City Wife – Country Life:
When I met George (I have changed the names in this story for obvious reasons) it was ‘love at first sight’, as they say. He’s a tall, rugged, handsome country boy, and he turns the head of every woman he meets. 
But, he wanted me.
What I am about to tell you – well, I’m not proud of what I did, but it is true. I guess in some ways I am using this as my ‘confessional’, if you like. 

My name is Karen. I’m 34, and even after this, still married to George. We have 2 lovely daughters aged 7 and 9. I would say our marriage is good – except for this one huge, dark secret I hide. 
I was 20 when we married. I grew up in Sydney – city girl through and through – but George came from way out back. I met him one night at a friend’s party. He was in town on one of his very infrequent breaks from station life (farm life to you foreigners), and had come to stay with a friend from his area who had moved to Sydney to get away from the country, as soon as he finished school.
The connection was, I knew his friend. 

It was a ‘whirlwind courtship’, as they say. We were together every single day (and a lot of nights too) for the whole 2 weeks he was here, and then he asked me to marry him. 
I said “Yes!”
I won’t bore you with all the wedding details – just suffice it to say that we got married in a registry before I had even met his family.
My parents were concerned that I hadn’t really known him anywhere near long enough for marriage, but I wasn’t listening. I knew this was the man for me, and I was going to have him. 

After the wedding, we took the long drive out to the inland Queensland property his family had owned since the days of the settlers. I don’t want to mention the name of the station as local people may know it, and then my secret would be out. 
It was a 2 day drive from Sydney to the homestead – the last day was almost all on the actual property. It is a big place. 
The family were all waiting for us as we turned at last through the big wooden gates of the homestead. They made me feel completely accepted. There was George’s mother and father, his young sister Mary (who was just 11), and his two brothers, Jack and Errol. One was older than he, the other still a teenager. 
They hadn’t been able to travel down to Sydney for the wedding, so this was my first meeting with my new family – and I liked each of them at once. 
They made me feel so much a part of them so quickly, I had to pinch myself to realise that I hadn’t been here all of my life. 
“Just call us Mum and Dad.” George’s mother Clare laughed as she introduced herself. 
Our house was just a few hundred metres away from the homestead across a small spring creek. 
Mum had prepared a big evening meal to celebrate our arrival, and we sat and got to know each other until twilight.
“I suppose you must be anxious to see where you will be living, darling.” Said Mum at last. The words were like music to my ears. As much as I was enjoying meeting them, it had been a very long few days and I was looking forward to a nice slow shower and bed – with my new husband.

Without taking too much time in the telling, days passed quickly on the property. I learned all kinds of country things that I had never even dreamed of before. I found that I actually enjoyed this rough, rugged country existence. 
One of the first things I had to learn was how to ride a horse. Mary quickly volunteered to teach me, and we passed many happy hours as she patiently taught me the basics of country horsemanship. We were soon riding out together to find the men and take them lunch where they were working at different things around the place.
George got all of the close by jobs at first. Typically thoughtful of his parents. 
Our relationship blossomed. We seemed so natural together. It wasn’t like we had to work at it at all. We just fitted together. 
But let me get to the story.

Close to a year had passed since my arrival. I had fallen in well with the routine of running a cattle station. On more than one occasion, George had had to take off for a few days to distant parts of the property to check on cattle; mend fences; fix water pumps; or any one of the million other things that happen when you run a cattle station in the outback. 
On this particular occasion he had taken off on a 5 day trip with his brothers to handle some mustering and fence work about a day’s 4WD trip from the house. As they loaded the big Land rover with their fencing gear, ear tags, drenches and finally their sleeping bags and camp equipment, they laughed and joked between themselves. I liked to see their relationship. They were more than just brothers, they were best friends too.
At last it was time for them to go, and George caught me close and kissed me long and tenderly.
“Be careful sweetheart,” he said, “I’ll be back as soon as I can. I’ll call you on the 2-way tonight. Bye.”
They climbed aboard the Land Rover, and disappeared in a cloud of red dust. 

I had noticed, over the months I had been there, that George’s dad would often watch me at times as I worked around the place. He was always warm and kind to me, and seemed to genuinely like me. He was a tall, hard man, rugged and weather beaten – but with a virile, masculine handsomeness that would attract most women, even a woman of my age. His wife had been pretty once, but she had lived a hard life too, and it showed in her weathered skin and spreading middle. 
I couldn’t pinpoint it, but there was something about the way dad looked at me at times, especially if he happened upon me when I was alone somewhere, that made me feel . . . . uncomfortable? 
It was in the linger of his eyes when they met mine; the way I would catch him eyeing my legs if I wore a dress, or my crotch if I was in my jeans; the way his eyes always seemed to drop to my cleavage when he was talking to me; the way I lifted my head once suddenly in response to that feeling that we all have from time to time, that ‘someone is staring’, and saw that he had been trying to get a peak up under my dress as I sat out on the porch reading a book one late afternoon. He blushed a little when he saw I’d seen him, but then his eyes boldly returned to mine and he held my stare with a kind of disarming, steady gaze that seemed to burn right through my soul. 
I blushed like a school girl under his steady eye, and then when he dropped them brazenly back to my legs again, I actually felt myself tremble – it wasn’t a fearful tremble, more an excited thrill, a feeling that baffled me. He saw it, and a little smile curled his lips. 

It was the second night that George and his brothers were away. It was about 8-ish. I’d had dinner at the homestead with mum, dad and Mary. I was tired. I’d been helping some of the station hands do a stock check in one of the closer home paddocks. It meant a day in the saddle finding and checking on calving cows, making sure they were ok and doing well. It was tiring work, but I loved it more than just about anything else. 
After we’d finished eating, I sat with the family for a while and drank a nice cup of tea on the porch. My eyes were starting to get drowsy from the long day, and it was mum who said, 
“Why don’t you head off and get some sleep girl. You look all worn out. You can sleep here if you’d like. The guest room is always made up.”
I thought about it for a moment. The idea of just taking a nice long bath, and then slipping between the fresh, crisp sheets on a bed already made up and waiting for me, was very appealing.
“Oh, thanks mum. Would it be alright? It gets a bit lonely over at the house when George is away.” She smiled. 
“Why don’t I go and run you a nice hot bath for a soak. How’s that sound?” 
It sounded wonderful. “You do spoil me, mum.” I laughed. 
She headed off to run the bath while I helped Mary clear the kitchen and tidy up. After a few minutes, mum came down and said, “All ready to go, darlin’. You go and have a nice long soak. No-one will disturb you. I put one of George’s old shirts out for you to sleep in. it’s all nice a fresh.” 
“Thanks mum. You are so nice to me.” I kissed her cheek as I headed past her and up the stairs. 
Next to the bath was an old red shirt of George’s and a nice, big, fluffy towel. 
I took my clothes off quickly and popped them in the hamper behind the door.  As I sank my tired muscles into the warm water, I could feel the day’s work ease away. 
It wasn’t long before I dozed. It was a rapping on the bathroom door that awakened me. 
“Are you still there?” Mum’s voice sounded through the door. 
“Oh. Oh, yes. Sorry. I dozed off. Have I been here long?” I glanced at my watch on the side of the bath. I had been there for over an hour. “I’ll get out now. Sorry.”
Mum laughed her cheerful laugh. “No need to be sorry. Stay longer of you like. I was just making sure you were ok.” 
I decided to get out anyway. The water had cooled as I dozed. I got out, dried myself and slipped on the big, comfy shirt over my naked body. I realised then that I didn’t have any clean panties. “Oh well, it’s only across the hall to bed. No-one will know.” I felt a little naughty as I opened the door and quietly slipped across the hall to my room. As my hand touched the handle, the door on mum and dad’s room popped open, and dad came out, obviously heading for the toilet. His eyes immediately fell to my bare legs were exposed right up to the tops of my thighs. I saw him lick his lips. For some reason I didn’t rush into my room and close the door. Instead I stopped for a moment as he walked towards me. His dragged his eyes up from my legs; up to the place where the deep collar of George’s big shirt hardly covered my breasts at all; and finally to meet my own eyes as they watched him steadily. 
“Night dad.” I said with a smile. 
“Night Karen.” He replied. He sounded a little nervous. Probably seeing me so scantily clad for the first time. 

Once in the big soft bed, it took moments for me to fall asleep. 
As thoughts of George floated in my dreams, I was suddenly startled as an image of dad standing naked by my bed materialized in my mind. My eyes shot open, and I blinked it away. 
“It’s alright, darlin’, it’s me.” I jumped so high that I think I actually left the bed. It was dad’s voice coming out of the semi-darkness of the room. Suddenly wide eyed and awake, I shot bolt upright on the bed. I think my mouth sort of opened and closed like a gold fish’s mouth as I stared at him unable to speak. 
He was indeed standing beside my bed – and he was indeed naked. In the dim light that shone through the open window, I immediately noticed that he had an enormous erection. It jutted out from his hips as if defying gravity. I couldn’t turn my gaze away.
“W-wa-what – what do you want?” at last I found my voice.
“It’s alright, Karen, it’s just me.” He said softly.
“Wh-what do you want? Wh-what are you doing? Why are y-you n-n-naked?” I stammered. 
“It’s alright. It’s alright. I-I . . . . you know.” He seemed as nervous as I was and he wasn’t making much sense. His eyes took all of me in as he spoke, and he licked his lips nervously. I realised that as I sat up, the thin sheet had fallen away leaving my legs completely uncovered and exposed to his eyes. At the same time I saw that they had fallen apart in my panic, and that the shirt tails had ridden up high enough to give him a glimpse of my uncovered pubic hair. With a jolt I closed my legs and pulled the shirt down. I fumbled for the sheet, but as I did I felt his hand catch mine and hold it with a gentle grasp. 
“Oh, no sweetheart.” He said, “No, no. that wouldn’t do. No. You know what I’m here for now, come on, you know how it is.” His tone seemed more confident as he spoke. He moved close to me, his eyes shifting between mine and the place where the shirt barely covered my breasts. 
I shuffled backwards on the bed and away from him. As I did, to my dismay he moved forward to the space I had made and got onto his knees on the bed. I couldn’t take my eyes off his enormous erection as it wobbled with his movement. It really was huge. I had never seen anything like this. Very long; very thick; very hard. I brought a shiver of lustful anticipation, despite my resolve to resist his advance. I actually felt the lubrication begin to flood my vagina. Even if my mind was resistant, my body was readying itself to mate with this potent male by animal instinct. 
“Yes, that’s right. That’s right. You know why I’m here.” His voice was like a deep growl as he spoke. I realised that he thought I had moved back to make room for him to mount me. “It’s time, time to give me what I need; what Clare can’t, hasn’t for years.” He moved closer, I could only fall backwards as I tried to avoid letting my body come into contact with his. As I did, I found myself lying on my back propped on my elbows with my father-in-law leaning over me from his kneeling position at my feet. . 
“No, dad, no. You can’t! I’m your son’s wife. Stop it, now.” I pleaded desperately as he moved further up over me, his face coming ever closer to mine. “What about George? What about Clare?” He paused for just a moment. With a shock, I suddenly realised that I could feel his hardness pressed against my stomach through the flimsy cotton of my husband’s shirt. Even in my alarm I found myself thinking, “My god, he’s huge.” 
I should have moved right then. 
I should have pushed him away and got myself clear from beneath him.
I should have stood up on my feet. 
I should have – but I didn’t. 
Mistaking my lack of resistance for consent, he cupped my chin with his hand and turned my face up to his. 
“Oh, Karen! I’ve thought about this since I first laid eyes on you.” He brought his lips down to mine and kissed me gently, almost lovingly. 
Suddenly I found a flash of sanity. I pushed against his chest as hard as I could, but his lips never left mine. I felt his tongue flick against my teeth searching for a way in.
I turned my head away.
“N-no! No! You can’t dad! George – what about your son? What about George? Dad!” but my protests were useless. He had me trapped beneath his weight now. I could feel his hardness so unmistakably  pressed against me, trapped between our wrestling bodies. 
He kissed me again, with more fire this time. 
I resisted. 
I tried to turn my head. 
I tried to push him away. 
He was so strong; so hard; so male; so urgent. 
I felt my resolve weaken for a moment. “Mmm! I SO want him to?” I shook the thought from my head. I pushed against his chest with renewed vigour, but he was insistent, persuasive. 
I felt his hand reach under my shirt. His lips pressed more hotly. I felt his hands travel up along the inside of my thigh. I felt the hot contact with my open sex.
“Oh lord, you’re so wet!” He purred against my ear. “Stop struggling. You want this as much as I do.” 
Suddenly, as if they were working on their own, my lips parted and I let his tongue press into my mouth to find my own tongue. 
As I surrendered that first step, I suddenly felt all resistance collapse and I curled my arms around his neck. He lifted up for just a moment, and with one hand tore the buttons of my shirt open from top to bottom. I was fully exposed now, naked, open to his gaze.  He drew back and let his eyes devour the nakedness of his son’s wife. 
“Oh my lord! You are beautiful!” he gasped. My chest heaved as if I had run a marathon; my head twirled; I felt as if I was going to faint. 
As he moved to kiss me again, I heard a low growl and realised that it came from my own throat. When his lips found mine, they found lips as hungry for his as his were for mine. 
I felt my legs open by themselves as we kissed, like a slut in complete submission to this rampant male. 
He didn’t say a word. 
I glanced down between us. I felt a tingle of excitement at the sight of his very hard, very erect, very big cock hanging threateningly over my sex.
He didn’t waste any time.
He moved into position over me and between my spread thighs, I felt him lower himself down until the enormous head of his cock nudged my wet, open sex. 
A low groan of lust escaped me again.
He humped against me once, twice, his cockhead searching for entry to my body.
I couldn’t wait a moment longer.
I reached down and gasped as my hand felt it’s huge girth. I gripped it tightly, pumped my fist back and forth a couple of times, then guided him to my opening.
That was all he needed.
With one slow, deliberate, powerful thrust of his hips, his huge cock slipped inside me. 
I gasped in pleasure and pain as its size stretched me wider than I had ever been stretched before. His lips found mine as he paused with about two thirds inside me. 
He drew back a little, and then I shut my eyes with delight as he pressed again and I felt the entire length and girth of his enormous cock slide inside me to the hilt.
“Oh my god!” I gasped as I clung to him. “Oh my god, you’re so big!” 
“Mmm!” he growled. “Ohh! You’re so tight!” 
He drew back again, and then he started to fuck me.
He moved slowly at first. Each deliberate thrust drawing almost right out, before sliding powerfully back inside me to the hilt again. 
For a moment, a picture of my husband, George, flashed in my mind. I was letting his own father fuck me like a whore. But this was just too good. I brushed the image aside and planted my feet firmly wide apart on the bed - and began to fuck him back. With each thrust inside me, I hunched my pussy up onto his shaft to force every inch of his rigid cock to go as deep inside me as it possibly could. 
When I felt his fat cockhead push hard against the opening of my cervix, the wild sensations overwhelmed me and my first orgasm exploded in my groin and out through my whole shaking body. 
He felt it, and chuckled. 
He fucked me for a long time. I lost count of my orgasms long before I was ready for him to stop the feelings he generated in me. It seemed as if he could go on forever.
At last, when I could take no more, I begged him to cum inside me, begged him for his seed. 
Then, as he raised himself up on his elbows and braced his knees for purchase, I opened myself wider for him, and he thrust inside me even deeper than he had before. As rigid as a plank of wood, he held himself there, his cock buried inside me until I could feel his balls crushed against my buttocks. 
I felt his entire body begin to tremble above me. 
I heard him begin to hiss between his clenched teeth.
His cock began to twitch inside me. 
I could feel it jerk and contract deep inside me as with a loud gasp and a deep, throaty growl, his floodgates opened and his balls pumped their potent seed into my open womb.
It was right at that very moment, as his potent seed was pumped into my womb, that I remembered that George and I had decided that I would forgo the pill as we wanted to have a baby. 
For the briefest moment the realisation jolted me, but then as his semen flowed, I wrapped my legs around his buttocks, locked my lips to his and sucked his tongue into my mouth in complete surrender to this “alpha male”. 

That was how it started. That’s where my terrible secret began.
Although he has returned to my bed every single night that George has been away since that day, he made me pregnant that very first time. 
I bore his child, the child my poor George believes is his. 
I bore our second child to him too. 
Both our girls are his.
 George’s seed has never managed to fertilize my egg. His father’s seed has always got there before him.
Poor George, he lives in blissful ignorance of the sinful guilt I hide inside. 
I love my husband. Sometimes I feel such guilt over what I have done – what I continue to do even to this very day. 
But oh, that father of his does such magic in me.



