
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER 1

A couple more months passed on the farm and Summer turned into Fall. Other lovely couples came and went but none that we deemed worthy to join us in bed. Until the Freemans showed up.

I’ll be honest, neither seemed like a viable candidate for either of us. They were both in their 50s, almost old enough to be me and Ethan’s parents. But it turns out age really is just a number.

It was a perfect late October day when they arrived. The leaves had already turned, and the air was crisp but not too cold.

As I stepped out onto the porch to greet our new guests, I couldn't help but notice how the autumn light danced across Paul Freeman's silver hair, making him look almost distinguished. His wife, Margaret, followed close behind, her raven tresses still holding hints of chestnut from summer's warmth. They carried themselves with a quiet confidence that piqued my curiosity.

Ethan emerged beside me, his rugged farmer's hands clasped behind his back as he extended a warm welcome. "Welcome to our Farm! It's a pleasure to have you here."

Margaret smiled, her eyes crinkling at the corners, and accepted the offered key. "Thank you so much for having us. Your B&B looks absolutely charming."

"Why thank you!" I chimed in, feeling a flutter of excitement at the compliment. There was something about Margaret's warm demeanor that put me at ease immediately. Perhaps it was the way she looked at Ethan, with an affectionate glint in her eye that mirrored the way I gazed at him.

As we led them inside, I couldn't help but notice the way Mr. Freeman's gaze lingered on me, his eyes appraising in a way that made my skin prickle. I brushed off the sensation, attributing it to the natural curiosity of meeting new people. Still, there was an intensity to his stare that left me slightly unsettled.

Once settled in their room, Ethan and I found ourselves lingering in the hallway, stealing glances at each other over the Freemans' closed door. "What do you make of them?" I asked.

Ethan shrugged, a hint of amusement playing on his lips. "They seem pleasant enough." He leaned against the wall, crossing his arms over his broad chest. "I think Margaret might be the real charmer of the pair. She's got this... allure about her."

I nodded, feeling a flush rise to my cheeks at the thought of Margaret's captivating presence. "Definitely. Same with Mr. Freeman. When I found out their ages, I didn’t think they’d be suitable partners at all. But now, after meeting them..."

Just then, the sound of laughter drifted from within their room, Margaret's melodic voice intertwining with Mr. Freeman's deeper tones. Ethan and I exchanged a knowing glance before slipping away, leaving the newcomers to settle in undisturbed.

Dinner that evening was filled with lively conversation and shared stories. Margaret regaled us with tales of her travels abroad while Mr. Freeman spoke of his lifelong passion for astronomy. Their easy rapport with each other and with us was infectious, and I found myself drawn into their orbit, laughing freely and basking in the warmth of their company.

As the night wore on and the wine flowed, I caught Paul watching me intently from across the table. In the soft glow of the candles, his eyes smoldered with barely contained desire. I could feel the heat of his gaze even as Margaret's hand brushed accidentally against my thigh under the table, sending a jolt of electricity through me.

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, my pulse quickening under the combined attentions of these two intriguing strangers. Margaret's touch felt electric, while Paul's intense scrutiny made my skin prickle with anticipation. Ethan, oblivious to the undercurrents, continued to engage in friendly banter with his counterpart, seemingly unaware of the charged atmosphere building around us.

As dessert was served, Margaret leaned towards me conspiratorially. "Julie, I must say, your farm is absolutely enchanting. And the company isn't bad either," she added with a wink. Her words sent a thrill through me, and I found myself returning the smile, feeling a strange connection blossoming between us.

Meanwhile, Paul's eyes never left mine, his expression a mix of longing and something darker, more primal.

After dinner, we retired to the living room for drinks and further conversation. Margaret and I curled up on the sofa, our thighs pressed together as we sipped our wine and giggled over celebrity gossip. Paul and Ethan stood by the fireplace, deep in discussion about the merits of various whiskey brands.

As the night grew later, Margaret's head rested on my shoulder, her breath tickling my neck. I could smell the sweet scent of her perfume mingling with the woodsmoke from the fire. Paul's gaze bored into me from across the room, his eyes heavy-lidded and dark with lust. Ethan seemed completely absorbed in his conversation, blissfully unaware of the sexual tension crackling in the air.

Margaret's gentle snores vibrated against my ear, causing me to stifle a giggle. I glanced over at Ethan and Paul, noticing the way the firelight cast dramatic shadows on their faces. Ethan's animated gestures as he extolled the virtues of a particular single-malt Scotch seemed to captivate Paul, who listened intently, his own glass forgotten in his hand.

Suddenly, Paul excused himself and strode over to where we sat, his tall frame looming above us. "Mind if I join you ladies?" he asked, his deep voice tinged with a husky edge.

Margaret stirred, blinking sleepily as she lifted her head from my shoulder. "Of course not, dear. Please, sit."

Paul claimed the armchair adjacent to ours, his muscular legs stretching out before him.

I shifted uncomfortably as Paul settled into the chair, hyperaware of his proximity. His cologne, a spicy musk, mingled with the aroma of aged whiskey and smoke, creating an intoxicating blend that made my head spin. Margaret seemed unfazed by his nearness, leaning back into the cushions with a contented sigh.

"So tell me, Julie," Paul began, fixing me with an intense stare, "what drew you and Ethan to start a B&B? Surely you must have known it would mean sharing your beautiful home with strangers..."

His question hung in the air, laden with unspoken implications. I swallowed hard, trying to ignore the way my heart raced at the implication in his tone. "We love meeting new people," I managed to reply, my voice sounding unusually breathy.

Paul's piercing gaze held mine, his eyes seeming to bore into my very soul. "And I'm sure you enjoy getting to know them on a... personal level," he murmured, his voice low and suggestive.

A shiver ran down my spine at his bold insinuation. Margaret, sensing the shift in atmosphere, placed a reassuring hand on my knee beneath the cover of the throw blanket draped over our laps. "Now, now, Paul," she chided gently, "let's not get ahead of ourselves. These young things are still innocent."

Her words brought a faint blush to my cheeks, even as I felt a thrill at being considered 'innocent'. Paul chuckled, a rich, throaty sound, and shook his head. "Sorry, too much whiskey."

The tension in the room was palpable, a thick fog of unspoken desires swirling around us like a living entity. I could hardly breathe, my lungs constricting as Paul's gaze continued to sear into me. Margaret's calming presence was a balm, but even her steady heartbeat seemed to synchronize with the pounding in my ears.

"I think we've all had a bit too much to drink tonight," I said, attempting to lighten the mood. But my attempt at humor fell flat, lost amidst the heavy silence that had descended upon us. I looked over at Ethan to gauge his reaction.

Ethan, oblivious to the charged atmosphere, smiled warmly at me across the room. "Indeed, perhaps we should call it a night," he agreed, setting his glass aside. "The morning chores will come all too soon."

He rose from his armchair, extending a hand to help me up from the couch. As we prepared to retire, I felt a pang of disappointment at the impending end to our evening. But as Ethan offered me his arm, I noticed Paul watching me with an almost predatory gleam in his eye.

I hesitated, torn between following Ethan upstairs to our cozy bedroom and staying behind to continue the tantalizing exchange with Paul and Margaret. Their gazes seemed to burn into me, promising forbidden delights if only I dared to indulge.

"Goodnight, Julie," Margaret called softly as me and Ethan made for the door.

I paused at the threshold, glancing back over my shoulder. Paul remained seated, his posture relaxed yet somehow coiled with tension, like a panther ready to pounce. His eyes glittered in the dim light, full of unspoken promises and dark desires.

"Goodnight, you two," he rumbled, his voice a sensual caress that seemed to wrap around me like a physical embrace. "We'll see you in the morning."

As I followed Ethan out the door, I could feel those eyes boring into my back, the weight of his gaze as tangible as a touch. My heart hammered wildly in my chest, torn between excitement and trepidation.

I let out a shaky sigh, running a hand through my hair. What would tomorrow bring?


CHAPTER 2

The next morning dawned bright and crisp, the sun casting a golden glow over the farm. I awoke early, as usual, to begin preparations for breakfast. As I bustled about the kitchen, mixing batter for pancakes and brewing coffee, I couldn't shake the lingering memories of last night's encounter with Paul and Margaret.

The savory aroma of bacon sizzling in the pan mingled with the sweet scent of pancakes, filling the kitchen with a comforting, homey fragrance. I hummed softly to myself as I worked, trying to push thoughts of Paul's smoldering gaze and Margaret's gentle touch from my mind. But no matter how I tried to focus on the task at hand, my thoughts kept drifting back to the charged moments from the night before.

Just as I was plating the last of the food, I heard footsteps approaching. I turned to see Margaret entering the kitchen, looking fresh and radiant despite the late night. She smiled at me warmly. "Something smells delicious," she said, moving closer to peer at the spread.

Her proximity caused my breath to catch slightly, memories of our closeness on the sofa flooding back.

"Thank you," I replied, feeling a flush rise to my cheeks. "I hope everyone enjoys it." I busied myself with pouring juice and arranging the silverware, acutely aware of Margaret's presence beside me. Her nearness was both comforting and unnerving, stirring up a mix of emotions within me.

As we carried the trays out to the dining room, I caught sight of Paul already seated at the table, his rugged features illuminated by the morning sunlight streaming through the windows. He looked up as we entered, his eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that made my pulse quicken.

"Morning, ladies," he greeted us, his deep voice sending a shiver down my spine. He stood to pull out chairs for Margaret and me, his large hands brushing against my shoulders as I took my seat. I inhaled sharply at the contact, the heat of his fingers burning through the fabric of my shirt.

Throughout the meal, I found it increasingly difficult to concentrate on anything other than Paul's proximity. Every time he reached for another helping of food, his arm brushed against mine; every time he spoke, his voice seemed to resonate directly in my core. By the time we finished eating, I was wound tighter than a coil, my nerves frayed and my senses heightened. I longed to call him daddy while he fucked me silly.

As the others began clearing the dishes, Paul leaned in close, his lips grazing my ear as he whispered, "Meet me in the barn after you're done here."

A jolt of electricity shot through me at his words, my thighs clenching involuntarily. I nodded mutely, unable to trust my voice. As Paul strode off towards the barn, I watched him go, my heart hammering wildly in my chest. I knew Ethan was okay sharing me with other men, the times we had spent swinging with those other couples was one thing. But this was something entirely different.

With trembling hands, I helped Margaret clear the remaining plates and glasses, my mind racing with anticipation and trepidation. When the kitchen was spotless, I made my way to the barn, my steps hesitant yet determined.

As I pushed open the massive wooden doors, the scent of hay and leather enveloped me, mingling with the earthy aroma of the stable. I spotted Paul waiting for me in the shadows, his tall frame silhouetted against the natural light filtering through the loft windows above.

"Hey there, sweetheart," he murmured, stepping closer to enfold me in his strong arms. His touch sent sparks flying along my skin, igniting a fire within me that threatened to consume everything in its path.

Paul's mouth claimed mine in a searing kiss, his tongue delving deep to tangle with mine.

"Wait," I mumbled, breaking off the kiss. "What about your wife? My husband and I have a certain...arrangement. But it only works if we both get off."

Paul chuckled lowly, his warm breath fanning across my face. "Margaret and I have our own arrangement," he assured me, his hands sliding down to grip my hips possessively. "She's more than happy to share me with a sweet young thing like you."

His fingers dipped beneath the hem of my skirt, tracing the sensitive skin of my inner thigh. "And don't worry, darling. She'll see to it that your husband is more than satisfied."

With that, he captured my lips once more, his skilled mouth working magic as his hands roamed my curves. I melted into his embrace, surrendering to the intoxicating sensations he evoked within me. In that moment, nothing else mattered except the pleasure he promised to deliver.

Paul's deft fingers found their way under my panties, teasing the slick folds of my sex. I gasped into his mouth, my body arching instinctively towards his touch. He stroked me slowly, deliberately, coaxing moans from my throat as he built the heat inside me higher and higher.

When he finally slipped a finger inside, I nearly sobbed with relief, my hips bucking eagerly to meet his thrusts. He added a second digit, pumping them in and out of me in a steady rhythm, his thumb circling my clit with just the right pressure to send shockwaves of pleasure coursing through my veins. Paul's expert ministrations quickly reduced me to a quivering, whimpering mess, my juices flowing freely to lubricate his probing fingers. I clung to his broad shoulders, nails digging into his flesh as I surrendered to the overwhelming sensations.

He increased the pace, driving his fingers deeper and faster, until the coil of tension within me snapped. I came undone with a keening cry, my inner walls clamping down hard around his digits as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. Paul continued to stroke me through the aftershocks, milking every last tremor from my spent body.

Finally, he withdrew his fingers, bringing them to his lips to taste my essence. "Mmm, you're even sweeter than I imagined," he purred, his eyes gleaming with lust and satisfaction.

Breathless and dazed, I leaned heavily against Paul, my legs barely able to hold me upright. He steadied me with a firm arm around my waist, his warmth seeping into my chilled skin.

"Thank you," I managed to whisper, my voice hoarse from crying out in pleasure. I gazed up at him adoringly, my heart swelling with gratitude and desire.

Without thinking, I pressed a soft kiss to his jawline, then nipped gently at his earlobe. "Can I return the favor?" I asked, my fingers itching to explore the hardness I felt straining against his jeans.

Paul groaned, his head falling back as my teeth grazed his ear. "Oh, baby, you have no idea how much I want that," he rasped, his hands roaming over my back to cup my ass, squeezing the plump globes possessively.

He guided me down to my knees, his thick cock springing free from the confines of his denim. I stared up at it in awe, marveling at the impressive size and veiny texture. Reaching out tentatively, I wrapped my fingers around the hot, pulsing shaft, giving it a tentative squeeze.

Paul hissed in pleasure, his hips jerking forward slightly. "That's it, sweetheart. Get comfortable with the feel of me," he encouraged, his voice strained with need.

Emboldened by his reaction, I began to stroke him more confidently, my hand gliding up and down his length with increasing speed and pressure. Paul's breathing grew ragged, his grip on my hair tightening as he guided my movements.

Leaning forward, I ran my tongue along the underside of his cock, savoring the salty tang of his pre-cum. Then, with a mischievous grin, I engulfed the swollen head between my lips, taking him deep into the warm, wet cavern of my mouth.

Paul's response was immediate and intense, his hips bucking erratically as he fought to maintain control. I reveled in the power I held over him, my skillful ministrations pushing him closer and closer to the edge.

Paul's hands fisted in my hair, holding me in place as he struggled to stave off his impending climax. "Fuck, Julie, your mouth feels incredible," he ground out between clenched teeth, his hips twitching with each deliberate suckle I applied to the sensitive tip of his cock.

I hummed around him, the vibrations adding to the pleasure, as I worked him deeper, taking him inch by delicious inch until he hit the back of my throat. I relaxed my muscles, allowing him to slide home, and then pulled back slowly, maintaining a steady rhythm.

Paul's grip on my hair tightened further, his body tensing as he neared the precipice. With a guttural moan, he thrust deep and held still, flooding my mouth with his hot seed.

I swallowed greedily, relishing the musky flavor of his release as it coated my tongue. Even as the last spurts subsided, I continued to lap at him tenderly, cleaning every drop from his spent flesh.

When I finally released him from the confines of my mouth, I sat back on my heels and looked up at him with a satisfied smile. "Was that good for you?" I asked innocently, batting my lashes.

Paul hauled me to my feet and crushed me against his chest in a fierce hug, burying his face in the crook of my neck. "Beyond good," he rumbled, pressing fervent kisses to my heated skin. "You're an amazing host, Julie. Truly incredible."

With a content sigh, I snuggled closer to Paul, reveling in the warmth of his body and the comforting thud of his heartbeat. His words filled me with a sense of pride and satisfaction, but also a hint of melancholy. Our time together was coming to an end all too soon.

"I aim to please," I whispered, my fingers tracing idle patterns on his chest.

As the silence stretched between us, I found myself wrestling with conflicting emotions. The thrill of the illicit affair, the fear of being discovered, the excitement of exploring new depths of pleasure... It was all so intoxicating, yet bittersweet.

"Hey," I said softly, tilting my chin up to look into his eyes. "Do you think Margaret will play with us tonight? I don't want to go any further unless my husband is involved."

Paul cupped my cheek tenderly, his thumb brushing over my lower lip. "I'll talk to her," he replied eagerly. He leaned in, capturing my mouth in one last slow, sensual kiss. When he drew back, there was a wistful smile playing at the corners of his lips. "Until we meet again, my beautiful hostess."

Then, with a final caress to my cheek, he turned and strode away, leaving me standing alone amidst the barn. It was time for my chores anyway.


CHAPTER 3

Later that evening, I found myself growing increasingly restless, my mind wandering back to the events of earlier in the day. The forbidden thrill of our tryst lingered, making my skin tingle and my pulse quicken whenever I caught a whiff of Paul's lingering scent on my clothes.

Dinner was a blur, and I was a heavy pour, hoping the extra wine would help reduce any inhibitions later on. Just like the previous night, we retired to the living room after for drinks, with me and Margaret curling up together on the couch again.

As the flickering flames of the fireplace danced across our faces, Margaret and I chatted idly about nothing in particular, sipping our drinks and nibbling on snacks. But beneath the surface, a simmering undercurrent of anticipation thrummed through me.

Occasionally, my gaze would drift to Ethan, who lounged in an armchair nearby, talking to Paul. A part of me wondered if he suspected anything, if he could sense the change in me since my earlier tryst. But his expression remained blissfully unaware, lost in his own world.

As the evening progressed, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was about to happen. The air seemed charged with electricity, and every brush of Margaret's thigh against mine sent sparks racing through my veins.

Suddenly, Margaret's hand slipped beneath the hem of my skirt, her fingers grazing the smooth skin of my inner thigh. I gasped softly, my breath hitching in my throat as a shiver coursed through me. She leaned in close, her warm breath tickling my ear as she murmured, "Paul told me about earlier. Can I have my turn now?"

My heart raced at her bold proposition, a flush spreading across my cheeks. "Right here? Right now?" I asked, even as my body responded eagerly to her touch.

Margaret chuckled, a low, sultry sound that sent a thrill straight to my core. "Yes," she purred, her hand sliding higher, perilously close to where I needed her most. "I've wanted to taste you since we got here. And I won't take no for an answer."

With those provocative words, Margaret shifted positions, straddling my lap and pulling me into a searing kiss. Her tongue plundered my mouth, claiming every inch as her hands roamed freely over my curves. I moaned into the kiss, arching against her, desperate for more contact.

Ethan set down his glass, surprised by the sudden turn of events. Paul watched hungrily from his chair.

As Margaret ravished my mouth, I became acutely aware of Ethan's gaze upon us. A thrill of excitement mixed with a dash of shame, knowing he was witnessing such an intimate moment. But Margaret didn't seem to care, her focus solely on devouring me whole.

Breaking the kiss, she nipped and sucked at my neck, leaving a trail of love bites in her wake. "So responsive," she praised, her voice husky with desire. "I knew you'd be perfect."

My head fell back against the cushions, giving Margaret better access to my sensitive neck as she marked me as hers. Her hands slid under my top, cupping my breasts and kneading them gently. I gasped, my nipples hardening under her touch.

"Please," I whimpered, not even sure what I was begging for. All I knew was that I needed more, craved the feel of her skin against mine.

As if reading my mind, Margaret tugged my shirt over my head, tossing it aside carelessly. She took a moment to admire my bared flesh before leaning down to capture a nipple in her mouth, swirling her tongue around the sensitive peak.

I cried out, my back arching off the couch as Margaret's skilled mouth worked magic on my breast. Her other hand palmed my neglected nipple, rolling it between her fingers as she suckled deeply.

The dual sensations were almost too much to bear, and I felt myself teetering on the edge of climax already. But just as I was about to tumble over, Margaret released my nipple with a pop, leaving me aching for more.

She gazed up at me, her eyes dark with lust, before turning to address Ethan. "Get over here," she said.

Ethan rose slowly from his chair, his eyes fixed on the erotic scene unfolding before him. He walked over to the couch, his movements deliberate and measured. When he reached us, Margaret pulled him down beside her, taking his mouth into a deep kiss. "I want you to fuck me from behind while I eat your wife out. Got it?" she said.

I watched, transfixed, as Margaret kissed Ethan with blatant hunger. My own arousal spiked at the thought of him taking her roughly as she pleasured me.

"Yes," Ethan breathed when they parted. In a flash, he had Margaret bent over the armrest, flipping up her skirt and exposing her bare bottom. He wasted no time in plunging two fingers knuckle-deep inside her dripping pussy. She moaned loudly, grinding back against him.

Turning to me, Margaret smirked wickedly. "Now let's see how sweet you really are." With that, she buried her face between my thighs, her talented tongue delving deep into my folds. I nearly screamed at the intense sensation, my hips bucking wildly.

Lost in the haze of pleasure, I barely registered Paul moving closer until I felt his hands on my shoulders, pushing me back onto the cushions. His erection strained against his zipper as he positioned himself above me.

"You're so fucking sexy," he groaned, fisting his cock slowly.

Margaret hummed in agreement, the vibrations sending shockwaves through my core. She added a third finger alongside her tongue, pumping them in and out of my clenching channel.

The obscene wet sounds filled the room, mingling with the slap of Ethan's hips against Margaret's ass and Paul's grunts of pleasure. It was filthy and depraved, everything I never knew I craved.

Overwhelmed by the sheer intensity of it all, I surrendered completely to the sensations bombarding my senses. Margaret's relentless tongue drove me ever closer to the brink, while Ethan's forceful thrusts rocked Margaret against me, intensifying the pressure building within.

Paul's large hands gripped my face, angling it upwards as he rubbed the swollen head of his cock along my lips. I opened for him instinctively, letting him slide into my mouth with a muffled groan.

He began to thrust shallowly, his pubic bone grinding against my chin with each stroke. The combination of Margaret's oral assault and Paul's face-fucking was too much, and I felt myself hurtling towards a shattering climax.

Just as I teetered on the edge, Ethan slammed home one final time, his hot seed spurting deep inside Margaret with a guttural roar. The sensation of his release triggered my own, and I came with a scream around Paul's throbbing length, my vision blurring at the edges.

Waves of ecstasy crashed over me as I convulsed in the grip of orgasm, my body trembling uncontrollably. Paul continued to pump into my mouth, riding out his own pleasure, until finally he stilled, holding himself deep as he emptied his balls onto my tongue.

I swallowed greedily, savoring the musky taste of his essence. As I licked my lips clean, I caught sight of Ethan and Margaret, both panting heavily as they disentangled themselves from each other.

Margaret turned to me, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. "That was incredible," she purred, brushing a strand of hair from my flushed face. "But don't think this means we're done yet. We're just getting started."

I grinned lazily at Margaret, still catching her breath after our explosive coupling. "We're going to need another bottle of wine," she managed to say between pants.

I giggled breathlessly, nodding in agreement. "Definitely. That was quite the workout!" I stretched languidly, relishing the pleasant ache in my muscles.

Rising unsteadily to my feet, I grabbed my discarded top and slipped it back on before padding naked to the kitchen. The cool air felt delicious on my heated skin.

Paul stood to follow me.

As I entered the kitchen, I leaned against the counter, watching Paul approach with a predatory gleam in his eye. He crowded close, his erection pressing insistently against my hip.

"Can I fuck you now?" he murmured, nipping at my earlobe.

His hands roamed down to cup my rear, squeezing possessively. I bit back a moan.

"All yours," I whispered, already craving his touch again. I pressed my ass into his crotch invitingly, reaching back a hand to spread my cheeks further for him.

Paul growled low in his throat, his grip tightening on my plump buttocks as he ground his thick shaft against me. "Gonna fill this tight little hole with every last drop," he promised darkly, his voice laced with lust.

Without warning, Paul spread my legs wide apart.

Cool air hit my slick, exposed pussy, making me shiver. The blunt head of Paul's cock nudged against my entrance.

He paused for a moment, his heavy breathing the only sound. Then, with a harsh grunt, he surged forward, burying himself to the hilt in one powerful thrust.

A sharp cry escaped my lips as Paul's girthy cock speared into me, stretching my inner walls exquisitely. I braced myself against the counter, my fingers digging into the quartzite as he set a punishing pace, driving into me with brutal force.

Each savage thrust sent tremors rippling through my core, the friction of his veiny shaft against my tender flesh igniting sparks of pleasure-pain that left me dizzy and desperate for more. I could feel his heavy balls slapping against my clit with every plunge, the lewd sound mixing with our ragged panting to create an obscene symphony of debauchery.

I stifled a moan, not wanting evidence of our intense coupling to be heard in the room next door. Ethan probably wouldn't have minded, but the clandestine nature of me and Paul's encounter only made things hotter.

Paul's hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise as he pounded into me relentlessly, his thrusts growing even more erratic and violent. Sweat dripped down his chest, his abs flexing with each powerful stroke.

I arched my back, pushing my ass out to meet his furious thrusts. The relentless pounding of his cock against my G-spot sent shockwaves of ecstasy coursing through my veins, my inner muscles clenching rhythmically around his invading length.

My own climax crashed over me like a tidal wave, my pussy spasming wildly around Paul's twitching cock as I screamed silently into the chaos of our joining. Wave after wave of intense pleasure washed through me, leaving me quivering and spent in its aftermath.

As the last tremors subsided, Paul gently pulled out, his softening member slipping free with a wet pop. I sagged against the counter, my knees weak and my body drenched in sweat. Paul wrapped an arm around my waist, holding me steady as I struggled to catch my breath.

I looked up and saw Ethan standing in the doorway, watching us.

Ethan's eyes were dark with arousal as he took in the scene before him - Paul's semi-erect cock glistening with my juices, my own thighs coated in a sheen of sweat, and the remnants of our passion still hanging heavy in the air.

A slow, wicked grin spread across his face as he stepped into the kitchen, closing the distance between us. "Looks like someone had fun while I was busy," he teased, his gaze flicking between Paul and me.

I flushed at being caught in such a compromising position, but couldn't help the smirk that tugged at my lips. "Might've been," I admitted, leaning into Paul's embrace. "But I'm sure we can find ways to make it up to you."

Ethan chuckled, a seductive glint in his eye. "Oh, don't worry about me," he purred, reaching out to trail a finger down my spine. "I'm just looking for the lube. Margaret wants me to fuck her in the ass."

"Well, you know where it is," I said with a playful wink, gesturing to the cabinet above the sink. "And take your time. We're not done here yet."

As Ethan retrieved the lube, I turned back to Paul, capturing his lips in a searing kiss. Our tongues danced together, tasting the mingled flavors of sex and wine. When we broke apart, I reached for the bottle of Cabernet, refilling our glasses as I met Paul's heated gaze once more.

With renewed vigor, Paul slid his arms around my waist, pulling me flush against his body. His hardness pressed insistently against my stomach as he claimed my mouth in a hungry kiss, his tongue delving deep to tangle with mine.

I melted into his embrace, my hands roaming over his broad shoulders and down his muscular back. Paul's kiss left me breathless, his desire palpable as he explored every inch of my mouth with his talented tongue. I could feel the heat building between us once more, my body responding eagerly to his touch despite the recent intensity of our coupling.

Paul's hands slid down to grasp my ass, kneading the supple flesh as he ground his hips against mine. I moaned into his mouth, the sensation of his hard cock rubbing against my sensitive core sending jolts of pleasure through me.

My own arousal was rapidly rekindling, fueled by the intoxicating mix of Paul's dominant touch and the lingering echoes of my earlier orgasm. I rocked my hips back against him, seeking more of that delicious friction against my aching clit. One of my hands dipped between us to stroke his thick shaft, trying to bring it back to life. "I'm not a young man anymore," he chuckled. "But that doesn't mean I can't make you happy."

Paul dropped to his knees, planting his face between my quivering thighs.

Paul's hot breath fanned over my slick folds as he parted them with his thumbs, exposing my throbbing clit to his eager gaze. With a low groan of appreciation, he leaned in to lap at my sensitive nub, swirling his tongue around it in tantalizing circles.

My head fell back, a wanton moan escaping my lips as pleasure surged through me. Paul's skilled mouth worked magic on my aching sex, his tongue probing deeper to delve into my dripping channel. He sucked gently on my clit, the suction sending waves of bliss crashing over me.

My fingers tangled in Paul's salt and pepper hair, urging him closer as he feasted on my pussy. The combination of his talented tongue and the pressure of his nose against my clit was almost too much to bear. I could feel another climax approaching, my body tensing in anticipation.

"Paul, oh god..." I whimpered, my hips bucking erratically against his face. "Oh daddy! Don't stop!"

Paul redoubled his efforts, his tongue plunging deeper into my clenching depths as he suckled harder on my throbbing clit. His hands reached around to squeeze my plump ass, kneading my flesh in his strong fingers. The added stimulation proved too much, and I came undone with a scream, my orgasm ripping through me like a wildfire.

Wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed over me, my vision blurring as I rode out the crest of my climax. Juices squirted out all over Paul's face and he hungrily lapped them up.

As the aftershocks faded, I collapsed against the counter, panting heavily. Paul slowly stood, his chin and cheeks glistening with my release. He smiled at me, pride and satisfaction written all over his face.

"You taste divine, baby girl," he murmured, licking his lips clean.

Paul's words sent a shiver down my spine, my body already craving more of his touch. I knew we should probably call it a night, but the hunger in his eyes told me he wasn't quite finished with me yet.

As if reading my thoughts, Paul scooped me up into his strong arms, carrying me towards the living room with a mischievous grin. "Let's continue this somewhere more comfortable," he suggested, his voice low and husky with promise.

I giggled softly, looping my arms around Paul's neck as he carried me. The feeling of being held so securely in his strong arms made me feel cherished and desired. As we entered the living room I could hear Margaret's moans as Ethan pistoned in and out of her tight asshole.

Paul settled onto the plush couch with me straddling his lap, his hands immediately roaming over my curves. I could see the bulge of his erection pressing insistently against my thigh as he captured my lips in a passionate kiss.

Breaking away, he whispered against my mouth, "I'm ready to go again. Show me how much you love taking daddy's dick."

A thrill ran through me at his words, my core clenching with renewed desire. I reached down to guide his thick cock to my entrance, coating it in my slickness before sinking down onto him in one smooth motion.

"Ohh yes, daddy!" I moaned, my walls stretching to accommodate his impressive girth. Once I was fully seated, I began to ride him, bouncing on his lap with wild abandon.

I could hear Margaret scream as she came undone, fucked mercilessly by my husband. It turned me on even more.

Paul gripped my hips tightly, helping set the pace as I rode him with reckless enthusiasm. Each downward thrust brought me closer to the edge, my inner muscles fluttering around his pulsing length.

Suddenly, he flipped us over, pinning me beneath his powerful frame. Paul drove into me with renewed vigor, his cock hitting that sweet spot deep inside me with each powerful stroke. I wrapped my legs around his waist, locking myself to him as he pounded into my willing body.

The change in angle had me seeing stars, the increased depth of his thrusts sending shockwaves of ecstasy coursing through my veins. I could feel my second orgasm building, coiling tighter and tighter in my belly.

"Daddy, please... I'm gonna come again!" I begged, my nails digging into his back as I arched off the couch. Paul's response was to pound into me even harder, his heavy balls slapping against my ass with each brutal stroke.

With a keening wail, I shattered, my pussy clamping down on his driving cock as I came hard. Waves of pure bliss washed over me, my entire body trembling with the force of my climax.

Paul continued to thrust into my spasming channel, prolonging my orgasm until I was limp and gasping beneath him. Only then did he allow himself to find release, his cock twitching as he emptied himself deep within me.

As the last tremors of pleasure subsided, Paul collapsed on top of me, both of us panting from exertion. I clung to him, savoring the feeling of his weight pressing me into the cushions, his softening member still buried inside me.

"That was incredible," I murmured, placing tender kisses along his jawline. "You know just how to satisfy me, daddy."

On the other side of the room, I could hear Ethan and Margaret finishing their own passionate encounter. It seemed our little tryst had been a resounding success.

Paul lifted his head to capture my lips in a slow, sensual kiss, his tongue lazily exploring the warm recesses of my mouth. When we finally broke apart, he rested his forehead against mine, his breathing gradually evening out.

Contentment washed over me as I basked in the afterglow, feeling thoroughly loved and cherished by my husband and new lover. In this moment, everything felt right with the world.

After a while, Paul carefully extracted himself from my body, his softening cock slipping free with a wet sound. He tucked himself away and helped me sit up, pulling me close for a warm hug.

"I think we've worn ourselves out for tonight," he said with a chuckle, brushing a strand of hair from my face. "Should we pick this back up tomorrow?"

I nodded, snuggling into his embrace as exhaustion began to claim me once more. Ethan and I both made our way back to the main house, as satisfied as ever.

The next morning, I woke up in our bedroom, feeling pleasantly sore in all the right places. Memories of the previous night's activities played through my mind like a erotic film reel - the sounds, the sensations, the sheer intensity of our combined passion.

As I stretched languidly beneath the covers, I heard the kitchen bustling with activity downstairs. Ethan was likely cooking up a hearty breakfast to start the day off right. Margaret and Paul would be joining us soon, no doubt eager to continue the fun from last night.

A smile played on my lips as I contemplated the day ahead. With such an enticing cast of characters, I had no doubt that today would bring its own brand of excitement and intimacy. And I couldn't wait to see what it might entail.

◆◆◆
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You’ll never quite know where the line blurs, as I weave together the sultry allure of fiction with the passionate moments of our everyday lives—where inspiration often springs from the very heart of our rustic paradise.
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This series reveals the sultry evolution of a couple whose lives are forever transformed by a single, intoxicating experience. As they delve into a world of swinging and seduction, they enchant a cast of alluring guests on their farm, inviting them to partake in their thrilling escapades.

Swinger Estate: at Figure Skater Farm Volume One

My husband and I run a thriving B&B on our farm, where we juggle raising our six kids alongside a lively menagerie of animals. Our bond remains unbreakable, and the spark between us still ignites, even amidst the long hours of farm work.

But when a young couple from California arrives at our B&B, their youthful passion awakens something within us, stirring desires we didn’t even know existed. As the heat rises, our relationship teeters on the edge of transformation—will it lead us to deeper connection or ignite a fiery conflict that changes everything?

Swinger Estate: at Figure Skater Farm Volume Two

After a mind-blowing encounter that opened our eyes to the tantalizing world of swapping partners, Ethan and I found ourselves perpetually scanning the guest registry for potential playmates. When Olivia and Jack arrived at our quaint farm B&B, their sultry glances and flirtatious banter sent shivers down my spine. I could practically taste the sexual tension crackling between us, begging to be unleashed.

As I welcomed them onto the property, I couldn't help but wonder: Would these gorgeous strangers succumb to temptation and join us in a night of unbridled passion? Or would my bold advances threaten the very foundation of our business, sending our pristine reputation tumbling down like a house of cards?
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The Trad Wife Swap

I'm a "tradwife," a devoted homemaker who loves nurturing my family and cherishes my deep connection with my husband. But having been a virgin when we met, I've recently started to crave the thrill of other men's touch.

When our closest friends suggested swinging, I felt a spark of intrigue and excitement. I can’t help but wonder how my husband would feel about this daring adventure—would he embrace it or let jealousy creep in? If we decide to dive into this seductive possibility, what kind of impact will it have on our marriages and friendships over time?

Free Use Farm

Down on my luck and deep in debt, I responded to a personal ad to be a "Free Use" girl at a local farm, satisfying the male workers to keep them productive.

What I couldn't imagine was how intense and depraved my weekend would get.

Can my body take the physical onslaught that these rough men bring? Or will I have to tap out before I can earn my reward?
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