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    Chapter 1 
 
    The ranch we lived on had been in my husband Charles’s family for well over 100 years. Since it was first homesteaded before the turn of the last century, six generations of the Brown family had made their living running cattle and raising horses in the grassy hills and steep canyons surrounding the old homeplace. 
 
    His great-great-grandfather had built the house in which we lived, a rambling old Carpenter Gothic masterpiece nestled in the bend of the river. A few years after that, the neighbors had all gotten together and raised the enormous red barn that still towered proudly next to our house. 
 
    Like most of the old-time cattle spreads, our current ranch was a great deal smaller than it had been 100 years ago, when Charles’s great grandfather had been in charge. But, we still had upwards of 2000 acres in grass, a couple of wheat fields, a dependable, if old, tractor, and about two hundred head of cattle. 
 
    It wasn’t really what you would call a thriving goldmine of a business. What area of agriculture is nowadays? It was dirty work, hot in the summer and freezing cold in the winter, with no days off and no paid vacations. But, it was our passion and, while we weren’t going to get rich, we made enough to keep the lights on and at least we didn’t have to sit in an office somewhere, soaking up fluorescent rays all day. 
 
    In addition to helping out with the ranch work, I supplemented our income with some freelance writing, working from home, doing articles for various online magazines that dealt with country living, ranch life, canning, cooking, etc. In January, I had published an article on winter herd management that had garnered a record number of hits for the magazine. 
 
    There was a surprisingly voracious market for that sort of thing and, living like we did, I was never at a loss for material. Word was beginning to get out about me, and my writing work was starting to really take off. In any event, it at least gave me a chance to put my rather expensive English degree to good use. 
 
    Summer was the busiest time for us. We cut the wheat and disked the stubble under, then worked and weaned this year’s calves. Once that was done, we swathed and baled the old world bluestem in the river bottom, so we’d have something to feed the cattle and horses over the long winter.  
 
    Add to that the inevitable machinery breakdowns and fence mending, and it was more work than Charles and I could do alone, especially with my writing workload. So, each year, we’d make the long drive to the nearest town and hire somebody to help us out for a couple of months. 
 
    There were always one or two college kids in town for the summer, looking to make a few bucks before heading back to school in the fall. The lure of free room and board on top of their monthly wages made it fairly easy for us to find some young, strong help each year. And that was how we met Brad and Rick that fateful summer. 
 
      
 
    I can still remember the first time I saw them. I was standing at the kitchen sink, looking out the window as I dried off the last of the dishes when my husband’s dusty old pickup pulled into the driveway and stopped right outside the kitchen window. Through the slight tint of the windshield, I could see that there were three figures wearing cowboy hats inside, but I couldn’t see much more. 
 
    As the dust settled, the driver’s door of the truck opened and Charles got out, gesturing toward the bunkhouse next to the barn and saying something to the two men on the opposite side of the truck that I couldn’t hear. I draped the dish towel over the back of the chair behind me, then turned my attention once more to the two young men climbing out of my husband’s truck. 
 
    When the first one got out and turned his face toward the house, tipping his straw hat back on his head, I felt my breath catch. He was handsome. Not just good looking, but seriously, genuinely handsome! He had jet black hair and a lantern jaw, with striking gray eyes that peered out from under dark bushy eyebrows. There was a fiery, rebellious look to him that took my breath away. 
 
    Sporting broad shoulders and thick, sinewy arms that stretched the fabric of his T-shirt, he was a real hunk! My heart fluttered like a schoolgirl as I watched him reach over into the bed of the pickup for his duffel bag, the muscles of his forearm glistening in the noonday sun as he effortlessly hoisted it skyward. 
 
    Amazingly, his companion proved to be no less attractive! With shoulders just as broad and powerful as those of his friend, this kid had short, curly, blonde hair with a rakish cowlick in the front that gave him a devil-may-care look and soulful blue eyes that were the color of a cloudless April sky.  
 
    He, too, wore a straw hat and a white T-shirt, the fabric stretched tightly over his rippling muscles, as well as a faded pair of blue jeans that clung resolutely to his tight, well-rounded young ass as he stepped from the vehicle and carefully closed the door behind him. Damn, this kid looked good! 
 
    I was suddenly shocked to realize that I had been checking him out and, blushing furiously, I tore my eyes away from the window and stepped back into the kitchen. What was I doing? I was a happily married woman, I told myself, shaking my head. I had absolutely no business ogling our new ranch hands. Especially with my husband standing right next to them! 
 
    I was just surprised, I reasoned, that was all. Taken off guard. All the times before, the college kids we had hired had been pimply faced and awkward kids, clumsy and immature. But, judging by what I had just seen, the two guys now settling into the bunkhouse were quite the opposite! 
 
    God, they were attractive! Uncomfortably so! I could feel myself blushing once again at the memory of their muscular physiques. I was going to have to be careful not to stare for the next couple of months. Very careful! I didn’t want to make these two young men uncomfortable. After all, even though we were paying them, they were our guests! 
 
    And I sure didn’t want to hurt Charles’s feelings. What would he say if he knew that I had been gawking at our two new employees? God! I could only imagine how disappointed and jealous he’d be! Yes, no doubt about it. I was going to have to watch it around these two! 
 
    Stoically avoiding the kitchen window, I began to put the freshly washed dishes into the kitchen cabinet next to the sink, trying hard not to think of the two young Adonises who would be living in our bunkhouse for the next few months. 
 
    I looked at the clock as I put away the last of the plates. 4:30 p.m. Still an hour and a half until supper. That meant that there was still time for me to grab a quick shower and change into something a little more presentable. 
 
    Catching a glimpse of my reflection in the little mirror that hung on the kitchen wall as I walked past it, I briefly stopped to look, turning my face slowly from side to side and reaching up to brush my loose shoulder-length dishwater blonde hair disapprovingly out of my face. It made me look tired. 
 
    Maybe I’d do something different with my hair. What was it my mother used to say? “You only get one chance to make a first impression.”  
 
    I gathered my hair, pulling it back into a ponytail and studying the effect. I was pleased to find that it made me look younger.  Yes, I decided, I did need to fix my hair. And perhaps just a little bit of makeup. After all, I didn’t want our new guests to think their hostess was some sort of worn-out old slob. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    A little over an hour later, I was in the bathroom, freshly showered. I’d opted for a simple cotton summer dress that came to my mid-thigh, maroon with little black and white flowers. While not overtly sexy, it was far from frumpy. After shampooing my hair, I had pulled it back into a neat little ponytail, secured with a black scrunchie.  
 
    Now, I was putting on my makeup in the bathroom mirror. Not too much. Just a little mascara to bring out the blue in my eyes. A hint of blush on my cheeks and a subtle shade of lipstick completed the look.  
 
    I did a little turn in front of the mirror, evaluating my efforts. I looked presentable; cute, in point of fact. I had to admit, I still didn’t look like a 30-year-old woman! With my still-firm, B-cup breasts and flat tummy, I probably could’ve passed for 21. Satisfied with my appearance, I returned to the kitchen. 
 
    I was in the large dining room, putting the final touches on the place settings, when I heard the front door open. That would be Charles and the boys. I dashed into the kitchen to take a quick, last-minute peek at myself in the mirror, patting my already flawless hair and smoothing the nonexistent wrinkles from my dress, then went back into the dining room and finished laying out the napkins beside each plate. 
 
    Noticing that the silverware on the other side of the table was skewed to one side, I leaned over and reached across the table to straighten it. I was short at only 5’2”, so I had to really stretch to reach the other side, straining up onto my tiptoes. As I did so, I heard their boots on the linoleum behind me. Straightening up, I turned around and smiled at Charles and the two young men next to him. 
 
    It wasn’t until I noticed the embarrassed look on the blonde kid’s face that I realized what I had done. By leaning across the table like that, I had presented them with a one-of-a-kind view of my backside! And, now that I thought about the length of my little dress, I knew that I had shown a good bit of leg and, quite likely, flashed my panties at them! Good Lord! Talk about making a good first impression! 
 
    I blushed furiously, my mind now blank with the crushing sense of embarrassment that washed over me. “I… I…,” I stuttered. 
 
    Thankfully, my gallant husband came to my rescue. “Maggie,” he said, “these are the two young men who will be helping us out over the summer.” Gesturing toward the kid with the blonde hair, he said, “This is Brad.” 
 
    “Ma’am,” he said shyly, his face still red as he flashed me a warm, friendly smile. He stepped forward and offered me his hand in greeting. His easy, respectful manner put me immediately at ease, and I found myself recovering my poise. 
 
    “How do you do, Brad? And, please, call me Margaret.” His handshake was firm and confident. Masculine. His large, muscular hand dwarfed mine. I tried to avoid his blue eyes without being obvious about it. 
 
    “And this,” my husband placed his hand on the beefy shoulder of the dark haired young man, “is Brad’s roommate, Rick.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Rick!” I said sincerely, reaching for the broad hand he extended toward me. Like his friend, his handshake positively radiated youthful self-assurance. “And, the same goes for you. Just call me Margaret.” 
 
    Although he was as friendly as could be, Rick had an intense, brooding look to him that gave me butterflies in my stomach. He looked like the classic bad boy, and, for the first time in my life, I could kind of see why girls liked that. 
 
    “You have a beautiful home, Mrs. Brown,” Brad offered, his eyes sweeping the dining room and the adjoining living room. 
 
    “Thank you, Brad, but it’s ‘Margaret’! Please.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am, er… Margaret.” He blushed. 
 
    “Much better!” I smiled. “‘Mrs. Brown’ is Charles’s mother!” 
 
    The two boys laughed dutifully at my less-than-original joke. 
 
    “The bathroom’s just down the hall,” Charles gestured to the right. “Why don’t you two go wash up while I help the missus get the food on the table. 
 
    As soon as they were out of earshot, he turned to me and grinned, “Smooth move, Mrs. Brown! I’m pretty sure you just made those boys’ whole summer!” 
 
    “You hush! It was an accident! I just leaned over without thinking, that’s all!” 
 
    “Well, one thing’s for sure: they’ve definitely seen you from your best side now!” 
 
    I punched him on the arm. “That’s not funny! God! I feel bad enough about it, without you teasing me!” 
 
    “Hey! None of us complained!” he laughed, shaking his head. 
 
    “They seem nice,” I offered, trying to change the subject. 
 
    “Mm hmm. They really are. And personable, too. Not like some of these kids that you can barely get to talk to you! They’re hard workers, too, from everything I’ve heard. Old Sam at the feed store recommended them. Rick is the son of one of his wife’s second cousins, or something like that. To tell you the truth, I sorta stopped listening about halfway through the explanation.” He grinned sheepishly at me. “But, anyway, word has it these two know how to work and aren’t afraid to sweat a little!” 
 
    “Well, they certainly look strong enough!” I affirmed as I placed a steaming pot of mashed potatoes on the trivet in the center of the round oak table. At my husband’s words, my thoughts reflexively strayed to the image of our two young guests, their tawny muscles glistening with sweat as they toiled in the prairie sun. I shook the image from my head. 
 
    “Yeah,” Charles nodded. “They’re damned sure built like brick shithouses!” 
 
    “Watch your language, Charles,” I hissed under my breath, glancing toward the door that opened to the hallway. “The boys ‘ll hear you!” 
 
    “Aw hell, Maggie,” he chuckled, “They’re full-grown, 20-year-old men, not Sunday school kids! Just look at them! Besides, they probably know cuss words that you and I have never heard of!” 
 
    “Maybe so,” I conceded, my eyes once more darting toward the doorway, “but that still doesn’t mean you have to corrupt them any more than they already are! I mean, there is such a thing as being a good influence, you know!” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am!” he bowed facetiously. “I’ll try not to lead these two innocent little lambs astray!” 
 
    “I never said they were inno…” I started to respond, but before I could finish, the boys returned. I closed my mouth and turned back to the counter to retrieve a loaf of bread. 
 
    “Please. Have a seat. Have a seat,” Charles gestured toward the two chairs on either side of the table.  
 
    Charles pulled out his chair and took a seat, and I sat across from him with Brad and Rick on either side of me. 
 
    “Hope you guys like pork chops,” I said, offering a heaping plate to Rick. 
 
    “Oh, yes ma’am, we sure do!” he nodded, helping himself to a large piece of pork. “Aint that right, Brad?” 
 
    “That’s right! Heck, pork chops are one of the things I miss most when we’re off at school,” Brad volunteered. 
 
    “Oh really? Don’t they serve pork chops in the cafeteria?” 
 
    “No ma’am,” Brad shook his head. “I don’t know whether it’s too expensive or too unhealthy, but for the last two years, they’ve never served it once.” 
 
    “Well then,” Charles said, “you boys are in luck! Maggie here makes the best pork chops for miles around! Of course,” he winked at me, “the nearest house is 5 miles away, so that might not be saying much!” 
 
    “Keep it up, Mr. Smarty-Pants, and you will be eating Bologna sandwiches for the rest of the summer!” I stuck my tongue out at him. 
 
      
 
    When the meal was finished, I got up to clear the plates. Brad and Rick immediately sprang to their feet, insisting I let them help. I gave my husband, who still sat cluelessly in his chair, a dirty look as I took his plate. 
 
    It quickly became obvious that there wasn’t enough room for all three of us at the sink. “Why don’t I make us a pot of coffee?” I offered. “Do you boys drink coffee?” Dammit, I thought, don’t call them ‘boys’! You’re going to insult them! 
 
    To their credit, Brad and Rick didn’t object to my little breach of etiquette. “Sure,” Rick said. “That sounds like a great idea!” 
 
    “Charles, Honey, why don’t you grab those cookies I baked this morning?” I called over my shoulder as I scooped the ground coffee into the filter. I squeezed in between the two muscular young men at the sink and filled the carafe, then poured the cold water into the top of the coffee machine. “That should do it! Just a couple of minutes now.” 
 
    While the boys washed and dried the dishes, I turned to the cabinet and stood on my tiptoes to get down cups and saucers. Once I had placed them on the table before each of the four chairs, I returned to the coffeepot and stood, waiting for the water to finish running through. 
 
    “Um, Margaret?” asked Brad. “Where do your plates go?” 
 
    “Oh, just to your right, in the top cabinet. Thanks so much, you guys! I can never get my husband to help me out in the kitchen!” I shot more daggers at Charles, who raised his hands in mock surrender. 
 
    “No problem!” said Rick. “After the meal you just fed us, it was the least we could do!” 
 
    By this time, the coffee was finished. Grabbing the carafe, I set it on the trivet and gestured for the boys to take their seats again, while I filled their cups. 
 
    “So,” I said as I sat down and picked up my steaming cup, “tell me a little bit about yourselves. What are you guys studying at the university?” 
 
    “Well,” said Brad, blowing on his coffee, “I’m actually studying to be a veterinarian. I was really good in math and science in school and, growing up on a farm, I’ve been around animals my whole life. I’m hoping to someday open my own practice somewhere around here.” 
 
    “Wow! That sounds like a pretty good idea. Ever since old Doc Smith passed away, we’ve needed a good veterinarian.” I turned to Rick. “What about you?” I asked. “What’s your major?” 
 
    “Yeah, Rick!” Brad teased, winking at me. “Why don’t you tell us what your major is?” 
 
    Rick turned bright red and glared angrily across the table at his roommate. I didn’t know what I had stepped into, but Rick’s major was apparently an issue between the two. 
 
    “I’m an English lit major,” he mumbled quietly, his dove-gray eyes staring fixedly at the table. 
 
    “English lit?” I parroted, barely suppressing a grin. “You mean like Keats, Donne, Shakespeare, Shelley…?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he answered, looking up in wary surprise. 
 
    “Awesome!” I gushed, beaming widely. “Guess what I got my degree in?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he shrugged, glancing from me to my husband and then back again. 
 
    “English lit!” Charles answered for me, throwing his hands up in the air and looking sympathetically at Brad. “Now we’ll have to put up with two of them! Heaven help us!” 
 
    “Hey Charles,” Brad quipped in a conspiratorial voice, “you know what the best thing about an English degree is?” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “It gives you the ability to use perfect grammar when you ask ‘Would you like fries with that?’!” 
 
    They both broke out in laughter, Charles slapping the table loudly as he snickered. Even though it was aimed at Rick and me, I had to grudgingly admit it was a pretty good joke! 
 
    “Ha ha ha!” I stuck my tongue out at them. “Very funny!” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Margaret,” Brad said sincerely, his blue eyes seeming to stare right through me. “I just couldn’t resist!” 
 
    I broke his gaze, shivering, my eyes darting to my husband. “Oh, that’s all right. Just remember: paybacks are hell!” I looked back at him with a grin. 
 
    “Actually,” Charles interjected, “Maggie here has been making a bit of a name for herself as a writer.” He smiled across the table at me. “In fact, if she keeps it up, she’ll be the primary bread winner around here in a couple of years!”  
 
    The boys were duly impressed, offering their congratulations and immediately hitting me with a barrage of questions about my freelance work. 
 
      
 
    In spite of our age difference, I found the boys surprisingly easy to talk to. They were both intelligent, well spoken, and respectful and, in contrast to most guys their age, their stories were actually coherent and interesting. 
 
    Every once in a while, I stole a glance at one of the boys. My first impression of them hadn’t been wrong. Far from it! As a matter of fact, they were even better looking up close and I had to remind myself not to stare.  
 
    Oddly enough, each time I looked at one of the boys, he seemed always to be staring back at me. But I told myself it was just my imagination, a coincidence at most. Heck, they probably considered me an old lady! 
 
    We talked and laughed well into the night, getting to know each other and finishing off the pot of coffee in the process. I offered to make another pot, but by that time it was getting pretty late and, as there was work to be done tomorrow, the boys decided they’d better return to the bunkhouse and get some shut eye. Charles and I walked them to the door to say our goodbyes. 
 
    On the porch, Rick took my hand and said, “Margaret, thank you for a wonderful evening and a delicious meal! I honestly can’t remember when I had so much fun!” I felt a little tremor run down my spine as his steely gray eyes looked unflinchingly into mine. Under different circumstances, I might’ve thought he was flirting with me. 
 
    “Oh, you’re welcome! I’m so glad you liked it!” 
 
    He relinquished my hand to Brad. “It was very nice meeting you, Margaret, “said Brad. “I’m sure we’re going to have a great time staying with you guys this summer!” He smiled warmly, and I felt the butterflies return to my stomach. Then he turned away and followed his friend into the darkness.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    “I had a good time, too,” said Charles once we were back inside. “Tonight was really fun! I think we’re going to get along quite well with those two.” 
 
    “Yeah, I really like them. They’re sweet!” I bolted the door and switched off the porchlight. Charles walked into the kitchen to turn off the light while I got the one in the living room, then we started up the narrow staircase toward our bedroom, our footsteps ringing hollowly on the bare wood of the treads.  
 
    Like those of most old houses, our bedroom was tiny compared to what you now found in new houses. There was no sitting room, no en suite bathroom. There was a modest-sized closet next to the door and an ancient brass bed that had belonged to my husband’s grandparents, and there was just enough room to walk around it.  
 
    Straightforward and unadorned, it was a simple room for tired, hard-working people to go at night to become unconscious, so that they could get up early the next day and do it all again. Comfort had not been a major concern during its design. It was a place to sleep and… well, do other things that people did in bedrooms. 
 
    When we reached our room, I squeezed behind the bed to switch on the lamp on my bedside table. Walking back around the bed, I switched off the light next to the door and then held my ponytail up and turned my back to my husband. Looking over my shoulder at him, I asked, “Would you mind unbuttoning me?”  
 
    Charles stepped up behind me, grasping the zipper at the nape of my neck and slowly pulling it down to my waist, pausing long enough to playfully bite my naked shoulder, then sat down on the edge of the bed and unbuttoned his own shirt. 
 
    “You know,” he said casually, “those two certainly seemed to be taken with you! And I don’t think it was just because of your culinary skills!”  
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked, putting my hands on my hips as I turned to face him in my bra and panties. But deep down, I knew. I blushed as I remembered how I’d flashed them at the beginning of the evening. 
 
    “Oh, come on!” Charles laughed, rising from the bed and grabbing me around the waist and pulling me to him. “Don’t tell me you didn’t notice it. The way they kept looking at you, hanging on every word you said! You had them eating out of the palm of your hand. I think our two young ranch hands are quite smitten with you, Mrs. Brown!” 
 
    “Charles!” I huffed indignantly, pushing him away from me. “They are not! I’m a married woman and, even if I weren’t, I’m far too old for them to be interested in!” 
 
    “Oh, no you're not, Maggie! Far from it!” He moved in once more, his arms encircling me. “You may not be 18 years old, Baby, but you are one very sexy woman and those two young men in the bunkhouse are well aware of it! In fact,” he chuckled as he reached around and unsnapped my bra behind me, “I’m going to have to be careful about leaving you alone with them!” 
 
    “Oh, Charles! You… you don’t think that they’d…” 
 
    “Of course not, Maggie! They’re good kids. It’s just…” Pausing, he grasped the side of my panties and knelt before me, pulling them down my long legs. Then he stood up and offered me his hand as I stepped out of them. “Well, it looked to me like the attraction wasn’t just one-sided!” he smiled wickedly. 
 
    Before I could answer, he moved forward and kissed me. Forcefully, passionately. He kissed me like he hadn’t kissed me in years, pulling me against him tightly as his tongue darted into my mouth. I moaned, confused, yet terribly excited by his passion. 
 
    I couldn’t think. I couldn’t breathe. My heart raced wildly in my chest; my arms and legs trembled. His finger found the swollen dampness between my legs, slipping easily inside me. A little jolt of electricity seemed to shoot up my spine. Oh God! I was so turned on! 
 
    Without missing a beat, Charles gathered me in his strong arms and quickly carried me to our bed, laying me on my back on the comforter. I propped myself up on my elbows, panting in arousal. My hand strayed absently down between my legs, petting myself as I watched him strip off his jeans. 
 
    When he was fully naked, he came to me and I spread my legs wide in welcome. God, I was ready! I wanted him inside me, needed him inside me! But, instead of mounting me, my husband dipped his head and ran his hot, raspy tongue along the length of my weeping slit. 
 
    “Oooh!” I moaned, my hands instinctively going to the back of his head. I pulled his face into me as he tongued me rapidly and expertly, licking and probing, tasting my excitement. When I began to push back hard at him, grinding my pelvis up against his tongue, he moved up to flick my clit.  
 
    Once again, a searing jolt of electricity seemed to shoot from my crotch straight up my spine to explode in a shower of white-hot sparks within my skull. It was glorious, almost painfully intense, but oh so good! I came so hard I thought I was going to black out! 
 
    Before I could recover, my husband crawled up my body and thrust his iron-hard cock into my still-spasming pussy. I grunted in surprise at the sudden intrusion, clawing his broad back with my fingernails, hovering on the brink of another orgasm. 
 
    “I don’t believe for an instant that you didn’t notice the way they stared at you, flirted with you!” He began to thrust in and out of me. “And I think you liked it, Maggie!” 
 
    “Oh God, Charles! Oh God!” I moaned, tossing my head from side to side 
 
    “It’s true, isn’t it?” he hissed in my ear as he quickened his pace. His words were driving me insane. So naughty and forbidden! So hot! “Yes ma’am! You liked all the attention they were giving you. Our two handsome young ranch hands!” 
 
    I couldn’t answer, clinging desperately to him as he fucked me with an intensity I had never known before. My hands roamed across his shoulders and back 
 
    “I bet they’d give anything to be where I am now!” he groaned as he savagely thrust in and out of my slick pussy. 
 
    “Oooh! Oh my God! No, Baby! No! Don’t… No, don’t say that! You can’t! Oooh!” I began to cum again, even harder than before, my hands moving down to find my husband’s ass, pulling him deeper inside me as I wailed and writhed against him, impaled on his incredibly hard penis. 
 
    As my orgasm peaked, a crazy, dangerous thought burst unbidden into my consciousness: Maybe my husband was right! Maybe the two young men now sleeping in our bunkhouse really were attracted to me! And if I were honest, brutally, uncomfortably honest, I had to admit that I really liked that thought! 
 
    My husband gave me no opportunity to ponder the matter further. Pulling out, he flopped onto the mattress next to me and rolled me onto my side, facing away from him. Then, he moved in behind me, spooning my body, his muscular chest tight against my shoulder blades as he inserted his steel-hard cock into my dripping pussy once more. 
 
    Beginning to thrust solidly into me from behind, he leaned forward and kissed the sensitive back of my neck, causing me to shiver. With his right hand on my hip, holding my ass tightly against him, his searching lips found my earlobe, nibbling gently, his breath hot on my skin. He knew exactly what he was doing; knew the effect this always had on me!  
 
    Still trembling from my previous orgasm, I felt myself begin to rapidly climb toward another. I couldn’t remember the last time I had been this turned on! This was the best sex Charles and I had had in years! 
 
    Letting my earlobe slip from between his teeth, my husband planted a series of butterfly kisses down my long neck as he fucked me, starting at the hairline and nibbling his way down to my shoulders, before coming back up to whisper in my ear. 
 
    “So,” he breathed, “tell me about your little ‘accident’ in the dining room… you know, when you showed us all your ‘assets’!” He ground himself hard into me, obviously excited by the memory. “Shit, Maggie! Your ass looked fabulous in those cute little panties of yours! But, was it really an accident?” 
 
    “Y… yes! Of course!” I muttered, shocked that he could think otherwise. “I… I didn’t mean to…” God! It was hard to think with his breath tickling the little hairs on my neck! Talking was practically impossible! 
 
    “It’s all right, Baby,” he whispered reassuringly, bringing his hand up to stroke me behind my ear. “It was hot!” 
 
    “But,” I protested, “I didn’t mean to…” I stopped, suddenly realizing what he had just said. “You… You thought it was hot? You liked the fact that they saw me like that? But… But why?” I turned my head to look at him, my eyes wide in surprise. 
 
    He paused, leaning in and kissing my lips. “I don’t know,” he smiled crookedly, “but it was hot!” 
 
    I turned my face back toward the wall, offering the back of my neck to his warm lips once more. His hands returned to my hips, pulling me urgently back onto his turgid member. 
 
    He sawed rapidly in and out of me, quickly bringing me back to the brink. “Are you thinking about them, Maggie?” he murmured soft and low, his voice rumbling sensually. “Wondering what they would do to you?”  
 
    I honestly hadn’t been thinking about them. At least, not directly. I was actually thinking about what my husband had said, about how he had found it ‘hot’ that I had accidentally revealed myself to our two young ranch hands. Why would something like that turn him on? It made no sense. If anything, shouldn’t he be jealous? 
 
    However, when he asked me if I was thinking about them, for the briefest, unguarded instant, I imagined our two young ranch hands naked, with me, taking Charles’s place between my legs, one after another. With that insane, indecent image glowing like a candle flame inside my head, I suddenly realized that I was going to cum once again. 
 
    Charles sensed it, too. After all these years of marriage, he knew my body almost as well as I did and, when he felt me stiffening, he pulled out all the stops, hammering me relentlessly as I tipped over the edge. 
 
    It was like a dam bursting; an intense pressure that suddenly burst forth into ecstasy. As the waves of orgasm began to wash over me, I felt my husband’s pistoning cock grow even harder inside me, throbbing with his own urgency. With a low, desperate grunt, he clutched my hips tightly against his groin, thrusting himself as deep as he could reach, and began to cum with me. 
 
    Through the fog of my own ferocious climax, I could feel him pulsing inside me, strong and powerful; feel the glorious, scalding warmth of his semen as it rushed into me, intensifying my own pleasure. On and on, he jerked and pulsed inside me. As always, I felt a strange sense of satisfaction when he filled me with his seed. 
 
    When he finished, we lay there in the damp, tangled sheets with his softening member still inside me, panting from our exertions. Reaching down to my hip, I took his right hand and brought it to my lips, gently kissing his strong fingers. 
 
    “I love you,” I whispered softly. 
 
    “I love you, too!” he murmured, kissing my shoulder. 
 
    I was silent then, clutching his hand to my heart and staring at the wall, suddenly feeling guilty. Perhaps Charles’s teasing had hit a little too close to home. Maybe he was right about our new ranch hands. I rolled my eyes. There was no ‘maybe’ to it! I had enjoyed the attention the boys had paid me. I had liked the way it made me feel. 
 
    Was that unusual? Was that wrong? Didn’t all women want to feel attractive and desirable and feminine? It wasn’t like anything was going to happen. It was just a bit of harmless flirtation! Right? 
 
    What about my husband? He had been so turned on just now. Not since we were newlyweds had I seen him so aroused and animalistic. Why? And what did he mean when he said it was ‘hot’ when I flashed the boys? Shouldn’t he have been jealous? 
 
    I made my mind up to ask him and had just opened my mouth to speak, when I realized that his breathing had become suspiciously shallow and regular. Turning my head slowly, I peeked over my shoulder and saw that my suspicions were correct: Charles was now sound asleep. 
 
    I’d talk to him about it tomorrow, I thought. Then, with a sigh of resignation, I reached out my arm and turned off the lamp on the bedside table, casting the bedroom into inky darkness. I closed my eyes and fell asleep, safe in my husband’s warm embrace. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    The next morning, I was up before dawn, banging the pots and bustling around in the kitchen as I made breakfast. Charles was outside, doing the chores with the boys, showing them the morning routine. 
 
    From experience, I knew that it would take them just about 30 minutes to feed all the livestock. Then, they’d come inside to eat, before going out to the field. Glancing at the tiny digital clock on the stove, I mentally ran through the things I needed to do, so that the food would be finished, but not yet cold, when the guys came in. 
 
    As I returned the basket to the coffee machine and flipped the switch, my thoughts strayed back to last night, and I felt a pang of guilt. The sex had been amazing, quite possibly the best we’d ever had. There was no disputing that! What troubled me was why. 
 
    Opening the refrigerator, I got out the butter and jelly. It just wasn’t right, I thought, including the two young men in the bunkhouse in our pillow talk. It felt… I don’t know… dirty! Married couples didn’t do that! 
 
    A quick glance at the clock told me it was time to start the bacon. Walking to the stove, I turned on the gas burner and poured just a little vegetable oil in the old cast iron skillet. By the time I had retrieved the bacon and a carton of eggs from the refrigerator, the oil in the skillet was already beginning to pop and sizzle. 
 
    As I carefully forked the long strips of bacon into the oil, I thought about the things Charles had said last night. I knew he had only been teasing me, but his insinuation that I had somehow deliberately exposed myself to the boys had struck a chord with me. It was wrong. It was bad, but, in some crazy way, it made me feel naughty and adventurous. 
 
    I couldn’t help but blush, thinking about it. My God! Just how much had they seen? It was mortifying! Remembering it sent a little chill racing down my spine and made my heart beat faster. I found myself chewing on my lip as I turned the bacon in the pan. 
 
    But, Charles was wrong! No, I shook my head as if arguing with myself. It hadn’t been intentional! I had just been reaching for the silverware. It had been an innocent, if embarrassing, accident. It’s not like I wanted it to happen! And I was definitely going to make sure that it never happened again. Married women didn’t let other men see their panties. 
 
    But even as that thought ran through my head, I had to pause. Underneath the simple, cotton summer dress that I was now wearing, I had put on my very best pair of lace panties. Why? 
 
    Annoyed with myself, I quickly shook the uncomfortable question from my head. I didn't have time to think about nonsense like that right now! My eyes darted to the clock. The guys would be coming in for breakfast any minute now, and I still had to cook the eggs and make toast. 
 
      
 
    The boys had been friendly and respectful at breakfast, all smiles, laughing and joking with us and one another. I was surprised at the easy familiarity that had developed between us. Although we had only known each other for a day, I felt oddly comfortable with them. More than that, I genuinely liked them. 
 
    When the meal was finished, they once again got up from their seats like gentlemen and helped me clear the table, even insisting on washing the dishes and putting them away for me. Then, they thanked me as Charles showed them to the door. 
 
    I heard my husband’s deep voice on the porch. “You guys grab the fencing plyers and the post driver from the barn. They should be on the bench in the back. I need to discuss a couple of things with Maggie, and then I’ll meet you at the truck,” Charles said, his voice authoritative, yet friendly. 
 
    Coming back inside, he closed the door and turned toward me. Hanging the dish towel on the rack, I crossed to him. 
 
    “What’s up, Baby?” I asked. “What did you need to discuss?” 
 
    He reached for me, pulling me to him. “Nothing, really. I just wanted an excuse to cop a feel!” he grinned, his rough hand reaching beneath the hem of my dress and sliding across the front of my lace underwear. “Mmm! Nice!” he winked. 
 
    I yelped in surprise, jumping in his arms. “Stop that!” I admonished, pushing his hand away and tugging my dress firmly down again. “The boys might walk in!” I could feel the heat in my cheeks as I glared at him. 
 
    “Oh, I doubt that. They’ll be busy for a few more minutes at least,” he said, looking toward the door. “Besides, I’m pretty sure they wouldn’t mind!” 
 
    “Oh my God, Charles! What has gotten into you?” 
 
    Catching my hand, he pulled me against his chest again, his crotch pressed against my belly. He was hard. He was very hard! “I don’t know, Baby,” he whispered, kissing my forehead. “I’ve been thinking about you all morning. Wondering if…” He hesitated, clearly wanting to say something, but unsure if he should. 
 
    “What is it?” I asked, stroking his arm. “C’mon Charles. What were you wondering?” 
 
    “I was wondering if you were going to give us another show,” he said with a sheepish grin. 
 
    “A show?” I repeated, not understanding. Then, suddenly, I understood. He was talking about what had happened last night! I stared at him in shock, unable to reply. 
 
    “I know. I know,” he said quietly, staring into my eyes. “Last night was an accident. I know what you’re going to say, Maggie.” He took a half step back and hooked his fingers under the hem of my dress, pulling it up until my panties appeared. “But these aren’t exactly the kind of panties you usually wear. Now, are they?” 
 
    With a knowing smile, he smoothed my dress back into place, patted my behind affectionately, and kissed my lips, then turned on his heel and walked out the door, closing it behind him. A minute later, I heard the sound of the truck’s engine starting in front of the house. Then came the subtle, solid thump of the transmission as he put the truck in gear and started down the drive, the rumble of the engine growing steadily fainter as they drove away. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    The rest of the morning was spent with housework; vacuuming, tidying up, doing a couple of loads of laundry. There was always plenty of work to do on a ranch. Today, however, I was finding it hard not to be distracted. 
 
    I was irritated with my husband. I couldn’t believe the crazy comments he was making. I mean, seriously? Just what kind of a girl did he think I was? No way, no way in hell was I going to purposely flash Brad and Rick! How could he even think such a thing? What had gotten into him?! 
 
    Grumbling to myself, I took the clean laundry from the washing machine, dumping it into a clothes basket. Then, I grabbed the bag of clothespins off the peg next to the back door and, elbowing my way through the screen door, I stomped across the backyard to the clothesline.  
 
    As I stood in the hot sun, hanging the damp laundry on the line, my thoughts once again turned to Charles. How dare he! His comment about my panties had been little more than an accusation! My God! As though a girl needed an excuse to wear nice things! I angrily jammed a clothespin down onto the T-shirt I was hanging up. 
 
    There was a perfectly good explanation for my choice of underwear! I snatched a fresh handful of clothespins from the bag and took another step to the left. I had not worn it for the boys! That much I knew! Had I? Of course not! I threw the next T-shirt over the cotton line and clipped it in place. 
 
    But the more I protested, the more I began to wonder just why I had chosen that particular pair of panties. They weren’t particularly comfortable and they hadn’t simply been the first ones that came to hand. In fact, I’d had to rummage around a bit, delving clear to the back of my underwear drawer in order to find them. Why had I gone to all that trouble? 
 
    It wasn’t something I had done consciously. By that, I mean there was never a moment where I said to myself, ‘I think I’ll wear a really cute pair of panties today, just in case I decide to flash our two new ranch hands!’. But I couldn’t deny that I had felt the need to put on something feminine and nice this morning.  
 
    As I neared the end of the clothesline, I began to realize that maybe, just maybe, there was some iota of truth to my husband’s words. I wasn’t saying that he was right about me wanting to flash the boys, but maybe, on some subconscious level, I had chosen this pair of underwear just in case there was another mishap. But that was hardly the same thing as purposely giving them a peek! 
 
    When I bent to take the last of my husband’s white T-shirts from the clothes basket, an errant gust of wind blew up my dress, pushing it over my hips to bunch around my waist. Tugging it back down, I reflexively looked around and was strangely disappointed to find that I was all alone. Dammit! Now that pervert husband of mine had me thinking about it! He and I were going to have to have a talk tonight! 
 
    But, even as I thought it, I knew I was kidding myself. I had no intention of confronting my husband. And for one very good reason: he was right. I wasn’t about to tell him that, but the fact remained. On some level, I really had been hoping for another chance to show myself off for the guys. It was a confusing realization. 
 
    I took the empty basket back into the house and put it on top of the washing machine. I sat down at the computer and finished up a couple of articles I had been working on, paid a few bills, then unloaded the dishwasher.  
 
    But no matter how much I tried to distract myself with work, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I could pretend all day long that my choice in underwear had been innocent, but that wasn’t quite true. I hadn’t really planned on doing anything. Not really! But some part of me liked the idea that, if I wanted to, I could tease the two young hunks in the bunkhouse. 
 
    Hunks? Was that the way I thought of them? I walked to the sink, poured myself a cup of coffee, and stood, staring out the kitchen window, thinking. Yes. I suppose I did see them that way. God, they were handsome! I smiled as I brought the steaming cup to my lips. 
 
    I had to admit, the thought of them salivating over me was not an unpleasant one. It made me shiver to think of them getting aroused by the sight of me. And, a little teasing wasn’t a crime. It wasn’t like cheating or anything! I shook my head. Why was I even thinking about this?! 
 
    This was all Charles’s fault, I told myself! I never would have even had such thoughts if it hadn’t been for him. With his perverted pillow talk last night, he had managed to turn an inadvertent wardrobe malfunction into some sort of weird sexual fantasy. And then, after breakfast this morning, he was practically encouraging me to flirt with them! 
 
    I suppose it had been kind of funny, the way I’d exposed myself to the boys last night. And, sure, maybe it was somehow exciting to think about them seeing me like that. One thing is for certain: it sure led to a hot round of sex between us! But I was pretty darned certain that Charles would see things differently if I were to do it on purpose. 
 
    A lightbulb went off in my head. That would show him! I could just imagine the look on his face if I purposely flashed them! God, it would serve him right! I giggled into my cup thinking about it. 
 
    Looking out the window, I mulled the idea over in my head. I could, you know! It would be easy. I could reach for something on a high shelf, maybe drop something and have to pick it up. 
 
    Once it had taken root, the idea quickly blossomed into a full-fledged scheme. To hell with it! I made up my mind. I was going to do it! I’d give them a good look! That would certainly put an end to my husband’s craziness and shut him up once and for all! But when? 
 
    I turned and looked at the clock on the stove: 11:00 a.m. The guys would be coming back from the field in an hour for lunch. I could do it then… 
 
    I pondered the possibilities, going through it in my mind: the what, the where, the how. No, I thought, not at lunchtime. Not in the middle of the day. Evening would be better. Then, I wouldn’t have to look them in the eye for the rest of the day. Yes, better to wait until supper! 
 
    The more I thought about it, the more I became convinced that evening was my best bet. If I was right, and Charles did get jealous, I’d have the rest of the night to calm him down. I didn’t want him taking out his frustrations on the boys! 
 
    If, on the other hand, I was wrong… well, then, I was pretty sure we’d both be pretty turned on and, in that case, I’d be spending the night in an entirely different manner! 
 
    I put my coffee cup down on the counter, my mind made up. I’d wait until supper and then…  
 
    I could feel myself getting excited by the prospect of how naughty I was going to be. This was going to be fun! Biting back a smile, I turned my attention toward getting lunch ready. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    Still 15 minutes to go before supper, I thought, as I checked the clock for what must’ve been the twentieth time that evening. The food was cooked, the table set. Now, there was nothing left for me to do but wait… wait for my victims! 
 
      
 
    Lunch had been a whole lot of fun. Even though I’d decided against flashing the boys at noon, that didn’t mean that I couldn’t test the waters a little bit, subjecting them and my husband to a little light flirting. Nothing overt, nothing that would betray what I had planned for them tonight, just enough to pique their interest and focus all male attention on me. 
 
    I could feel Charles’s eyes watching me as I giggled and gushed over the boys’ stories. And I was watching him too, curious to see his reaction. His eyes burned with excitement when I absently touched Rick’s arm after one particularly entertaining anecdote. 
 
    After so many years together, I could read my husband like a book. It really seemed that the more attention I paid to the boys, the more excited he became. It was strange, confusing, arousing! I would have expected him to be jealous, but he actually seemed to like it! And for some equally confounding reason, that had turned me on! 
 
    By the time the meal was over and the men tramped outside to go back to work, I was no longer sure that my plan to make my husband jealous would be successful. In fact, I was now pretty sure he was going to love it! That fact made me more determined than ever to go through with it!  
 
      
 
    Now, five hours later, it was time to put that plan into action! I counted the steps from the sink to the dining table once more, rehearsing just where I would be and what I would do. At this point, I’d gone over it so many times that I could’ve pulled it off in my sleep.  
 
    Just as I was considering another dry run, I saw sunlight glint off the windshield of the pickup as it turned off the road and started down the lane, the initially faint sound of the engine growing steadily louder. Here they came! Showtime! 
 
    I took a last quick look in the mirror, hearing the pickup pull up in front of the house and the engine die. My hands were shaking as I touched my hair. I took a deep breath. Good grief, I was nervous. But I was also excited! 
 
    Hearing the doorknob turn, I straightened up and turned around just as my husband opened the door. He flashed me a smile, then stood aside for Brad and Rick to come in. 
 
    “Hi guys!” I greeted them cheerfully. “How did the fence building go?” 
 
    “Oh, you know how much fun it is to build fence!” Charles laughed, hanging his ball cap on the peg next to the door. 
 
    “Yeah,” Brad agreed with a chuckle, “especially when you’re the one running the post driver! I can’t even feel my arms.” 
 
    “How do I love fence building?” clowned Rick, whipping off his cap and holding it over his heart. “Let me count the ways!” 
 
    I giggled at his silly antics, wondering briefly whether the other two had caught his clever corruption of Browning’s poetry. I had to admit, I was impressed. 
 
    “What’s for supper?” my husband asked, bending to give me a kiss. “I am absolutely starved!” 
 
    “Spaghetti,” I said, wrapping my arms around his neck. “Oh,” I leaned around him to look at the boys, “and I made a tossed salad. Hope that’s okay with you guys!” 
 
    “Oh, yes ma’am!” Brad nodded, smiling. 
 
    “Yeah,” Rick concurred, “spaghetti and salad sounds awesome!” 
 
    “Good!” I chirped, releasing my husband’s neck “Why don’t you guys have a seat at the table and I’ll bring the food!” I turned and started toward the kitchen. Here we go, I thought, feeling my pulse quicken! 
 
    I retrieved the big bowl of spaghetti and brought it to the table, placing it in the center. Then, I turned on my heel and went back for the salad. Picking the bowl up from the counter, I asked, “What kind of dressing do you boys…” and when I saw them turn to look at me, I ‘accidentally’ swept a strategically placed ladle from the edge of the counter, causing it to fall with a loud clatter onto the linoleum floor. 
 
    “Oops!” I said innocently, putting the bowl of salad back on the counter. And then, just as I had rehearsed, I turned my back toward the table and bent at the waist, leaving my legs straight, to retrieve the fallen ladle. 
 
    I felt the thin fabric of my cotton dress ride up over my hips as I descended, exposing me to their view. My hands closing around the ladle, I peeked past the edge of my knee and was rewarded with the sight of three pairs of eyes, all as large as saucers and all staring intently at my panty-clad backside. Their mouths hung open in a state of perfect shock. 
 
    With the ladle in hand, I immediately stood back up and tossed it nonchalantly into the sink. I then picked up the bowl of salad and brought it to the table as though nothing had happened.  
 
    The looks on their faces when I placed the bowl on the table were priceless. Seldom, if ever, had I seen a plan function so flawlessly. It could only be described as a perfect success! 
 
    None of the men said a word as I pulled out my chair and sat down. In fact, I don’t think any of them were even breathing. Both of the boys were blushing profusely, their eyes now wandering the room, inspecting anything and everything to keep from making eye contact with me. Charles, on the other hand, looked at me now like a hungry tiger watching a deer. 
 
    “Dig in! Dig in!” I said to the boys, gesturing at the bowl of spaghetti. “There’s plenty to go around!” 
 
    Still awkwardly avoiding my gaze, the two young men filled their plates and began to eat wordlessly. With their attention fixed firmly on their food, I glanced at Charles, winking when our eyes met.  
 
    A huge grin creased his face and he shook his head almost imperceptibly, returning my wink. He knew now. This time, it had been no accident. I had purposely shown our new ranch hands my frilly panties. And he liked it! 
 
    It took a little bit of coaxing on my part to get the boys talking again. They seemed a bit shellshocked. But I played the clueless, innocent housewife to a T and, after a few monosyllabic answers to my questions, they opened up again, and I soon had them chattering away like magpies. 
 
    Looking back, I’m sure they were more than a little uncertain about just what was going on. After all, this was the second time they’d been afforded a view of their hostess’s ass in a 48-hour period.  
 
    Was I doing it on purpose, or was I just particularly unaware? And if he caught them looking, was Charles going to murder them? Good looking and cocky they might have been, but they were still young and inexperienced. This was all a bit disconcerting for them! 
 
    Once I had the conversation rolling again, Brad and Rick seemed to forget my little indiscretion, and proceeded to regale us with more tales of college life. I learned that they no longer lived in the dorms, instead sharing an apartment about a mile from the campus. They had both decided against joining a fraternity, but I got the distinct impression it was not because they were particularly averse to partying. 
 
    In fact, the more they talked, the more I got the impression that these two were kind of into the party scene on campus. At one point, Rick got so caught up in telling us a story about a certain party at one of the frat houses that Brad actually stepped in and shut him down. “That might not be the best story to tell,” he said simply as Rick began to describe a particularly voluptuous blonde girl that he had met in the basement. He gave his roommate a meaningful look and a wink. 
 
    “Oh,” Rick nodded, his lips pursed in thought. “Oh yeah! Um, I guess maybe you’re right!” 
 
    “So, parties and girls,” I said, stepping into the lull in the conversation. “That sounds like fun! What’s the girl situation like at college? Do you two have girlfriends or what?”  
 
    “Well,” Rick’s gray eyes darted warily toward Brad, “not really…” 
 
    “We date occasionally,” Brad quickly came to the assist, “but we don’t really have steady girlfriends at the moment.” When his blue eyes met mine, he shrugged and said, “Just haven’t met the right girls yet, I guess!” 
 
    “Oh, I get it!” I smiled. “You two are players!” Their faces immediately turned the color of ripe September apples. Oooh! I’d hit a nerve with that one!  
 
    “It’s not… I mean…” Brad stuttered, looking to Rick for help. 
 
    I held up my hand, laughing. “It’s fine! It’s fine! I understand totally!” I teased them. “Two good-looking guys like you… Why not? I’ll bet the girls are lining up!” 
 
    Realizing what I had said, I glanced at my husband, but he only smiled at the boys’ predicament. Turning my eyes back toward them, I saw that, while their blushes had deepened a couple of shades, they were both now grinning widely, pleased with my compliment. 
 
    “I don’t know about that,” Rick shook his head, looking across the table at his roommate, “but, we do okay.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m certain of that!” I gave my husband a secret wink. He grinned approvingly in response, obviously enjoying watching me tease them. “Heck, if I weren’t an old woman…” 
 
    “You’re not old, Margaret,” Rick interrupted me, turning half toward me in his seat. His steely gray eyes gazed unflinchingly into mine, suddenly deadly serious. 
 
    “No,” Brad confirmed, “you’re not old at all! You’re… you’re beautiful!” His eyes darted quickly to Charles, unsure if he’d gone too far, but Charles simply nodded in reply. 
 
    Now, it was my turn to blush. I hadn’t expected this! Just a second ago, I had been enjoying torturing these two, and now they had completely turned things around on me! I sat looking from one to the other, not knowing what to say.  
 
    It was my husband who broke the spell. “That’s what I’ve been telling her,” he chuckled, pushing his chair back and getting to his feet. “Maybe she’ll listen to you guys!” He tilted his wrist upward and looked at his watch. “But, for now, I think we’d better hit the hay. We still have a couple hundred yards of fence to build tomorrow.” The boys groaned and eased their chairs away from the table. 
 
    “He’s right, you know,” said Rick, bending toward me and touching my arm, his voice low and earnest as he rose from the table. “None of the girls at our school could hold a candle to you!” 
 
    I could feel myself dampen, my breath coming quick and shallow as I tried desperately not to get lost in his eyes. “Aww! You guys are embarrassing me!” I giggled, looking at the table and tucking a wayward strand of hair back behind my ear. I got to my feet as well.  
 
    Again, they wanted to help with the dishes, but this time I waved them off. I needed some air and to put a little distance between myself and my handsome admirers. Their presence was suddenly overwhelming. “You guys get out of here!” I smiled. “I’ll take care of this mess. Go get your beauty sleep!” 
 
    Charles walked with them to the door while I cleaned off the table. Their deep, masculine voices rumbling quietly in my ear, making plans for the next day’s work. I heard the front door open as I was placing the salad bowl on the counter. 
 
    “Good night, Margaret,” Brad called from the door. “Thanks for supper!” 
 
    “Yeah, thanks for supper!” echoed Rick. “And good night!” 
 
    “Good night!” I replied giving them a little wave as they walked out onto the porch. 
 
    “I’ll see you guys in the morning,” Charles told them, closing the door. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    The house seemed eerily still once the boys were gone. After he locked the door, my husband turned and looked at me. I stood in the kitchen with my back to the sink, both hands on the countertop on either side of me. Our eyes met across the room. For a long time, neither of us spoke. 
 
    Then, he gave me a wicked smile and I rushed into his arms. His strong arms wrapped around me, pulling me against his chest as our lips met. There was a passion and hunger in him that surprised me.  
 
    “Oh my God, Maggie!” He moaned, coming up for air. “I can’t believe you actually went through with it! God, you gave them a good look! It was amazing!” His eyes blazed with wanton desire as I looked up at him. 
 
    “So, does this mean you’re not mad?” 
 
    He bent to kiss me fiercely once more, taking my hand in his and moving it to the front of his jeans. “Does it feel like I’m mad?” 
 
    He was hard beneath my fingers, his manhood straining against the denim fabric. I rubbed my hand across his bulge and licked my lips, enjoying the feel of him. 
 
    “God, you looked sexy! So fucking sexy! I think you nearly gave them a heart attack, Baby! You have such a perfect ass! And those panties! Fuck!” 
 
    As he spoke, I could feel him getting even harder. One of his strong hands firmly kneaded my right breast while the other reached up under my short dress, searching for the pretty panties I had so shamelessly teased them with. Finding their goal, his probing fingers slid along the damp gusset of my panties and I heard him gasp. 
 
    “Oh fuck, you’re wet!” he moaned, looking at me in surprise. “You’re wet from showing yourself to Brad and Rick!” 
 
    Before I could reply, his hand moved up to grasp the elastic band at the top of my underwear and tucked them down to my knees in one rapid, violent motion that took my breath away. Spinning me roughly around, he pressed me against the wall next to the door. I was vaguely aware of the sound of his zipper and, then, he was inside me, thrusting urgently up into my ready wetness. 
 
    I nearly fainted with excitement at my husband’s intensity. We’d been married for eight years at this point, and I couldn’t remember the last time we’d made love outside the bedroom. But, tonight we did! Neither of us wanted to wait long enough to climb the stairs!  
 
    Charles was like an animal. I had aroused my husband to a fever pitch by exposing myself to two other men in front of him. It was so wrong! So utterly wrong! And yet, so perfect! I had been a very bad girl and now he was punishing me for it with his steel-hard cock! 
 
    I spread my arms out above me on either side, palms flat against the wall, offering myself in surrender to him. I came up on my tiptoes, the arches of my feet tensing in response to the erotic pleasure that now drove all other considerations from my mind. 
 
    “You were perfect!” he growled in my ear as he fucked me. “So sexy! God, it was the hottest thing ever!” 
 
    I grunted incoherently in reply. His assault had me fighting to catch my breath. Damn! He wasn’t the only one that was turned on by what I had done. The boys hadn’t been gone five minutes, and I was mere seconds away from orgasm.  
 
    “Are you going to do it again?” his voice rasped in my ear. “Please, Maggie! Please say that you will! Say you’ll let them look at you again!” 
 
    “No!” screamed a voice in my head. “No! I can’t do it again! That’s crazy! Insane! Not at all the sort of thing a good wife does! This was a one time, daredevil stunt, and I have no intentions of giving a repeat performance!”  
 
    These words of sober reason and sanity reverberated inside my brain like a church bell rung at midnight, but they never made it to my mouth. A wave of intense shame and terrible excitement cascaded over me as I realized that my husband’s words echoed my own desires. I, too, wanted it to happen again! 
 
    He was really pounding me now, driving me several inches upward along the wall with each forceful thrust of his hips. From this angle, I could distinctly feel his swollen balls bouncing off my clit each time he slammed into me, and that thought drove me wild! I bit my lip, trying not to cry out as I felt the unbearable pressure of my impending orgasm building within me. 
 
    “Say it! Tell me you’ll give them a good look again tomorrow!” my husband pleaded, grabbing my ponytail and pulling my head back as he repeatedly drove himself balls-deep into my pussy. 
 
    That was all it took. “Yes!” I moaned deeply. “Oh God, yes! If that’s what you want! I’ll show them everything!” and, with that, I felt my eyes roll back into my skull as I began to cum.  
 
    Standing next to the door, impaled on my husband’s rock-hard prick with my tits pressed tightly against the wall, I exploded, whimpering with the overwhelming pain/ecstasy of the feelings that coursed through my quivering body. My entire body went stiff and I thrust my ass out lewdly toward him, grinding back forcefully on him, trying to capture as much of his delightfully hard dick inside me as I could. 
 
    As I rode the peak of my orgasm, I felt my husband stiffen behind me. His hands slipped down to grasp my slender waist, as though afraid I might escape at the last moment. His thrusts now became short, uncontrolled jabs, his own climax overtaking him. With a sudden searing jolt, I felt the silky, hot wetness of his semen burst forth inside me, felt his arms tremble as he held me firmly down on his spurting cock. 
 
    His head fell forward, his rippled abs flexing convulsively, arching his back to force himself farther up into me. His lips nipped at my skin, his hot breath beating against the nape of my neck, causing me to shiver as he emptied his balls into me. Time and again, I felt his hard cock jerk inside me, becoming fainter each time until, finally, he was finished. 
 
    With a long, shuddering sigh, he released his iron grip on my waist and straightened up. When he stepped back, his flagging penis fell wetly out of me, accompanied by a thick drop of his sperm, which began to leisurely trickle down the inside of my still-quivering thigh. 
 
    Pushing myself back from the wall, I bent and pulled my panties back up my legs, trapping my husband’s essence inside me. It felt wet and warm and slimy and gooey and, for some reason, I liked it! 
 
    “Whew!” Charles breathed, tucking himself back into his pants. “That was… Oh God!… That was…” 
 
    “Mm hmm!” I grinned at him. “It sure was!” 
 
    A moment of silence passed between us, neither of us knowing what to say. This was new territory for us and, as exciting as it was, it was also a little frightening. What were we doing? Where was this little game of ours all going? And where were the limits? Were there any limits? 
 
    We needed to talk about this… this… this thing that was happening with us, but who was going to make the first move? All of these questions ran through my mind as we stood there, panting, looking at one another, but unfortunately none of the answers came to me. 
 
    The longer we stood there, the more awkward it became. I searched his eyes, but could read nothing in them. I had no earthly idea what he was thinking. 
 
    In the aftermath of our frantic, torrid lovemaking, a million crushing doubts flooded my thoughts. Oh God! What had I done?! I’ve misread the entire situation! Gone too far! Oh no! Now he resents me! What should I do? How do I fix this?  
 
    Finally, I could stand it no longer. I gave my husband a sheepish smile and said, “I guess we’d better get to bed.” 
 
    “Right,” he nodded, his eyes avoiding mine. He checked the door bolt again and turned off the living room light as I quickly looked to make sure that everything was off in the kitchen. Then, we made our way up the stairs. 
 
    The uncomfortable silence between us followed us upstairs. Without a word, Charles stripped off his T-shirt and jeans and slid beneath the sheets, wearing only his white underwear, as usual.  
 
    I faced the wall, my back to the bed and, crossing my arms in front of me, I grasped the hem of my cotton dress and pulled it up and off in one motion. Then, I reached for my nightgown and quickly pulled it over my head, my hands smoothing it into place as I turned back toward my husband.  
 
    I smiled shyly at him as I climbed into bed beside him, then I turned and reached out to switch off the lamp on the nightstand. There was a cold knot of dread in my stomach as I lay on my side, facing the wall, listening to my husband’s steady breathing next to me. What had I done? 
 
    “They’re big, you know,” Charles said suddenly, his voice cutting through the darkness of our bedroom like an axe. 
 
    “What?” I asked, rolling toward him. “What was that, Honey? What did you say?” 
 
    “I said they’re big, the boys.” 
 
    “Sweetie,” I said, giggling and reaching out to touch his cheek, “I know they’re big. That was one of the first things I noticed about them. Heck, both of them are probably better than six foot tall! They could be linebackers.” 
 
    “No,” he said, reaching up to hold my hand. “That’s not what I mean.” 
 
    “I don’t understand, Honey. What else can you mean? Last time I checked, ‘big’ means ‘big’.” 
 
    “I mean they’re big down there,” he muttered. 
 
    I still didn’t understand him. What did that mean, ‘big down there’? Down where? Then, like a thunderclap, it hit me. He was talking about their penises! But how in the world could he know such a thing? And why was he telling me? 
 
    “You mean…?” I asked. 
 
    With my hand still on his cheek, I felt him nod his head. “Yeah,” he said simply. 
 
    “But… how do you know? I mean, how could you know that?” 
 
    “I saw them. Today.” 
 
    “You saw them? But, I don’t understand. What do you mean you saw them? How did you see their… their… you know?!” 
 
    “Cocks. Their cocks, Maggie.” 
 
    “Okay, their cocks. But how did you see them?” 
 
    “Well, we were building fence down by the river. You know, where the floodwaters washed it out after that big rain we had last February. Anyway, after we’d been working for a while, we all had to take a leak, and it was too far to drive back to the house. So, we just went into the bushes, and that’s when I saw them.” 
 
    I thought for a moment in silence. He’d seen them. Seen their cocks. While they were all relieving themselves. I could understand that. Sure. I guess it would be natural to notice them. From everything I’d read, men were constantly sizing each other up. But why was he telling me about it? Why did he want me to know? And why was this discussion making my heart beat faster? 
 
    “And they’re big?” I whispered, now intensely curious about what he had seen. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Both of them?” 
 
    “Mm hmm. Especially Rick.” 
 
    “But you’re big, too, Sweetie,” I murmured, stroking his cheek. 
 
    “Not like them, Maggie! They’re big. They’re really big!” 
 
    His words gave me pause. Now that I thought about it, I really had no idea whether Charles was big or not. I’d only ever been with one other man, a boyfriend I’d had in high school before I met my husband. That guy had been a little smaller than Charles, so I had naturally assumed that my husband was big. Maybe that wasn’t the case, though. Heck, I grinned to myself, for all I knew, I’d managed to pick the two smallest guys in the country to have sex with! 
 
    For some reason, I liked the thought of Brad and Rick being well-endowed. It excited me on some primal level. I was glad that my husband couldn’t see me in the dark, because I knew that I was blushing, imagining their thick, long cocks.  
 
    When I thought about it, I realized that I was not surprised by my husband’s revelation. They were so young and handsome and virile. It somehow seemed fitting that they should be well-hung. I knew it didn’t make rational sense, but it was how I felt. I was glad they were big. 
 
    “Sweetie?” I asked. “Why are you telling me this? Why did you want me to know?” 
 
    He was silent, thinking. “I don’t know,” he admitted after a few seconds. “I really don’t know. It’s just that…” He faltered, hesitant to go on. 
 
    “Just what, Baby?” I coaxed, my hand sliding down his neck to rest upon his shoulder. “Come on, Honey. What were you going to say?” 
 
    “Well, when you… you know, when you bent over, it made me hard.” 
 
    “Aww, that was the point, Sweetie!” I giggled, squeezing his shoulder. 
 
    “Yeah, but it made me think about the effect you’re having on the boys. And when I looked at them, they were practically drooling. So, I figured you had probably made them hard as well, and then this image popped into my head.” He paused. 
 
    “Image?” I whispered, my breath coming in rapid, shallow pants. Talking about our guest’s cocks was starting to get to me. “What sort of image, Baby?” 
 
    “It wasn’t intentional, Maggie! I didn’t mean to think it! It’s not like I was purposely fantasizing about it, it just sort of jumped into my mind!” 
 
    “But, what was it? What did you imagine?” His hesitation to tell me about it had my curiosity working overtime. Dear God! What was this man thinking about?! 
 
    “Well, I imagined how hard you’d made them.” 
 
    “You imagined their cocks?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper. I realized that for some time I had been unconsciously rubbing my thighs together. God, I was getting turned on! 
 
    “Yeah. Actually, I had this image of them both standing nude, with their big cocks sticking out in front of them, hard and throbbing.” 
 
    “Oh God! Oh God, that’s hot!” 
 
    “And then, suddenly they weren’t alone anymore!” 
 
    “You mean…?” I squeaked, my right hand now moving between my legs to press on my clit. 
 
    I felt the bed shake as my husband nodded in the darkness. “Yeah!” he whispered. “You were with them! Between them, on your knees! And then…” 
 
    “Stop! Just stop! Don’t tell me anymore! Not now, anyway!”  
 
    I sat up and stripped off my nightgown, hurling onto the floor. Then, I quickly slid my sodden panties down my long legs and tossed them on top of the discarded nightgown. Rolling toward my husband, my frantic hands found the waistband of his underwear and I practically tore it from him.  
 
    “Just fuck me now, Charles! You can tell me the rest tomorrow, but now I need you to fuck me!” 
 
    I spread my legs for him as he rolled into place on top of me, sighing in delight as his cock sank easily into my slippery pussy. My hands found his tight butt cheeks and pulled him into me until our pubic bones bumped against one another. Judging by his hardness, he was just as aroused as I was.  
 
    Like our session against the living room wall an hour ago, this was no slow and tender lovemaking. It was a rapid-fire, animalistic coupling, a fierce and urgent fuck. And it was absolutely glorious! 
 
    For the first time in my life, I closed my eyes and actually imagined another man while my husband was fucking me. To be perfectly honest, I imagined two other men! And I don’t think I’ve ever cum harder! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    The next day, nothing out of the ordinary happened. In the cool light of dawn, I think both Charles and I were a little embarrassed by how far we had gone last night. In addition to my absolutely scandalous teasing, we had included our new ranch hands in our pillow talk. 
 
    Neither of us mentioned teasing or flashing the boys and, to their credit, Brad and Rick acted like perfect gentlemen. Breakfast, lunch, and supper were perfectly normal, nonsexual events. 
 
    But, when the lights went out that night, Charles and I both slipped once again into our dark fantasy world, fucking like minks as we once again replayed the events of the previous day and speculated on the respective penis sizes of our young guests. We had sex twice that night and, just like the night before, my orgasms were positively amazing!  
 
      
 
    Two days after purposely flashing the boys, I awoke before dawn to find Charles bent over my dresser in the dim light coming from the open closet door, going through my panty drawer. His hair still damp and a towel wrapped around his waist, he’d obviously just come from the shower. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” I grinned, sitting up in bed. “Are you getting tired of wearing tighty whiteys?” For the last two days, I had been sleeping in the nude. With all the sex my husband and I had been having, a nightgown would only have been in the way. 
 
    Charles spun around, looking for all the world like a child who’d been caught rummaging through the cookie jar. “Oh! You… you’re awake!” he stuttered. “Um, no! I… uh… I was actually trying to pick out a pair for you to wear today!” 
 
    I stretched and swung my legs over the edge of the bed, standing and walking to him. I hugged him from behind, my naked breasts mashed against his broad back as I kissed his neck. 
 
    “Any particular reason you’re picking out my underwear?” I teased. I actually had a very good idea what he was up to! 
 
    “ Um, well,” he stammered, not looking at me, “I just want you to look your best. You know, in case…” His voice trailed off, his eyes staring straight down into the panty drawer in front of him. 
 
    “In case I decide to put on another show for the boys,” I finished his sentence for him. “Sweetie, don’t you think this has gone far enough? The flashing? The pillow talk? I mean, seriously, what are we doing?! I think we need to put a stop to this!”  
 
    “What if you just did it one more time? Just once more! Please?” His big green eyes pleaded with me. 
 
    “Sweetie, if it happens again today, they’ll know it’s not accidental. And once they figure out that I’m intentionally flashing them my ass, what then?” 
 
    “I… I don’t know.” 
 
    “You realize, don’t you, that they’re liable to think we’re trying to take things further. They might see it as an invitation, think that you’re okay with me fooling around with them. I won’t lie and tell you I didn’t get a kick out of letting them look at me, teasing them, but I’m sure you don’t want them to touch your wife!” 
 
    My husband didn’t say a word, staring blindly down at the rows of folded underwear in front of him. The silence was deafening. 
 
    “Sweetie?” 
 
    He still didn’t answer. Was he so lost in his own thoughts that he wasn’t hearing me? Or was there something else going on? 
 
    “Charles!” I said, turning him to face me. “You don’t want that, do you? You don’t want something to happen between me and the boys, do you?” 
 
    For a few seconds, he said nothing, avoiding my gaze. Then, he swallowed and his eyes locked on mine.  
 
    “I… I don’t know,” he whispered, his voice barely audible. 
 
    He looked away, staring at the wall for a second, then met my eyes once more and forged ahead “I don’t know, Maggie! A few days ago, I would’ve said ‘never’, but now… Fuck! Watching you tease them is the most exciting thing I’ve ever seen! And sometimes, I can’t help but wonder what it would be like to watch you do more than tease them!” 
 
    “You think about me doing more than teasing them?” My heart was beating like a snare drum inside my chest. Even after the things he had told me last night, I was surprised by this revelation. My husband imagined me doing sexual things with other men! As shocking and wrong as that was, I couldn’t deny that there was something decidedly hot about it! 
 
    “Yeah!” he shrugged, an embarrassed look on his face. “Sometimes. I’m not saying I’m ready to go there, but sometimes I fantasize about you doing stuff for them.” 
 
    “Stuff?” I arched my eyebrow and reached down, taking his hands in mine. “Just what kind of ‘stuff’ are we talking about?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he shrugged, looking down, “just ‘stuff’!”  
 
    I followed his gaze downward and was surprised to see the head of his cock peeking out at me from the edge of the towel around his waist. My husband had an erection! My eyes flashed back to his, and I gave him a wide grin. “Why don’t you tell me about this ‘stuff’ while I take care of this!” 
 
    Then, I sank to my knees before him, whipping off his towel, and took his very erect cock in my mouth. 
 
    “Ooooh!” he moaned in surprise as my warm lips closed over the head of his penis. “Oh yes!”  
 
    I moved up and down his shaft, then pulled off him, looking up into his eyes. “Do you imagine me doing this to them?” I teased, immediately returning him to my mouth. 
 
    “Yes!” He hissed. “Yes! I do! I imagine you kneeling between them, alternating. Sucking first one cock and then the other!”  
 
    “Mmmmm!” I moaned around his dick in approval, bobbing up and down his length. I looked up into his beautiful green eyes and took him out of my mouth, planting a loving kiss on the end of his cock.  
 
    “I bet they’d like that! What else do you imagine me doing with them? Or do I draw the line at blowjobs?” I winked, teasing him, then plunged my warm mouth back down over his twitching boner. 
 
    “Oh no. You do more than just blow them! A lot more!”   
 
    With my nude form looking up at him from between his legs, his inhibitions seemed to melt away, and he began to talk, growing bolder with each passing second. As I lovingly suckling him, my husband proceeded to describe a litany of perverted sexual acts that he imagined me performing with our two new ranch hands.  
 
    His fantasies ranged from exhibitionism to full-fledged group sex, with stops at every kink in between. And I was the starlet in all of them. Many of the things I had only read about; a couple of them I had never even imagined! His was a torrid, deeply arousing list of debauchery that soon had me dripping with excitement. 
 
    His voice seemed to rise in pitch as he spoke, culminating in a frenzied, desperate stream of broken half-sentences as he struggled to maintain his composure. The excitement in his voice was infectious, pulling me into his dirty fantasies. My imagination seized on each new idea he introduced, the images playing out in glorious detail in my mind. 
 
    I had always viewed fellatio as something of a mildly unpleasant obligation, something women did for men to keep them happy. But, with Charles’s words ringing in my ears, I found myself warming to the task and honestly enjoying sucking him for the first time. 
 
    As his tale neared its climax, he did as well, and he tapped my shoulder in warning. In all these years of marriage, I had never allowed him to cum in my mouth, but this time, instead of stopping, I increased my suction, reaching up to cup his balls as I pushed him over the edge. 
 
    His legs began to tremble and his hands grabbed the back of my head. I felt his penis swell in my mouth, then begin to jerk rhythmically as his warm semen gushed over my tongue. Closing my eyes, I swallowed again and again, feeling a strange sense of accomplishment. 
 
    When he was finished, I let his softening cock plop from my mouth, giving the sensitive head one last gentle kiss. Then I stood and wiped my lips with the back of my hand, staring straight into my husband’s astonished eyes. 
 
    “Pick out a nice pair,” I smiled at him. “I don’t want to disappoint my fans!” Then, I turned and walked through the door, heading for the shower. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    The bedroom was empty when I returned from the shower. Charles was nowhere to be seen. Uncharacteristically, he had made the bed and his dirty clothes, no longer lying in a heap on the floor, were apparently in the hamper. Gratitude for the blowjob? I wondered, smiling to myself. 
 
    The panties he had selected were laid out neatly on the cotton bedspread. I looked at them approvingly. He’d actually done a pretty good job. Very good, in fact! They were colorful and pretty, Brazilian-cut with lacy edges. They were also sheer, dangerously see-through, and would barely cover my cheeks.  
 
    Shrugging, I laid my damp towel on the bed, then stepped into the panties and pulled them up my long legs, shimmying to help them over my hips. I stepped to the mirror on the back of the closet door and turned back and forth. I looked good. I looked damned good! A thrill of arousal shot through me as I imagined the effect these would have on the boys. Now to find just the right dress. 
 
    Ten minutes later, after I had gone through everything in my closet, I had decided on a pretty blue sundress, a cute, flirty number with spaghetti straps that showed a vast expanse of shoulder and cleavage. I’d never really worn it before; it was short and clingy and I was always afraid it would show too much skin. But in this case, that was exactly what I wanted. 
 
    I slipped it on and zipped it up, doing another turn in front of the full-length mirror to see how I looked. I grinned and bit my lip, liking what I saw. Why hadn’t I worn this little dress more? It was dreadfully cute and sexy!  
 
    The tightness of the cotton sundress perfectly showcased my hourglass figure, my breasts threatening to spill out at any second. The hem hovered just above midthigh, showing acres and acres of leg. Even if I didn’t bend over in this outfit, I was sure to give the boys an eyeful! 
 
    Looking at myself in the mirror, I felt a sliver of hesitation. Did I really want Brad and Rick to see me like this? I smiled as soon as the thought crossed my mind. Of course, I did! I wanted that more than anything! The question was; was I ready for what came next? 
 
    There could be no doubt that flashing the boys had supercharged Charles’s and my sex life. Our lovemaking had become more frequent, more passionate, and more adventurous. Watching me flirt with them had turned my husband into a sexual dynamo. 
 
     I, too, had not been immune to the effects. Nothing makes a woman feel more attractive than a pair of young guys lusting after her! And my husband’s inclusion of them in our pillow talk had sent me through the roof. But did I want this to go further?  
 
    Charles was talking about letting them touch me. It was a naughty, exhilarating thought that filled me with dread as much as it aroused me. Once that step was taken, it couldn’t be undone. A fantasy is just a fantasy until a marriage vow is broken! 
 
    I switched off the light in the closet and closed the door, walking back to the bed to retrieve my wet towel. Charles had a bad habit of leaving his own towel on the bed after a shower and creating a damp spot on the comforter. It infuriated me, and I was constantly harping at him about it. If I forgot mine, I’d never hear the end of it! 
 
    It was still dark outside when I got to the kitchen. I switched on the light and looked around, opening the refrigerator and peering inside. Hmm, what to make for breakfast…? Biscuits! We hadn’t had biscuits in a long time. 
 
    I switched on the oven, letting it preheat, and pulled my rolling pin from the drawer beneath the counter, along with the biscuit cutter. I got the flour and shortening from the cabinet and put them on the counter, then retrieved the rest of my ingredients. 
 
    Five minutes later, when the oven beeped to signal that it had reached temperature, I was arranging my freshly made biscuits on a cookie sheet. I opened the oven door and placed them on the rack, then set the timer. 
 
    I crumbled some sausage into a pan, and quickly made a batch of white gravy to go with the biscuits. I was in the process of pouring the hot gravy into a bowl when the men came inside. 
 
    “Wow, Baby! Nice dress!” Charles said, coming from behind to wrap his arms around me. He kissed my cheek. 
 
    “Yeah!” Brad agreed. “Very nice!” 
 
    “Thank you. Thank you very much. Why don’t you guys have a seat? The biscuits should be done in just a minute.” 
 
    I heard the sound of the chair legs screeching on the linoleum as I stood on my tiptoes to reach the dishes. I walked around the table, placing a plate in front of each man, careful to ‘inadvertently’ brush up against their arms as I did so. Charles gave me a wink when I got to him. 
 
    At that moment, the timer on the oven beeped loudly, announcing that the biscuits were done. Thrusting my hands into a pair of oversized oven mittens, I opened the oven door and reached inside to pull out the cookie sheet. 
 
    When I did so, I once more bent at the waist, my legs straight and my feet slightly more than shoulder width apart. I could feel the cool air hit my bottom as the hem of the dress rode up. 
 
    From behind me, I heard one of the boys groan audibly. I grinned. Mission accomplished! I slowly pulled the cookie sheet from the hot oven, giving them time to really get a good look at me, then straightened up and placed it on the trivet on the counter. 
 
    “Hope you boys like biscuits!” I called over my shoulder as I scraped the biscuits into a breadbasket. 
 
    “Oh, we like biscuits,” said Rick, his hungry eyes unwavering, locked on mine as I turned around with the basket in my hand. “Personally, I’m dying to taste your biscuit!” His words dripped with double entendre that made me blush. 
 
    “Amen to that!” seconded Brad from the other side of the table. 
 
    My eyes darted to him and I saw that he, too, was eyeing me with a gaze that was an equal mixture of friendly smile and predatory glare. My face felt hot and a shiver ran through me from head to toe. 
 
    Charles said nothing throughout, his silence a tacit acceptance of the boys’ flirtation with his wife. When our eyes met, he simply nodded and smiled from ear to ear as I placed the basket on the table. 
 
    The cat was out of the bag now. The boys obviously knew I was doing it on purpose. And more importantly, they knew that Charles did not object. 
 
      
 
    That night, as soon as the boys left for the bunkhouse, my husband once again attacked me on the living room floor, fucking me like an animal on the rug in front of the coffee table. Thirty minutes later, we were at it again, upstairs in our bed. 
 
    There was no more pretense. We were both thinking about me having sex with Brad and Rick. Our pillow talk that night was nothing short of outrageous. And it wasn’t just Charles. I now found the idea extremely exciting! 
 
    I was still nervous about where this was going, but the arousal I felt was slowly winning the upper hand. Whatever happened, I was beginning to feel more and more like it would be something good. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    I had my laptop in front of me, trying to finish an article that was due that evening, but I was having trouble concentrating. Sitting there alone at the kitchen table the next morning, I felt a twinge of guilt when I thought back on the last couple of days. 
 
    At the time, it had seemed like a harmless bit of fun. I teased the boys a little, got Charles all worked up, then sent Brad and Rick to the bunkhouse while my husband and I fucked like rabbits. No harm, no foul. But the more I thought about it, the more I realized that that wasn’t the case. I hadn’t considered it from their point of view. 
 
    These were two virile young men, in their sexual prime, and I had given them a colossal case of blue balls. Not once, not twice, but three times! The first time was an accident, but the second? And the third? Any way you sliced it, those had been intentional. And, in retrospect, a little unkind! 
 
    We were leading them on and, from Rick’s little innuendo yesterday at breakfast, I had to wonder just how much longer they would put up with it. I blushed anew as I thought about it. ‘Biscuit’ he’d said, but everyone knew he’d really meant ‘pussy’! And, Brad had agreed immediately. 
 
    In spite of myself, it turned me on that they thought of me that way. I liked the fact that they desired me. They wanted me, and it made me feel sexy and alive! But it also made me feel guilty. After all, I was a married woman! 
 
    Charles was obviously interested in taking things further. He’d made that fact abundantly clear over the past few days. He was very excited by the thought of me doing something with one or both of the boys, but whether or not he could really handle seeing me with another man, I had no way of knowing. 
 
    What would happen, I wondered. What if things really were to progress further? Our marriage would change; that much I knew. How could it not? But would it change for the better or for the worse? And, as far as that goes, hadn’t it already changed? 
 
    Though they hadn’t as yet laid hands on me, Brad and Rick had become a part of my sex life. They were always there, inside my head, in the words my husband whispered into my ear as he fucked me in our marital bed. They had become our obsession. 
 
    I suddenly realized that I was rubbing myself, thinking about the boys. Gasping in surprise, I jerked my hand quickly away from my crotch. Instinctively glancing around me. God, this was getting out of hand! 
 
    Even as I chastised myself, my mind wandered back to the two young men in the bunkhouse. Did they masturbate? Of course, they did! Didn’t all young men? I suddenly had an image of them lying in their bunks, their strong muscles taut, their big hands slowly pumping their towering organs. I felt a white-hot shiver of lust race down my back. 
 
    I knew it was a silly, simpleminded fantasy. Totally unrealistic! No way would they pleasure themselves in front of each other! In real life, they’d find someplace private. Most likely the bathroom in the bunkhouse. But, when I imagined them, they were always together, always naked. 
 
    I wondered briefly what they thought about as they masturbated, but no sooner had I formed the question than I knew the answer: me! As much as the realization shocked me, I immediately knew that it was true.  
 
    I had seen the hunger in their eyes at breakfast yesterday. They looked like they wanted to devour me. So, it stood to reason that when they got themselves off, they did so thinking about me! Wow! I liked that thought! 
 
    My hand, which had been subconsciously creeping downward once more, now pressed against my throbbing clit and gave it a gentle rub, causing sparks to shoot up my spine. Shit, that felt good! I looked around quickly, to make sure I was alone. The men were on the other side of the ranch, still finishing up the fence. Aw, what the hell, I thought. 
 
    Scooting to the edge of the wooden dining chair, I pulled my panties aside and stroked across my swollen lips, immediately feeling my dampness. I closed my eyes and laid my head back, once more imagining the boys and their big cocks.  
 
    I inserted one finger, then two, working them in and out of my wet slit, all the while imagining the boys standing over me, jerking their cocks for me, the plump purplish heads aimed straight at my chest. Two minutes later, I had a satisfying, shuddering little orgasm as I imagined them shooting their hot semen all over my naked body. 
 
    I slid the gusset of my panties back into place and stood up, going to the sink. I stared out the window while I washed my hands, thinking. Absentmindedly drying my hands on the towel that hung next to the stove, I came to a decision that should’ve surprised me, but it didn’t. It had been coming for some time now. This was going to happen, this thing with the boys. I wanted it! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    I told Charles that night after supper, once the boys had gone back to the bunkhouse for the night. 
 
    “I want to do it for real,” I said simply, taking his hand and stepping close to him. 
 
    “You mean…?” 
 
    I nodded, biting my lip, “I want to do it… with the boys. If you want me to!”  
 
    He was silent, staring at me, breathing quickly through his mouth. I searched his eyes, waiting for him to speak, growing more nervous by the second. After what seemed like an eternity, he licked his lips, then opened his mouth to speak. 
 
    “When?” he asked, his voice cracking. He coughed and continued, “When do you want to do it?” 
 
    “So, you’d be okay with it?” 
 
    He nodded furiously, breaking into a huge grin, “Oh my God, Maggie, it’s all I can think about!!” He was squeezing my hand so hard it felt like he was going to break my fingers. 
 
    “Yeah, me too!” I whispered, extricating my fingers from his iron grasp. My heart hammered within my chest. “But, slow down. I need you to be certain that this is what you really want! Once it’s done, it can’t be undone. Pillow talk is one thing, reality is something else!” 
 
    “It sounds like you’re trying to talk me out of it,” he looked at me questioningly. “If it’s not something you want to do… Maggie, don’t do this just to please me!” 
 
    I shook my head, “No, that’s not what I mean. It’s just that, well, every time we’ve talked about it, we’ve been naked and turned on. I just want to be sure that the things you say in the heat of passion are really what you want.” 
 
    “Okay. That makes sense. Although, for the sake of full disclosure, I should probably tell you that I’m pretty turned on right now!” he grinned crookedly. 
 
    “God! How did I ever think I was going to have a serious conversation with you?” 
 
    “I’m sorry! I’m sorry! I couldn’t resist,” he chuckled. “My answer is ‘yes’! Heaven help me, yes! I want you to do it. I want you to have sex with them!” 
 
    “You realize it will change everything?” 
 
    “No, it won’t, Maggie.” 
 
    I gave him a puzzled look. 
 
    “It won’t change the way I feel about you. I love you, Baby! Nothing could ever change that!” 
 
    I was silent, stunned. I stood there digesting his words, staring into his green eyes. His answer couldn’t have been more perfect, wiping away the last vestiges of doubt. 
 
    “Oh Charles! I love you, too!” 
 
    He reached for me, drawing me into his powerful arms, and we kissed passionately. “So,” he said, stroking my face and gazing into my eyes, “you still haven’t answered my question!”  
 
    “Your question?”  
 
    “Yeah! Have you thought about when you want this to happen? Or where?” 
 
    “Well,” I began, suddenly worried about seeming overeager, “soon, I guess. If that’s all right with you.” 
 
    “Hey, I’ll go out right now and talk to them if that’s what you want, but it might be easier if we did it this weekend. You know, when everybody has some free time.” 
 
    I nodded. He was right, of course. There’s no such thing as a day off on a cattle ranch. Stock has to be fed every day of the year, and that includes Christmas. But on the weekends, we put away the fence building supplies, parked the tractor under the lean-to, and just took it kinda easy for a couple of days, going swimming in the river, fishing, things like that. Yes, the weekend would be the best bet. And tomorrow was Saturday. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “So, are we thinking about tomorrow?”  
 
    “Tomorrow.” 
 
    “All right then! Now we just need to work out the details.” 
 
    “Details?” 
 
    “Yeah, you know,” I blushed “how to get me naked and them naked and then convince them that you’re not going to shoot one of them!” 
 
    “Oh! Right! I hadn’t really thought about that!” he snorted. “I could see how that might make them a little nervous! What do you think? Any ideas?” 
 
    “I’ve got more ideas than I know what to do with!” I giggled. “That’s the problem!” 
 
    He laughed at that, shaking his head. “I know what you mean! But, I was talking about how to set this up. How to make it happen.” 
 
    “Well, I really think a game of billiards would be the best way to break the ice.” 
 
    “Billiards?” Charles asked, his brows knitted in confusion. “How will that help?” 
 
    I disengaged from him, walked to the dining table, not saying a word. Looking back over my shoulder at him seductively, I bent low over the table, simulating a pool player taking a particularly difficult shot. I saw his eyes light up as my short dress lifted, exposing my sheer panties. 
 
    “Oh! Oh, hell yes! I think that will work quite nicely!” 
 
    He moved up behind me, grinding his crotch into my butt as he bent over my back, his lips inches from my ear. “I can hardly wait!” he whispered. He kissed my earlobe. “Are you going to bring them back here? Do you want to use the bedroom?” 
 
    “No,” I murmured. “In the bunkhouse.” 
 
      
 
    The bunkhouse. That’s what I wanted. I’d given it a lot of thought in the last couple of hours, and it would be perfect.  
 
    Even before Brad and Rick moved into it, I had always found the bunkhouse fascinating. The oldest structure on the ranch, it was a long, low log cabin next to the horse corral, with tiny windows and wood shingles. A dented, rusty stovepipe protruded defiantly from the slightly sagging roof. It had been the original homestead, where Charles’s ancestors had lived before the house we now lived in had been constructed. 
 
    Once the big house was built, the old cabin had been converted into a bunkhouse for all the cowboys needed to work a ranch this size in the days before mechanized farming practices. And it had been in use ever since. 
 
    It had a row of bunkbeds along one wall that would accommodate eight men, a potbelly stove, and an oval table with eight chairs, six of which were a set. A small bathroom had been added sometime in the sixties with a sink, a toilet, and a bathtub, partitioned off from the main room by a thin sheetrock wall. 
 
    The “kitchen” consisted of a long wooden countertop with a row of crooked cabinets below it and an enormous sink. There was a small shelf above the sink that held various spices and condiments. A coffeemaker perched on the counter next to a small microwave, nestled into the corner, and a rack beside it held a dozen large coffee mugs. Off to one side stood a scratched old refrigerator that the hands usually stocked primarily with beer and microwaveable food. 
 
    Above the wide front door crouched a shellacked oak gunrack, from which hung a pair of battered Winchesters, their wooden stocks scarred and gouged and half of their bluing worn away from countless hours in saddle scabbards. A dusty, half-empty box of .30-30 cartridges stood ready on the shelf beneath it. 
 
    In the back squatted an old pool table, purchased by Charles’s father at an auction when a local saloon had filed for bankruptcy during the big drought. A black-painted cream can, a relic of the days when small farms sold milk and cream to local distributors, stood in the corner and now held a gaggle of more or less straight pool cues.  
 
    On the wall to the right of it hung a tattered old dartboard with a dozen or so mismatched darts drooping from the multicolored cork. The other walls were decorated with an eclectic mixture of chipped license plates and enameled tin signs, advertising everything from motor oil to shotgun shells to baking powder. 
 
    There was something deeply masculine about it, with its rough-hewn walls and hardwood floors. It smelled of leather and coffee and woodsmoke. Over the decades, it had been home to an untold number of saddle bums and bronc stompers, and each of them seemed to have left a trace of themselves in this cabin. 
 
    This was where Brad and Rick now lived and the venue I had chosen for the culmination of our mutual fantasy. If everything went as planned, tomorrow evening our two buff, young ranch hands were going to help me shatter my marriage vows into a million little pieces. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    Charles and I both had trouble sleeping that night. Tomorrow was a big day for us! We tossed and turned next to each other, both of us trying not to think about what we were going to do the next day, and both of us failing miserably. I finally drifted off to sleep around midnight.  
 
    By mutual agreement, we had abstained from having sex that night. With the fulfillment of our fantasy so close on the horizon, we both wanted to wait, ensuring that we were extra horny tomorrow evening. 
 
    As usual, I was up before dawn Saturday. Standing in the narrow closet in a lacy pair of panties, my hair still damp from the shower, I was flipping through the hangers of dresses, rejecting one after another, when I heard Charles awaken. I peered around the edge of the door to find him sitting on the bed watching me.  
 
    “Hey you!” I smiled warmly at him, stepping out of the closet. 
 
    “Good morning, Beautiful. Sleep well?” 
 
    “Well enough, I suppose,” I shrugged, crossing to him. I sat down on his knee and wrapped my arms around his neck. “I was too excited to sleep.” 
 
    “Yeah! I know what you mean,” he murmured. Cupping my cheek, he brought my face to his, our lips meeting in a fiery kiss. “So,” he said when I came up for air, “you’re still in? We’re really going to do this?” 
 
    “Unless you’ve changed your mind…” 
 
    He brushed a stray lock of damp hair back over my ear and smiled, “Not on your life!” 
 
    “In that case, why don’t you go grab a shower while I pick out something cute to wear?” 
 
    “You going to give them a show at breakfast?” he grinned, absently tracing his fingertip down the side of my jaw. His eyes dropped to look at my bare breasts. 
 
    “I think so. I want to make sure that they are good and interested when I try to seduce them this evening.” 
 
    “Trust me, Babe, that’s not going to be a problem! That’s not going to be a problem at all!” He ran his fingertip along the underside of my right breast, causing me to shudder involuntarily. “They’ll definitely be interested!” 
 
      
 
    Breakfast Saturday morning was, in many ways, a carbon copy of my tease two days earlier. Short dress, plenty of cleavage, pretty panties, biscuits, bend over… Bam! 
 
    But this time, the boys made no effort to hide the fact that they were looking. When I turned back toward the table with the basket of biscuits, they were eyeing me hungrily, and neither of them looked away. 
 
    Hmm, I smiled to myself, I do believe Charles is right! They are interested! Maybe this wasn’t going to be as difficult as I had feared. 
 
    Once more, I played the innocent housewife, chatting with the boys as though nothing had happened. But, this time, I flirted more than before. 
 
    Each time one of them said anything remotely humorous, I laughed adoringly, batting my eyes, and never missing a chance to lightly touch their arms.  
 
    During one of Rick’s stories, I played with my necklace, my fingertips lazily stroking the length of my slender neck while I gazed at the empty plate before me. Glancing up, I met his smoldering steel-gray eyes, staring unabashedly back at me. Oh yes! Undoubtedly interested! 
 
    “So,” I said casually when there was a lull in the conversation, “have you boys had a chance to try out the pool table in the bunkhouse?” 
 
    “Sure!” Brad nodded. “We’ve been playing pretty much every night since we got here.” 
 
    “Are you guys any good?” Charles asked, raising his eyebrow. 
 
     “We’re okay, I guess,” Rick muttered with a shrug of his broad shoulders. “There was this place near our apartment that sold fancy pool tables and the owner would let you play on them for an hourly fee. We used to spend quite a bit of time there.” 
 
    “Sounds like you guys know your way around a pool table. Would you be up for a little game this evening? I could bring supper over to the bunkhouse and maybe you two could give me a few pointers,” I suggested, batting my eyes. I put my hands in my lap and slumped my shoulders forward, my upper arms sandwiching my ample breasts and causing them to jut out saucily. 
 
    Once my words sank in, the two guys reluctantly tore their eyes away from my boobs long enough to look at each other, then at Charles, who nodded, and finally back at me. “Uh, sure!” said Brad, licking his lips and smiling before allowing his eyes returned like a homing pigeon to rest on my plump tits. “That sounds like fun!” 
 
    “Great!” I chirped, slapping my bare thigh and hopping up. “Then, it’s a date! What do you say, 5:30?” 
 
    Rick brought his arm up and glanced at his watch. He glanced at his roommate and said, “Damn! We’d better get going. That will give us just enough time to tidy the place up and make it presentable enough for company.” He stood and pushed his chair in, picking up his plate, “Here, Margaret, let us help you with the dishes.” 
 
    I took the plate from his hand and waived him off, “Nah! You two get out of here! Go relax and enjoy your day off. Oh, and, I don’t know if my husband told you, but there’s a clothes hamper in the bunkhouse. If you guys will put your dirty clothes in there, I’ll wash them for you.” 
 
    “Thanks! Charles told us,” said Brad, getting to his feet. “You don’t have to do that! We can do it.” 
 
    “Nonsense! It’s twenty miles back to town. What are you going to do, drive back and forth each week just to do laundry? Besides, I have to wash Charles’s and my clothes anyway. An extra load or two is no big deal!” 
 
    “You’re sure?” asked Rick. “We don’t want to be a bother.” 
 
    “Yes, I’m sure! Just put ‘em in the hamper. I’ll take care of it.” 
 
    “Well, thank you! We really appreciate that!” “If you’re sure we can’t help with the dishes, I guess we’ll see you guys at 5:30!” 
 
    “Wait!” I giggled, bouncing over to the sink with my plate. “What about lunch? Aren’t you guys going to join us?” 
 
    “No time! No time! You have no idea just what kind of slobs we are! We’ll just throw a couple of burritos in the microwave for lunch!” Brad grinned as they hurried toward the door. “Gotta get everything ready for tonight!”  
 
    And, then, with a quick wave, they slipped through the door, closing it behind them. Through the kitchen window, I saw them trotting around the corner of the barn, heading for the bunkhouse, and had to chuckle to myself. 
 
    Charles came up behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist and resting his chin on my shoulder. “Looks like they’re excited!” he observed with a quick nod toward the barn. 
 
    “Yeah. Do you think they suspect anything?” 
 
    “Suspect? No,” he murmured, turning his head to kiss my sensitive neck. “Hope? You bet your ass!” 
 
    “Now there’s an idea…!” The wheels inside my head began to churn, considering the idea. That was it! My husband’s simple, offhanded wisecrack had provided me with the answer to the last bit of the puzzle! A bet! 
 
    Charles craned his head to the side, a perplexed expression on his face. “What do you mean?” he asked, brows knitted. 
 
    “That’s how we’ll get things rolling! By ‘betting my ass’!” 
 
    The clouds of confusion parted and realization hit him. “You mean…?” He was silent for a moment, his lips pursed in thought. “Yeah. I think you’re right! That’s a brilliant idea!” 
 
    “Well, I’m not sure we need to start making shelf space for a Nobel prize just yet, but I do think it will work to get them into my pants!” 
 
    “Mmm!” he nuzzled my ear like a playful foal. “I like the sound of that!” As he pressed himself against my backside, I was pleased to note that, once again, my husband had an erection. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    The rest of the day seemed to drag on forever, creeping by at a snail’s pace. Time and again, I caught myself checking the hands of the clock on the wall, willing it to be evening. At times, I could’ve sworn they weren’t moving at all. 
 
    After lunch, I sat in the living room with Charles, my laptop propped up on my knees, trying to get a little work done while he watched TV. It was impossible. I was too nervous, too excited, too terrified, and too aroused. A quick glance at my husband fidgeting endlessly in his recliner told me that he was having similar issues.  
 
    Finally, I gave up on writing, snapping my laptop angrily closed with a disgusted sigh. I got to my feet and stormed off toward the kitchen, depositing the laptop unceremoniously on the dining room table as I passed. Damn! Damn! Damn! I hated waiting! 
 
    Taking a tall glass from the cupboard, I filled it with water and lifted it to my lips, enjoying the sensation of the cool liquid in my throat as I swallowed repeatedly. My thirst slaked, I stood at the sink, staring out the window, when Charles came up behind me. 
 
    “Can’t concentrate?” he asked. 
 
    I turned to face him, placing the empty glass on the counter. I shook my head, leaning back against the sink, “No.” 
 
    “Are you having second thoughts? It’s okay to change your mind. You don’t have to do this for me, you know! I’m a big boy. If you’re not comfortable, all you have to do is tell me.” He smiled sweetly, his eyes warm and understanding. 
 
    “No. No, it’s not that! Actually, it’s kind of the opposite. I do want to do this, and now that I’ve made up my mind to go through with it, waiting for it to happen is driving me crazy! I’m so fucking horny I could scream!” 
 
    He stepped toward me, placing a hand on each of my hips and pulling me against him. “You know something?” he smirked, kissing my lips. “I think that’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard you say!” 
 
    “Well,” I shot back with a wicked grin, “the night is young, Mister!” 
 
    “So, have you thought about just how this is going to work? I mean, our little ‘bet’… just how is that going to work?” 
 
    I then proceeded to lay out the entire plan for him down to the tiniest detail. Who’d be on whose team, who would shoot in what order, everything. When I finished, he nodded approvingly. 
 
    “I have to admit,” he raised his eyebrows, “you’ve pretty much thought of everything!” 
 
    “So, does that mean you think it’ll work?”  
 
    “Oh, I’m quite sure it’ll work! You already have those two boys wound up tighter than a pair of eight-day clocks. Once they figure out that we’re both okay with them fooling around with you, I don’t think wild horses could drag them off you!” 
 
    “Wild horses, huh?!” I smiled. Suddenly, I realized that I hadn’t quite thought of everything. In fact, I had forgotten one very important detail. How could I be so careless? “Oh my gosh, Charles! I just thought of something...!” 
 
    “What’s that, Baby?” asked Charles with a grin. “A special sex position we’ve never tried that you’re going to do with them? That’d be hot!” he chuckled. 
 
    “No! I’m serious, dammit! What about protection?! You know, condoms?!!” 
 
    Charles’s smile disappeared in an instant, replaced by a look of abject horror. “Oh shit!” he hissed. “I hadn’t even thought of that! Dammit! I should’ve picked some up in town!” He sighed heavily, leaning against the counter. “Shit!” 
 
    Condoms weren’t a necessity for us, so neither of us had thought about them. In the early days of our marriage we had decided to start a family. Still childless after two years of trying, we had reluctantly gone to see a specialist, who had confirmed our worst fears. 
 
    While I was pronounced fertile and healthy, Charles proved to have a very low sperm count, coupled with insufficient motility, apparently the result of a childhood illness. In other words, while it wasn’t impossible for us to conceive, it was unlikely.  
 
    There had been tears at first, followed by angry, hurtful words; heartfelt, tender apologies; and ultimately resignation. In spite of the gaping hole in my heart, fate had forced me to accept the fact that parenthood just wasn’t in the cards for us. 
 
    On the plus side, it had never been necessary for me to take the pill. However, it had also led to our current predicament. Because of our situation, Charles and I had given absolutely zero thought to condoms. 
 
    I placed a reassuring hand on my husband’s bicep. “It’s all right, Baby,” I whispered. “It’s okay. I didn’t think of it either.”  
 
    “Aw hell, Maggie!” he snarled, slapping the counter. He was angry not at me, but the situation. “It’s not okay! We… I guess we’ll just have to call it off! We’ll just go have supper with them, play a little pool, and then come back here and go to bed.”  
 
    He slowly stroked the short stubble on his jaw, lost in thought, staring at the cabinet door. Shrugging apologetically, he said, “I guess we’ll just have to postpone our little game until I can get to town and buy some condoms. Maybe tomorrow or Monday…” 
 
    I stood, silently gazing at the kitchen floor with my hand on his arm for a minute, thinking, weighing my next words. Then, I took a deep breath and met his eyes. “You know,” I began, squeezing his hand, my voice scarcely more than a whisper, “there is another option…” 
 
    “Another option?” 
 
    “All right, now. Don’t freak out, but technically we don’t need any protection.” 
 
    “Maggie, they’re not like me. They’re not shooting blanks, remember?” he said with a rueful, self-deprecating smile. 
 
    “That’s not what I mean, Baby,” I took his hand and raised it to my lips. “It’s the timing.” 
 
    “Timing?”  
 
    God, men can be dense sometimes! “My cycle, Charles! My period starts Tuesday, so that means that it’s not really a risky time right now. Condoms wouldn’t be absolutely necessary. If I wanted to, I could let them go bare.” I gave him a minute to digest my words, searching his eyes. “Would you mind?” 
 
    Charles swallowed loudly. His eyes were wide, pupils dilated, staring at me. “Mind?” he asked, his voice strained. “Actually…” He hesitated then, blinking in uncertainty. 
 
    “Go on,” I urged him. “Tell me what you’re thinking.” 
 
    I could read the vulnerability in his eyes when he opened his mouth. “Actually, I… I kinda think it would be hot.” He watched me, waiting for my reaction. “The thought of them… you know, doing it inside you…” 
 
    I waited for him to continue, stroking the back of his hand with my thumb. 
 
    “Well, it’s… it’s exciting!” he whispered. His face flushed bright crimson at his admission. 
 
    I pressed his hand to my lips once more and gently kissed his knuckles, staring into his eyes. “You’re sure?” I asked him softly. “You still want me to do this?” 
 
    He nodded, slowly at first, then more quickly as his excitement overcame his embarrassment. “Yes. Oh God, yes! I do,” he blurted. “Please, Maggie! Please say you’ll still do it!” 
 
    My hands shot up to clasp the sides of his face, drawing him forward until our foreheads touched. “In that case,” I whispered, “I guess I’d better go get ready for our little visit to the bunkhouse!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    It took me less than an hour to get ready. Truth be told, I had already planned out my wardrobe days ago, just on the off chance that we decided to go through with it.  
 
    After showering, I slipped into a tiny pair of black lace panties and the matching bra, then pulled on an outrageously short pair of cutoff denim shorts that only tenuously concealed my ass cheeks. A checkered midriff shirt, tied at the middle, rounded out the ensemble, accentuating my breasts and my flat belly. 
 
    My feet were adorned by an exquisitely embroidered, thoroughly impractical pair of cowboy boots with heels that were much too high to actually ride in. They do, however, make my legs look positively fabulous, I mused as I looked over my shoulder, turning left and right to admire myself in the mirror. 
 
    A little makeup and a pair of simple stud earrings, and I was ready to go. Judging by the wolf whistle I got from my husband when I descended the stairs, the outfit worked. Now to put it to good use! 
 
      
 
    Brad and Rick were waiting on the stoop of the bunkhouse when Charles and I arrived. Charles carried our large picnic basket slung across his left forearm, filled with goodies. One of them, no doubt thinking we were still too far away to hear, gave a low, quiet groan when he saw me. 
 
    “Hiya!” said Brad with a little wave of his hand. His eyes were wide, taking in the ridiculous amount of leg I was showing. “Wow, Maggie!... er, I mean, Margaret. You look amazing!” 
 
    “Why thank you, Brad,” I blushed. “And just for the record…” I glanced briefly at my husband, then moved in close to whisper in Brad’s ear, “I don’t mind if you guys want to call me ‘Maggie’!” 
 
    “You boys hungry?” Charles smiled, pretending to ignore my familiarity with the young ranch hand. 
 
    “Starving!” replied Rick, a wolfish smile creasing his face as his eyes devoured me. He pushed open the door and politely stood aside for us to enter. 
 
    Even though the lights were on, it took a second for my eyes to adjust to the dark interior of the bunkhouse. As I stood there blinking in the dimness, the first thing I noticed was the way the room smelled. It was slightly different than I remembered. Sure, there was the omnipresent aroma of leather and woodsmoke, but superimposed on top of these was the faint, yet unmistakable smell of men’s aftershave.  
 
    My ears detected the quiet roar and bubble of the old water heater in the tiny bathroom industriously working to heat up another tank of water. Apparently, I’m not the only one who got cleaned up, I thought with a satisfied little smile. Turning to the table, I held out my hand to my husband and took the picnic basket from him. 
 
    “Hope you boys like fried chicken,” I said as I placed the wicker basket on a chair and began to pull a serious of lidded dishes out and arrange them on the table. 
 
    “Oh yes, ma’am!” they both sang out in unison. 
 
    “Good!” I giggled. “Then, let’s eat!” 
 
      
 
    All through the meal, I felt their hungry eyes on me, roaming my curves, exploring each square inch of flesh. This time, when I met their eyes, they didn’t look away. They simply smiled unflinchingly back at me. Oh yes, definitely interested! Neither of them said a word, but the sexual tension was as thick as a late autumn fog. 
 
    “So,” Charles said when we were through, tipping back in his chair and looking around the table, “who’s up for some billiards?” He nodded toward the pool table in the back of the bunkhouse. 
 
    “Sure!” grinned Rick, pushing back from the table. “Are we gonna play teams or take turns?” 
 
    “Let’s start out with teams,” I smiled, trailing my fingernails down his forearm, then winked, “maybe later you can take turns.” 
 
    Rick laughed, nervously glancing at Charles, unsure whether I was really making the joke he thought I was. “All right,” he said. 
 
    As we all stood, Charles clapped Brad on the back. “I think you and I can take these two, don’t you Brad?” 
 
    “Sure!” he replied. “You rack ‘em and I’ll smack ‘em!” 
 
      
 
    Brad got a good break. The balls flew apart and distributed themselves fairly evenly over the length of the table and a striped ball went into the corner pocket. 
 
    “All right,” exclaimed Charles, “we’re stripes!” 
 
    Unfortunately for them, Brad’s break left the cue ball buried behind a trio of solid balls, so he was unable to follow up on his initial success. 
 
    Rick looked at me, and I gestured for him to take the shot. Their claims about their pool skill proved not to be idle bragging. Rick pulled off a complicated combo that saw two solids disappear into both the side and corner pockets. He had also applied just the right amount of english to bring the cue ball adjacent to another ball hugging the pocket in the opposite corner. 
 
    There were too many striped balls in the way for him to sink a fourth ball, but he at least managed to set it up so that Charles had no shot when he turned the table over to him. I made a point of giving him an effervescent congratulatory hug, pressing my barely constrained tits tightly against his muscular chest. 
 
    When I released him, he looked pleased, confused, and more than a little uneasy at what had just happened. His eyes darted to Charles, who gave him a thumbs-up signal.  
 
    “Nice shot!” Charles declared with a grin. He walked around the table, stroking his tanned chin as he studied the position of the balls on the felt. Finally, with a shrug, he picked out a ball and shot, causing little more than a slight rearrangement of the balls on the table. 
 
    “You’re up!” Brad announced, smiling and nodding at me. 
 
    “Oh dear,” I sighed, looking at the balls. “I don’t know. You sure didn’t leave me with much!” I grumbled and fussed and ultimately picked a ball at the far end of the table and proceeded to line up my shot, with all three men standing directly behind me. Due to the distance and the angle, I had to really stretch to reach the cue ball, and I made the most of it! 
 
    Leaning far out over the table, I came up on my tiptoes and hiked one leg, placing my knee on the bumper. My ass was tilted upwards, the already tight denim of my shorts now strained to the breaking point. I could feel the coarse material wedge itself into my ass crack, pressing hard against my pussy. Rick was directly behind me, and my heart raced with the thought of the view I was presenting to him. 
 
    As I worked the cue back and forth through my fingers, taking careful aim, I heard him groan softly. Glancing back at him under my arm, I saw him surreptitiously stick his hand in his front pocket and readjust himself. I smiled to myself, and turned my head slightly to look at Brad. Mouth open, he, too, was staring directly at my denim-clad ass. I casually shifted my position, wiggling my butt seductively in the process, then my attention to the ball before me. 
 
    “There is no way in hell you’re gonna make that shot!” Charles exclaimed loudly. 
 
    “Excuse me?” I asked, my head snapping up and turning toward him. My eyes flashed with mock anger, “What was that?!” 
 
    “No way!” he snorted derisively, his voice filled with condescension. “There is absolutely no way you can sink that one!” He gave me a subtle nod that went unnoticed by the boys. This was it! Just like we had discussed! 
 
    “Oh really?!” I shot back hotly, never once changing position, my round little ass still obscenely on display in front of the now openly staring boys. “Why don’t you put your money where your mouth is, Mr. Smartass!” 
 
    “Shit! I’d bet my fucking shirt you’ll miss that!” 
 
    “Fine! Watch and learn!” 
 
    I bent low over the cue and took my shot, the cue ball striking my intended target slightly to the left and causing it to miss the pocket by a good two inches. “Damn!” I fumed. “Looks like you were right! Damn!” I lowered my leg back to the floor and stood up. “Your shot, Brad!” 
 
    “Hold up! Hold up! Wait just one damned minute!” Charles announced, stepping toward me. “We had a bet and you lost. Now it’s time for you to pay up!” 
 
    I stared at him blankly, then stole a quick glance first at Rick, then Brad. “Wha… what do you mean, Baby?” I stuttered, my eyelashes fluttering. “I was just kidding!” 
 
    “No way, Maggie! A bet’s a bet! Now hand over your shirt!” 
 
    You could have heard a pin drop in that bunkhouse. A quick glance at the boys showed an equal mixture of ravenous lust and abject terror. Events had gotten out of hand, and they had absolutely no idea what to do.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
    “Fine!” I grinned, handing my cue to Rick. “If that’s what you want!” In spite of my bravado, I was terribly nervous. God! This was really it! With my eyes locked firmly on my husband’s, I brought my trembling hands up and found the knot between my breasts and began to untie it. 
 
    “Oh my God!” croaked Brad under his breath. 
 
    I bit my lip to keep from giggling as I finished loosening the knot, suddenly drawing courage from Brad’s excitement. With a quick glance at each of the boys, I peeled the plaid shirt back over my shoulders, shrugging to let it fall down my arms. Rick gasped audibly as my lace-encased breasts popped into view. 
 
    I stood there for just a second, holding the shirt behind my back, staring at my husband with my chest thrust forward. Then, I brought the shirt in front of me and, taking two steps forward thrust it haughtily into Charles’s hands. “There!” I declared. “Happy now?” 
 
    “Oh yes!” he nodded, taking the proffered garment from my hand and winking at Brad. “Very much so!” 
 
    When I turned back toward the boys, they were as pale as ghosts. Rick was his usual, intense self, his face a mask of undisguised lust. From under his dark brows, his gray eyes flashed with a wild, dangerous light that made my heart beat faster. He was breathing raggedly through his mouth, his teeth bared in an excited snarl. 
 
    Brad, too, was far from unaffected by my current state of undress. His pink tongue appeared, wetting his parched lips as he stared at me. Pupils dilated, his big blue eyes seemed to caress my body, running down my neck and across my shoulders, moving lower to feast on my scarcely concealed breasts, then darting back up to meet my eyes. 
 
    Trying to appear more calm than I felt, I returned to Rick and took my cue from him. “Thanks for keeping an eye on this for me,” I whispered, placing a light kiss on his cheek. Flashing a broad smile, I walked past him, taking up a position at the end of the table. “What’s the matter?” I cooed, looking from one of the young men to the other. “Haven’t you guys ever seen a woman in a bra before?” 
 
    “Not like you!” he said, his voice little more than a growl, deep and low. “Never a woman as beautiful as you!” 
 
    I blushed at that, surprised and delighted at this unexpected compliment. “Th… thanks!” I muttered. I looked across the table at Brad. “I think it’s your turn,” I said. He stared back at me blankly. “It’s your shot,” I nodded at the table. 
 
    “Oh! Oh yeah!” he blurted nervously, stepping forward to take a hasty shot. I wasn’t surprised when he missed, but I really didn’t expect him to launch the cue ball halfway across the room. “Oh shit!” he hissed in embarrassment, trotting off to retrieve the wayward ball. 
 
    Next, Rick was up. His miss was also one for the record book, careening off the bumpers from side to side, never coming in the vicinity of any of the six pockets. I giggled, rubbing his back with a reassuring gesture. 
 
    “I don’t know, Charles,” I said to my husband, throwing my hands up in mock exasperation. “It’s like they can’t concentrate!” 
 
    “Yeah, you’re right, Baby! I don’t know what’s wrong with them!” 
 
    “Um, well,” began Brad, “I’m pretty sure that what you’re wearing might have something to do with it!” He grinned and nodded toward my chest. 
 
    Glancing down, I said, “What this?” I ran my fingertips along the diaphanous lace, tracing a path through my cleavage, then looked back up and met his eyes. “Rick,” I said in my most innocent schoolgirl voice, turning my face toward him, “is my bra breaking your concentration?” I batted my eyes as I walked closer to him. 
 
    He nodded, staring at my chest. “Yes!” he hissed. “Oh God, yes!” 
 
    I looked at Charles and shrugged. “Well, we can’t have that!” Then, I quickly reached behind my back and unlatched my bra, shrugging my shoulders to let it fall to the floor at my feet. 
 
    The air suddenly felt very cold on my naked breasts as I stood in front of them, naked to the waist. Their eyes were locked on my chest as though they were hypnotized. I felt incredibly vulnerable under their piercing gazes, but more turned on than I had ever been in my life. My heart was pounding so hard I was certain the boys could hear it. 
 
    “You know,” Charles’s voice boomed, sounding unnaturally loud in the silence of the bunkhouse, “a couple of young men who knew how to keep their mouths shut could really have a lot of fun tonight…” Stepping to the edge of the pool table, he arched his eyebrow when Brad and Rick turned to look at him. “If you know what I mean!” 
 
    “Oh! Oh, yes sir!” Brad stammered hoarsely. “Yes! We definitely know how to keep our mouths shut!” 
 
    Rick nodded furiously, “Absolutely! Not a word!” 
 
    “Good. That’s very good,” he said in a calm voice, bending low over the table as he lined up his shot. A loud crack sent a striped ball hurtling into the side pocket. Unfortunately for Charles, the cue ball rebounded from the bumper and wobbled into the corner pocket. “So, I guess the only question is,” he said as he sauntered over and dropped his cue back into the battered cream can, “who’s going to be first?” 
 
    I nearly fainted with embarrassment and desire when all of their eyes turned on me. “You’re sure?” I asked Charles, nodding my head toward the two young men ogling me. “Last chance to change your mind!” 
 
    “Yes, Baby, I’m sure!” he smiled reassuringly. “Have fun!” 
 
    His words seemed to break the spell the boys were under. Brad, being the closest, quickly stepped forward and took me in his arms, claiming me before Rick could reach me.  
 
    As our lips met, I could feel the last of my hesitation melt away, to be replaced by an animal lust. I moaned into his mouth when I felt his powerful hands fumbling to unfasten my shorts. I squealed in excitement as he pushed them down my legs, to pool around my ankles. I stepped out of them, standing now only in my black lace panties and cowboy boots.  
 
    My own hands flew to the buttons of his shirt, frantically undoing one after another, working my way down his muscular torso to the top of his jeans. It was the first time I had seen him shirtless, and I was not disappointed. His powerful arms and shoulders merged into a trim, slender waist, each muscle chiseled and defined. He was gorgeous! I practically ripped his shirt from his shoulders, throwing it unceremoniously onto the floor.  
 
    Moving lower, I grasped his large silver belt buckle, my trembling fingers tearing it open and unbuttoning his jeans, sliding them down to his knees as I knelt before him. I ran my hand over the large bulge in his underwear, feeling the heat of him through the thin fabric before reaching up to hook my fingertips into the tight waistband. 
 
    “Oh my God!” Brad moaned as I tugged his underwear down. “I can’t believe this is happening!” 
 
    He wasn’t the only one. I gasped in shock as his penis sprang into view. Charles had told me he was large, but I hadn’t expected this! His cock looked like a fleshy python swaying hypnotically before my face. Thick and long, it was heavily veined with an angry-looking, plum-sized head. I stared at it, mesmerized. Good grief, this man was big! And he continued to grow, lengthening and hardening as he reached full erection. 
 
    Looking at Brad’s outlandish penis, I felt a little twinge of fear and doubt. How in the world was I going to accommodate such a large cock? But, I had never been one to shrink from a challenge, and I wasn’t about to start now. Looking up at him across his chiseled abs and bulging chest muscles, I gave him a little smile and leaned forward to plant a playful kiss on the sensitive head. 
 
    The kiss turned into a lick, my eyes locked on Brad’s the entire time. I nibbled and explored his shaft, working down it to his belly, then back up again. When I reached the tip once more, I opened my mouth to take in the head. He threw his head back and moaned, his eyes closed. Emboldened by the effect I was having on him, I reached beneath his shaft and found his balls as my mouth accepted the first few, frighteningly large inches of his manhood. 
 
    Brad’s balls matched his cock. They looked like something that belonged on a bull. Large and heavy, his testicles filled the palm of my hand, bulging out on either side of my fingers. There was something strangely exciting about their size, virile and menacing. 
 
    I bobbed on him, initially unable to take more than the first 2 inches into my mouth. But, as my excitement grew, I relaxed and was able to accept about half of his length before the sense of panic became too much and I had to come up for air. Damn, he was big! But, I liked the feel of him in my mouth, growing harder and harder by the second. I actually liked the fact that he was too big for my mouth. 
 
    For his part, Brad could not have been more gentle. His large hands cupped the back of my head as I sucked him, guiding me slowly along his throbbing cock, but never forcing me down onto him. I could feel the erotic tension in him; could feel the need in him, his every muscle as taut as a steel spring, and still he maintained his self-control, allowing me to take things at my own pace. 
 
    Suddenly, he bent forward and took me by the arms, lifting me off him and to my feet. A powerful arm encircled my waist, drawing me tightly against his washboard abs as we kissed passionately. I could feel his big cock, hot, hard, and throbbing against my belly, demanding my attention, and I nearly swooned with arousal. God, I wanted him! 
 
    Breaking our kiss, Brad tugged his pants quickly back up to his waist and then picked me up and carried me to the nearest bunk along the wall, laying me gently down on top of the quilted comforter. His eyes burning with desire, he reached for my panties and I lifted my hips to help him. Sliding the lacy material down my legs, he struggled briefly, trying to get the panties over my boots, then decided he would have to remove them. Tugging them off, he dropped them next to the bunk and then whisked my panties off my feet. 
 
    Rising, he quickly tore his own boots off of his feet, letting them drop with a thud to the wood floor. With his blue eyes locked on mine, he pushed his jeans and underwear down his legs and stepped out of them, tugging off his white socks and hurling them unceremoniously over his shoulder as he hurried to join me on the narrow mattress of the bunkbed. 
 
    Looking past him, I saw my husband had moved closer and was now watching intently, his eyes shining brightly with desire, a huge grin plastered across his face. Standing next to the table, he was unconsciously rubbing the front of his jeans while he watched. No second thoughts there! I thought, then turned my attention once more to Brad, who was lowering himself on top of me in the close confines of the bunk. 
 
    I spread my legs wide for him, burning with desire, desperately needing to feel this young stud penetrate me. I reached down and captured his bobbing cock in my hand, guiding him toward my slit as he moved into position, wondering once more how I was going to be able to fit this monster inside me. Then, I felt the rubbery head nudge my pussy lips and I realized just how incredibly wet I was. 
 
    He pushed, and I felt the strain, felt my tiny opening being wedged apart by this steel-hard invader. I gasped in excited panic, my hands shooting up to press hesitantly against his chest as he inexorably pressed himself into me. I couldn’t! It was too much! I needed… And then, I felt myself open up, blossoming around his enormous shaft as he sank the first 3 inches into me; felt my slick lips clutch reluctantly at his receding cock as he pulled back slightly, then advanced once more, giving me another inch. 
 
    Oh God! I couldn’t! It was too much! It was… Glorious! I had never felt so full and stretched. Every nerve ending seemed to be ablaze, the sensations exquisite and overwhelming. I panted and whimpered beneath him, my hands sliding around his ribs to his shoulder blades, clutching him to me, raking my nails along his back as he slowly worked inch after inch of his seemingly endless penis up inside my quivering body. 
 
    “Oh God!” I moaned, arching my back, thrusting my breasts up at him. “Oh my God, Brad!” Our groins kissed, our pubes mashing against one another. Looking down, I was shocked to see that he was now completely inside me. I had succeeded in taking his full length and, with that thought, a wave of irrational pride washed over me. 
 
    Slowly at first, Brad began to thrust in and out of me. I was surprised at just how different he felt. Not that sex with Charles had ever been unsatisfactory, but this was something else, something more. There was infinitely more friction and the length of his strokes created an unfamiliar, but in no way unpleasant sensation. 
 
    Open only on one side, the closeness of the bunk seemed to magnify the situation, cutting off the outside world, isolating me in a minuscule pocket of desire and sex. I felt caged and vulnerable, fresh meat thrown to a wild animal, unable to evade the powerful young man now intent on mating with me, and I was surprised to discover how much I loved it. There was a visceral, claustrophobic, inescapable feel to it all that I found strangely erotic. 
 
    “Fuck that’s sexy!” rumbled a male voice beside me. Turning my head, I was surprised to find Rick standing next to the bunk, completely naked. His steely, hungry eyes roamed over me, devouring my trembling body as his roommate pulled back and thrust into me again, grinding his hips against me. Smiling down at me excitedly, Rick swept his hand through his jet-black hair. 
 
    Staring up into his eyes, impaled on his roommate’s cock, I had never felt more naked and exposed. I blushed profusely, suddenly embarrassed and self-conscious at being seen like this. At the same time, it aroused me terribly. Teasing them, letting them see my panties had been thrilling, but this… this was beyond exhilarating! I spread my legs even wider, letting Rick have a good look as my eyes roamed over his body. 
 
    Like Brad, he had the physique of a college athlete, a triangular-shaped torso that was lean and toned with bulging biceps, powerful shoulders, and rippling abdominal muscles. He looked like a statue of a Greek god. When my eyes reached his crotch, I gasped in astonishment, “Oh my God!” If Brad was big, Rick was huge; impossibly so!  
 
    Brad was really plowing me now, using the full length of his big cock to rub places I hadn’t even known existed. With my eyes glued to Rick’s impressive cock and Brad stretching me more than ever in my life, I began to orgasm, my eyes rolling back in my head as I came on Brad’s wonderful dick. I moaned and whimpered in excitement, smiling shyly up at Rick as I came down from my climax, glad that he had seen me cum, before turning my attention once more to his penis.  
 
    From between his legs, his unyielding cock jutted angrily out toward me, hard as iron and as thick as my wrist. It was a savage, demanding organ that looked to be at least a couple of inches longer than the one now stretching me. A pair of enormous balls swung lazily beneath it, drawn far down his thighs by their imposing weight. Rick’s cock was frightening and beautiful, intimidating and unapologetically masculine, and I was immediately drawn to it.  
 
    A single drop of clear precum sagged from the slit in the tip, glistening in the dim light of the bunkhouse, yet another visible sign of his arousal. Arousal he felt for me. I felt a shudder of lust run through me. Looking up into his fierce eyes once more, I licked my lips and held out my right hand to him, beckoning him closer as my body rippled beneath the fury of Brad’s renewed onslaught. 
 
    Rick stepped confidently forward, offering me his thick member. Reaching out, I stroked my fingertips along the underside of his shaft, reveling in the silky smoothness of his warm skin. A thrill of delight ran through me when it bobbed excitedly at my touch.  
 
    Growing bolder, I wrapped my hand around him… or, rather, I tried. My fingers didn’t even meet when I closed them around his giant tool. His cock was soft, yet hard; like a piece of velvet stretched tight over a granite cylinder. I stroked him from head to root in time with Brad’s thrusts, surrounded by hard masculine flesh. 
 
    Burying his entire cock firmly inside me, Brad leaned down and whispered in my ear as he mashed his balls against my ass, “Suck him!” I turned my face to look at him. “Suck him,” Brad repeated. “Put him in your mouth while I fuck you!” 
 
    God, what a slutty idea! I had never even considered such a thing and hearing it put into words was a little shocking. But, then, I thought, everything about this situation is shocking, so why not? I nodded. 
 
    I turned back toward Rick with a naughty smile and pulled him toward me, my fluttering tongue capturing the precious drop of precum that oozed from his sensitive cockhead. I opened my mouth wide to take him inside. Rick needed no further invitation. He leaned in and pushed the bulbous head of his cock past my lips and into my warm mouth. Moaning around him, I swabbed his glans with my tongue, making him moan. 
 
    With Rick’s cock in my mouth, I removed my hand and reached down to grasp Brad’s pumping ass, pulling him into me. I felt so wanton, so slutty and desirable with a big cock in my mouth and another in my pussy. I was surrounded by big, hard cocks, and I loved it! My eyes remained locked on Rick’s as I sucked him. 
 
    “Oh God, Maggie!” he groaned, gritting his teeth. His dove-gray eyes blazed with desire. “Oh God, that’s good! Oh, you’re so sexy!” I winked at him and continued to pleasure him with my mouth. 
 
    Brad’s thrusts had become more and more frenetic, and I suddenly realized he was getting close. The thought drove me crazy. This hot young stud was going to fill me with his cum… in front of my husband! My husband! Oh my God, I had forgotten all about Charles! 
 
    By taking Rick out of my mouth and craning my head, I could see my husband across the room. He had taken one of the chairs from the kitchen table and moved it to the center of the room, where he now sat watching us, about 10 feet away. And to my utter amazement, I saw that he had unzipped himself and was openly masturbating. Fuck that’s hot! I thought. 
 
    It was too much! Oh God! Rick, Brad, my husband watching! All of it was too much! I could feel my orgasm building, welling up inside me like a volcano. Releasing Rick’s cock, I put both hands on Brad’s shoulders and had just opened my mouth to speak when Brad beat me to it. 
 
    “Oh God!” he grimaced, thrusting like a madman. “God, Maggie! I’m gonna cum! Oooh! Should… should I pull out?” 
 
    “Nooo!” I howled, trembling like a leaf and digging my nails into his ass. I shook my head from side to side. “Nooo! Do it inside me!” 
 
    “Awww Fuck!” he bellowed. “I’m cumming!!” 
 
    And so was I. When the first bolt of his molten sperm splashed against the walls of my pussy, I stiffened and clung to him, biting his muscled shoulder to keep from screaming as waves of unbearable pleasure radiated out from my belly to engulf my entire being. I came so hard I thought I was dying. Again and again, I felt him spurt into me, scalding-hot, powerful streams of semen shooting up into my waiting womb, exciting me beyond belief. 
 
    When I finally regained some semblance of focus, I realized that Brad had stopped thrusting. His balls now empty, he was lying on me, spent and panting for breath. “Whew!” he wheezed, rising up on his hands at long last. “That was amazing!” He bent down and kissed my lips. 
 
    “I hate to interrupt,” came a deep voice from my right, “but I do believe it’s my turn, now!” 
 
    I giggled, turning my head to look at Rick, standing next to the bunkbed, waving his enormous cock at me. “He’s right, Brad!” I chuckled, patting his cheek and giving him a final kiss as he dismounted. “Next!” I laughed, grinning at Rick. 
 
    Still breathing hard, Brad walked across the bunkhouse to the table and retrieved a chair, positioning himself next to Charles to watch what was to come. He sat down, still naked, and smiled warmly at me. My face burned with shame and arousal at the throwing realization that Rick and I were to have an audience for our coupling. 
 
    If Rick was bothered by the fact that Brad had just cum inside me he hid it well. No sooner was his roommate out of the way, than he took his place, crawling eagerly between my widespread thighs and pressing his oversized cockhead to my swollen opening. “Oh fuck, I’ve been looking forward to this!” he growled, nuzzling my neck and levering forward without fanfare. 
 
    “Oooh!” I grunted, feeling the head of his penis stretch me to the bursting point. I placed a hand on his muscular chest, stopping him. “Slow down, Rick, Sweetie! Give a girl a chance to adjust! I’m not used to one this big!” 
 
    Blushing with the realization of what I had said, I cast a quick glance toward my husband to see if I had hurt his feelings, but he just smiled back at me reassuringly and continued stroking himself, seemingly unconcerned that I had just compared him to my new lover. My eyes wandered down to where his fist moved rapidly over his very erect penis and I smiled. So hot! 
 
    From the corner of my eye, I could see that Brad, too, was playing with himself. Turning my gaze on him, I was surprised to find him fully hard once more and actively pleasuring himself to the sight of me with his roommate. I couldn’t explain it, but the fact that the two men were jerking off watching me made the whole thing twice as arousing! Damn! I mused. I really am turning into an exhibitionist! 
 
    “Sorry!” said Rick sheepishly. “Just got a little too excited! I hope I didn’t hurt you!” 
 
    “No. I’m fine. Just take it slow at first. Short strokes.” 
 
    “Okay. I really am sorry! It’s just that…well, I’ve never been with anyone as beautiful and sexy as you!” 
 
    “Aww,” I smiled, running my fingers playfully through his hair. “If you keep saying sweet things like that, I’m pretty sure this won’t be the last time!” 
 
    “Awesome!” he beamed.  
 
    Then he slowly began to work his big cock back and forth, easing more and more of his immense length into me. Brad had stretched me more than my husband ever could, but Rick was in a league of his own. At times, it felt like he would tear me in two. 
 
    Willing myself to relax and not fight it, I realized now that, although it hadn’t been intentional, it was a good thing that Brad had gone first. In addition to stretching me, his cum now made me very slippery, allowing me to take Rick’s monster cock. After trembling through five minutes of slow, incremental thrusts, I felt his enormous sack slap against my ass and our bellies met. I had done it. I had taken all of him! 
 
    For just a second, I held him in place, relishing the fullness I felt with his horse cock wedged inside my stretched pussy. I tilted my head just a little to make sure Brad and my husband were still watching. I flashed them a smile and then turned back to Rick. I kissed his lips softly and whispered, “All right, Stud! Now, fuck me with that big thing!” 
 
    “Yes ma’am!” he grinned, pulling out halfway before sliding quickly home once more. 
 
    The friction was unbelievable. I was stretched tight around him, every nerve ending stimulated. It felt like my pussy was on fire, and yet, it was extremely pleasurable. Already sensitive and turned on from Brad’s efforts, I came after a dozen strokes, clinging to Rick as I shook beneath him. 
 
    After that, he developed a steady rhythm, seesawing in and out of me. I was shocked to feel myself immediately building toward another orgasm. So much for size not mattering! I thought, gazing up at the handsome face of the young stud. 90 seconds later, I gulped a huge breath of air and then held it, eyes clenched tightly shut, every sinew taut as I broke into an intense, shuddering orgasm that left me dazed. 
 
    “I can’t last, Maggie,” he whispered apologetically, bending to kiss me while I recovered, smoothing my damp hair from my face. “I’m just too excited!” 
 
    “Don’t worry about me!” I said with a reassuring smile. “I’m just about worn out anyway! Go on, cum for me!” 
 
    With a cute smirk, he rose up on his hands and began to hammer me for all he was worth. He was no longer holding anything back, fucking to get off. That huge cock of his flew in and out of me like some sort of medieval battering ram, taking my breath away. 
 
    After his announcement of a moment ago, I didn’t expect Rick to last very long. But with the outrageous amount of friction created by his giant cock and the merciless fucking he was giving me, it proved to be long enough. 
 
    I felt his whole body stiffen above me, the bulging muscles in his arms turning in an instant to steely hardness. His breathing, already rapid, was now frantic. He was going to cum, and I was right behind him! Whipping my face to the right, I locked eyes with my husband just as Rick grunted and began to empty his balls inside me. 
 
    “Oh God!” he croaked, hunching up into me, his mighty dick pulsing and throbbing within my sodden pussy. 
 
    Just like with Brad before him, I felt his hot seed pour into me and I immediately began to cum. Moaning and wailing, I stared at my husband as I orgasmed on Rick’s giant, spurting cock. 
 
    Charles apparently liked what he was witnessing, for as I gazed at him, he suddenly stiffened and bolt after bolt of milky semen spurted from the tip of his cock, streaking his long-sleeved shirt. My husband had just cum while watching another man fuck me! Wow! 
 
    For a long while, no one spoke, the small bunkhouse filled with the sound of four people breathing heavily. Rick rolled off of me, lying beside me in the narrow bunk, panting. I was exhausted! 
 
    I looked at Charles. He gave me a sheepish grin, hurrying to tuck himself back inside his jeans. Then, he rose from his chair and walked quickly to the kitchen sink, where he grabbed a fistful of paper towels and began to dab at the mess he had made on his shirt, visibly embarrassed by how far things had gone. 
 
    I, too, suddenly felt self-conscious, reaching over the edge of the bunk to find my discarded panties on the hardwood floor. I swung my legs over the edge and stood, lifting a foot to step into my underwear. The sudden motion caused a large droplet of semen to dribble out of my now gaping pussy and ooze lazily down the inside of my leg. Mortified, I hurriedly yanked my panties up my legs and felt the gooey wetness as the fabric was inundated by our combined juices. 
 
    As I looked down at the wet streak of sperm making its way toward my ankle, Brad pressed a wad of paper towels into my hand. “Here,” he said softly. “I thought you might need these.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I muttered, avoiding his eyes as I wiped the inside of my thigh. When I looked up again, he was standing before me, patiently holding my shirt and shorts. “Thank you, Brad!” I smiled, taking my clothing from him.  
 
    Behind me, Rick rolled out of the bunk, picking up my boots and offering them to me. “And, thank you!” I grinned, stooping to kiss him on the cheek. 
 
    The boys’ thoughtfulness did a great deal to erase the embarrassment I felt in the aftermath of what we had just done. By the time I had pulled up my shorts, retied my shirt, and tugged my boots back on, I was feeling much more at ease. Heck, I thought, it’s not like we didn’t all enjoy ourselves! 
 
    Charles was standing near the door with my gauzy bra in his hand, obviously ready to leave. From what I had seen earlier, I knew that he had enjoyed himself immensely, but now he wanted some alone time with me. It was time to take our leave. 
 
    “Well,” I smiled, looking at the boys, “that was certainly fun! We’ll have to do it again sometime!” 
 
    “Oh yes! Anytime!” gushed Rick, stepping forward to kiss the back of my hand. 
 
    “Thank you for an amazing evening, Maggie!” said Brad, inclining his head toward me. “And don’t worry,” he added, winking, “we know how to keep our mouths shut!” 
 
    “That’s good!” I giggled as I walked past the pool table. “That’s very good! I guess we’ll see you tomorrow morning.” Then, suddenly, I had a mischievous thought. “Say,” I said, picking up my pool cue from the bumper of the table, “it’s my shot, isn’t it?” 
 
    Before they could answer, I lined up on the cue ball and took my shot, solidly pocketing my intended ball. Then, I proceeded to run the table, clearing all of my balls and then sinking the eight-ball in the pocket I had announced. I grinned at the boys and dropped my cue back into the cream can. 
 
    “What the…?” exclaimed Brad, staring at the table in disbelief.  
 
    “Boys, boys,” I shook my head. “We’ve had this table for as long as I can remember. You really think I don’t know how to play?” And with that, I took my husband’s arm and we walked through the door. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
    I closed the front door behind me, then spun around and leaned back against it, looking at my husband. “Well,” I started, “was it what you expected? 
 
    He looked at me, thinking for a moment. “No,” he shook his head, “it wasn’t.” He moved to me, slipping an arm behind the small of my back. “It was better!” He leaned forward then, smashing his lips to mine in a passionate kiss. His big hand moved down to knead my denim-clad ass as we made out. 
 
    “What about you?” he asked when he came up for air. “Did you enjoy it?” he grinned as he asked, knowing the answer already. 
 
    I punched him playfully on the arm. “Duh!” I rolled my eyes. “What wasn’t to like? Two big, strong college guys with bodies like linebackers and cocks that…” I stopped, catching myself. 
 
    “Go on,” Charles urged, “you won’t hurt my feelings. Hell, I saw them! They’re fucking huge! I know it had to feel amazing!” 
 
    I bit my lip, studying him, then continued, “All right. Yeah, they were big.” He raised his eyebrow at me. “Okay! Really big! And it was amazing, being stretched like that…God, they gave me a pounding!” 
 
    “Was it better than with me?” 
 
    “No,” I shook my head, meaning it sincerely, “no, not better, just… well… different. Do you know what I mean?” 
 
    He laughed at that, “No, I can’t say that I do!” 
 
    “Well,” I explained, “they were sexy and eager and very well-hung, but they weren’t exactly artful or even particularly considerate. They’re young. They haven’t yet learned to take their time and pleasure a woman. Like a pair of bulls in a china shop, they just rush right in and go for broke! Of course,” I giggled, “with cocks like theirs, they can probably get away with it!” 
 
    “Probably!” snorted Charles with a crooked grin. “I didn’t notice you complaining too awfully much!” 
 
    Laughing, I brought my hand up to gently cup his cheek. “With you, it’s more caring and sensual. You know just where to touch me, when to go slow, when to speed up. And you want it to be good for me.” I raised up on my tiptoes to kiss his cheek. “They could learn a lot from you!” 
 
    “I’m sure they’d rather learn it from you!” he winked. 
 
    “You’re probably right!” I laughed, rolling my eyes. I pulled back from him, studying his face. “Is that what you want?” I asked. “You want me to do it again? You liked what happened?” 
 
    He nodded immediately, “Very much! And yes! I want you to do it again! It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen! God, Baby, I’m still so turned on from earlier!” 
 
    “Me, too! Want to know what my favorite part was?” I asked. 
 
    He raised his eyebrow, smirking, “Does it rhyme with ‘pig clocks’?” He laughed at his own cleverness. 
 
    “Ugh!” I punched him again. “Men! Yes, Smartass! Of course, I enjoyed their ‘big cocks’, but that wasn’t it. That wasn’t my favorite part.” 
 
    “Then, what was?” 
 
    “It was you watching!” I said. “I liked the fact that they were taking me in front of you. It made it so much more exciting! Especially when I saw you playing with yourself! God, it made me feel sexy!” 
 
    He looked at me for a long moment, speechless. “Hell,” he smiled widely, shaking his head, “I’m glad to hear you say that! Here I was, afraid you’d think I was some kinda freak! I guess, next time I won’t have to try to hide it!” 
 
    “Mmm! Next time?!” I purred, slipping from my husband’s arms and starting toward the stairs. “I like the sound of that!”  
 
    When I reached the foot of the stairway, I turned my head and looked back over my shoulder at him, “Why don’t you turn off all the lights, lock up, and come upstairs. We can talk about ‘next time’, while you and I ‘reconnect’!” 
 
    As I climbed the stairs, I could hear him behind me, dashing around the house from one light switch to another and locking the doors. I couldn’t help but smile as I reached for the knot at the front of my shirt. 
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    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 3 
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    What happens when four young people find themselves alone in the woods, far from prying eyes? Will the guys find victory in strip poker defeat? And who will be sleeping in whose tent tonight? 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Book 2 
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