband stopped his movement.

“I’m going to stop until you tell me,” he said, trying hard to hide his smile.

Instinctively, Mike knew there was more to tell, more to know, and found it highly erotic that his normally conservative wife would get turned on from watching others having sex. Hell, he found it amazing that she would participate in the first place, which made him think there had to be a lot more. He wanted to know everything and he wanted to hear it from her sweet voice.

“Honey…don’t…” she whined and he felt her hips move in attempt to force her pussy over his shaft.

“Tell me,” he demanded, looking deeply into her eyes.

“I did some…” she admitted, but provided no detail.

“Did you get wet?” he asked, and when she nodded her head in affirmation, he could feel his dick jump. Suddenly, his mind was vivid with thoughts and he followed the question with another, “Were you dressed? Did you take anything off?”

“I was dressed…please honey…” she whined once more.

Realizing he wouldn’t get everything immediately, he started moving again which brought a new set of excited sound from his wife. Soon, he had her back to an excited plateau, and that’s when he decided to take a new tact.

“I wish I had been behind you playing with your nipples while you watched,” he said.

It was easily the most provocative thing he had ever said to her while making love and he could tell it had shocked her. Yet, at the same time, he felt the walls of her pussy tighten momentarily around his shaft.

“Why…” she moaned.

“To see how hot you would get,” he quickly responded.

“You’re crazy…” she spat out but it wasn’t a real rebuke.

For the next several minutes, Mike remained silent and focused on bringing his wife to orgasm. However, when he knew she was getting close, he decided to push some more, knowing it might kill her excitement, but deciding it was worth the risk.

Lynsay was panting in rhythm to his thrusts, and building to her release, when he boldly stated, “You got hot watching.”

“Yes…some…” she whimpered without hesitation.

“You wanted to cum,” he followed.

“Yes, baby…let me cum…” she moaned.

“You wanted to cum watching them,” he replied, ignoring her words.

There was several seconds of silence before he heard an answer in a tiny voice, “Maybe…”

After that, Mike took her with deep, deliberate thrusts while continuing to hold her hands tightly above her head. The sound from her turned from rhythmic moans to a litany of mews, squeals and whimpers. Her release came closer and closer and then it hit.

“Ohhhhh…ohhh God…Mike…oh Mike…don’t stop…oh please…uggghhhhh…ugghhhhh…” she forced from her widely opened mouth that seemed ready to scream.

It was incredibly erotic to watch and hear, and despite his previous release, he knew he could have another with just a little more effort. He was just thirty seconds behind her but now it was her that looked into his face as it contorted with the force of his climax.

The couple was still connected when they returned to a state of awareness. Quickly, they found each other’s lips and shared a lengthy kiss. Mike could feel his wife’s juices leaving her slit and draining over his balls and for a moment he thought he might have enough energy to take her again before deciding he was done. With a final deep kiss, he rolled to her side and then turned her sweaty body so that her back was pulled tightly to his chest. His hand quickly found one of her breasts and his mouth went to her neck as they both mewed with soft loving sounds.

They seemed to be in a mutual state of contentment, so he was surprised when his wife spoke with some anxiousness in her voice, “Are you mad?”

“No, honey, I’m not mad. I just wish you know…you would have told me…I mean what if you got in trouble,” he whispered.

“They didn’t pay any attention to me,” she said.

“Okay, it worked out I guess, but still…” he said, and the after a pause, asked, “What were you thinking? Feeling?”

“I was thinking I was insane,” she answered and after a breath, added, “I…I…was feeling…I guess… It was so bizarre and…I got so nervous that I could barely see and my body was practically shaking.”

“Nervous or excited?” Mike asked.

“Kiss me,” she suddenly demanded and turned in his arms.
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For the next several weeks, the young couple made love almost every day, as both were lifted by a combination of excitement and nervousness around what had occurred. During those encounters, Lynsay admitted bit-by-bit all the things she had seen and felt. Mike was wise enough not to act judgmental and only expressed his concern about her personal safety. It was an understandable message for the young wife, and helped relieve her of guilt.

There was of course the issue of dealing with Tucker and his ongoing presence. For the most part, Lynsay was able to steer clear of him and when they did interact, he never broached the subject. Mike on the other hand was in daily contact with the carpenter. At first, he felt very strange about the interaction the man had experienced with his wife. While there had been no physical contact, and no exposure, it still seemed like a shared intimate act. At first, he hoped the man would stay silent on the subject, but as time went by, his thoughts shifted, and he found himself hoping that he would say something to start a discussion. He knew it didn’t make sense and he wasn’t sure about his motivation, but it was real and he even went so far as making comments about Lynsay’s opinion in the hopes of prompting a response. None was ever given, which made him wonder if it was due to the man’s gallant attitude or complete indifference.

They were at the dinner table, three days before her next scheduled appointment, when the subject came up about using Connie.

“I’m not sure about it,” she said when he asked about her plans.

“It will likely be awkward…very awkward…” Mike replied.

“I know…” Lynsay responded, but after a short pause added, “But, she’s very nice. You know I do like her.”

He could see in his wife’s eyes confusion, but also a pleading look, as if she were seeking his approval.

“You could make an argument either way, I guess. Just do what feels right,” he told her.

Lynsay approached the door with great trepidation wondering how they could possibly engage in a conversation. She expected that the older woman, like her, would be nervous and somewhat embarrassed, so she was shocked when she was met by a lively hello. It seemed that Connie didn’t feel any shame whatsoever concerning her decadent sexual activity.

“Hi, Connie,” Lynsay answered, struggling to maintain a clear voice.

“How have you been?” the woman asked.

Soon, they soon were engaged in a causal conversation just like on previous visits, and the young wife was surprised how quickly her nervousness had been extinguished by the woman. She clearly had a way of connecting with people, and Lynsay had mostly forgotten about the sex act when Connie suddenly went to it as she worked on her feet.

“What’d you think, honey?” she asked.

Instantly, she knew what the woman was asking, but being caught off guard, she stumbled for an answer, “What do you mean?”

“Last time, with Bo,” she responded.

“It looked like you were…enjoying it…but you know…maybe I shouldn’t have been there,” she answered.

“Yeah, I’m telling you…I thought Tucker was nuts, but damn if I’m not liking it now,” she admitted freely, and then continued with, “Bo is really good.”

“Connie!” she replied in shock as she blushed deeply.

“You shouldn’t have left. It was just getting started,” the older woman stated.

“I was too nervous to stay,” Lynsay replied.

Connie chuckled for several seconds and then said, “Nervous or horny? Did you tell your husband?”

The young wife was stunned by her blunt questions and the fact that they were very similar to her husband’s. She was left speechless for several seconds before she answered.

“I told him,” she admitted.

“What’d he say?” she asked as she continued to work.

“He got a little mad, but mostly because he…he was worried,” she replied.

“Worried that you were going to do it, too?” she responded.

“No! No, Connie, he was worried about…my safety,” she explained.

“Oh, sweetheart. Bo’s a big teddy bear and Tucker just wants to watch,” she laughed in her raspy voice, and there followed several minutes of silence before she spoke again, “You had wild eyes.”

“What?” Lynsay responded in confusion.

“I looked over at you and you had a wild look in your eyes,” she said, and then pointedly asked, “Did you get hot?”

“Shit, Connie,” she gasped in profound embarrassment.

“I’m just sayin…from what I saw…” she started before Lynsay interrupted.

“Connie!” she cried out.

“Did you?” she asked in a matter-of-fact voice.

The seconds ticked by before the young wife finally decided to answer, “I…I…never watched anyone before.”

“Meaning you did?” she pushed.

Lynsay wasn’t sure why she answered as there was no real reason to, but somehow, she felt connected to the older woman, and in small voice said, “I guess…some…”

“Did you see how big he was? You ever been with a guy that big?” Connie asked, now getting specific.

“No!” she fired back, and then after a moment her curiosity got to her and she asked, “Did it hurt?”

“Bo knows what he’s doing. He knows to start slow,” she answered, and then she added, “He sure liked you there. It made him more excited. He was disappointed you left.”

Lynsay was unsure how to take the comment, so she merely exclaimed once more, “Connie!”

“Did you tell your husband the details and get him worked up?” she asked, unfazed.

Instantly, her thoughts went to the torrid sex they had shared for the past several weeks driven to a large degree by her descriptions, admissions and responses. Somehow, the older woman had guessed what had occurred, but it wasn’t something she wanted to discuss, so she put her off.

“Okay, no more talk of these things,” she stated.

“I guess I have my answer,” Connie cackled.

Soon, she finished and started putting her things away which relieved Lynsay from any further obligation to comment. She rose from the chair and pulled the money from her purse to pay just as the woman turned back and when they made eye contact the older woman’s face exploded in a big grin. Despite her nervousness and concerns about what had occurred, she found herself returning the smile.

“I’ll let you know about the next time and you can come by,” she said, maintaining her look.

“No, Connie, not again…no,” Lynsay said while shaking her head, suddenly losing the smile.

She didn’t share the information about the invitation with her husband despite his pestering questions when she returned home from the appointment. For several weeks after she informed him of the voyeuristic episode, he had brought it up often during their lovemaking. She had to admit that at first it had been arousing, but she worried it had become a central theme. Her husband’s initial shock at her participation had quickly turned into an obsession and he often would return to it in bed, probing for her motivations, feelings and reactions. He had long abandoned any anger or concern, and it seemed to her that on occasions he was actually encouraging more.

Lynsay’s own thoughts and feelings were equally, if not more, complex. She certainly felt a level of shame at her actions and prayed that no one would ever find out. She knew that the other three present could tell one other person, and so on, which would create a geometric progression that might spread like wildfire. It terrified her and the impact in the small community would be devastating. Her only solace was the fact that those involved had an equal, if not greater level of guilt and risk, which should help maintain their silence. Then, there were the disturbing flashbacks that would sometimes hit her when she least expected them. Often, it was when she was driving or watching TV and her mind was relatively clear. They were always with her sitting in the chair watching, and the sights and sounds before her would make an excited shiver run through her body. She had kept this information from Mike, too embarrassed by the meaning to share.

Several months passed, and on occasion her husband would bring up the encounter during their time in bed, however it had diminished to the point that she felt comfortable. Similarly, her time with Connie was in a good place, as the older woman had stopped discussing her sexual play, rightly sensing that it was making her too uncomfortable. The only thing she couldn’t rid herself of were the flashbacks, but thankfully, they were usually brief.

“Honey, I’m going to have Tucker redo the mantle,” Mike announced to his wife one evening.

“Tucker? Why him? Can’t we get someone else?” she asked with a look of distress.

The savant carpenter hadn’t been around since he finished the bookcase, and with what had occurred, she found it odd that Mike would use him.

“I guess we could, but I already arranged for him to start,” he explained.

“It’s just…you know…it feels strange,” she replied.

“Lynsay, it’s a small job. He’ll be finished in a couple days,” he responded.

“Okay…” she said with a resigned sigh.

The timing of his project meant that she would have to be alone in the house with him for a couple hours after work unless she stayed late or did errands. The first two days that’s exactly what she did and arrived home after he was gone. However, on the third and final day there were things she needed to do so she walked in the door and saw that he was in the latter stages of his effort. Moving to the kitchen after exchanging pleasantries, she poured herself some ice tea and sat down to rest. Just a few minutes later, as she stared aimlessly at the table, the erotic thoughts suddenly leapt into her brain. There was Connie, whining as she held on tightly to Bo’s shoulders, while his large body rose and fell. There was Tucker in the corner of her eye staring expressionless towards the bed, and there she was, sitting in the chair with her tunnel vision, her screaming nipples and her drenched pussy.

“Huhhhh…” she suddenly gasped to break the spell.

She was certain she hadn’t been loud enough to attract the carpenter’s attention but she still peered around the door frame and was pleased to see he was focused on his task. For some reason, her gaze lingered and suddenly she was trying to determine why he would push his wife into the sexual play. She didn’t understand his motivation, but couldn’t help but think about her husband’s reactions to her involvement. Was it the same thing? Was Mike the same as Tucker or was it really just something all males felt? They couldn’t have been more different men. The carpenter was an average looking man in all respects, very introverted with a fastidious approach to his dress. His clothes were clean and neatly pressed, his belt looked almost new and even his shoes were spotless. Mike on the other hand was more “rough and tumble”, somewhat gregarious, and if it weren’t required for work, he would live his life in shorts, an un-tucked shirt and topsiders. Whatever the connection might be, if it existed, escaped her.

Lynsay went to the back of the house to change and when she returned Tucker had finished and left. She took the opportunity to inspect his work, and like his other assignments, he had done a thoroughly professional job. A surreal feeling came to her as she considered her recent flashback, the fact that Tucker had been so close and the fact he could work in such close proximity after what happened without any type of acknowledgment.

“He forgot the brass ornaments,” Mike said when he looked over the man’s work later that evening.

“What ornaments?” Lynsay asked.

“I found two antique medallions I wanted him to mount,” he explained, and pointed to a spot on each side of the mantle.

The young husband took his phone and quickly found the number. Seconds later, his call was answered.

“Tucker? It’s Mike. How are you?” they started and after some chatter, he said, “I think you forgot the brass things.”

The conversation was short and to the point, but as the she listened, she learned several things that annoyed her. First, the carpenter couldn’t return until Saturday, and second, her husband had to work in the city that day. It meant that either she would have to deal with his closeness again or leave the house, but since it was the weekend, she knew she could keep herself busy.

Mike was up early and gone early Saturday morning while Lynsay stayed in bed. Later, she had a light breakfast, got ready and left the house fifteen minutes before Tucker’s scheduled arrival. She did some errands, went grocery shopping and was on her way home when she heard an incoming text.

“Bo’s will be here at two if you want to come over,” the message said.

As soon as she read it, Lynsay felt a strange pulse rush through her body. She thought about pulling over and instantly declining or perhaps not even responding at all, but finally decided to wait until she got home. Unfortunately, when she did arrive, she was met with another surprise when she saw the carpenter’s truck still in the driveway.

She walked inside in her light, flowery sundress with her first load of groceries and saw the man working on the wood frame. He barely looked up as she moved, and she made four more trips to her car, and then unpacked each bag before finally collapsing in a chair to catch her breath. That’s when her thoughts returned to Connie’s message, which now seemed bizarre with the woman’s husband just a room away.

When she checked the time, she saw that it was quarter past one, which meant that Tucker would very likely finish his work in her house and then leave to watch his wife have sex with another man. She thought about the timing of Connie’s offer and she wondered if it had anything to do with her husband’s knowledge about Mike’s absence. It was an interesting coincidence, too timely she felt, and she thought it highly likely it had been the motivation for the older woman to reach out. Several times, she reached for her phone, but on each occasion, she stopped short of typing a message. Her excuse was that she wanted to ensure she did it in the right way, although deep down inside she knew there was something else. Deep within her was a small voice telling her to considerate it.

Lynsay left for the bedroom, ostensibly to use the toilet, but in reality, she just needed to move. She was gone for several minutes and when she returned, she could hear noise from the den. Glancing in, she saw that Tucker was packing his tools.

“All finished?” she asked as she stepped into the room.

“Yes ma’am, all done,” he confirmed in his slow drawl.

As he spoke, he turned and suddenly she was able to see that his crisp khaki pants were tented with an erection. Although the man acted like nothing was amiss, it flustered her and she was barely able to force out a thanks and goodbye before retreating to the kitchen. Seconds later, she heard the front door close leaving her alone in the house.

Instantly, she wondered what had caused his excitement. Was it the knowledge of his wife’s impending taking? Was it thoughts of her alone and vulnerable? Was it the hope that she would participate once again? It was all so strange, so incredibly bizarre and yet something drew her into it like a moth to the flame. The smart thing to do would be to bang out a “no thanks” and have it over and done, but she just couldn’t make herself take that last step. She would, she promised herself, she just needed to think some more.

She was looking down at the table when her phone announced another incoming message, and looking at it, it read, “Come in through the salon. Don’t be shy!”

Connie was being pushy, which wasn’t like her, and it provided further proof she was aware that Mike’s was gone. It was this belief that gave her the motivation to pick up her phone and type out a quick decline. When it was sent, a sudden surge of satisfaction swept through and she felt quite pleased with herself. She had overcome the strange inputs all around her and made a firm decision that was aligned with her principles and values. However, as the wave slowly ebbed, she felt something else, too. It took her a few minutes to pinpoint exactly what it was, but when she did, she realized it was relief.

Mike returned just after four, and went straight to the shower to get refreshed. When he was done, he joined his wife on the patio who was sipping wine as she sat in the shade and enjoyed the warm breeze.

“What did you do today?” he asked.

Lynsay gave her husband a wry smile, and then told him, “Well, let’s see. I was invited to Connie’s to watch some sex, but I said no. I was too busy.”

“Haha…well too bad. You need to plan better,” he laughed, assuming she was joking.

“I’m serious!” she fired back, a bit miffed at his response.

“No, you’re not. You’re trying to get me worked up,” he laughed.

Now thoroughly annoyed, she took the phone that was resting in her lap, manipulated it to the text string and handed it to her disbelieving husband. She watched as the look on his face quickly turned from amusement to surprise.

“Damn! I mean…damn,” he spat out.

“You can apologize now,” she prodded.

“I guess I owe you one,” he said, and before she could reply, he added, “Why didn’t you go?”

Lynsay had been proud of her stance, so the question threw her off and it took a moment before she could answer, “Because I made a mistake once and I’m not going to do it again.”

Now, it was her husband’s turn to pause before he spoke, but finally he said, “Yes, I understand. Probably right.”

She was hoping for more emphatic support, so she wasn’t pleased with his words, but what really struck her was the look of disappointment on his face. Annoyed with the way the conversation had developed, she picked up her glass of wine and sipped on it in silence.

Mike knew he had pissed off his wife. Unfortunately, he had been caught off guard by her message and he wasn’t able to contain himself. He had greatly enjoyed the intimacy they had shared since her bizarre encounter. They had the best sex of their marriage and the exploration into his wife’s sexual psyche through their whispered bedroom conversations had been amazing. However, time had acted as a drag and the momentum was definitely waning. Thus, when she revealed the text exchange, he had thought about the potential for re-ignition.

“You want to go out to dinner?” he asked, hoping to get out of the dog house.

“I guess,” she replied, still clearly perturbed.

Fortunately, they had a nice meal, and then shared an after-dinner cocktail with some friends they had run into at the restaurant. Mike could tell his wife’s spirits had lifted and she didn’t protest when he guided her to the bedroom when they returned home. They made love tenderly and Mike made sure that he kept everything focused strictly on them.

Connie had typically waited until they were well into the session before she brought up anything risqué, so during the next appointment, Lynsay was surprised when she went to her recent meeting with Bo as soon as she lifted her hand.

“Why didn’t you come over?” she asked.

“Uhhh…Connie…I don’t know…it just doesn’t feel right…” she stammered.

“I thought since you were alone it might work out well,” she replied, confirming that her husband’s absence had indeed played a role.

“Mike would kill me if I did anything without him close by,” she answered, thinking about his strong message on safety.

“I told you not to worry, but I understand. Kinda sweet he thinks like that,” she chuckled.

“Yes…” Lynsay said, although her mind replayed his disappointed look.

There session continued with random chatting and it wasn’t until the manicurist was working on her feet that they returned to the subject of sex. Strangely, it was Lynsay that brought it up.

She was carelessly mulling things over in her head, and almost before she knew it, the words came out, “What did I miss.”


The question caused Connie to look up, and as a smile appeared on her face, she answered, “Bo was horny.”

“He looked pretty horny when…you know…” Lynsay replied.

“Yeah, but not like this. I could barely move when he was done. He almost killed me,” she laughed.

From there, the older woman began to give a description of everything that had occurred and the further she got, the more detailed and specific she became. Lynsay barely said a word as Connie held the stage, and it made her wonder once again about the woman’s need for a confidant. Perhaps, she thought, it was the real motivation behind Connie’s invitations and recountings. Maybe, she too, felt uncomfortable and needed a friend to share things with.

“Okay, step over here and let’s get you sleek looking,” she stated when her mani-pedi was over.

Lynsay had been so distracted by the woman’s descriptions that she didn’t realize they were almost done. She followed Connie’s direction and got in place, but when she felt the woman start to remove her thong, she suddenly realized that something was very wrong. The sudden chilly feeling as the air hit her vagina told her that she was wet. Instantly, her entire body turned beet red and she prayed that somehow the older woman wouldn’t notice. However, her hopes were soon dashed.

“Don’t worry about that. All my talking has got me worked up, too,” she laughed.

“Oh, my God. Connie! I’m so embarrassed,” she cried out and put her knees together.

“Stop it!” Connie giggled, and slapped her leg, and when she didn’t open them, she used her hands to pull on her knees. When she had Lynsay open, she said, “You’re human honey. No big deal.”

“Please hurry,” she whimpered, wanting to be done so she could flee.

The woman seemed to be taking an inordinate amount of time to trim her in preparation for the wax, although she knew it could just be her nervousness distorting things.

“What part did you like the best,” Connie asked.

“Oh, my God,” Lynsay declared as her hands covered her face.

There was no further response from the young wife, and Connie continued about her task for a minute or so before she said, “Sweetie, I need to clean you up a little bit before I put the wax on, so be still.”

By now, Lynsay was incapable of speaking and remained silent as the woman went through the process of making her smooth. During the latter part of the ordeal, her thoughts went to her husband and the fact that he might very well query her about the session. She knew there was no way on God’s green earth that she would ever admit what had happened.

“Finished,” Connie said, and then quickly added, “Calm down honey. You’re way too worked up. It ain’t a big deal.”

“Okay,” she let out in a squeak, and then dressed and bolted as fast as she could.

All the way home, she thought about Connie’s gossipy nature, and she became terrified as she considered that the woman might tell one of her other customers. They would likely never know the context, only hearing that she had become wet while receiving a waxing. It wore on her so heavily that as soon as she got home, she immediately typed out a text.

“Connie, please, please don’t tell anyone,” the message said.

She was hoping for a simply affirmation, so she was surprised when she saw the screen filled with words.

“Honey, don’t you worry AT ALL. I like you a lot and I would never do that to you. You can trust me. You can always trust me. On everything. I got your back girl,” she responded.

In truth, Lynsay had no reason to trust the woman or believe her words, but for some reason she did. For some reason, the words were very reassuring and her anxiousness quickly disappeared.

True to form, her husband went to the subject of the session right after dinner. He was still seeking ways to boost the eroticism in their bedroom, and was hoping something interesting had occurred. Lynsay was prepared for his interrogation and she easily deflected his probes until he gave up and moved on. However, later in bed when they were cuddled together, Mike returned to the subject.

“She didn’t ask you to watch again?” he asked from out of the blue.

“No, Mike,” she said in an exasperated voice.

“I’m sorry. I know I bug you on this too much, but it’s just so bizarre and in a strange way that makes it interesting,” he replied.

“I know,” she said patting his arm, pleased with his simple apology, and after a moment, she added, “But, no… nothing.”

“Would you ever do it again?” he asked.

“No,” she responded.

There were no further questions from her husband, but Lynsay wondered if she could have looked into his eyes if she would have seen the same disappointment that was there on the patio.

“Don’t you dare cancel, girl!” read the text message from Connie that arrived the day before her scheduled session.

It brought an instant smile to the young wife’s face as she had indeed been considering skipping the appointment. Despite, the sweet message from her, she was still deeply embarrassed and humiliated by her reaction during the last session and didn’t think she could face the woman.

“I’m not going to!” she answered, deciding to deal with it.

“Lynsay, my favorite customer!” Connie declared when she stepped into her salon the next day.

“I bet you say that to everyone,” she answered with a laugh.

“No, I don’t. Trust me. Now sit,” she said pointing at the chair and when the younger woman was seated, the she got a serious expression, and said, “I’m glad you didn’t cancel.”

“I wasn’t going to,” she stated.

“You thought about it,” Connie challenged her.

“No, I didn’t…” she started, but looking at the older woman’s fixed gaze she broke down and admitted, “Okay, I was thinking about it.”

“Yep, I know…I know Ms. Lynsay better than you think, and I’ve decided she needs to lighten the fuck up,” she replied, and then began to laugh.

“I can’t! I’m…I… just can’t…” she giggled.

“I know…” Connie said and patted her shoulder.

They started their standard process, chatting and gossiping while the manicurist worked, and they stayed away from any uncomfortable talk until the work began on her feet.

“Did you tell your husband what happened?” the older woman asked.

“No… No, I didn’t,” Lynsay admitted.

“Why not?” Connie asked.

“I…I…it was too embarrassing, and I didn’t want to relive it,” she laughed, and strangely the older woman didn’t respond. After almost a minute of silence, she added, “He’s too interested…he always wants to know what we talk about. And, you know…he brings it up all the time.”

“In the bedroom?” Connie asked.

“Sometimes,” Lynsay replied.

“Men…they’re all damn perverts,” she laughed.

“Why? What do you mean?” the young wife asked.

“Honey, you never came right out and said it, but I got the feeling he jumped your bones when he found out you watched Bo. I mean, after he scolded you for not telling him before,” she said and began to chuckle, and after a short pause, she continued with, “Now, your telling me he still goes to it when y’all are in bed…sometimes.”

“So? That might be true,” Lynsay said, still uncomfortable in admitting her sexual activities with her husband.

“It’s true. So, that tells me it made him hot. Did he tell you not to watch again?” she asked.

“I…I… guess he mostly left it up to me,” she answered, wondering why she was engaging with the woman on such an intimate subject.

“Mostly? Did he say no?” she pushed.

“He didn’t say no,” she told the woman.

“What’d he say?” Connie probed.

“He…I guess he asks if I… I would ever do it again?” she said.

“Like he wants you to?” came the older woman’s quick response.

“No, more like he wants to know my thoughts. That’s how it comes out…” she explained but let her words drift off.

“And?” Connie asked.

“And, end of story Connie,” Lynsay declared deciding she had said enough.

“C’mon girl. Don’t hold back. You’ll feel better,” she laughed.

Oh, Connie. Why do you do this to me? Why?” she whined.

“Tell me,” the older woman demanded.

Lynsay took a deep breath, and then slowly said, “When I told him I wasn’t going to watch anymore, he got a look…a disappointed look.”

“Uh huh…I knew it. He wants you to watch so you come home and y’all can get all hot again,” she said, and then added, “I told you they’re all pervs.”

“Well, he’s going to have to perv alone. No more for me,” she declared.

Connie accepted her statement as the end of the discussion, and like the many times before, they easily transitioned to other topics. On the drive home, Lynsay contemplated the woman’s message and had to agree that there was some truth in her words. It would certainly account for Mike’s constant return to the subject in the bedroom.

Strangely, despite the words of wisdom from Connie, the next few months were surprisingly quiet. The older woman evidently had decided to give her space as there was no further discussion during her appointments, and her husband had backed off as well, only asking once about discussion topics during a visit. Several times, Lynsay thought about asking the older woman for an update on her lover, but each time she dismissed the idea, not wanting to reopen everything. Thus, when Connie went to it one Saturday in late summer, she was caught off-guard.

“Bo’s coming over later,” she let drop.

“Uhhh…ok, okay,” Lynsay replied.

“I haven’t seen him for a long time. He want off on a construction job because the money was so good,” she explained.

“Okay,” the young wife said, still a bit off kilter.

“Yeah, I have to say I missed it. I definitely got the itch,” she laughed.

“Connie!” she gasped, and then after a pause, she asked, “When…uhhh…when was the last time?”

“That time you didn’t show,” she answered.

“Wow, Connie it has been a long time,” she responded.

“I know. I’m ready I tell you. I miss that big thing,” she giggled.

Lynsay recalled the man’s cock and how he had gone slow with Connie before taking her to a big orgasm. It had indeed seemed large to her and Mike had been shocked when she described it.

“Does it…you know…feel that different…from a… a normal one?” Lynsay stammered, and as soon as the words were out, she was shocked she had asked the question.

“Oh, honey its night and day…night and day, but remember, I’m not all innocent like you. I’ve been around,” she laughed.

“I’m not innocent,” the young wife said defensively.

“How many men you been with?” Connie asked bluntly.

“Four,” Lynsay answered, thinking it was a reasonable number.

The manicurist broke out in laughter, and said, “Oh, honey. Trust me, you’re innocent. You don’t want to know my number. Plus, I’ve had kids, so I’m not all tight down there like you.”

“You’re embarrassing me,” she whined while squirming in the chair.

“Be still now. We’re about done here,” she said as she put the last coat on her customer’s toenails.

“I got to say, it’s never dull,” Lynsay laughed when they were finished.

“I hope not! No one wants boring. Now, go hop in the other chair and will get the waxing done,” Connie directed.

“Uhhh…not today,” the young wife replied.

Since she hadn’t said anything about skipping the service earlier, Connie suspected the reason was that she had been turned on some by their discussion and didn’t want her to know. She truly thought the young woman was being silly, and she was also curios, so she decided to challenge her.

“Honey, go over there now. I don’t care if you got a little wet,” she said.

“Connie! Dear Lord, help me…” she declared.

“Go on now,” she shooed her.

“I can’t. I’m ashamed,” Lynsay whined taking on a sudden vulnerable look.

“Go on now or your husband will be mad,” she pushed.

“I…I… I can’t believe this,” she sighed as she moved into place.

Connie pulled her sundress up, stripped her of her thong and quickly began to do some minor trimming with the scissor. It only took a few minutes and Lynsay was preparing to feel the hot wax when she felt something moving along the edge of her labia.

“I need to clean you up a little,” the older woman said in a soft voice, and after Lynsay took in and released a deep breath, she added in the same voice, “Honey, you come back at two and just come through here to the back. You know your husband wants you to.”

There was silence between them as Connie finished the waxing, but when it was over, the young wife looked at the woman with a pained expression.

“Connie…” she began, but was interrupted.

“You think about it,” she was instructed, and with that she left the salon.

Lynsay was shaking so hard that she barely made it home. She had thought she was out of the woods on the sordid sex thing, but in the course of less than thirty minutes, it had all come flying back and crushed her senses. On top of it all was her disgusting reactions to the talk that Connie had easily spotted. Her inner self had been laid bare and she had been discovered as nothing but a needy tramp with a seeping pussy.

When she pulled into the driveway, she was happy to see that Mike was out. Stopping only to drop her purse and keys on the table, she went to the kitchen, pulled a bottle of wine from the fridge and poured a healthy glass. The liquid left the glass mostly in gulps and was quickly refilled. Only when she was halfway through this one did she begin to calm. She thought back to the small salon and wondered how the woman had known she was aroused. Was it that evident? Was it something she wore on her face that she never realized? Unable to stop herself, she glanced at the clock and saw it was now almost twelve-thirty.

Lynsay had just poured her third glass when she heard the door opening and seconds later her husband appeared.

“What’s wrong?” he asked when he spotted her.

The strange look on her face, her wide eyes and the almost empty bottle of wine told him that something was going on, and since he knew she had recently been with Connie, he suspected it had to do with her visit.

“Do you want me to watch them again? Be honest,” Lynsay demanded.

“Whoa honey…what’s going on?” he asked as his hand took hers.

“I got asked again and I want to know what you want. Connie, says you want me to watch and I…” she fired out and then paused, but before her husband could respond, she added, “I’d like to know.”

“Connie doesn’t speak for me, Lynsay,” he answered.

The truth was that he did want her to be in the room again. The primary reason was that it had lit something in her sexually, a charge, that lasted for months. They had enjoyed an amazing amount of awesome sex, but over time it faded. Thus, he hoped she would become re-charged by the experience. The other part was harder to understand. He found the situation raw and exciting, and the fact that his sweet wife had a front row seat, somehow made it even more arousing. He knew he should have found the whole thing disgusting, but the truth was just the opposite. That’s why he pestered his wife for details, so he could be titillated second hand.

“That’s not an answer,” his wife said after several moments.

“Sweetheart, I don’t want you to be upset, and you sure seem upset,” he replied.

“Mike, that’s bullshit, too. It’s a yes or no question…yes or no.”

“Then, my answer is no. Not if your upset,” he said.

“And if I wasn’t upset? Would it be yes?” she pushed.

There was a long silence that was only broken when he replied, “I guess…”

“I see…” Lynsay whispered and took another gulp from her glass.

“When is it?” Mike croaked.

“Two…” she answered.

“Honey, let’s go lay down for a while,” Mike suggested, thinking things were over.

“No, I’m fine,” she stated and he could see her nervous look was rapidly being replaced by one of determination.

Mike poured himself some wine, killing the bottle, and stood silently stroking his wife’s back wondering what was going through her mind. He was happy that she seemed to be regaining her self-control and he hoped she would rest after finishing her glass.

“C’mon, let’s go to bed,” he said when she was done.

“No, I need to get ready in a bit,” she stated.

“For what?” Mike asked, truly confused.

“To go back to Connie’s. I’m going to go back,” she declared.

“No, Lynsay. You’re upset and you’ve been drinking,” he told her.

“I’m fine…really I’m fine,” she said and gave him a forced smile.

“Lynsay, I don’t think this is a good idea,” he pleaded.

“Ssshhhh…it’s okay. I’m fine…” she responded, and turned and gave him a kiss on the cheek.

Mike was about to reply when his phone suddenly rang and looking at it, he saw it was his boss who only called on weekends if it was important.

“Shit…I’ll be right back,” he said.

The call took less than ten minutes, but when he returned, his wife had opened another bottle and had poured a fresh glass.

“Ssshhhh…don’t,” Lynsay said when she anticipated he was about to comment.

He was going to speak anyway when he noticed her little nipples were causing bumps in her sundress and he was left to ponder whether it was a result of nervousness or excitement.

“Look, go easy on the wine if you…if you really plan to go…” he counseled.

The young wife had consumed well over a bottle when the time came to leave. He tried once more to get her to reconsider, but she was adamant, continuing to claim she wasn’t upset. Next, he told her forcefully that she was in no condition to drive, but he didn’t get the response he expected.

“Drive me over then,” she said.

“Lynsay…” he started.

“Okay, fine. I’ll call a cab,” she declared.

Mike wondered if there was even a taxi service in the small town, and decided to let her try, thinking she would fail in her attempt, get tired and pass out.

“Okay,” he said.

“Never mind, I’ll call Connie. She’ll pick me up,” she said.

“Okay, Lynsay. I give up. I think it’s a bad idea in your condition, but if you’re going to be pig headed, I’ll take you,” he said in frustration.

“Good,” came her swift reply as she sipped some more.

At five minutes before the appointed time, Mike pulled into the driveway. His wife gave him a lingering look that was accompanied by a tipsy smile.

“Come if I call,” she said.

“Of course, and please be careful,” he said.

After a quick kiss, she left the car and made the short distance to the outer door. It was open, as expected, and she stepped over to the inner door, slowly turned the knob and slipped inside. She was easing her way towards the bedroom when Connie suddenly appeared at the far end of the hall wearing the same robe as before.

“Hey, girl. He’s late as usual. Come down here for a bit,” she said, and as Lynsay approached, she added, “I’m glad you came.”

They entered the kitchen and the older woman went to the fridge and returned with a bottle of wine. It was more down market than Lynsay was used to, and they were drinking out of plastic cups instead of stem ware, but she was happy to have it.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this?” she sighed.

“Oh, honey. Don’t get all worked up. Just relax and enjoy it. Then you can go home, tell your husband what you saw and get freaky,” she laughed, and after a moment she grabbed the bottle and said, “C’mon, let’s go back here.”

They entered another bedroom that had a sewing table set up and the older woman took a chair while Lynsay sat on the bed. They started a discussion that was amazingly free-flowing given the circumstances, but after a few minutes, during a lull, the young wife asked about the situation.

“When he is coming?” she probed.

“He called and said he was going to be thirty minutes late, which means he should be here in about ten,” she explained.

“Are you…uhhh…looking forward to it?” she asked.

“Oh, honey…I’m so ready. I’ve been dripping like a faucet for days! I told you that it was Tucker’s thing to start, but damn I got into it and boy did I miss it,” she responded.


“Connie…you’re…so…so wild,” she laughed.

The older woman could tell that her guest had been drinking and it showed in her more relaxed verbal interaction, but there was also a look in her eyes that was different than normal. She guessed it was excitement based upon the nervous energy she was showing. Since arriving, she hadn’t been still for more than a few seconds.

“Honey, it’s going to be hot in there with the windows open. Damn Tucker got to be able to watch and listen. Why don’t you get out of those things so you’ll be more comfortable and cooler. I have a robe you can use,” she suggested.

“I’ll be fine,” Lynsay responded.

“C’mon now girl, it’ll be a lot better,” she replied.

Connie moved to the closet and after fumbling for a moment, she showed the young wife a short leopard print robe with a wide black belt.

“My God, Connie…no,” she laughed.

“I think it’s awesome and it will look good on you. Come here and try it on,” she chuckled and beckoned her over.

Feeling obligated to play along, Lynsay went to the woman and turned so she could push her arms through the garment. It came to mid-thigh and was a bit snug over her dress. The older woman had a look front and back.

“Looks good!” she declared.

“No, Connie, I’m fine…really,” she replied.

“C’mon now…trust me it will be much better in the heat,” she told her guest, and once the robe was off, she said, “Let’s get this dress off.”

Not waiting for her to reply, she lifted the young woman’s arms over her head and suddenly Lynsay felt the dress moving upwards. For some reason, she didn’t fight it and now she stood before the woman in just her bra and thong. Connie handed her the robe, but while she was fumbling with it, she felt a hand on her back and suddenly her bra was released.

“Connie!” she cried out as it loosened.

“Let go, honey,” Connie demanded when she grasped one of the straps.

Now, she was naked except for the small thong that covered her sex, and even though the woman had seen her privates on numerous occasions, she wasn’t prepared to go further.

“I’m keeping my panties,” she stated as she hurriedly put on the robe.

“Okay, but if you get hot, pull them off,” she said, and when the double entendre hit her, she laughed loudly and said, “I mean if it gets too hot because of the temperature…the outside temperature!”

“I understand,” Lynsay giggled as she reached for her cup.

“Honey, you have great tits. I wish I had those,” Connie said.

The words embarrassed her even though she knew they were meant as a complimented, and she was about to respond when the sound of a door opening suddenly filled the room. The two women looked at each other, and seconds later, Bo’s large body filled the doorframe.

“Miss me?” he laughed.

“Hell, yes…you know I did, smarty,” Connie replied.

“Hi there, good to see you again,” Bo said to Lynsay while flashing a broad smile.

“Hi,” she responded in a tiny voice that she knew sounded mousy.

“Come with me. I’ve waited long enough,” the older woman said, and directed her lover towards the other bedroom. Over her shoulder, she called out to Lynsay, “C’mon honey when you’re ready.”

Lynsay nodded and as soon as the couple disappeared, she sat on the bed, sipped her wine, and thought about how long to give them. She knew it was best for them to get settled, and she knew it should only take a few minutes, but when the time came to go, she just couldn’t move. Another ten minutes slipped by, and she had finished her wine, when she gathered the courage to take the few steps.

As soon as she turned into the room, she spotted Tucker’s upper torso peering through the open window. For just a moment, they made eye contact and she saw him look her up and down, and then he returned his attention to the bed. Lynsay’s head turned so she could take in the scene and immediately saw that Bo was on his back with his eyes closed and Connie was on her knees with the top several inches of his cock in her mouth. Slowly, she backed to the chair never breaking eye contact with the bed.

As soon as she sat, the robe rose on her thighs and she struggled with it for a moment to pull it down. Her little nipples had been stiff in anticipation before she entered the room, and now she could feel her pussy begin to tingle. The liquor had dulled her self-consciousness and feelings of guilt, so she was able to look on more directly.

“Damn, woman…I did miss this,” Bo groaned.

The large man opened his eyes for a moment and stroked his lover’s hair and then glanced Lynsay’s way. They connected for an instant and the young wife felt her body flush when he smiled. Connie had said that he had enjoyed her presence, and she pondered why it had made an impact.

“I need it, Bo,” Connie suddenly whined, stopping the blowjob.

“Climb on up,” he directed, and quickly she was moving.

She straddled his waist, and while he held his cock up, she pulled the lips of her pussy open and then slowly descended. There was a bit of fumbling as they connected, and then Connie’s hands moved to his shoulders and she began to lower.

“Ohhhh…ohhh yeah…mmmmm…damn, I missed this,” she whined.

“Nice and wet baby, you’re nice and wet,” her lover groaned.

When she completed her descent, Connie remained motionless for a while as Bo mauled her tits, Then, she started to roll her hips, and as the pace increased, she would slide over more of his fat cock on each cycle. It wasn’t long until she was opened enough that her pussy started giving off wet, slurping sounds.

“You’re staying all night,” the older woman called out, indicating her desire for lots of sex.

They quickly progressed until Connie was taking his complete shaft and squealing with pleasure. Bo would sometimes close his eyes to concentrate and it was during one of these periods that Lynsay looked towards Tucker and saw that he was in the same spot, still staring deliberately towards the bed. Since there were no eyes on her, she decided to risk a quick tweak of her nipple. Her hand slipped into the folds of the robe and her fingers pinched her stiff little nipple as she squeezed her legs together. She would have loved to tickle her clit, and knew she would explode quickly, but she didn’t dare be so bold with the others so close.

Then, without warning, Bo flipped Connie, placing her onto her back, and quickly pushed his fat shaft back inside. Now in charge, he began taking her with slow but complete thrusts that instantly had her whining.

“Oh yes…oh yes like that…mmmm…mmmm…nnngghhh…ohhhhh…” she groaned.

Over the next few minutes, Bo increased the pace until he was taking her with powerful movements. Her cries of pleasure morphed into deep grunts that kept time with the squeaking of the bed. Lynsay could see that the older woman was in another world, lost in a sexual euphoria, and felt her own pussy throb as she thought about how it must feel.

“Damn, I love your pussy,” the large man declared between his own forced breaths.

“Fuck me Bo…fuck me good,” Connie cried out.

The scene was so powerful that the young wife couldn’t stop her free hand from moving inside the robe to find her drenched slit. Now with one hand on her nipples and one on her pussy, the thin robe opened to reveal some of her lovely body.

Bo slowed and began fucking Connie with deep thrusts that looked like they were intended to drive her into the bed. Somehow, he was able to keep his body amazingly still except for his pile driving ass. It created a different rhythm, but the woman beneath him was no less enthralled.

“Oh, baby…do it…do it…yeah…oh fuck yeah…” she cried out.

“Uhhhh…needed this…” her lover responded.

It was clear that both were nearing their peak, and Lynsay felt it, too. Her tingling sensations were now somehow in time with Bo’s thrusts, and she had to remove her hand from her slit or she knew she would orgasm.

“Ohhhhh…I’m so close…I’m going to cum…” Connie whined loudly, and then just a few seconds later, with her feet high in the air, it arrived, “Ohhhh fuck…fuck me…fuck me good…ohhhh shit…uhhhhh…uhhhhh…ohhhhh…”

“Get it girl…get it…” the man encouraged.

“I am… I am… ohhhh I am…” she answered.

Bo wasn’t far behind, and Lynsay watched as his movements became labored before his ass clenched tightly as he roared, “Yeah…fuck yeah…fuck yeah…shit…shit…”

A vision swept through her head of his thick cock firing semen wildly into the woman which made her shake. With a final push that seemed intended to force out the last drop of cum, all movement stopped and suddenly the room became quiet, save for the couple’s labored breathing. Lynsay quickly became conscious of her open robe and pulled it tightly closed, but continued to squeeze her thighs together in an attempt to keep the luscious feelings going in her now sodden pussy.

It wasn’t long before the couple began to stir, and she heard Connie tell her lover with a giggle, “Damn, Bo…you can fuck!”

“Give me a minute, girl,” he pleaded, still recovering.

“Don’t fade on me,” she demanded, and laughed again.

Now that it was over, their intimate talk made Lynsay uncomfortable and she began to think of a way to exit. Her anxiety was heightened when the large man rolled off his lover and his spent cock flopped across his thigh. Instantly, Connie took it in her hand but remained still. Lynsay glanced towards the window to gauge Tucker’s reaction, but the man had disappeared. Minutes later, the young wife was still considering what to do when she heard Connie call to her.

“Lynsay, come over here, honey,” she said, and when the woman saw the young wife shaking her head, she continued with, “Come on girl…just for a second.”

She didn’t want to move as suddenly her little chair seemed very safe. However, with both sets of eyes on her, she felt herself being drawn forward, and with her hands holding the robe tightly, she stood and stepped towards the bed. Connie patted a spot and she tried her best to sit as demurely as possible with her legs together.

“I need to go,” she whispered, trying hard not to panic.

To avoid looking at the naked couple, she forced her eyes down, and after several seconds of silence, she felt the older woman’s hand pat her shoulder in a calming gesture.

“C’mon Lynsay, don’t get all shy now. You’re here, so you might as well enjoy it,” Connie counseled.

“Seriously Connie?” she responded.

The way it came out sounded so comical that the couple started to laugh which forced Lynsay to giggle, too. She lifted her head and took in the pair, and she was reminded of the woman’s full bush.

“I’m not waxing anymore,” she declared.

The laughter from the Connie went to a whole new level and it took several seconds before she was able to say, “Oh, honey…Tucker doesn’t want me to. Mike does and he loves it!”

“Whatever,” she responded and it made Connie’s laughter start anew.

For some reason, their brief exchange, that lasted no more than a few seconds, relaxed Lynsay enough that she was able to engage in a conversation with the naked couple. It was mostly about Bo, where he had been and what he had done, with her as a peripheral participant. Only when she exchanged direct eye contact with the man, and sensed his interest, did her discomfort return. She didn’t think her older friend had noticed, but when she spoke just a few seconds later, she wasn’t sure.

“Look what’s happening to Bo’s cock,” she giggled.

Lynsay had been trying to keep eye contact above the waist, but occasionally her eyes had drifted downwards. The man’s flaccid shaft had been over his thigh, but when she looked now, she could see that it had stiffened noticeably. She surprised herself by watching as it continued to harden, and as it did, it moved in an arc until the head was pointing at the man’s belly button.

“I can’t help it,” he chuckled shamelessly.

“It’s because of all the naked females around you,” Connie laughed in her raspy voice, and then seconds later she stunned the young wife with her shocking question, “Honey, did you cum?”

“Wha? Connie!” she cried out, and turned bright red.

As Bo started to laugh, her friend responded, “Now, don’t get all prudish. Remember, you just watched us fuck.”

Lynsay knew the woman had no filter, and would continue with her questions, so she answered, “No.”

Instantly, she was floored again when she was asked, “You want Bo to take care of you? I’ll loan him to you.”

“My God, Connie…my God! No, I’m mar…” she cried out.

She was going to use her married status as a defense, but realizing it might be offensive to Connie she stopped herself mid-sentence. Lynsay had become flustered and when she regained her composure, she could see that both of them were looking at her with broad smiles. She thought that maybe the woman was teasing her, playing with her for fun, but when she saw that Bo’s cock was now fully erect, she changed her mind.

The next surprise happened just seconds later when Connie turned to her lover and said, “Lynsay told me she’s never seen one so big. Can she touch it?”

“Dear Lord…” the young wife whined.

“It’s okay with me,” Bo chuckled.

C’mon honey, give me your hand,” the woman said.

“No…no way,” Lynsay fired back, and then added, “I… I need to go.”

“C’mon honey…you’re here…” Connie said and took her by the wrist.

There followed a brief tug of war, but the older woman’s hand was strong and Lynsay couldn’t immediately break free.

“Don’t Connie…please let me go,” she said in a surprisingly calm voice.

“Honey, you’re here…have a quick feel…Mike won’t mind. He wanted you here,” she replied.

Suddenly, she was thinking of her husband and the encouragements he made about watching. Usually, his messages had been subtle and had to be deciphered from innuendo and looks, but earlier he had given a qualified “yes”. Of course, that had been about watching, witnessing the duo have sex so she could return to him, share the story and join him in bed.

“I’m just supposed to watch,” she replied.

“Mike won’t mind,” the woman said again.

She had to admit that Connie had been right in reading her husband and his interests. Would he really be okay with her touching another man’s penis? For some reason she didn’t understand, when the older woman pulled on her arm again, she let her guide her hand to Bo’s thick shaft. Suddenly, she was touching it, right above his heavy balls on the fattest part. Connie manipulated her fingers until she was gripping his still wet cock and then guided her hand in a slow stroking motion.

Instantly, she was struck by how different it felt. She had held men before, although they had all been smaller, but none possessed the strange power she was now experiencing. The skin felt thicker and it seemed to be pulsing in her hand while transmitting some kind of energy.

“That feels good…” Bo sighed and only then did she realize that Connie was no longer helping her.

“It’s nice isn’t it?” she heard the woman ask, but it seemed like it was coming from far away as her tunnel vision rapidly returned.

“Connie…” the young wife whimpered, but maintained the motion.

“Come over here,” she was instructed.

The older woman scooted over to make room, and then Lynsay allowed herself to be re-positioned closer to the man and his fat cock. Now, she was right beside him, and her tightly clinched robe had become loose. It wasn’t long before Bo took advantage of the opening.

“Huh…ohhhh…” the young wife whimpered when she felt his fingertips against her nipple.

His touch was gentle, just barely contacting her delicate flesh, and it sent an electrical pulse that reverberated between her breasts and pussy. Just then, she felt something wet on her hand. At first, she through he had ejaculated, but when she opened her eyes, she saw that Connie was holding a small bottle of lubricant.

“Now you can stroke the whole thing,” she giggled.

She did as she was told, moving her hand over his entire length, and with her concentrated vision, it seemed like she was looking at him through a microscope. It didn’t even register with her when Connie rose and pulled the short robe off her body, and with complete access, Bo now used his fingers on both her nipples. Then, on her own, with no manipulation, she took her free hand and cupped his fat balls. The older woman was right behind her and squirted a healthy amount of lotion into her palm.

“Oh, yeah…that’s good…” the large man responded with a groan.

“Squeeze some juice out,” Connie instructed just a few seconds later.

On the next several strokes, she did squeeze harder and forced a dollop of liquid to form at his opening. It was milky, thick and hung in place, but after several more strokes, the young wife used her palm to spread the substance over the man’s plump head.

“Oh, yeah…fuck yeah…” Bo grunted.

Lynsay repeated her efforts and soon had more of his pre-cum collected at the tip. She was about to spread it again when Connie gave her different guidance.

“Taste it, honey…it’s good,” she whispered.

Without missing a beat, the young woman leaned over and licked the head clean. Then, on her own, she pressed her lips onto the bulb and kissed it.

“Uhhhhh…” the man let out and raised his ass.

Lynsay felt like the fingers on her nipples were playing her like a guitar. He was hitting every note perfectly, and it created a vibration in her body that was driving her crazy. Somehow, she had managed to give herself permission to enjoy and let go, and now felt deliciously wicked. In fact, she was so completely consumed by the interaction that she didn’t realize that Connie was peeling her thong off until it reached her knees.

“Connie, no…” she cried out.

“It’s okay, honey…you’re free now,” she responded as she worked it over her feet, and surprisingly, the young wife returned to her task.

If she had been looking up at that moment, she would have seen the knowing looks that passed between the two lovers. Both were certain that she would soon be on her back with his large tool buried deeply. Bo had introduced many women to his big cock and had learned from experience how to take it slow so their minds and bodies could adjust. He knew it would be required with Lynsay, but thought that once he got her going, she would be incredible. The thought of him planting his seed deeper in her pussy that any man before gave him a feeling of raw power and made his cock ache.

“C’mon honey, over here,” Connie whispered, and gently pushed on the young woman’s shoulders.

Bo knew where she was heading and moved his body with them so his cock stayed within reach. Quickly, they had Lynsay on her back and only then did he pull away and position himself between her legs. She was so mesmerized that only when the head of his cock touched her lips did she understand what was about to occur.

“No…no, Bo…” she gasped, suddenly back in the real world.

“Honey, let him slide it over you a little. He won’t put it in until you say it’s okay,” Connie said, hoping to get her re-engaged.

For a time, it looked like the plan might work as Lynsay allowed her legs to be widened and the large man did indeed slide his entire length along her slit. Quickly, his efforts brought excited whimpers from the young woman.

“Connie?” she suddenly called out.

Turning her head, Lynsay saw that the older woman was at the edge of the bed rapidly rubbing her clit with her fingers with her eyes closed. It shocked her, and almost instantly, the built-up lust fled her body.

“It’s okay…” Bo said when she tried to extricate herself.

“Please…please Bo,” she begged.

“Are you sure?” he asked, and when she nodded her head, he backed off.

It was when his body moved and the window came into view that she saw Tucker standing with something in his hand. It took a few seconds for it to register but when it did, she realized he had been filming her with his phone.


“Connie…he…Tucker was filming me!” she said excitedly.

“Honey, he’s no harm,” she declared, having ended her masturbation.

Her message was not convincing and, in a panic, she jumped from the bed, grabbed the robe and retreated towards the other bedroom. As soon as she arrived, she nervously fired off a text to her husband to pick her up. Quickly, she pulled her dress on, but not wanting to return to the others, she elected to abandon her bra and panties. She decided to wait for her husband in the driveway and was moving down the hall when she came face-to-face with Connie.

“Connie…I… shit…” she forced out.

“Calm down, Lynsay. It’s okay…everything’s okay,” she told the young woman in a soft voice.

“Connie, it’s not okay…it’s really not okay,” she answered as a monstrous wave of shame hit her.

“C’mon, honey, let’s get some wine,” the older woman suggested.

“No…no, I’m going to wait outside for Mike,” she said and moved towards the salon.

Mike had been on high alert since he dropped her off, so as soon as the text arrived, he fired one back and jumped in the car. It had been less than an hour and a half since he dropped her off, which was on the short side of his expectation, but he knew it was a lifetime in the bedroom. On the way, he tried to call her, but there was no answer. Just as he was turning onto the street, his phone rang, but when she spotted his car, she ended the call.

Lynsay made a concerted effort to calm herself so Mike wouldn’t get upset or force questions. Still, when she got into the car, she knew she was acting anxious. Rather than distress, her husband read it as sexual excitement, but he accepted her request to get home before talking.

“Okay, tell me what happened,” Mike demanded as soon as they inside.

“Let me go to the bathroom first,” she replied, knowing she needed to get some undergarments on.

“I’ll get you some wine,” he said and with a nod, she departed.

Lynsay washed her hands, brushed her teeth and changed clothes, and then returned to Mike fifteen minutes later. He held out the glass to her as she approached, and for a moment she felt guilty again as she thought about how much she had consumed before going to Connie’s. She was desperately seeking a rationale for her behavior and being drunk was an easy excuse. However, she took a sip from the glass, and when her husband raised his eyebrows, she knew what he was expecting.

“I watched them…it was like last time,” she lied.

“Details, sweetie,” he said with a laugh, still not sensing anything was amiss.

“Okay, well let’s see. He was late, so Connie and I had wine, and then when he arrived, they started, but I waited for a few minutes. Then, I went in and sat in the same chair. Tucker was watching and, you know, they did it,” she replied.

“Lynsay, be more specific! How did they do it? What were they saying? How did you feel?” he fired eagerly.

“Well, when I went into the room, she was going down on him, and then she got on top and they did it for a while. Then, Bo turned her over and really…you know…did it hard. They were making…normal sex sounds I guess,” she answered.

“How did you feel?” Mike asked again as he moved next to her.

“Strange…a little awkward,” she began, and then she let him turn her until her back was pressed against his chest. With a forced giggle, she asked, “What do you want?”

“Hear your story, and then take you to bed,” he said and cupped her breast through her shirt. After a few seconds of fondling, he asked, “Did you get excited?”

Knowing he wouldn’t believe her if she said no, she replied, “Of course, some. I’m human.”

“How excited?” he pushed.

“Some…” she repeated in a whisper.

“Did you cum?” her husband whispered back.

“No,” she answered.

Lynsay realized it was the second time she had been asked the question in the last hour. She also realized that despite her extreme arousal and all the decadent things that had occurred, somehow, she had not had an orgasm. Then, her thoughts went to the words Connie had expressed about Mike and what he wanted.

Mike wanted his wife in bed. Even before he had dropped her off, he was keyed up and it had been torture waiting for her call. Plus, he thought he might get more from her while they were entwined, so he took her by the hand and led towards their room. In truth, his wife wanted to make love, too. She needed the validation of her sane world, her morality and marriage. Thus, she accompanied him without protest and let him undress her as soon as they arrived.

They snuggled for a while, trading caresses and kisses before Mike decided to work her with his tongue. He started with her breasts, but when he tried to descend, she stopped him by pulling on his shoulders.

“Please, Mike…I want you in me,” she whispered.

With a smile, he lifted over her lovely body and let her guide him to her opening with her hand. They started slow, and he kissed her ears, neck and lips, hoping to get her to a high plateau. However, he could tell she wasn’t progressing, and after just a few minutes, she put her hand on his shoulder and stopped him.

“Mike, we need to talk…I have to tell you something…” she said in a soft voice.

“Okay…what?” he asked, knowing it had to do with Connie’s house.

“I did some things…some bad things…I’m very ashamed, and there’s something else, too,” she started, and suddenly the young husband felt real concern.

“Tell me,” he replied.

“I… I did some stuff and then…I… I saw that Tucker was filming it through the window,” she explained.

“What stuff?” he asked.

“I don’t want to say…” she started, but Mike interrupted.

“Did he fuck you?” he asked, more in surprise than anger.

“No… no… but, if he shows anyone…I… I can’t imagine how I’ll…” she tried to force out as her crying began.

“Okay,” Mike replied and pulled free from her.

He moved from the bed and began putting on his clothes knowing he needed to go visit the odd man. There would come a time when he would interrogate his wife further, but now he needed to be the gallant husband and sort the mess.

“Mike…please…please don’t watch it,” were her final words as he made for the door.

He covered the distance to the house quickly and when he pulled up, he spotted Tucker standing near the entrance to his workspace. The man showed no sign of distress as he approached, which made him wonder exactly what was going on. When he got near, Tucker stepped inside the building and Mike followed.

“Tucker, did you take a picture or a video of Lynsay?” he asked with no pleasantries.

“Yes,” the man admitted, making no effort to deflect.

“Why?” Mike asked, now quite confused.

“Just to look at later…you know,” he replied.

“I don’t like it Tucker. I want you to delete it. Right now,” he demanded.

“Sure, no problem,” the man said.

By the brief interaction, it certainly seemed like the odd man had no ulterior motive. Rather, Mike could only surmise it was intended for his own personal pleasure. Strangely, that intrigued him even more, and although his wife had begged him not to view the contents, he now felt almost obligated to do so.

“Can I see it first?” Mike asked.

“Yeah, sure,” Tucker responded and immediately pulled his phone from his pocket.

They moved to a spot where there wasn’t a glare and after some manipulation, a video started. At first, it showed short snippets of Lynsay sitting in a chair in her robe, with her concentration on some unseen spot. Next, there were the same brief segments, but this time he could see that her hands were inside the robe. By the way the video was structured, it looked like Tucker had repeatedly captured bursts of several seconds.

Mike was certainly surprised by the evidence, but he didn’t think it was as dramatic as Lynsay had indicated. Then, the next sequence appeared and he saw her on the bed, which changed everything. With her back to him, Tucker had been able to capture much more, and the only detail that was missed was his wife’s mouth on Bo’s cock. Even then, when her head dropped it provided a clear indication that her mouth had made contact. When it was done, Mike continued to stare at the blank screen in disbelief.

“Damn…” he finally forced out.

“Have you ever seen your wife get it from another man? Nothing like it,” Tucker offered.

The crazy thing about his words were that at that exact moment Mike was trying to understand why his dick had become stiff. He thought about his wife’s demeanor that afternoon, her drinking and his response to her question. He realized she had been reaching out for support, something solid to grasp, and his message had provided nothing. In fact, his selfish mind had been totally focused on the sex he would enjoy with his wife after it was over. Then, in a moment of difficult self-reflection, he wondered if he was really any different than the odd man he was standing next to.

Mike stared at Tucker for an uncomfortably long time and then he began to speak. They carried on a conversation for another ten minutes, before the young husband turned and left.

Lynsay was curled up in bed when she heard the door open. Seconds later, her husband appeared in the doorway with a serious look on his face. He moved to her side and put his hand on her shoulder and stroked it several times before speaking.

“I talked to him. He doesn’t want to erase it,” Mike said.

“Oh, no… Mike!” she cried out.

“I tried…but his demands were too high. Maybe we should go to the police,” he said.

“No…no, I can’t…” she stated emphatically, and then as his words fully registered, she asked, “What…what were the demands?”

“Not good,” he replied.

“What? What were they?” she probed nervously.

“You have to go back,” he informed her.

“Why? What for?” she asked with her voice now trembling.

“All he would say is finish what you were doing. He said if you did that, he would erase it all tonight,” Mike told her.

“Did you see it?” Lynsay asked in a voice barely above a whisper.

“No, you told me not to,” he lied.

“Mike…it’s bad…” she admitted.

“Can we live with the video?” he asked.

“No! No… we’d…no…” she stammered, and then said, “Tell me what to do.”

“Lynsay, we all make mistakes…” he responded, and paused to let it sink in before he continued with, “I love you and one afternoon isn’t going to change that.”

“So, you mean…” she started.

“I’ll understand,” he said, cutting her off.

As soon as Mike left, Tucker approached the window and woke the couple from their recovery nap. He explained the conversation he had just completed with Mike and the plans they had made. Connie thought it was a marvelous idea and congratulated herself on her reading of the young husband. She had fucked enough men in her life that she felt she had some insight into the male psyche, and the way Lynsay described his reactions, she was certain he was eager to see more from her. Only Bo showed any reticence. He was concerned about putting the young wife in a coerced situation, but Connie finally convinced him it was okay since they had her husband’s involvement and blessing.

No further words of significance had been spoken between the couple since they left the bedroom, and now Lynsay had her hand on the handle, ready to leave in the car. She had put on the same dress, along with a fresh bra and panties even though she didn’t think they would remain on for long. Perhaps it was merely habit or maybe it was a show of defiance, but in any event, they were there.

“I love you,” she told Mike as she stepped out.

“I love you too Lynsay,” he replied, and for the hundredth time in the last hour he questioned his sanity.

After knocking on the inner door, Lynsay waited for over a minute before Connie appeared in her robe. She gave her an odd look, but stepped back so she could enter.

“Did you forget something, honey?” she asked, playing dumb.

Her question let the young wife know that Tucker hadn’t confided in his her, which caused her conflicting emotions. On the one hand, it meant she hadn’t been betrayed by the women she liked, but the flip side was that she would appear to be nothing more than a horny slut returning for more play. However, it also meant that there might be an opportunity to get help from the older woman, and she knew it was something she had to try.

“Connie, can we talk for minute?” she asked.

The woman had anticipated she would be approached for help, and had prepared. She liked Lynsay a lot and had no interest in hurting her in any way. However, in her mind, a bit of discovery would be a good thing for her, especially since it had been her husband’s idea. She couldn’t help but think how different her life might have turned out if her first husband had been like Mike.

“What’s wrong, Lynsay,” she asked.

“I… you know earlier…when I was here, I saw Tucker filming me. It scared me and Mike came to talk to him, but he wouldn’t get rid of the…stuff…well, he said he would…if I came back and…” she tried to explain.

“Oh, that prick. Honey, go get some wine and I’ll talk to him,” she replied.

A huge weight suddenly lifted from the young woman’s shoulders and she did indeed move to the kitchen for some wine to calm her nerves. She had finished half a glass when Connie returned with a puzzled expression.

“What?” Lynsay let out.

“He said he didn’t have anything…said he didn’t know what I was talking about,” she told her.

“Connie, I saw him…you know…with his phone taking pictures,” she explained.

“Honey, I looked at his phone and I didn’t see anything. Why don’t you put your robe on and come talk about it with me and Bo,” she suggested.

“Look, if he doesn’t…I’m…I’m going to go…” she said, and set down her glass.

“Okay, I understand,” the older woman said.

Lynsay stepped past her and entered the salon and then called her husband who answered on the first ring.

“Mike, I talked to Connie and she talked to Tucker and he said he didn’t have anything,” she said.

There was a long pause before her husband replied, “I think he might be lying to her.”

“What should I do?” she asked.

“Lynsay, all I know is what he said,” Mike responded.

They talked for a few more minutes but it was impossible to reach a conclusion with the big gap. Finally, she told her husband she would think about it and call him back, and when he told her he was close by when needed, little did she know he was in fact already in Tucker’s workshop.

Lynsay was shaking as she stepped into the bedroom dressed in the short leopard print robe. The lovers were in bed with a sheet covering them from the waist down, and they didn’t notice her until she was in the chair.

“Hey, girl! Welcome back,” Connie called out in her bubbly voice that seemed inappropriate given the situation.

“Hi…” she replied.

“You want to come sit over here?” she said, patting the same spot where it had all started.

She was about to respond when she glanced towards the window and saw Tucker was present. It worried her that he had suddenly appeared, especially since he held her fate in the memory of his phone. Mike had been clear about the odd man’s expectations, so with a defeated sigh, she moved to the bed.

“Glad you’re back,” Bo said.

Connie started a general conversation designed to get her to relax, which proved somewhat successful. However, knowing they had to press forward sooner or later, she picked a moment and made the move.

“Honey, why don’t you scoot on up and help me get Bo worked up again,” she said.

“Connie…I…I…” she began and then thought about Tucker at the window.

“Honey, it wasn’t so bad. You were hot as a firecracker. You should have let Bo cool you down,” the older woman interjected, and when Lynsay didn’t respond, she continued with, “Come on now…get that robe off. Bo’s been talking about your hot body since you left.”

She knew something about the situation wasn’t right, but she couldn’t quite put her finger on it. Did the older woman really believe her husband was telling the truth? Did she think that she had returned because of sexual need? Or, was she covering for Tucker? She couldn’t be totally sure on any of it, but she remained worried about the ominous presence of the man at the window.

Lynsay didn’t protest when Connie worked the robe off her shoulders and even let her unclasp her bra. It joined the previous one that she could see was still on the floor where it had been discarded hours before. Next, Connie moved to the other side of her lover putting him between the two women and when she was settled, she flipped the thin sheet back revealing the man’s heavy cock. Seconds later, the older woman took Lynsay’s hand and brought it to the base of Bo’s shaft. With only a brief hesitation, she grasped it and slowly began to work the entire length.

“Uggghhh…yeah…” the man grunted.

“You take care of that and I’ll work his nipples,” she said, and then quickly added, “Don’t forget his nuts.”

The last thing Connie did before turning her attention to his chest was to make sure the entire area was coated in lubricant. At first, Lynsay was so sexually disengaged that her efforts were purely mechanical. However, as his shaft expanded and his responses to their touching became more vocal, she could feel the tingles begin to form. Slowly, the man’s cock began to resonate in the way she had experienced before, emitting its strange energy.

“Uggghhhh…shit…” Bo groaned as his body squirmed.

Then, without warning, his finger found her nipples and began to tease them in the same gentle way he had before. It only took seconds for them to fully harden, and slowly Lynsay could feel the tunnel vision invade her sight.

“He’s pretty dry, but keep trying,” she heard the older woman say and she realized that she had been subconsciously squeezing his cock in an attempt to force some pre-cum to the tip.

Strangely, she didn’t feel shame at being caught, and did indeed keep trying. It took several more tight strokes but finally some juice appeared.

“Lick it, baby,” the large man said.

Lynsay stared at the milky substance for several seconds and then leaned over and used her lips to remove it which brought a deep groan from the man. When, several seconds later she had brought forth more, she repeated the process.

The young wife was so focused that she didn’t even notice Connie had left the bed until she felt her hands pulling on her panties, and it was actually her husband’s promise of redemption that allowed her to be guided onto her knees so they could be removed.

“That’s better, Connie stated, and then quickly added, “Bo, doesn’t she have a great body?”

“Hell, yes,” he replied instantly.

“He wanted you so bad. It’s all he wanted to talk about since you left,” the woman said.

The next move was all on the young wife. She had been staring at the large cock inches in front of her face, feeling its power, for some time. It seemed to be beckoning her and suddenly she moved the short distance and let her mouth descend several inches down his shaft. When it was as far as she could go, she stopped and swirled her tongue over it in the way she knew drove her husband wild.

“Fuck yeah, baby!” Bo called out.

Mike, who was standing back and to the side of Tucker couldn’t believe what he was seeing. His wife loved receiving oral pleasure but doled it out sparingly. Now, this man, that was in reality a stranger, was getting more loving on his cock than he had ever received. He had discussed the video and her participation with the carpenter, telling him he wanted to see firsthand what had occurred on the recording. They had also agreed he would indicate when enough had taken place and it would be brought to an end. However, as he witnessed his wife’s debauchery, he wasn’t sure if there would be an end. His own dick was harder than it had ever been, and so far, he had to agree with Tucker’s prophetic words of seeing his wife with another man.


When Lynsay lifted her mouth, Bo took the opportunity to pull her ass around so he could reach her pussy. She still had a firm grip on his cock when his fingers found her slit and she tried several times to continue her stroking, but when his touch reached her clit, it brought her movements to a sudden halt. She was on her hands and knees with her head alongside Bo’s cock facing the window. Her eyes were squeezed tightly shut, her mouth hung open and she seemed to be panting. Mike and Tucker had an amazing view, and the young husband thought it was the most complete exhibit of basic sexual lust he had ever seen. The fact that it was his wife that provided the demonstration only heightened the spectacle.

Bo had become so worked up that he needed to get his cock into a pussy and he desperately wanted Lynsay. However, he was cognizant of her husband’s control, so he turned to Connie and gave her a questioning look. The woman, understanding the meaning, turned to the window and did the same thing.

Mike saw her look, but as if to reinforce it, the carpenter turned to him and whispered, “Do you want him to fuck her?”

It was the moment of truth and it wasn’t really a fair question given his advanced state of excitement, but nonetheless a response was needed and he felt his head nodding. The message was relayed back, and when Bo received it, a big smile appeared on his face. He had definite plans for the pretty young wife; slow and easy until she was ready and then he would fuck her until she was begging.

“Come over here Lynsay,” the large man said.

He helped her turn until she was alongside him, face-to-face, and then directed her over him so that she straddled his waist. With his large body, her tummy was already in contact with his cock, and he began to tease her nipples again hoping she would be the one to make contact.

“You’re in control, honey,” Connie told her when she looked her way.

At first, she forced herself to remain still, but the shaft pressing into her abdomen was acting like a tease. She knew it was very close to her slit and that with just a roll of her hips she could make contact. She knew it would feel good, and that scared her, but she had allowed herself to become very excited and then there was the man at the window.

Lynsay went searching for the connection, convincing herself it was just as a test. Her hips slowly moved a little at a time trying to find the limit before the fat shaft touched her slit. Several times, she would advance and then retreat, but finally she went far enough that she connected. She knew it was the thick vein beneath his shaft that was tickling her clit and it felt glorious. A wave of self-consciousness washed over her and she retreated once more, but when she returned, she didn’t break the connection. Little by little, she fed more of his cock along her slit until she was feeling most of it every time she moved. A smile went between Connie and Bo as they watched her ass move, but outside it was different. Tucker looked on with his normal flat expression while Mike stared into the room, totally dumbfounded.

“Baby…” Bo whispered.

He wanted to tell her he wanted inside her and get her reaction, but she took it as a message of intimacy and leaned forward and kissed him passionately. It lasted a long time and when they split, the large man put his hand on the back of her head and pulled her to him again.

Both were out of breath when it ended, but Lynsay was the first to recover, and in very tiny voice, she asked, “Can we?”

Bo was amazed by what he heard, but he quickly answered, “Yes, baby…put in and we’ll go slow.”

The vision that became permanently etched in Mike’s mind for all eternity was his wife’s small hand grasping the heavy shaft, now wet with her juices, and bringing it to her snug opening. He instantly gripped his dick through his jeans, but he was so excited he knew he would ejaculate if he didn’t let go.

“Mmmmm…ohhhhhh…” Lynsay’s sighed heavily when the tip of the spear nestled in her opening.

Except for the two lovers, everyone was in something of a catatonic state as she slowly fed his cock inside, wiggling, whining and groaning as the shaft disappeared. Finally, there was no more, and the young wife dropped her body and kissed the man again. When they finished, Bo’s hands moved to her firm ass, and he massaged her gently while they engaged in a whispered conversation. Then, she began to move, slowly at first, just taking an inch or so, but building constantly until she was experiencing his full length.

“Mmmm…unngghhh…ohhhh…oh my God…I’m so full…” she groaned loudly.

“Take it honey…it’ll change your life,” Connie told her as she rubbed her clit.

“Damn…damn you feel good…I knew you would…” Bo grunted in time with their movements.

Bo pulled her forward and took a nipple between his lips and started sucking hard which brought a fresh wave of wails from Lynsay. It also made it hard for her to keep rhythm, so eventually she stopped, through her head back and enjoyed the sensation. When his mouth left her nub, they kissed again, and then engaged in another whispered conversation before they quickly flipped so the large man was now on top. He fed his cock back into her without difficulty and after a few preliminary thrusts, he began a full, forceful assault that had her legs wrapped around his thick waist.

Within seconds Lynsay was crying out loudly, “Ohhh…oh my God…oh my God…Bo…oh Bo…it hurts good…it hurts good…so good…don’t stop…”

Like he had with Connie, he kept his torso mostly still while his ass worked rapidly. Unlike the woman beneath him, he didn’t try to form words and merely replied with grunts to signal his excitement.

Lynsay could feel inches of fat cock twangy her clit on each thrust and knew she wouldn’t last long. In fact, less than a minute later she could feel the pressure building and a powerful tingling sensation started firing between her nipples and clit. Then it hit and it was like nothing she had ever experienced.

“Nahhhhh…ugggghhhhh…ugggghhhhh…ohhhhhh…fuck…fuck me…please…” she cried out.

For a few moments, her being must have gone somewhere else, because she suddenly came back to the moment with a start. Bo was still taking her hard, and she was experiencing a magical floating feeling. Her body seemed devoid of energy save for her ability to hold on to her lover. However, just a few seconds later, she sensed something deep within her building and it slowly grew with Bo’s thrusts until she realized she was going to have another orgasm.

“Unnngggggg…ohhhh…” it started and then she went silent.

Bo was watching the woman as her second climax arrived, feeling powerful to bring such complete abandon to such a lovely woman. He heard the start of her cries, and then watched as the sounds ceased even though her mouth was wide open. When it finally closed, her body went limp and he could tell she was done, although he desperately wanted to plant his seed deep within her body. The problem was that he had cum so many times with Connie that there was little left.

“I can’t cum,” he grunted in frustration.

Connie, knowing the issue, moved next to him and used her long fingernails to tickle his balls. It was just the shot the man needed and soon he could feel the remnants in his sack begin to churn.

“Ahhhh…fuck yeah…fuck yeah…shit…” he groaned as he fired.

Lynsay was disoriented when she woke up. It was dark and she didn’t recognize where she was as nothing looked familiar. It took her a moment to realize she was in Connie’s bed, naked and covered by a thick blanket. Suddenly, the memories were cascading at her as she recalled everything, including the powerful sex she had experienced with Bo. As she became more aware, she realized that Mike must be terrified, so she rose and started looking for her clothes. As soon as she was dressed, she texted him to pick her up and waited in the room until he answered.

“Connie, I need to go,” she said when she found the woman in the kitchen, who thankfully was alone.

“Okay, honey. Don’t you feel bad now. Don’t you dare. Mike wanted you to have fun…you remember that,” she counseled.

Lynsay gave her a wan smile and then made her way to the driveway where her husband picked her up minutes later. After confirming to him that she was okay, they drove home mostly in silence, and as soon as they entered their home, the young wife made a break for the bathroom. Mike was on his second drink when she finally emerged.

“Thanks,” she said when he handed her the glass of wine.

He knew his wife was struggling with what had occurred, and he felt guilty for withholding his involvement. Still, he remained silent hoping she would confide in him. However, when it didn’t look like that was going to occur, he prodded.

“Lynsay, talk to me,” he said in a gentle voice.

“Will you love me…no matter…you said our love was more than one afternoon…” she began, but couldn’t finish.

“Of course, darling…of course…” Mike responded.

He wanted badly for everything to be put in the open so he could comfort her and remove her feelings of guilt. The strange lust that had made him conspire with Tucker had now departed, and he was feeling very guilty, too.

“I…I did something…I…had sex with another man,” she blurted out, and he could see her body trembling.

“I see…” he answered, and then asked, “Bo?”

“Yes…” she whimpered with her eyes downcast.

“That’s it? That’s everything?” he followed and when she nodded her head, he asked, “How many times?”

“Only once,” she replied.

“What happened? I mean…did you respond? Did you climax?” he probed, knowing the truth but wanting to hear her admit it.

“No…I mean…I don’t know…” she answered, too ashamed to look at him.

“Did you?” Mike pressed.

His wife began to nervously fidget, but finally she replied in a whisper, “Yes…”

“You had an orgasm?” he asked as if to clarify.

“Yes…” she responded.

At that moment, Mike knew he held all the cards. He could berate her and she would have no defense or he could be forgiving. It only took him a few seconds to decide to be understanding, as he loved his wife, he had been a huge instigator in her fall, and, perhaps most importantly, he wanted to use the event as a catalyst in her sexual growth.

“Come here, Lynsay,” he said and when she stepped closer, he hugged her firmly. Almost immediately, his wife began to sob, and he said to her softly, “You didn’t have a choice…I understand.”

Suddenly, she felt re-born and a wave of emotion swept through her that made her shake. Mike held her as she sobbed, and when it began to wane, he turned her in his arms and kissed her lovingly.

“Do you still love me?” she asked, feeling completely vulnerable.

“Yes…you know I do,” her husband replied.

“What now?” she asked.

“Let’s go to bed…let’s make love,” he whispered into her ear.

Lynsay let him lead her to their bedroom where he quickly stripped her, and then put her beneath the sheet before undressing. When he joined her, they began to kiss, softly at first, but it wasn’t long before they became more passionate. Mike pulled her tightly against his body and she could feel his erection pressing into her tummy. When his wife’s sighs had built, he pushed her onto her back and took a nipple into his mouth, recalling how Bo had done the same. With the large man now in his head, he eased his hand down to Lynsay’s slit wondering what he would find. Would she still be stretched from the fat cock she had taken? She was nicely slick, but her opening seemed exactly the same.

“Mmmm…please…” she purred and started to pull on his shoulders.

Mike lifted, and quickly entered his wife which brought forth a contented sigh. He started slowly, barely moving, as he showered her face and neck with quick kisses. When his lips finally settled on hers, he felt her arms wrap around his neck and her legs circle his waist.

Mike wanted badly to make the evening a strictly husband and wife event, but with each seductive movement of her body and moan of enjoyment, he was transported back to the scene he had witnessed from the window. Initially, she had been coerced and seduced, but faster than he had expected, she had completely succumbed to Bo and his heavy cock.

“Did it feel good? Did you like it?” he asked, unable to help himself.

“Mike?” she whined in protest.

The admission she made about her orgasm made it difficult to deny her enjoyment, but he wanted to hear her say it, so he pushed, “Tell me, Lynsay.”

“You feel good,” she responded, attempting to change the direction.

“Tell me…I won’t get mad,” he prodded, again.

“Maybe…some…I don’t know…” she replied.

“Because he was big?” he asked.

Lynsay noticed that his tempo was increasing and the husky sounds of his voice indicated that he was becoming excited by the questioning. Once more, she thought about the messages Connie had given her about her husband’s interest. Did he really have the same thoughts as Tucker?

“Tell me why…why you want to know…” she forced out.

“Because, I want to know you…everything…don’t hold back…I won’t be mad…” he explained.

She was silent for several seconds while she contemplated his words, and the she answered in a soft voice, “It felt good.”

Her words put a jolt of electricity through his body and he began to push into his wife harder. Lynsay felt it, and now she too was curious.

“I knew it,” her husband declared and then quickly followed with, “Where…how did…how did you act? Where were your arms…your legs?”

“Wrapped around him,” she whispered and felt another surge from her husband.

They made love all night with Mike waking her repeatedly for more. It was almost noon the next morning when they rose and went to the kitchen for sustenance. However, it wasn’t long before Mike wanted her some more, and they stopped just long enough for a quick shower before they were back in bed.

Lynsay lay awake with her husband asleep at her side and contemplated all that had occurred. To her, it seemed like Mike had acted different from the moment she told him about Connie’s offer on the waxing. At first, she though he was just enjoying the interactions as a departure from daily routine, but looking back, she could see that there had been clear signs of something else. Also, there were Connie’s messages which had seemed crazy at first, and yet were strangely prescient. Now, for the passed twelve hours, since returning from her encounter with Bo, Mike had been unable to keep his hands off her. It was interesting given the circumstances, but even more so when she realized that each of her admissions had led to more. The thought chewed on her psyche and her concept of marital sanctity and bliss. It was becoming so powerful that she thought about waking him for a discussion when she felt him stir. Slowly, he came to consciousness and when he saw her staring down at him a smile came to his face.

“Hi beautiful,” he said.

“Mike, can I ask you something and please be honest,” she said after a quick kiss.

“Okay,” he said as his body tensed.

“Did you want…uhhhh…did you want me to have sex with Bo?” she asked.

They stared at each other in silence as the seconds ticked by, and then he said in a clear voice, “Yes.”

Despite the turmoil, Lynsay kept her next appointment with Connie, and they were just getting started when the woman jumped straight in to the subject.

“I hope you’re not feeling guilty,” she said.

“I’m okay…I struggled some, but I’m okay,” she replied.

“Did you tell your husband?” she probed.

“Yes…” the young wife admitted.

“And? What happened…tell me,” she demanded eagerly, and before the young wife could answer, she added, “He took you to bed I bet.”

Lynsay let out a deep sigh, and then said, “At first, he said he understood, and it was okay.”

“Then what?” the manicurist responded, accurately guessing there was more.

She looked at the older woman for a moment and then said, “Don’t ever tell anyone Connie…never.”

“C’mon girl, don’t make me wait.” Connie begged.

“He said…he admitted that he wanted me to,” she replied.

“To fuck Bo?” she asked coarsely.

“Yes…” Lynsay said.

“Oh, honey I knew it. Didn’t I tell you? He’s like Tucker. It turned him on. I bet y’all had freaky sex all night,” she laughed, happy that Mike had come clean.

“He couldn’t keep his hands off me,” she giggled.

“Shit, I bet! I bet he was wound tight,” she responded, knowing firsthand what her husband had gone through, and then added, “I told you all men are pervs. All of them!”

They became silent for several minutes, and Lynsay thought about the large man that had consumed her sexually while being surprisingly gentle.

“What happened to Bo? she asked.

“Honey, you killed him. He was in the other room sleeping and didn’t wake up for hours,” she laughed.

“Really?” she answered, taking a certain pride in the fact, and when Connie didn’t immediately reply, she added with an impish smile, “Maybe you can lend him to me sometimes.”

“No… nah uh, honey. That was a one-time thing and he’s all mine,” she laughed once again, and then said, “He does have a brother, though.”
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