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Figures! My brand new car breaks down in the
middle of nowhere, and I don’t know how to fix it. I’ve got the
best phone on the market, and I can’t get a signal. Could this day
possibly get any worse?

 


I’m hesitant to leave my Lex in the road, but
what choice do I have? It’s not like this rural route sees much
traffic. Anyway, my balls are numb from sitting so long. I feel
like I’ve been driving around in circles for hours, except nothing
looks familiar. Before I broke down, I was getting to the point
where I was actually considering stopping for directions.

 


Now I need to take a walk and ask to use
someone’s phone. Maybe get directions too, while I’m at it.

 


Pretty sure I saw a farmhouse back a ways, as
they’d say out here in the boonies. Looked pretty run down, but I’m
hoping they’ll have a phone.

 


So off I go, trudging along this dirt road
under the hot summer sun, feeling delirious and dazed. There are
fields of corn as far as the eye can see, but nobody’s out. No one
is working. Why would they, on a day like this? Anyone with half a
brain would park his ass under a shady tree.

 


I like to look put together, but the time
comes when I have to shrug off my suit jacket. I should have left
it in the car. My shirt is soaked through with sweat. I hold my
jacket over my head to block out the sun, but it creates an oven
effect, baking my brain. I can’t think straight.

 


By the time I spot that tumble-down shack, my
body’s had it. I pull myself up two stairs and onto the rickety
porch, and I slap the door with an open palm. Paint comes off on my
hand, so either I’m extremely sticky with sweat or this place is
falling to bits right before my eyes.

 


The door opens, and in the shadows I see an
old man’s craggy face. He’s got creases in his skin like a jagged
rock. The sight inspires terror in my blood. I can only hope he
doesn’t have a gun.

 


But of course he does! I see it leaning up
against the wall.

 


This is how I’m going to die: buckshot in the
brain on some tumbledown farm in the middle of nowhere. RIP Arthur
Brown.

 


The old man says, “If it’s religion yer
sellin, we already got one.”

 


“No, no,” I say as he starts closing the door
in my face. I hold it open out of desperation and tell him, “My car
broke down. I can’t get a cell signal. Can I use your phone?”

 


“We hain’t got none of those,” the old man
tells me as another figure creeps up behind him.

 


I’d mentally prepared myself for a farmer and
wife combination, but if this girl is that guy’s wife, he must be
hung like a stallion—because he certainly isn’t loaded.

 


She’s wearing daisy dukes like they’d never
gone out of style. Long tanned legs, muscular limbs, obviously
brought up doing farm work. Tight little jean cut-offs and that
plaid shirt knotted below her breasts.

 


And what spectacular breasts! So full and
round, like tanned globes. Luscious, bursting with life. If not for
the flat belly, I’d wonder if she was eight months pregnant. You
don’t see tits like that every day.

 


“Papa,” she says to the old man. “You’re good
with mechanical fix-its. Why don’t you work on the handsome
gentleman’s car?”

 


Handsome! She thinks I’m handsome!

 


Christ, and I haven’t even looked up at her
face yet. Her curly blonde pigtails lead my eyes up her bosom, and
straight to the face of an angel. Who’d have imagined you’d find a
girl like that in a place like this?

 


“Yes,” I say to the old man, trying
desperately to ignore the boner his daughter (Or granddaughter? Or
both?) has inspired in my pants. “I can pay you. It’s down the
road. I don’t know what’s wrong. It just stopped working.”

 


He doesn’t seem particularly interested in my
ordeal, but he says, “Gimme the keys and I’ll see what I can
do.”

 


I wrench them from the pocket of trousers
that feel spectacularly tight. He isn’t looking at my crotch, but
his daughter (or granddaughter or whatever) definitely is, because
she’s cooing like a morning dove in heat.

 


“I’ll take care of your motor vehicle.” The
old man fits a ratty baseball cap onto his head. “You take care of
my Ginny.”

 


“Your Jenny?” Is that some kind of
hand-cranked grain thingy? Or a cow?

 


“My Ginny,” the old man says, pointing at the
girl. “You take good care, you hear? She’s a real special girl.
Real, real special.”

 


“Oh. Oh. Sure.”

 


I’ve got no fricken clue what this guy’s
talking about.

 


When he heads off into the sweltering summer
his, Ginny wraps her arm around me and says, “Woo-eee! You reek
like a donkey butt in August. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

 


“I’m sorry,” I say, and I’m truly embarrassed
to be so sweaty, but I’m also so aroused I can’t think
straight.

 


She leads me out of the house and around
back, to a barn. I can see why she likes it in here. It’s
considerably cooler than the house, though also musty and
dusty.

 


“Come on now,” she says as she starts
unbuttoning my shirt. “Off with your clothes.”

 


Off with my clothes? Is this what her father
(or grandfather?) meant when he said to take care of Ginny? Had he
put me out to stud?

 


Not that I was complaining.

 


“We’re gonna git you all washed up and nice
and squeaky clean,” Ginny tells me as she undoes my belt. Then she
points to this shower head that’s sort of nailed to the wall. It’s
attached to a run of the mill garden hose. I’ve never seen anything
like this set-up.

 


“Do you not have indoor plumbing?” I ask
her.

 


“We’re indoors now, ain’t we?”

 


I guess she’s got a point, there. Anyway, how
can I argue with a buxom blonde who wants to throw me under the
shower?

 


She tears my underwear down along with my
pants, and by the time she’s got them around my ankles, she’s
kneeling on the barn boards, face to face with my erection. I’ve
never been so proud of a hard-on in all my life. She’s a brawny
girl, and still my dick looks huge in her midst. That’s how turned
on I am.

 


I tear off my undershirt and toss it aside.
In all my life, I’ve never been so reckless with my clothing. She’s
inspired this in me.

 


After staring at my cock for a good little
while, Ginny gets up and says, “I’ll grab the soap.” It’s in a dish
by the hose, and she turns on the water while she’s over
there.”

 


“Go on,” she says, when water starts falling
from the shower head. “Git under.”

 


I expect it to be cold, but it’s actually
hot.

 


Ginny notices my surprise and says, “The sun
warms the rain barrel out there. Then we got hot water!”

 


Does that mean I’m bathing in the rain?

 


When she comes over with that soap, I don’t
even care. Just like she doesn’t seem to care about getting her red
canvas shoes wet. Or her saucy plaid shirt. Of her jean shorts. Or
her breasts.

 


God, those breasts.

 


I’m melting into a pool of lust when she runs
a hand through my hair. She’s rough with me, runs her hand back and
forth against my scalp, saying, “Come on, now. Let’s get you
clean.”

 


Hard to do without shampoo. Luckily she
doesn’t come near my head with that yellow bar of soap. Is it white
soap that’s gotten dirty out here, or is it laundry soap?

 


When she raises my arms and rubs my armpit, I
smell lemons.

 


She’s washing me with laundry soap.

 


I should really care.

 


But I don’t.

 


“Come on,” she says. “Quick as a bunny ‘fore
we run out of water.”

 


I steal the soap to wash the sweat from my
ass crack, and she surprises me by finding something else to hold
onto.

 


This girl must go long stretches of time
without seeing a dick, because she wraps both hands around mine in
a way that makes me think she might never let go.

 


“What are you doing?” I ask.

 


Stupid question.

 


“I want to play with your ding-a-ling,” she
tells me—and shows me. She strokes it with both hands
simultaneously, stepping so close my ruby red tip slides against
her perfect belly. I can feel my precum spilling across her wet
skin, then getting washed away by the hot shower.

 


While she manhandles me, I can’t move. I
can’t think. All I can do is stare down at her wet tits. Her light
cotton shirt is soaked through and stuck to her skin, praise the
lord! I can see the shape of her erect nipples poking out, but I
can’t see the colour and god now I’m craving the colour. She
mustn’t be wearing a bra. I see no trace of one. Just this soaking
wet plaid shirt clinging to her tan flesh.

 


This is heaven, right? I’ve died and gone to
heaven?

 


The water slows and she takes the soap from
me. “Wash all the suds off, and make it snappy.”

 


I’m disappointed when she lets go of my dick,
but I’ve got a great view of her legs when she turns to put the
soap back in the dish.

 


Feels good to be wet. The air is still warm,
but I can feel it whisking water from my skin and replacing it with
bursts of cool.

 


“Are you wearing panties?” I ask. I don’t
know why. Maybe because I can’t see through her shorts.

 


She laughs and says, “Well, ‘course I am! How
else would I keep all that stuff down there in check?”

 


I have no idea what she’s talking about, but
I don’t care. “Do you have a towel I could use?” I ask, because now
I’m actually a little cold.

 


She picks up a tube of something and laughs
as she slides it down the front of her shorts. “We ain’t got no
towels ‘round here, city boy!”

 


“How do you dry off?” I ask.

 


“We drip-dry, ‘course. If it’s good enough
for the washing, it’s good enough for me.”

 


So apparently they have the same rule for
linens that they have for soap. Good to know.

 


She grabs my hand and yanks me out the barn
door, and my heart jumps into my throat because we’re outside!
Someone could see us!

 


“What if your Papa comes back?” I ask.

 


I guess she can hear the tremor in my voice,
because she says, “Papa ain’t comin’ back here any time soon.”

 


My car is a good hike down the dusty road, so
she’s probably right.

 


She guides me across a lush green lawn and
into the shade of a large, leafy tree. This is exactly what I’d
wanted earlier, when I just about keeled over on the hike here.
Never would I have imagined I’d get my wish—with a luscious farm
girl thrown in for good measure.

 


When my bare ass touches the grass, I’m truly
in heaven. The sun isn’t bearing down on my skin, but its warmth
surrounds me as Ginny straddles my naked thighs.

 


“What’s that in your shorts?” I ask her.

 


Without looking down, she says, “Oh, we use
that for the animals, whens we gotta check on something. Makes
things all slip-slidey.”

 


I can’t help wondering what she’s got planned
for me.

 


“Gee, I got my shirt pretty darn wet. Mind if
I take it off for a bit?”

 


“Go right ahead,” I say, trying to sound
encouraging without coming off as a sleezebucket.

 


She stands above me and undoes the knot, then
the buttons.

 


A body like this—I’m telling you right now,
it’s superhuman. She’s like some kind of angel of mercy visiting me
from another plane. Her breasts are heavy without sagging. They’re
large but also perky in a way that seems almost nubile.

 


And her nipples! Those nipples! They’re the
colour of peaches, but with a rosy tint.

 


They’re spectacular.

 


I can’t speak. I can’t think.

 


She reaches up to hang her wet shirt over the
branch of a tree.

 


And I find my voice: “What about your shorts?
They’re pretty wet too.”

 


“You men,” she says, and giggles. “Always
trying to in a get a girl’s pants.”

 


But she doesn’t resist the idea.

 


The tube of veterinary lubricant tumbles to
the ground when she unzips her itty bitty shorts. She pushes them
down to her knees, and down go her panties, too. My dick is
throbbing as I watch.

 


I realize, once she’s naked, that her dick is
throbbing too.

 

 


And to think I spent all that time staring at
her boobs when this massive slab of meat was right there all
along.

 


When I lick my lips, she steps over me so
she’s straddling me standing. She feeds her dick to me and I suck
it like I’ve never sucked before. Her cock tastes like everything
good, including the unmistakeable musky aroma of pussy. I ride my
hand up her inner thigh until I’m close enough to touch the
absolute apex.

 


Oh Lord, it’s warm and wet. Her pussy juice
is dripping down my hand while she stuffs that big dick down my
throat. I choke and she apologizes, but I don’t care. She can shove
that thing anywhere she wants.

 


The same seems to go for my fingers, because
when I press two of them inside her snatch, she moans and grabs my
wet hair and fucks my face harder. I can’t believe how much of her
dick I manage to swallow. Maybe she’s destroyed my gag reflex.
Maybe she’s magic.

 


Either way, she gives it to me,
cock-in-mouth, and I give it to her, fingers-in-snatch, and we’re
both moaning and groaning. She’s asking for more, but I’m in an
awkward position. I can put another finger in her pussy, but I
can’t fuck her too fast like this. I try, but it’s not working
out.

 


She slides her dick from my throat, and her
swollen shaft glistens as it leaves my lips.

 


I prop myself up with both hands in the cool
grass while she runs her fat dick down my chest. It leaves a trail
of my saliva, which cools on impact, and when she gets to my
harness she doesn’t hesitate. Straddling me with one knee on either
side of my hips, she wraps her pussy lips around my cock and eases
down.

 


Every inch is impossibly heavenly. I’ve never
felt a pussy hug my dick like hers is doing right now. It’s so warm
and so wet that she slides down on me, gobbles me up with ease.

 


My whole dick is inside her. I feel her soft
ass on my balls. I look down and her cock is spilling precum onto
my stomach.

 


This is impossible. Impossibly hot. Big tits,
big dick, wet pussy.

 


Ginny is my perfect woman.

 


She wraps her hands around my shoulders and
rides me. Her dick whacks my abs with every go, and her butt
brushes my balls. Can this really be happening?

 


I can’t get over the soft velvet feel of her
pussy. It’s like another mouth. She’s fucking me, but it feels like
a blow job. And all the while I get to watch her beautiful breasts
bouncing right before my eyes.

 


She’s getting out of breath now and she
slides off, saying, “Sorry. I need a rest.”

 


Then, before I can say a word, she lies
face-down in the green grass with her butt in the air.

 


“You’ll have to take over,” she says. She
points to the veterinary lubricant and says, “Use that.”

 


Does she want me to fuck her ass? She must,
because her pussy hardly needs lubricating.

 


For some reason, the farm lube makes this all
feel too real. I start looking around, making sure Papa isn’t
coming back. And who’s to say they’re the only ones living here?
Could be that she’s got incestuous brothers watching from the
farmhouse.

 


I don’t see anyone anywhere, but that doesn’t
stop me feeling anxious.

 


Luckily, my dick responds to anxiety. It
pulses as I drizzle lube down this girl’s crack. I watch it glint
in the summer sun as it runs across her clean pink asshole, then
joins the juices welling between her sweet labia. Eventually, it
drips down her dick, all the way to her swollen tip.

 


“I need to fuck you,” I tell her.

 


“Then dang well do it!”

 


I rub more lube across my erection, until
it’s all slick and shiny. Then I feed my hungry cock to her
hungrier hole. She opens for me like a flower. I don’t know else to
put it. A little resistance. Yeah, she’s tight. But isn’t that kind
of butt clench where you feel like you’re going to destroy the poor
girl if you fill her ass with your dick.

 


No. It’s gentler than that. Feels not so much
like a mouth, the way her pussy had. Like a hand. A firm grip. A
fist closing around my shaft and then clinging to it for dear
life.

 


“Oh Lord. Do you know how tight you are,
Ginny?”

 


“Sure do.”

 


Then, like she needs to prove herself, she
tightens her ass muscles around my cock and I nearly blow my
load.

 


“Now quit your yappin’ and screw me up the
butt!”

 


How can I possibly argue?

 


I close my hands around her perfect plump ass
cheeks and imagine how her boobs feel as I drive her body against
the lush lawn. Are her nipples still hard? Harder than before? Are
they changing colour? Getting red like her pussy? Swollen and
needy?

 


She wraps her fist around her cock and tugs
it while I fuck her from behind. I feel the motion in her muscles.
She clenches around my massive erection. How can she take it? How
can she stand feeling a dick this big inside her poor sweet
hole?

 


Her battered rosebud winks around my cock,
and I just keep beating it down. My dick’s never felt this swollen.
It’s unreal. I’m a giant inside her, and somehow her ass allows it.
She’s moaning and groaning, but not screaming in pain. Maybe toying
with herself helps.

 


“God, I thought your pussy was good,” I tell
her. “Your ass is the hole I’ve been longing to fuck.”

 


I’d thought that would come out sounding
poetic, but now she’s laughing at me, so I guess not. “Just keep at
it,” she says. “But don’t come.”

 


“Why not?”

 


She turns to look at me, her blonde pigtails
all mussed but her full lips pouty and swollen.

 


“Because,” she says. “I want you to come on
my big ol’ titties.”

 


I almost blow my load in her butt. It’s a
combination of those dirty, dirty words from those sweet, supple
lips and the image of actually doing it.

 


Now I’m telling myself to pull out of her
ass, but I just keep fucking her faster, faster, faster.

 


What is wrong with me?

 


I wrap my arms around her waist and lift her
off the ground.

 


How am I doing this?

 


Now I’m standing and she’s in some kind of
yoga pose with only her hands and the tips of her toes touching the
ground. I’m fucking her so fast I can’t catch my breath. I force my
dick deep down in her hole, loving that I never bottom out the way
I would in a pussy. Now that she’s no longer pawing at her dick, I
feel it flapping around down there, still hard as steel.

 


This is unreal. I’m telling you, nothing like
this has ever happened to me in all my life. I’m ramming this
stranger’s asshole and she’s crying out for more. Her cries are
peppered with warnings not to come, but I know I won’t pull out.
I’m building to an incredible orgasm, and I want to plant my semen
in this girl’s fine ass.

 


“Don’t do it!” she growls.

 


How does she know what I’m going? Can she
feel it in her ass? Does she have some kind of spidey sense about
oncoming explosions of sperm?

 


Well, she must, because as she’s calling out
no, no, no, I’m already halting mid-thrust, clamping hard, feeling
my balls tighten at the ready, then shooting her full of jizz.

 


“Oh God!” I hold that pose for a moment
because I can’t actually move. And when I can move, it’s only to
collapse.

 


“Thanks a bunch,” she says, pulling away so
my spent dick slips out of her tight hole. “You knew I wanted you
to come on my tits and you came inside me anyway. What gives?”

 


“I’m sorry,” I pant, lying on my side,
watching her erection whack her belly. “I got really into it. I
couldn’t…”

 


She lies flat on her back beside me in the
grass and wraps her hand around her dick.

 


I’m speechless. Just the beauty of this
moment, of this sight. She’s got one knee up, one foot flat on the
ground. The other one’s straight. She’s staring into the
treetops.

 


“Now I’ll have to do it myself,” she says,
and her hands moves even faster across her shaft. Up and down that
fatness. Steel strength. That’s no lazy cock. That’s a mighty dick.
Hard. Strong.

 


Her fist looks loose now, moves like nothing.
Her skin is silk. She’s got this dreamy look on her face. She
closes her eyes.

 


She winces and I realize I’m looking in the
wrong direction.

 


I sit up and stare at her blazing red
cockhead just in time to see it blast white ropes of cum all the
way up Ginny’s chest. Her semen lands on one breast, then the
other. More squirts paint her belly, but she puts that to use.

 


Releasing her cock, she sends both hands into
the cream, then rubs it around her tits. Is it possible that her
breasts are even bigger than before? How could they be? But they
certainly look it as she slathers those big round orbs in sperm
sauce.

 


There’s nothing I want more than to stare at
the stranger’s tits while she rubs them, but my eyes aren’t
cooperating. Or my eyelids aren’t. I feel them closing and there’s
nothing I can do. I don’t want to fall asleep naked on a farmer’s
lawn—with the farmer’s daughter here beside me.

 


But it happens.

 


And when I wake up, her sticky tits are
pressed right up against my chest. My arms are wrapped around her
tan body. The scent of her hair wafts in through my nose and my
dick twitches.

 


What time is it?

 


I sit up and look around. The sun is setting.
I race for the barn and put on my clothes, preparing myself for a
quick and painful death. The farmer has surely spotted us
together.

 


When I step out of the barn, Ginny is dressed
too. She asked, “What’s got into you?”

 


“It’s late. Your Pa. He must be…”

 


She waves a hand and rolls her eyes. “Oh,
Papa’ll be long gone by now.”

 


I don’t get it. “Long gone how?”

 


“With your car,” she says, and stands. “I bet
it were a nice one, too. Yeah, I can tell by the suit and such. You
got nice things.” Swinging her hips widely, she walks to me and
teases my shirt collar. “I should say you did got nice
things. Now you just got me.”

 


“What do you mean? I don’t understand.”

 


Her eyes sparkle purplish against the setting
sun. She looks every bit as alluring in that top and shorts
ensemble as she did the first time I laid eyes on her.

 


“It’s just you and me now,” she says. “Papa
ain’t coming back. Now you’re my ‘ol man.”

 


“I don’t understand. I need to get back, back
to my life.”

 


She smirks, but what does that mean?

 


“Your father stole my car, didn’t he?”

 


“No, silly! You don’t understand
anything.”

 


“That’s for sure. How do you know he’s not
coming back? We haven’t even looked. We haven’t…”

 


She puts her warm little hand on my arm and
says, “Trust me, Arthur. He ain’t never coming back.”

 


And for some reason I believe her.

 


And—wait. I never told her my name.

 


How does she know my name?

 


She gets up on tiptoes so her mouth is right
at the level of my ear. “You’re home now,” she whispers. “You ain’t
never gotta worry ‘bout nothing ever again. You’re home.”

 


A deep sense of peace pours through me,
starting in my head and moving through my whole body, right down to
my toes. I don’t understand any of this, but I feel so good. Not
worried about anything. Usually I’ve got money on my mind, or
business bullshit, or fears of being caught naked with a farm
girl.

 


Not now.

 


“This is my home?” I ask Ginny. “I live here
with you? Just the two of us?”

 


The insatiable vixen nods eagerly. She sticks
out her tongue, then giggles like a child. I feel her joy in my
chest, like we’re sharing emotions, and suddenly I understand
something I can’t yet articulate.

 


When she kisses me gently, then deeply, I
know what pleasures I can look forward to. Her mouth and her pussy.
Her fist and her asshole. And those magnificent tits! I could die a
happy man in the sweet embrace of those tits.

 


She pulls sweetly away from our kisses and
looks up at me, the sunset at her back.

 


“This is heaven,” I tell her. “You and me
together? Ginny, I’m in heaven.”

 


She smiles coyly and bites her finger. “I
been waitin’ for you to figure that out.”

 


Oh God. I get it now.

 


Looking at my perfect Ginny, feeling her
sweet heat against me, anticipating all and anxious about nothing.
She seems to think it’s cute how novel I find my situation. God
only knows how long she’s been here.

 


“This is heaven?” I say to her. “I’m in
heaven?”
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