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Obsession and Manipulation Ch. 01

“The weather should be good,” I said to my wife, as we drove west in the Tahoe.

“Yes, and this time of year the light should be soft, which will help,” Jordan added enthusiastically.

It was a Friday afternoon, and we were driving towards my family’s ranch, which was forty-five minutes from the small town where we lived. There, while I worked on some needed repairs, she planned on indulging in her new hobby of sketching with charcoals. Specifically, there was a windmill on a small hill with a nearby concrete stock tank that she wanted to draw with the pure blue, fall sky as a back drop.

Ten minutes later, we turned onto the caliche road, and six miles after that we arrived at the ranch gate. It was only a half-mile further to what we called the HQ, which consisted of a pole barn, a set of pens, and a small 2-bedroom cinder block house. In addition, there was an old camper trailer set-up behind the barn that was used by our ranch hand, Raul.

Raul was from a small village near Sabinas, in Mexico, and had been working for our family for almost fifteen years. He would typically work for three months, then leave for home to see his family for a couple weeks before returning. The details of getting back and forth were left to him, although he never seemed to encounter any difficulties.

Jordan and I arrived at the small house, pulled our bags from the back and went inside. For the next thirty minutes, we aired out the place and did some light clean-up which was always required when someone first arrived. Later, Jordan whipped up a simple dinner and after eating we parked in front of the satellite TV and sipped wine until we went to bed. The next morning, I was out the door a little before eight planning to connect with Raul and repair some water gaps. I found him in the barn where he was putting some things in the back of his well-worn pickup.

“Did you get some good rest?” he asked in Spanish, using a tone that I knew was intended as a teasing comment on the lateness of my arrival.

“Wonderful sleep,” I answered, refusing to take the bait.

I had spent a lot of time with Raul over the years and we had an easy going way with each other. Since coming to the ranch, he had learned enough English and I enough Spanish that our conversations seemed to randomly move between the two languages. He was in his mid-thirties, ten years or so older than my twenty-six, and just at that point where there was enough difference in age that we both knew we would never be very close.

With just a few more words, we were off, and spent the next few hours in the back of the ranch repairing low spots in the barbed wire fence that had been damaged by the run-off from recent rains. We were both experienced and had the right tools, and we made such good progress that we finished early and returned to work on the pens for an hour before I needed to leave to help Jordan.

“I need to go,” I announced, well past noon.

Raul merely nodded and continued with what he was doing. I walked to the house and found Jordan had made me a sandwich which I quickly wolfed down, then went to the bathroom to clean-up. Shortly after, we were headed towards the spot she had selected, and upon arriving, I helped her set-up in the shade of some oak trees. She had a good view of the windmill and now needed only to wait for the right light. So, with her concurrence, I left with the understanding I would return a little before sundown.

When I got back to the HQ, I was feeling a bit guilty for leaving Raul, but after checking and finding he had called it a day, I went to the TV and started watching some football. Fortunately, the game I was interested in ended fifteen minutes before I needed to go to collect Jordan, and when I arrived I found that she was already in the process of packing up.

“How was it?” I asked, truly interested.

My wife’s art hobby had seemed to come out of the nowhere. As a history teacher at the local junior high, she had no background in drawing, but over the past year I had seen her skills improve markedly. It was clear she had some natural talent, and while she would never be a famous artist, her work was certainly presentable.

“The light was fabulous for about forty minutes and I feel pretty good about what I got on paper. Can we stay late tomorrow so I can try for more?” she replied, showing her enthusiasm.

“Of course,” I responded quickly.

Jordan’s face instantly beamed a smile, and I helped her collect her things and move them to the SUV. Just as I closed the back hatch, I felt her arm circle my waist, and when I looked at her the sparkle in her eyes let me know that she was feeling mischievous. I pulled her body hard against mine and immediately found her lips.

“Mmmm…” she moaned through our connection, which made me hold her even more tightly.

“You are so beautiful,” I stated seconds later when we finally separated.

Jordan was indeed a very attractive woman. A slender 5′7″ tall with shoulder length light-brown hair, juicy lips and dark brown eyes, she was an enticing vision to me, as I suspect she was to her young male students as well. Although her breasts were only pert B-cups, on her frame, with her long legs and tight rear, they looked very good, and with the way she carried herself, she came across as quite sexy.

Rather than respond, she started to kiss me once again, and I knew she was in the mood to play. It wasn’t unheard of for her to act this way outside the safety of our bedroom, but it was rare, and a sudden surge went through me as I contemplated where we might be heading. Seconds later, when she took my hand and put it on her breast, I knew it was going to be fun.

“You’re on fire,” I gasped.

“Mmmm…maybe,” she replied in a sensual voice, which was all I needed to hear.

I pushed her against the SUV and started kissing her again while one hand took hold of her firm rear and the other returned to her breasts. I knew we were going to make love, but with the car already packed, there were few options, so I started shuffling her towards the front passenger door. Along the way, while we exchanged multiple kisses, I managed to undo several buttons on her blouse and release the buckle on the belt that held up her walking shorts. Not a whimper of protest came from her, and in fact, her breathing became noticeably more labored.

“What are you planning?” she asked with a devilish grin.

“To enjoy you,” I fired back, as my hand grabbed the door handle.

Seconds later, I had her backed against the leather seat and quickly finished removing her top followed by her bra. My mouth went to her tiny nipples that were flushed and erect, and I sucked hard enough that Jordan gasped while looping her arm around my neck. Back and forth I went between her two mounds until her sounds and squirming became pronounced. Then, leaving a trail of saliva behind, I stepped back and began to fumble with the catch on her shorts. Quickly, the khaki garment lay in a puddle at her feet, and without hesitation I pushed her lacy red thong to her knees. While I started to work on my clothes, Jordan pulled the garment from her legs, and when we looked at each other, I saw of look of excitement, almost desperation, in her eyes.

As soon as I was naked, we tried to find a position for me to enter her as we were both done with any foreplay. However, we couldn’t find one that was comfortable, and after several failed attempts, I turned her until she was lying across the seat with her lovely ass presented to me. The ease with which I was able to guide her, which occurred without protest, was another signal to me about the state of her arousal.

“Uhhhhh…” she moaned loudly when my dick found her slick opening and began to burrow inside.

“Damn Jordan,” I groaned, as her warmth enveloped my shaft.

“Steve…oh…Steve…ugghhh…” she spoke as if she was about to say something, but her words devolved into a series of whines and whimpers.

I started to move faster which brought from her a high-pitched squeal of pleasure, and after that we both groaned and grunted our way through our coupling. Instinctively, I knew before I ever entered my wife that I wouldn’t last long. Her playfulness and the outdoor setting were just to erotic and unique. Fortunately, I lasted long enough that it was a respectable performance, but when I felt the telltale tingling in my balls, I knew it was about over. Rather than fight it, I decided to just let it happen.

“Honey, I can’t hold it…going to cum…” I warned Jordan.

“Okay…uhhhh…okay…” she replied in a low moaning voice.

At the last possible instant, I used my remaining willpower and strength to pull my dick from her pussy. The first blast of semen flew across the SUV and landed on the center console while the second and third covered Jordan’s body from her hair to her waist. After that, there were several small blobs that oozed from my opening and dripped into the crack of her ass.

My climax had been so intense that it left me wobbly, and I was forced to put one hand on the door frame for balance. After gaining some control, I looked down at my wife and I could see her ass making slow undulations as if it was seeking a renewed connection. Clearly, I had left her hanging, which felt selfish, so after several deep breaths, I used my hand to remove any remaining semen and pushed back inside.

“Oh…oh…” she moaned, and once again allowed me to take control.

My dick, which had begun to deflate, quickly regained its stiffness, helped by Jordan’s reactions as well as the now sodden feel of her pussy. I knew there was some risk that I was pushing some of my cum inside her, but at that moment it just didn’t seem important.

“You feel so good,” I whispered to her.

“So do you,” she answered.

With my balls drained, I now had much more stamina, so I concentrated on giving my wife a nice steady rhythm that I knew from experience was the key to her orgasm. I had been plunging into her for several minutes when suddenly, I had a feeling, a strange sensation, that we were being watched. My head went on a pivot as I scanned around us, although I spotted nothing, so I put it down to simple paranoia. However, it was only seconds later that the feeling returned, and this time when I looked up, I thought that I saw a reflective glint over my left shoulder.

Was someone really watching? It seemed so bizarre that I tried to convince myself that it was my mind playing tricks, but the feeling was strong. Were we at risk? We were in an incredibly vulnerable position if someone attacked, and we were near the border which had grown much more dangerous in the past few years, although we had never had any trouble.

Jordan’s whimpers made my decision regarding what to do. She was very close to an orgasm, so I continued, and was soon rewarded with her panting cries and body spasms as she let go. I knew that, just like mine, it had been a powerful climax, and I was hopeful it would be a positive reference point for future spontaneous adventures. The instant we separated, the hair on the back of my neck went up, and the strange feeling of being watch, real or not, returned.

“Why don’t you get dressed inside?” I said to Jordan while quickly gathering her clothes.

“Tired of being outside?” she giggled, unaware of my concern.

“Well, until tomorrow when we come back,” I answered playfully, while continuing to prod her into the vehicle.

Soon, I had gathered my things and was pulling on my shirt inside the SUV which provided a feeling of safety. I was happy to see the grin hadn’t left my wife’s face, and we kissed several times before I started the engine and began the short drive back.

“You better bring condoms next time,” Jordan said after we had gone about a quarter mile, and pointed towards the splatter between us.

“Honey, I had no idea that painting windmills got you so hot,” I teased, while wiping the substance away with a Kleenex.

“There’s lots of things you don’t know,” she replied with a smirk and a laugh.

Jordan wasn’t currently taking birth control as she had decided to give her body “a rest”. So far, it seemed to have been a good decision as she had lost several pounds of unwanted weight and her libido had increased dramatically. Of course, the good decision would only prove correct if we avoided an unplanned child, and I knew we had flown close to the sun today, maybe too close. We arrived at the small house as the sun was setting, and after a quick shower, Jordan made dinner. After that, we sank into the couch with a glass of wine and watched TV.

“Did you enjoy your afternoon?” she suddenly spoke, while moving closer to me.

“I sure did. I love when you get excited like that…and playful,” I replied instantly, then kissed her on the cheek.

“I think you got excited too!” she said, which was certainly true, but her expression left me thinking there was more on her mind.

“What do you mean?’ I followed.

“You were acting kind of dominant, and the way you were…doing it…holding me at the end…” she tried to reply, but got embarrassed.

“I’m sorry,” I told her, thinking I was being gently scolded.

“It’s okay. Just different…” she answered, once again leaving the thought incomplete.

“Honey, tell me what you mean?” I implored her, now concerned.

She looked at me without speaking for several seconds then said, “Well, at the end you had my hips in your hands and you know…were really doing it hard…”

“I guess I got too excited. Did I hurt you?” I asked.

“No…” she said, as her impish smile spread across her face.

I realized that what she was trying to do was convey, that even though it was a different type of love making for us, she had enjoyed it. I got a kick out of seeing her deal with her shyness, but something else hit me as well, the fact that I hadn’t been aware of the forcefulness of my actions.

Later, in bed after Jordan had drifted to sleep, I lay awake contemplating the day. It was great fun, and something I hoped we would get a chance to do again. I even thought that perhaps it indicated a new level of sexual engagement from my wife. She had never been a woman that I would say was interested in exploring the boundaries of sex. Sticking to the standard was fine with her, and like most couples, our passions had cooled some in our three years of marriage. I hoped the day would prove to be more than a rare treat, although I knew that I loved her so much that just the occasional fling would be fine too.

While thinking through these things, my mind returned to the sensations I had about someone watching us. The idea had so rapidly departed once we were in the SUV that I had almost forgotten about it, and like before, at first I rationalized it as mere paranoia. But, as I stared at the ceiling and allowed myself to return to the moment, I was reminded of the intensity of the feeling. Had someone indeed been there? Had they seen my wife naked and bent over the seat? Had they seen us in the act? And, if there was indeed someone out there, who? There was no question that the occasional individual from Mexico crossed the ranch on their way north. Had someone happened upon us? The only other answer would be a trespasser, which would be extremely unlikely, or Raul…

As I thought about that possibility, I realized my dick had become hard, almost painfully so. It was a surprising reaction, shocking really, as I would never in my wildest dreams anticipated such a response. It just wasn’t something I ever considered, at least not until today, but my erection provided evidence that something was going on in my head. Several times, I tried to dismiss the notion, thinking, or hoping, it was just a result of the encounter with Jordan. However, my thoughts kept returning, refusing to let the subject go, and the final shock arrived when I considered whether my forceful actions with my wife had been influenced by the idea of someone watching.

I was drinking coffee the next morning while Jordan remained in bed, and through the window I spotted Raul loading his pickup. Sunday meant little to him since he was away from his family, so he often would do work, although generally it was light. Once more, my thoughts returned to the windmill, and for some reason I tried to remember how much time Jordan had spent with him. They certainly knew each other. I recall her being introduced way back when we were dating, and over the ensuing years they had occasionally exchanged words. However, I couldn’t remember a time where they had been in close proximity for an extended period.

Having promised Jordan we would stay so she could have another chance to sketch, we piddled around the house waiting for the late afternoon to arrive. Just past noon, I saw Raul return and I went out to speak with him as he drove into the barn.

“What are you working on?” I asked.

“More fence. On the south side,” he replied.

I had purposefully watched him, hoping to see something in his demeanor that would give him away if he had indulged in any voyeuristic activities, but he gave no indication of awareness nor showed any nervousness.

“Jordan wants to sketch again, so we’re going to stay until sundown. I’m going to drop her off in a couple hours,” I explained.

Instantly, I realized that I had just provided him with perfect information about my wife’s unaccompanied location. In fact, not only would she be alone, but she would be in a very remote spot.

“Is she good?” he asked, and for some reason it took me a few seconds to realize he was referring to her art.

“Yes, and improving fast,” I replied.

Like before, mid-afternoon found me transporting my wife and her equipment to the selected location. After unloading, I was rejected when I made a half-hearted sexual advance, and then was quickly shooed away. On the drive back, once again my mind reeled with thoughts on the situation and my own motivations, and I decided I was going to keep an eye on Raul. I had only been back about twenty minutes when I heard his truck starting, and I got outside just in time to wave him down.

“Where are you heading?” I asked, thinking he would take it as an overture for assistance.

“I’m going to work on some fence near the creek,” he answered in Spanish.

I didn’t respond, but took note of his vague answer and the fact that he had spoken in his native tongue. I stood to one side and watched the dust rise as he drove slowly away then returned to the house. The minutes ticked by as I debated whether there was merit to my gut feeling or if it was all an illusion, a mere fantasy concocted in my mind from random, disparate occurrences. Every time I would land on a resolution, it would quickly dissolve, like fine sand beneath my feet, and I would find myself considering, then embracing a counter view. In the end, my actions were driven by the simple fact that I had too much nervous energy to sit still. That’s how I found myself in the ranch UTV following the fresh tracks of Raul’s truck.

I had departed the HQ about thirty minutes after he left, and through three road intersections I followed the tracks as they made their way in the direction where he had stated he was going. On the dusty road, they were easy to follow, and as I proceeded I started to feel silly about my concerns. However, when I arrived at the spot I thought he was referring to, his tracks continued with no sign of a stop. When another five minutes had elapsed, and I was still on his trail, my suspicions flooded back and I knew that up ahead a branch in the road would provide a strong indication of his intent.

Minutes later, I reached the intersection, and when I saw that he had taken the left fork, I knew something was up. This road moved in a large arc through a low spot, across a dry creek, then rose and circled the hill where my wife was drawing. It would pass her from behind, approximately 300 yards from where she was sitting, which made me consider whether she would be able to hear the vehicle as it approached. On the parched, dusty road, I realized that only the engine would be making any appreciable noise, and if Raul proceeded slowly, he would likely be able to arrive undetected.


My first reaction was to proceed quietly and see if my suspicions were true, but as I thought about Jordan alone and unprotected, I became concerned that his intentions included more than just watching. It was nerve wracking closing the distance, and I found myself vacillating between speed and stealth. Soon, I was starting the rise on the backside of the hill and I slowed the UTV and proceeded cautiously with a keen eye towards spotting the pickup or the man.

His tracks gave him away. There was a clear indication where he turned off, and even though the ground in this pasture was harder, it provided enough of a guide to spot the pickup in a mesquite thicket about fifty yards away. I immediately put the UTV under a large oak tree, turned it off, and with a deep breath began to move slowly through the brush in the direction of the windmill, while looking for Raul.

Ten minutes later, I would occasionally get a glimpse of the windmill fan as I moved through the brush, and a few minutes after that I got the first look at my wife. Her back was to me and she was as I had left her, dressed like the prior day in walking shorts and a short-sleeved blouse. At first, I wasn’t able to spot Raul and thought I must have missed him, but a dove flushed from nearby tree which drew my attention, and beneath it I spotted him. He was much closer than I expected, no more than thirty yards from Jordan, and he was standing erect, evidently taking comfort in the cover from the thick brush. It appeared that he was just watching her, but when I moved forward several yards and got a better angle, I could just make out that he was pulling on his cock in a slow, but persistent manner.

Instantly, I realized my instincts had been correct and he had no doubt watched as we had sex yesterday. Now, I wondered whether he had moved into position in hopes of a repeat show or if he had more sinister intentions. By my watch, I had just over an hour before my wife expected me, which I knew was too long to leave her alone, so I settled in to spy on the spy. The minutes slowly ticked by and the odd triangle of my unsuspecting wife, the deceitful and voyeuristic ranch hand, and me, soon started to feel both bizarre and surreal. The time he was committing to this odd endeavor made me think that he held an attraction for my wife in some way that might even border on obsession. Still, he kept his distance, which gave me a certain amount of comfort that when I left she would be safe for the thirty-odd minutes it would take me to return.

The moment of truth finally arrived and I was presented with exactly that decision. Convincing myself I could be back quick enough, I slowly retraced my steps to the UTV and turned it in the direction I had come, hoping I wouldn’t be heard. Once at the ranch HQ, I quickly jumped into the Tahoe and headed towards Jordan, realizing almost forty minutes had elapsed since I left. Luckily, I found my wife packing her things when I arrived. I made several quick glances into the brush, looking for Raul, but didn’t spot him, even though I was certain he was out there somewhere.

“How did it go?” I asked Jordan, intentionally trying to sound upbeat.

“Good, I think,” she answered, showing no sign of concern or distress.

We put her things into the back, and when the last item was loaded, she turned and gave me the same playful look she had the previous day. Before I could react, she moved close to me and tilted her head up in expectation.

“I think drawing makes you horny,” I said with a nervous laugh when our kiss ended.

“You said you wanted to,” she replied, suddenly sounding a bit vulnerable.

“I do,” I answered and kissed her again.

As we embraced, I thought about Raul somewhere out there watching, and I thought about my wife’s sexual eagerness. I remembered how hard my dick was the previous night as I considered the possibility of being watched, and felt it once again rapidly becoming erect. Whether it was mere habit or a subconscious directive, I realized I had a hand on my wife’s butt squeezing and fondling it.

This time, as soon as we broke, it was Jordan who took the initiative in undressing us. First, her hands went to lift my shirt off and then she tried for the button on my jeans, but her hands were shaking so much she couldn’t unclasp them. Instead, she started working on her own clothes, and I was surprised at how fast she moved. She beat me in getting naked, then stood before me watching, with her nipples erect and her shaved pussy beginning to open like a blooming flower. I struggled out of my jeans as quickly as I could, feeling strange, but also very excited.

“Did you bring a condom?” she asked, looking almost manic with desire.

“No, I…uh, no,” I admitted, unable to tell her about the distractions I dealt with.

However, rather than get upset, she simply smiled then pushed her lovely body against mine and once again my hands slipped to her ass. I knew that Raul was watching, and that he was getting everything he had hoped for, but now, for some odd reason, I wanted to go even further. With a gentle push on her shoulders, I prodded Jordan into a squatting position before me and with no further coaxing she inhaled my dick into her mouth.

“Uhhh…oh, shit,” I gasped.

Like most things sexual, Jordan could be very good when she wanted, and it was certainly true with oral sex. She started slowly, running her tongue over and around my shaft, then began an eager bobbing movement. I closed my eyes and threw my head back, partly because of the magical feeling, but also to allow me to use it as way to look for our watcher. It took several tries, but finally I spotted him to the left of where I had last seen him, even closer than before. I didn’t get a good enough look to tell if he was still stroking his cock, although I expected it was the case.

Despite the wonderful sensation from her efforts, it wasn’t long before I wanted to feel my dick inside her magical pussy, so I pulled on her shoulders and without protest she rose to her feet while flashing me a devilish grin. I backed her against the Tahoe and lifted her left leg while she found my dick and guided me forward. We both sighed in unison as I penetrated her, and for the next several minutes we moved together slowly.

Somehow, someway, my mind had totally connected with the idea of Raul watching. It excited me in a strange way, not the least of which was my wife on display in her most intimate, vulnerable state. Further, it was strangely erotic to know that she was providing sexual pleasure to two men, with me in direct physical contact while our ranch hand stroked his cock anxiously, mere yards away.

“We’ve gone crazy,” Jordan giggled.

“Crazy good!” I replied, and joined in the laughter.

Her tone of voice let me know that she wasn’t being consumed by the sex the way she had been yesterday, and I suspected it was because of the awkward position of our coupling. It really didn’t allow me to thrust deeply, and I had to move slowly or risk separation. So, I stopped and guided her to the back of the SUV, pushing her forward thru the open hatch. Much like before, she was bent at the waist, face down, and her beautiful ass was on wanton display to both me and our ranch hand. Without hesitation, I pushed into her lubricated hole, and started a fast, deep pace that brought a slapping sound each time we connected.

“That better?” I asked over her growing whimpers.

“Uhhhh…uh huh…” she acknowledged.

“This what you wanted me to do? I asked, recalling her shy message from the previous evening.

“Uh…uh huh…” she grunted again, seemingly too overwhelmed to say more.

I could see that her eyes were squeezed shut and her mouth hung partially open emitting all kinds of wonderful and passionate moans and sighs. Occasionally, her sounds would morph into short squeals of pleasure which energized me and made me feel powerful, knowing I was taking such a lovely woman to the heights of sexual excitement. I wanted badly to bring Jordan to an orgasm first, but I knew I was quickly losing the battle to hold back. Finally, like the day before, I decided to quit fighting, achieve my climax, then start again.

“Uhhhh…oh fuck…fuck…” I grunted, and I began to ejaculate the moment I pulled free.

I had collapsed forward so my dick rested in the crevice of her ass, and it was now spewing my seed across her from her shoulder blades to her waist.

“Hurry,” Jordan called out in a pleading voice, sensing my intent.

After a quick squeeze and wipe across the head, I plunged back inside and soon was rewarded by the return of her wonderful, sexual cries. Recalling once more her comments on my aggressive actions, I grabbed her hips tightly and began pulling her against me forcefully. Almost immediately, her cries became more intense which drove me even harder, and I was certain our silent watcher would soon see my wife experience a powerful, fulfilling orgasm.

“Give it up Jordan,” I demanded through gritted teeth, then a second later followed with, “Cum for me.”

We had never been very talkative during sex, so my statements were another testament to the uniqueness of our adventure, and while she didn’t answer in words, her movements and sounds gave a clear indication of what was about to happen.

“Uhhhh…uhhhh…uhhhh…ohhhh…ohhhh…” she suddenly cried out, announcing the arrival of her release, while at the same time she pushed back, as her pussy pulsed around my dick.

She tried to lift herself on her arms and look at me, but her strength was rapidly leaving her body, and she finally fell forward, completely spent. I stayed in place for several minutes, reveling in the vision that lay beneath me and enjoying the continuing mews of pleasure that escaped her mouth. Finally, I pulled away, and in doing so, I realized I was giving Raul and unhindered view of my wife’s thoroughly fucked pussy.

I allowed her a minute more to rest, then helped her rise, and once again presented her by having her stand naked while I gathered her clothes before helping her dress. Only when we were pulling away did I try to spot Raul, but he was nowhere to be seen, and I thought it likely that he had quickly departed once the show was over. We stopped at the house for Jordan to use the restroom, then we were off, and minutes after turning onto the paved road she was asleep.

While I listened to her softly purr next to me, I contemplated the weekend. It was quite strange to know that in such a short period of time I had confirmed Raul’s voyeuristic interest in my wife and my own perverse desire to secretly display her. I wasn’t sure why it excited me, and I felt a certain shame for the fact it did. However, I knew that my superior knowledge, the fact that I was the only person in the trio of participants that had complete awareness, added something to the mix. I also knew that given the opportunity, I would do it, or something similar again, rationalizing that since no one was being hurt, it wasn’t a big deal.

Unfortunately, it’s quite difficult to get multiple moving parts to line up. I knew Raul wouldn’t be a problem unless he was off visiting his family, but my wife had many demands on her time, so even though I tried to encourage her to return while the fall light was still good, it was several weeks before her schedule permitted. As the weekend approached, it began to look like the weather might be marginal, but I finally convinced her to go with the understanding we would leave if she couldn’t sketch.

We pulled into the ranch HQ a little past noon on Saturday, and already I could tell the weather wasn’t likely to hold. It was becoming blustery and to the west and north a line of clouds was building. Still, having come this far, I wasn’t about to just give up, so I unpacked the SUV and went looking for Raul. We had worked together multiple times since he watched, but this time my wife was with me, and since I hadn’t told him of the plans, I wanted him to know she was present.

“Hey, man. Jordan is with me and wants to draw some at the windmill,” I explained after the normal pleasantries.

I had found him in the barn, working on our utility tractor, covered in grease. Outwardly, he gave no particular sign of interest, which amazed me given how much effort he had put into the previous encounters.

“Okay. Be careful though. It’s a high place and with this weather…” he answered in Spanish.

After a few more minutes of ranch talk, I left him to return to my wife, who was straightening the house. When she finished, she made us a snack, and as we ate I could hear the wind picking up.

“Doesn’t look good. Maybe we should go back,” Jordan said after looking out the window.

“Give it a bit. Besides, I’m tired,” I replied, hoping to fend her off.

She gave me an odd look but didn’t reply, so while she stepped into the small kitchen, I sprawled across the couch in front of the TV feigning fatigue. Thirty minutes later, I was in the middle of a football game when she picked up the remote and tuned the satellite TV to the weather station. Instantly, a radar image popped up which clearly showed storms headed our way.

“That’s us, right?” she asked, pointing to a spot on the screen.

“Yes,” I answered, now worried she would demand we return to town.

“Honey, I can’t draw today,” she said, stating the obvious.

“Probably not,” I responded.

“Then, let’s go back. We can go to the movies tonight,” she said.

“Jordan, I’m tired. Let’s just stay here tonight,” I suggested.

“While you watch football and I’m bored?” she replied.

“Watch what you want,” I said, nodding towards the control in her hand. Then added, “And we have wine.”

“You just want sex,” she answered, but a smile came to her face.

“I definitely want sex,” I said, sitting up and patting the seat next to me.

A plan was formulating in my head. With the weather, it wouldn’t involve any outdoor activities, but I thought it still had potential. Jordan sat beside me and started scrolling through the stations eventually stopping on another game where her college team was playing. It wasn’t the one I would have selected, but it was better than some chick flick, so I held my tongue.

I was two years older than Jordan and we met when she moved to the small town I grew up in to teach. I was lucky enough to meet her quickly, before she was overwhelmed by interested suitors, as young, single, educated and attractive women were in extremely short supply. She had gone to a different college than me, that was a second-tier sports rival, and sometimes we teased each other about the other’s failures. Her team was down by ten points mid-way through the second quarter, and after engaging her in some banter designed to get her interested in the game, I rose to get her a glass of wine.

For the next three hours, I managed to keep her focused on the game as she consumed almost an entire bottle. Somehow, the rain had held off, but just as the game ended we could hear it starting to sprinkle. Minutes later, it turned into a heavy downpour that lasted for a half-hour before the sprinkling returned. In addition, the temperature, which had been in the high-60s plunged quickly and was now around 50.

“Are you trying to get me drunk?” Jordan asked playfully when I brought her a fresh glass from a newly opened bottle.

“Hell yes!” I replied.

In truth, I did want her feeling good, but was already worried she might have had too much. For my plan, I needed her awake for a couple more hours, until it became dark, and I knew from experience she tended to quickly fade when she stopped drinking. Also, she often became quite horny, and throughout the afternoon I had been forced to delicately turn down her advances. I was hoping I could keep her going until it was time, then reap the benefit of her building arousal.

My idea was to make love to Jordan in bed, but with the curtains partly open so Raul, if he wanted, could watch. I suspected he very much would if given the opportunity, and I had already positioned the curtains on the two windows. In addition, most of the lights were on in the small house, so I hoped he would understand the meaning when they were extinguished. Then, I would turn on the light in the small bathroom, just off the bedroom, which I hoped would provide enough illumination for him to see inside. In my wife’s current inebriated state, I was almost certain she would not notice the uncovered windows nor take much interest in the bathroom light.

The rain ended just before sunset and the sky cleared to the west providing a beautiful scene that I enjoyed from the small porch with Jordan before we became too cold. By now, she was truly hammered and several times she pulled my head down to kiss her. I hoped that Raul might be watching and gain some encouragement by her actions, although I never saw him. Despite my concerns, the next hour past uneventfully with Jordan seemingly getting her second wind. So, when darkness was fully upon us, I pulled my wife close and engaged her in deep, passionate kiss.

“About time!” she declared when we broke almost a minute later, then immediately reengaged.

“You are so incredibly beautiful. I love you,” I whispered to her at our next break.

“Mmmm…I love when you say you love me,” she purred.

“I do love you,” I stated again.

“Let’s make love,” she whispered in a voice that let me know she was very excited.

“We’re going to,” I told her.

For the next few minutes, I kissed my wife’s lips, nuzzled her neck and gently massaged her breasts through her shirt and bra. Soon, she was literally whimpering in anticipation, and I had to force her to be still because I wanted her at the absolute peak of arousal.

“Please…” she whined in lust and need, and I knew it was time.

I took her by the hand, lifted her, and led her to the bedroom where I pushed her back on the queen-sized bed. Leaving her for just a moment, I turned off the lights, save for the bathroom, which as I hoped, provided a nice glow into the bedroom. Jordan never said a word as the fire inside her was burning too strongly, and when I returned, I started working on her clothes. Quickly, she was beautifully naked, stretched across the comforter on her back with one leg lifted as if to beckon me to her treasure. My head went between her legs and as soon as my tongue touched her inflamed slit she spread to give me complete access.

“Ohhh…mmmm…oh yes…uhhh…” she called out softly, as the tip of my tongue traced her length.

I love to go down on Jordan. She tastes wonderful, and she enjoys it so much that it usually has the effect of exciting me. Tonight, she was on fire, with her pussy pouring its warm nectar into my mouth, and I had to use my hands to hold her still and stay connected while her whines and whimpers rapidly became deep groans and loud cries. She was vocal enough that I wondered if Raul could hear through the window, if he was there, and that, coupled with the visual aspects he would be receiving, I knew would provide a powerful, erotic stimulus.

I knew I could easily take Jordan over the top to a fulfilling climax, but I wanted it to happen when my dick was inside her, so I pulled away, which brought an immediate squeal of distress.

“No…” she moaned in disappointment.

“I want to be in you,” I declared, while looking into her needy eyes.

Jordan had already managed to pull my shirt off, so I went to work on my jeans and quickly had them off. Just as I was about to climb on the bed, I remembered the condom, and had to go to my bag to get one as she whimpered impatiently. I found it then moved between her open legs, unwrapped the package, and rolled the thin material down my shaft. As soon as I was ready, she grabbed my dick and guided me forward until I was started, then pulled on my hips as I impaled her.


“Ohhh…oh Steve…oh God it feels so good…oh honey…” she moaned.

“God Jordan, you feel amazing,” I declared as the feeling instantly took control, then added, “I love you.”

“Say it again,” she begged.

“I love you,” I declared once more.

From there, I lost all thoughts of others, as my world was now making love to my beautiful wife. We moved as one in perfect rhythm, and I marveled at the feeling of her touch and the enticing coos that escaped her mouth. It was so perfect I didn’t want it to end, but slowly I heard her sounds change and become more urgent, and when I felt her body starting to tense, I knew her orgasm was imminent.

“Uggghhh…nnnahhh…ahhh…ohhhhh…oh please…oh God please…” she cried out.

Her body began to spasm and she arms and legs wrapped around me tightly. Then, for just a moment she released her grip, but it came roaring back and I was once again in her embrace. Her thrashing forced me to stop moving, but as her body slowly relaxed, I started to roll into her again. At the same time, I could hear her gently sobbing, which was a response that was reserved for her most intense climaxes.

“Are you okay?” I asked softly.

“Yessss…I love you,” she forced out while wrapping her arms around my neck.

“I love when you cum like that,” I whispered.

“I love it too,” she whispered.

Now that she was back with me, I started moving faster and pushing harder as I worked to reach a release. Jordan knew what I wanted and traced my back with her fingernails while making soft sighs into my ear. It didn’t take long, and with a final lunge, I extended on my arms, threw my head back and roared.

“Oh God…yes…hell yes!” I yelled as my semen jetted into the condom.

Every time I thought I was done, another pulse would hit my balls and more seed would be expelled. It was one of the longest releases of my life, and it felt like my balls were being turned inside-out. When it was finally over, I fell in a heap onto my wife’s body.

“That was big,” she giggled as she stroked my hair.

“Uh huh, now I can’t move,” I said.

“Don’t. Just rest,” she replied.

I remained connected to her, sprawled across her lovely body, thinking how lucky I was to have her as my wife. But, as the effects of the climax started to fade, my thoughts returned to the window and the show we might have put on. Strangely, it acted to re-energize me, and while just minutes before I was ready to drift off to sleep, now I wanted to begin round two. I slid to Jordan’s side, and immediately my hand started to move over her body. From her breasts to her mound I explored, and it wasn’t long before I could tell my attention was having an effect.

“You must want more,” she stated, while looking at me with a grin.

“Maybe,” I replied, never stopping my hand.

“Get that thing off,” Jordan said, pointing towards the condom that now only covered half my partially deflated dick.

“You do it,” I directed her.

Without hesitation, her hand reached out and several tugs later she had it off and tossed it on top of the nightstand. Then, with a naughty smile, she scooted down and took me into her mouth. The feeling was so intense that it made me arch my back, and when I finally settled, I slowly moved her into a position that had her ass pointed directly towards one of the windows. Whether Raul was watching or not, I imagined him staring at her recently fucked pussy, imagining what it would feel like to sink his stiff cock inside.

Jordan sucked my dick with enthusiasm making me proud with her show of enthusiasm. The most bizarre aspect was that it had only been minutes since we had experienced deeply connected lovemaking, but now I was possessed with the thought of her once more on display to the man from Mexico. I tried not to look towards the window, although several times I caught myself stealing quick glances, but it was a wasted effort, as the differential lighting only allowed one to see inside.

“Come here,” I whispered to my wife, interrupting her efforts.

She looked up at me with her mouth just inches from my dick and gave me a naughty grin. Returning the smile, I grabbed her hand and flipped her onto her back, then once more pushed my dick into her wonderful opening. For the next fifteen minutes, we had sex, moving between positions and enjoying each other, until I finally had her on top, straddling me. There, I let her take control and grind against me while I remained still, leaving her body on display to anyone watching through the window. Several minutes later, she had a small orgasm, then collapsed onto my chest, and I stroked her back until she fell to my side.

The next morning, I was up early, and leaving Jordan curled and purring, I circled the house to inspect the ground outside the windows. I had hoped to find a few footprints that proved Raul’s watching, but the reality was more profound. Beneath each window was a trampled area, and between the two spots were enough footprints to give me ample evidence that he had moved multiple times between them. Then, beneath the window which provided a side view of the bed, I saw something I hadn’t considered. At waist level on the cinder block walls were multiple off-color streaks that I knew without further inspection were the discharge from his balls. For some strange reason, my mind quickly jumped to wondering what had driven him over the top, where in our lovemaking he had let go.

Three times - I’ve let someone watch my wife having sex three times. It was something I pondered during the following week, which included multiple interactions with the man that had done the watching. I knew it wasn’t normal, and I considered that it may in fact be a sign of some sickness. However, I couldn’t deny how powerful the experiences had been, which left me in turmoil as my desires had not yet been fully satiated.

My job in the family business required that I interact with Raul several times a week, and every time we came face-to-face I expected him to broach the subject. I thought, although it was just a feeling, that he might suspect I had some complicity in the occurrences, but he remained silent, never providing any indication that he was aware or had participated in any way.

The fourth event occurred a month later when Jordan once again accompanied me to the ranch and we spent the night. Much like the previous visit, although with much less alcohol consumed, we made love with the curtains open and my morning after inspection confirmed that we had been watched. Fortunately, after this time, the deep, erotic excitement within me started to wane, and I no longer dwelt on the next set-up. Then, the holidays were upon us, and the social demands of Thanksgiving, followed by Christmas and New Year’s left no opportunity for Jordan to visit the ranch. The long break helped reduce my interest further, and the memories drifted to the back of my mind, remembered only in quiet reflections late at night.

Jordan visited the ranch in January, several months after her last visit. It was at her request, motivated by forecast of an unseasonably pleasant weekend. We arrived after dark on Friday, and since we were both quite tired, we went quickly to bed. Saturday morning, I was up early and stepped out into the clear, brisk air on my way to perform maintenance on the game cameras that were located at strategic points around the ranch. The work took almost three hours, and when I arrived back at the HQ, I spotted my wife near the barn talking to Raul. I wondered how they had happened upon each other, and noted that although she was wearing jeans and a long-sleeved pull over top, she still looked quite good. She had never spoken to the man at length, and given the series of sordid encounters, I was immediately concerned about their conversation. Practically jumping from the vehicle, I moved directly towards the pair, but as I drew near, they separated with Raul moving purposefully into the barn.

“Hi honey,” my wife said as I approached, showing no sign of distress.

“Hi sweetie,” I replied, hoping she would broach the subject of their discussion.

“Did you get everything fixed?” she asked.

“Yes, no problems. What were you talking with Raul about?” I asked, no longer able to contain myself.

“Mostly about his family. I didn’t know he had five children. It must be hard on him to be so far away and only see them occasionally,” she responded.

“I’m sure it’s very difficult,” I said, then followed with, “What else did he say?”

“He wanted to know what we were doing for the weekend. I told him I was going to try and do more sketches,” she explained, thankfully not sensing my sudden angst.

I just nodded in response, unsure that I could speak without showing nervousness. I took her hand and we walked back to the house, where she quickly left me to check on some wash, while I moved to the couch. After lunch, I dropped her at a new spot on top of a small hill that provided a panoramic view of the countryside sloping away. She had set-up in a small clearing, that was much more confined than the spot near the windmill, and I knew immediately that it provided ample cover for Raul to get very close. I was pretty sure she hadn’t been able to describe the location to him, given her unfamiliarity with the ranch, but I still raced back to the HQ wanting to intercept him before he departed. In fact, during the short drive, I considered confronting him, letting him know I was aware of his spying, and had almost convinced myself it was the right thing to do, but when I pulled up I decided I would play it by ear. I immediately spotted his pickup parked next to the barn, which told me he was nearby, although it took a further ten minutes to realize he was in his trailer.

“Yes?” he responded when I knocked on the aluminum door.

Opening it, I saw that he was sprawled back on the small bench that formed the seat for the dining table with a beer in his hand, and I realized it was the only time I had ever seen him drinking. Our eyes locked and in that moment all kinds of information was exchanged. Instantly, I knew he was aware of my complicity in presenting my wife, and he knew I was aware of his watching. That was the easy part. The hard part was when I saw in his eyes a look that told me he wanted Jordan very badly.

“Uhhh…should we work on the pens?” I asked.

It was a silly question, as we had recently repaired them and they didn’t need any further attention, but in my state, I couldn’t think of anything else to say.

“There is no need, the pens are fine,” he answered.

It was strange for him to be so bold, as typically he would support whatever direction was given. However, the combination of his demeanor, the beer, his words and my own lame suggestion, made me think it was best to just let it go, so I closed the door and walked away.

Raul never left the HQ, of that I was certain, as I repeatedly rose from my spot in front of the TV and checked on his truck throughout the afternoon. Finally, the time came to get Jordan, and I left, collected her and returned within thirty minutes. I made no attempt at outside play, ignoring the overtures she made with her eyes and her smiles, which I think confused her, although she remained silent. I did make a point of giving her lots of attention on the drive back about her art work, which alleviated her concern, and by the time we arrived she seemed in good spirit.

“Should we drive home?” she asked.

“No, let’s stay,” I shot back quickly, then added, “It’s late.”

It wasn’t all that late, but she accepted my suggestion, so when we walked in the house she set off to the bathroom to clean up while I made dinner. She appeared twenty minutes later, just as I was finishing the meal, wearing sweat pants and a t-shirt.

“Do you think I’m getting better?” she asked, referring to her art.

“Very much so. It’s easy to see,” I replied, which made her smile.

“Honey…have you uhhh…thought about when we should start having kids?” she asked, totally out of the blue.

It was a subject that we got pestered on relentlessly. In our small town, we were almost pariahs for being childless after multiple years of marriage. Then, there were our parents, mine mostly, who brought it up often. Despite my other siblings producing children like a production line, they always tried to put the guilt trip on us like we were destroying their lives. Still, it wasn’t like Jordan to ask the question, so I sensed something must be on her mind.

“What made you ask that?” I probed.

“I don’t know. Maybe thinking about Raul’s situation…his family and kids,” she answered.

I was startled by the sudden injection of our ranch hand into our intimate conversation about pregnancy. I even wondered for a moment whether somehow, someway, she was unconsciously aware of the exhibitionism that had occurred. But, just as rapidly, I realized it was a silly notion and she was likely just feeling the same pangs that most women did.

“Not yet. Let’s be selfish a bit longer,” I said, almost as a plea.

I had witnessed most of my friends who were married quickly devolve into a world that was consumed by children. In the process, the husband and wife connection was lost, almost to the point that they acted like totally different people. Early on, I had explained my view to Jordan and she had agreed, although as time ticked by, I knew I couldn’t put the inevitable off much longer.

“I know…but don’t you think about it?” she asked.

“Yes, but I think about your hot body more,” I answered with a laugh.

My intent was to lighten the mood which seemed to work as she joined in with her own giggle. After dinner, we moved to the TV, but continued drinking, and strangely, with each sip, my sordid thoughts returned one step at a time. I wasn’t completely certain what was driving my renewed interest, although I guessed it had something to do with their conversation. All I knew was that when Jordan excused herself to go the restroom, I found myself rushing to the windows, so Raul, if interested, would have a clear view of the bedroom.

I was ready with a fresh glass of wine when she rejoined me on the couch, and seconds after she was seated, I began to kiss her cheek and neck. It took only seconds for her to engage, and soon we were sharing passionate kisses. It looked like we were on a nice path towards sex, with the potential to be watched, when she suddenly broke the mood.

“Do you think he misses Lupe?” she asked.

I knew enough about the Mexican man to know that Lupe was his wife, and replied, “I’m sure he does.”

“And the kids?” she followed.

“Of course…I mean I would certainly think so,” I responded, unsure of where she was going.

“What if it were you? What would you do?” she probed.

I wasn’t sure exactly what she was asking, but took a sarcastic tone and replied, “I would masturbate every night until my dick was raw.”

“You’re such an ass,” she replied, seeing my smile, then followed with, “Do you think that’s what he does?”

“Of course,” I acknowledged.

“Thinking of Lupe?” she asked.

“And others,” I replied, as my lips returned to her sensitive neck.

Several seconds went by as she sighed in response to my attention before she asked, “What others?”

“You,” I said without hesitation, and instantly I felt her body stiffen.

“What! What do you mean?” she demanded in a shocked voice, pushing me away.

I started laughing at her indignant response and it took me a moment to reply, “Honey, you’re a beautiful woman and one of the few that he sees. I mean it’s basically you and my mom and she’s fifty. Plus, I saw how he looked at you today.”

“You’re insane,” she declared.

“Okay,” I said, and returned to her neck.

“He didn’t look at me badly,” she said seconds later.

“I didn’t say it was bad,” I responded, which made her gasp, while I fought not to laugh.

Jordan became quiet, but allowed me to continue to give her attention. She even raised her arms to let me pull her shirt over her head and reveal her pert breasts. However, I knew her mind was churning and that we would eventually return to the subject of Raul. I was left with something of a dilemma, as now having broached the subject, I considered whether to reveal some of what had occurred over the past few months or keep the discussion limited to her interaction that day. It was a crossroads, as one path led towards the subject of edgy, erotic sex, while the other was, in reality, about family.

“He didn’t…I mean…why did you say that?” Jordan challenged me with a confused voice.

“Forget it honey, I was just playing,” I said, deciding to let the subject pass.

She seemed to accept my statement as a mea culpa, and soon joined me in the fondling and kissing. For the next half-hour, we played on the couch with the TV blaring in front of us, and along the way she removed my shirt while I stripped her down to her tiny thong. Then, we practically raced each other to the bed, where I stopped her from turning down the comforter and pushed her onto her back. I let her remove my jeans, then pushed her thong down, and we were now naked and visible to anyone that might venture to peer through the window.

For the next few minutes, we embraced and coiled like mating snakes, feeling each other’s bodies. When we broke, I used my hand to guide her shoulders back until she was flat on the bed and I was hovering over her, enjoying the full view of her beautiful, naked body. My right hand began to trace over her, from her breasts to her vagina, lightly stroking her smooth, flawless body without lingering in any one spot. The attention soon had her jumpy, and while whiny gasps escaped her mouth, she looked into my eyes with a vulnerable, needy expression. Finally, I let my fingers become more insistent until I allowed one to split her folds and disappear into her wet opening.

“Ohhhhh…” she moaned loudly, while arching her back and closing her eyes.

“You are so amazing, so beautiful,” I whispered, as my finger slowly stroked her, then unable to help myself I added, “Everyman’s fantasy.”

“Ass! You do so well, then screw it up,” she replied with feigned disgust.

“It’s true!” I answered then bent down and sucked her small nipple.

“No, it’s not.” she responded, then added after a brief pause said, “You’re just teasing me.’

For some reason, the way she said it coupled with the fact that she seemed truly interested in the subject, gave me the motivation to start, and once I did, I couldn’t stop.

“What if I told you he wanted you badly? What if I told you he was watching us make love at the windmill and was masturbating? What it I told you that he has looked in the window and seen us together? What if I told you he was watching now?” I spewed forth.

For an instant, a wild look of fear filled Jordan’s eyes, but just as quickly it disappeared and was replaced with amusement.

“Oh, my God, you are crazy,” she laughed, believing I had made it all up.

“I’m serious,” I replied with reticence, as it hit me that it might have been better to leave it as a tease.

“No, you’re not. You’re full of it. Completely!” she declared, as she began to laugh.

I’ve always had a problem of needing to win, needing to be right, and her laughter came across as an affront. Before I knew it, I was returning the challenge.

“If you don’t believe me, go outside. He’ll be by the window,” I declared.

In truth, I didn’t know if he was even out there. His mannerisms today indicated some turmoil that made it difficult to gauge his current mindset. Nor, was I sure how he would react to Jordan’s movements. He might retreat and remain undetected. Of course, that was only an issue if she took the bait, which was by no means certain.

“I don’t need to,” she replied, laughing harder.

“Okay, good,” I answered and forced a laugh, as I finally regained my senses.


Close the curtains,” she demanded, when our laughter subsided.

“Why?” I asked, and surprisingly she merely rolled her eyes in response.

I began to move my hand again and used my tongue on her erect nipples which soon had her body writhing in anticipation. Several times, I caught her glancing towards the window, but she never said anything. When I thought she was at the right point of arousal, I slipped on a condom, pulled her legs open and rolled on top. From the moment we connected, we started a rapid, deep movement that was much more forceful than the start of our typical lovemaking. The interesting part was that I couldn’t tell if it was coming from me or my wife, not that it mattered, as neither of us was complaining.

Jordan came hard, and with no difficulty, which made me think that she had dismissed as fantasy any thought of Raul at the window. I made it until she was completely through her climax, helped by the desensitizing effects of the rubber, then in a series of deep thrusts I let go. We stayed connected, cooed and kissed for several minutes before I rolled to her side. It was then I noticed her glance at the window again, I suppose feeling vulnerable now that my body didn’t shield her. We rested for a few minutes, but it wasn’t long before my hands began to stroke her again, and shortly after that, she began responding with little mews.

“Lie back,” she suddenly said, as she sat up while pushing my shoulder.

Her take charge approach caught me off guard for an instant, but I did as I was told and she scooted into position near my waist, pulled the condom off, and lowered her head. It wasn’t long before her soft, warm mouth started to re-inflate my half-hard dick.

“Move over here,” I interrupted, and used my hand to prod her towards my other side.

“Why?” she asked, looking at me like she felt she did something wrong.

“So, Raul can see,” I answered trying not to laugh.

“You’re so full of it,” she shot back, but did as I requested.

Jordan thought, or mostly thought, I was making up the story of Raul as a voyeur, but in reality, if he was still outside as I suspected, he would be treated to a perfect view of my wife’s mouth working my dick. Also, I knew that he would understand that I had repositioned her for his benefit, which made me wonder if he might think my wife was also a complicit party. However, given their recent interaction, I thought it likely he knew she was innocent.

She went back to work and it was only a minute later that she had me rock hard once, then without speaking, she moved up and straddled my waist, bringing my now uncovered shaft to her opening.

“Condom?” I asked after we had already connected.

“I hate those things,” she declared as her hips started moving in a slow undulation.

I didn’t respond, and just stared into her eyes as she contentedly rode my shaft. At first, she held my gaze, but slowly I could see her eyes losing focus, and I knew she was responding to the feelings radiating from between her legs. It was rare for her to orgasm twice, although she often could reach a place where the feeling was intense, and it seemed that this was exactly where she was headed.

“Does it feel good?” I asked, breaking her from her trance.

She seemed surprised, almost shocked by the sound of my voice, but she recovered quickly and with a nod of her head simply responded, “Yeah…”

I let her drift away again, and my thoughts went to Raul, and once again, I was considering the odd threesome that existed. So strange, so abnormal, and yet both he and I were finding sexual pleasure from the situation, from my wife. I wondered if for me it might be something more, too. Did I enjoy acting as the puppet master? Then, there was Jordan. In our brief discussion, she had raced to a comforting view that I was merely teasing her, although for a moment, for a tiny instant, I thought I saw something else as well that looked a lot like curiosity.

“Look at the window,” I said, intending for the words to come out as a command, but my cracking voice only allowed a whisper.

“Hush,” she whispered, showing faux annoyance.

“Look,” I said with a little more strength.

With a tiny smile, my wife’s eyes left mine and turned towards the window and I looked on as she blew a kiss. I knew Raul had no way of knowing that Jordan didn’t know my description was true. To her, it was just a simple act that was no more than an acquiescence to her husbands play. However, I immediately began to wonder how he would receive the gesture and how he might react.

It turned out I didn’t have to wait very long as within thirty seconds, over the sounds of Jordan’s movements and sighs, we heard a light tapping start on the window. Instantly she stopped her rocking and for a moment there was a look of confusion on her face that turned very quickly into shock.

“Oh, my God! Steve!” she cried out and flew off me.

She bolted from the room and seconds later, as I was getting up, I heard the door of the other bedroom slam closed. I walked nude to the door and started knocking softly hoping she would open it and talk.

“Jordan…honey…” I said in a soft voice.

“Is he out there?” she fired back loudly, and from her voice, I guessed she was on the bed.

A silence followed as I tried to think of the right answer before truthfully responding, “Yes.”

“Why? Why the hell would you do that…allow that…why?” she challenged me.

I was pondering how to respond when I heard knocking at the front door. So, still standing naked, I had an incensed wife on one side and our voyeur on the other wanting who knows what. Knowing I couldn’t have Raul hanging around with Jordan in her current state, I grabbed my jeans and pulled them on then went to the door.

“What’s going on man? he asked in Spanish before I could speak, showing a strange fire in his eyes.

Suddenly the puppet master, the one person that had the superior knowledge and had used it to manipulate was caught. I had enough sense to know it wasn’t the time for the discussion, so I tried to put him off.

“Look, let me come talk to you in the morning,” I said, and watched as his eyes narrowed.

After what seemed a very long time he replied in Spanish once more, “Okay, man.”

With him gone, I returned to my wife, knowing that dealing with her would be much more difficult.

“Honey?” I said in a low voice.

“Was that him at the door? Is he out there?” she asked with a mixture of anger and fear in her voice.

“No, honey. He’s gone,” I answered, and after several seconds without a reply, I added, “Open the door, sweetie.”

“Bring me my robe,” she demanded, after more silence.

I did as I was told and when I returned and knocked she opened the door within just a few seconds. She quickly donned the garment and with a withering look she passed me headed directly to the kitchen where she poured herself a large glass of wine. I did the same while she moved to the couch, and when I joined her she gave me a stern look, then spoke.

“So, you weren’t joking,” she said sarcastically.

“No…no, I guess not,” I answered trying to look remorseful.

“Tell me what’s going on,” she demanded in a very calm voice.

I knew from experience that when Jordan acts calm it really means she is seething with anger. Thus, I knew I needed to tread very carefully.

“I…I guess when we made love at the windmill a few months ago I was suspicious of him. I had a feeling he was watching, and then after we made love one night I was walking around outside and saw footprints under the window,” I started, bending the truth and leaving much out of the explanation.

“He saw us at the windmill?” she asked in clarification.

“Like I said, I’m not sure, but I had a feeling,” I replied.

“And he watched through the window?” she asked in a way that I knew was an attempt to set me up.

“Yes, I saw the footprints,” I responded.

“How long ago was that?’ she followed quickly.

“Uh…a few months,” I said in a low voice.

“So, he’s been watching us through the window for months and you said nothing to me, and not only that, but you’ve been leaving the curtains open!” she shot out as her anger bubbled, and when I didn’t immediately reply, she demanded, “Is that true?”

“Well…uh…I guess there is some truth to it,” I mumbled, sheepishly.

“You’ve been conspiring with him against me,” she stated.

“No…uhhh…we’ve never talked. We’ve never discussed anything,” I said.

“So, it’s some kind of boy thing? Watch how cool I am? Come see me fuck my wife!” she challenged me, as she struggled to stay in control.

“Well, no…uhhh…I don’t think that’s it…” I tried to defend myself, but she cut me off.

“How many times has he watched?” she demanded.

“Some,” I said almost in a whisper, knowing I was screwed.

“How many?” she fired back.

“Before tonight, two other times I know of,” I answered while looking at my feet.

Jordan became quiet and we just stared at each other as the minutes ticked by before with a deep breath she finally asked, “Why?”

“Jordan, I really don’t know for sure. I’ve been asking myself that same question,” I answered, realizing it was the first totally truthful thing I had said.

“Tell me what you do know,” she pushed, and I realized I wouldn’t be let off easily.

“I…I…well I guess when we were at the windmill and we made love…I told you I had a feeling about it. It was a weird feeling and I thought it was just paranoia, but for some reason it got me pretty excited too. Then, when I saw the footprints I knew it wasn’t paranoia, and I don’t know…the thought…the idea of it was bizarre, but also…you know…like I said it was kind of exciting…interesting. I kept telling myself to end it, but every time, I just kinda went with it,” I answered.

“So, you got turned on thinking of another man watching you have sex with your wife? Seeing her naked?” she responded.

“Yeah, I guess I did some,” I replied, suddenly tired of being on defense.

She had a quick inhale of breath, then let it out slowly and said, “You’re messed up.”

With that, she left her half-filled glass of wine and went into the bedroom. I was pleased to see that she didn’t close the door behind her, but I decided to give her a few minutes before I joined. I realized I had flown much too close to the edge with both of them, and that teasing Jordan, with Raul not knowing the situation, had been begging for trouble. Finally, I rose and entered the bedroom where I saw that the curtains were now closed. I slid in next to my wife and snuggled behind her, looping my arm over her robe covered waist, and was happy when it didn’t result in a rebuke.

“What were you expecting?” Jordan whispered a minute later.

“I don’t know,” I replied.

She turned in the bed until her face was inches from mine, with her beautiful eyes still visible in the darkness and asked, “What did you want?”

“I…I…I don’t want to say…” I said.

“Tell me,” she pushed.

More silence followed before I finally summoned the courage to say, “I…I guess I wanted you to know you were being watched.”

“And still do it?” she asked to clarify.

“Yes,” I whispered.

I felt her hand grip my dick that somehow had become rock hard and stroke it roughly several times.

“Sneakiness never works,” she said as she let my shaft go and turned over.

“You wouldn’t have done it,” I foolishly offered in defense.

“You’ll never know now. Go to sleep,” she replied.

Fortunately, the conversation with Raul the next morning was less stressful, as he was certainly not an innocent party. Although, since I wasn’t either, I decided not to be confrontational. We came clean with each other about what had occurred, and I explained that my wife had been totally in the dark. Like her, he tried to probe on expectations, but I avoided the subject then went on to let him know that it was time to stop and he couldn’t be near the house again.

“Of course, it won’t happen again,” he acknowledged, which pleased me.

“Thanks Raul. And let me apologize for being stupid. I should have known better,” I said to try to assuage any guilt he might feel.

“There is no need. I thought stupidly as well. My eyes were not seeing truth,” he replied.

The way he said it made me think there was more to the message, so I followed up, “What do you mean?”

“I was certain when I talked with her yesterday that she must be involved,” he said.

“Why, Raul?” I asked, feeling confused.

“I must say her style…her…her manner gave that feeling,” he answered while stumbling for the right words.

Of course, I was in the doghouse and remained there for several weeks, but slowly Jordan’s irritation began to wane. As the time went by, I sensed she had overcome her true anger, but kept up the pretense to reinforce her point.

“I saw your mom today and she asked again about grandkids. I told her I agreed it was time,” Jordan called from the kitchen while preparing dinner.

I had just returned from the ranch, exhausted after having spent the entire day working with my dad and Raul, so rather than take the bait, I went to clean-up and enjoyed a long, hot shower. Just as she was putting the meal on the table, I returned feeling fresh, knowing she wanted me to respond to her prior comment. However, I wouldn’t go there, so finally she did.

“Did you hear what I said about talking to your mom?” she asked.

“I heard,” I said.

“No comment? No thought on the subject?” she asked.

“You know my thoughts,” I replied.

“Yes, I do. Your thoughts are not to have kids so you can play freaky games! I think kids will do you good,” she countered.

Several weeks before, I would have expected such a comment, but Jordan had been amazingly non-judgmental on the subject until now, so her words felt like a cheap shot. Still, I held my tongue and merely rose and walked into the living room which I think irritated her even more, and minutes later she joined me.

“We need to talk about it,” she said.

“Jordan, we have talked about it. I’m not ready yet,” I reminded her.

“Yes, so you can have a good bodied wife to expose to people,” she said sarcastically.

“Yes, and other things I might think of,” I replied, not in the mood to be beat on.

That killed any cordial discussion for the evening, and we both stayed to ourselves until I joined her in bed. She had been in the bedroom with the lights off for over thirty minutes when I retired, and I assumed she was asleep. However, as soon as I crawled in, I felt her hand land on my chest.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

“It’s okay, let’s go to sleep,” I replied.

She didn’t respond, but I felt her hand slowly move over my skin and I could tell she was trying to get me aroused. Slowly, she started to snuggle closer until her breasts were pressed against me, while her hand maintained its exploration, finally landing on my dick.

“I don’t like us mad at each other,” she whispered.

“I’m not mad,” I stated.

Minutes ticked by in silence as Jordan continued her manipulation before she finally spoke again, “Did you really think I would want to be watched?”

“It was stupid,” I replied.

“That’s not an answer. Did you?” she probed.

“I don’t know. It seems silly now. I guess my fantasy got out of control,” I said.

“Does that mean you did?” she pushed.

“I guess,” I finally admitted, which made me feel very embarrassed.

“Talking about it made you hard,” she said.

I realized she was right as my dick had become fully engorged, but in defense I responded, “It was your hand.”

“No,” she whispered as she moved to put her lips around my shaft.

Several times, I tried to get her to move so we could make love, but she maintained her focus on the oral sex she was giving until she had me at the point of no return. Flat on my back, I groaned and grunted my way through a nice climax as she swallowed my semen and teased my balls. I was spent when she finished, and asked for a few minutes to rest, but she smiled, patted me on the arm and told me to go to sleep.

“Where are you?” I heard Jordan’s voice in my phone.

It was a Friday, just after two in the afternoon, and I was on my way to another ranch about fifty miles away to deliver a bull we had sold.

“I’m on errand, what’s up?” I replied, confused by my wife’s tone.

“I came out to the ranch to draw. I thought you were here,” she explained.

“I’m delivering a bull and I won’t be back for a couple hours,” I told her.

“Okay, I think I’m going to go to the windmill,” she replied, showing no concern in her voice.

After acknowledging her plan, I hung up and started thinking about what was transpiring. Jordan had never driven to the ranch by herself, and even though she certainly knew the way, I still found it surprising she had ventured out without warning. There must certainly be a message in her actions I thought, and as the miles ticked away I tried to determine exactly what it might be.

There were two things I was pretty sure about. First, Jordan doesn’t like living with conflict, and after several weeks of anger concerning Raul, she had softened noticeably, giving clear indications of her desire to move past it. Second, I knew she very much wanted a baby. She had made a decision it was time, and now it was almost like she gave off an aura. Therefore, I felt that her unannounced visit had at its core a plan to deal with these issues in some way.

Of course, there was also the situation with Raul to consider. I knew he wouldn’t recognize her vehicle, so it would likely draw him out to see what was going on. That might result in a face-to-face situation which would certainly be uncomfortable for Jordan. I thought about calling her to explain my concern, but after a bit more contemplation I decided not to, rationalizing it might really be a good thing.

“Steve, how’s your dad?” Ben Woodsen asked when I pulled up at the pens.

Ben was a fourth-generation rancher and a few years older than my dad. They grew up and lived in different towns and only saw each other a few times a year, yet both considered the other a good friend.

“He’s fine Mr. Woodsen, I’ll give him your regards,” I replied as I joined him at the trailer gate.

“Your dad said this one’s mild-mannered,” he stated.

“Yes sir. He’s an easy-going guy,” I said while opening the gate so the bull could get out.

“Alright, then,” he replied as the animal stepped out without prodding, and slowly ambled a few steps away.

“How about a beer?” the older man asked.

“Uh…yeah, sure,” I replied.

I knew it would be rude to turn him down, so despite my mind being on my wife, I accepted his offer. One beer turned into two, and while we drank, he told long, involved tales about the history of the area, providing detailed accounts of some of the more colorful characters. Finally, after almost an hour, I respectfully said my goodbyes and left. The delay meant that the two hours I told my wife was going to be three, and I would likely arrive just before sundown. For some reason, the extra hour greatly multiplied my angst and I became worried about my wife. It seemed the miles crept by, but finally I was at the gate and a few minutes later I was pulling up at the HQ.

I was relieved to see Jordan’s car, and I hopped from the pickup and went to the house without uncoupling the trailer. However, it was empty which set me immediately in the direction of the barn, when suddenly, on the road leading to the windmill, I saw Raul’s truck inching slowly my way. As it grew closer, I could see two heads in the cab, and when it finally pulled up, I saw Jordan smiling from the passenger side. She disembarked from the vehicle wearing jeans and a simple pullover blouse, and met Raul near the rear where they began unloading her equipment.

“How was it?” I asked, stepping next to Jordan and giving her a quick hug.


“Pretty good. I’ll show you inside,” she replied.

I was surprised that neither of them showed any sign of discomfort considering what had occurred the last time they were together. Instead, after helping us carry some things to the porch, there were friendly goodbyes as he left. I was dying to pepper her with question, but I held my tongue and followed her into the small house.

“What took you so long?” she asked as soon as the door closed.

“My dad’s friend Ben wanted to visit,” I explained, which brought a strange smile.

Then, we looked at each other, and suddenly there was an awkward silence that was only broken when I asked to see what she had drawn that day. Jordan flipped through a canvas bag and pulled out a large pad which she opened to a sketch of a cow and a calf standing near the water tank. It had good detail, and I also felt that she had captured the connection between the animals.

“That’s really good,” I told her, which instantly brought a proud smile.

“Thanks. It’s getting easier for me,” she replied.

I wanted to know about Raul, although I didn’t want to ask. However, Jordan didn’t offer any explanation and instead left to shower while I made myself a drink. By the time she returned, some thirty minutes later, I had worked myself into a frenzy wondering how and for what purpose they had connected. I had also convinced myself that she knew exactly what she was doing and wanted me to be the one to raise the question, something I was adamant about not doing.

With sundown, the temperature fell to around sixty, and after pouring my wife a drink, I suggested we sit on the porch. She was dressed in pajama pants, socks and a polo shirt, so I grabbed a blanket and we stepped outside. I let Jordan take the large rocking chair, then covered her in the blanket, while I sat on the simple bench. The stars were already appearing, and we chatted about family for a few minutes, before I couldn’t take it anymore.

“How did you end up with Raul?” I asked.

Instantly, I saw her try to fight back a smile, but failing, she replied, “I was waiting for that!”

“Come on Jordan, tell me what happened,” I responded, trying to sound irritated.

She giggled for several seconds before answering, “When I got here, he came up to the car because he didn’t recognize it. Then, when he saw me, he said you had left like he expected me to just leave to. I told him I knew what you were doing, and that I was going to draw, and he just shrugged and walked away. Then, a few minutes later, there was a knock on the door and he asked if I wanted him to drive me,” she explained.

It was a plausible answer, but knowing the situation, I just didn’t see Jordan accepting. My instincts were proved correct when I clarified her response.

“So, just like that you agree to go with the guy him? The guy that…you know…” I said.

“No, sweetie…I said no, but he said that driving to the windmill would be bad on my baby,” she replied, referring to her SUV which she loved and pampered.

“You did it just to pay me back,” I challenged her.

“Pay you back? I thought you’d love it,” she said as her smile widened, and I knew she was trying to rub my nose in it.

“Okay, whatever, I’m glad you had your taxi to drop you off and pick you up,” I responded, now feeling annoyed with her words.

“Honey, he didn’t drop me off. He stayed and kept me company,” she replied, looking at me with a strange, defiant expression.

I knew it was indeed payback, and she was using the situation as an opportunity to teach me a lesson. Also, I suspected she was being purposefully vague to get me to fill in the missing information, and I had to admit it was a good strategy, as she quickly had my mind filled with outlandish thoughts.

“Jordan, I’m glad you had a good day sketching,” I replied, finally able to gain some self-control.

With that, I stood, took her glass and headed towards the door with the intent to refill our drinks and further regain my composure. I did the former quickly and was about to step back outside, when my eye caught something in the canvas bag that held her sketch pads. There were three still inside, and I picked the one that had captured my attention and lifted it free. Suddenly, there before me, competently drawn in charcoal, was a drawing of a shirtless man leaning against the hood of a pickup, that I instantly knew was Raul. My mind raced with the meaning of the art work, and after several minutes of review I decided the best course was just to carry it with me outside. I heard Jordan gasp with the realization of my discovery before I even sat down, and when I did, I could see her expression had turned from one of smug control to borderline panic.

“What’s this?” I asked, just tossing the issue on the table.

“Just a sketch,” she answered after a pause.

“Did you make it today?” I followed.

“Yes, I did,” she responded, and I could tell my wife was trying to regain control.

“Why? I asked.

“I don’t know…I got bored drawing cows,” she replied.

“What happened?” I asked in a pointed tone.

“What do you mean?” Jordan responded, faking confusion.

“I mean what happened? Did he hit on you? Try anything? Did anything happen?” I probed.

“Nothing happened. He stood near his truck and left me alone,” she stated.

“Nothing? No talking?” I pushed.

“Yes, talking about his family. His kids, his wife and how much he misses them,” she answered, now growing aggravated.

“And you sketched him and hid it,” I challenged her.

This time, there was a longer pause as she contemplated my statement before she finally spoke, “Yes, I made the drawing and yes I didn’t show you if you want to call that hiding.”

Her words launched us into another silence where we stayed as minute after minute ticked by. I refilled our glasses again, and yet even with my return we were both at a loss for words, or maybe we were just consumed by our own thoughts.

“You really don’t understand it, do you?” she finally spoke, asking me a simple question that I instantly knew was on target.

I truly didn’t understand my thoughts, motivations and desires, and most importantly, why I struggled to control my actions.

Before I knew it, pointed words were leaving my mouth, “Did he see you naked?’

Without speaking, Jordan stood and left me alone on the porch. For a minute or so, I could see the shadows on the windows from her movements inside, then they went away, leaving me to think she might have gone to bed. I stayed on the porch contemplating the situation I had created, or at least promoted, knowing the best path forward was to put a dagger in it and kill it. However, each time I landed on this as the solution, my mind went to the feeling of the incredible arousal I had realized from the play. I had thought it had been put behind me, buried and left for dead, but in the period of just a few short hours, I was left to wonder how I would live the rest of my life without experiencing it again. I felt like an addict, who knows right from wrong, and good from bad, but is wholly driven by the need to do it one more time.

Still, I convinced myself that the intelligent path was to go inside, apologize, and put the entire sordid mess behind us. Truly, it was what I intended to do, but when I stepped into the bedroom and saw that the curtains had been partially opened, all such thoughts evaporated. My wife was on her side under the covers and appeared to be asleep, leaving me to wonder whether it was an accident, a concession to me, or if she might harbor some hidden desires of her own. Her actions today certainly brought a new light on things, and it also dawned on me that her motivations didn’t necessarily need to be constrained to one category.

I quickly got undressed and slipped into bed, where I determined quickly that my beautiful wife was not asleep. She was also very naked, and as soon as my hand touched her waist she moaned and turned to face me.

“Is this what you want?” I whispered.

“It’s what you want,” she countered.

“Is it what you want,” I asked again.

“I want to make you happy,” she replied.

“Is it what you want,” I asked for a third time.

After several seconds of silence, she whispered, “Yes.”

I pulled her to me and held her close, and after several passionate kisses, I got out of bed and went to the living room where I flicked the light several times before turning it off. I did the same thing to the porch light and when I returned to Jordan, only the bathroom light remained on. I had no way of knowing for sure whether Raul had seen the light signals, but for some reason I felt confident he did. Back at the bed, I pulled the covers from my wife and pushed her naked body back, then dived head first between her luscious thighs.

Inspired by the recent events, I licked her length and tongue lashed her, before concentrating on her tiny aroused nub. Using the tip of my tongue to tease and excite her, I brought her to one orgasm, then refused to let go for several minutes as she begged for relief. Finally, I was done, and we both spent some time recovering while connected in an embrace.

Several times, while I was feasting on my wife, I glanced up to see if she might be checking out the window. However, each time I was disappointed to see that she had her eyes squeezed shut, almost like she was forcing herself not to look.

“My turn,” I whispered after several minutes, then pushed her shoulders back and mounted her.

“Mmmmmmm…” she let out in a long, needy whine when I slipped inside.

I was raised above her, on my elbows, so I could look into her face, and like before, she had her eyes purposefully shut.

When I had a nice rhythm going and her pussy was making wonderful, wet sounds, I whispered, “He’s watching you.”

“How do you know?” she immediately asked, as a tiny shiver went through her.

“Because, he wants you,” I declared, intentionally trying to be provocative.

“Hush and make love to me,” she responded, fending off the subject.

For the next few minutes we concentrated on each other with our passions rising. No words were exchanged, but there was a constant stream of moans, sighs and whimpers to signal our progress. As I started to get close, my movements became more furtive, and my breathing irregular. I felt Jordan’s hands leave my shoulders and descend to my ass where they cupped my cheeks and helped pull me further inside.

“Let him see you cum,” she whispered seductively, with her mouth just an inch from my ear.

“Uhhh…oh honey,” was all I could force out with my release just seconds away.

“Show him how you do it,” she whispered again, and I felt her hands pull even harder.

Her naughty words had me on fire, and just before I was going to explode, she wrapped her legs around me too. I made a last second effort to pull away, which failed, and suddenly I was spilling my seed into my wife’s unprotected womb.

“Uhhh…ohhh…ugggghhhh…ugggghhhhh…” I grunted as I quickly gave up and just reveled in the feelings.

Spent, completely and utterly spent, was how I felt when the last drop of semen left my shaft. I stayed inside my wife for just a few more seconds, then dropped to her side and fought to regain my breath. It had been such a complete and fulfilling climax, that it took me a while to realize what had just occurred.

“You tricked me,” I challenged Jordan.

“How, baby?” she replied as she tried to suppress a smile.

“You got me so excited I came in you,” I answered, although I knew she followed my meaning.

“You’re supposed to get excited when we make love,” she countered.

“You know what I mean. You used Raul…and…the watching,” I started, but it sounded awkward when I tried to say it.

“Raul’s your thing,” she replied.

I gave her an annoyed stare that she knew was forced, and thought about what Jordan had just accomplished. In a very sneaky way, she had used my fantasy to get what she wanted. Now, her womb was filled with life giving semen, and I knew that there was a good chance we had just made a baby. I had never considered Jordan to be a manipulator, but I had to admit that she had done a damn good job.

“Is it a good time?” I asked, referring to where she was in her cycle.

“It’s a perfect time,” she replied, then snuggled close against me and started kissing my neck.

For some reason, her trick didn’t make me angry and I joined her in the cuddling. Later, she woke me up with her hand stroking my dick, and we made love again. This time, I released inside her without trickery, as I figured the damage had likely already been done.
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The next day, when I went outside to check for signs of Raul, I was disappointed to see that the ground beneath the windows was undisturbed. Evidently, he was going to stay true to his word, and if I wanted to re-start his voyeurism, I would have to be forthright with the message.

Jordan’s period started right on time a few weeks later and her disappointment was easy to see. I had become so convinced that our night of unprotected sex had resulted in a pregnancy, I hadn’t bothered with condoms in the intervening weeks. I had to admit, it was a much better feeling to make love to my wife without the sheathing, and now I was faced with the decision whether to go back to using protection or accept Jordan’s desire to start a family.

When I reached for a condom, the first time we prepared to make love after her period ended, I thought she might start crying, and she protested vigorously. However, I just wasn’t ready, and although I tried to be patient and discuss it with her maturely, she ended up storming off. It was several days later that she reluctantly agreed to sex, and things remained tense.

“Maybe, we should go out this weekend,” Jordan said when the weather report was over.

The forecast was for clear skies and moderate temperatures. It did sound like it would be good conditions for her art, however what I found interesting was the fact that this was the first time in quite a while that she had suggested a visit. Of course, my radar pinged telling me that she was using her feminine wiles to try and manipulate some unprotected sex, although I was sure I could handle it.

It turned out we couldn’t get away until Saturday, so just before noon, we entered the ranch and were surprised to find my parents there. Like us, my mom had wanted to come out since it was going to be a nice day, although they were planning to leave mid-afternoon. The women arranged lunch, and afterwards while I was on the porch, my mother approached.

“I don’t think your being fair to Jordan,” she stated.

Now, my mom is a very straightforward person, and I’ve learned the best way to deal with her is to be equally forthright, so I responded, “It’s not your business, mom.”

“I’m just saying…” she started.

“Not your business,” I said, cutting her off.

She left in a huff, and for a while I was angry thinking about their conspiring. When my parents left, my mother made a point of glaring at me as she walked to the pickup. Jordan evidently had heard the outcome of the brief conversation, because she stayed clear of the subject, maintaining a low key until I drove her out to draw. She had selected a spot where a dry, rocky creek entered a pasture and decided to set up on some nearby high ground. To deal with the cool air, she was dressed in a hooded sweatshirt and jeans looking decidedly unsexy. I suspected that any interest in resurrecting our exhibitionist play had vanished with my mother’s agitation, so I drove back to the HQ and flopped in front of the TV.

I had calmed some by the time I left to pick her up. She had done some nice work, evidently not as affected by the dust up as me, and when the Tahoe was loaded, she moved towards me in a seductive way.

“You give up on outdoor lovemaking?’ she purred.

“Not in the mood,” I answered, although her voice sounded enticing.

“Quit pouting,” she said, taking my hand and putting it on her sweatshirt covered breast.

“Jordan, c’mon,” I answered in a perturbed tone, even though I knew she was at least partially right.

“You sure? Maybe Raul is watching,’ she answered as she fought back a smile, then, unable to hold back she added, “Isn’t that what you want?”

I ignored her provocation, and climbed into the vehicle followed by her several seconds later, still fighting back her smile. We drove in silence, although several times I felt her eyes on me. I knew she felt completely in the right about wanting a child, and didn’t respect my position. To her, I was merely scared or selfish, and would eventually come around, especially with the help of my nosy mother.

When we got back, Jordan made for the shower while I grabbed a beer and returned to the TV. When she appeared thirty minutes later, wearing just a thong and t-shirt in the drafty house, I knew her plans were to use all her feminine charm to arouse and seduce me. In a certain way, I had to admire her confidence, although my thoughts quickly began to churn on a counter plan.

“Aren’t you cold?” I asked, deciding to prod some.

“No, I’m fine,” she announced, although in turning, I could see her little nipples poking through the thin garment.

“What’s for dinner,” I replied.

“Pasta,” she said, and turned away.

All through the preparation, I was treated to glimpses of her firm rear as she paraded about. I could feel myself weakening, and when she asked me to open a bottle of wine, it brought me next to her where several times she brushed her breasts against my arm. The meal was tasty and I engaged enough that we could have a conversation, but when she was about to gather the dishes, she suddenly became quiet.

“Don’t you want a little Stevie in me?” she asked in a low, seductive voice.

“Yes, but not yet,” I explained for probably the 50th time.

“I know, I know…” she replied, then a strange look crossed her face and she added, “I really think you just want to play the game with Raul.”

“The game’s over,” I answered.

“The curtain was open last…did you talk to him?” she responded.

“He wasn’t outside last time,” I told her.

I had kept the knowledge I learned from the inspection to myself, as I wasn’t sure what to do with it. Hearing me, the confused look on her face began to change, and just for an instant, I swear I saw a look of disappointment.

“Oh…” she finally said.

“After that time…you know…when we talked we agreed it was over and I haven’t spoken to him since. I thought he might look in anyway, but he didn’t,” I elaborated.

“Okay, good,” she said, after contemplating my words.

I could see the wheels spinning in her head, and I sensed that she had planned to use the voyeurism, like before, to achieve her goal. A bit of the jauntiness left her step, which I found interesting, and it was entertaining to predict what her next step might be. I let her snuggle next to me on the couch, but for the next half-hour we watched TV in silence.

“Make love to me,” she whispered.

“It’s not the same when we aren’t being watched,” I replied.

It was a cheap shot, intended to get a reaction, however the one I got was not what I expected at all.

“Go get him then,” she replied, without hesitation.

I pulled away and looked at her and for several seconds we just stared, before I asked, “Are you serious?”

“Well, I want you in bed, and if that’s what it takes…” she responded.

I thought about the meaning of her words, and I even considered telling her that she would have to get him, but the developments were just too surprising to debate.

“Let me think about it,” I finally responded.

“Okay,” she said softly, and almost immediately her hand began to rub my chest.

Several minutes went by as I mulled it over, and then with a rapid movement, I stood and said, “I’ll be right back.”

I didn’t look back as I left, and quickly crossed the yard in the nippy air until I was standing in front of Raul’s door. Unquestionably it was wrong, especially since we had successfully ended the string of sordid, voyeuristic interactions. My head was filled with trepidation, yet my arm raised, and then it was knocking on the aluminum. Almost immediately, he opened it, and I could see he was still in his work clothes all the way to his boots. He had a strange look on his face, and with a lift of his head he beckoned my message.

“Uh…if you want to watch…” I started, but got tongue tied.

“Does she know?” he shot back after a moment of thought.

“Yes…” I said, providing the real message with all its connotations.

“Maybe…” he replied, and for a few seconds we held each other’s stare, then he slowly closed the door.

Jordan was still watching TV when I returned, but when I went to the bathroom, I could see that she had pulled back all the shades. Although I still thought it was mostly about her manipulation of me, I was beginning to feel that there might be something else, which took me back to the comment Raul had made after they talked. Was there a part of her, a tiny element, that was lost on me? Did she enjoy being on display? Was it something that sexually excited her?

“What did he say?” she asked when I joined her on the sofa.

“He said maybe. He’s confused I suspect,” I replied.

She digested the words, then leaned towards me and started to lightly kiss my ears, which she knew drove me crazy. Whether Raul showed or not, Jordan was ready, and it wasn’t long before she straddled my waist and pulled her t-shirt off. Her beautiful face, sweet lips and delightful nipples were now right before me, and I could literally feel the willpower drain from my body.

“C’mon,” she said after a few minutes, standing and pulling on my hand.

She led me straight to the bed and started clawing at my clothes. As soon as they were off, we fell back together and instantly began to entwine our bodies while our tongues danced in a deep kiss. Her body felt so warm and feminine that I knew I would struggle to stay in control, and when her mouth inhaled my dick, I groaned loudly.

“You tried so hard,” she said, stopping for a moment to look at me.

The smile on her face let me know she thought she had won, but the sensations I was experiencing made it something I had no interest in discussing. Rather, I just let her suck and fondle me while I closed my eyes and enjoyed it. Typically, Jordan only gets several minutes into oral sex before she gets so excited she wants the real thing, and this time was no different. With a sudden flurry, I felt her move and I opened my eyes just in time to see her crawl on top of me, and guiding my dick with her hand, she descended onto my shaft.

“Uhhhh…mmmm…” she sighed.

“I was enjoying that,” I stated in mock protest.

“Sorry, I can’t help it,” she fired back as she began to move.

Her pussy felt amazing, and the seductive look on her face, coupled with the sexuality of the rolling motion of her toned hips, quickly had me fully aroused. I knew that’s what she wanted, and that she hoped I would lose control and release my semen into her primed body. Women had been manipulating like this forever, and like countless men before me, I began to rationalize why it would be okay to let her have her way.

“Put on a show for him,” I demanded, as a sudden and irresistible urge struck me, that was immediately followed with, “Pinch your nipples.”

Jordan didn’t hesitate, as her fingers took each bud between them, while her pussy seemed to shudder just for an instant. I could swear she got even wetter too, but that might just have been my imagination as we were both in a sexual frenzy.

“Is he watching?” she asked, with her voice coming out low and husky.

“I don’t know,” I replied, then after several seconds as we stared at each other, I asked, “Should I check?”

Jordan didn’t verbally reply, but after several seconds her movements slowed until she stopped altogether. Our eyes maintained their hold, and deep inside I knew it was about something more than manipulating me. Whether she would admit it or not, I now knew that she wanted to be watched. I helped her lift from me, and then started for the window before a thought hit me and I turned and walked towards the front door.

“Honey…” I heard her soft voice call out, but I ignored it.

The cold night air hit my naked body, with a particular sting on my wet genitals, and I reached the corner just in time to see our ranch hand fumbling to put his cock back inside his pants. There was an awkward moment, as I’m sure he must have thought he was going to be chastised again.

“Uhhh…want to come in?” I asked, and then added nervously, “Its cold out.”

All I received in return was a simple nod, and together we walked inside. Jordan was where I left her, on the bed and completely exposed. However, when she saw Raul, almost like a reflex, one hand covered her mound while she positioned an arm over her breasts. We walked into the small bedroom, and while I took a seat on the bed, our visitor stood close by, completely dressed in his work clothes.

“Move your hands,” I told her, and when she didn’t respond, I tried again, “Jordan, move your hands.”

This time, she let them fall to her side, giving us an outstanding look at her tender, young body. Her nipples were still very erect, and her pussy was visible and open enough that we could see her wetness. She looked like a siren, a sexual being that no man would be able to resist.

“Steve…” she whimpered.

Sensing she was feeling extremely vulnerable, I moved onto the bed and between her legs. Then, with her hand helping, I found her opening, and with a gentle shove I was back inside. She gave out a low mew into my ear, but I wanted more, I wanted Raul to hear her cries of pleasure. So, after a slow withdrawal, I pushed back into her hard and fast plumbing the depths of her pussy.

“Ugghhhh…ohhhhh…” she cried out, with her voice filling the small room.

With that, the dam seemed to burst and any reluctance to show her arousal vanished. She openly whined and panted as we fucked to the point that I thought she might actually be trying to put on a show. However, her mannerisms, her hands and legs moving across my body, indicated to me that she was indeed highly excited, and when the sounds of her squishing, wet pussy became noticeable, I was totally convinced.

“God, you are so hot,” I said to her, openly.

“Ohhh…ohhh…it feels so good…” she answered, almost like she was in another world.

It had been several minutes since we started, and in that time Raul had become something of an afterthought. Now, when I took a quick glance towards him, I saw that he had shed his coat and was rubbing his cock through his jeans while he watched. For some reason, his interest re-energized me and I plowed into my wife with a new-found strength.

“He’s watching you,” I whispered to Jordan, trying to provoke a response.

“It’s what you wanted,” she gasped.

“No, baby. You wanted it too. Look at him,” I challenged her, annoyed with her attempt at deflection, and when several seconds went by with no effort from her, I pushed again, “Look at him.”

This time, I could see her head turn and look towards the Hispanic man with her gaze lingering for several seconds. Then, her eyes returned to me, while we continued to move, before she finally spoke.

“Please,” she whispered.

“Please what?” I asked.

“Please, don’t stop,” she replied.

“Do you like being watched?” I challenged her, in a voice Raul could hear.

“I’ll do it for you…” she started before I shut her off.

“Ssshhh baby…I asked if you like it,” I stated.

Rather than answer, she silently nodded her head, although I was sure that Raul was aware of her response. In truth, her admission didn’t surprise me, I strongly suspected it and felt a surge of excitement course through my body. Before I knew it, I was pumping into her with an animalistic force, rapidly driving towards a climax, and forcing all kinds of passionate sound from her mouth.

I came hard, deep within her waiting womb, and as spurt upon spurt of semen transferred, for just a moment, my thoughts went to Jordan achieving what she so desperately wanted. I had been so adamant, at least in my own mind, that I would not impregnate her, but now that it was done, I found myself quite comfortable with the concept. Completely spent, I fell to her side, and looking across her still heaving body, I saw Raul standing completely naked holding his cock in his hand. Strangely, my thoughts immediately went to how he had managed to undress undetected. However, as I thought about the last several minutes of our mating, I knew we had been so consumed that a freight train could have gone by without notice. At that exact moment, Jordan’s head rolled towards him and I saw that she too was now aware of his nudity.

Our position had Jordan between Raul and me, with me close at her side while he stood several feet away. The awkward silence created more discomfort than our nakedness, as we slowly became aware of the surreal situation. With my erotic desires vanquished with my release, I was considering the best way to get our guest to leave when he suddenly stepped forward. Without speaking, and while one hand still stroked his cock, he boldly reached out and cupped my wife’s breast in his hand.

“Huhhhh…” she gasped in surprise, but other than shooting a quick look towards me, she made no effort to thwart his touch.

Likewise, I felt frozen, although my hand, which had been resting on her hip, began slowly massaging her tummy in a comforting manner, as I processed things. Emboldened by the apparent acceptance of his advance, he moved his hand to her other breast, then began alternating between them while his fingers toyed with her nipples. For the first few seconds, Jordan’s eyes darted between Raul and me as if she was trying to determine my reaction, but as his touch continued her eyes settled on his roving hand, following the pattern it made across her chest.

Raul maintained his connection, and I was so mesmerized by the hypnotic movement, that I was stunned when I noticed Jordan’s body had started to respond. However, it wasn’t where his fingers met her skin. Instead, it was in her lower parts, with her hips now rolling in a slow undulation in rhythm with his touch. Raul must have noticed it too, because he stepped closer and his hands started moving faster. At the same time, my wife’s hand found mine and squeezed it, and once again she began to make darting glances between us.

“Uhhh…uhhh…” she whined shamelessly, when my hand drifted from her tummy to her swollen pussy.

Without protest, she spread her legs wide, providing a clear invitation to continue, as she enjoyed our combined attention. I knew she was extremely sexual excited, as she had been left short of an orgasm when I deposited my seed into her pussy. I wanted to see her climax, that was merely being unselfish as she needed and deserved the release, but a part of me also wanted to know her limit. Just how far I wondered would she go? She was receiving intimate caresses from another man, almost a stranger, with her husband at her side, and I now wondered whether my presence was empowering or limiting.

“Uhhh…not so hard,” she whined.

Raul had released his cock and now had a hand on each breast, and although I hadn’t seen it, I guessed his touch had become too aggressive. Still, it wasn’t enough for her to stop him, and we both continued to work her body, making it move seductively, while soft moans and sighs escaped her mouth.

Our ranch hand’s shaft, now free from his hand, bobbed above her body, and I could see that it was about the size of mine with perhaps a slightly larger girth. He had a thin matting of pubic hair, a waistline with a slight paunch, and a small drop of semen was parked at his opening, evidently too thick to be dislodged by gravity.

“Touch it,” I forced out in a hoarse voice.

Jordan looked first at me, then Raul, before her hand slowly reached out and softly took hold of his cock. Over the next few minutes, my fingers delved into her soaked slit, while our guest manipulated her pert breasts and she tugged on his shaft. All of us were excited, but my wife’s arousal was most noticeable as we progressed her through several higher states until she was freely moaning and writhing her body.

I had started out teasing her labia while occasionally dipping a finger inside, but had moved on to her nub, which I was gently circling. Suddenly, Raul released a breast, and with his right hand pushed mine away. Instantly, he sunk a finger completely inside her, then pulled upwards while bringing it out, which made her groan loudly. With him now in charge of my wife’s entire body, I fell back and watched the scene unfold as he eagerly worked her towards an orgasm.


His single penetrating finger was quickly joined by a second, and he maintained his rhythmic, upward pull on her pubic bone during each cycle. Jordan had abandoned all modesty, and her legs were now widely stretched, with one across my own, while from her mouth a litany of squeals, whines and moans escaped. My eyes were mostly glued to her squishing pussy, so I was taken by surprise when I looked up and saw her hand was now rapidly stroking Raul’s cock. However, he was having such an impact on her body that she couldn’t maintain her efforts for long.

“Give it to me,” Raul spat out in Spanish, then almost immediately followed with the same phrase in English.

“I’m trying,” my wife whimpered, completely consumed by lust.

“Give it,” he followed seconds later in a demanding voice.

His words seemed to have an effect, because Jordan began to arch her body, lifting off the bed until only her ass and shoulders were touching, like she was desperately trying to force something out. In addition, her breathing was now coming in ragged, labored pants. I was watching his fingers thrust mercilessly into her pussy when I saw the first discharge of fluid appear between his digits.

“More,” he called out in Spanish, and pulled on her nipple until it was extended almost an inch.

My wife cried out loudly, then her body became rigid and her breathing stopped. A second later she released more viscous fluid between his fingers, this time with more force. This was followed by a momentary relaxation of her body before it stiffened again and a gush shot forth several inches. I had heard about female ejaculation, but in all our time together I had never seen her do it. It mesmerized me, and it was Raul’s voice that startled me back to the moment.

“Fuck her. She needs dick,” he stated.

I moved over her without hesitation and was amazed by the open and very wet feeling of her pussy which was far different than anything I had experienced before. Jordan’s arms and legs quickly wrapped around me, and for a short time she had enough energy to meet my thrusts, although it quickly waned. It wasn’t long before I was moving into my completely spent and exhausted wife, as I felt her body going limp. Still, I wanted to cum in her and knew it wouldn’t take long, so I kept the best pace I could until I felt my balls tingle, and for the second time that night I was releasing into her unprotected body.

Jordan had been silent, save for some soft mews, for several minutes when I fell to her side. She was still lying prone with her full body on display, giving no sign she had the inclination or energy to move. When I looked up, Raul was still standing next to her, once more holding his cock in his hand. He had been silent while we were coupled, and I now wondered if he had ideas of fucking her too. It wasn’t something I wanted, especially now that my lust had been extinguished, but just when I thought I might need to say something, he started pulling rapidly on his shaft.

It didn’t long before I could see the telltale signs that he was about to cum, and seconds later, several thick, milky globs fell out of his cock in a small arc and landed across my wife’s breasts. Only then, did she open her eyes, and after several quick glances between us, her hand rose and she slowly began to rub the semen into her skin.

“I’m gone,” she whispered when she finished, letting me know she was completely spent.

“Okay, honey,” I replied.

I rose and tried to help her move beneath the covers while Raul dressed, but she was too exhausted, so I scooted her enough to get her out of the wet spot then covered her with a blanket.

“That was crazy,” I said to Raul, after we had dressed and moved to the living room.

“Maybe she got what she wanted,” he said.

“A baby?” I followed.

“Perhaps, more,” he replied.

With his words, I knew what he was trying to say, and realized that he might be correct. I had witnessed enough to know that my wife wasn’t an innocent bystander to events. Somewhere inside her was an interest, or an itch for something, that at the moment seemed to be about showing herself.

Jordan was purring in a contented sleep when I joined her twenty minutes later. Unfortunately, I was forced to sleep in the wet spot formed by her expelled juices; the thick flow of juices that had been brought forth by another man. It had easily been the wildest evening of sex I had ever experienced, but the more I thought about it, the more certain I became that it would have ramifications.

“Let’s go home,” Jordan demanded early the next morning.

Things had been tense since we got up, and I could tell she was feeling guilty about what had occurred. I had to admit that I too had misgivings and needed time to think it through, so we packed and left.

“Somethings wrong with me,” my wife announced when her next period arrived.

“Honey, it’s only been two tries…two cycles,” I responded.

“Maybe…but…I don’t know…I’m just ready and I was so sure…so sure this time,” she stammered.

“Sure that your wild night got you knocked up?” I smirked, which immediately brought a withering glare.

In the intervening weeks since that night, we had discussed the events many times. Jordan was ashamed, and although it took her a while to open-up, she finally explained it was the fact that another man’s touch had made her climax. Also, she had tried to shift all the blame to me, both as a result of my initial setups as well as the fact that I didn’t stop him from touching her.

For my part, I continued to question my motivations and the effect it might have on our relationship long-term. However, I didn’t want it to become an albatross, something that was such a negative that it dominated our thoughts, so I tried to introduce some levity. Once, I tried to remind her of her reaction to his touch, although my attempt was quickly cut-off and dismissed harshly, and another time, when I mentioned Raul’s ejaculation, the conversation ended with a similar outcome.

In one way, Jordan had achieved what she wanted, because now all our sex was unprotected. Mostly, it was my sympathy from her crestfallen reaction to not being pregnant, although there was also some guilt from the situation I had put her in. Unfortunately, another cycle would come and go without conception which only added to her angst.

Of course, I saw Raul routinely in the normal course of work, but the subject, save for some uncomfortable eye contact, was never broached and amazingly, within a week or so, it had mostly disappeared from my thoughts. Then, Raul departed for a three-week family visit, which left me to pick up the slack, and provided some solitary time for reflection. Jordan only accompanied me one time to the ranch and that was just for a day trip while Raul was gone. She sketched some, although she explained when I collected her that she couldn’t get in the right mood, which I suspected was from the lingering thoughts.

When her period started after yet another month, her frustration spiked once more, which resulted in her becoming moody and sulky. After several weeks of moping, I convinced her to come with me to the ranch on a Saturday where she could draw while I did some needed tasks. In truth, I thought she would benefit from getting out, although I knew it would be best to keep her away from Raul, who had been back for about a month.

“Honey, what would you think about getting tested? I mean both of us…” she asked.

We were halfway to our destination and had driven mostly in silence, so I knew from her question that she had been thinking about it for some time.

“Honey…Jordan…it’s only been a few months. Relax! Please, just relax,” I counseled.

“It wouldn’t hurt,” she said after several minutes.

“Look. If nothing happens in another couple months, then fine,” I acquiesced.

“Promise?” she asked, showing just a tiny hint of a smile.

“I promise, but please, relax. Everything will be fine,” I said.

My partial appeasement and words of encouragement had immediate effect as she became more talkative and lively as we continued the drive. By the time we arrived mid-morning, she had become somewhat animated about her art, engaging me in a discussion about where to setup and what to sketch. Early summer was settling in, and the afternoons were becoming hot and humid, so the plan was to go out immediately then return, rest and go out for a couple hours the following morning. Thus, after dropping a few things off at the house, I drove her to the spot she had selected.

“Maybe three hours,” she said when we had unloaded.

“Okay, I’ll see you then,” I answered, then left.

On the drive back, just for a moment, I thought about Raul, but with all that had occurred, I didn’t think he would try to find her. In fact, he didn’t even know our plans, so I suspected he was doing some chores someplace. Three hours later, after a snack and a nap, I collected my wife. However, when we returned just twenty minutes later, we spotted Raul who was standing next to his truck parked just twenty yards from the house. As soon as we drove up, I knew I would have to acknowledge his presence, but expected Jordan to demure. So, I was quite surprised when she followed me after we got out.

“What’s up?” I asked when I was a few feet away.

“Nothing really, just finished putting some feed out,” he answered.

Jordan, was wearing shorts and a short-sleeved blouse, and the heat had put a slight sheen of perspiration on her body which looked enticing. Raul didn’t hesitate to look her over as if his encounter with her had bestowed on him a special privilege.

“How is Lupe?” my wife asked, nervously.

“I just found out that she is once more pregnant,” he stated.

There was an immediate non-verbal reaction from Jordan as her body stiffened followed by her shoulders slumping. I knew it brought forth the issue that had been messing with her mind, and that she would find Raul’s success after just a brief visit completely unfair.

“Oh, well…congratulations,” she said putting on a good face.

“Yes, that great. How many does that make?” I asked.

“Six,” my wife responded before he could.

As I suspected, when we were in the house just a few minutes later, she immediately went to the subject.

“Six…” she said, obviously intending her lingering word to prompt a discussion.

“Six is too many,” I replied, unsure of what else to say.

“It’s better than none,’ she responded while looking at me with sorrowful eyes.

“Stop! Please stop! You’re driving me crazy. There will come a time when you will laugh at how you are acting, trust me. But, for now, please, please stop!” I implored her, although I knew my words had a bit too sharp an edge.

“Do you think so?” she asked after contemplating my message.

“Yes! And let me tell you what else. After all this, if I decide I want ten, you’re going to have ten!’ I declared.

“No more than eight,” she answered, but I was happy to see a smile fill her face.

“Okay. Let’s start now,” I said, taking her by the arm.

Jordan was happy to let me guide her to the bed, and by the time we got there my dick was almost fully hard, as for some reason, all the pregnancy talk was getting me worked up. We made love twice and I fired semen into her both times with the second release coming as a result of the excitement I felt from watching her have a nice orgasm. After that, we fell asleep.

Later, I awoke to the sound of the shower, but turned over and went back to sleep. When I finally did rise, the house was quiet, and thinking she might be on the porch, I pulled back the curtain. Jordan wasn’t on the porch as I suspected. Instead, she was talking to Raul near his truck dressed in her running clothes, which consisted of small, tight shorts and a snuggly fitting top. I knew from experience that the attire showed her body to great advantage leaving little to the imagination, and for some reason, even though he had seen her completely nude, I thought the scene before me was quite risqué.

I let the curtain drop until it was barely open and watched while they continued their interaction. Even from my distance, I could tell that he would occasionally look her over in an open, leering manner that she had to notice. However, if she did, it wasn’t showing as she appeared comfortable and unthreatened. At least, that was how she was acting until he placed his hand on her hip. Quickly, her hand went to his and after what appeared to be some gentle prodding, he released his hold. Still, it was at least another minute until she turned and began walking down the road. I could see Raul’s eyes locked on her ass, and his hand went to his crotch where he either rubbed his cock or pushed it into a better position. When my eyes went back to Jordan, she had broken into a trot and was rapidly leaving my sight. I was left to ponder how they had met, what they had discussed and what message my wife had delivered in response to his advance.

I was on the couch, thinking about what I had seen and halfway through a beer, when over the sound of the A/C, I heard Raul’s truck fire up. I got to the window just in time to see him disappear in the direction Jordan had left, and instinctively, I felt like a rendezvous was going to take place. The question was whether it was planned or if it was a unilateral decision by the Mexican man. I reached for my keys, thinking I should follow, but when I reached the door, I stopped. For the next several minutes, a debate went on in my head, but in the end, I returned to the couch. However, ten minutes later, unable to remain still, I made it into the cab of the Tahoe before once again pausing then returning to the house. My action, or lack of action, resulted in a strange, numb feeling in my body, as I thought about my motivation and desires.

I heard the pickup return about thirty minutes after it left, and looked out just in time to see Raul disappear towards his trailer. It was another forty minutes before my wife appeared, opening the door while breathing heavily just as I was about to go looking for her. She smiled and moved past me towards the bathroom, and I heard the shower start. Now, my mind was filled with lurid thoughts as I contemplated what might have occurred. I considered inspecting her clothes for signs of something, anything, but they were safely inside the small room with her.

“How far did you go?” I asked when she appeared in her robe.

“Probably, five miles,” she declared, which would account for her time and be in keeping with her normal routine.

“Wasn’t it hot,” I probed, looking for a sign.

“Very,” she responded, and moved to the fridge for a bottle of water.

“See anything,” I followed.

For just a fraction of a second, before she shook her head, something swept through her eyes, and then it was gone. It was so fast and faint it left me wondering whether it really had occurred or if it was merely a figment of my sordid imagination. She quickly finished the water, then grabbed another bottle and joined me on the couch where we watched TV and idly chatted.

“We’re going to make love again,” she suddenly announced.

“Okay. Right now, or should we schedule a time?” I laughed.

“Later. I’m just saying,” she answered with a strange gleam in her eye.

The brief exchange set the tone for the evening, and as soon as she finished her water she switched to wine. An hour later, we had shared a snack tray while she downed two glasses and was now feeling good.

“Get more comfortable,” she demanded, reaching for the button on my jeans.

“Why, baby? Is it time for our appointment?” I teased.

“Just get them off,” she replied.

I took them off, so that I was now in briefs and a polo shirt, and Jordan snuggled close as soon as I sat down. We began kissing while our hands roamed, and I soon found that she was naked beneath the robe. After several minutes, with an intent to slow things down, I broke away and went to get her another glass. She gave me an impish smile when I handed her the wine, while making sure her lovely, taut body remained on display. Halfway through her drink, just as it was becoming dark, I pulled her close to me.

“Mmmm…” she purred into my mouth when our lips met.

“Did he touch you?” I whispered to her when we broke.

“What?” she asked in surprise, but I could tell when the words sunk in because she hid her face in my neck.

“Did he touch you?” I asked again.

“Who?” she asked in a squeaky voice.

“Did he touch you?” I said more deliberately.

I could feel Jordan starting to squirm and knew that there was a story, but it took almost a minute before she replied, “I didn’t…we didn’t…we didn’t do it.”

“Did he touch you,” I repeated in the same insistent voice.

This time, after only a brief pause she said, “Yes.”

“Tell me what happened,” I probed.

“He…I mean…he saw me go running and I guess he followed…and…well…he came up behind me in his pickup and I stopped,” she started, then took a deep breath before continuing, “And…we talked…and…he started using his hand to…uhhh…to touch me some.”

“You let him fondle you?” I asked.

“Well, I guess he just did,” she answered nervously.

“You told him no?” I clarified.

“Uhhh…I did say no…I mean…I did,” she replied.

I pushed her back so I could look into her face, then holding her head in my hands, I asked, “Did you fuck him?”

“No…no, I didn’t!” she declared.

“Where did he touch you?” I followed.

It took multiple further questions to decipher her disjointed explanation until I was able to determine that our ranch hand had gotten my wife to remove her top and sports bra so that he could play with her breasts. He had tried to get her to do the same with her shorts, telling her he just wanted to lick her pussy, but he was unsuccessful and had to settle for snaking his hand down the front and fingering her. The encounter had lasted about ten minutes, but she was adamant that he had remained fully clothed.

“Then he just stopped?” I asked.

“I said I needed to go,” she answered.

“Did you touch him?” I followed.

“He kept his clothes on…” she started before I cut her off.

“Did you touch him?” I pushed, and when she didn’t reply I knew the answer.

“I’m sorry,” she croaked, then followed with, “But, just on the outside.”

“What were you talking about with him in the yard?” I asked, changing subjects and catching her off guard.

“You…,” she started, caught herself, then continued, “He was there when I went out, and I…we said hi…and started talking about Lupe and his kids.”

“What else,” I said.

“Mostly that…I said we were trying,” she said.

The way the octave of her voice dropped with the second part of her response, indicated to me that there was more about the subject that she wasn’t admitting.

“And what did he say to that?” I asked.

Jordan took a deep breath, and with her eyes locked on mine, she replied, “He said I should go to his trailer and he would help.”

“To knock you up?” I said, even though I knew the answer.

“Yes…he said seven was his lucky number,” she whispered.

“Did he make you cum again?” I asked.

“No…” she said, but in a voice that left room for doubt.

“And that’s why you’re so horny now,” I pushed.

“No, that’s not true,” she fired back, but the tone in her voice made me think she was trying to convince herself as much as me.

We stared at each other without speaking, as the seconds ticked by, and I could see in her eyes that she was nervous, bordering on panic. However, when I glanced down and saw her skin was flushed and her small nipples were erect, I reached a decision.

“Go get him,” I demanded.

“What? No…no honey,” she protested.

“Yes, go get him,” I said in the same even voice I had used throughout our conversation.

“Why? It doesn’t make any sense,” she said.


“Go get him,” I said again.

“Just tell me why?” she countered.

“So, he can lick you,” I explained.

Again, we stared at each other in silence for several seconds before she said, “That’s all?”

“Yes…that’s all,” I confirmed.

Jordan closed her eyes, took a deep breath then rose, but as she was moving towards the bedroom, I stopped her.

“Don’t change. Go like that,” I said.

“Honey…” she started, but caught herself, and then with a sigh said, “I need shoes.”

She left the living room, then quickly reappeared wearing some simple sandals. Without looking at me, and with her robe held together tightly, she left. I got to the window just in time to see her crossing towards the sheds in the final stages of dusk. As she left my sight, I wondered how quickly she would return. That she would collect him I was certain, but I knew there was a good chance he might try to take advantage of the situation first. Five, and then ten minutes elapsed, with me checking the window often, before I saw a flickering light moving my way, and soon I was able to make out Raul and Jordan walking side by side. As they grew closer, I could see that they were talking, and contrary to my expectations, the expression on my wife’s face showed no apparent distress.

“Hey man,” he said to me when he entered.

“You want a drink?” I asked, for some reason feeling like I needed to play host.

“Nahh…I want to do what I’m here for,” he stated boldly, and I could see Jordan flinch in my peripheral vision.

With a nod of acceptance from me, he put his hand behind my wife and directed her towards the bedroom. I decided to stay behind for a minute, but it wasn’t long before my curiosity took over, and stepping into the room I could see he hadn’t wasted any time. My wife was naked, laying on the bed with a pillow under her head, and her ass was pulled right to the edge. Raul was between her legs, still fully clothed in his standard work things, licking up and down the inside of her thighs, seemingly content to take his time. When I entered, Jordan’s eyes had been looking towards the ceiling, but when she spotted me, we connected. It was a firm stare that lasted for at least a minute, but near the end I could tell she was losing concentration, and looking down I saw that our guest was now running his tongue through her slit.

I watched as Raul worked her pussy with his tongue alternating between long, slow strokes along her slit and rapid, flicking contact with her clit. Jordan’s legs opened in several steps until she was presenting herself completely to the Mexican ranch hand. I was so mesmerized by his work that it was with some surprise that I realized her sounds were now filling the room. Her moans and whines let us both know that he was taking her to an ever-higher state of excitement.

“Steve…no more…make him stop…” she suddenly called out.

However, the look on her face and the way her body continued moving told me that she didn’t really want it to end. Instead, I took her hand in mine and caressed it to try to soothe her psyche. However, seconds later I felt her nails dig into my palm and fresh cries leave her mouth. Looking down, I saw that Raul was now rapidly pistoning two fingers into her hole while his lips and tongue concentrated on her clit. Her thighs and mound glistened from the wetness, reflecting the dim light in the room, and a slurping sound was easily heard.

“I…oh…ohhh…it’s too much…too much…” she cried out.

She let go of me and tried to use her hands to help her scoot away, but Raul caught her by the legs and pulled her back.

“Hold her down,” he commanded, and for some reason, I responded and put my hand on her shoulders.

“No…nooo…too much Steve…oh God…it’s too much,” she pleaded and tried to push me away.

I could see her body twisting, but Raul’s grip was strong and together we kept her in place. For the next minute, she emitted strange squeals that were difficult to comprehend, and I wasn’t sure whether they were borne from pain or pleasure. Suddenly, with no warning, her body went completely limp.

“I…I’m not going to do this,” she declared, and when I didn’t immediately respond, she reiterated the message, “Steve, I’m not!”

The change caught me off guard and it took me several seconds to process it. For his part, Raul showed no interest in slowing and proceeded in a way that made me think he was oblivious to what was occurring. Staring into her eyes, I sensed turmoil, confusion, and desperation along with a glint of exhilaration that belied her words. In addition, she constantly licked her lips, and it appeared she was using all her willpower to force her body to remain still.

“No stopping,” I whispered.

I received another look that was difficult to understand, before in a very faint voice she whined, “Steve…”

Almost immediately, her eyes closed and the tension in her body began to return. I watched while she bit her lower lip, and slowly over the next several minutes her sounds returned until she was openly and unashamedly responding to Raul’s efforts. I was left to ponder whether my words were taken as a command or permission, but for the moment it didn’t seem to matter.

“She’s ready to cum,” Raul stated not long thereafter.

He had returned to flicking her clit with the tip of his tongue, which was moving across her nub at an amazing speed. I hadn’t seen a change in my wife and was wondering why he had made the announcement, when suddenly, her body stiffened, her tummy drew in and she started thrashing her head which made her brown hair fly about. Accompanying the movements, was a series of high pitched squeals. The whines grew louder and louder, then ceased for a moment, leaving the room in silence save for the wet noise from her pussy, and were replaced seconds later with a deep guttural groan that morphed into a grunt. I looked between her legs just in time to see a squirt of fluid exit her opening and coat Raul’s chin. Like before, a series of convulsions followed in time with the spasms in her body and with each cycle more of her juices were flung across his face. He didn’t seem to mind at all, indeed, he seemed to revel in her taste.

“Ohhh…ohhh please…please…” my wife whimpered.

I was about to let go of her shoulders when Raul barked, “Keep holding her down.”

When he saw I still had my hands in place, he returned his attention to her pussy. I knew from experience that Jordan, like most women, became very sensitive after an orgasm, and I suspected he was well aware of this too. So, it left me wondering exactly where he was headed. The expression on Jordan’s face told the story, as I watched it change to a point that she appeared to almost be in pain, and she tried several times to push my hands away, but her strength was gone.

“Oh my God…Oh God…please…” she started, but in mid-sentence she gasped loudly, bucked her body, then cried out, “Not there…nooo…”

I quickly looked over and saw that Raul’s index finger was now slowly stroking into my wife’s ass. He looked up at me with a smile then began flicking her clit again with his tongue while his finger kept up the anal assault. As he continued to work her, the tension in her body evaporated. Now, she was just a whimpering mass of flesh seeking sexual fulfillment.

“Ohhh…ohhh please…God please…” she wailed, and her next words left no doubt where she was, “Ohhh…I need it…please…I need it…”

Her words weren’t lost on Raul either, because I watched as he suddenly rose and while staring down at her he unbuckled his pants. Then, he moved over her as he pushed his pants down, and with a look bordering on psychotic, I saw her reach for his cock and pull him to her swollen opening. For some reason, I stood in place, stunned and unable to move, but when I heard their combined groans, signaling the connection, I just walked out.

As soon as the door closed behind me, I sucked in the warm night air and shook my head as if the simple motion would help return my sanity. Part of me expected, or hoped, Jordan would come after me, but with each passing minute I knew it was becoming increasingly unlikely. Needing to do something, to move, I began to walk down the dusty ranch road. However, after traveling a hundred yards, I headed back knowing where I needed to be.

As soon as I opened the door, the sounds coming from the room let me know what was taking place. My wife was grunting rhythmically, but it was the loud squeaking of the bed springs that told me Raul was still fucking her. Sure enough, when I stepped through the doorway, I saw him on top of her, with her legs and arms wrapped around his body while he thrust into her at a rapid pace.

It was clear she was an active participant, and that there was no force on his part. My wife, driven by her lust, her exhibitionist desires or perhaps even her maternal drive was opening her unprotected womb to the ranch hand. I was left to wonder whether she was in a state where she could appreciate the consequences, and was about to stop him, when he began to grunt loudly and I knew it was too late, his proven seed was already entering my wife.

Seven, Raul spat out several times in Spanish before finally saying clearly in English, “Seven…”

“Yes…uhhh yes…oh yes…” I heard Jordan emit in a low, lusty moan as if responding to his announcement.

Her hands moved quickly from his shoulders to his ass where they visibly pulled on him as if to milk the last morsel of life giving fluid. It was raw and shameless, but despite witnessing my wife’s sordid participation, I immediately felt guilty for not intervening for the few short minutes it took the Mexican man to claim his prize.

Raul slowed, and then finally stopped, although they stayed tightly wrapped and still, save for the heaving of their chests as they struggled for air. I wasn’t sure what I expected next, maybe for Jordan to regain her senses or for Raul to accept his victory and dismount, but I certainly didn’t think they would start again. However, I saw him slowly begin to move, and as he picked up speed, my wife let out a long moan that signaled her acceptance.

Mere moments ago, I would have declared him spent, but he had somehow regained his strength, aided no doubt by the opportunity to bed a beautiful, young married woman. He continued to increase the pace until he was pounding mercilessly into Jordan, but rather than causing her distress, by her sounds I could tell she was moving quickly towards another orgasm. It reminded me of the message she had tried to convey to me many months ago, although now it was Raul who would experience her pleasure of submissive sex.

“Oh God…oh God…it’s good…it’s so good…” I heard her whimper.

“Let it happen,” he demanded, with his Spanish accent adding a strange dimension.

When I saw her nails dig into his ass and her legs begin to rise, I knew she was very close, and seconds later it hit.

“Ohhhh…ohhh please…please don’t stop…please…unnggghhh…unnggghhh…” she moaned loudly.

I watched her cum hard and I knew at that moment her pussy was in the middle of a spasm that was taking his semen deeper into her fertile regions. If there was an egg present in her womb, it was no doubt now completely surrounded by his thick cum and may in fact already be accepting the transfer of the Hispanic man’s DNA.

My wife’s climax must have put Raul over the top, because for the second time in just minutes, I watched as the muscles in his ass tightened and with a loud grunt he fired into her again.

“Ughhhh…uggghhhh…ugghhhh…” he cried out over and over until he finally stopped.

Once more, I watched as their bodies heaved in an attempt to breath, but this time, he soon rolled off. I could see that his entire groin was covered in a frothy mixture, while her splayed open legs revealed her well-fucked pussy still showing a quarter-size opening.

Jordan’s eyes were tightly shut and her tummy was still rising and falling heavily in the aftermath of the sex. Her right hand slowly moved down to her pussy, and while I stood at the door, I watched her run her fingertips along the length of her slit. Instinctively, I knew she was reveling in the last vestiges of the mating, coaxing the last bit of feeling from her body. However, when she finally opened her eyes and saw me, it was like all her senses instantaneously returned. Her hand quit it’s stroking and covered her opening while a shocked and embarrassed look came to her face, “Honey…Steve…please…” she called out when I started to turn, and as I moved from the door I heard her say, “Steve…please…”

I was on the couch when she appeared a few minutes later, now covered by her robe. She sat next to me and took my hand while looking into my eyes.

“Please don’t,” she said, and then followed with, “Don’t make me feel bad.”

I opened my mouth several times to reply, but each time the words either seemed silly or I was concerned about maintaining control. Finally, I just stood, lifted her to her feet, and directed her back to the bedroom. Raul, was on his back, stretched out across the bed, and showed no sign of worry. He was slowly stroking his cock which somehow seemed to be about half-hard. I directed her next to the bed, looked between the two and then spoke.

“Hey, she’s yours for the night,” I told him, and gave him her hand.

“Steve…no!” she cried out, now evidently feeling remorse, and as I walked away I heard her say, “Let me go.”

I closed the door behind me, and although I continued to hear muted pleas from her, I ignored them and turned on the TV to drown out the sound. Slowly, the sounds dissipated, and although I expected at any time to see my wife leaving the bedroom, I remained alone. It was almost an hour later when I heard noises from the room that caught my attention, and muting the TV, I heard the unmistakable sound of bedsprings squealing. Once again, my beautiful wife was being mated, and I immediately wondered who had initiated the coupling.

I ended up in the other bedroom without Jordan ever appearing, leaving me to wonder whether she was a completely willing participant. It wasn’t until I woke the next morning to an empty house that I had the answer. I knew where I would find her, but rather than rush to the camper, I forced myself to remain calm and made some coffee. Half a pot later, I went to get her, knowing what I would find, while telling myself to stay in control.

It took almost a minute after I knocked on the aluminum door for Raul to answer. He was naked, and looking at his cock, I was not surprised to see his pubic hair matted and crusted. Peering into the small space, I spotted my wife on the makeshift bed eyeing me from beneath a faded blanket. I had expected to find her nervous and concerned, so I was surprised when her eyes communicated to me a look of contentment.

“Maybe a little longer,” our ranch hand said.

I gave Jordan another look, but her expression hadn’t changed, so I replied, “Fine.”

As I finished the rest of the coffee, I knew that at that moment my wife was once again being fucked. There was no telling how many times she had been inseminated that night, although I was certain of a least three. Over an hour later, I was looking out the window when I spotted her coming towards the house. She was alone, barefoot and clutching her robe together as she walked. I thought about the Mexican man sending her back by herself, but realized he had taken what he wanted and now was returning her used, fulfilled and perhaps very pregnant. I had the door open when she arrived, and now she had the look I had expected, nervous with an element of fear as well.

“Hi,” she said in a tiny voice.

I just nodded my head, as I wasn’t sure if I started to speak if I would be able to stop, and she passed by me, filling my nostrils with the pungent smell of sex. We locked eyes for a moment, but when I didn’t speak she shrugged and made for the bathroom. She remained there for well over an hour, and I sensed part of it was her attempt to wash the shame and sin from her body. When the shower finally stopped, it was another thirty minutes before she appeared, and when she did, I was struck by how she looked. Somehow, in my mind, I had expected the situation to mark her, much like a scarlet letter. Instead, I had to admit she looked fresh and beautiful, as if all that had occurred had been a dream.

“Let’s pack up,” I said.

“Honey, can we talk?” she asked.

“In the car,” I replied, tersely.

We had been driving for fifteen minutes, and I could see her fidgeting nervously, so I wasn’t surprised when she asked to talk again.

“Honey, please,” she said, when I stonewalled her with silence after her first request.

“Okay, fine. Tell me everything that happened,” I demanded.

“You know what happened,” she answered meekly.

I knew she wanted to probe motivation and reasons, which I did as well, but first I wanted common ground on knowledge.

“I want every detail…everything,” I replied.

“Why?” she asked.

“Jordan, I’m not going to argue,” I replied.

“Well, you made me! You made me get him!” she screamed.

“I didn’t make you fuck him!” I yelled back.

Our mutual outburst led to more silence and it was another ten minutes before she finally spoke again.

“What do you want to know?” she asked.

“Everything…how many times did you do it?” I replied.

There was a pause, as if she was recalling things, before she said, “Five.”

“He came in you five times?” I responded.

“He only did four,” she whispered, recognizing the dirtiness of her admission.

“And you? How many times?” I probed.

“Three,” she replied.

“What else Jordan? Don’t make me pull everything out of you. This is your one chance. I don’t want to find out anything later,” I demanded.

“That’s it…isn’t it enough?” she answered.

“Yet, you wanted to stay this morning for more. When I came for you, you still hadn’t had enough,” I reminded her.

“You gave me to him. Gave away your wife,” she countered.

Her words were true, but in my defense, the damage had already been done when I made that decision. As I continued to think through the events, something else crossed mind.

“Did he make you cum this morning? After I came to the trailer?” I asked.

This time, her only response was a slow nod as she looked at the floorboard, and afterwards we drove in silence until we reached the outskirts of town.

“I…I need to go to the pharmacy,” she said.

I knew the reason, and I knew she was indeed correct. No matter how out of control our night had been, I was certain I didn’t want her to give birth to another man’s child, so I pointed the SUV in the right direction. Five minutes later, we were there and when I pulled into a space near the front, she gave me a pleading look.

“You should come in with me,” she stated.

“Why?” I asked, sincerely confused.

“A married woman shouldn’t be buying it and they’ll think something is going on,” she explained.

“Something is going on,” I replied, making no effort to get out.

“Please?” she tried again.

“No, Jordan. You spread your legs for him, you deal with it,” I answered.

With that, she opened the door, and I could tell she was fighting back tears. She was gone for only a few minutes and returned with a bag in her hand. Without speaking, we headed for home, and I think both of us were relieved when we reached its safe confines.

“Making sure I take it?” she asked ten minutes later, as I loitered behind her near the bathroom.

“Do I need to?” I replied, sarcastically.

It was the last straw for her and she turned and launched on me, “Look, knock it off. I made a mistake. We made a mistake. But, you kept pushing. You made me get him and then you gave me away. Gave me away! And none of this would have happened if you could do your job and get me pregnant!”


The vitriol in her words stunned me, and I was momentarily on my heels until I collected myself and fired back, “Let’s see…you played make out while jogging. I had nothing to do with that. Nothing! Then, you get horny as hell, and he’s between your legs fucking you. Again, I had nothing to do with that. And how do you know it’s me? Maybe, you can’t get knocked up!”

Quickly, she was in tears, and replied, “Well fine then. I just won’t take the pill!”

With that, she ran to our bed and collapsed in a ball with her body shaking. Suddenly, with my anger departing, I knew I had screwed up. She was right in the fact I was culpable in putting her in a compromising position, then giving her away like a sex slave. Plus, I had never been able to hold my anger when she became upset, and my immediate reaction was to go to her, embrace her and apologize. Still, I wasn’t completely guilty, so I held back a little.

“Jordan,” I said in my best soothing voice, while putting my hand on her back.

“What?” she replied, in a voice filled with a mixture of frustration and guilt.

“Look, I’m sorry. Screaming at each other and making accusation isn’t going to get us anywhere,” I said.

“I know! Quit being so mean. I feel bad enough already,” she replied.

“Okay, Jordan. Come on, just turn over so I can see you,” I said.

Slowly, she turned until she was facing me, and with my arm over her body, an awkward silence enveloped us. Several times, I started to speak, but each time I stopped because I didn’t think my words were right. I sensed Jordan was in a similar place, wondering how and where to begin. Finally, knowing we had to start somewhere, I forced the words out.

“Look, I want to talk about it, but I really don’t know what to say,” I said, sincerely.

“Say you love me…start there,” she responded in a whisper.

“I do love you, but damn…what is happening? It just seems…like we…I…have no control,” I said.

“I think we’re both sick,” she answered, and took my arm and pulled it so we were wrapped more tightly.

We were talking, although not really communicating, and I knew that at some point, we had to be honest with each other. I thought about waiting until tomorrow or maybe even later in the week, but besides wanting to clear the air, I also had a deep desire to understand what had transpired in my wife’s brain. So, I decided to try and bring it all to the surface.

“Jordan, I think we need to talk…talk and be honest,” I said.

“I know,” she replied, then after a pause, she added, “You go first.”

Amazingly, that simple phrase made us both laugh and somehow broke the ice. Suddenly, the fear of judgment was gone and in its place was a desire on both our parts to express our thought and feelings. We had a quick and lively banter about how to proceed and in the end it was decided that we would each state our view, without interruption, and then we could ask questions. Of course, she still insisted I go first.

“Okay, well I guess we have talked about it some, you know, about Raul watching. And yes, at first, I was sneaky, and I was wrong, but you seemed to get into it too. I mean, I know part of it was just manipulation to get me to do it without a condom, but I thought there was something else, too. That part was so wild to think about and then all the things started to happen, he touched you, then he took you to draw and you sketched him, and then you met him when you went jogging. I don’t know, it all kept building, and it was so erotic, because it was so different, that I guess I just couldn’t keep control. And then…when I saw him on you…and heard you…I did lose control, I lost my head,” I said, doing my best to be honest and describe my feelings, and after a moment, I added, “I didn’t really capture it all correctly, but I think it’s the best I can do right now.”

“Thank you for trying,” she answered, and paused before continuing with a deep breath, “I thought you were crazy. I mean…showing your wife. And, you’re right, I did try to manipulate you, and I think somehow let things get out of hand. I…I…admit I was kind of interested in where your mind was in the watching…and…you let him touch me and it was so weird…but it was kind of exciting, too.”

“Go on,” I prodded when she stopped, knowing there was more.

“I don’t know…it was suddenly like some kind of forbidden fruit…a place I wasn’t supposed to go, but every time you pushed, somehow a little more happen,” she explained.

I thought her last statement was an intentional avoidance of something deeper, while trying to shift the responsibility all onto me, and after thinking about it for a few seconds, I decided to probe some more, “Jordan, you took the initiative on some things. Coming to the ranch unannounced, letting him take you to draw, sketching him, and being fondled. Where did that come from?”

“I…I…don’t know…” she replied.

“Tell me. It’s important,” I pushed.

Silence followed, and I let her take her time before she finally said, “It was just all tied up in the same thing…”

I realized my pushing was making her nervous, resulting in her vague answers, so I backed off and hugged her close.

“I’m sorry, let me slow down,” I said.

“Please,” she whispered.

There was more in my head. I recalled the look on her face as Raul took her and it was clear she was an active and involved participant. I knew it was part of what she was hiding, but also realized that any admission from her would be difficult to get. So, rather than talk, I began to slowly caress her body with the intent to return to the questions when she was in a more relaxed state.

It took a good ten minutes of attention to get her to engage with me in cuddling and kissing, although just when I was about to question her again she began to show signs of wanting to make love. Deciding it was a good thing, given all that had occurred, I went with her lead and soon we were working on each other’s clothes.

“Mmmmm…” she moaned when my stiff dick found its home.

I was on top of her, between her open legs, and she was playfully stroking the back of my thighs with her feet. I held still and licked her erect nipples, and then slowly began to move.

“You feel so good,” I whispered to her.

“Tell me you love me,” she begged.

“I do love you,” I replied, which brought a hug and a kiss, and for the next several minutes I concentered on the rhythm of our connection, but when I felt the moment was right, I said, “Honey?”

“Yes…” she purred.

“Did you enjoy being with Raul?” I asked, and felt her body instantly stiffen.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“When did you know you wanted him?” I asked, shifting gears.

“Sssshhh…let’s make love,” she whimpered.

“When?” I tried again.

“When you made me…” she started, but I interrupted before she could finish.

“No honey, it was when he told you he had six kids,” I stated.

“No…” she started again, but once more I cut her off.

“Yes, it is. That’s when you let him touch you. That’s when you came out to the ranch by yourself. That’s when you sketched him and that’s when he got to have you. You decided he was a stud instead of just some worker from Mexico,” I said.

“No…I got caught up in your crazy watching thing and it went too far. Now, I feel stupid,” she answered.

I didn’t respond, deciding that it wasn’t the time for a debate. Instead, I concentrated on making love to my wife and it wasn’t long before my balls tightened and I released a load of semen. Jordan, didn’t climax, in fact I don’t think she got anywhere close, but she seemed relieved and satisfied by our connection. A few minutes later, as I lay satiated and close to sleep, I felt her get up, and seconds later I heard a ripping sound from the bathroom that told me she was preparing to take her pill.

“Both tests have come back and there are no issues,” the fertility specialist declared, and then continued, “We see this all the time. Couples that don’t immediately get pregnant often fear the worst, but usually it’s just nature. It’s just a matter of time.”

Jordan’s angst was so high and relentless that I finally decided that it would be best for our relationship if we went through the testing. I had expected the message we had just received, so I showed no outward reaction, but Jordan instantly acted like a monumental weight had been taken from her shoulders.

“Really? Okay…that’s good then…okay,” she gushed.

“Yes, it is. Just relax, that’s the best thing you can do,” the doctor added.

With that, we left the office and made our way to the shopping district. Our appointment had been in a city about an hour from our town, so we decided to make the most of the trip and hit some stores. Now, with my wife in a good mood, I knew my credit cards would incur some damage. Four hours later, after enjoying an early dinner, we headed back.

“Now, you don’t have to use Raul as a donor,” I teased.

“You’re not funny,” she fired back, with a faux scowl.

Since the night with Raul, we had talked often and reached the point where it was an open subject. I continued to state she was, at least in part, sexually motivated by his prodigious track record, while she maintained her stance that it all occurred as a result of my fantasy run amok. Regardless, both of us had managed to steer away from the vortex of anger, jealousy, and accusation, which allowed us to quickly regain our relationship.

“I was just trying to be practical,” I said.

“He has more value than just being a donor,” she replied, and when I shot her a look, I could see her fighting back a smile.

Her answer signified the first instance where she acknowledged something positive and prospective about the encounter. I put it down to the happiness she was feeling from the outcome of the fertility tests, although I wanted to find out more.

“What might that be?” I followed.

“Just drive,” she answered, now openly giggling.

I smiled back at her without responding, although I knew I would return to it later. When we arrived home, her body language made it clear she was horny, so we quickly ended up in bed.

“Is it a good time?” I asked, although I thought I knew the answer.

“Yes,” she replied, as she helped me move into position.

It had taken two months to arrange the doctor’s appointment and get the testing, and during the time she had experienced two missed periods. The first, after the night with our ranch hand, came as something of a relief, but the second left her despondent. However, with today’s information, all the past seemed to have been thrown out the window, and she was eager to try again.

“You’re supposed to relax,” I teased.

“Hush,” she replied, grabbing my dick and guiding it home.

As soon as we connected, I could tell there was more edge, more energy than in our normal husband and wife lovemaking. I knew it was from her wanting to be inseminated, greatly helped by the doctor’s message that had removed her fears. I quickly found myself caught up in her passion, and now the thought of breeding my beautiful wife acted as a stimulant in my brain that added a whole new dimension. We experienced some of our best sex ever, serenading each other with our cries while our bodies meshed tightly together.

Later, I awoke to her movements as she moved on top of me and once more took me inside her. This time, she did the work, riding me relentlessly until I exploded which triggered her own orgasm. The scene repeated itself many times over the next several weeks, however when her period arrived right on time, the angst returned, although it only lasted a day or two. The doctor’s message had provided enough perspective that she was able to recover from her disappointment quickly.

“We’re just going to have to keep trying,” I said, pulling her to me in a tight embrace.

“It’s frustrating,” she whined, repeating a message she had provided often since her period started two weeks before.

“I’m not complaining!” I replied, referring to the quantity of our sex.

“I bet you’re not,” she said, turning and kissing me.

“Why don’t we stay at the ranch this weekend? You know, school is starting in a couple weeks, so it will get hard to schedule again. You can draw in the morning before it gets hot,” I suggested, also thinking it might help her relax.

“Honey…I…I…you know…I don’t want to see him,” she answered.

“Jordan, he’s in Mexico,” I explained.

“Oh…okay,” she replied, with her face now showing enthusiasm.

We drove out early Friday morning, having learned the forecast for the weekend was for unseasonably moderate temperatures, meaning it would only hit ninety. After a brief stop at the house, I drove Jordan to a new site she was going to try based upon a description I had provided. In addition, she had decided to wear her bikini under her shorts and tops, so if she couldn’t get an inspiration, she could work on her late season tan.

“Okay, see you at one-thirty,” she said as I started to leave.

I gave her a quick kiss then left to do some work. Returning to the HQ, I began to load some mineral blocks into the UTV to drop off in various spots, when out of the corner of my eye I saw some movement. Startled, I turned quickly and saw Raul walking towards me.

“I thought you were gone until next week,” I said when he arrived, immediately worried about his presence with Jordan near.

“No, this was only to be a short trip, to check on Lupe,” he replied.

“How is she?” I asked politely.

“Fine. Getting big,” he grinned.

“Okay, well look…uhhh…Jordan is with me and she feels strange about what happened. So, if you can stay low, I would appreciate it,” I explained.

“Yes, of course. If that’s what you want,” he responded, and I sensed in his words a taunt.

I couldn’t say that he didn’t have a point, as he had been the recipient of several mixed messages, and in his eyes, there was a strange, inquisitive look. We had never talked about him fucking my wife, and now it made me wonder whether in his mind he had thought there might be an opportunity for more. Several times, I had thought about what to do with him, including dismissing him from the ranch. However, I knew my father wouldn’t do it without good reason, given his years of service, and I was also worried what he might say if he was angered. Thus, I had decided the best approach would be to stay away from the subject, although now that strategy didn’t seem as sound.

The brief conversation was awkward enough that we each went our separate way, rather than work together as was the norm. At the appointed time, I went to collect my wife and found she had shed her shirt and was sporting the bikini top, although she still wore her shorts. The sketch pad was in her lap, so it appeared she had been able to do some drawing and sunning at the same time.

“Two birds with one stone?” I asked.

“Kinda, but the sweat from my arm keeps getting on the pad,” she replied.

Indeed, she was covered in a coating of moisture from the rapidly climbing temperature, and it made her look enticing to me. Together, we loaded her things, and we quickly left for the house, but halfway back on stopped.

“Raul is back,” I said.

“Why?” she asked.

“I got his plans screwed up. He was just taking a short trip to check on Lupe,” I answered, then added, “Do you want to leave?”

“I don’t know. Let’s get back and let me shower, then we can decide,” she replied.

I caught Jordan glancing around quickly as we got out of the vehicle, but she immediately went inside while I unloaded her things, and by the time I entered she was already in the bathroom with the shower running. As soon as she finished, she announced she was going to take a nap, and didn’t bring up the ranch hand, leaving me alone to watch TV.

“Steve, come knock me up,” Jordan called out in a giggly voice an hour later.

“You have clothes on,” I said when I stepped into the room and spotted the t-shirt she was wearing beneath the comforter.

There was a flurry of motion and in mere seconds her t-shirt was flung my direction followed by her red thong.

“Now I don’t,” she said, giving me a cute, impish smile.

I slowly started on my clothes while she watched, and when I was naked, I slid beneath the covers and next to her warm body. Without speaking, we started to entwine, kissing and fondling each other as we built our arousal. When I finally reached my hand between her legs, I wasn’t at all surprised to find her slick with a heavy viscous fluid.

“I’m ready,” she whimpered softly.

“What do you want?” I teased.

“You! Now don’t make me beg,” she gasped, and tried to work my body onto hers.

In seconds, I was inside her, and fighting back my excitement, I started a slow, deliberate movement. It wasn’t what Jordan expected and I had to ignore her attempts to get me to move faster until she accepted the pace. Then, we started moving as one, and I was treated to the seductive sounds of her whines and mews.

“It’s time you got me pregnant,” she whispered.

“Okay, sweetie. I wasn’t trying before,” I replied, which brought a pinch to my butt.

“You better try,” she said.

“Is it the right time?” I asked.

“Close…” she answered.

The movement of her body, her touch and her sounds let me know that she was progressing rapidly towards an orgasm. Fortunately, I was still in control, so it looked like I would have the chance to experience her climax before mine. I loved when it worked out that way, especially when I wasn’t on the brink, as it gave me a feeling of fulfillment and power.

“Oh…oh honey…” she gasped seconds later.

“Let it happen Jordan…relax and let it all come out,” I coached her.

“Okay…” came a high-pitched squeak, followed by, “I will…”

I started giving her deep, deliberate strokes in the way I knew she liked, and seconds later I was rewarded, “Ohhhhh…ohhh Steve…oh honey…don’t stop…don’t stop…”

She found my lips and we started a sloppy kiss that lasted until she broke away to inhale deeply, then she started the kiss again. Her legs and arms wrapped tightly around me and then I felt the walls of her pussy begin to spasm around my shaft. It didn’t happen every time she had an orgasm, usually reserved for her most powerful ones, but I loved when it occurred.

“I can feel it,” I said, knowing she would understand.

“Oh honey…I…I’m seeing stars,” she groaned.

It all proved too much for me and I lasted just a few more thrusts before I exploded, “I’m cumming…oh Jordan…here’s what you want…oh shit…ahhhhh…ugghhhhh…”

“Mmmm…I want it…give me your son…” she purred in a syrupy, seductive voice.

I tried to roll off, but she kept me in place and together we moaned and purred, reveling in post-orgasmic bliss. When she finally let me move, I fell to her side and pulled her to me and soon we had both drifted off.

“Do you think I caught some sun?” she asked when she saw my eyes open.

She was sitting up slightly, and I could see had indeed gained some color, so I answered, “Yes, you did get some.”

“Good. Hopefully, some tomorrow too,” she said.

“Does that mean we’re staying?” I asked.

“I guess so. I would feel kind of silly running away,” she replied, then after a pause, continued with, “Did you know he would be here?”

“No, I didn’t,” I said sincerely, although the look she gave me showed some doubt, so I added, “Really, I didn’t.”

“Okay, I just wondered if you had planned something…more…” she started, then let the thought die.

“Sweetie, what good is it to have a gorgeous wife if you can’t show her off,” I teased, fighting back a smile.

“Do you really think I’m gorgeous?” she asked, clearly fishing.

“You know I do,” I said, and pulled her next to me.

I found her lips while my hand went to the small of her back and pulled her snuggly against me. As we continued to kiss, my hand slowly fondled her body, and I could tell she was becoming aroused, even after our recent love making. When my hand found her pussy, she thrust her mound against it signaling her desire.


“I think you’re horny,” I whispered.

“Yes, come on,” she moaned, pulling on my arm in an attempt to get me on top of her.

“No, I want to make you squirt,” I said as a finger slowly worked inside her.

It was a subject I had tried to discuss with her, but she still felt embarrassed and wouldn’t take it far. Maybe it was being at the ranch and the closeness of Raul, but for some reason now I wanted to push it.

“You’re doing it wrong,’ she sighed.

At first, I thought she was being serious and I looked at her with a hurt look, but when I saw her eyes, I knew she was toying with me.

“Maybe I should get help,” I replied.

“Mmmm…maybe…” she said in a very soft voice that I knew was also meant as a tease.

“Okay, I’ll go get him,” I said.

“Stop it,” she replied quickly, and pulled hard on my arm.

This time, I let her guide me into position, and my dick soon was sliding into her well-lubricated opening. I pushed completely inside then became still as I kissed her neck and ears which brought forth soft purrs. I was reveling in the intimacy of our connection when suddenly a bizarre thought hit me. Several times I tried to dismiss it, but it kept returning, and with a sudden pulse of energy, I pulled away.

“Turn over,” I spoke in a demanding voice.

In the dim light, I could see Jordan give me an odd look but she did what I said and turned until she was one her knees.

“Uggghhhh…” she gasped when I pushed inside, and when I pulled back and slammed in again she cried out, “Ohhhhh…”

“What are you…uggghhhh…” she cried out, but I cut her off when I pushed in hard once more.

From there, I began to move rapidly and deeply while gripping her hips firmly. My mind had returned to the demure message she had given me months ago after our first outside adventure. In the intervening time, I had explored being more forceful with her, although I never really went all out. Now, all the memories and events seemed to coalesce in my brain, and that coupled with Raul’s unplanned appearance set me off.

“That feel good?” I pushed out between breaths.

“Uhhh…uh huh…why?” she grunted in reply, as the sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room.

For the next several minutes, I pounded into my wife hard from behind and watched as her hands gripped the sheets tightly and her head swayed side-to-side. Fortunately, my earlier climax provided me some staying power, although the pace of our mating was rapidly impacting my stamina. However, when her sexual sounds became more pronounced and she began giving out a litany of squeals, moans and gasps, I was re-energized.

“Did you like fucking him?” I suddenly called out, unable to control myself.

“Wha…?” she gasped.

“Did you like fucking Raul,” I asked, even more loudly.

“Yes…” she whined, and then in a lower voice said it again, “Yes…”

“Do you want to fuck him again?” I challenged her.

“Do you want me to?” she forced out without hesitation.

“Yeah, I’m going to give you to him for the night like before,” I stated, as for some reason I wanted to be nasty and push.

Her groaning stopped, and she turned her head and looked at me for a moment, then she dropped her head, but remained silent. At first, I thought I had upset her, but it slowly dawned on me that she was contemplating my message. At least another minute ticked by with only the wet, slapping sounds of our bodies connecting before she slowly began to once again emit sexual sighs and whimpers. The brief interaction was the final piece of information that proved my pretty wife was deep inside a naughty, sex craving woman. It was shocking to realize it after all our time together, but the message was clear, and equally surprising was my own reaction. Thinking about it was driving me rapidly towards a release, and the pressure I felt as my balls tightened warned me that it would be big.

“Ugggghhhh…ugggghhhh…oh fuck…FUCK!” I cried out as my remaining seed fired deep into her eager opening.

“Oh, Steve…go…” she encouraged.

My hands were on her hips pulling her against me, but when I began to slam into her hard, she fell forward with me following to maintain the connection. Now, she was laid out on her front, with me pulling out slowly, then driving into her hard to plant the last molecule of semen. Even when it was all out, I kept pushing into her, forcing her ass up, unable to stop.

“My God…” I finally gasped, as saliva dripped from my mouth between her shoulder blades.

I was spent, completely and utterly done, and too tired to even fall at her side, so I just stayed on top, heaving for air in the aftermath.

“Wow…” Jordan said after several seconds.

She had turned slightly to look at me and now it seemed like all her naughtiness had evaporated and she was once again my sweet wife.

“I bet that did it,” I stated, proud of my effort, and knowing that she would understand the meaning.

“No kidding,” she replied, and for some reason I decided to push into her again which brought a gasp, “Uhhhh…ohhhh…”

Finally, I fell off and as soon as I landed next to her, she wrapped her arms around me and pushed her firm breasts into my back. With her hand stroking my hair, I was soon asleep and didn’t wake until the sun was filtering into the house the following morning.

“Damn, you killed me,” I said when I walked into the kitchen.

Jordan, was dressed in her robe and pouring some coffee. She gave me a big smile, and poured a cup for me, then together we moved to the table.

“Did you sleep well?” she asked in a teasing way.

“Like a baby,” I said putting emphasis on the word, then added, “What did you do?”

“Raul came by and kept me company,” she answered, and when she saw me practically jump, she started to laugh, then said, “You’re so easy.”

“Well…” I started, then decided to stop.

“Yes?” she quickly asked, while raising her eyebrow.

“Nothing,” I replied, which made her smile turn into a smirk.

Jordan was planning to go out in a little over an hour, when the sun was higher and the light was better, so I showered quickly then went to do a few things. When the time came to leave, I went to collect her and found that she once again was wearing her bikini beneath her blouse and shorts. At first, I found it a bit odd, now that she knew of Raul’s presence, and on the drive out I started to wonder if there was a message.

After helping her set up, I left and returned to the HQ to work on some things. I was in the barn, when I looked up to see Raul entering from the far end carrying a roll of barbwire. He dropped it in the corner than walked up to me.

“Do you want to help me with the south windmill?” he asked.

“I can’t, not today. I’ve got things to do here and then I have to get Jordan. She drawing in the pasture where that bit patch of cactus meets the rock outcropping,” I said, for some reason giving him detailed info on her location.

His body stiffened just for a second, and then he replied, “She needs to be careful, sometimes there are snakes there.”

“Yes, I told her to watch out. Especially, since she might sun in her bikini if she gets bored,” I followed.

Our eyes locked, but we didn’t speak, and after several seconds he just nodded and walked away. I watched as he gathered the things he needed for the windmill, although after our conversation, I thought it might be for show. A few minutes later he drove off in the direction of the windmill, but I knew there were multiple ways for him to get to my wife’s spot. I forced myself to wait almost an hour, then left in the UTV in the direction he had taken. It was the now the second time that I had gone after him, and I wondered if I would find him watching like before, or if there would be more.

His track was easy to follow, and he showed no sign of trying to hide it. At the first intersection, he took a branch away from the windmill which made it clear he had something else in mind. At the next fork, he took the road headed directly towards Jordan, and my foot pressed on the gas pedal to hasten my arrival. I stopped several hundred yards away, then moved quietly through the brush towards the place I had left my wife. The cover was thick and I was able to get close, and through an opening I could see the ranch pickup, but there was no sign of Jordan or Raul. I started a slow circle, and after moving about fifty yards, I began to hear sounds. Moving forward, I found a break in the brush and that’s when I spotted them.

From somewhere, they had found a tattered blanket that was placed on small area of grass beneath an oak tree. Jordan was on her back, naked except for her bikini top that was wrapped loosely around her neck, while Raul, still fully clothed, knelt next to her with one hand on her pussy. The sound that had attracted my attention were the whimpers and moans from the attention she was receiving.

I was left to wonder about the sequence of events that brought them to this spot, but there was no question that my wife was a willing participant. Thinking back, I remembered the brief exchange we had the prior night, and whether she took it as permission or perhaps direction. However, another part of me knew I had to consider that her naughtiness didn’t require prompting. Slowly, I inched forward until I was only thirty feet away, but still well hidden.

By her sounds and the way her body moved, I knew she was very aroused, but when the Mexican man started to rapidly and lightly rub his fingers across her clit, it took her to an entirely new level. Her moans and sighs instantly transformed to cries and whining pleas, while her own fingers found her small nipples. He said something to her that I couldn’t make out over her wails, and she quickly nodded her head. Seconds later, he began to rapidly piston two fingers into her very wet hole. Then, without warning, he stopped, but it took several seconds for my wife to realize what had occurred. When she did, a long, needy squeal left her mouth and she tried to move her body against his hand.

“Don’t stop…please…” she begged.

“You know what it is you need,” he said to her in a clear voice.

For just an instant, she stopped and looked at him, then she sat up and started working on his clothes. Raul knew that my beautiful wife wanted to be fucked, and was content for her to now do the work to get him prepared. Receiving little help, it took her several minutes while she whimpered in frustration, until she had his shirt off, and his pants at his knees. At first, her mouth moved towards his cock, but she changed her minds and prodded him to stand. When he did, she struggled to get his boots off then pulled his pants off his legs.

Now, her mouth went to his fully hard cock and inhaled it then began to smother it with licks and kisses. Twice she pulled away to get into position to receive him, but each time he remained still and forced her to return to her oral work. Finally, on her third try, he knelt while she fell back, then moved until his cock was hovering over her entrance. Her hand gripped it and brought into her slit, and with a forceful move, he drove balls deep into my wife.

“Uggghhhh…uggghhhhh…” Jordan cried out in mixed pain and pleasure.

He began to move with a deliberate movement and quickly her arms and legs wrapped around his body. Any signs of pain quickly evaporated, and she started to emit a litany of sensual moans, mews and whimpers. Once more, I watched as he spoke to her at a level I couldn’t make out, and watched as her head nodded rapidly in reply.

Then, like before, he stopped, and had to endure her whines and the attempts she made with her hands to get him moving. After several seconds, he began to move out of her which brought more urgent pleas, and as soon as he was free, he prodded her, making her turn onto her knees. Holding his cock in his hand, he re-entered her, which brought a long, guttural moan as she fell forward onto her forearms.

Raul started with a medium pace, but soon began to move faster, until he was pounding into her unprotected pussy, relentlessly. His hands were firmly on her hips, and by the sound she was making, she was in heaven. I sensed she was moving quickly towards an orgasm, but when she seemed to be getting close, he suddenly reached out, took hold of her bikini top and pulled on it. It wrapped around her neck, and the force caused her to lift until she barely touching the ground with her hands. A choking sound started, and I was just about to break from the cover to go to her when she suddenly moaned very loudly. At the same time, there was strange look on her face, one I had never seen, that appeared to be a mixture of lust and complete abandon.

Her orgasm started, and for the first few seconds, he twisted the bikini top, choking her even more, then he let go of it and she dropped onto her arms, gasping and grunting in an otherworldly way. I was so focused on her that I didn’t realize that Raul was releasing his semen until his loud groans filled the air. With his hands back on her hips, he pulled her hard against him, several times as his body shuddered.

With my wife still moving her ass against him, I left them and made my way back to the HQ. On the return, I contemplated what I had witnessed and tried to assign a motivation to Jordan’s actions. I couldn’t decide whether it was the thrill of impregnation, illicit sex or a combination that drove her, and in the end, I realized it didn’t matter.

I went to collect her at the appointed time, and she was sitting in her chair sketching as if nothing had occurred. The blanket was nowhere to be seen, and together we packed up the SUV then headed back. I wanted her to admit her carnal encounter, but she was silent on the ride back, and she disappeared into the bathroom upon our arrival. Like previous times, she stepped out later looking amazingly fresh, although this time I thought I saw some tiredness in her eyes.

I gave her more time to come clean, but she stayed silent, and I wasn’t at all surprised when she said she wanted to go back to town. I was certain it was so she could get a morning after pill, so I agreed, but when we got home, she made no effort to leave. Several hours later, I took her to bed, as I had a burning desire to add my seed to the load she was carrying. With her whispered encouragement, I climaxed hard and recovered quickly, then took her again.

Four weeks later, when her period had not arrived, she did the home test and we found out that she was indeed pregnant. She’s now five months along and very happy as are the future grandparents. So far, she has not admitted the thorough fucking she received that day from Raul, which leads me to wonder who will be the father. I had her first and last, although with his prodigious track record it’s difficult to count him out, and the way he smiles makes it seem he knows something.
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