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		Arrival

		

		Gravel crunched under the tires. Maya's hands gripped the steering wheel, dust rising behind her car in a thick brown cloud that hung in the still summer air. Fields stretched out on both sides of the driveway, corn rows running parallel to her path, green stalks tall and swaying in the breeze. The farmhouse came into view first, white paint peeling in spots, a wide porch wrapping around the front. The barn stood beyond it, red and weathered, larger than she remembered from childhood visits.

		She'd driven three hours to get here. Her mother's sister lived out in the middle of nowhere, far from the city Maya had grown up in. High school had just ended. Two weeks ago her mom had suggested this trip, said Carmen and Earl could use the help on the farm, said Maya could use one last summer before college started in the fall.

		Maya hadn't been out here in years. Five, maybe six. Back then she'd been a kid running around catching fireflies. Now she was eighteen, graduated and heading to college, old enough to be useful instead of just entertained.

		The farmhouse looked smaller than her memories painted it. Or maybe she'd just gotten bigger.

		Maya pulled the car to a stop near the porch. Killed the engine. Sat there for a moment listening to the tick of cooling metal, the distant call of a bird she couldn't name.

		The front door burst open.

		Carmen came out fast, bare feet slapping against the wooden porch, a smile splitting her face wide. Her dark hair fell loose around her shoulders, messy and thick. She wore a simple cotton dress, light blue with small flowers printed on it, the fabric loose and flowing around her voluptuous body. The neckline dipped low enough to show the swell of her heavy breasts, the dress cinching at her waist before draping over her wide hips and thick thighs.

		God, Aunt Carmen looked good. Curvy and confident, her brown skin glowing in the afternoon sun.

		"Maya! You're here!"

		Carmen's voice carried across the yard, warm and bright and full of energy. She didn't wait for Maya to get out. She came down the porch steps and crossed to the car, opening the driver's door before Maya had even unbuckled.

		Maya climbed out. Her aunt pulled her into a hug immediately, arms wrapping tight, crushing Maya against her soft body. Carmen's breasts pressed into Maya's chest, full and warm through the thin dress. The scent of her perfume mixed with something earthier, like fresh bread and summer sweat. Carmen held her close, squeezed hard, then pulled back to look at her.

		"Look at you! All grown up. Beautiful."

		Carmen's hands stayed on Maya's shoulders, dark eyes scanning her face, her body. Maya felt suddenly aware of her own appearance. She'd dressed for the drive, nothing special. Denim shorts that hugged her hips and ass, a fitted white tank top that showed her arms and the curve of her breasts. Her dark hair hung in a ponytail down her back. No makeup except some lip gloss.

		"Thanks, Aunt Carmen. You look great too."

		And she did. Forty-three and still stunning, her body thick and ripe, her smile infectious.

		"Come on, let's get you inside. Earl's out in the barn. I'll holler for him in a minute."

		Carmen looped an arm through Maya's, already chattering about the summer plans, how glad she was to have Maya here, how the garden needed tending and the chickens were laying well. Her voice filled the space between them, easy and familiar. Maya found herself relaxing, the tension from the drive melting away.

		They'd made it halfway to the porch when a figure appeared from the barn.

		Earl. Tall and lean, his frame bent slightly from years of hard labor. He wore jeans stained with dirt and a faded plaid shirt with the sleeves rolled up. His face was weathered, lines carved deep around his eyes and mouth. Gray stubble covered his jaw. He lifted a hand in greeting, his smile tired but genuine.

		"Maya. Good to see you, kiddo."

		His voice was rougher than Carmen's, quieter. He walked over, wiped his palm on his jeans, then offered it to Maya. She shook his hand. His grip was firm, his skin calloused and dry.

		"Good to see you too, Uncle Earl."

		"Long drive?"

		"Not too bad."

		"Well, you're here now. That's what matters." He glanced at her car. "I'll grab your bags. You two head on inside."

		"You sure?"

		"Yeah. Won't take but a minute."

		Earl moved past them toward the trunk. Maya popped it with the key fob. He reached in and pulled out her suitcase, hefting it with one hand like it weighed nothing. His other hand grabbed her duffel bag.

		Carmen tugged Maya toward the house, already chattering about dinner plans. Earl followed behind them, carrying Maya's things, his boots heavy on the gravel. The sun beat down on all of them, hot and relentless. Summer in full swing out here, the air thick and still. Maya climbed the porch steps, the wood creaking under her feet. Carmen held the screen door open, ushering her inside where it was cooler, where the smell of something cooking drifted from the kitchen.

		Uncle Earl carried her suitcase toward the house while Aunt Carmen looped an arm through hers, already chattering about the summer ahead.

		The inside of the house was dim and cool after the bright heat outside. Maya's eyes adjusted slowly. The living room opened up to the right, old furniture arranged around a worn rug, family photos clustered on the mantle above a stone fireplace. The kitchen sat straight ahead, cabinets painted white, a farmhouse sink under the window. Everything looked clean but lived in, comfortable in a way that spoke of years of use.

		"Your room's upstairs," Carmen said, leading the way. "Same one you stayed in when you were little. Remember?"

		"I think so."

		The stairs creaked under their feet. Earl followed behind with the luggage, his breathing steady but heavy. The second floor hallway was narrow, three doors leading off it. Carmen pushed open the one at the end.

		"Here you go. I freshened it up yesterday. Changed the sheets, dusted everything."

		The room was small. A single bed against one wall, a dresser against another, a nightstand with a lamp. The walls were pale yellow, the curtains white and gauzy. Sunlight filtered through them, casting soft shadows across the hardwood floor. A window overlooked the backyard, the main barn visible in the distance, training paddocks stretching beyond it, more outbuildings dotting the property.

		Earl set the suitcase down near the foot of the bed, the duffel bag beside it.

		"Bathroom's across the hall," Carmen said, pointing. "Towels are in the closet next to it. Help yourself to whatever you need. This is your home for the summer, mija."

		Mija. The affectionate term rolled off Carmen's tongue easy and natural. It made Maya's chest warm.

		"Thanks, Aunt Carmen. It's perfect."

		Earl straightened up, rubbed his lower back with one hand.

		"How about I show you around the property before dinner?" he said. "Get you reacquainted with the place. Been a while since you were out here. Lot's changed."

		"Sure. That sounds good."

		"Let me just wash up real quick. Meet you downstairs in five?"

		"Yeah. I'll be down."

		Earl left the room, his footsteps heavy on the stairs. Carmen lingered in the doorway, her curvy hip leaning against the frame, her smile warm and easy.

		"We've expanded quite a bit since you were here last," Carmen said. "Earl's horse breeding operation really took off. We supply racing stock to three different tracks now."

		"That's amazing."

		"It keeps us busy. Always someone coming by. Buyers, vets, feed suppliers, trainers wanting to look at the young ones." Carmen's eyes sparkled. "Never a dull moment around here anymore."

		"I bet."

		Carmen winked, then disappeared down the hall. Maya heard the bathroom door close, water running. She turned back to the window, looked out at the sprawling property. This was nothing like the small hobby farm she remembered. This was a real operation.

		She headed downstairs. Earl was already waiting by the back door, his boots laced up, a faded baseball cap pulled low over his eyes. He held the door open for her and they stepped out into the heat again.

		The property stretched far beyond what Maya could see from the house. Earl led her past the vegetable garden where tomatoes and peppers grew wild and abundant, past the large chicken coops where at least fifty hens scratched and clucked, their eggs bringing in steady supplementary income Carmen sold at the farmers market.

		"Main barn's this way," Earl said, pointing to the largest structure on the property. "That's where we keep the breeding stock and the young colts. Got another barn past that for the cattle. We run about forty head, sell them off twice a year."

		They walked across the yard, gravel crunching under their feet. The main barn was massive, easily three times the size Maya had imagined. Fresh paint covered most of it, the roof new and sturdy. Earl pushed open the wide double doors.

		The smell hit her first. Hay and horse and leather. The space inside was immaculate compared to what she remembered. Stalls lined both sides, at least twenty of them, most occupied by beautiful horses of various colors. Their heads turned toward the visitors, ears pricked forward.

		"These are our breeders," Earl said, pride evident in his rough voice. "That mare there, the chestnut, her foals go for twenty thousand minimum. Got a stallion out in the breeding barn that's sired four track winners in the last two years."

		Maya walked along the stalls, looking at each horse. They were stunning animals, powerful and sleek, well-cared for and clearly valuable.

		"Equipment shed's attached here," Earl continued, leading her through a side door. Tools lined the walls, organized and clean. Saddles hung on racks, bridles dangled from hooks. A riding mower sat in the corner next to a tractor, both machines looking well-maintained. "We got a part-time farmhand who helps during busy seasons. And I got a contractor who does most of the repairs around here. Fences, barn maintenance, that sort of thing. Always something breaking down on a property this size."

		They moved back outside, heading toward the paddocks. Several horses grazed in the nearest one, tails swishing. Beyond that Maya could see more fenced areas, a training track, another barn in the distance.

		"Breeding barn's over there," Earl said, gesturing. "Where we bring the mares when they're in season."

		As they approached the breeding barn, Maya heard sounds from inside. Not distressed sounds, but something else. Grunting. Heavy breathing. The rhythmic thud of hooves on packed dirt.

		Earl pushed open the door without hesitation.

		Inside, two horses were coupled. A massive stallion mounted a mare, his powerful body thrusting, his forelegs wrapped around her sides. The mare stood braced, taking his weight, her tail lifted. The stallion's movements were forceful and primal, his breathing harsh and loud in the enclosed space. A ranch hand stood nearby holding a lead rope, watching to make sure everything went smoothly.

		Maya froze in the doorway. Heat flooded her face. She'd never seen animals mating before. The raw physicality of it, the sounds, the sheer size and power of the stallion as he took what he wanted.

		"This is Diablo," Earl said casually, seemingly unbothered. "Our top stud. That mare's owned by a guy three counties over. Brought her in this morning."

		The stallion thrust harder, faster. The mare shifted her weight, accepting him. The sounds echoed off the barn walls.

		Maya's mouth went dry. Something stirred low in her belly, an awareness she didn't want to examine. She looked away, her pulse quickening.

		"How long does it...?"

		"Few more minutes usually. Sometimes less." Earl turned back toward the door. "Come on. Let me show you the cattle pasture."

		Maya followed him outside, grateful for the fresh air, the distance from what was happening in that barn. Her skin felt flushed. Her breathing came a little too fast.

		What the hell was wrong with her?

		They walked toward the far pasture where cattle grazed in clusters, black and brown bodies scattered across the green hillside. Earl talked about feed costs and market prices, his voice steady and matter-of-fact. Maya tried to focus on his words, tried to push the image of those horses out of her mind.

		Carmen's voice cut through the quiet, sharp and clear from the direction of the house.

		"Dinner in twenty minutes!"

		The kitchen smelled like roasted chicken and fresh bread when Maya walked back inside. Her stomach growled. She hadn't eaten since breakfast, just snacks during the drive. The table was already set for three, plates and silverware arranged neatly, a pitcher of iced tea sweating in the center.

		Carmen moved around the kitchen with easy grace, pulling a pan from the oven, her hips swaying as she turned to set it on the counter. The heat from cooking had made her face flush, a light sheen of moisture on her brown skin. She'd put her hair up in a messy bun, loose strands framing her face. The cotton dress clung to her curves where sweat dampened the fabric.

		"Perfect timing," Carmen said, glancing over her shoulder. "Go wash up, both of you."

		Maya headed to the bathroom, scrubbed her hands under warm water until they were clean, dried them on a towel that smelled like lavender. When she came back Earl was already seated at the table, his face freshly washed, his hair damp where he'd run water through it.

		Carmen brought the food over. Roasted chicken with crispy skin, mashed potatoes, green beans glistening with butter. She served each plate herself, generous portions piled high. Her heavy breasts swayed as she leaned over the table, deep cleavage visible in the loose neckline of her dress, the soft brown skin of her chest dotted with moisture from the kitchen heat.

		"Eat," Carmen said, settling into her chair. "You must be starving after that drive."

		Maya picked up her fork. The first bite of chicken melted in her mouth, seasoned perfectly, the skin salty and crisp. She hadn't realized how hungry she was until the food hit her tongue.

		"This is amazing, Aunt Carmen."

		"Good. I'm glad." Carmen beamed, then turned to Earl. "How'd the tour go?"

		"Fine. Showed her the barns, the paddocks, the cattle." Earl cut into his chicken, chewed slowly. "She saw Diablo covering that mare."

		Carmen laughed, the sound warm and rich.

		"Welcome to farm life, mija. Nothing's hidden out here."

		Maya's face heated. She focused on her plate, pushed mashed potatoes around with her fork.

		"So tell me about your plans," Carmen said, redirecting smoothly. " Excited about college in the fall?"

		"I guess. Still figuring out what I want to study."

		Earl spoke up between bites.

		"No rush on that. You got time."

		"That's what I keep telling myself."

		Carmen reached for the pitcher of iced tea, refilled Earl's glass, then her own. Her hand brushed Earl's shoulder as she set the pitcher down, a casual touch, affectionate and familiar. Earl glanced up at her, smiled tiredly, his weathered face softening for a moment.

		"What about boys?" Carmen asked, her dark eyes sparkling with curiosity. "Anyone special?"

		"Not really. Went on a couple dates but nothing serious."

		"Good. You're young. No need to tie yourself down yet." Carmen took a sip of her tea. "Plenty of time for all that later."

		The conversation drifted into easier territory. Carmen talked about the farmers market she attended every Saturday morning, how well her preserves and eggs sold, how she was thinking of expanding into baked goods if she could find the time. Earl mentioned needing to hire another part-time hand for the summer months, the workload getting heavier as the horse operation grew.

		"Maya can help," Carmen said. "Right, mija? You don't mind doing some chores?"

		"Of course not. That's why I'm here."

		"Perfect. We'll get you into a routine. Feed the chickens in the morning, collect eggs, help me in the garden. Easy stuff."

		Maya nodded. The food disappeared from her plate quickly. She helped herself to seconds when Carmen offered, the home-cooked meal so much better than anything she'd eaten at school. They ate and talked, the conversation flowing easy and comfortable, the kitchen warm and filled with the sounds of silverware scraping plates and Carmen's occasional laughter.

		Earl finished first. He pushed his plate away, leaned back in his chair with a satisfied sigh.

		"That was good, honey."

		"I'm glad."

		He glanced at the clock on the wall, then stood slowly, his joints creaking.

		"I need to check on the animals one more time before bed," he said. "Make sure everything's locked up proper."

		"Don't be too long," Carmen said.

		"Won't be."

		Earl grabbed his cap from the hook by the door, settled it on his head, and stepped out into the fading light. The screen door slapped shut behind him, leaving Maya and Carmen alone in the kitchen.

		Maya stood and started gathering plates. Carmen waved her hand.

		"You don't have to do that, mija. You just got here."

		"I want to help."

		"Alright then. I won't argue."

		They moved together in the small kitchen, clearing the table, scraping leftovers into a container. Carmen filled the sink with hot water, added dish soap until bubbles foamed across the surface. Maya grabbed a dish towel, positioned herself next to the sink to dry.

		"We're early risers around here," Carmen said, plunging the first plate into the soapy water. "Breakfast is usually around six. Earl likes to get started before the heat sets in."

		"That's fine. I'm used to early mornings for school."

		"Good. I'll show you how to collect the eggs tomorrow morning. The hens are friendly, won't give you any trouble."

		Carmen's hands moved efficiently through the dishes, washing and rinsing, passing each one to Maya. Her bracelets clinked softly against the porcelain. Water droplets clung to her brown forearms, sliding down toward her elbows.

		"Earl goes to bed early most nights," Carmen continued. "By nine usually. Farm work wears him out. But I'm a night owl. Stay up till eleven, sometimes later. So if you want company in the evenings, I'm around."

		"I'll probably crash early tonight. The drive took it out of me."

		"Of course. But other nights, we can sit on the porch, have some wine, talk. I'd like that."

		"Me too."

		They finished the dishes in comfortable silence. Maya dried the last plate and stacked it in the cabinet. Carmen drained the sink, wiped down the counters, hung the wet dishcloth over the faucet to dry. The kitchen looked tidy again, everything in its place.

		"I'm going to head up," Maya said. "Get unpacked."

		"Sleep well, mija. If you need anything, just holler."

		Maya climbed the stairs. Her legs felt heavy, fatigue settling into her muscles now that she'd stopped moving. The hallway was dim, just one small lamp glowing on a table near the bathroom. She pushed open the door to her room.

		Her suitcase sat where Earl had left it. Maya lifted it onto the bed, unzipped it, started pulling out clothes. Tank tops and shorts and sundresses, everything casual and light for summer. She hung some items in the small closet, folded others into the dresser drawers. Her toiletries went on top of the dresser, lined up neatly. Toothbrush, deodorant, lotion, the few makeup items she'd brought.

		The window was still open. Night air drifted in, cooler now that the sun had set. Crickets sang loud and insistent, their chorus filling the darkness. Maya could see the barn silhouetted against the deep blue sky, the yard lights casting yellow pools on the gravel. Beyond that, nothing but black. No streetlights, no neighbors, no glow from a nearby town. Just vast empty darkness stretching for miles.

		She kicked off her shoes, peeled off her socks, wiggled her toes against the cool hardwood floor. Her phone sat on the nightstand. No notifications. Barely any signal out here. She'd have to get used to being disconnected.

		Maya lay back on the bed, still fully clothed, her hands folded on her stomach. The mattress was softer than her dorm bed, the pillows fluffier. The ceiling above her was plain white, a single light fixture in the center. Everything smelled faintly of lavender and clean cotton.

		This summer was going to be good. Quiet. Peaceful. Simple. No stress about school or exams or what she was going to do with her life. Just farm work and fresh air and family. She could relax out here, clear her head, figure things out.

		Her eyes grew heavy. The cricket song seemed to get louder, more rhythmic. Her breathing slowed. She should get up, change into pajamas, brush her teeth. In a minute. Just needed to rest her eyes for a second.

		Footsteps sounded on the stairs. Slow and deliberate. Carmen's voice carried down the hallway, warm and soft.

		"Goodnight, mija. Sweet dreams."

		"Night, Aunt Carmen."

		The footsteps continued past her door toward the other end of the hall. A door opened and closed. Then silence dropped over the house like a blanket, thick and complete, broken only by the crickets outside and the occasional creak of old wood settling.

		

	
		Strange Sounds

		

		Sunlight cut through the gauzy curtains. Maya's eyes opened to pale yellow walls, the unfamiliar room taking a second to place. Right. The farm. Aunt Carmen's house. First full day here.

		Her phone on the nightstand showed 5:47 AM. Earlier than she'd woken in months, but her body felt rested. The air coming through the open window carried coolness that wouldn't last once the sun climbed higher. Birds called to each other outside, their songs overlapping in chaotic harmony.

		Maya sat up, swung her legs over the side of the bed. Her feet touched cool hardwood. She'd fallen asleep in her clothes last night, too tired to bother changing. Her tank top was wrinkled, her shorts twisted around her hips. She stood, stretched her arms overhead until her shoulders popped, then padded across the hall to the bathroom.

		The house was quiet. She brushed her teeth, splashed cold water on her face, pulled her dark hair out of its messy ponytail and retied it tighter. Her reflection in the mirror looked younger without makeup, her light brown skin clear and smooth, her dark eyes still a little sleepy.

		Voices drifted up from downstairs. Carmen's laugh, bright and musical. Earl's lower rumble in response.

		Maya changed quickly into fresh clothes. Clean denim shorts that hugged her round ass, a pale green tank top that showed her toned arms and the curve of her full breasts. She left her feet bare, liking the feel of the wood under her soles as she headed downstairs.

		The kitchen smelled like coffee and something sweet baking. Carmen stood at the stove, her back to the doorway, her voluptuous body wrapped in a thin cotton robe that tied at her waist. The fabric was short, stopping mid-thigh, showing off her thick legs and the curve of her massive ass as she moved. Her dark hair hung loose and wild down her back, uncombed and messy like she'd just rolled out of bed.

		Earl sat at the table in his usual spot, the newspaper spread in front of him, reading glasses perched on his weathered face. He wore jeans and a plain white t-shirt, his work boots already laced up. A mug of coffee steamed near his elbow.

		"Morning," Maya said.

		Carmen spun around, a wooden spoon in her hand, her smile immediate and wide.

		"Good morning, mija! You're up early. I was going to let you sleep in."

		"I'm good. What can I do to help?"

		"Just sit. Breakfast is almost ready." Carmen turned back to the stove, humming under her breath. Her hips swayed as she stirred something in a pan, the robe shifting with each movement, the belt loose enough that the fabric gaped slightly at her chest.

		Maya pulled out a chair across from Earl and sat down. He glanced up from his paper, gave her a tired smile.

		"Sleep alright?"

		"Great. That bed is really comfortable."

		"Good." He went back to reading, his rough fingers turning the page carefully.

		Carmen moved around the kitchen with easy confidence. She pulled a pan of cinnamon rolls from the oven, the sweet smell intensifying, then cracked eggs into the skillet where bacon already sizzled. Her heavy breasts swayed under the thin robe, obviously braless, the outline of her large nipples visible through the fabric. Sweat already dotted her upper chest and neck from standing over the hot stove.

		She looked energetic. More than that. She looked satisfied in a way Maya couldn't quite name. Her brown skin glowed, her movements fluid and relaxed. She kept humming that same tune, some old song Maya didn't recognize, her voice light and happy.

		Earl folded his newspaper, set it aside.

		"Tom's coming by this morning," he said to Carmen. "Bringing the feed order. Should be here around eight."

		"I'll make sure the barn doors are open for him," Carmen replied without turning around.

		"I'll show him where to stack it. Won't take long."

		Carmen plated the food. Scrambled eggs fluffy and yellow, crispy bacon, two cinnamon rolls dripping with icing. She set a plate in front of Earl first, then Maya, then herself. The table filled with the smell of breakfast, rich and warm.

		"Eat up," Carmen said, settling into her chair. The robe gaped more as she leaned forward, the deep valley between her huge breasts visible, the soft brown flesh damp with perspiration.

		Maya picked up her fork. The eggs melted on her tongue, perfectly seasoned. The bacon crunched between her teeth. She reached for a cinnamon roll, pulled off a piece, the icing sticky on her fingers.

		"This is amazing, Aunt Carmen."

		"I'm glad you like it." Carmen's dark eyes sparkled. She ate with obvious enjoyment, licking icing from her thumb, her tongue pink against her brown skin.

		Earl ate quickly, shoveling food into his mouth with the efficiency of a man who had work waiting. He finished in minutes, drained his coffee, stood up.

		"I'll be out checking the morning feeding," he said. "Tom should be here in about twenty minutes."

		"Okay, honey." Carmen didn't look up from her plate.

		Earl grabbed his cap from the hook by the door, settled it on his gray head, and walked out. The screen door slapped shut behind him, leaving just the two women in the kitchen.

		Carmen leaned back in her chair, stretched her arms overhead. The robe pulled tight across her voluptuous body, the belt straining. Her thick thighs spread slightly under the table, relaxed and open.

		"What do you want me to do today?" Maya asked.

		"Nothing too hard. Just help me around the house. Chickens need fresh water. Eggs need collecting. Garden could use some weeding." Carmen's voice was easy, unhurried. "We'll ease you into farm life. No need to throw you into the deep end right away."

		"I don't mind working."

		"I know, mija. But we have all summer. Plenty of time for hard labor." Carmen grinned. "Today you just help me with the easy stuff."

		They finished breakfast in comfortable silence. Maya helped clear the plates, scraping leftovers into the compost bin under the sink. Carmen refilled her coffee mug, added cream and sugar, stirred slowly.

		"I'm going to get dressed," Carmen said. "Why don't you go ahead and take that water out to the chickens? Big blue bucket by the back door. Fill it from the hose, carry it out to their coops. They have automatic waterers but I like to top them off in the mornings when it's going to be hot."

		"Okay."

		Carmen disappeared upstairs, her bare feet light on the steps. Maya found the bucket, carried it outside to the hose coiled near the porch. The morning air still held some coolness but the sun was already climbing, promising another scorching day. She filled the bucket, the water cold against her hand when she tested it, then hefted it by the handle.

		The chicken coops sat beyond the vegetable garden. Fifty hens scratching and clucking, moving around their enclosed run in restless patterns. Maya unlatched the gate, stepped inside, carried the bucket to the waterers. The hens crowded around her legs, pecking at her bare feet, curious and bold.

		She topped off the waterers, watched the chickens drink eagerly, their small heads bobbing. Their feathers gleamed in the morning light, brown and white and speckled.

		A truck engine rumbled in the distance, growing louder. Tom arriving with the feed delivery.

		Maya finished with the water, latched the gate behind her, carried the empty bucket back toward the house. The delivery truck came into view, a white pickup with "Miller's Feed & Supply" painted on the side. It pulled up near the main barn, gravel crunching under the tires.

		Earl appeared from the barn, waved the truck over.

		Carmen came out the back door just as Maya reached the porch. She'd changed into a simple floral sundress, loose and flowing, the fabric thin and soft. The dress had a low neckline that showed the swell of her enormous breasts, the hem stopping just above her knees. Her hair was still wild but pulled back with a clip. Her feet were bare, her toenails painted bright red.

		She looked fresh and beautiful and ripe, her curves on full display in that easy dress.

		"I'm going to open the barn for Tom," Carmen said, already walking across the yard. Her wide hips swayed with each step, her thick thighs moving under the dress, her huge ass bouncing slightly.

		Maya set the bucket down and watched Earl and Tom shake hands near the truck.

		Tom climbed out of the truck, a man in his mid-forties with a weathered face and thick forearms. He wore jeans and a faded work shirt with the feed store logo on the pocket. His boots kicked up dust as he walked around to the truck bed and lowered the tailgate.

		Earl gestured toward the barn entrance where Carmen was pushing the wide double doors open.

		"Stack them inside near the back wall," Earl said. "Same spot as always."

		"You got it."

		Tom grabbed the first fifty-pound feed bag, hefted it onto his shoulder with practiced ease. Earl took another bag, and both men headed toward the barn. Carmen held one of the doors open for them, smiling as they passed.

		Maya stood on the porch watching. The morning sun climbed higher, heat building in the still air. She should go inside, find something useful to do, but movement felt like too much effort in the growing warmth.

		Earl and Tom made several trips back and forth, their bodies moving in steady rhythm. Carmen disappeared inside the barn after them. Minutes passed. The truck bed slowly emptied, bag by bag.

		Earl emerged first, wiping sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand. He called out toward Maya.

		"I'm heading to the far pasture to check the cattle. Be back in an hour or so."

		"Okay," Maya called back.

		Earl walked past the house toward the distant fields, his stride purposeful despite the heat. His figure grew smaller as he crossed the property, finally disappearing behind a line of trees.

		Tom came out of the barn, grabbed another bag. Carmen was still inside somewhere. Maya heard the faint sound of her aunt's voice, muffled words she couldn't make out, then Tom's lower response.

		Maya went inside the house. The kitchen was cooler, shaded from the direct sun. She washed the breakfast dishes that had been left in the sink, dried them, put them away. Wiped down the counters. Straightened the dish towels hanging from the oven handle.

		Through the kitchen window she could see Tom making his final trips. Four bags left in the truck bed. Then three. Then two. He moved efficiently, his body accustomed to the physical labor.

		The last bag disappeared into the barn.

		Maya wandered into the living room, straightened the throw pillows on the couch, picked up a magazine from the coffee table and flipped through it without really looking at the pages. Farm and ranch news, advertisements for equipment, articles about livestock care.

		She set the magazine down, moved to the front window. The yard was empty, the truck still parked near the barn. Tom hadn't come back out yet. Neither had Carmen.

		How long did it take to stack feed bags?

		Maya chewed her bottom lip, restless energy making her fingers tap against her thigh. She should go collect the eggs like Carmen had mentioned. That was a useful task. Simple enough.

		She headed out the back door, the screen slamming behind her. The chicken coops were off to the right, but the barn sat directly ahead, its red walls stark against the blue sky.

		Her feet carried her toward it without conscious decision. Just checking if they needed help. Being useful. Nothing wrong with that.

		The main doors stood open wide, the interior dim after the bright sunlight. Maya's eyes adjusted slowly as she approached. She could make out the rows of horse stalls, the shape of equipment hanging on the far wall, but no movement.

		No voices either. The barn was silent except for the soft shuffling of horses in their stalls, the swish of tails.

		Maya stopped at the entrance, one hand resting on the weathered wood of the doorframe. The smell of hay and leather and animals drifted out, familiar and earthy.

		"Aunt Carmen?" Her voice came out quieter than intended.

		No answer.

		Maybe they'd gone out the side door. Maybe they were done and she'd just missed them. Tom's truck was still here though. He hadn't left yet.

		Maya stepped inside, her bare feet silent on the packed dirt floor. The temperature dropped several degrees in the shade, cooler and dimmer. She moved deeper into the barn, past the first row of stalls where a chestnut mare watched her with dark eyes.

		A sound stopped her.

		Faint but distinct. Coming from somewhere toward the back of the barn where the equipment shed connected to the main structure.

		Maya held her breath, listening harder.

		There it was again. A soft thump. Then another. Rhythmic. Steady.

		She took another step forward, her pulse picking up speed. The thumping continued, growing slightly louder as she moved closer. Wood creaking. The shuffle of movement.

		Then a sound that made her freeze completely.

		A moan. Female. Low and breathless.

		Maya's heart slammed against her ribs. Her skin flushed hot despite the cool air.

		That couldn't be what it sounded like. There had to be another explanation. Someone hurt maybe. Carmen could have tripped, could be in pain.

		But the moan came again, and this time there was no mistaking the tone. Not pain. Not distress.

		Pleasure.

		The thumping picked up pace. Faster. Harder. The creak of wood protesting rhythmic impact. And underneath it all, that female voice, gasping and moaning in time with the sounds.

		Maya's feet were rooted to the ground. Her breathing came shallow and quick. Her pussy throbbed, sudden wetness soaking into her underwear. The feeling shocked her, unwanted and immediate.

		She should leave. Turn around and walk out. This was wrong. This was private. This was none of her business.

		But her body wouldn't move.

		The sounds continued. A male grunt joined the female moaning now, deep and rough. The thumping grew more urgent, faster, the rhythm building toward something.

		Maya's hands trembled. Her nipples hardened against her tank top. More wetness gathered between her legs, her cunt aching with need she didn't understand.

		She took a step backward, then another. Her foot caught on something, a piece of straw or uneven ground. She stumbled, caught herself on a stall door.

		The door rattled.

		The sounds from the back of the barn stopped instantly.

		Silence crashed over the space, heavy and thick.

		Maya's lungs refused to work. She stood frozen, one hand still gripping the stall door, waiting for something, anything.

		Seconds stretched. Her pulse thundered in her ears.

		Then the thumping started again. Slower this time. More deliberate. The female voice was quieter now, muffled like a hand covered her mouth or her face was pressed into something.

		Maya forced her feet to move. She backed toward the entrance, her eyes on the dim interior, her body screaming at her to run.

		She made it outside into the blinding sunlight. Stood there gasping, her chest heaving, her skin flushed and sweating.

		What the hell had she almost walked in on?

		But she knew. Deep down, she knew exactly what those sounds meant.

		Maya's legs felt weak. She walked away from the barn entrance on unsteady feet, her heart still pounding against her ribs. The sunlight felt too bright, the heat oppressive where moments ago it had been pleasant.

		She needed distance. Needed to think. Needed to process what she'd just heard.

		Her feet carried her toward the chicken coops without conscious direction. The hens clucked and scratched at the dirt, oblivious to the chaos in her head. Maya leaned against the fence post, her hands gripping the rough wood.

		Those sounds. That rhythmic thumping. The female moaning.

		It couldn't have been Carmen. It couldn't.

		But who else was there? Tom was the only other person on the property. Earl had left for the far pasture. The barn had been empty except for Tom and Carmen.

		Maya's stomach twisted. Her pussy still throbbed with arousal, wetness soaking her underwear, making her shorts cling to her skin. The feeling made guilt crash over her in waves. Uncle Earl was out working, trusting and oblivious, and if what she'd heard was real, then Carmen was...

		No. There had to be another explanation.

		But her body knew better. Her cunt ached with need she didn't want to feel. What kind of person got turned on by accidentally overhearing sex? What kind of person got wet listening to her aunt cheat on her uncle?

		If that's what it was. If she wasn't imagining things.

		Maya closed her eyes, tried to steady her breathing. Carmen had seemed so happy this morning. So energetic and satisfied at breakfast. And Uncle Earl had been sitting right there, drinking his coffee, completely unaware.

		God, was this really happening? Was her fun, vibrant aunt really sneaking around with the delivery driver?

		The thought should have disgusted her. Should have made her angry on Uncle Earl's behalf. He was kind and hardworking and he trusted Carmen completely.

		But underneath the shock and guilt, that throbbing heat between her legs wouldn't go away. Her nipples stayed hard. Her breathing stayed quick.

		What was wrong with her?

		Minutes crawled by. The chickens pecked at the ground around her feet. A rooster crowed from somewhere across the yard. The sun climbed higher, hotter.

		Maya opened her eyes, pushed off the fence post. She should collect the eggs. Do the task Carmen had asked her to do. Act normal. Pretend nothing happened.

		She unlatched the gate, stepped into the chicken run. The nesting boxes lined the back wall of the coop, wooden boxes filled with straw. She'd done this as a kid during summer visits, remembered the feel of warm eggs in her palm.

		Her hands moved automatically, reaching into each box, pulling out the eggs. Brown and white shells, still warm from the hens' bodies. She collected them in a wire basket hanging near the door. Six eggs. Seven. Eight.

		Her mind kept drifting back to those sounds. The female voice gasping in pleasure. The male grunt. The increasing rhythm.

		Were they still going? Had they finished? Was Carmen still in there with Tom?

		And what was Maya supposed to do with this information? Tell Uncle Earl? Pretend she hadn't heard anything? Confront Carmen?

		Maya's fingers trembled as she reached for another egg. She nearly dropped it, caught it at the last second.

		Focus. Just collect the eggs. Don't think about it.

		But her cunt throbbed again, reminding her of her body's betrayal. She was wet, aroused, her nipples hard against her tank top. All from sounds she shouldn't have heard. All from what might be her aunt destroying her marriage.

		She finished with the nesting boxes, latched the gate behind her. The basket of eggs sat heavy in her hands. She walked toward the house slowly, her eyes drawn to the barn despite herself.

		The main doors were still open. Tom's truck still sat in the gravel nearby. No movement. No sounds carrying across the yard now.

		How long had she been at the chicken coops? Five minutes? Ten?

		Long enough for them to finish, probably.

		Maya's face burned. She imagined Carmen in there with Tom, imagined what they'd been doing. Her mind supplied images she didn't want. Carmen bent over something, her sundress hiked up. Tom behind her, his hands on her wide hips, his cock inside her. While Uncle Earl worked in the hot sun checking cattle, trusting his wife completely.

		Stop. Stop thinking about it.

		Maya climbed the porch steps, pushed through the screen door into the kitchen. The house was quiet and cool. She set the basket of eggs on the counter, ran cold water over her hands at the sink.

		Through the window above the sink she had a clear view of the barn. She told herself not to look. Told herself to turn away and start putting the eggs in the refrigerator.

		But her eyes stayed fixed on that open barn entrance.

		Movement caught her attention.

		The side door of the barn opened. The one that led from the equipment shed.

		Carmen stepped out into the sunlight.

		Maya's breath caught in her throat.

		Carmen's sundress was wrinkled, the fabric clinging to her sweaty body in places. Her hair had come loose from its clip, wild and messy around her shoulders. Her face was flushed deep red, her brown skin glistening with sweat that ran down her neck and disappeared into the valley between her enormous breasts.

		She straightened her dress, tugging at the neckline. The movement made her huge tits shift and settle wrong, like they'd been pulled free and shoved back into place hastily. The fabric bunched oddly across her chest.

		Carmen ran her hands down her sides, smoothing the sundress over her wide hips and thick thighs. She looked satisfied. Relaxed. Her full lips curved in a small smile as she turned her face up to the sun for a moment.

		Tom emerged from the same door seconds later.

		He looked normal. Composed. His work shirt was untucked but otherwise he appeared exactly as he had when he'd arrived. He said something to Carmen, too quiet for Maya to hear from inside the house. Carmen laughed, the sound bright and easy.

		Tom walked to his truck, climbed into the driver's seat. The engine started with a rumble.

		Carmen waved as he drove past her, her smile wide and friendly. Tom lifted his hand in response, then the truck rolled down the driveway, gravel crunching under the tires.

		Maya stood frozen at the kitchen sink, her hands still dripping water, her eyes locked on her aunt.

		So it was real. Carmen had just fucked Tom in the barn while her husband worked in the pasture.

		The reality of it hit Maya like a fist. Her fun, warm aunt was a cheater. Uncle Earl had no idea. And Maya had just stood there listening, getting wet from the sounds.

		Carmen stretched her arms overhead, her back arching, her heavy breasts pushing against the thin fabric of her sundress. Then she started walking toward the house, her bare feet moving across the yard, her hips swaying with each step.

		Maya's heart hammered. She spun away from the window, grabbed a dish towel, dried her hands frantically. She needed to look busy. Needed to look like she hadn't been watching. Needed to act normal.

		The screen door opened.

		Carmen's voice floated into the kitchen, light and cheerful.

		"Did you get the eggs, mija?"

		Maya turned from the sink, her face hot, her pulse still racing.

		"Yeah. Got eight."

		Carmen walked across the kitchen, her bare feet padding on the tile floor. Up close the signs were even more obvious. Sweat beaded on her upper chest, droplets sliding between her massive breasts. Her dress clung to her damp skin at the small of her back. Strands of dark hair stuck to her flushed neck and temples.

		Her huge tits sat wrong in the dress, one breast slightly higher than the other like they'd been handled and shoved back into the fabric without care. The outline of her bra showed through the thin sundress, the cups twisted, the straps visible at odd angles under the shoulder seams.

		Carmen smelled like sweat and sex and something else Maya couldn't name. Musk. The scent of a body that had just been fucked.

		"Perfect," Carmen said, picking up the wire basket and peering at the eggs. "These look good. Nice and clean."

		Her voice was steady. Normal. Like she hadn't just been in the barn with Tom's cock inside her.

		Maya swallowed hard, tried to keep her expression neutral.

		"Tom get all the feed unloaded?"

		The question came out before Maya could stop it. Her voice sounded too high, too tight.

		Carmen glanced up from the basket, her dark eyes meeting Maya's for a brief second. Something flickered in her expression. Amusement maybe. Or knowing.

		"Yeah, he got it done. Good man, that Tom. Always reliable." Carmen set the basket down, moved to the refrigerator, started transferring eggs to the carton inside. "Earl should be back soon. I'm thinking sandwiches for lunch. Something light in this heat."

		She kept talking, kept moving, her body relaxed and comfortable in the kitchen. Her wide hips swayed as she walked back and forth. Her thick thighs rubbed together slightly with each step, the hem of her sundress bouncing.

		Maya stood frozen, not sure what to do with her hands. Not sure where to look. Not sure if Carmen knew she'd been near the barn.

		"You okay, mija?" Carmen asked, closing the refrigerator door. "You look a little flushed."

		"I'm fine. Just hot."

		"Drink some water. It's only going to get hotter as the day goes on." Carmen grabbed a glass from the cabinet, filled it at the sink, handed it to Maya. "Here."

		Maya took the glass, their fingers brushing. Carmen's skin was warm and slightly damp. Maya drank, the cold water sliding down her throat, doing nothing to cool the heat burning through her body.

		Carmen leaned against the counter, her arms crossed under her enormous breasts, pushing them up higher. The twisted bra cup situation became even more obvious from this angle.

		"What did you think of the farm so far?" Carmen asked. "Different from the city, huh?"

		"Yeah. It's quiet."

		"Quiet and busy at the same time." Carmen smiled, her full lips curving. "Always something happening around here. Someone stopping by. Work to be done. Never a dull moment."

		The words felt loaded. Deliberate.

		Maya set the empty glass down on the counter, her hand shaking slightly.

		"I should probably shower," Carmen said, pushing off the counter. "Get cleaned up before Earl gets back. I'm a mess from being out in the barn."

		She walked past Maya toward the stairs, her body radiating heat and that musky scent. At the doorway she paused, glanced back over her shoulder.

		"You can relax for a bit, mija. You've done enough this morning. Lunch won't be for another hour."

		Then she disappeared up the stairs, her footsteps fading down the hallway. A door closed. Water started running through the pipes in the walls.

		Maya stood alone in the kitchen, her legs trembling, her cunt still wet and throbbing. She pressed her palms flat against the cool counter, tried to steady her breathing.

		Carmen had just fucked Tom in the barn. Then walked into this kitchen and acted like nothing had happened. Talked about lunch and the heat and farm life while sweat from another man still clung to her skin.

		And Uncle Earl had no idea.

		Maya's mind spun. Should she tell him? Should she confront Carmen? Should she pretend she didn't know?

		But underneath all those questions, underneath the shock and guilt and confusion, her body kept betraying her. Her nipples stayed hard. Her pussy stayed wet. The memory of those sounds kept replaying in her head.

		The rhythmic thumping. Carmen's moans. Tom's grunts.

		Maya squeezed her eyes shut, tried to push it away.

		The shower ran upstairs. Carmen singing softly, her voice carrying down through the floorboards.

		Maya needed to get out of this kitchen. Needed space to think. She walked through the living room, climbed the stairs to her bedroom, closed the door behind her.

		Her room felt too small suddenly. The yellow walls too bright. She sat on the edge of her bed, her hands gripping the mattress.

		What the hell was she supposed to do with this?

		Uncle Earl's weathered face flashed in her mind. His tired smile. The way he'd carried her bags yesterday without complaint. The way he'd shown her around the property with quiet pride.

		He deserved better than this.

		But Carmen's satisfied smile filled her thoughts too. The way she'd looked stepping out of that barn, flushed and happy and relaxed. The ease in her movements. The confidence.

		Maya lay back on the bed, stared at the ceiling. Her shorts were still damp between her legs. Her cunt ached with need that wouldn't go away.

		She shouldn't be turned on by this. Shouldn't be wet from hearing her aunt cheat.

		But her hand slid down her stomach anyway. Slipped under the waistband of her shorts. Found the soaked fabric of her underwear.

		Just to relieve the pressure. Just to make it stop throbbing.

		Her fingers pressed against her clit through the wet cotton. Pleasure shot through her body, sharp and immediate.

		She thought about the sounds. The female moaning. The rhythmic thumping.

		Her fingers moved faster, rubbing circles against her swollen clit. Her hips lifted off the bed slightly, chasing the sensation.

		Carmen bent over in the barn. Tom behind her. His hands gripping her wide hips. His cock sliding in and out while Carmen moaned and gasped.

		Maya's other hand grabbed her breast through her tank top, squeezed hard. Her breathing came in quick pants.

		She was going to come. Fast and hard and wrong.

		Her fingers rubbed frantically against her clit. The pressure built low in her belly, tightening, coiling.

		Carmen's face flushed with pleasure. Her huge tits bouncing. Tom grunting as he fucked her harder.

		Maya bit her lip to keep from making noise. Her thighs clamped around her hand. Her body tensed.

		The orgasm hit her like a wave. Her cunt clenched, pulsing against her fingers. Pleasure crashed through her in rhythmic spasms that left her gasping.

		She lay there afterward, her hand still between her legs, her chest heaving. Sweat cooled on her skin.

		Shame flooded in immediately. Hot and thick and suffocating.

		She'd just masturbated thinking about her aunt cheating on her uncle.

		What the fuck was wrong with her?

		

	
		Confirmation

		

		Three days crawled by since the Tom incident. Three days of Maya lying awake at night replaying those sounds in her head, her hand between her legs, guilt and arousal twisting together until she couldn't separate them anymore. Three days of watching Carmen at breakfast, searching her aunt's face for signs of what Maya thought she'd heard, finding nothing but warmth and domestic contentment.

		'I imagined it,' Maya told herself for the hundredth time, standing at the kitchen sink scrubbing plates from breakfast. 'Had to have imagined it.'

		But her cunt throbbed every time she remembered those muffled moans, that rhythmic thumping. Her body knew the truth even as her mind fought against it.

		Carmen hummed at the stove, flipping bacon in the cast iron skillet. She wore cutoff jean shorts today, frayed at the edges, hugging her massive ass and thick thighs. A loose tank top hung from her shoulders, no bra underneath, her heavy breasts swaying with each movement. Her dark hair was pulled back in a messy ponytail, strands escaping around her flushed face.

		The sound of tires on gravel cut through the morning quiet. All three of them looked toward the window.

		A white pickup truck rolled up the driveway, dust billowing behind it. Not the feed company logo this time. Just a plain work truck with toolboxes mounted in the bed and a ladder strapped to the rack.

		"That'll be Frank," Earl said from his spot at the table. He folded his newspaper, set it aside, drained the last of his coffee. "Came by last week to look at that fence section that's falling apart. Said he'd be back today to fix it."

		Carmen turned from the stove, spatula in hand. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips, a quick motion Maya might have missed if she wasn't watching so carefully. "The back pasture fence?"

		"Yeah. Whole section's rotted through. Needs replacing before the horses get out." Earl stood, his chair scraping against the floor. "I'll show him what needs doing."

		The truck came to a stop near the barn. The driver's door opened and a man climbed out. Tall and broad-shouldered, his dark skin gleaming with sweat already despite the early hour. He wore worn jeans and a gray t-shirt stretched tight across his chest and arms, work boots caked with dried mud. As he turned toward the house, Maya saw his face. Weathered and lined, probably late fifties, maybe sixty. Strong features, close-cropped gray hair, rough hands that gripped a clipboard as he walked toward where Earl was already heading out the back door.

		"Morning, Frank," Earl called out, the screen door slamming behind him.

		"Earl. Good to see you." Frank's voice carried across the yard, deep and gravelly.

		Maya watched through the window as the two men shook hands, Earl gesturing toward the distant pasture, both of them starting to walk that direction. Their voices faded as they moved away from the house.

		Carmen had gone very still at the stove. Her hand rested on the counter, fingers tapping a slow rhythm against the worn Formica. Her breathing had changed, gotten deeper, her chest rising and falling under the thin tank top. Her nipples pressed hard against the fabric.

		"Aunt Carmen?" Maya's voice came out quieter than she intended. "Bacon's burning."

		"Shit!" Carmen jerked back to the present, grabbed the skillet, pulled it off the heat. Smoke rose from the pan where the strips had gone too crisp, edges blackening. "Dammit. I wasn't paying attention."

		She scraped the bacon onto a plate, the burnt smell filling the kitchen. Her hands moved fast, almost frantic, cleaning up, wiping down surfaces that didn't need wiping. Energy poured off her in waves, restless and hungry.

		Maya's pulse kicked up. She recognized that energy now. Had felt it herself in the barn three days ago, wetness flooding her underwear, her body responding to sounds she shouldn't have heard.

		The back door opened. Earl stepped inside, grabbed his truck keys from the hook. "I gotta run to the hardware store in town. Need to get the posts and wire for Frank so he can get started." He looked at Carmen. "You want anything while I'm out?"

		"No, honey. I'm good." Carmen's voice was steady, normal. Her smile bright and easy.

		"Alright. Be back in an hour or so. Town's forty minutes each way." Earl kissed Carmen's cheek, a quick peck, then headed back out. His truck engine rumbled to life moments later, tires crunching gravel as he pulled away.

		The kitchen fell silent except for the ticking of the clock on the wall and Carmen's accelerated breathing. Maya stood frozen at the sink, dish towel clutched in her hands, watching her aunt watch the window. Watching Frank walk back toward his truck, pull out tools, set up near the barn to wait for the supplies Earl was fetching.

		Carmen set the spatula down, her movements deliberate now. "There's weeding that needs doing in the garden. You mind taking care of that this morning, mija?"

		"Sure." Maya's throat felt tight. "I can do that."

		"Good girl." Carmen squeezed her shoulder as she passed, already moving toward the back door in her cutoff shorts and loose tank top, looking exactly like what she was. A farm wife in the middle of her morning routine.

		Maya's hands trembled as she set the dish towel down. Her cunt pulsed, wetness gathering in her underwear already. 'Stop it,' she commanded her body. 'Stop reacting like this.'

		Her body didn't listen.

		She forced herself to move. Walked to the back door, slipped on the old work boots kept on the porch for farm chores. The garden was off to the left, rows of vegetables growing thick and wild in the summer heat. Weeds choked some of the spaces between plants, needing attention.

		She grabbed the small hand trowel from the tool bucket, knelt in the dirt between tomato plants. The sun beat down on her back, already hot despite the early hour. Sweat formed along her hairline, trickled down her neck. She dug at the base of a weed, loosening the soil, pulling it free with its roots intact.

		Frank had moved his truck closer to the barn. He leaned against the tailgate, drinking from a water bottle, his throat working as he swallowed. Waiting for Earl to return with supplies.

		Carmen walked across the yard toward where Frank waited. Her hips swayed with each step, her ass bouncing in those tight cutoff shorts, her thighs rubbing together. Her heavy breasts moved under the thin tank top with each stride, braless and obvious. She called out something Maya couldn't hear. Frank straightened up, set his water bottle down, smiled slow and knowing.

		They talked. Carmen gestured toward the barn, toward the pasture. Normal conversation from a distance. But Maya saw how close Carmen stood, how her hand touched Frank's arm, how her body angled toward his.

		Frank said something. Carmen laughed, the sound carrying across the yard, bright and too loud. Her hand stayed on his arm, fingers pressing into his dark skin.

		Maya's fingers dug into the dirt, forgetting the weed she was supposed to be pulling. Her pulse thundered in her ears. Her nipples hardened against her tank top. Between her legs, wet heat pooled and ached.

		'Go inside,' she told herself. 'Don't watch this. Go inside and pretend you don't see.'

		She stayed kneeling in the dirt, unable to look away.

		Earl's truck disappeared down the driveway, the dust cloud hanging in the still air long after the sound of the engine faded. Maya pulled another weed, dropped it in the pile beside her knee. The sun climbed higher, heat pressing down on her shoulders, soaking through her tank top. Sweat trickled between her breasts, down her spine.

		Carmen and Frank had moved. No longer standing by his truck. Maya's head turned, searching the yard. The barn doors stood open, the interior dark and cool-looking from this distance. Neither of them visible.

		Her hands kept working, pulling weeds on autopilot. Dirt packed under her fingernails, stained her fingers brown. The tomato plants stretched in a long row, their leaves brushing against her arms as she moved down the line. Green tomatoes hung heavy on the vines, not quite ripe yet. She shifted to the next plant, dug at the base of a stubborn thistle.

		The barn stayed quiet. No movement. No sounds carrying across the yard.

		Maya rocked forward, reaching for another weed. Her eyes drifted back to those open barn doors. Still nothing. Just darkness and the vague outline of stalls inside.

		They could be working. Organizing tools. Talking about the fence repair. Normal things. Innocent things.

		She pulled three more weeds in quick succession, tossed them onto the pile. Moved another foot down the row. The garden work was mindless, repetitive. Her body knew what to do without thinking. Loosen soil, grip the weed at its base, pull steady until the roots came free.

		Her mind wouldn't settle though. Kept circling back to where Carmen was, what Carmen might be doing.

		Minutes crawled by. The sun beat down relentless. Sweat soaked through her tank top, made it cling to her skin. Her knees ached from kneeling on the hard ground. She wiped her forehead with the back of her hand, smearing dirt across her skin.

		Still no sign of Carmen or Frank.

		How long had it been since Earl left? Fifteen minutes? Twenty? Long enough that the excuse of them just talking was starting to wear thin.

		Maya's cunt throbbed, wet and aching in her underwear. She pressed her thighs together, trying to ignore the sensation. The movement only made it worse, friction against her swollen pussy lips sending heat flooding through her core.

		'Focus on the weeding,' she commanded herself. 'Just do the work.'

		She grabbed another weed, yanked it hard. The root broke off halfway down, the top half coming free in her hand while the rest stayed buried in the soil. She swore under her breath, had to dig deeper to get the rest out.

		Her eyes went back to the barn. Still nothing.

		The row of tomato plants was only half finished but Maya couldn't make herself care anymore. The weeds blurred together. Her hands moved slower, less sure. Her breathing came faster, shallower.

		Where was Carmen?

		The question wouldn't leave her alone. It gnawed at her mind, pushed everything else aside. She tried to picture her aunt inside the barn, maybe showing Frank where Earl kept spare tools. Or explaining how the horses were organized. Perfectly normal activities.

		But the image of Carmen three days ago flashed through her mind. Carmen emerging from the barn with her dress crooked, her face flushed, her lips swollen. Tom's truck pulling away minutes later.

		Maya's nipples hardened, pressing against her tank top. Between her legs, more wetness soaked through her underwear, making her shorts cling to her pussy. The arousal was immediate and overwhelming, flooding her body whether she wanted it or not.

		She dropped the trowel. Sat back on her heels. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

		She had to know. Had to see for herself. Just to prove that nothing was happening. Just to confirm that her imagination was creating scenarios that didn't exist.

		The excuse formed in her head, ready and waiting. She needed to ask Carmen about lunch. What time should she start preparing it? Perfectly innocent question. Normal niece behavior.

		The lie tasted bitter even as she rehearsed it.

		Maya stood, brushed dirt from her knees. Her legs felt unsteady. The yard stretched before her, the barn growing larger as she started walking toward it. Gravel crunched under her work boots. Each step felt heavy, deliberate.

		'Turn around,' her mind screamed. 'Go back to the garden. Don't do this.'

		Her feet kept moving.

		Chickens scratched in their run to her left, oblivious to the tension knotting Maya's stomach. A horse whinnied from somewhere beyond the barn. The sun beat down merciless, sweat rolling down her temples, her neck, between her shoulder blades.

		The barn entrance loomed ahead. Those open doors revealing nothing but shadows and the vague shapes of stalls and equipment. No voices carried out. No sounds at all except the normal barn noises of animals shifting, tails swishing, hooves on packed dirt.

		Maya's hands clenched into fists at her sides. Her throat felt tight, her mouth dry. Her cunt pulsed with each heartbeat, throbbing and wet and ready for something she refused to name.

		Twenty feet from the entrance. Then fifteen. Then ten.

		She should call out. Announce herself. "Aunt Carmen? You in there?" Give them warning. Give them time to straighten up if anything needed straightening.

		Her mouth stayed closed.

		Five feet from the doors. Close enough now to smell the familiar scent of hay and leather and horse. Close enough to hear... something. Faint. Coming from deeper inside. Not animal sounds.

		Maya stopped walking. Her legs locked, refusing to take another step. Her heart slammed against her ribs so hard it hurt. Blood roared in her ears.

		The sound came again. Clearer this time. A male voice. Low and rough. Not words. Just a grunt of effort or pleasure.

		Then a female gasp. Breathy and urgent.

		Maya's pussy clenched, wetness flooding her underwear. Her nipples ached. Her hands trembled at her sides.

		'Leave,' her mind begged. 'Turn around right now and leave.'

		Her feet moved forward. Into the barn. Into the cool dimness. Into the truth she'd been running from for three days.

		The barn interior stretched before her, dim and cool after the blazing sunlight. Maya's eyes adjusted slowly. Horse stalls lined both sides, most of the animals out in the pasture. Tack hung on the walls, saddles and bridles casting strange shadows. The smell of hay and horse and leather filled her nostrils.

		The sounds were louder now. Coming from the back of the barn where the equipment shed connected to the main structure. Rhythmic. Wet. Punctuated by male grunts and female gasps.

		Maya's feet moved silent on the packed dirt floor. Past the first row of stalls. Past the second. Her heart slammed against her ribs. Each breath came shallow and quick. Between her legs, her cunt throbbed with need she couldn't control.

		The sounds grew clearer. A male voice, rough and strained. "Fuck. Yeah. Just like that."

		A wet slurping noise. Then a female moan, muffled like something filled her mouth.

		Maya reached the corner where the equipment shed angled off from the main barn. The door stood slightly ajar, not closed all the way. A gap of maybe two inches between the door and the frame. Enough to see through if she got close enough.

		Her hand pressed against the rough wood wall. Her legs trembled. Every instinct screamed at her to run, to get out, to unsee what she was about to see.

		She leaned forward. Put her eye to the gap.

		Carmen knelt on the dirt floor of the equipment shed. Her cutoff shorts still on but her tank top pulled up high, bunched under her armpits. Her huge breasts hung free, heavy D-cups swaying with each movement of her head. Dark nipples hard and pointing down. The sight of her voluptuous aunt's tits exposed and dangling made Maya's pussy clench hard.

		Frank stood in front of her, his jeans shoved down to his thighs. His cock jutted out, thick and dark, disappearing between Carmen's lips. His hand gripped her dark ponytail, fingers wrapped tight in her hair, controlling the rhythm. Guiding her head forward and back.

		"Mmm," Carmen moaned around his cock, the sound vibrating and hungry.

		Frank's hips thrust forward, pushing deeper. Carmen's hands gripped his thighs, nails digging into his dark skin through the denim bunched there. Her head bobbed, taking him in, pulling back, taking him in again. Spit gleamed on his shaft when she pulled back far enough for Maya to see. Her breasts swung with the motion, heavy and obscene.

		"That's it," Frank growled. "Your mouth feels so fucking good."

		Maya's pussy clenched, wetness flooding her underwear. Her nipples ached, hard points pressing against her tank top. Heat flooded her face, her chest, her whole body. Shame and arousal twisted together until she couldn't separate them.

		She should leave. Should run. Should never have looked.

		Her eye stayed pressed to the gap. Her body frozen. Watching.

		Carmen took him deeper, her lips stretched wide around his thickness. Her throat worked, swallowing. The wet sounds filled the small space, obscene and raw. When she pulled back, a string of spit connected her lips to his cock head. She licked it away, her pink tongue sliding over his dark skin. Her tits hung heavy, nipples dragging against the fabric of her shorts.

		"Fuck, Carmen." Frank's voice came out strained. His hand tightened in her hair, pulled harder. "You love sucking cock, don't you?"

		"Mmhmm," Carmen moaned in agreement, her mouth already taking him back in. Her voluptuous body shifted, ass swaying as she adjusted her position on her knees. The cutoff shorts rode up, showing more of her thick thighs, the curve of her massive ass.

		Frank's other hand came down to join the first, both gripping her ponytail now. He held her head still and thrust into her mouth. Short, controlled strokes. Carmen's hands braced against his thighs, taking it, her throat opening for him. Her breasts bounced with each thrust.

		"Guh... mmm..." Carmen's sounds were desperate, needy, muffled by the cock filling her mouth.

		Maya's hand moved without permission. Slid down her own stomach toward the waistband of her shorts. Her fingers pressed against the denim, feeling the heat underneath. Her cunt ached so badly she couldn't think straight.

		'Don't touch yourself,' her mind screamed. 'Don't you dare.'

		Her hand stayed pressed against her pussy through her shorts, not moving but not pulling away either. Pressure building between her legs, needing release.

		Frank's thrusts got faster. Rougher. His hips snapped forward, driving deep. Carmen gagged once, the sound wet and choking, but she didn't pull away. Took him deeper instead. Her tits swayed violently now, slapping against each other.

		"Gonna cum," Frank grunted. "You want it? Want me to fill that pretty mouth?"

		Carmen moaned louder, more insistent. Her nails dug harder into his thighs. Yes. Begging without words.

		Frank's whole body tensed. His jaw clenched. His hands held Carmen's head tight against him. "Fuck. Fuck. Take it. Ahh!"

		His hips jerked, grinding forward. Carmen's throat worked, swallowing. Once. Twice. Again. Her eyes closed, her face flushed, taking everything he gave her. Her breasts pressed against his thighs, soft brown flesh against dark denim.

		Maya's legs nearly gave out. She pressed harder against the wall, her hand crushing her pussy through her shorts. Her cunt spasmed, pleasure rolling through her without her even moving her hand. She bit her lip hard to keep from making a sound.

		Frank released Carmen's hair. Stepped back. His cock slipped from her mouth, softening, glistening with spit and cum. Carmen sat back on her heels, wiped the corner of her mouth with her thumb. Licked it clean. Her breasts hung heavy on her chest, nipples still hard.

		"Good girl," Frank said, already pulling his jeans back up. His hands worked his belt buckle, the metal clinking. "Your husband's gonna be back soon."

		"I know." Carmen's voice was rough, satisfied. She stood, pulled her tank top back down over her huge tits. Brushed dirt from her knees. "I hope I'll see you around more often."

		"Oh, you will." Frank grinned, teeth white against his dark skin. "Always something needs fixing around here."

		"Always," Carmen agreed.

		They moved toward the shed door. Maya's heart stopped. She jerked back from the gap, spun around, ran on silent feet back through the barn. Past the stalls, past the tack, out into the blinding sunlight.

		Maya's lungs burned. She didn't remember running from the barn but somehow she was back at the garden, collapsing onto her knees in the dirt beside the half-weeded tomato row. Her hands shook so badly she couldn't grip the trowel. Sweat poured down her face, her neck, soaking through her tank top.

		The image wouldn't leave her mind. Carmen on her knees. Frank's thick cock sliding between her aunt's lips. Those huge tits hanging free and swaying. The sounds of Carmen swallowing his cum.

		Maya's cunt throbbed, soaked and aching. Her underwear was drenched, clinging to her pussy lips. She pressed her thighs together hard, trying to make the need go away. It only made it worse.

		'She did it. Aunt Carmen really did it.'

		The confirmation crashed over Maya in waves. All the denial, all the excuses she'd been making for three days, shattered completely. Her aunt was cheating on Uncle Earl. Sucking Frank's cock while Earl drove to town for supplies. And she'd looked eager doing it. Happy. Satisfied.

		Maya grabbed a weed, yanked it from the soil. Grabbed another. Her hands moved frantically, trying to burn off the energy flooding her system. Trying to focus on anything other than what she'd just witnessed.

		But her pussy wouldn't stop throbbing. Her nipples stayed hard. Her body hummed with arousal she couldn't control.

		The sound of a truck engine made her freeze. Earl's pickup rolling back up the driveway, supplies loaded in the bed. He'd been gone maybe forty-five minutes. Long enough for Carmen to suck Frank off and act like nothing happened.

		Maya forced herself to keep weeding. Head down. Hands busy. Just a niece doing chores like she'd been asked.

		Earl's truck stopped near the barn. Voices carried across the yard. Earl and Frank greeting each other. Carmen's laugh, bright and normal. The three of them talking about fence posts and wire and where the work needed doing.

		Maya couldn't hear the words. Just the tones. Casual. Friendly. Completely ordinary.

		Like Carmen hadn't been on her knees with Frank's cock down her throat twenty minutes ago.

		Maya's stomach twisted. Her hands dug into the dirt, pulling weeds with mechanical precision. One after another. Filling the pile beside her knee. Not looking up. Not letting herself watch them.

		The men's voices faded as they headed toward the back pasture with the supplies. Carmen's footsteps crossed the yard, heading back to the house. The screen door slammed.

		Maya stayed in the garden until her knees ached and the row was finished. Until the sun climbed higher and the heat became unbearable. Until she could breathe without feeling like her chest was going to explode.

		When she finally went inside, Carmen was in the kitchen chopping vegetables for lunch. Her face relaxed and content. Her hair still in its messy ponytail. Her tank top and cutoff shorts exactly as they'd been all morning. No evidence anywhere of what she'd done.

		"How's the weeding going, mija?" Carmen asked without looking up from the cutting board.

		"Good. Almost finished."

		"Perfect. You're such a help."

		Maya poured herself water at the sink, drank it down, refilled the glass. Her hands still trembled slightly. She kept her back to Carmen, afraid her face would give something away.

		Lunch passed in a blur. Sandwiches and fresh vegetables and iced tea. Earl came in from the pasture work, dirty and tired and grateful for the meal. Frank had left to get more supplies from his shop, would be back tomorrow to finish the repairs. Everything normal. Everything fine.

		Dinner came and went the same way. Carmen served chicken and rice, laughing at something Earl said about one of the horses. Her hands moved easy and confident, filling plates, pouring drinks, clearing dishes. Playing the devoted wife.

		Maya pushed food around her plate, forcing herself to eat. Her cunt stayed wet all day, an ache that wouldn't fade. Every time she looked at Carmen, the image flashed. Those huge tits swaying. That mouth stretched around Frank's cock.

		Night finally came. Maya lay in bed in her small room, the window open to let in cool air. Crickets sang outside. The house settled into silence around her.

		Her hand slid under the waistband of her sleep shorts. Found her soaked pussy. Her fingers spread her lips, found her clit, circled it slowly.

		The image came flooding back. Carmen kneeling. Frank's dark hand gripping her ponytail. The wet sounds of her sucking. Her voluptuous body on display, tits hanging heavy.

		"Mmm," Maya moaned softly into her pillow.

		Her fingers moved faster. Rubbing tight circles on her swollen clit. Her other hand pushed up her tank top, found her nipple, pinched hard. Her hips lifted off the bed, grinding against her hand.

		Carmen's throat working. Swallowing. Taking everything Frank gave her. Those sounds. Guh... mmm...

		"Oh fuck," Maya whispered. Her fingers slipped lower, pushed inside her cunt. Two fingers pumping while her thumb worked her clit. Wet sounds filling her quiet room. "Oh god. Oh..."

		Her pussy clenched around her fingers. Pleasure built fast and overwhelming. She bit the pillow to muffle her cries as orgasm crashed through her. Her body arched, thighs clamping around her hand, cunt spasming again and again.

		She came thinking about her aunt's mouth wrapped around Frank's cock. Came imagining those huge tits bouncing. Came from watching Carmen cheat.

		Maya collapsed against the mattress, gasping. Her hand still between her legs. Her body satisfied but her mind spinning.

		She was going to hell for this.

		

	
		Voyeur

		

		Two days crawled by like weeks. Maya woke each morning with her cunt already wet, images of Frank and Carmen burned into her brain. His rough hands gripping her voluptuous aunt's hair. Carmen's heavy tits swaying as she sucked his cock. The wet sounds of her aunt's mouth working him over.

		She couldn't stop thinking about it. The barn. Frank's thick cock disappearing between Carmen's lips. The way her beautiful aunt had looked on her knees, eager and hungry, her full mouth stretched wide.

		Breakfast was torture. Carmen moved around the kitchen in thin sundresses that clung to her massive ass, her thick thighs visible when she bent to pull something from the oven. Her deep cleavage showed every time she leaned over the table to set down plates. Earl sat there eating, completely oblivious, talking about fence repairs and cattle prices while Maya's pussy throbbed and leaked into her underwear.

		'God, what's wrong with me?'

		The memory wouldn't fade. It got worse. Maya's nipples would harden at random moments. Washing dishes and suddenly seeing Carmen's flushed face in her mind. Folding laundry and remembering the sounds. That wet suction. Frank's low grunt when he came.

		Her fingers found her clit every night now. Sometimes twice. She'd lie in bed replaying every detail, her hand moving between her legs, rubbing frantically until she came gasping into her pillow.

		It should have been enough. Should have satisfied the ache.

		It didn't.

		Thursday morning arrived hot and still. Maya fed the chickens, her hands moving automatically, scooping feed into troughs. Her tank top stuck to her skin between her shoulder blades. Sweat trickled down her spine. The sun climbed higher, heat building in waves off the gravel.

		A truck engine rumbled in the distance.

		Maya's head snapped up. Her pulse jumped. Her pussy clenched, sudden wetness soaking her cotton underwear.

		She didn't recognize the reaction at first. Just her body responding, heat flooding her belly, her breath coming faster.

		Bill's white pickup rolled into view, dust billowing behind it. He parked near the house, killed the engine. Climbed out in his usual work clothes, jeans and a faded flannel shirt with the sleeves rolled up.

		Earl appeared from the barn, wiping his hands on a rag. They met in the middle of the yard, shook hands. Their voices carried across the still morning air.

		"Need to borrow the post hole digger," Bill said. "Got a section of fence down on the north property line."

		"No problem. It's in the equipment shed. Help yourself."

		"Appreciate it."

		Earl tucked the rag into his back pocket. "I'm going to grab a shower. Been out since five this morning. Stink like a goat."

		Bill laughed. "Go ahead. I know where everything is."

		Earl headed toward the house, his boots heavy on the porch steps. The screen door slapped shut behind him. Seconds later, the pipes groaned to life upstairs. Water rushing through old metal.

		Maya stood frozen by the chicken coop, the feed bucket hanging loose in her hand. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Her cunt throbbed.

		'Uncle Earl's in the shower. Bill's alone out here.'

		The thought came unbidden. Immediate.

		Carmen stepped out the back door. She wore a floral sundress today, pale pink with tiny white flowers. The thin fabric hugged her voluptuous curves, the neckline low enough to show the deep valley between her huge breasts. Her dark hair hung loose and wild around her shoulders. Her bare feet moved silent across the porch.

		She waved to Bill. Called across the yard.

		"Equipment shed's open. Let me show you where Earl keeps the digger."

		Bill nodded, started walking in that direction. Carmen's thick thighs flexed with each step as she moved down the porch stairs, her massive ass bouncing under the dress, her whole body moving like warm honey.

		'Oh god. Oh god, is she going to—'

		Maya's breath caught. Heat exploded in her belly. Her pussy got wetter, soaking through her underwear, dampness spreading into her shorts.

		The feed bucket slipped from her fingers. It hit the dirt with a dull thump. Chickens scattered around her feet in a flurry of brown and white feathers, squawking their irritation.

		Carmen disappeared around the corner of the equipment shed. Bill followed seconds later. The yard went quiet except for the distant sound of water running through pipes.

		Maya's feet moved. She didn't decide to follow. Her body just carried her forward, pulse racing, skin flushed and burning despite the morning heat still being tolerable.

		She crossed the yard fast, staying wide of the main path, angling toward the side of the equipment shed where the window sat half-covered by an old tarp. Gravel burned hot under her bare soles. Her breathing came quick and shallow.

		'What am I doing? What the hell am I doing?'

		But she kept moving. Couldn't stop. The ache between her legs drove her forward, hungry and demanding. She needed to see. Needed to know if Carmen would really do this. If her gorgeous aunt really fucked any man who showed up when Earl wasn't watching.

		Maya reached the shed wall. Pressed her back against the hot wood. Her hands trembled. Her nipples stood hard against her thin tank top. Wetness leaked down her inner thigh.

		Voices drifted through the open window above her head. Carmen's light laugh. Bill's lower rumble.

		Maya's knees felt weak. She turned, rose up on her toes, peeked through the gap where the tarp had pulled away from the dusty glass.

		Carmen's back faced the window. Her floral sundress was already hiked up around her waist, the pink fabric bunched and wrinkled. Her massive ass filled Maya's vision, round and full and bare. No underwear. Just smooth brown skin and thick flesh that jiggled slightly as Carmen shifted her weight.

		Bill stood in front of her, his jeans open, his cock already hard and jutting out from his fly. His rough hands slid up Carmen's voluptuous thighs, gripping the soft flesh hard enough to leave marks.

		"Quick," Carmen breathed. "Earl's shower won't last long."

		Bill didn't answer. He just lifted her. His weathered hands cupped under her huge ass, hoisting her curvy body up like she weighed nothing. Carmen's legs wrapped around his hips immediately, her thick thighs locking behind his back.

		Maya watched Bill's cock line up with Carmen's pussy. Watched her beautiful aunt reach down between their bodies, guide him to her entrance. Watched Carmen's cunt swallow his thick shaft in one desperate thrust.

		"Nngh!" Carmen's moan was sharp and breathless.

		"Fuck," Bill grunted.

		He didn't ease in. Didn't go slow. He just slammed his cock deep into Carmen's pussy, burying himself to the base, his hips grinding against hers.

		Maya's hand moved without thought. It slid down her flat stomach, fingers shoving past the waistband of her shorts. Her pussy was soaked, juices coating her fingers the second she touched herself.

		Bill pulled back and thrust again. Hard. Carmen bounced against him, her enormous breasts spilling free from the low neckline of her sundress. Her heavy tits swayed with each impact, dark nipples hard and pointing, scraping against Bill's flannel shirt.

		"God yes," Carmen gasped. Her face pressed into Bill's neck, muffling her sounds. "Fuck me, Bill. Fuck me quick."

		"Tight as hell," Bill growled.

		He pounded into her without rhythm or gentleness. Just raw need, his cock driving into Carmen's cunt over and over, his hands gripping her fat ass, spreading her cheeks wide as he lifted and dropped her onto his shaft.

		The wood wall behind them creaked with each impact. Their bodies made wet sounds, slick flesh slapping together. Carmen's pussy was dripping, juices running down Bill's cock, soaking into his jeans where their bodies met.

		"Mmm, yeah, nngh, harder," Carmen whimpered against his shoulder.

		Maya's fingers found her clit. She rubbed frantically, her other hand braced against the hot shed wall. Her breath came in short gasps. Her pussy clenched around nothing, aching to be filled like her aunt's was.

		'Oh god, look at her take it. Look at Aunt Carmen's cunt stretch around his cock.'

		Bill's thrusts got faster. Rougher. He was grunting with each slam, animal sounds rumbling from his chest. Carmen's massive ass rippled every time he drove deep, her thick flesh jiggling, soft and ripe and made for grabbing.

		"Fuck, Carmen," Bill groaned. "Your pussy's so fucking good."

		"Shh, shh, quiet," Carmen gasped, but her legs tightened around him, pulling him deeper.

		Maya could see everything through the dusty glass. The way Carmen's swollen pussy lips gripped Bill's shaft when he pulled out. The glistening wetness coating his cock. The way her aunt's whole voluptuous body shook with each thrust, tits bouncing wildly, nipples dragging against fabric.

		Her clit throbbed under her fingers. Maya rubbed harder, faster, her hand moving in frantic circles. Wetness soaked her palm, dripped into her shorts. Her knees felt weak but she couldn't stop watching.

		Bill slammed deep and held there, his body going rigid. "Gonna cum."

		"Inside," Carmen panted. "Do it inside me."

		"Unngh, fuck, fuck." Bill's hips jerked, grinding against Carmen's cunt as he emptied himself into her pussy.

		Carmen's legs tightened, her thick thighs squeezing his waist. Her beautiful face twisted in pleasure, mouth open, gasping silent as Bill filled her with cum.

		Maya's orgasm hit like lightning. Her pussy clenched hard around her fingers, spasming in waves that made her knees buckle. She bit down on her lip to keep from crying out, tasting blood, her hand still rubbing her swollen clit as pleasure ripped through her body.

		'I'm cumming watching them. Oh god, I'm cumming from watching Aunt Carmen get fucked.'

		Bill lowered Carmen back to her feet. His softening cock slid out of her pussy with a wet sound. Cum dripped immediately from Carmen's used cunt, thick white fluid running down her inner thighs.

		Bill's cock slipped free from Carmen's pussy with a wet sound. Thick white cum leaked immediately from her used cunt, dripping down her brown inner thighs in slow rivulets.

		Carmen's legs unlocked from around Bill's waist. Her feet touched the dirt floor, unsteady for a moment. Her enormous breasts heaved with each breath, still hanging free from her sundress neckline, nipples dark and hard.

		"Jesus," Bill muttered, tucking his softening cock back into his jeans.

		Maya stood frozen at the window, her hand still buried in her shorts, fingers wet and trembling. Her pussy kept clenching, aftershocks of her orgasm rolling through her body. Her knees felt like water.

		'Oh god. Oh god, what did I just do?'

		Inside the shed, Carmen reached down between her thick thighs. Her fingers swiped through the mess, gathering Bill's cum before it could drip onto her dress. She wiped her hand on an old rag hanging from a nail on the wall.

		"You need to go," Carmen said, already yanking her sundress back down. The pink fabric fell over her curvy hips, covering her bare ass and cum-slicked thighs. She tucked her heavy tits back into the neckline, adjusting the thin straps.

		Bill zipped his jeans, fastened his belt. He grinned at her, reached out to squeeze one of her thick thighs through the dress.

		Carmen swatted his hand away, but her smile was quick and warm. She grabbed his flannel shirt, pulled him down for a fast kiss. Her full lips pressed against his, tongue sliding into his mouth for just a second before she pushed him away.

		"Post hole digger's in the back corner. Grab it and get out before Earl finishes his shower."

		Bill moved toward the equipment stacked against the far wall.

		The shower pipes stopped groaning. Water cut off upstairs in the house. Silence dropped over the property like a weight.

		'Oh fuck. Uncle Earl's done.'

		Panic cut through Maya's arousal like ice water. Her fingers jerked out of her soaked pussy. She stumbled backward from the window, her bare feet catching on loose gravel. Her hand left a wet smear on the shed wall where she'd been bracing herself.

		Carmen appeared in the shed doorway, her face flushed but composed, her dark hair only slightly messier than before. She walked back toward the house with easy confidence, her wide hips swaying, her massive ass bouncing under the sundress like nothing had happened.

		Bill emerged seconds later carrying the post hole digger over one shoulder. He headed for his truck, whistling softly.

		Maya pressed her back against the shed wall, hidden in the narrow space between the building and an old tractor. Her heart slammed against her ribs. Her breathing came too fast, too loud. Sweat dripped down her spine.

		Bill's truck engine turned over. Gravel crunched under his tires as he backed out and drove away, dust rising in his wake.

		The screen door on the house slapped open. Earl stepped out onto the porch, his hair wet from the shower, a fresh t-shirt clinging to his damp skin.

		"He get what he needed?" Earl called to Carmen.

		"Yep. All set." Carmen's voice was bright and cheerful, drifting from inside the kitchen.

		Maya waited until Earl disappeared around the side of the barn before she moved. Her legs felt weak, unsteady. She pushed off the shed wall and stumbled across the yard toward the house.

		Her shorts were soaked through at the crotch. Her hand still smelled like her own pussy. Her face burned hot, flushed and sweating.

		'I followed them. I stood there and watched and touched myself while they fucked.'

		The realization hit her halfway across the yard. She'd done it on purpose. Not planned it, not thought it through. But the second Carmen and Bill headed for that shed, Maya's body had moved. Chased them. Needed to see.

		Guilt flickered somewhere distant and weak. Uncle Earl was such a good man. Kind and trusting and working himself to exhaustion while his wife spread her legs for the neighbor.

		But arousal drowned everything else. Her pussy still throbbed, still ached. Her nipples stood hard against her damp tank top. One orgasm hadn't been enough. Wasn't close to enough.

		She made it to the back door, slipped inside before anyone could see her. The kitchen was empty. Carmen must have gone upstairs to change or clean up properly.

		Maya climbed the stairs on shaking legs, her bare feet silent on the old wood. She reached her room and shut the door behind her, leaning against it, her chest heaving.

		Her hand drifted back down to her shorts. Found the wet fabric clinging to her swollen pussy. She pressed her palm against herself, feeling the heat, the ache.

		Maya's door clicked shut behind her. She leaned against it, her chest heaving, her whole body trembling with need that hadn't been satisfied.

		One orgasm wasn't enough. Not even close.

		She peeled off her tank top, dropped it on the floor. Her nipples stood hard and aching, darker than usual, swollen from arousal. Her shorts came next, the denim soaked through at the crotch. She kicked them aside, then hooked her thumbs in her underwear and shoved the wet cotton down her legs.

		The bed creaked when she threw herself onto it. She didn't bother with subtlety or slowness. Her legs spread wide, knees falling open, bare pussy exposed to the empty room.

		Her fingers found her clit immediately. Still swollen, still throbbing. She rubbed hard circles, her other hand squeezing one of her full breasts, pinching the nipple between her fingers.

		'Carmen's tits bouncing. Her huge tits swaying while Bill fucked her.'

		The image filled Maya's mind. Her beautiful aunt's enormous breasts spilling free from that sundress, dark nipples hard and pointing, scraping against Bill's shirt with each thrust.

		Maya's fingers moved faster. She was so wet, juices coating her hand, dripping down between her ass cheeks onto the sheets. Her pussy made obscene sounds, slick and sloppy.

		"Mmm, fuck," she whimpered.

		Her hips lifted off the mattress, grinding against her hand. She shoved two fingers inside herself, her cunt clenching around them immediately. Not as thick as a cock. Not nearly enough. But the stretch felt good, felt right.

		She pumped her fingers in and out, her palm grinding against her clit with each thrust. Her free hand moved from one breast to the other, pinching and pulling her nipples until they burned.

		'Carmen's pussy stretched around Bill's cock. Those thick lips gripping his shaft. Cum dripping out of her used cunt.'

		"Oh god, oh fuck," Maya gasped.

		Her fingers worked faster, harder. She added a third, stretching herself, imagining what it would feel like to have a real cock inside her. Not some fumbling college boy. A man like Bill. Like Frank. Older and rough and knowing exactly how to use her young body.

		The orgasm built slower this time. Deeper. It coiled low in her belly, spreading heat through her thighs, making her toes curl against the sheets.

		Maya pulled her fingers out, brought them to her mouth. Tasted herself. Sweet and musky and filthy. Her tongue licked between her fingers, cleaning off her own juices while her other hand kept working her clit.

		"Auntie's such a good fuck slut," she whispered to the empty room.

		The words sent electricity through her body. Hearing herself say it. Admitting what Carmen was. Admitting what Maya wanted to be.

		Her hand moved back down, three fingers shoving deep into her soaked pussy. She fucked herself hard, the wet sounds loud in the quiet room. Her hips bucked. Her free hand twisted her nipple viciously.

		"Nngh, yes, fuck, yes."

		The orgasm slammed into her. Her back arched off the bed, her cunt clamping down on her fingers, spasming in waves that made her whole body shake. She kept pumping, kept rubbing her clit, dragging it out until she couldn't take anymore.

		Maya collapsed onto the mattress, gasping for air. Her hand fell away from her pussy, fingers glistening and pruned. Her thighs trembled. Sweat covered her light brown skin, making her small body shine in the afternoon light coming through the window.

		Guilt tried to surface. Tried to make her feel sick about what she'd done. About following Carmen and Bill. About getting off twice to watching her aunt cheat.

		It faded almost instantly. Drowned under the hunger already building again in her belly.

		'Why do I need this? Why do I need to see it again?'

		Maya rolled onto her side, her eyes finding the window. The barn sat in the distance, red and weathered. The equipment shed next to it. Uncle Earl's figure moved somewhere near the far paddock, tiny and distant.

		Her pussy clenched, still sensitive, already aching.

		

	
		Discovery

		

		Maya stood at the kitchen window. Earl loaded supplies into the bed of his truck, moving with the slow deliberation of a man whose body ached from decades of labor. The morning sun caught the dust motes swirling around him.

		Forty minutes to town. Thirty minutes in the feed store. Forty minutes back.

		She'd learned to calculate these things. The knowledge sat in her stomach like heat.

		Carmen moved behind her, wiping down the counter where breakfast dishes had been. Her full curves filled out the loose cotton dress she wore, the fabric clinging to her heavy breasts and thick hips with each movement. Nothing about her aunt suggested anticipation. She hummed something low while working, voice easy and content.

		Earl's truck rumbled to life. Gravel crunched under the tires as he pulled away.

		Maya's pulse kicked up. 'Not yet. Might not be anything today.' The thought felt hollow. Her body knew better. Heat already pooled between her legs, that familiar ache she couldn't stop anymore.

		She carried plates to the sink. Scrubbed at bits of egg. Tried to focus on the simple task.

		Carmen dried the dishes Maya washed, their routine domestic and normal.

		Twenty minutes passed. Maya's awareness stretched tight, listening for the sound of an engine, the crunch of tires on the drive.

		Then it came. A truck, heavier than Earl's, rolling up to the house.

		Maya's stomach dropped. She glanced at Carmen.

		Her voluptuous aunt had already moved to the window, one hand pushing back the curtain. Frank's beat-up pickup sat in the drive. He climbed out, weathered and solid, his dark skin gleaming with sweat in the heat.

		Carmen's body language shifted. Shoulders straightened. Her breathing changed, chest rising and falling beneath the thin dress. She licked her lips.

		'She's going to do it. Going to fuck him.'

		"I'll see what he needs," Carmen said. Her voice stayed casual, but color had risen in her cheeks.

		She walked out the back door, hips swaying with each step.

		Maya's hands trembled in the soapy water. Frank's deep voice carried through the open window, something about checking the fence posts he'd repaired last week. Carmen's laugh followed, bright and warm.

		The compulsion hit Maya like hunger. She had to see. Had to watch.

		She dried her hands fast, legs already moving. Slipped out the side door while Frank and Carmen stood talking near his truck. Her aunt's hand rested on Frank's forearm, fingers trailing down the muscle there.

		Maya circled wide toward the barn, staying low and quick. Her pulse hammered in her throat. The grass whispered against her bare legs below her shorts. Sweat prickled along her spine.

		The barn door stood open. She ducked inside, letting her eyes adjust to the dimmer light. Dust hung in the air, golden in the shafts of sun breaking through gaps in the walls. The smell of hay and old wood surrounded her.

		The ladder to the loft waited in the corner. She climbed fast, hands gripping the worn rungs, feet finding purchase on wood smoothed by decades of use. Her athletic body moved with practiced ease now. She'd done this enough times.

		The loft stretched above the main floor, hay bales stacked along one side. She crept to the edge, found the spot where the boards allowed a clear view below. Settled onto her stomach, knees bent, body positioned so she could watch.

		Her clit throbbed against the seam of her shorts. She pressed down, just enough to feel the pressure.

		'God, what am I? What kind of person does this?'

		The answer didn't matter. She couldn't stop.

		Voices approached the barn. Frank's rumble. Carmen's breathless reply. Maya's entire body tensed, heat flooding through her athletic frame, making her slim waist feel too tight, her full breasts heavy against the rough wood.

		The barn door creaked wider.

		She held her breath.

		Footsteps entered below, two sets moving across the floor toward the hay bales directly beneath her hiding spot.

		Frank's hands were already on Carmen before they fully entered the shadowed space. He pulled her against him, mouth crushing down on hers. Carmen's soft moan vibrated through the barn. Her thick body pressed into his lean, muscular frame.

		Maya's breath caught. Heat spiked through her core.

		Frank broke the kiss, spun Carmen around rough and fast. His palm hit the center of her back, pushing her forward over the hay bales stacked waist-high. Carmen's voluptuous body bent at the waist, heavy breasts hanging beneath her, ass pushing back.

		"Fuck, look at you," Frank growled.

		He grabbed the hem of Carmen's dress, yanked it up over her wide hips and massive round ass. No panties underneath. Her pussy already glistened wet in the dim light.

		Maya's hand slid between her own legs. She pressed her palm against the crotch of her shorts, feeling the heat and dampness there.

		Frank didn't waste time. His belt jangled as he opened it. The rasp of his zipper cut through the quiet. He pulled his cock out, thick and dark and already hard.

		"Been thinking about this pussy all week," he said.

		Carmen pushed her ass back farther. "Then quit talking and fuck me."

		He lined up, gripped her wide hips in both hands, and drove into her in one brutal thrust.

		"Unnh!" Carmen's cry bounced off the barn walls.

		Frank started pounding immediately. No warm-up, no gentleness. Just raw fucking, his hips slamming against Carmen's massive ass, making it jiggle with each impact. The sound of flesh hitting flesh echoed up to the loft.

		Maya rubbed herself through her shorts. Her clit throbbed under her fingers. She wanted to push her hand inside but didn't dare move too much yet.

		"Harder," Carmen gasped. "God, yes, harder."

		Frank obliged. His fingers dug into her soft flesh, leaving marks. He fucked her like he owned her, like her body existed for his use. Carmen braced herself against the hay, back arched, taking everything he gave.

		"Dirty fucking slut," Frank grunted. "Taking my cock while your husband's gone."

		"Yes," Carmen moaned. "Yes, fuck, yes."

		Maya's hand worked faster. She bit her lip to keep quiet. Sweat gathered between her breasts, soaked into her tank top. Her athletic thighs trembled.

		Frank grabbed Carmen's dark hair, wrapped it around his fist, yanked her head back. Carmen cried out, pleasure and pain mixing in the sound. He pulled her upright by her hair while still buried inside her, forcing her back against his chest. One hand moved to her throat. The other grabbed her heavy breast, squeezing rough through the thin fabric.

		"Whose pussy is this?" he demanded.

		"Yours," Carmen whimpered. "God, yours, Frank, yours."

		He shoved her back down, released her hair. Both hands gripped her hips again. He changed his angle, driving deeper.

		"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," Carmen chanted. Her fingers clawed at the hay.

		Maya unbuttoned her shorts. Worked her hand inside. Her pussy was soaked, lips swollen and sensitive. She found her clit, started rubbing in tight circles. Pleasure rolled through her stomach, down her thighs.

		Frank pulled out suddenly. Carmen whimpered at the loss. He moved around, cock shining with her wetness.

		"On your back," he ordered.

		Carmen scrambled to obey, her voluptuous body clumsy with arousal. She lay back on the hay, legs spreading wide, knees bent. Her heavy breasts rose and fell with each ragged breath. Her thick thighs quivered.

		Frank moved between them. Grabbed her knees, pushed them wider, opening her completely. He thrust back inside.

		"Ahhh, yes!" Carmen's voice cracked.

		This angle let Maya see everything. Frank's dark cock driving into Carmen's pink pussy. The stretch of her aunt's lips around him. The way Carmen's belly and breasts shook with each thrust. Frank's muscular ass flexing as he worked.

		Maya's fingers moved faster. She watched Frank's cock disappear and reappear, slick and thick. Watched Carmen's face contort with pleasure. Her own pussy clenched around nothing, empty and aching.

		"Gonna come," Carmen gasped. "God, Frank, gonna come."

		"Do it," Frank growled. "Come on my cock, you filthy bitch."

		Carmen's back arched off the hay. Her mouth opened in a silent scream. Her body went rigid, then started shaking. The orgasm tore through her, visible in every trembling muscle.

		Maya rubbed harder, faster. Her own climax built sharp and bright in her core. She needed to see more. Needed a better angle.

		She shifted forward. Moved her knee to get closer to the edge where she could see Frank's cock driving into her aunt's pussy.

		The board beneath her knee creaked.

		Loud.

		The sound cut through the barn like a gunshot.

		Frank's head snapped up.

		His eyes scanned the loft, narrowed, searching the shadows.

		Maya froze. Her hand still buried in her shorts, fingers wet against her clit. Her breath stopped in her chest.

		His gaze swept across the darkness above. Paused. Locked on her.

		Their eyes met.

		'Oh god. Oh god, he sees me.'

		Frank's cock was still buried in Carmen. He didn't pull out. Didn't stop. His hips kept moving, slow now, deliberate thrusts while he stared up at Maya's hiding spot.

		Then he grinned.

		The expression was feral. Knowing. Predatory.

		Maya's heart slammed against her ribs. She should move, should run, but her body wouldn't respond. She lay there paralyzed, hand still between her legs, exposed and caught.

		Frank's grin widened. He looked down at Carmen beneath him, then back up at Maya.

		And started fucking harder.

		"Unnh, yes!" Carmen cried out, her voluptuous body jerking with each thrust.

		But Frank wasn't watching Carmen anymore. His eyes stayed fixed on Maya. Every brutal thrust was for her. Every grunt deliberate. He showed her exactly what he was doing to her aunt's pussy, showed her the power in his body, the control.

		Maya's fingers started moving again without conscious thought. She rubbed her clit while he watched, unable to stop, shame and arousal tangled so tight she couldn't separate them.

		"Fuck, you're so deep," Carmen moaned.

		Frank grabbed Carmen's thick thighs, pushed them back toward her chest, opening her wider. The new angle made Carmen scream. But his eyes never left the loft. Never left Maya.

		He was performing now. Showing off. His muscular body moved with brutal efficiency, each thrust driving Carmen closer to another orgasm while he stared at the eighteen-year-old girl watching from above.

		Maya's pussy clenched around her fingers. Wrong, this was so wrong, but her body didn't care. Pleasure built hot and sharp in her core.

		"Harder, god, harder!" Carmen begged.

		Frank obliged. His hips pistoned faster. Sweat gleamed on his dark skin. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the barn, wet and obscene.

		Carmen's hands clawed at his arms, his back. Her heavy breasts bounced with each impact. She was close, teetering on the edge.

		Frank's jaw tightened. His rhythm changed, became more erratic. He was going to come.

		Still watching Maya.

		"Fuck, fuck, gonna fill you up," he grunted.

		"Yes, do it!" Carmen screamed.

		Frank's body went rigid. His face contorted. He drove deep one final time and held there, buried completely in Carmen's pussy. His cock pulsed inside her, pumping her full.

		And his eyes burned into Maya's the entire time.

		She saw everything. The pleasure twisting his features. The power in his expression. The message written clear across his face: 'I know what you are. I know what you need.'

		Carmen came again, her body arching and shaking beneath him. She sobbed his name, lost completely in sensation.

		Maya's fingers rubbed frantically. Her orgasm hit sudden and sharp. She bit down on her other hand to keep from crying out. Pleasure ripped through her slim body, making her thighs shake, her pussy spasm. She came watching Frank fill her aunt with cum, came with his eyes locked on hers.

		The climax left her dizzy and weak. Reality crashed back.

		'He knows. He saw me. He knows.'

		Panic flooded through her. Frank was pulling out of Carmen now, his cock slipping free wet and softening. Carmen lay sprawled in the hay, breathing hard, her thick thighs still spread, cum leaking from her used pussy.

		If Carmen looked up now. If she saw Maya in the loft.

		'Get out. Have to get out.'

		Frank stepped back, tucked himself away. His eyes flicked to the loft one more time. That grin returned.

		Carmen sat up slowly, reaching for her dress. "God, I needed that."

		"Yeah," Frank said, voice rough. "I could tell."

		Maya pulled her hand from her shorts. Scrambled backward from the edge. Her movements felt loud and clumsy. The wood beneath her creaked with each shift.

		"You heading back up to check the fence?" Carmen asked below.

		"In a minute."

		Maya's pulse hammered. She needed to get down the ladder, needed to get out, but they were right there. If she moved now they'd hear her for sure.

		Carmen stood, smoothing her dress down over her wide hips. "I should clean up before Earl gets back."

		"He won't be back for a while yet."

		"Still. Can't be too careful."

		Carmen walked toward the barn door, steps lazy and satisfied. Frank watched her go.

		The moment she disappeared through the opening, Maya moved. She crawled toward the ladder fast, trying to stay quiet. Her hands shook. Her legs felt weak.

		She reached the edge of the loft. Swung her leg onto the first rung.

		Footsteps crossed the barn floor below.

		She looked down.

		Frank stood at the base of the ladder.

		Maya's foot hung suspended above the next rung. Her breath stopped.

		Frank stood directly below, one hand resting on the ladder frame. His head tilted back, eyes traveling up her body. He took his time. Started at her sneakers, moved up her toned calves and strong thighs, lingered on the damp shorts clinging to her round ass, continued up her slim waist and the tank top stuck to her back with sweat.

		When his gaze reached her face, that same predatory grin spread across his features.

		"Go on," he said. "Come down."

		Maya's arms trembled. She couldn't move up or down. Trapped.

		Carmen's voice drifted from outside, calling something about needing to get the laundry off the line.

		Frank's expression didn't change. He stepped back from the ladder, giving her space.

		Maya climbed down. Her legs shook so badly she nearly missed a rung. Her feet hit the barn floor and she immediately tried to move past him toward the side exit.

		He sidestepped, blocking her path.

		She stopped short, nearly running into his chest. Her pulse hammered so loud she could hear it in her ears.

		Frank looked down at her. He was taller, broader, his weathered body radiating heat and the smell of sweat and sex. He'd just fucked her aunt. His cock had been inside Carmen minutes ago. The knowledge made Maya's stomach flip.

		She opened her mouth. Words tried to form. Excuses, explanations, anything.

		Nothing came out.

		His eyes moved over her face. Reading her. The flush in her cheeks. Her dilated pupils. Her rapid breathing. Her lips parted and swollen from biting down during her orgasm.

		He looked at her hands. Saw the one still damp from being inside her shorts.

		The corner of his mouth twitched.

		"I was just..." Maya's voice cracked. "I didn't mean to..."

		The lies died in her throat. His expression told her he knew exactly what she'd been doing up there. Knew she'd been watching. Knew she'd been touching herself. Known she'd come while he stared at her.

		Heat flooded her face. Shame burned through her chest, but beneath it that other feeling pulsed hot and insistent between her legs. Her pussy still throbbed from her climax, still ached for more.

		Frank stepped closer. Invaded her space completely. She had to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact.

		He didn't speak. Just looked at her with that knowing expression, like he could see straight through her skin into the darkest parts of her mind. See the hunger there. The need.

		Maya's back hit the barn wall. She hadn't realized she was retreating.

		Frank followed. Closed the distance until his body was inches from hers. The heat of him pressed against her like a physical force. She could smell Carmen's pussy on him, the musk of sex clinging to his clothes.

		Her breath came in short, shallow gasps. Her nipples hardened beneath her tank top, visible through the thin fabric. Traitor body showing him everything.

		His gaze dropped to her breasts, lingered there, then moved lower. Stopped at the open button on her shorts. The zipper still pulled down from when she'd shoved her hand inside.

		Slowly, deliberately, his eyes traveled back up to her face.

		Maya's legs trembled. Wetness soaked through her panties. Wrong, this was wrong, but her body screamed for him to touch her.

		Frank raised one hand. Maya flinched, but he didn't grab her. His rough fingers touched her cheek, just one gentle stroke down the flushed skin. The contact burned.

		His thumb brushed the corner of her mouth.

		Then he stepped back.

		Looked her over one more time, slow and thorough. His expression said everything words couldn't. He saw her guilt. Her arousal. Her shame. Her desperate, aching need.

		He saw what she was becoming.

		And he approved.

		Frank turned and walked away. His boots thudded against the barn floor. He paused at the door, glanced back over his shoulder. Their eyes met one final time.

		The message was clear: 'I know, little girl. I know what you want. What you need. And when I'm ready, I'll give it to you.'

		Then he was gone.

		Maya stood frozen against the wall. Her legs shook so badly she thought they might give out. The barn felt too hot, the air too thick.

		She looked down at her body. Saw her hard nipples pressing against her tank top. Her shorts still unbuttoned. Her thighs pressed together trying to ease the ache between them.

		His fingerprint burned on her cheek where he'd touched her.

		She was dripping. Soaked and desperate and terrified.

		Everything had changed.

		

	
		Pressure

		

		Maya's shoulders ached. The pitchfork felt heavy in her hands, heavier with each scoop of soiled straw she lifted from the stall floor. Sweat dampened her tank top, made the fabric cling to her breasts and stomach. Horse shit and ammonia filled her nose, the smell strong and earthy in the morning heat.

		Earl had decided she needed real work today. Not just collecting eggs or watering chickens. He'd shown her how to muck out the stalls properly, how to strip the dirty bedding down to the rubber mats, how to spread fresh straw evenly across the floor. Ten stalls needed cleaning. She'd finished three.

		Her athletic body handled the labor better than she'd expected. Muscles in her arms and back working, her legs braced and stable. The physical exertion felt good despite the exhaustion building in her limbs. Sweat rolled down her neck, between her full breasts, soaked into the waistband of her shorts.

		The chestnut mare in the next stall over watched her with dark patient eyes. Maya dumped another forkful of dirty straw into the wheelbarrow outside the stall door. The pile grew higher, would need emptying soon at the manure heap behind the barn.

		Hoofbeats sounded from the training paddock beyond the barn walls. Earl working one of the young colts, his voice carrying faint commands she couldn't make out. Carmen had gone to town for groceries. The farm felt quiet except for the sounds of horses and Earl's distant voice.

		Maya wiped sweat from her forehead with the back of her hand. Her light brown skin glistened with moisture. Pieces of straw stuck to her arms and legs. She probably looked like hell. Smelled worse.

		But the work kept her mind occupied. Kept her from thinking about yesterday. About Frank catching her in the loft. About his knowing grin as he fucked Carmen harder while staring up at Maya. About the way her pussy had clenched watching them, the way she'd cum on her own fingers.

		She shook her head, forced the thoughts away. Stabbed the pitchfork into another section of soiled bedding.

		Earl appeared at the barn entrance an hour later. His weathered face showed approval as he surveyed her progress.

		"Doing good work," he said. "When you finish mucking, I'll show you how to groom them proper. Part of keeping valuable horses healthy is regular grooming. Gets their coats shining, lets you check for injuries or problems."

		"Okay."

		He left her to it. Maya finished the remaining stalls, muscles burning, her body slick with sweat. She wheeled the heavy barrow to the manure pile three times, dumped the contents, came back for more. By the time she raked the last of the fresh straw into place, her arms trembled.

		Earl brought the chestnut mare into the grooming area, cross-tied her in the open section of the barn. He handed Maya a curry comb, showed her the circular motion to use, how much pressure to apply.

		"Start at the neck, work your way back. Avoid the legs and face with this one. We'll use softer brushes there."

		Maya pressed the rubber curry comb against the mare's neck. The horse's coat was warm under her palm, the muscle beneath solid and powerful. She moved the comb in circles, watching dirt and loose hair rise to the surface. The mare shifted her weight, relaxed into the touch.

		The work was meditative. Maya's hands moved in steady rhythm, following the curves of the horse's body. Powerful shoulders, deep chest, the slope of the back. The mare's hide twitched when Maya hit a particularly good spot.

		Earl watched for a few minutes, nodded. "You're a natural. Keep at it. I need to check on a breeding. Finish with the curry comb, then use the stiff brush on that hook. I'll be back."

		He walked toward the breeding barn at the far end of the property. Maya continued her work, hands learning the feel of the horse's body, the way muscles moved under skin and coat. She switched to the stiff brush, worked it through the mare's mane, down her neck, across her back in long strokes. Dust and dead hair came away with each pass.

		Twenty minutes later the mare's coat gleamed. Maya ran her hand along the horse's flank, admiring the shine, the healthy glow. Her arms ached from the repetitive motion but satisfaction warmed her chest. She'd done this right.

		She unclipped the cross ties, led the mare back to her freshly cleaned stall. The horse walked in calmly, immediately dropped her head to the hay net hanging in the corner.

		Maya latched the stall door. Looked around the barn. Earl still hadn't returned. She should probably start on the next horse, but she wanted to check if he needed help with anything else first.

		Her feet carried her across the yard toward the breeding barn. The sun beat down on her sweaty skin, made her squint. She pushed open the breeding barn door.

		The smell hit her first. Musk and sweat and something raw.

		Earl stood to the side holding a lead rope, his weathered face calm and focused. A massive black stallion dominated the center of the space, his coat gleaming dark as oil, his body coiled with tension and power. Beyond him, a mare stood braced in the breeding frame, her tail wrapped and lifted, her hindquarters positioned and waiting.

		Maya froze in the doorway.

		The stallion's cock hung between his legs. Thick and dark, the head flared and glistening, the shaft impossibly long. The size made her throat go dry.

		Earl glanced over. "Close that door. Don't want him distracted."

		Maya pulled it shut behind her. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

		The stallion circled the mare once, nostrils flaring, testing her readiness. His cock stiffened further, rising toward his belly, massive and obscene.

		He reared up. Forelegs crashed down on either side of the mare's body, his weight settling over her back. The mare braced under him, her legs spread wide, her body accepting his mass.

		The stallion's hips thrust forward. His cock found her opening, the huge flared head pressing against her cunt, spreading her wide. He drove inside with one brutal stroke.

		Maya's breath caught.

		The mare grunted low. The stallion's entire shaft disappeared into her body, buried deep, claiming her.

		Frank's face flashed in Maya's mind. His eyes locked on hers in the loft. His grin while he fucked Carmen. The way his hips had slammed forward, driving his cock into Carmen's cunt while he stared at Maya.

		The stallion pulled back, thrust again. His massive cock slid in and out of the mare, wet and rhythmic, the sound of their coupling loud in the enclosed barn. Flesh slapping flesh. The mare's labored breathing. The stallion's guttural grunts.

		Maya's pussy clenched. Wetness soaked through her underwear, made her shorts stick to her skin.

		Frank's hands gripping Carmen's thick hips. His cock pistoning into her. The wet sounds of him fucking her. Carmen's moans.

		The stallion's rhythm increased. Faster, harder, his powerful haunches driving that huge cock deep into the mare's body over and over. Taking what he wanted. Using her.

		Maya's nipples hardened to painful points against her damp tank top. Her cunt throbbed with need, empty and aching.

		Frank's voice in her head. "She loves this cock." His eyes never leaving Maya's face. "You want it too."

		The stallion's movements grew frantic. His forelegs tightened around the mare's body. His cock slammed into her with brutal force.

		Maya's thighs pressed together, desperate for friction. Her hands clenched into fists at her sides. She couldn't touch herself here. Not with Earl right there. But god, she needed to.

		Earl's calm voice cut through her arousal. "He'll finish soon. Good strong breeding."

		The stallion thrust twice more, his entire body going rigid. A long shuddering grunt escaped him.

		Maya watched his cock pulse inside the mare. Watched him fill her.

		Her cunt clenched hard around nothing. The ache between her legs was unbearable.

		The stallion pulled out. His cock slipped free of the mare's body, still semi-hard, glistening wet. Thick fluid dripped from the mare's cunt.

		Earl moved forward with the lead rope. "Good boy. That's good."

		Maya stood frozen against the door. Her whole body trembled. Her pussy leaked wetness down her inner thighs.

		The breeding barn door opened behind her.

		Frank's broad frame filled the doorway. His African American features were shadowed against the bright sunlight behind him, his weathered face unreadable for a moment before he stepped inside and let the door swing shut.

		"Earl," he said, his voice deep and easy. "Came to check that fence line by the training paddock. You said it was leaning."

		"Yeah, posts are rotting out." Earl led the stallion past them toward a stall. "Should probably replace the whole section."

		"I'll take a look, give you a price."

		Frank's eyes found Maya. Lingered on her flushed face, her heaving chest, her trembling legs. His mouth curved into a slow smile.

		She tore her gaze away, focused on the floor. Her heart slammed against her ribs.

		"You remember my niece Maya," Earl said, latching the stallion's stall. "She's helping out this summer."

		"I remember." Frank's voice held something dark and knowing. "How you settling in?"

		"Fine." The word came out breathless.

		Earl moved to the mare, began unhitching her from the breeding frame. "Maya's learning fast. Got her doing real work now. Mucking stalls, grooming."

		"Hard work for a young girl."

		"She can handle it."

		Frank's eyes traveled down Maya's body. Took in the sweat-soaked tank top clinging to her full breasts, the dirty shorts hugging her round ass, the straw stuck to her light brown skin.

		"I can see that," Frank said. "She looks real capable."

		Heat flooded Maya's face. Her pussy throbbed harder.

		Earl led the mare out without noticing the tension crackling through the barn. "I need to get her settled. Maya, you can head back to the main barn. Start grooming the bay gelding next."

		"Okay."

		She pushed past Frank toward the door. His hand caught the edge as she reached for it, his arm blocking her path for a moment. Close enough that she could smell him. Sweat and wood and something masculine that made her cunt clench.

		"After you," he said quietly.

		Maya slipped under his arm, stumbled out into the sunlight. Her legs felt weak. She walked fast toward the main barn, heard Frank's boots on the gravel behind her.

		He didn't follow her inside. His footsteps continued past, heading toward the training paddock and the fence line.

		Maya leaned against the barn wall, her chest heaving. She needed to calm down. Get control. Go groom the bay gelding like Earl said.

		She made it to the horse trough near the grooming area before her shaking legs refused to carry her further. Grabbed the metal edge, splashed cold water on her face and neck. The shock of it helped, cleared some of the fog from her brain.

		"Thirsty work, huh?"

		Frank's voice behind her made her spin around. He stood ten feet away, hands in his pockets, his muscular frame relaxed.

		"I thought you were checking the fence."

		"I am. Just wanted some water first." He moved closer, pulled a bandana from his back pocket, dipped it in the trough. Wiped his face and neck with it. His dark eyes never left hers. "Hot day for hard labor."

		"Yeah."

		He was close now. Five feet away. Four.

		"You like working with the horses?"

		"It's fine."

		"Earl's got some prime breeding stock." Frank's voice dropped lower. "You see that stallion cover that mare?"

		Maya's throat closed. She nodded.

		"Something, ain't it?" He stepped closer. Three feet now. "Watching him mount her. That big cock sliding inside. Taking what he wants."

		"I... I should get back to work."

		"You enjoyed it though." His eyes pinned her in place. "I could tell. The way you were standing there. All flushed and breathing hard."

		"I don't know what you mean."

		Frank laughed, the sound rough and dark. "Sure you do. You liked watching them fuck. Same way you liked watching your aunt get fucked yesterday."

		Maya's face burned. "That was... I wasn't..."

		"You were in that loft touching yourself." He moved another step closer. Two feet between them now. "I saw your hand down your shorts. Saw you working that pussy while you watched."

		"No."

		"Don't lie." His voice hardened. "I watched you cum, little girl. Saw your whole body shake. You came watching me fuck your aunt."

		Shame crashed through Maya. But underneath it, her cunt throbbed harder. Wetness soaked her shorts.

		"Now you're thinking about cock all the time," Frank said. His eyes traveled down her body, slow and deliberate. "Watching that stallion mount that mare got you wet. Made you imagine being mounted. Being filled with a big thick cock."

		"Stop."

		"You're a dirty girl." He stepped right up to her, his body close enough that she could feel his heat. "Getting off watching others. Your pussy soaking wet right now thinking about it."

		Maya couldn't breathe. Her whole body trembled.

		Frank's hand lifted. His rough fingers touched her cheek, brushed a piece of straw from her hair. The contact sent electricity through her skin.

		"It's okay," he said quietly. "I know what you are. What you need."

		He dropped his hand, stepped back. Turned and walked away toward the training paddock, leaving her gasping and trembling against the horse trough, her cunt aching and her mind screaming denials her body refused to believe.

		Ten days passed. Maya counted them in morning stable work and afternoon heat and nights spent twisted in her sheets.

		Carmen moved through the house with her usual energy, cooking meals, tending the garden. Some days she wore sundresses that showed her massive breasts and thick thighs. Other days tight denim shorts that barely contained her huge ass, paired with thin tank tops or old t-shirts that clung to her heavy breasts. She hummed while she worked, satisfied and content. Earl ate breakfast with them each morning, talked about the horses, the breeding schedule, which colts were ready for training. He never looked at Carmen with suspicion. Never questioned the satisfied glow on her face.

		Maya watched them both across the kitchen table. Wondered how Earl could be so blind. Wondered if Carmen had fucked Tom again. Or Frank. Or any of the other men who came and went from the property.

		Her own body was changing. Arms stronger from pitching hay and mucking stalls. Shoulders broader. Her athletic frame getting leaner and harder, muscles defining in her arms and legs that hadn't been visible before. Sweat came easier now, her skin constantly damp during the hot afternoon work. She smelled like horses most days. Stopped caring.

		But the physical exhaustion didn't help with the other thing. The need.

		She found excuses to be near the breeding barn. Lingered when Earl mentioned a scheduled covering. Volunteered to help lead mares or clean equipment. Anything to be there when it happened.

		Watched the stallions mount the mares. Diablo with his huge black cock. Thunder with his mottled gray shaft even thicker. A young bay stud whose cock was darker at the base, pink toward the flared head.

		Each breeding session was the same. The stallion's cock emerging from the sheath. Growing hard and massive. The way he reared up, crashed down on the mare's back. The brutal thrust that buried him inside her cunt. The wet sounds of fucking. The mare's grunts. The stallion's possessive claiming.

		And every time Maya watched, her pussy flooded with wetness. Her nipples hardened. Her cunt clenched around nothing.

		She thought about Frank. His rough hands. His knowing eyes. The way he'd touched her cheek and called her a dirty girl.

		Earl never noticed her arousal. He focused on the breeding, made clinical notes about timing and the stallion's performance. Completely oblivious to his niece standing there soaking her shorts.

		At night Maya locked her bedroom door. Stripped off her work clothes. Lay on her bed with her legs spread and her fingers working her aching cunt.

		Thought about the stallions' massive cocks sliding into the mares. The size. The force. The taking.

		Thought about Frank's grin while he fucked Carmen. The way he'd stared at Maya. The way his hips had slammed forward, driving his cock deep.

		Her fingers weren't enough. Could never be enough. She needed more. Needed to be filled. Needed to be fucked like those mares, like Carmen, hard and rough and claiming.

		She came on her fingers night after night. Bit her pillow to muffle her moans. Imagined it was Frank's cock inside her instead of her own hand.

		The corruption spread through her like poison. Made her watch for his truck every morning. Made her pulse quicken when she heard an engine on the gravel drive.

		Would it be him? Would he come back today?

		Her body stayed ready. Pussy wet. Nipples sensitive. Cunt aching.

		She told herself she didn't want it. Told herself she'd avoid him if he showed up. Told herself she wasn't becoming what he said she was.

		But her body knew better.

		On the tenth day, Frank's truck pulled up near the barn while Maya was filling water buckets. Her heart slammed into her throat. Her thighs clenched together. She ducked into the tack room, hid behind the saddle racks, watched through the dusty window as he climbed out and walked toward the equipment shed.

		Earl met him there. They talked, gestured at something Maya couldn't see. Frank nodded, headed back to his truck for tools.

		Maya's cunt throbbed. She should stay hidden. Should wait until he left.

		But Carmen's voice called from the house. "Maya! Need you to help me carry something!"

		Maya had no choice. She left the tack room, walked across the yard toward the house. Frank's eyes found her immediately. That same knowing look. That dark smile.

		She kept walking. Didn't look back.

		Carmen stood on the porch wearing cut-off denim shorts that hugged her wide hips and showed the bottom curve of her massive ass. A faded red t-shirt stretched tight across her huge breasts, the fabric worn thin from years of washing. The outline of her bra was visible through the thin material.

		Carmen needed help moving a heavy crate from the porch to the kitchen. They carried it together, Carmen chattering about preserves she was making for the farmers market. Maya nodded, barely hearing her aunt's words.

		Through the kitchen window she could see Frank working near the equipment shed. His muscular frame bent over some repair. His hands sure and capable.

		"You're doing so well with the horses," Carmen said. Her hand touched Maya's shoulder. "Earl said you're a natural. Says you don't shy away from the hard work."

		"It's fine."

		Carmen smiled. Her dark eyes held something Maya couldn't read. "This is good for you. Being out here. Learning how things really work."

		Maya looked at her aunt. At her satisfied smile. At the glow in her skin.

		'Does she know? Does she know Frank caught me watching?'

		"I'm glad you're here, mija," Carmen said softly. Then she turned back to her preserves, humming that same tune.

		Maya left the kitchen. Walked back outside.

		Frank was waiting by the tool shed.

		"Carmen said you'd help me carry some tools."

		Frank's voice was casual. His eyes weren't.

		Maya's throat closed. "What tools?"

		"Hinges and brackets. In the tool shed. Barn door needs repair." He gestured toward the small shed attached to the equipment barn. "Come on."

		He turned and walked. Maya stood frozen for three seconds, then followed. Her legs moved without permission from her brain.

		The tool shed was dim inside, narrow, shelves lining both walls packed with equipment and hardware. Sawdust covered the floor. The space smelled like metal and old wood and grease.

		Frank stepped inside first. Maya hesitated at the door.

		"I don't bite," he said. "Unless you want me to."

		Her face burned. She stepped inside.

		He moved to the back wall, scanned the shelves. "Should be a box of heavy-duty hinges up here somewhere."

		Maya stayed near the door. Her pulse hammered in her throat.

		Frank pulled down a wooden crate, set it on the workbench. Opened it. Rummaged through the contents. "Not these. Need the bigger ones."

		He moved along the shelf. His body blocked the narrow aisle between the benches. Maya would have to squeeze past him to leave.

		"How you been sleeping?" he asked without looking at her.

		"Fine."

		"No bad dreams? No... frustrating dreams?"

		"I don't know what you mean."

		Frank turned. Leaned against the workbench. His muscular arms crossed over his chest. "You know exactly what I mean."

		Maya's hands clenched at her sides. "I should go."

		"You're not going anywhere." His voice hardened. "Not until we talk about what you are."

		"I'm not anything."

		"You're a liar." He pushed off the workbench, took a step toward her. "You've been watching those horses fuck for days now. Getting yourself wet. Going back to your room and touching that pussy while you think about what you saw."

		Shame flooded through her. "No."

		"Yes." Another step. Five feet between them now. "You want to be mounted like those mares. Want a big cock spreading you open. Filling you. Using you."

		"Stop."

		"Earl doesn't see it." Frank's dark eyes pinned her in place. "He thinks you're his sweet innocent niece. But I see what you really are."

		"You don't know anything about me."

		Frank laughed, rough and low. "I know you came watching me fuck your aunt. I know you've been soaking your shorts every time you see a stallion's cock. I know you're standing here right now with your pussy dripping."

		Maya's breath came too fast. Her cunt throbbed. Her nipples hardened to points against her tank top, clearly visible through the thin fabric.

		He took another step. Three feet away. "You think about it constantly now. Cock. Being filled. Being taken." His voice dropped lower. "Being fucked like the slut you're becoming."

		"I'm not a slut."

		"Not yet." He moved closer. Two feet. "But you will be. You just need permission to admit what you want."

		Maya's back hit the shelves behind her. She hadn't realized she'd been backing up.

		Frank closed the distance. Stopped inches from her, his body radiating heat, his frame towering over her smaller athletic build. His hands came up on either side of her head, palms flat against the shelves, caging her in.

		Not touching her. Just surrounding her.

		"You want this," he said quietly. His breath was warm on her face. "You want me to push you down. Spread those legs. Shove my cock inside you and fuck you until you scream."

		Maya's legs trembled. Her cunt clenched hard.

		"You want to be used like your aunt gets used. Like those mares get used." His face was so close now. "Mounted. Claimed. Filled with cum."

		"Please."

		"Please what?" His eyes searched hers. "Please stop? Or please fuck you?"

		Maya couldn't answer. Couldn't think. Her whole body screamed for him to touch her.

		Frank's hand lifted from the shelf. His rough fingers traced down her cheek, her neck, stopped at her collarbone. The contact sent fire through her skin.

		"Soon," he said. "Real soon, you're gonna beg me for it. And when you do, I'll give you exactly what you need."

		He pushed away from the shelves. Stepped back. Grabbed the crate of hinges from the workbench.

		"Carry these," he said, shoving the box into her hands.

		Then he walked out of the shed, leaving her gasping and shaking and desperate against the shelves, her cunt aching so hard she wanted to cry.

		

	
		Her Wild Aunt

		

		The kitchen faucet dripped into the sink. Maya wiped down the counter with a dishrag, the morning dishes already put away, the smell of breakfast bacon still lingering in the warm air. Sunlight cut through the window above the sink, bright and harsh, promising another scorching day.

		A truck engine rumbled up the driveway. Maya glanced out the window. White pickup, unfamiliar logo on the door. Someone here for work.

		Earl appeared from the direction of the barn, wiping his hands on his jeans as he walked toward the arriving vehicle. The truck door opened. A man climbed out, toolbox in hand, maybe late forties with graying temples and a work shirt with a name patch. Mike.

		Maya heard their voices through the open window, muffled but clear enough. Electrical issue. Kitchen outlet. Earl gesturing toward the house.

		Carmen came down the stairs behind Maya, her bare feet soft on the wood floor. She wore a simple yellow sundress, thin cotton that clung to her voluptuous curves, the neckline low enough to show the deep valley between her huge breasts. Her dark hair hung loose and messy around her shoulders. No bra underneath, her large nipples visible through the fabric.

		"That must be Mike," Carmen said, moving to the window. She leaned forward slightly, her thick ass pushing out behind her, the dress riding up her thighs. "Earl called him yesterday about that outlet by the stove."

		Maya stepped back, giving her aunt space. Carmen smelled like soap and something floral, fresh from the shower.

		Earl's voice carried from outside. "I need to get to the breeding barn. Got a mare ready to cover. Might take me an hour or more."

		"No problem," Mike replied. "I know where everything is."

		Earl headed toward the breeding barn without coming inside. His figure grew smaller as he crossed the property, then disappeared through the barn doors.

		The back door opened. Mike stepped into the kitchen, toolbox hanging from one hand, his boots leaving faint dirt prints on the clean floor. His eyes went to Carmen first, lingered on her body for a fraction too long before he caught himself.

		"Morning, ma'am," he said. "Earl said you got an outlet acting up?"

		"Over here." Carmen moved toward the stove, her hips swaying with each step, her massive ass bouncing slightly under the thin dress. She pointed to the outlet near the floor. "This one. Keeps tripping the breaker."

		Mike set his toolbox down, knelt beside the outlet. His thick fingers worked the faceplate screws, removing the cover to expose the wiring inside. Carmen stood close, too close, her bare feet inches from his shoulder.

		Maya stayed near the sink, the dishrag still in her hand. Something in the air felt different. Charged.

		"Shouldn't take long," Mike said, pulling a voltage tester from his toolbox. "Just need to check the connections."

		"Take your time." Carmen's voice dropped lower, softer. Her hand rested on Mike's shoulder, casual but lingering. "I'm not going anywhere."

		Maya's pulse picked up. She backed toward the doorway leading to the stairs, her bare feet silent on the floor. Neither of them looked at her.

		"I should..." Maya gestured vaguely toward the stairs. "Let you work."

		Carmen glanced over her shoulder. "Sure, mija. We'll be fine here."

		Maya climbed the stairs but stopped at the top landing. The banister overlooked the kitchen below, gaps between the spindles offering a clear view. She crouched low, her knees on the hardwood floor, her hands gripping the smooth wood.

		Mike worked on the outlet, testing wires, his back to Carmen. Carmen moved closer, her hand sliding from his shoulder down his arm, her touch deliberate and slow.

		"You're good with your hands," Carmen said.

		Mike's shoulders tensed. He set the tester down, turned his head to look up at her. Carmen's voluptuous body loomed over him, her huge breasts at his eye level, the yellow dress barely containing them.

		"Mrs. Carmen..." His voice came out rough.

		"Earl's busy." Carmen's hand moved to his jaw, tilted his face up toward hers. "He won't be back for over an hour."

		Mike stood slowly. Carmen didn't step back. Their bodies pressed together, her soft curves against his harder frame. His hands found her wide hips, fingers digging into the fabric of her dress.

		The kiss happened fast. Carmen pushed up on her toes, her mouth crashing against his, hungry and desperate. Mike's hands slid down to grip her massive ass, pulling her tighter against him. Their mouths worked together, tongues visible between parted lips, both of them breathing hard.

		Maya's pussy throbbed. Wetness soaked into her underwear instantly, her nipples hardening against her tank top. She pressed her thighs together, the pressure doing nothing to ease the ache building between her legs.

		Mike lifted Carmen by her thick thighs, turned and set her on the kitchen counter in one smooth motion. The same counter where they ate breakfast every morning. Carmen's dress rode up around her waist, exposing her bare pussy, no underwear underneath. Her thick thighs spread wide, her brown skin flushed and glistening.

		"Fuck," Mike growled, his hands working his belt buckle. The leather slid free, his zipper loud in the quiet kitchen.

		Carmen reached for him, pulled his cock free from his jeans. Thick and hard and already leaking. She stroked him twice, then guided him between her spread legs.

		He pushed inside her in one hard thrust.

		"Oh fuck!" Carmen's voice came out loud, too loud, her head falling back as Mike's cock filled her pussy.

		Mike's hands grabbed the neckline of her yellow dress, yanked it down hard. The fabric tore slightly as he pulled it below her enormous breasts, freeing them completely. Her heavy tits bounced free, dark nipples already hard, her soft flesh jiggling with each movement.

		"Jesus," Mike breathed, his hands immediately going to her tits, squeezing and mauling the soft brown flesh. His fingers sank deep into her huge breasts, grabbing handfuls, his thumbs rubbing over her large nipples.

		He started fucking her with fast, desperate strokes. The counter creaked under their combined weight, the wood protesting each impact. Carmen's massive tits bounced wildly in his hands, her dress bunched around her waist, her bare feet braced against the cabinets below.

		"Yes, yes, mmm, harder," Carmen gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the counter. "God, your cock feels so good."

		Mike squeezed her tits roughly, pinched her nipples, then one hand dropped to grip her thick thigh while the other grabbed a handful of her huge ass. His fingers dug into her soft flesh, holding her in place as he pounded into her soaked pussy.

		Maya's hand slid into her shorts without conscious thought. Her fingers found her soaked cunt, slick and hot and throbbing. She rubbed her clit in small circles, her breathing shallow, her eyes locked on the scene below.

		Mike switched his grip, both hands on Carmen's massive ass now, spreading her cheeks as he fucked her harder, faster. Carmen's enormous tits bounced with each thrust, her brown nipples hard and pointing, her mouth open and gasping. The wet sounds of fucking filled the kitchen, obscene and raw.

		"Fuck, your tits," Mike grunted, releasing her ass to grab her breasts again, squeezing hard enough to leave marks. "So fucking big."

		Carmen wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, her moans constant now. Her thick thighs trembled, her pussy clenching around his cock.

		"Gonna come," Mike grunted, his rhythm faltering. One hand mauled her left tit while the other gripped her thick thigh. "Fuck, gonna come inside you."

		"Do it," Carmen breathed. "Fill me up."

		Mike buried himself deep, his whole body going rigid as he came. Carmen's pussy clenched around him, her own orgasm hitting hard, her huge tits heaving as she gasped, a sharp cry escaping her throat.

		They stayed frozen like that for long seconds, both panting, sweat coating their skin. Then Mike pulled out, his cock slick with their combined fluids. Carmen slid off the counter, her legs unsteady, quickly pulling her dress back up over her enormous breasts. The fabric stretched and wrinkled where he'd yanked it down.

		Mike tucked himself away, zipped his jeans, buckled his belt. His hands shook slightly. Carmen moved to the sink, ran water over her hands, wiped between her legs with a dish towel like nothing had happened.

		"Outlet should be fine now," Mike said, his voice rough. He knelt and finished screwing the faceplate back on, his movements quick and efficient.

		"Thank you." Carmen's voice was steady, composed, only the flush on her face and neck betraying what had just happened.

		Maya pulled her hand from her shorts, her fingers soaked. She backed away from the banister, her heart slamming against her ribs. Her legs felt weak as she stood, moved quietly down the hallway toward her room.

		The door closed behind her with a soft click. Maya stripped off her shorts and underwear, left them in a pile on the floor. Her pussy ached, swollen and desperate. She climbed onto the bed, spread her legs wide, and shoved two fingers inside herself.

		The orgasm built fast. She replayed the scene in her mind, Carmen on the counter getting fucked hard and fast, Mike's hands mauling her aunt's huge tits, his cock pounding into that voluptuous body, the sounds they made. Maya's fingers worked her clit while her other hand pumped in and out of her soaked cunt.

		She came hard, her back arching off the bed, a muffled cry escaping through clenched teeth. Her pussy clenched around her fingers, wetness flooding her palm, her whole body trembling.

		But the ache didn't fade. Her cunt still throbbed, still demanded more. Maya lay there gasping, her legs still spread, her fingers still

		Three days passed. The heat didn't break. Maya worked through her morning chores in a fog, her mind replaying that kitchen counter scene on a loop. She collected eggs, fed chickens, watered the garden, all while her pussy stayed wet and aching.

		A truck rumbled up the gravel drive mid-morning. Different truck this time. Flatbed loaded with hay bales stacked high and covered with netting. Maya recognized it from previous deliveries. Jake, the part-time farmhand who brought hay when they ran low.

		Earl walked out to meet him, his boots kicking up dust. Jake climbed down from the cab, younger than the other men who came around, maybe thirty-five, with a muscular build from years of physical labor. His white t-shirt clung to his broad chest, his jeans dirty and worn. Dark stubble covered his jaw. He looked rough around the edges, the kind of man who worked with his hands and didn't care about much else.

		They shook hands. Earl gestured toward the main barn where they'd stack the delivery.

		Maya stood near the chicken coops, ostensibly checking the water levels but really just watching. Her heart already beating faster. She knew what might happen. Part of her wanted Earl to stay, wanted this sick compulsion to stop. But another part, the part that made her pussy throb and her nipples harden, wanted him to leave.

		Carmen appeared from the house. She wore tight denim shorts that barely contained her massive ass, the fabric stretched across her wide hips and thick thighs. A loose white tank top hung off her shoulders, the neckline wide enough to show her black bra straps and the upper swell of her enormous breasts. Her dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail, her brown skin glowing with a light sheen of sweat.

		"Morning, Jake," Carmen called out, her voice bright and warm.

		Jake's eyes went straight to her body, lingering on her huge tits barely contained by that thin tank top, then dropping to her thick thighs. He nodded. "Mrs. Carmen."

		Earl and Jake started unloading bales, carrying them two at a time into the barn. Their movements were efficient, practiced. Carmen stood nearby watching, her arms crossed under her heavy breasts, pushing them up and together.

		Maya moved closer, pretending to work on the garden fence but keeping her eyes on the barn. Her pulse hammered in her throat.

		Earl's phone rang. He pulled it from his pocket, answered. His expression changed. "Damn it. Yeah, I'll head over now."

		He hung up, looked at Jake. "Got a fence down in the far pasture. Cattle are getting through. Need to fix it before they wander too far."

		"Go ahead," Jake said, setting down another bale. "I can finish this up."

		"You sure?"

		"Yeah. Not much left."

		Earl nodded, already walking toward his truck parked near the equipment shed. "Carmen can show you where everything goes."

		The truck engine started. Earl drove off toward the distant pastures, leaving a trail of dust hanging in the still air.

		Maya's pussy clenched. It was happening again. Another man, another opportunity. She should feel guilty. Should feel disgusted with herself for wanting to watch. But her feet were already moving before she could think about it.

		Carmen walked into the barn. Jake followed. Maya waited exactly ten seconds before slipping through the doors, moving along the wall where shadows pooled deep and cool. The smell of hay and leather filled her lungs. Horses shifted in their stalls, tails swishing at flies.

		Voices came from deeper in the barn. Maya climbed the ladder to the loft, her hands gripping the worn wooden rungs, her bare feet silent. She crawled across the loft floor to her usual spot, the one where gaps between the floorboards offered a perfect view below.

		Her spot. When had it become her spot? When had she accepted this?

		Carmen stood near the fresh hay bales Jake had just stacked. Jake set down the last bale, straightened up, wiping sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand.

		Carmen moved close. No preamble. No pretense. Her hand went straight to his chest, sliding down over his t-shirt to the bulge already forming in his jeans.

		"Earl's gonna be gone at least forty minutes," Carmen said, her voice low and thick with need.

		Jake grabbed her ponytail, yanked her head back. "You want it that bad?"

		"Yes," Carmen breathed.

		He kissed her hard, his other hand grabbing a handful of her massive ass through those tight shorts. Carmen moaned into his mouth, her hands working his belt buckle, popping the button on his jeans.

		Then she dropped to her knees.

		Maya's hand slid into her own shorts, her fingers finding her already soaked pussy. She was wet before anything even happened. Just the anticipation made her drip.

		Carmen pulled Jake's cock free. Thick and hard and darker than Mike's had been. She stroked him twice, then opened her mouth and took him deep.

		"Fuck yeah," Jake groaned, his hand still gripping her ponytail, controlling the motion as Carmen sucked his cock. Her head bobbed, her lips stretched around his thickness, wet sounds filling the barn.

		Maya bit her lip. Aunt Carmen looked so hungry for it, so eager. Did she need this? Was Uncle Earl really that bad in bed? Or was it something else, something Maya didn't understand yet about needing more, always more?

		Carmen worked him with skill, taking him deeper, her hand stroking what didn't fit in her mouth. Spit dripped down her chin. Her enormous tits swayed under her tank top with each movement.

		Jake pulled her off after a minute, his cock slick with her saliva. "Get those shorts off."

		Carmen stood, stripped off her shorts and underwear in seconds, kicked them aside. Her thick thighs and wide hips fully exposed, her pussy already glistening. She started to pull her tank top off but Jake stopped her.

		"Leave it. Turn around."

		Carmen obeyed instantly. Maya's fingers rubbed her clit faster. Something about Carmen's obedience, the way she just did what he said, made Maya's cunt clench.

		Carmen bent forward over a hay bale, her massive ass up in the air, her back arched. Jake positioned himself behind her, gripped her wide hips, and shoved his cock inside her in one brutal thrust.

		"Ahh! Fuck!" Carmen cried out, her hands gripping the hay bale.

		Jake fucked her hard from the start. No buildup. No gentle rhythm. Just rough, pounding thrusts that made Carmen's huge ass jiggle and bounce with each impact. His hands moved from her hips to her hair, grabbed her ponytail and yanked her head back.

		Maya shoved two fingers inside herself, matching his rhythm. This was rougher than Mike had been. Jake didn't care about being gentle. He was using Carmen's body, taking what he wanted, and Carmen was begging for more.

		"You love this, don't you?" Jake growled. "Love getting fucked while your husband's out working."

		"Yes, yes, oh god yes," Carmen gasped.

		His hand came down hard on her ass. The slap echoed through the barn. Carmen cried out, her pussy clenching visibly around his cock. He spanked her again, his palm leaving a red mark on her brown skin.

		Maya's breath came in shallow gasps. The sound of that slap made her clit throb. She'd never been spanked during sex. Had barely had sex at all, just awkward fumbling with a boyfriend freshman year. But watching this, watching Jake dominate her voluptuous aunt, made Maya wonder what it would feel like.

		"Harder," Carmen begged. "Fuck me harder."

		Jake obliged, his hips slamming against her thick ass, his cock pounding deep into her soaked cunt. The wet sounds mixed with Carmen's moans and Jake's grunts. He spanked her again and again, her massive ass turning pink under his rough hands.

		Maya rubbed her clit in desperate circles, her other hand pumping her fingers in and out of her dripping pussy. She was going to come watching this. Again. What did that make her?

		"Get on top," Jake said suddenly, pulling out. He sat back on the hay bales.

		Carmen turned, climbed onto him, her thick thighs straddling his hips. She sank down onto his cock with a long moan, her huge tits bouncing as she started riding him. Her tank top rode up, exposing her soft belly, her black bra barely containing her enormous breasts.

		Jake grabbed her ass with both hands, squeezing and spreading her cheeks, helping her bounce on his cock. "That's it. Ride that dick."

		Carmen ground down on him, her hips rolling, her pussy taking him deep. Her moans grew louder, more desperate. "So good, mmm, your cock's so fucking good."

		She looked beautiful like that, Maya thought. Powerful. Taking her pleasure, using Jake's cock for her own need. Her huge tits bouncing, her thick thighs flexing, her face twisted in ecstasy.

		Jake yanked her tank top and bra down, freeing her massive tits. They bounced wildly as she rode him, heavy and swaying. He leaned forward, sucked one dark nipple into his mouth while his hands mauled her soft flesh.

		"Oh fuck, I'm gonna come," Carmen gasped, her thighs trembling.

		Jake flipped her. Fast and rough, he shoved her back onto the hay bales, grabbed her thick thighs and pushed them up toward her chest, spreading her wide. He hammered into her, his cock slamming deep, his hips moving in a brutal rhythm.

		Carmen screamed, her orgasm hitting hard, her pussy spasming around him. Jake kept fucking her through it, chasing his own release, his fingers digging into her soft thighs.

		Maya's orgasm built fast, rising from deep in her belly. She was close, so close.

		"Fuck, fuck, gonna fill this pussy," Jake grunted.

		He buried himself deep and came, his body going rigid. Carmen's legs wrapped around him, holding him inside her as he emptied himself.

		Maya's fingers worked frantically. The sight of them locked together, Jake's cock pulsing inside Carmen's cunt, pushed her over the edge.

		They stayed like that, both panting and sweating. Then a truck engine sounded in the distance.

		Jake pulled out fast, tucked himself away. Carmen scrambled up, grabbed her shorts and underwear, pulled them on with shaking hands. She adjusted her bra and tank top, tried to smooth her messy hair.

		Jake walked out of the barn like nothing had happened. Carmen followed a minute later, her face flushed, her legs unsteady.

		Maya stayed frozen in the loft, her fingers still buried in her pussy. She watched the empty space below, the hay bales scattered and disturbed, the place where her aunt had just been destroyed.

		Her fingers moved again, slower now, rubbing and circling. The orgasm crashed through her, harder than before, her mouth opening in a silent cry, her whole body shaking. But even as pleasure flooded her, guilt crashed in behind it.

		What was she becoming?

		

		––––––––

		

		The week dragged on, each day hotter than the last. Maya's mind stayed in a constant state of arousal, her pussy wet and aching from the moment she woke until she finally fell asleep at night. She'd masturbated three times the day after watching Jake destroy Carmen in the barn. Three times, and it still wasn't enough.

		Something was wrong with her. Normal girls didn't get this wet from watching people fuck. Normal girls didn't hunt for opportunities to spy on their aunts. But Maya couldn't stop. The compulsion pulled at her every time a man's truck rolled up the driveway.

		Thursday afternoon. Maya helped Carmen prepare lunch in the kitchen. Carmen wore black yoga pants that clung to every curve of her voluptuous body, the fabric stretched tight across her massive ass and thick thighs. A loose purple v-neck t-shirt hung off her frame, the neckline dipping low enough to show her enormous cleavage. Her hair hung in waves around her shoulders, still damp from a shower.

		Maya chopped vegetables for a salad while Carmen seasoned chicken breasts at the counter. The radio played softly in the background, some country song about love and loss. Maya's hands moved automatically, her mind replaying Jake spanking Carmen's ass, the sound of flesh on flesh echoing through the barn.

		A truck pulled up outside. Maya's pulse jumped instantly. Her pussy clenched. She glanced through the window. Ray's pickup, the feed store logo painted on the door. He was older than the other men, maybe sixty, with gray hair and a weathered face. He'd always been polite and professional during his visits.

		Would Carmen fuck him too? He seemed too old, too kind. But Maya had thought that about all of them until she'd watched.

		Earl appeared from the direction of the breeding barn, wiping his hands on a rag. He met Ray near the truck, shook his hand. Their voices carried through the open window but Maya couldn't make out the words.

		"That's Ray," Carmen said, not looking up from the chicken. "Earl owes him for last month's feed order."

		Earl gestured toward the house, then toward the breeding barn. Ray nodded. Earl headed back to the barn while Ray walked toward the kitchen door.

		Maya's heart hammered. Her knife moved slower through the vegetables.

		The screen door opened. Ray stepped inside, his boots clean, his jeans pressed. He wore a button-up shirt with the feed store logo embroidered on the pocket. His eyes went to Carmen first, lingering on her body in those tight yoga pants, before settling on her face.

		There it was. That look. Maya recognized it now. The hunger barely concealed behind politeness.

		"Afternoon, ladies," he said, his voice rough but kind.

		"Hi, Ray." Carmen wiped her hands on a dish towel, moved to the table. "Earl said you're here for payment."

		"If it's not too much trouble."

		"Of course not. Have a seat."

		Ray pulled out a chair, sat down at the kitchen table. Carmen disappeared into the small office off the kitchen, returned with a checkbook. She sat across from Ray, filled out the check with careful handwriting, tore it from the book and handed it over.

		Ray looked at it, folded it, tucked it into his shirt pocket. "Much appreciated."

		Earl's voice called from outside, distant but clear. "Carmen! Need you to look at this mare. Something's not right."

		Carmen stood, moved to the door. "Be right there!"

		She leaned out, exchanged words with Earl that Maya couldn't hear. Then Earl's voice again, fainter now. "Might be another hour. Want to make sure she's okay before the covering."

		Maya's stomach flipped. An hour. Earl would be gone an hour.

		Carmen stepped back inside. Her demeanor shifted. Something in her posture changed, her shoulders relaxing, her hips swaying slightly as she moved back toward the table. Her dark eyes locked on Ray.

		"Maya, mija," Carmen said, her voice light and casual. "Can you go collect the eggs? I forgot to do it this morning."

		Maya's pussy flooded with wetness. Her hands gripped the knife handle. She knew what this was. Carmen was sending her away. But Maya also knew she wouldn't actually leave.

		"Now?"

		"Please. Before it gets too hot out there."

		Maya set down the knife, wiped her hands on her shorts. Her legs felt weak as she moved toward the door. Guilt twisted in her stomach but arousal overwhelmed it. She was going to watch. She needed to watch.

		She walked out the back door, let the screen slam shut behind her. Crossed the yard toward the chicken coops, her bare feet hot on the gravel. But instead of going to the coops, she circled around the side of the house, moving quietly along the foundation until she reached the kitchen window.

		The window sat open, the curtains pulled back to let in air. Maya crouched below the sill, her heart pounding so hard she thought they might hear it. She slowly raised her head until she could see inside.

		Carmen stood near the table. Ray still sat in his chair. Carmen moved behind him, her hands sliding over his shoulders, down his chest. Ray's head tilted back, his eyes closing.

		Maya's hand slid into her shorts. She was already soaked. Always soaked now.

		"I've been thinking about you," Carmen said, her voice low and thick.

		"Have you?" Ray's hands came up, covered Carmen's where they rested on his chest.

		"Mmhmm. Thinking about how good you felt last time."

		Last time. Maya's mind reeled. This wasn't their first time. How long had this been going on? How many times had Carmen fucked these men before Maya arrived?

		Carmen moved around to face Ray, positioned herself between his spread legs. Her hands worked his belt buckle, popped the button on his jeans. Ray lifted his hips and Carmen pulled his pants and underwear down just enough to free his cock.

		He was already hard. Thick and veiny, the head flushed dark. Older than the other men but still virile, still ready.

		Carmen pulled her yoga pants down over her wide hips, kicked them aside along with her underwear. She wasn't wearing a bra either, Maya realized. Her huge tits swayed free under that thin purple shirt, her large nipples visible through the fabric.

		She straddled Ray, gripping his shoulders for balance, and sank down onto his cock slowly.

		Both of them groaned. Carmen's head fell back, her thick thighs flexing as she took him all the way inside. Ray's hands went immediately to her massive ass, gripping the soft brown flesh, squeezing and spreading her cheeks.

		"Fuck, Carmen," Ray breathed. "You feel so good."

		Maya's fingers rubbed her clit in fast circles. She shouldn't be watching this. Shouldn't be crouching outside her own house spying through windows. But she couldn't stop. Didn't want to stop.

		Carmen started riding him with slow, rolling movements. Her huge ass bounced in Ray's hands, her thick thighs gripping his legs, her enormous tits swaying under her shirt. She ground down on him, circling her hips, taking him deep.

		"Your cock feels amazing," Carmen moaned. "So fucking hard for me."

		"You're so much better than her," Ray groaned, his hands sliding from her ass to her thighs, gripping the soft flesh. "So much fucking better."

		"Than who?" Carmen's voice took on a teasing edge. She ground down harder.

		"My wife. God, you're nothing like her."

		Maya's breath caught. Ray was married. Of course he was married. They were all married or taken. And Carmen was fucking them anyway.

		"Tell me," Carmen said, riding him faster now. "Tell me how I'm better."

		Ray's hands moved back to her massive ass, squeezing hard. "She's so thin. No curves. Nothing to grab onto. You're all softness. All woman."

		"Mmm, you like my curves?" Carmen pulled her shirt up and off in one motion, tossed it aside. Her huge tits bounced free, heavy and swaying.

		"Fuck yes." Ray immediately sucked one dark nipple into his mouth, his hands mauling her soft flesh. "She doesn't have tits like these. Doesn't fuck like you do."

		Carmen's rhythm increased, her moans growing louder. Her massive ass slapped against his thighs with each bounce, the wet sounds of fucking filling the quiet kitchen. "Does she ride your cock like this?"

		"Never. She just lays there. But you, god, you take what you want."

		Maya shoved two fingers inside herself, pumping hard. The words made her cunt clench. Carmen was destroying Ray's marriage, and he was thanking her for it. They both loved it. The wrongness of it made Maya wetter.

		What did that say about her?

		"You like this, don't you?" Carmen gasped, bouncing faster. "Like my tight pussy on your cock."

		"Fuck yes. Best pussy I've ever had. Better than anyone."

		Carmen ground down hard, circling her hips. Her thick thighs trembled. "Better than your wife?"

		"So much better. She could never compare to you."

		Ray's hands gripped her huge ass hard enough to leave marks, helping her bounce faster. Carmen's enormous tits swayed wildly, her face twisted in pleasure.

		"I want you to come inside me," Carmen breathed. "Fill me up like you can't fill her."

		Maya's fingers worked frantically. She was close, so close. Her other hand slid up under her tank top, pinched her nipple through her bra.

		Ray's hands slid up to Carmen's enormous tits, squeezing and mauling them while Carmen rode him desperately. Her movements became erratic, chasing her orgasm. "Close, so close, mmm, don't stop."

		"Come on my cock," Ray groaned. "Show me what she'll never do."

		Ray thrust up into her, meeting her bounces, his cock driving deep. Carmen cried out, her pussy clenching, her whole body shaking as she came. Ray groaned, buried himself deep, and emptied himself inside her.

		Maya's orgasm hit hard, her hand clamping over her mouth to muffle the cry. Her pussy spasmed around her fingers, wetness flooding her palm. She stayed frozen, trembling, watching them through the window.

		They stayed locked together for long seconds, both panting. Carmen's huge tits heaved with each breath, her brown skin glistening with sweat. Then slowly, she lifted herself off him. His cock slipped out, slick with their combined fluids. Cum dripped from Carmen's pussy onto Ray's lap.

		Carmen cleaned up quickly, grabbed paper towels from the counter and wiped between her legs, then cleaned Ray. He tucked himself away, zipped his jeans, buckled his belt. Carmen pulled her yoga pants back on, her movements casual and efficient, then slipped her purple shirt over her head.

		By the time Maya's orgasm faded, they were sitting at the table again. Carmen had poured two glasses of iced tea. They sat across from each other, drinking. Ray's face was flushed, his gray hair messy. Carmen looked satisfied and calm, only the slight sheen of sweat on her neck betraying what they'd just done.

		Carmen reached across the table, squeezed Ray's hand. Her smile was warm, almost motherly. "You should hurry back to your wife. Bring her some flowers. Take her to dinner. She's way too good for you, Ray."

		Ray laughed, shook his head. His grin was sheepish, almost boyish despite his age. "I know. You're right. I should be better."

		"You should." Carmen's voice stayed gentle, caring. No judgment in it. "She deserves to be treated well."

		"I will. I promise."

		The tenderness in the exchange made Maya's stomach twist. Carmen had just fucked this man, let him come inside her while he talked about how much better she was than his wife. And now she was telling him to go home and be good to her. Like it was normal. Like there was no contradiction.

		Ray stood, drained his iced tea. "Thanks, Carmen. For everything."

		"Anytime."

		Maya backed away from the window, her legs shaking. She circled around to the chicken coops, went through the motions of collecting eggs even though her hands trembled. Her mind raced.

		Ray had a wife. A thin wife who didn't fuck him the way Carmen did. And he'd come here, paid a bill, and ended up inside Carmen's pussy while his wife sat at home somewhere. While Earl worked in the barn trusting everyone.

		Three men in one week. Three different encounters. Mike, Jake, Ray. All of them willing. All of them hungry for Carmen's voluptuous body. And Carmen didn't plan any of it. She just took every opportunity, fucked whoever was available when Earl was distracted.

		The pattern was clear now. Undeniable.

		Maya carried the basket of eggs back to the house, her pussy still throbbing despite having just come. The kitchen door opened. Ray walked out, tipped his hat to her.

		"Afternoon, Maya."

		"Hi, Mr. Ray."

		He smiled, kind and friendly, like he hadn't just been balls deep in her aunt. Like Carmen hadn't just told him to go be nice to his wife. He climbed into his truck and drove away.

		Maya stepped inside. Carmen stood at the sink washing her hands, her back to the door. She glanced over her shoulder, smiled.

		"Get all the eggs?"

		"Yeah."

		"Good. Help me finish this lunch?"

		Maya lay on her bed that night, the window open to let in cooler air. The house was quiet. Earl had gone to bed early like always. Carmen was downstairs watching television, her laughter occasionally drifting up through the floorboards.

		Maya's hand slid into her pajama shorts. She was wet again. Still wet. Always wet now.

		Her fingers found her clit, circled slowly. The images from the past week flooded her mind without invitation. Carmen's huge tits bouncing. The sounds of flesh slapping against flesh. Men grunting as they came inside her aunt's pussy.

		Three different men. Three different locations. But the same pattern underneath it all.

		Maya's fingers moved faster. Her pussy clenched, throbbed, demanded more.

		Carmen didn't plan these encounters. That was the revelation that had been building all week. There were no secret arrangements, no planned meetings. Carmen just took every opportunity when it presented itself. The electrician needed to fix the wiring, and Earl stepped outside. The farmhand delivered hay, and Earl drove to the far pasture. The feed store owner came to collect payment, and Earl went to check a mare.

		Minutes were all it took. Sometimes less than that.

		And Carmen grabbed those minutes with both hands, used them to get fucked by whoever happened to be there.

		Maya shoved two fingers inside herself. Her back arched off the bed.

		The spontaneity of it made it hotter somehow. Made it more dangerous. No planning meant more risk of getting caught. But Carmen did it anyway. Needed it anyway.

		Did Uncle Earl really not satisfy her? Or was it something else? Something about the variety, the excitement, the sheer wrongness of it that Carmen craved?

		Maya pumped her fingers faster, her other hand sliding under her tank top to squeeze her breast through her bra.

		And Maya herself. What did it say about her that she couldn't stop watching? That she positioned herself deliberately now to witness these encounters? That her pussy flooded the moment a truck pulled up the driveway?

		She wasn't accidentally stumbling onto these scenes anymore. She was hunting for them. Waiting for them. Needing them.

		Her breath came in short gasps. Her hips lifted off the bed, grinding against her hand.

		The compulsion had taken root deep inside her. Each encounter she witnessed made the hunger stronger instead of satisfying it. She'd masturbated four times today. Four times, and her cunt still ached.

		Tomorrow another man might arrive. Another opportunity might present itself. And Maya would find a way to watch. Would hide somewhere with a view. Would get herself off while Carmen took what she wanted.

		The guilt was fading. Buried deeper each day under the overwhelming need.

		Her orgasm hit hard. Her back arched, her hand clamping over her mouth to muffle the cry. Her pussy spasmed around her fingers, wetness flooding her palm.

		But even as pleasure crashed through her, the ache didn't fade. Her fingers weren't enough anymore. Nothing was enough.

		She lay there afterward, chest heaving, sweat cooling on her skin. The crickets sang outside her window, loud and insistent in the darkness.

		How many others had there been before she arrived? How many more would there be? And when would this compulsion stop controlling her?

		Maya's hand slid back into her shorts. Her pussy throbbed, demanding attention again. Already.

		She was becoming something she didn't recognize. Something hungry and shameless and desperate.

		Just like her aunt.

		

	
		Frank

		

		The sound of a truck engine pulled Maya's attention from the kitchen sink. She looked out the window. A familiar white pickup rolled up the gravel drive, tools rattling in the bed. Frank.

		Her stomach flipped. Her pussy clenched.

		Over two weeks had passed since he'd caught her in the loft watching him fuck Carmen. Two weeks since his eyes had locked on hers while his thick cock pumped into her aunt's wet cunt, his grin feral and knowing. Two weeks of other men coming and going. Bill in the equipment shed, his hands gripping Carmen's massive ass. Jake taking her fast and rough behind stacked hay. Ray getting his cock sucked while Earl worked outside.

		Maya had watched them all. Hidden. Touching herself. Cumming over and over while guilt ate at her and arousal drowned everything else.

		But Frank hadn't come back. Not since that day in the loft. She'd started to think maybe he wouldn't. Maybe he'd decided she wasn't worth the trouble.

		Now here he was.

		Earl pushed back from the breakfast table, stood and stretched. His joints cracked. He grabbed his cap from the hook by the door.

		"Frank's here to start on that feed storage shed," he said. "Should take him close to a week to get it done."

		Carmen looked up from her coffee, her voluptuous body relaxed in the chair. The thin robe gaped at her chest, her heavy breasts swaying as she shifted. "Where are you putting it?"

		"East side of the main barn. Need the extra space with the operation expanding." Earl settled the cap on his gray head. "Maya, you mind helping him out today? Carrying lumber, handing him tools, that sort of thing?"

		Maya's hands gripped the edge of the sink. Her knuckles went white. "Sure. No problem."

		"Good girl. I'll be out checking the horses most of the morning. Got the vet coming at eleven to look at that mare's leg."

		Earl walked out. The screen door slapped shut behind him. Carmen sipped her coffee, her dark eyes watching Maya over the rim of the mug. A small smile played at her lips.

		"Better get dressed, mija. Frank likes to start early."

		Maya's face burned. She turned away, headed upstairs. Her legs felt weak climbing the steps.

		In her room she pulled on denim shorts that hugged her round ass, a fitted tank top that showed her toned arms and the swell of her full breasts. No bra. The fabric clung to her hard nipples. She stared at herself in the small mirror above the dresser. Her light brown skin glowed in the morning light. Her dark eyes looked too bright, too wide.

		'What the hell am I doing?'

		But she knew. Her pussy was already wet, soaking into her underwear. Her body knew exactly what it wanted.

		She headed downstairs and out the back door.

		Frank stood near his truck, unloading two-by-fours from the bed. He wore jeans and a plain white t-shirt that stretched across his broad shoulders and thick arms. His dark skin gleamed with a light sheen of sweat already. Fifty-eight years old and still powerful, still strong from decades of physical labor.

		Earl walked over, shook Frank's hand. They talked for a minute, Earl gesturing toward the east side of the barn. Frank nodded, his movements easy and confident.

		Maya approached slowly. Her bare feet made no sound on the gravel. Frank's eyes tracked her movement. His gaze slid down her body, lingering on her breasts, her flat stomach, her legs. Heat flooded her face. Her nipples hardened further.

		"Maya's going to help you out today," Earl said. "Let her know what you need."

		"Appreciate it." Frank's voice was deep, rough. His eyes stayed on Maya. "We'll get along just fine."

		Earl headed toward the horse paddocks, his stride purposeful. His figure grew smaller as he crossed the property.

		Frank turned to Maya. His expression shifted. The polite contractor mask dropped away. Something predatory took its place.

		"Come on, girl. Grab that end."

		He pointed to a stack of lumber in the truck bed. Maya climbed up, her shorts riding higher on her thighs. She bent to grab a board. The position made her ass stick out, the denim stretching tight across her round cheeks.

		"Goddamn." Frank's voice came from behind her. "That's a perfect ass."

		Maya's breath caught. She straightened, the board heavy in her hands. They carried it to the work site in silence. Set it down with the others. Walked back for more.

		The morning sun climbed higher. Heat built in the still air. They worked in rhythm, carrying boards, stacking them near the barn wall. Frank directed the placement with few words. His eyes never left her body for long.

		Sweat dampened Maya's tank top. The fabric clung to her skin, her hard nipples visible through the thin material. She felt exposed, on display. Her pussy throbbed with each movement.

		Earl was visible in the distance, checking horses in the far paddock. Too far to hear anything said in normal voices.

		Frank grabbed a toolbox from the truck. Set it down with a heavy thud. "Hand me that tape measure."

		Maya reached for it. As she turned to pass it to him, Frank stepped closer. His body heat radiated against her skin. His hand took the tape measure, his rough fingers brushing hers.

		"You been thinking about what you saw?" His voice dropped low. "Up in that loft?"

		Maya's mouth went dry. Her pulse hammered in her throat. "I don't know what you're talking about."

		"Liar." Frank's laugh was quiet, dark. "I saw your face. Saw you rubbing that sweet pussy while you watched me fuck your aunt."

		"I wasn't—"

		"Don't." His hand shot out, gripped her chin. Not hard enough to hurt but firm enough to hold her still. "Don't fucking lie to me. I know what you are."

		Her legs trembled. Wetness flooded her underwear. Her cunt ached.

		Frank released her chin, stepped back. Started measuring boards, marking them with a pencil. "We got all week together, Maya. All week for you to figure out what you want."

		She should walk away. Go back to the house. Tell Earl she didn't feel well.

		But her feet stayed planted. Her body refused to move.

		They worked through the morning. Frank cut boards with a circular saw, the blade screaming through wood. Maya held pieces steady while he drilled pilot holes. Carried tools when he needed them. Her hands shook every time she got close.

		Earl appeared around eleven, the veterinarian's truck following him up the drive. They headed toward the barn where the injured mare waited.

		Frank straightened from his work. Watched them disappear inside. Then turned to Maya.

		"Come here."

		It wasn't a request. Maya's body obeyed before her mind could protest. She walked to where he stood, her breathing shallow and quick.

		"Turn around."

		She turned. Faced the partially framed shed wall. Her back to him.

		His hand landed on her ass. Hard. The slap echoed in the quiet morning. Pain bloomed across her right cheek, sharp and sudden. Then heat. Then something else.

		"Fuck," Maya gasped.

		Frank's hand stayed there. Squeezed the flesh he'd just struck. His fingers dug into her round ass through the denim. "This right here? This is made for grabbing. For holding while a man fucks you from behind."

		Maya's knees buckled. She caught herself on the workbench. Her pussy clenched, empty and desperate. More wetness soaked her shorts.

		Frank's hand released her. Stepped back. When she turned around his expression was calm, controlled. Like nothing had happened.

		"Lunch break," he said. "Tell your aunt I'll be back in an hour."

		He walked to his truck. Climbed in. The engine started. Gravel crunched under his tires as he drove away.

		Maya stood frozen. Her ass burned where he'd slapped her. Her cunt throbbed. Her breathing came in ragged gasps.

		Earl and the vet emerged from the barn, talking and nodding. They shook hands. The vet's truck pulled away.

		Earl walked over to where Maya stood. "Where'd Frank go?"

		"Lunch." Her voice sounded strange. Too high. "He'll be back in an hour."

		"Alright. Come on inside. Your aunt made sandwiches."

		Maya followed him toward the house on unsteady legs.

		Two days passed. Frank returned each morning, his white truck rolling up the drive before the heat became unbearable. The shed took shape. Frame walls rose against the barn's east side. Roof beams crossed overhead.

		Maya helped when Earl told her to. Handed Frank nails. Held boards steady while he secured them. Her body stayed tense the entire time, waiting for him to touch her again. Waiting for those crude words that made her pussy clench and drip.

		But Frank acted like nothing had happened. Professional. Polite. He barely looked at her.

		It made everything worse. The anticipation crawled under her skin, lived there, made her restless and aching. At night she touched herself raw, fingers working her swollen clit until she came gasping into her pillow. But it wasn't enough. Nothing was enough.

		The third day the temperature climbed past ninety by noon. Frank worked shirtless, his dark skin glistening with sweat. Muscles moved under that skin as he hammered, lifted, positioned beams. Maya watched from inside the house where Carmen had her scrubbing vegetables for dinner.

		"Take him some water," Carmen said. Her voice was casual, unbothered. She nodded toward the pitcher of ice water on the counter. "He's been out there for hours."

		Maya's hands stilled in the sink. "Can't you do it?"

		Carmen's dark eyes sparkled with something that might have been amusement. "I'm busy here, mija. Go on."

		Maya dried her hands. Poured water into a tall glass. Ice cubes clinked against the sides. Her pulse picked up as she walked toward the back door.

		The heat hit her the moment she stepped outside. Thick and oppressive. The kind that made breathing feel like work. Frank stood on a ladder propped against the shed frame, securing a beam overhead. Sweat ran down his back, disappeared into the waistband of his jeans.

		Maya's bare feet made no sound on the packed dirt. She stopped at the base of the ladder. "I brought you water."

		Frank looked down. His eyes dragged over her body. She wore short cotton shorts and a thin tank top, nothing underneath. The heat made anything else unbearable. His gaze lingered on her breasts, her hard nipples visible through the damp fabric.

		"Set it down. Be there in a minute."

		She placed the glass on the workbench. Started to turn back toward the house.

		"Stay."

		One word. It froze her in place.

		Frank climbed down. Grabbed the glass. Drank half of it in long swallows, his throat working. Water dripped from his mouth, ran down his chin, his neck, his chest. He set the glass down. Wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

		Then he stepped close. Too close.

		"You been watching the horses, Maya?" His voice was low, conversational. Like they were discussing the weather.

		"What?"

		"The breeding barn. You seen what goes on in there?"

		Heat flooded her face. She remembered. The massive stallion mounting the mare. The raw power. The primal sounds. "Yeah. I've seen it."

		"That's nature. No shame in it." Frank's hand came up, rested on her hip. His thumb rubbed slow circles against her bare skin where her tank top had ridden up. "Stallion sees a mare in heat, he takes her. Simple as that."

		Maya's breathing quickened. His touch burned. Her pussy throbbed.

		"You know what else I noticed?" Frank's other hand joined the first, both gripping her hips now. He pulled her forward. His bare chest pressed against her breasts. "You smell like that mare. Hot. Ready. Desperate for it."

		"Frank—"

		"Your aunt's the same way. That hunger. That need." His mouth was right by her ear. "I can smell it on you, girl. That wet pussy. You been thinking about cock for days now, haven't you?"

		"Yes." The word escaped before she could stop it.

		Frank's hands slid down, cupped her ass. Squeezed hard. Pulled her against him. She felt his cock, thick and hard behind his jeans. "Fuck, you got a body made for breeding. Tight little thing like you, you'd feel so good wrapped around a man's dick."

		Maya's knees went weak. She grabbed his arms to stay upright. Her cunt clenched, empty and aching.

		"But you're not ready yet." Frank's voice dropped to a growl. "You're still fighting it. Still scared."

		"I'm not—"

		"You are." He released her abruptly. Stepped back. "Go on inside, Maya. Before you do something you can't take back."

		She stood there gasping. Her body screamed at her to close the distance. To press against him again. To beg.

		"Go."

		Maya turned. Walked back to the house on shaking legs. At the door she looked back.

		Frank watched her. His expression was dark, knowing. Predatory.

		He picked up his hammer and went back to work.

		The next morning Frank started on the roof beams. Long pieces of lumber that needed positioning overhead before securing. He dragged the ladder to different spots around the shed frame, climbed up, hammered, climbed down, moved the ladder again.

		Earl had driven to town for supplies. Carmen was at the farmer's market selling eggs and preserves. Maya was supposed to be weeding the garden.

		Instead she stood near the shed, watching Frank work.

		"Make yourself useful," he called down. "Hold this steady."

		Maya approached the ladder. Gripped the sides. The metal was hot under her palms, heated by the sun. Frank climbed up above her. His boots passed her eye level. His legs. The worn denim stretched across his thick thighs. His ass.

		"Look up here."

		She tilted her head back. Squinted against the bright sky. Frank stood on the top rung, a beam balanced on his shoulder. His body blocked the sun. Sweat dripped from him, landed on her upturned face.

		"You ever watch Diablo work?" His voice carried down, casual and conversational. "That stallion's a professional. Knows exactly what he's doing."

		Maya's throat tightened. "Yeah."

		"Mares come in heat, they can't help themselves. Their bodies tell them what they need." Frank positioned the beam, held it in place with one hand while reaching for his hammer with the other. "They get wet. Ready. Stand there with their tails lifted, begging for it."

		Heat flooded Maya's face. Her hands gripped the ladder tighter.

		"That's when Diablo mounts them. Doesn't ask permission. Just takes what's his." The hammer drove nails with precise strikes. Metal on metal. "You seen how hard he fucks them? How deep?"

		"Frank—"

		"Answer me, Maya. You seen it?"

		"Yes."

		"And what did you think about? When you watched that stallion's cock sliding in and out of that mare's pussy?"

		Her knees trembled. Wetness soaked her underwear. "I don't know."

		"Liar." Another nail driven home. "You thought about getting fucked like that. Mounted. Taken. Used."

		The word hung in the air between them. Used. It should have disgusted her. Should have made her angry.

		Instead her pussy clenched. More wetness flooded out.

		Frank climbed down. His boots hit the dirt with heavy thuds. He stood right in front of her, close enough that she felt his body heat. Smelled his sweat. His eyes locked on hers.

		"Turn around."

		Her body obeyed. She faced the shed wall. Heard him move behind her.

		Both his hands grabbed her ass. Hard. Rough. His fingers dug into her flesh through the thin shorts. Squeezed until it bordered on painful. He pulled her back against him. His hard cock pressed between her ass cheeks.

		"Nngh," Maya whimpered.

		"This ass right here?" Frank's mouth was by her ear. His breath hot against her neck. "This is what I'm gonna grab when I fuck you. Gonna hold you right here while I shove my cock in that tight little pussy. Gonna use this body exactly how it's meant to be used."

		Maya couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. Her cunt throbbed so hard it hurt.

		"Say it." His hands squeezed harder. "Tell me you want it."

		"I—" Her voice broke.

		"Say it, Maya."

		"I want it." The words came out as a whisper. Desperate. Broken.

		"Want what?"

		Tears stung her eyes. Shame and need crashed together until she couldn't tell them apart. "I want your cock. I want you to fuck me."

		"Good girl." Frank released her. Stepped back. Left her standing there shaking.

		She turned. He was already climbing the ladder again. Moving on to the next beam. Like nothing had happened.

		Maya's legs wouldn't hold her. She sank down onto an overturned bucket. Put her face in her hands. Her whole body trembled. Her pussy ached. Her shorts were soaked through.

		'What's happening to me?'

		But she knew. Frank was breaking her down. Word by word. Touch by touch. Taking away every defense until nothing remained except raw hunger.

		And it was working.

		Days four and five blurred together. Frank arrived early both mornings. The shed walls were complete now. He worked on the interior, installing support beams and preparing for shelving. Maya helped without being asked. Handed him tools. Held boards steady. Stayed close.

		Waiting.

		Each encounter grew bolder. Frank stopped pretending. Stopped acting like there were boundaries.

		Thursday afternoon he found her carrying a box of nails. Stepped behind her in the narrow space between the shed wall and stacked lumber. His body pressed against her back. His hand slid around, gripped her hip. Held her there.

		"You know what I'm gonna do to you?" His voice was rough in her ear. "Gonna bend you over just like this. Spread these legs wide. Shove my cock so deep you'll feel it in your fucking throat."

		Maya's whole body shook. The box of nails fell from her hands. Scattered across the dirt.

		Frank's other hand came up. Cupped her breast through her tank top. Squeezed. His thumb rubbed over her hard nipple. "Gonna make you scream my name. Gonna fuck this tight little body until you can't walk straight."

		"Oh god," Maya whimpered.

		He released her. Walked away. Left her gasping and dripping.

		Friday morning Earl asked her to help Frank measure the interior walls. They worked side by side. Every time she bent down, Frank's hand found her ass. Slapped it. Grabbed it. Squeezed hard enough to leave marks.

		She stopped flinching. Stopped pulling away.

		At lunch Frank cornered her by his truck. Pressed her against the tailgate. Both hands gripped her hips. Pulled her against his hard cock.

		"Feel that?" He ground himself against her. "That's what's gonna split you open. Gonna make that virgin pussy take every thick inch."

		"Please," Maya breathed.

		"Please what?"

		"I don't know." Tears rolled down her cheeks. "I don't know."

		"Yes you do." His hand slid between her legs. Cupped her pussy through her shorts. She was soaked. The fabric clung to her cunt, wet and hot. "You want this cock. Want me to fuck you like the desperate little slut you are."

		Maya nodded. Shame burned through her but she nodded.

		"Soon," Frank promised. His fingers pressed harder against her pussy. Rubbed. "Real soon."

		Earl's voice called from across the property. Frank stepped back instantly. Professional again. Calm.

		Maya stumbled toward the house.

		That night she lay in bed touching herself. Her door locked. Her curtains drawn. Her fingers worked her swollen clit in frantic circles. She shoved two fingers inside. Three. Fucked herself hard. It wasn't enough.

		Nothing was enough.

		She came thinking about Frank's cock. About him bending her over. Spreading her legs. Taking her. Using her.

		She came again. And again. Until her hand cramped and her pussy ached and tears soaked her pillow.

		'Please,' she thought. 'Please just do it. Just fuck me. I can't take this anymore.'

		The next morning was Saturday. Frank's last day on the shed. Maya woke already wet. Already desperate.

		Today. It had to be today.

		She couldn't survive another night like the last one.

		

	
		Not Her Turn

		

		Earl pushed his chair back from the breakfast table. His weathered face looked more tired than usual, dark circles under his eyes. He drained the last of his coffee and set the mug down with a heavy thunk.

		"Got that livestock auction over in Martinsville today," he said. "Three-hour drive. Won't be back till after dinner."

		Carmen looked up from the stove where she was scraping scrambled eggs onto plates. Her dark hair hung loose around her shoulders, still messy from sleep. She wore cutoff denim shorts that hugged her wide hips and massive ass, frayed threads hanging against her thick thighs. One of Earl's old work shirts, blue plaid, tied up beneath her heavy breasts. The knot pulled the fabric tight, creating deep cleavage, the brown skin of her chest on full display. Practical clothes for farm work, comfortable in the building heat.

		"Drive safe," she said. "You taking the truck?"

		"Yeah. Need the space if I end up buying anything."

		Maya sat at the table finishing her orange juice. The morning felt normal. Quiet. Just another day on the farm with regular routines and regular work. Nothing special about it.

		Earl stood and grabbed his keys from the hook by the door. Settled his baseball cap on his gray head. He leaned down and kissed Carmen on the cheek, his rough hand squeezing her thick shoulder.

		"Love you," he said.

		"Love you too."

		The screen door slapped shut behind him. His boots crunched across the gravel. The truck engine turned over, rumbled to life. Maya watched through the kitchen window as he drove down the long driveway, dust rising behind the tires until he disappeared around the bend.

		Carmen brought the plates to the table. Eggs and bacon and toast. She sat down across from Maya, picked up her fork.

		"What do you want to work on today?" Carmen asked.

		"Whatever you need."

		"Garden could use weeding. Tomatoes are getting out of control. Some of the stakes need adjusting too."

		"I can do that."

		They ate in comfortable silence. The kitchen windows let in morning light that made everything look soft and golden. Birds sang outside. The old house creaked and settled around them.

		Maya helped clear the dishes after breakfast. Carmen washed while Maya dried. Normal domestic routine. Nothing charged or tense about it. Just aunt and niece doing morning cleanup together.

		"I'll be working on laundry and some baking," Carmen said. "Holler if you need anything."

		"Okay."

		Maya headed outside into the already warming morning. The sun climbed higher, promising another scorching day. She walked past the chicken coops toward the large vegetable garden that stretched along the south side of the house. Tomato plants grew tall on their stakes, heavy with green and red fruit. Weeds sprouted between the rows, taking advantage of the rich soil and regular watering.

		She grabbed gloves and a bucket from the small tool shed, knelt in the dirt between the rows. Her hands pulled at the weeds, yanking them free with satisfying pops as the roots released. The soil smelled earthy and damp. Sweat started to gather at her hairline, on the back of her neck.

		The work was mindless. Peaceful even. Pull the weeds, toss them in the bucket, move down the row. Her mind drifted to nothing in particular. Classes she'd take next semester. What she should choose for her major. How much longer summer would last.

		Time passed. The bucket filled with wilted weeds. Maya moved to the next row, adjusting stakes that had come loose, tying up tomato branches that drooped under the weight of fruit.

		A truck engine sounded in the distance. Growing louder. Maya looked up, shading her eyes against the sun. A blue Ford pickup came up the driveway, moving slow. Not Earl's truck. This one was older, more beat up, with a dented front fender.

		The truck pulled to a stop near the house. The engine cut off. A man climbed out. Older, maybe early fifties, with a thick build and sun-weathered skin. He wore jeans and a faded plaid shirt with the sleeves rolled up. Work boots caked with dried mud. His hair was sandy brown going gray at the temples.

		"Earl around?" he called out.

		Maya stood, brushing dirt from her knees. "He's at an auction. Won't be back till tonight."

		The man nodded, looked toward the house. "I'm Bill. Neighbor from two properties over. Just bringing back that post hole digger Earl lent me last week."

		"Oh. Okay."

		Bill walked around to the truck bed, pulled out a long metal tool. Heavy and awkward looking. He carried it toward the equipment shed.

		The front door opened. Carmen came out onto the porch, wiping her hands on a dish towel. Her cutoff shorts showed every curve of her thick thighs and round ass. The tied shirt pulled tight across her enormous breasts, deep cleavage visible in the gap between the knotted fabric. The morning heat had already made her face flush, a light sheen of moisture on her brown skin, dampness gathering in the valley between her tits.

		"Bill! Good to see you," she called.

		"Morning, Carmen. Just returning Earl's equipment."

		"You want some coffee? Just made a fresh pot."

		Bill set the post hole digger against the shed wall. Turned back toward Carmen. His eyes tracked over her body for just a second longer than casual. The sweep of his gaze taking in her heavy breasts straining against the tied shirt, the exposed skin of her soft belly, her wide hips in those tight cutoffs, the curves that demanded attention.

		"Coffee sounds good," he said.

		"Come on up."

		Carmen disappeared back inside. Bill followed, climbing the porch steps. The screen door closed behind him.

		Maya knelt back down in the garden. Pulled another weed. Tossed it in the bucket. Her heart had started beating faster. That look Bill gave Carmen. Quick but unmistakable. The way his eyes had lingered.

		She tried to focus on the weeds. On the work in front of her. But her pulse thrummed in her ears. Her cunt throbbed, sudden wetness gathering between her legs.

		Stop it. They're just having coffee. Neighborly conversation. Nothing else.

		But her body knew better. Her hands trembled slightly as she yanked at another weed. The voices from the porch drifted across the yard, too quiet to make out words. Just the rhythm of conversation. Carmen's warm laugh.

		Minutes passed. Five. Then ten. The voices continued. Maya forced herself to keep working, to not look toward the house.

		Then Carmen's voice, louder and clearer: "Let me show you where we keep the spare parts. Earl mentioned the auger attachment might fit your tractor model."

		"Yeah? That'd save me a trip to town."

		Footsteps on the porch. Maya glanced up. Carmen and Bill walking across the yard together. Heading toward the main barn. Carmen's thick hips swayed with each step, her massive ass moving in those tight cutoffs. Bill walked beside her, his body angled slightly toward hers.

		Something unspoken passed between them. A shift in energy. The way Carmen's hand brushed Bill's arm as she gestured toward the barn. The way Bill's eyes dropped to her round ass straining against the denim.

		The opportunity presenting itself. Carmen seizing it without hesitation or planning.

		They disappeared through the barn doors.

		Maya's breathing came faster. Her cunt flooded with wetness, soaking into her underwear. She dropped the weed in her hand.

		Maya's feet moved before her mind decided. She stood from the garden row, dirt on her knees, gloves still on her hands. The barn doors stood open. Dark inside compared to the bright yard. Her pulse slammed in her throat.

		She crossed the yard quickly, staying low near the fence line. The chickens clucked behind her. A horse whinnied from one of the distant paddocks. Her sneakers made no sound on the packed dirt.

		The barn side door stood slightly ajar. Maya slipped through it, her body pressed against the rough wood. The interior smelled like hay and leather and horse. Cooler air touched her sweaty skin. She heard voices from deeper inside. Carmen's laugh. Bill's lower rumble.

		Maya knew the route. She'd climbed to the loft four times now. Five. Her body knew which boards creaked, where to step, how to move silently. The wooden ladder rose against the back wall behind stacked feed bags. She pulled off her dirty gloves, stuffed them in her pocket, grabbed the rungs.

		Her arms pulled her weight up. One rung. Two. Three. The loft opened above her, dim and dusty, hay bales stacked in the corners. She crawled across the rough planks to her usual spot. The gaps between boards gave a perfect view of the main floor below.

		Carmen and Bill stood near the center stalls. Twenty feet below Maya's position. Carmen gestured toward some equipment on the wall. Her voice carried up clearly.

		"That's the auger attachment. Earl's only used it twice. Might work for your tractor if the horsepower matches."

		"I'd need to check the specs."

		"Sure. Take your time looking."

		Bill moved closer to examine the equipment. His shoulder brushed Carmen's. She didn't step away. The contact lingered for a beat too long.

		Bill's hand dropped from the equipment to Carmen's hip. His fingers spread against the denim cutoffs, testing. His eyes locked on hers.

		Carmen's body shifted toward him. Her huge breasts rose and fell faster under the tied shirt. Her lips parted.

		The opportunity seized.

		Bill's other hand came up, cupped the back of Carmen's neck, pulled her mouth to his. The kiss was hard and hungry. Carmen's hands grabbed his shirt. Their bodies pressed together. His thick fingers squeezed her wide hip, slid back to grip her massive ass through the tight denim.

		Maya's cunt clenched. Wetness flooded between her legs. Her breathing came faster, shallow and quick.

		Bill broke the kiss, spun Carmen around, pushed her forward toward the nearest stall wall. Carmen's palms slapped against the wood. Her thick ass jutted out. Bill's hands went to the button of her cutoffs, popped it open, yanked the zipper down. He peeled the tight denim over her hips, down her thick thighs, let the shorts drop around her ankles.

		Simple cotton panties, white, stretched across her massive ass. Bill hooked his fingers in the waistband, yanked them down to join the shorts. Carmen's brown skin exposed, her huge ass bare and round, the dark crack between her cheeks, the wet pink of her pussy lips visible from behind.

		"Fuck," Bill breathed.

		His hand came up and cracked across her right ass cheek. The sound sharp and loud in the barn. Slap. Carmen's flesh jiggled. A red handprint bloomed on her brown skin.

		He spanked her again. Harder. Slap. The other cheek. Carmen gasped, her back arching.

		"Again," she said. Her voice desperate and hungry. "Harder."

		Slap. Slap. Slap. Bill's rough palm connecting with her ass over and over. Red marks spreading across both cheeks. Carmen's huge ass bouncing with each impact. Her moans getting louder.

		"Yes. Fuck. Don't stop."

		Maya's hand moved to her shorts without permission. Slid under the waistband. Her fingers found her soaked pussy, slick and throbbing. She bit her lip to stay quiet.

		Bill opened his jeans. Shoved them down enough to free his cock. Thick and hard. He gripped Carmen's hips, positioned himself, thrust inside her in one brutal stroke.

		"Ungh!" Carmen's cry echoed off the barn walls.

		Bill didn't ease in. Didn't start slow. He fucked her hard from the first thrust. His hips slamming against her reddened ass. His fingers digging into her soft flesh. The wet slap of skin on skin. The creak of the stall wall taking the impact.

		"Take it," Bill grunted. "Fucking take it."

		"Yes. God yes. Fuck me harder."

		Carmen's huge breasts swung beneath her with each violent thrust. The tied shirt pulled tighter. Bill reached forward, grabbed a fistful of her dark hair, yanked her head back. Carmen's spine arched. Her thick throat exposed. Her mouth open, gasping.

		"You like that? Like getting fucked while your husband's gone?"

		"Yes. Fuck. I love it."

		Maya had never heard Carmen say things like this. Never heard her beg. The sounds were different too. Louder. More desperate. Less controlled than with the other men.

		Bill pounded into her. His cock disappearing into Carmen's wet cunt over and over. Faster. Harder. The violence of it shocking. His hand in her hair holding her head back at a painful angle. His other hand came around, grabbed Carmen's huge breast through the thin shirt, squeezed hard.

		"Ah! Fuck!"

		Maya's fingers worked her clit frantically. Her other hand squeezed her own breast through her tank top. Her nipples rock hard. Her pussy clenching around nothing, desperate to be filled. She wanted what Carmen was getting. Wanted a cock slamming into her that hard. That rough.

		"Gonna come," Bill grunted. "Where you want it?"

		"Inside. Come inside me."

		His thrusts became erratic. Jerky. His grip on her hair tightened. Three more brutal pumps and he buried himself deep, his body going rigid. Carmen moaned, her voluptuous body shaking.

		They stayed locked together for long seconds. Both breathing hard. Sweat on their skin. Then Bill pulled out, released her hair. Carmen sagged against the wall.

		Bill tucked his cock back in his jeans, zipped up. Carmen stood slowly, reached down for her panties and cutoffs, pulled them up over her thick thighs. Buttoned the shorts like nothing had happened. Her massive ass still bore the red handprints. She turned around, tied her shirt tighter, smoothed her messy hair.

		"So that auger," Bill said, his voice returning to normal conversation like a switch had flipped. "I'll measure my tractor PTO and let Earl know if it'll work."

		"Sounds good. We're not using it anyway."

		They walked toward the barn doors together. Casual. Relaxed. Bill climbed into his truck. Carmen waved from the porch. The engine started. Gravel crunched. He drove away.

		Maya lay in the loft, her hand still in her shorts, her body trembling. Her cunt throbbed with unfulfilled need.

		Maya stayed in the loft for minutes after Bill's truck disappeared. Her hand still pressed between her legs, her fingers wet and sticky. Her breathing wouldn't steady. The barn felt too quiet now, too empty. Just the soft shuffle of horses in their stalls and her own ragged breath.

		She climbed down the ladder on shaking legs. Slipped out the side door into the bright afternoon heat. The sun had climbed higher while she'd been watching. The temperature had risen. Sweat gathered at her hairline, on the back of her neck, between her breasts.

		Her body hummed with arousal. Her cunt stayed wet and swollen, sending pulses of pleasure through her with every movement. She'd touched herself while watching but hadn't come. Hadn't let herself. Too afraid of making noise, of being discovered. Now the need sat heavy and insistent between her legs, delicious but unfulfilled.

		Maya walked back toward the vegetable garden. Her underwear clung to her pussy, soaked through, the damp fabric rubbing against her sensitive clit with each step. The friction felt good. Too good. Her nipples stayed hard under her tank top, brushing against the cotton in a way that made her want to squeeze them.

		She knelt back down between the tomato rows. Pulled at weeds without really seeing them. Her hands moved automatically. Grab. Pull. Toss in the bucket. Her mind kept replaying what she'd just seen. The sound of Bill's hand cracking across Carmen's ass. The way Carmen had begged for it harder. The brutal thrusts. The red handprints on brown skin.

		Heat pooled low in Maya's belly. Her thighs shifted, pressing together, creating pressure that felt incredible but wasn't enough. She wanted to slip her hand back into her shorts. Wanted to make herself come right here in the dirt. But Carmen was in the house. Anyone could look out and see.

		The frustration of needing release and not being able to take it made her skin feel electric.

		An engine sounded in the distance. Getting louder.

		Maya looked up, shading her eyes. A black Silverado came up the driveway. Newer model, clean and well-maintained. Not a truck she recognized.

		The Silverado parked near the house. A man stepped out. Latino, maybe mid-fifties, with dark hair going silver at the temples. He wore jeans and a pressed button-down shirt, boots that looked expensive. Aviator sunglasses. Confident in the way he moved, like he owned every space he entered.

		Carmen came out onto the porch. She'd changed clothes. Now she wore a simple sundress, blue with tiny flowers, the fabric thin and flowing around her voluptuous curves. Her hair was pulled back in a clip. Fresh lipstick. She looked put together. Pretty.

		"Carlos!" Carmen's voice carried across the yard. "I wasn't expecting you today."

		"I was in the area. Thought I'd stop by and look at those colts Earl mentioned at the last auction." His voice was smooth, accented. "Is he around?"

		"He's actually at an auction in Martinsville. Won't be back till tonight."

		"Ah. Well, maybe I can come back another time."

		"Don't be silly. I can show you the horses. I know which ones he's thinking of selling."

		Carlos smiled. White teeth against brown skin. "Lead the way."

		They walked together toward the distant paddocks where the young horses grazed. Carmen's thick hips swayed in the sundress. Carlos walked close beside her. His hand gestured as he talked, professional and focused on business.

		Maya pulled another weed. Tried to focus on the work. Her body still thrummed with need. Minutes passed. She glanced up occasionally to see Carmen and Carlos at the paddock fence. Carmen pointing out specific colts. Carlos nodding, asking questions. Normal business discussion.

		They stood there for a while. Ten minutes. Fifteen. Then they turned and walked back toward the house together. Carlos's hand touched Carmen's elbow as they crossed the uneven ground. Carmen laughed at something he said.

		They climbed the porch steps. The screen door opened and closed. Disappeared inside.

		Maya's pulse picked up. She stood from the garden, brushed dirt from her knees. Walked toward the house. Her feet moved quietly across the yard. The kitchen window sat at the back of the house, partially open to let in the breeze.

		She approached from the side where the lilac bushes grew tall and thick. Pressed herself against the house wall beneath the window. Listened.

		Maya's heart pounded. She could hear their voices through the open window. Carmen talking about the colts. Carlos responding. Normal conversation. The clink of coffee mugs.

		She couldn't see anything from outside. The angle was wrong. The bushes blocked her view.

		Maya moved around to the back door. The screen door would make noise if she opened it. She tested the handle. Unlocked. She pulled it open slowly, inch by inch, holding it steady so the hinges wouldn't creak. Slipped inside. Let it close behind her with barely a whisper.

		The mudroom opened into the kitchen. Maya pressed herself against the wall. Peeked around the doorframe.

		Carmen stood at the counter pouring coffee. Her back to the doorway. Carlos leaned against the kitchen table, his eyes tracking her movements. The way his gaze traveled over Carmen's voluptuous body. Lingering on her huge ass in that thin sundress. On her thick thighs. On the curve of her heavy breasts when she turned with the coffee mugs.

		"Cream?" Carmen asked.

		"Black is fine."

		She handed him the mug. Their fingers touched. Held for a beat longer than necessary.

		"So," Carlos said. His voice dropped lower. "Earl gone all day?"

		"Won't be back till after dinner."

		"Been too long since we had time like this."

		"I know." Carmen's voice turned breathy. "I've been thinking about you."

		Carlos set his coffee mug on the table. Stepped closer to Carmen. His hand came up, touched her cheek. His thumb traced her lower lip.

		"Show me how much," he said.

		Carmen's breath caught. Her huge breasts rose and fell faster under the sundress. Her hand went to his belt.

		He kissed her. His mouth claiming hers. Carmen's hands gripped his shirt, pulled him closer. The kiss deepened. His tongue in her mouth. Her body pressing against his.

		Maya's cunt clenched. Fresh wetness flooded between her legs. She shifted her position, trying to see better. The living room connected to the kitchen through an open archway. She could slip in there. Get closer. Watch from behind the couch.

		She moved silently across the floor. Her sneakers making no sound. Crouched behind the couch. Perfect view of the kitchen through the archway. Twenty feet away.

		Carlos broke the kiss. Spun Carmen around. Bent her over the kitchen table. His hand went to the hem of her sundress, yanked it up over her massive ass. Blue cotton panties stretched across her brown skin. He pulled them down roughly. Let them drop to her ankles.

		His hand cracked across her bare ass. Slap. Carmen gasped. He spanked her again. Harder. The sound echoing in the kitchen. Red blooming on her already marked cheeks from Bill earlier.

		"Still warm from someone else," Carlos said. Dark amusement in his voice.

		"Mmm. Bill stopped by this morning."

		"Greedy woman."

		"You love it."

		Carlos opened his jeans. Freed his thick cock. Dark and hard. He gripped Carmen's wide hips, positioned himself, thrust inside her.

		"Ah! Fuck!" Carmen's cry filled the house.

		He fucked her hard against the table. The wood creaking under the impact. Her huge breasts crushed against the surface. His fingers digging into her soft flesh. Brutal thrusts from the start. No buildup. Just taking what he wanted.

		"Ungh. Yes. Oh fuck yes."

		"So fucking wet. You needed this."

		"Needed your cock. Fuck. Missed this."

		"We fit so good together."

		"Yes. God yes."

		Maya's hand slid into her shorts. Found her soaked pussy. Her fingers worked her clit frantically. The need overwhelming. She bit her lip to stay silent.

		Carlos pulled out. Grabbed Carmen by the hair. Turned her around. Lifted her onto the table. Pushed her back so she lay flat. Her thick legs spread wide. He thrust back inside her. Deeper this time. His hands grabbed her enormous breasts through the sundress, squeezed hard.

		"Ah! Right there!"

		The table scraped across the floor with each thrust. Carmen's voluptuous body bouncing. Her moans getting louder. Less controlled.

		"Take it. Take all of it."

		"So deep. Fuck. You're so deep."

		Maya's fingers moved faster. The pressure building. Her other hand squeezed her breast. Pinched her hard nipple through her tank top. Close. So close.

		Carlos pulled Carmen to the edge of the table. Lifted her thick legs over his shoulders. Pounded into her at a new angle. Carmen's back arched. Her mouth open. Gasping.

		"Right there. Don't stop. Ungh. Don't stop."

		"You feel incredible. Always do."

		"Need this more. Need you more often."

		"Fuck yes. We should make that happen."

		Maya came. Hard. Her body shaking behind the couch. Her hand clamped over her mouth to muffle the sounds trying to escape. Waves of pleasure crashing through her. Her pussy clenching around her fingers.

		Carlos didn't slow. He kept fucking Carmen through multiple positions. Pulled her off the table. Bent her over the kitchen counter. Her huge tits pressed against the cold surface. Took her from behind again. Rougher now. More demanding. His hand in her hair. Pulling. Controlling.

		"Yes. Harder. Fuck me harder."

		"Love watching this ass. Love how you take my cock."

		"Mmm. You know how to fuck me right."

		Carmen's insatiable hunger on full display. She couldn't get enough. Needed more. Always more.

		Maya's fingers moved again despite having just come. The sight too much. Her body responding even though she'd just orgasmed. Building toward another peak.

		Carlos switched positions again. Sat Carmen on the counter. Stood between her spread thighs. Fucked her facing him this time. His mouth on her neck. Her thick legs wrapped around his waist. The wet slap of skin on skin. Their breathing harsh and desperate.

		"Gonna come," Carlos grunted.

		"Inside. Fill me. Want all of it."

		His thrusts became erratic. Faster. Jerky. He buried himself deep. Groaned. Carmen's body shook. Her nails digging into his shoulders.

		"Fuck. So good."

		Maya came again. Quieter this time but just as intense. Her body trembling. Nearly crying out. Barely holding back the moan.

		They stayed locked together. Both breathing hard. Sweat on their skin. Then Carlos pulled out. Zipped his jeans. Carmen slid off the counter. Pulled her panties and dress back down. Smoothed her hair.

		"I needed that," Carmen said. Her voice satisfied. "Needed your cock today."

		"Always happy to help." Carlos grinned. "More coffee?"

		"Why not."

		Maya didn't wait to hear more. She backed away from the couch. Crept to the mudroom. Out the back door. Ran across the yard to the side entrance of the house. Up the stairs to her room.

		She threw herself on the bed. Her hand went back into her shorts. Found her swollen clit. Rubbed frantically. Desperate. Her other hand pushed her tank top up. Squeezed her bare breast. Pinched her nipple hard.

		She came again within seconds. Her body arching off the bed. A strangled cry escaping despite trying to stay quiet.

		But it wasn't enough. Her fingers slid inside her pussy. Two. Then three. Trying to fill herself. Trying to replicate what she'd watched. The feeling of being stretched. Being filled. Being taken.

		Her fingers couldn't do it. Too small. Not deep enough. Not hard enough.

		Maya lay in her soaked sheets. Her shorts discarded on the floor. Her tank top pushed up above her full breasts. Her hand still between her legs. Moving slower now but not stopping.

		The need wouldn't go away. The hunger Carmen had. The insatiable appetite that required multiple men in one day. Maya understood it now. Felt it in her own body. The craving for cock. For being filled. For being fucked hard and rough and used.

		Watching would never be enough again.

		Her body demanded what it had witnessed.

		

	
		Finally

		

		The afternoon heat pressed down like a weight. Maya leaned on the pitchfork, her arms trembling from hours of turning muck in the livestock pens. Sweat soaked through her tank top, plastering it to her skin. The smell clung to everything. Horse manure and cattle waste mixed with straw, the whole mess composting in the sun, needing to be turned and aerated so it would break down properly into usable fertilizer.

		Her back ached. Her shoulders burned. Blisters had formed on her palms despite the work gloves.

		Earl worked beside her in the next pen, his weathered face streaked with dirt, his movements steady and methodical. He'd been at it since dawn, never complaining, just doing what needed doing. His presence filled the space, his quiet focus somehow making the work feel less overwhelming.

		"You're doing good," he said without looking up. "Most city kids wouldn't last an hour at this."

		"I'm not a city kid anymore."

		Earl smiled, the lines around his eyes crinkling. "No. I guess you're not."

		Carmen appeared at the fence, her voluptuous body in work jeans and a tank top stained with dirt and sweat, her thick hair pulled back in a messy ponytail. She held two bottles of water, condensation dripping down the plastic.

		"You two need to take a break before you pass out."

		Earl straightened, pulled off his gloves. "Yeah. We're about done here anyway."

		Carmen handed them each a bottle. Maya unscrewed the cap and drank half of it in one long pull, the cold water shocking her parched throat.

		"Maya, you look like you're about to melt," Carmen said, her dark eyes soft with concern. "Go take a break. Walk down to the creek."

		Maya wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. "I should finish here."

		"We got it covered," Earl said. "Go cool off. You've earned it."

		"There's a swimming spot about twenty minutes out past the south pasture," Carmen added. "Water's cold and clear. Trees give good shade."

		"I don't know where that is."

		"Follow the fence line south till you hit the old access road. Turn left and keep walking till you hear water. You'll find it." Carmen's smile widened. "Take your time. Enjoy your vacation, mija."

		Maya's body practically sang at the thought of cold water. She nodded, set down the pitchfork, pulled off her filthy gloves.

		Earl was already back to work, turning another pile, his focus absolute. Carmen watched him for a moment, something unreadable crossing her face, then turned back toward the house.

		Maya grabbed her small backpack from the porch. She'd changed into her bikini under clean denim shorts and a fresh tank top, stuffed a towel in the bag. Her work boots were still laced tight, dusty and worn but solid. No way she was walking twenty minutes through farm property in anything less.

		The fence line stretched south into the distance, endless posts and wire disappearing over the rolling hills. Grasshoppers jumped out of her path. The sun beat down on her shoulders, but the promise of cold water kept her moving.

		The access road appeared after fifteen minutes, rutted and overgrown, barely used. She turned left, her boots kicking up small clouds of dust with each step. Trees thickened ahead, their branches creating a canopy that blocked the worst of the heat.

		The sound of water reached her first. A soft rushing, constant and cool sounding even from a distance. Relief washed over her as she stepped into the shade.

		The creek appeared through the trees. Wider than she'd expected, the water moving steady over smooth rocks, creating small rapids where it narrowed. A wooden bridge crossed it further upstream, old and weathered, some of the planks looking rotten and in need of repair. On this side the bank opened into a small clearing, grass growing thick and soft under massive oak trees. The water pooled here, deeper and slower, perfect for swimming.

		Maya dropped her backpack on the grass. Unlaced her boots, pulled them off along with her socks. Stripped off her tank top and shorts. The bikini was simple, dark blue, the top barely containing her full breasts, the bottoms riding low on her hips and hugging her round ass.

		The water shocked her skin when she waded in. Cold enough to make her gasp, her nipples hardening instantly under the thin fabric. She pushed deeper, the current tugging at her legs, and dove under. The cold swallowed her whole, washing away the sweat and dirt and stink of manure.

		She surfaced, gasping, her ponytail plastered to her neck. Her body adjusted to the temperature, the cold turning refreshing instead of shocking. She swam lazy circles, dove down to touch the smooth rocks on the bottom, floated on her back staring up at the leaves moving against the blue sky.

		Minutes passed. Maybe longer. Time felt slow out here, the only sounds the water and the birds and the wind in the trees.

		Maya finally pulled herself out, water streaming off her body, her skin covered in goosebumps. She grabbed the towel from her backpack, dried off quickly, then spread it on the grass in the shade. Lay down on her back, her arms stretched overhead, her body loose and heavy.

		The grass was soft under the towel. The shade cool enough to be comfortable. Her eyes closed. Exhaustion from the day's work settled into her muscles, pulling her toward sleep.

		She dozed, half aware of the water sounds, the warmth creeping across her skin where the sunlight filtered through the leaves.

		An engine sound broke through the quiet. Distant at first, a low rumble growing louder. A truck, the engine straining, tires crunching over the rough road.

		Maya's eyes opened. Her pulse jumped.

		The sound grew closer. Definitely coming this way, following the access road she'd walked. The engine noise changed pitch as the truck slowed, heading toward the old bridge that needed repairs.

		She sat up fast, reaching for her shorts. Her fingers fumbled with the denim, her heart beating faster now.

		The engine cut off. A door slammed, the sound sharp and final.

		Boots crunched through the grass and gravel, coming toward the clearing. Heavy steps, deliberate, moving closer.

		Maya's breath caught in her throat. She grabbed the towel, held it against her chest, her barely covered body suddenly feeling too exposed.

		The footsteps reached the tree line.

		Frank stepped into view, toolbox in one weathered hand, his dark eyes locking onto her the second he cleared the trees.

		Maya's hands clutched the towel tighter against her chest. Her heart slammed against her ribs. Frank stood at the edge of the clearing, his massive frame backlit by filtered sunlight, his dark eyes locked on her barely covered body.

		He didn't move for a long moment. Just watched her. His gaze traveled slowly down from her flushed face to her wet shoulders, over the swell of her full breasts straining against the damp bikini top, down her toned stomach to where the towel covered her hips and thighs.

		Heat flooded her skin everywhere his eyes touched.

		"Frank." Her voice came out breathless. "I didn't know anyone would be out here."

		"I know you didn't."

		He started walking toward her. Slow steps, boots crushing the grass, the toolbox swinging easy in his weathered hand. His work shirt was unbuttoned at the collar, sweat staining the fabric under his arms and down his chest. Dust covered his jeans. He looked like he'd been working all day in the heat.

		Maya's legs wanted to stand but her body wouldn't cooperate. She sat frozen on the towel, her pulse racing, her nipples hard points against the thin bikini fabric.

		Frank stopped a few feet away. Set the toolbox down in the grass without taking his eyes off her.

		"Bridge needs fixing," he said. His voice was rough, casual, like finding her half naked wasn't affecting him at all. "Couple planks rotted through. Dangerous."

		"Oh. Yeah. I saw that when I walked past."

		"Carmen told me you'd be out here."

		The words hung in the air between them. Maya's stomach twisted. Her pussy throbbed, sudden wetness soaking into her bikini bottoms.

		"She... she did?"

		"Said you'd been working hard all morning. Needed to cool off." Frank's mouth curved into something that wasn't quite a smile. "Said the creek was real nice this time of day. Private."

		He took another step closer. Then another. His shadow fell across her body, blocking the filtered sunlight.

		Maya's breathing came faster. She should stand up. Should grab her clothes and tell him she was heading back. Should do anything except sit here staring up at him while her cunt ached and her skin flushed hot.

		"I should probably get dressed."

		"Why?"

		"Because..."

		"Because what?" He crouched down, bringing his face level with hers. Close enough that she could smell him. Sweat and sawdust and something darker underneath. "You embarrassed? Shy all of a sudden?"

		"No."

		"Then why you holding that towel like it's gonna protect you from something?"

		His dark eyes pinned her in place. She couldn't look away. Couldn't think of a single thing to say that wouldn't sound stupid or weak.

		"I'm not."

		"You are." Frank reached out, his rough fingers gripping the edge of the towel. He pulled it slowly from her hands, tossed it aside. "There. That's better."

		Maya sat exposed in just the damp bikini, her full breasts rising and falling with each quick breath, her toned stomach tensing, her thick thighs pressed together. Her whole body on display. His eyes moved over her again, slower this time, taking in every curve, every inch of bare skin.

		"Look at you," he said quietly. "All grown up. Filling out that little bikini real nice."

		"Frank..."

		"You know how long I've been waiting?"

		"Waiting for what?"

		"For this. For you alone somewhere your uncle can't see. Somewhere your aunt can't interrupt." He stood, towering over her. "Get up."

		It wasn't a request. Maya's body responded before her brain caught up. She stood on shaky legs, her bare feet unsteady on the grass.

		Frank moved forward. One step and his body was almost touching hers. Another step and she had to back up to keep distance between them. Her heel hit something solid. The massive oak tree trunk, rough bark pressing against her shoulder blades.

		Trapped.

		His hands came up, palms slamming against the bark on either side of her head. His arms caged her in. His body blocked any escape. The heat radiating off him was overwhelming, mixing with the smell of his sweat and the musk of a man who'd been working in the sun all day.

		"Been watching you all summer," Frank said. His face inches from hers now, his breath hot against her lips. "Watching you watch your aunt. Watching you touch yourself thinking about it. Watching you get wetter every time I came near you."

		"I didn't..."

		"Don't lie to me, girl."

		Maya's chest heaved. Her nipples brushed against his shirt with each breath. Her pussy was soaked, throbbing, betraying every word she might try to say.

		"I see everything," he continued, his voice dropping lower. "I know what you need. What you been waiting for. What you dream about in that little room at night with your fingers buried in your cunt."

		"Please..."

		"Please what?"

		His hand moved from the tree, fingers sliding into her damp ponytail, gripping the base of her skull. Not gentle. Hard enough to make her gasp. Hard enough to tilt her head back, exposing her throat.

		His mouth crashed down on hers.

		The kiss overwhelmed everything. His mouth crushed hers, tongue pushing past her lips, invading, claiming. Maya gasped against him and he swallowed the sound, his tongue stroking deeper, tasting her. His grip in her hair tightened, holding her head still while he kissed her harder.

		Her hands came up instinctively, palms pressing against his chest. She could feel his heart beating through the damp work shirt, steady and strong while hers raced out of control.

		Frank's free hand slid down from the tree, his dark fingers trailing over her shoulder, down her arm, then moving to her ribs. His palm was rough against her skin, calloused from years of manual labor. He grabbed her breast through the wet bikini top, squeezed hard.

		"Ah," Maya gasped into his mouth.

		He kneaded her flesh, his weathered hand covering her full breast completely, fingers digging in. His thumb found her hard nipple through the thin fabric, rubbed it in circles. Pleasure shot straight to her cunt. She was already so wet the bikini bottoms clung to her pussy lips.

		His mouth moved from hers, trailing down her jaw to her neck. He bit the sensitive skin where her shoulder met her throat. Not gentle. Hard enough to make her cry out.

		"Fuck," she whimpered.

		"That's right." His voice was rough against her ear. "Let me hear you."

		His dark hands moved to the bikini top, yanking the cups down. Her breasts spilled out, exposed to the cool air and his hungry eyes. Her nipples were hard, aching, begging to be touched.

		Frank's palms covered them immediately. Skin on skin. His rough hands on her soft tits, squeezing, groping, weighing them. He pinched her left nipple between his thumb and forefinger, rolled it, tugged it.

		"Mmm, god," Maya moaned.

		"You got perfect tits." He pinched harder, making her gasp. "Young and firm. Bet you don't even know how good they are yet."

		His mouth found her right nipple, sucking it between his lips. His tongue swirled around the sensitive peak while his hand worked the other one. Maya's back arched off the tree, pushing her breast deeper into his mouth. Her fingers tangled in his short hair, holding him there.

		He bit down gently. Then harder. The edge of pain mixing with pleasure, making her cunt clench and leak more wetness into her bikini.

		"Oh fuck, oh..."

		Frank released her nipple with a wet pop, his dark lips shining with spit. He kissed down the valley between her breasts, over her stomach, his tongue leaving a hot trail on her skin. His hands slid around to her back, then down to grip her ass.

		His fingers dug into the soft flesh, squeezing hard enough to leave marks. He pulled her hips forward, grinding her against the thick bulge in his jeans. Maya felt how hard he was, how big, pressing against her stomach through the denim.

		"Feel that?" he growled. "That's what you do to me. What you been doing to me all summer."

		He kneaded her ass roughly, his dark hands contrasting against her light brown skin, his fingers spreading her cheeks through the thin bikini bottoms. One finger traced the edge of the fabric, teasing the crack of her ass, making her squirm.

		"Please," Maya breathed.

		"Please what? Tell me what you want."

		"I don't... I can't..."

		"You can." His hands gripped her ass harder, his body pinning hers against the tree. "Say it."

		Her mind was spinning. Her pussy throbbed so hard it hurt. Weeks of watching Carmen get fucked by different men. Weeks of Frank's crude words and knowing looks. Weeks of her fingers between her legs every night imagining this exact moment.

		"Touch me," she whispered.

		"Where?"

		"You know where."

		"Say it."

		"My pussy. Touch my pussy."

		"Mmm." His mouth curved against her neck. "Good girl."

		One hand released her ass, sliding around her hip to her stomach. His dark fingers splayed across her toned belly, then moved lower. His palm pressed against her mound through the bikini bottoms, feeling the heat there, the wetness soaking through the fabric.

		"Fuck, you're drenched."

		His fingers hooked into the side of her bikini bottoms, pulling the fabric aside.

		His rough fingers found her bare pussy. No more fabric between them. Just his weathered hand against her slick, swollen flesh. Maya's breath hitched, her whole body tensing against the tree trunk.

		"Fuck, you're soaking wet." Frank's dark fingers slid through her folds, spreading her wetness, exploring. "Dripping all over my hand already."

		He found her entrance, circled it with two thick fingertips. Maya's hips jerked forward involuntarily, trying to get him inside, needing it so badly she couldn't think straight.

		"Please," she whimpered.

		"You ready for this?" His eyes locked on hers, dark and intense. "Once I do this, there's no going back."

		"I don't care. Please."

		Frank pushed two fingers inside her. Deep. All the way to the knuckle in one rough thrust.

		"Ah, fuck!" Maya cried out, her head slamming back against the bark.

		"Goddamn, you're tight." He didn't give her time to adjust, just started pumping his fingers in and out, stretching her, filling her. "Young pussy gripping me so fucking hard."

		His fingers were thick, rough, nothing like her own. They curved inside her, finding spots that made her legs shake. Her cunt clenched around them, trying to pull them deeper.

		"That's it. Take it." His thumb found her clit, pressed down hard. "Let me feel you squeeze."

		"Oh god, oh..."

		He worked her mercilessly. Fingers thrusting deep while his thumb circled her swollen clit. His other hand still gripped her ass, holding her in place, keeping her pinned against the tree while he finger fucked her.

		Maya's hands clutched at his shoulders, her nails digging into the fabric of his work shirt. Her full breasts bounced with each rough thrust of his hand, her hard nipples dragging against his chest.

		"You been thinking about this?" Frank's voice was rough in her ear. "Watching your aunt get fucked and wishing it was you?"

		"Yes, fuck, yes."

		"Touching yourself every night imagining my cock inside you?"

		"Mmm, yes."

		His fingers pumped faster, harder. The wet sounds of her pussy filled the clearing, obscene and impossible to ignore. His thumb rubbed tight circles on her clit, building pressure that made her thighs tremble.

		"You're just like her," he growled. "Hungry for it. Needy. Can't help yourself."

		"Oh fuck, I'm... I'm gonna..."

		"Come on my fingers. Show me what a dirty girl you are."

		The orgasm hit her like lightning. Her pussy clamped down on his thick fingers, spasming around them, clenching so hard it almost hurt. Pleasure crashed through her body in waves, stealing her breath, making her vision blur.

		"Fuck, fuck, oh god!" She cried out into the trees, her voice echoing off the water. No one around to hear. No one to stop this.

		Frank worked her through it, his fingers still pumping, drawing it out until she was gasping and shaking. His dark eyes watched her face the whole time, taking in every expression, every sound she made.

		"That's it. Good girl. Let it all out."

		Her orgasm finally subsided, leaving her weak and trembling. Frank's fingers slowed, then stopped, still buried inside her clenching pussy. He pulled them out slowly, the wet sucking sound making her face flush even hotter.

		His hand came up between them. His fingers glistened with her cum, coated in her wetness. He held them in front of her face, his dark eyes locked on hers.

		"Taste yourself."

		Maya's lips parted. Frank pushed his fingers into her mouth, over her tongue. The taste was musky and unfamiliar, intimate in a way that made her stomach flip.

		"Suck them clean."

		She did. Her tongue worked over his rough fingers, licking her own cum off them while he watched. His eyes burned with something dark and possessive.

		He pulled his fingers from her mouth with a wet pop.

		An engine sound cut through the quiet. Different from Frank's truck. Lighter, higher pitched. Coming down the access road fast.

		Frank's head snapped toward the sound. His jaw clenched.

		"Fuck." He stepped back from her. "That's Earl."

		Maya's stomach dropped. Panic flooded through her body.

		"Get in the water," Frank said, his voice hard and urgent. "Now."

		She didn't think. Just moved. Her legs were shaky but they carried her across the grass to the creek bank. She yanked her bikini top back over her breasts as she ran, her fingers fumbling with the fabric. The bottoms were still askew, pushed to the side, but there was no time to fix them.

		Maya hit the water running. The cold shocked her overheated skin. She dove under, the current swallowing her, washing away the evidence. When she surfaced she was twenty feet from shore, treading water, her heart pounding.

		Frank was already at the bridge, crouched near the support posts, his toolbox open beside him. His cock still strained against his jeans but from this distance Earl wouldn't notice. He looked like he'd been working the whole time.

		Earl's truck came into view through the trees. It pulled to a stop near Frank's truck, gravel crunching under the tires.

		Maya adjusted her bikini bottoms underwater, pulling them back into place with trembling fingers. Her pussy still throbbed, oversensitive, Frank's touch burned into her skin. She could feel his cum on her tongue still, taste herself in her mouth.

		Earl climbed out of his truck, his weathered face tired but smiling when he spotted her in the water.

		"There you are!" He walked toward the creek bank, his boots heavy on the path. "Carmen was worried you'd gotten lost."

		"No, I'm fine." Maya forced a smile, hoped her voice sounded normal. "Just cooling off."

		"Water looks nice." Earl glanced toward the bridge where Frank was hammering at something. "Frank, you get that plank replaced yet?"

		"Working on it," Frank called back without looking up. His voice was steady, unbothered.

		Earl turned back to Maya. "Well, don't stay in too long. Water's cold this time of year. Don't want you getting sick."

		"I won't. Just a few more minutes."

		"Alright. I'll wait. Give you a ride back when you're ready."

		Maya's chest tightened. Earl settling down on a fallen log near the bank, pulling out his phone to check something. Frank still working at the bridge, his dark hands moving over the wood. Both of them acting normal while her body screamed with what had just happened.

		She swam slow circles, letting the cold water calm her racing pulse. Underwater she could still feel the ghost of Frank's fingers inside her, the rough way he'd stretched her, claimed her. Her thighs pressed together, trying to ease the ache that wouldn't go away.

		Five minutes passed. Earl looked up from his phone.

		"You about ready?"

		"Yeah." Maya swam toward the bank, her movements deliberately slow. She walked out of the water, grabbed her towel, wrapped it around herself before her uncle could see how hard her nipples were, how flushed her skin looked.

		Earl stood, stretched his back. "Get your boots on. I'll drive you back."

		Maya sat on the grass, dried her feet, pulled on her socks and boots. Her hands still trembled slightly. She picked up her backpack, slung it over her shoulder.

		Frank never looked their way. Just kept working on the bridge, his broad shoulders moving under his work shirt, his dark hands gripping the hammer.

		But Maya knew. Knew he was aware of every move she made. Knew this wasn't over.

		Next time he wouldn't stop at his fingers. And there would be a next time. They both knew it.

		

	
		Taken

		

		Two days crawled by since Frank's fingers had been inside her. Maya couldn't stop thinking about it. The way he'd made her cum against the barn wall, knees buckling, pussy clenching around his thick fingers. How he'd made her taste herself afterward, his dark eyes watching her lick her own wetness off his hand.

		Evening chores gave her something to focus on besides the constant ache between her legs. Maya moved through the barn, her sneakers scuffing against packed dirt. She filled water buckets for the horses, hung fresh hay nets in the stalls, organized bridles that had been left scattered on hooks. Her hands stayed busy but her mind kept drifting.

		Earl had driven to town an hour ago. Some bearing had broken on the tractor, needed a specific part from the farm supply store two counties over. He'd be gone until well after dark. Carmen was in the house starting dinner, her voluptuous figure moving past the kitchen window when Maya had glanced back at the house minutes ago.

		The barn felt quiet except for horses shifting in their stalls, the occasional snort or stamp of hooves. Dust hung golden in the last rays of sunlight slanting through gaps in the walls. The air smelled like hay and leather and the earthy musk of animals.

		Maya bent over the feed bin near the back of the barn, scooping grain into a bucket. Her denim shorts rode up, hugging the round curve of her athletic ass. The white tank top she wore clung to her slim waist, damp with sweat between her shoulder blades. Her dark ponytail swung forward over one shoulder.

		She thought about Frank's rough hands on her body. His crude words in her ear. The way he'd known exactly what she needed, how to make her come apart. Boys had fumbled with her before, awkward and quick, leaving her unsatisfied. Nothing like what Frank had done with just his fingers.

		Her pussy throbbed at the memory. Wetness gathered in her cotton underwear.

		Footsteps sounded behind her.

		Maya straightened, turned.

		Frank stood in the barn entrance. His weathered frame was backlit by the fading sunset, his dark skin gleaming with the day's sweat. He wore jeans and a work shirt with the sleeves rolled up, showing his strong forearms. No tools in his hands. No legitimate reason to be here.

		He walked toward her with deliberate steps, his work boots heavy on the dirt floor. His eyes traveled over her athletic body, lingering on her full breasts pressing against the thin tank top, dropping to her toned thighs and the shorts that showed off her round ass.

		Maya's pulse kicked into her throat. Her breathing quickened.

		"Frank. I didn't know you were coming by today."

		Her voice came out breathless, uncertain.

		He didn't answer. Kept walking until he stood close enough that she could smell him. Sweat and engine oil and something masculine that made her knees weak.

		"Thought I'd check on something," he said finally.

		His hand came up, rough fingers brushing a strand of dark hair away from her flushed face. The touch was casual but possessive.

		Maya's nipples hardened instantly against her tank top. Heat flooded her belly, spreading down between her thighs. She was already getting wet.

		Frank's eyes dropped to her chest, saw her body's betrayal. That predatory grin spread across his features.

		"Earls gone for a while," Maya said. The words tumbled out fast, nervous. "Won't be back until late. Carmen's making dinner in the house."

		"I know."

		Two words. Flat and certain.

		He'd waited. Planned this. Knew exactly when he'd find her alone.

		Maya took a step backward. Her spine hit the feed bin behind her, trapping her. Frank moved closer, eliminating the space between them. His solid body radiated heat. One hand settled on her hip, fingers pressing into the soft flesh there.

		"Frank, we shouldn't..."

		The protest died in her throat when his other hand slid up her ribs, his palm cupping her breast through the thin fabric. His thumb found her hard nipple, circled it slowly.

		Maya's breath hitched. Her pussy clenched, wetness soaking through her underwear now.

		"Shouldn't what?" Frank's voice was low, rough. His thumb kept working her nipple, sending sparks of pleasure straight to her core. "Shouldn't do what you've been thinking about for two days straight?"

		Her mouth opened. Nothing came out.

		His hand left her breast, moved to her throat. Not squeezing, just resting there. Claiming. His dark eyes bored into hers.

		"You've been walking around here soaking wet, haven't you? Remembering how you came on my fingers. How you tasted yourself like a good girl."

		Maya's face flushed hot. Shame and arousal twisted together so tight she couldn't separate them.

		"I..."

		Frank spun her around before she could finish. His hands gripped her waist, rough and commanding. He pressed against her back, his body solid and unyielding. His breath hit her neck, hot and close.

		"You been thinking about this?" he growled in her ear. "About what your aunt gets? About having a real man's cock inside you instead of those fumbling teenage boys?"

		Maya's legs trembled. Her palms pressed flat against the feed bin, bracing herself. His hardness pressed into her ass through their clothes, thick and demanding.

		"Tell me you want it," Frank said. His hands slid from her waist down to her hips, fingers hooking into the waistband of her shorts. "Say it."

		Maya's mouth felt dry. Her whole body trembled against the feed bin, Frank's solid frame pressed tight to her back. His cock was hard against her ass, thick and insistent through the denim.

		"I... we can't. Uncle Earl..."

		"Earls two counties away," Frank cut her off. His fingers tightened on her hips. "Won't be back for hours. Try again."

		Her pussy throbbed. Wetness soaked through her underwear, spreading into the crotch of her shorts. She could feel it, warm and slick, her body betraying every weak protest her mouth tried to form.

		Frank's hand slid up her spine, rough palm dragging over the damp fabric of her tank top. He grabbed her ponytail, wound the dark hair around his fist, pulled her head back. Not gentle. Claiming.

		"You been hunting for cock like your aunt does," he growled in her ear. "Watching her get fucked, touching that wet little pussy while you spy. Don't act innocent now."

		Maya's breath came in short gasps. Heat flooded her face. He knew. He'd known all along what she was doing.

		"That's different..."

		"How's it different?" Frank yanked her ponytail harder, arching her neck. "You want the same thing she gets. Been aching for it. I saw how you came on my fingers two days ago. Soaked my whole hand."

		Her nipples stood hard and aching against her tank top. Her thighs pressed together, trying to ease the desperate throb between her legs.

		"Say it," Frank demanded. His free hand moved to her throat again, fingers splaying across the delicate skin. "Tell me you're horny. Tell me you want what I give Carmen."

		The words stuck in Maya's throat. Admitting it made it real. Made her what he said she was.

		But her body leaned back into him. Her ass pressed harder against his erection. Her pussy clenched and leaked.

		"Yes," she whispered.

		"Yes what?"

		"I want it." The words tumbled out breathless and desperate. "I want what you give her. Please."

		Frank released her ponytail, shoved her forward. Maya's palms slammed flat on top of the feed barrel, her slim waist bending at the angle, her round ass pushing back.

		"That's better," Frank said. "Been waiting for this. Watching you walk around in these tight little shorts, showing off this ass."

		His rough hand cracked across her left cheek. The sound echoed through the barn, sharp and sudden. Maya gasped. The sting spread hot across her skin, mixing pain with the ache between her legs.

		He grabbed the waistband of her shorts with both hands. Yanked them down in one brutal motion. The denim scraped over her hips, caught on her thighs, dragged down to her knees. Her pink cotton underwear came next, shoved down just as rough.

		Cool air hit Maya's bare pussy. Her exposed ass. She stood there bent over the barrel, legs trapped by the shorts bunched at her knees, completely vulnerable.

		'Oh god, this is really happening.'

		Frank stepped back. She heard the clink of his belt buckle, the rasp of his zipper. Metal and fabric shifting. Her heart slammed against her ribs. Sweat rolled down her spine.

		"Look at this pussy," Frank said, his voice thick. "Already dripping. You been wet all day thinking about this, haven't you?"

		His fingers dragged through her folds, gathering the wetness coating her swollen lips. Maya whimpered. The touch was too much and not nearly enough.

		"Those young boys ever make you this wet?" He pushed two fingers inside her roughly, testing. Her cunt clenched around the intrusion. "Bet they didn't. Bet they just fumbled around, came quick, left you aching."

		He pulled his fingers out. Maya heard him stroke himself, spreading her wetness on his cock. Making himself slick with her arousal.

		"Please," Maya gasped. She didn't know what she was begging for anymore. For him to stop. For him to fill her. For this unbearable need to end.

		Frank gripped her hips hard enough to bruise. Positioned himself behind her. She felt the blunt head of his cock press against her entrance, hot and thick and so much bigger than anything she'd felt before.

		"This is what you are now," he said.

		He thrust forward.

		"Ahh!"

		Frank drove his cock into her in one brutal thrust. Buried himself completely in her tight pussy, stretching her open around his thick shaft. No easing in. No gentle build. Just taking what he wanted.

		Maya's cry bounced off the barn walls. The stretch burned, her body struggling to accommodate his size. Nothing like the fumbling teenage boys who'd been inside her before. They'd been smaller, uncertain, quick to finish. This was different. This was a man who knew exactly how to use her young body.

		"Fuck, you're tight," Frank grunted. His fingers dug into her hips, holding her in place while her pussy adjusted to the invasion. "This cunt feels good."

		He pulled back until just the head remained inside her, then slammed forward again. Deeper this time. His hips crashed against her round ass, the slap of flesh on flesh loud in the quiet barn.

		"Unnh!" Maya's palms pressed flat on the barrel top, bracing herself. Her athletic legs trembled, trapped by the shorts still bunched at her knees.

		Frank set a punishing rhythm. Hard, deep strokes that made her whole body jerk forward with each impact. The barrel scraped across the dirt floor, shifting under the force. His balls slapped against her clit, sending jolts of unwanted pleasure through her core.

		"Those boys at school ever fuck you like this?" Frank growled. His hand moved to her ponytail again, wound it around his fist, yanked her head back. "Answer me."

		"No," Maya gasped. Her back arched, forced into the angle he wanted. "Never... oh god..."

		"That's right. They didn't know what they had." He pounded harder, his muscular body using hers. "Didn't know how to make this tight little pussy sing. Just stuck their dicks in and came like pathetic teenagers."

		Maya's pussy clenched around him. Pleasure built hot and insistent despite the roughness, despite knowing how wrong this was. Her body responded to his experienced touch in ways it never had before. Those fumbling encounters in dorm rooms had left her unsatisfied, wondering what the fuss was about. This was different. This was overwhelming.

		"Mmm, fuck, oh..." The sounds spilled from her mouth, helpless and desperate.

		Frank released her ponytail, both hands gripping her waist now. He changed his angle slightly, hitting something deep inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids.

		"There it is," he said, satisfaction thick in his voice. "Found that spot those boys never could."

		He hammered that place with brutal precision. Each thrust dragged across nerves Maya didn't know she had, sending waves of pleasure radiating through her belly, down her strong thighs. Her full breasts swayed beneath her, nipples rubbing against the rough fabric of her tank top.

		"Ahh, ahh, god!" Maya's fingers clawed at the barrel top. Her pussy was soaking now, juices running down her inner thighs, coating Frank's cock. The wet sounds of him fucking her filled the barn, obscene and undeniable.

		"Listen to that," Frank grunted. "Hear how wet you are? Your cunt's begging for this cock. Been begging since the day you watched me fuck your aunt."

		His words pushed her higher. The shame of it, the truth of it. She had been watching, had been aching, had been desperately jealous of Carmen getting used by these rough older men.

		One of Frank's hands left her waist, slid around to her front. His rough fingers found her swollen clit, started rubbing in tight circles.

		"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh..." Maya's voice pitched higher. The dual sensation was too much. His thick cock stretching her pussy, slamming deep. His fingers working her clit with practiced skill.

		"You gonna cum on this cock?" Frank demanded. "Gonna show me what a good little slut you are like your aunt?"

		"Yes, yes, I'm... oh god, I'm..."

		The orgasm built faster than anything she'd experienced. Not the slow build from her own fingers late at night. Not the disappointing fizzle from school hookups. This was a tidal wave, cresting high and brutal, threatening to drown her.

		Frank fucked harder. Faster. His fingers rubbed her clit mercilessly. His cock drove so deep she felt him in her stomach.

		"Cum," he commanded. "Cum on my cock right fucking now."

		Maya shattered. Her pussy clamped down on his shaft, spasming in waves that ripped through her whole athletic body. Pleasure exploded white-hot in her core, spreading like wildfire through every nerve.

		"Nngh, ahh, fuuuck!" Her cry was raw and animal. Her legs nearly gave out, only Frank's grip on her waist keeping her upright.

		He didn't stop. Kept pounding through her orgasm, using her clenching pussy, wringing every last tremor from her

		Frank kept pounding through her orgasm. His cock drove deep while her pussy spasmed around him, milking his shaft. Maya's body jerked with each thrust, overstimulated and raw, pleasure bleeding into something almost painful.

		"Ahh, too much, I can't..." she whimpered.

		"You can," Frank growled. "You're gonna take it."

		His fingers left her clit but his hips didn't slow. He gripped her waist with both hands, using her athletic body for his pleasure now. Each brutal thrust made her round ass ripple, made the barrel scrape louder across the dirt floor.

		Maya's arms trembled, barely holding her weight. Sweat dripped from her face onto the wooden barrel top. Her tank top was soaked through, clinging to her slim back. Her pussy kept clenching, aftershocks rolling through her core.

		"Mmm, god, oh fuck..." The sounds spilled from her throat, helpless and wrecked.

		Frank's rhythm changed. Became more erratic, harder. His breathing turned ragged behind her. His fingers dug bruises into her soft hips.

		"Gonna fill this tight cunt," he grunted. "Pump you full just like I do your aunt."

		Maya's mind tried to process that. No condom. He was going to cum inside her bare. The thought should have terrified her but her body just clenched harder around him.

		"Yes," she heard herself gasp. "Yes, do it."

		"Fuck yeah." Frank slammed deep three more times. Four. His muscular body went rigid against her back. "Take it, take my cum, unnh, fuck!"

		His cock pulsed inside her. Maya felt the hot flood of his release, thick spurts coating her inner walls. He ground against her ass, buried as deep as possible, emptying himself into her young pussy.

		"Ahh, shit," Frank groaned. His grip on her waist loosened slightly. His forehead dropped between her shoulder blades for just a moment, his breath hot through her damp tank top.

		Then he straightened. Pulled his softening cock from her pussy with a wet sound. Cool air hit Maya's used cunt, followed immediately by the warm trickle of his cum starting to leak out.

		Frank tucked himself back into his jeans. Zipped up. Buckled his belt. The sounds were casual, routine, like he'd just finished any other farm task.

		Maya stayed bent over the barrel. Her legs shook too badly to stand. Her shorts were still bunched at her knees, her bare ass exposed, his cum dripping down her inner thighs.

		Frank's rough hand patted her ass once. Not gentle. Possessive.

		"This is what you are now," he said. His voice was matter of fact, no emotion. "Just another farm slut like Carmen. You wanted it, you got it."

		Maya's face burned. Shame crashed through her, mixing with the lingering pleasure still humming in her pussy.

		Frank's boots moved toward the barn entrance. Heavy steps on packed dirt, unhurried and relaxed.

		"Clean yourself up before you go inside," he called back. "Don't want Carmen asking questions yet."

		The barn door creaked. Footsteps faded. Then silence except for horses shifting in their stalls and Maya's ragged breathing.

		She stayed frozen over the barrel. Her mind couldn't process what had just happened. Her body felt used and sore and marked. Frank's cum kept leaking from her pussy, running warm down her thighs, soaking into the shorts still trapped around her knees.

		'He fucked me. Just took what he wanted and left.'

		Maya's hands trembled against the barrel top. Her pussy ached, stretched and tender. She could still feel the ghost of his thick cock inside her, the brutal way he'd used her athletic body.

		She pushed herself upright slowly. Her legs nearly gave out. She grabbed the edge of the barrel for support, looking down at herself. Her shorts were twisted and damp. His cum glistened on her brown skin, obscene evidence of what she'd become.

		The barn felt too quiet. Too empty. Maya stood there shaking, Frank's words echoing in her head.

		Farm slut. Just like Carmen.

		The worst part was knowing he was right.

		

	
		Voyeur Again

		

		Three days had crawled by since Frank fucked her in the barn.

		Three days of Maya waking with her cunt already wet, the memory of his thick cock stretching her open flooding back before she even opened her eyes. Three days of listening for the rumble of his truck engine on the gravel driveway, her pulse kicking up every time a vehicle approached the property.

		It was never him.

		Delivery trucks came and went. Uncle Earl's pickup rolled in and out. Neighbor Bill stopped by twice to borrow equipment. Each time Maya heard tires on gravel, her nipples hardened against whatever she was wearing. Her pussy clenched and got slick. Her hands would still, her breath would catch, and she'd turn toward the sound with hope burning hot in her chest.

		Then it would be someone else, and disappointment would crash through her so hard it felt physical.

		Where the hell was Frank?

		The question gnawed at her constantly. During breakfast when Carmen chatted about the day's chores. During afternoon weeding in the garden when sweat rolled down her spine and soaked through her tank top. During dinner when Earl talked about cattle prices and fence repairs while Maya pushed food around her plate.

		Her fingers weren't enough anymore. She touched herself every night in her small bedroom, her hand working between her legs while she replayed every second of what Frank had done to her. The way he'd bent her over that feed barrel without asking. How his rough hands had gripped her hips hard enough to leave bruises she could still feel faintly. The stretch of his cock pushing inside her tight pussy, that initial burn giving way to pleasure so intense she'd thought she might pass out.

		She came every night thinking about it. Sometimes twice. Her cunt would clench around her fingers and the orgasms felt good, felt necessary, but they didn't satisfy the ache Frank had created deep in her core.

		Her body wanted him specifically. Wanted that thickness filling her again. Wanted those rough hands on her athletic body, wanted his voice in her ear telling her what she was, wanted to feel claimed and used and fucked.

		The memories played on repeat. Frank's dark skin against her lighter brown. His weight pressing her forward against the wooden barrel. The wet sounds of his cock sliding in and out of her soaked pussy. The way her resistance had crumbled so easily, how she'd stopped pushing back and started pushing into him instead.

		"This is what you are now."

		His words echoed in her head at random moments. While folding laundry. While collecting eggs from the chicken coop. While washing dishes at the sink and staring out the window at the barn where it had happened.

		Was he right? Was that all she was now? A girl who spread her legs for older men?

		The question should have bothered her more. Should have filled her with shame and regret.

		It didn't.

		What bothered her was that Frank hadn't come back. That her cunt stayed empty and aching no matter how many times she made herself cum on her own fingers. That she'd been taken and transformed and then left waiting.

		Maya moved through the farm routines automatically. Fed the chickens, their clucking and scratching background noise to her spinning thoughts. Helped Carmen with meals, chopping vegetables while her mind replayed the feeling of Frank's cock stretching her open. Swept the porch while watching the driveway for a truck that never appeared.

		Carmen seemed to notice her restlessness. Her voluptuous aunt would glance at her sometimes with a knowing look in her dark eyes, her full lips curved in a small smile. She didn't say anything directly, didn't ask questions, but something in her expression suggested she understood exactly what Maya was going through.

		The waiting was torture. Her body hummed with need constantly. Her pussy stayed wet, her underwear always damp by midday. Her nipples would harden at the smallest thing. A flash of memory. The distant sound of a truck engine on the road beyond the property. The sight of the barn where Frank had fucked her.

		She was wound so tight she felt like she might snap.

		Morning of the fourth day arrived hot and humid. Maya woke with her hand already between her legs, her fingers working her clit before full consciousness returned. She came fast and hard, biting her pillow to muffle the sounds, her athletic body arching off the mattress as pleasure pulsed through her core.

		It wasn't enough. It was never enough.

		She showered, dressed in shorts that hugged her round ass and a tank top that clung to her full breasts. Went downstairs to help Carmen with breakfast. Earl sat at the kitchen table reading the local newspaper, his weathered face creased with concentration.

		Bacon sizzled in the pan. Coffee dripped into the pot. Carmen moved around the kitchen in a thin sundress, her huge tits swaying braless underneath the fabric, her thick thighs visible when she reached for something on a high shelf.

		Maya's mind drifted. Wondered if Carmen was waiting for someone too. If her beautiful aunt felt this same desperate need when the men stopped coming around for a few days.

		"I need to head up to the auction in Millerton today."

		Earl's voice cut through Maya's thoughts. She looked up from the eggs she was scrambling, her heart suddenly pounding.

		"The big livestock auction?" Carmen asked, turning from the stove.

		"Yeah. Buddy of mine says there's good breeding stock going. Might be up there most of the afternoon."

		Most of the afternoon.

		Maya's pussy clenched. Wetness flooded her underwear so fast it shocked her. Her nipples hardened into tight points that pressed visibly against her thin tank top.

		Earl folded his newspaper, stood from the table, drained the last of his coffee.

		"Probably won't be back till evening. It's a two-hour drive each way and the auction runs long."

		He grabbed his keys from the hook by the door.

		Carmen walked Earl to the door, kissed his cheek. Her wide hips swayed as she moved back to the stove after he left, the sundress clinging to her massive ass.

		"Guess it's just us girls today," Carmen said, her voice light.

		Maya nodded, not trusting herself to speak. Her cunt throbbed with anticipation she couldn't name. Uncle Earl gone all afternoon meant Carmen would have hours. Meant the men who came around knew the schedule, knew when it was safe.

		Meant Maya might finally see something that would ease this ache burning through her body.

		She helped clean up breakfast, her movements mechanical. Dishes in the sink, wipe down the table, put away the butter and jam. Carmen hummed while she worked, that same satisfied energy radiating off her curvy body.

		"Mija, I need you to take Cisco out," Carmen said when the kitchen was clean. "Farrier put new shoes on him yesterday and Earl wants to make sure he's moving right before we turn him back out with the herd."

		"How long should I ride him?"

		"Take him around the back trails. Hour or so. Just walk and trot, nothing hard. Watch how he's stepping."

		Maya nodded. At least it would give her something to do besides obsess over Frank's absence. She changed into jeans, pulled on her boots, grabbed a water bottle from the kitchen.

		The barn was quiet when she entered. Cisco stood in his stall, a big bay gelding with white socks on his back feet. Maya grabbed his halter, led him to the cross ties, brushed him down quickly. The familiar routine calmed her slightly, her hands moving through the motions she'd learned during childhood summers here.

		Saddle pad. Saddle. Girth tightened. Bridle slipped over his ears.

		She led him outside, mounted from the porch rail, settled into the saddle. Her thighs gripped his warm sides as she pointed him toward the trail that led behind the property into the wooded area where Uncle Earl ran fence lines.

		The ride took her focus. Watching Cisco's gait, how his newly shod hooves hit the ground, whether he favored any leg. He moved smoothly though, relaxed and easy beneath her. The woods were cooler than the open yard, shade from the trees cutting the brutal sun.

		An hour passed. Maybe longer. Maya walked him, trotted him on the wider sections, brought him back to a walk. No limping. No hesitation in his stride. The new shoes were good.

		She pointed him back toward the barn, her mind already drifting back to Frank. Four days. Where was he? Did he think about her at all? Did he remember how tight her pussy had been around his thick cock?

		The property came into view through the trees. Maya rode Cisco across the back pasture, approached the barn from the rear. She'd need to untack him, brush him down, turn him out.

		A truck she didn't recognize sat parked near the barn's side entrance. White, work worn, tools visible in the bed.

		Maya's pulse kicked up. Her cunt clenched. Someone was here.

		She dismounted near the back fence, looped Cisco's reins around a post. Her hands moved fast, loosening his girth, sliding the saddle off. She hoisted it onto the fence rail, pulled the bridle over his ears, replaced it with his halter.

		Then she heard it.

		A low grunt. Male. Coming from inside the barn.

		Maya froze, her hand still on Cisco's neck. The gelding shook his head, unconcerned.

		The sound came again. That rhythmic thumping. A female gasp, breathy and desperate.

		The old compulsion flared to life inside her chest. That pull she'd felt before, back when she was just watching, just discovering what Carmen did with the men who came to the property.

		But it felt different now. Sharper. Hungrier.

		Her body responded immediately. Nipples hardening into aching points. Cunt throbbing and wet. Breathing quickening until each inhale felt too shallow.

		She needed to see.

		Not just curiosity anymore. Not just voyeuristic fascination. Something deeper drove her forward, made her leave Cisco tied at the fence, made her walk toward the barn on legs that trembled.

		She knew what it felt like now. Knew the stretch of a thick cock pushing inside. Knew the way pleasure could build until thinking became impossible. Knew the surrender in letting a man take what he wanted from her willing body.

		The sounds grew clearer as she approached the barn's side entrance. That steady thumping. Male grunts of effort. A woman moaning in that specific way that meant she was getting fucked.

		Maya's feet moved silent on the packed dirt. Her athletic body knew this route, had walked it dozens of times before. To the interior ladder that led up to the loft.

		Her hands found the rungs automatically. She climbed without conscious thought, muscle memory guiding her to the spot she'd used so many times. The familiar vantage point in the shadows where she could see but not be seen.

		The loft smelled like hay and dust and old wood. Late morning sunlight streamed through gaps in the walls, creating bands of gold across the dim space. Maya positioned herself at the edge, peered down through the slats.

		Electrician Mike had Carmen bent over hay bales ten feet below.

		Carmen's sundress was bunched up around her waist, her enormous tits hanging free and swaying with each thrust. Her thick thighs were spread wide, her massive ass jiggling every time Mike's hips slammed forward. His cock drove into her wet pussy from behind, the wet slapping sounds loud in the barn's quiet.

		"Fuck, your cunt is so good," Mike grunted, his hands gripping Carmen's wide hips hard.

		"Mmm... yes... harder..."

		Carmen's face was turned to the side, visible in profile. Her mouth hung open, gasping. Her dark eyes were half-closed, glazed with pleasure. Sweat glistened on her brown skin, made her heavy breasts shine where they swung beneath her curvy body.

		Mike fucked her with steady, driving strokes. His cock glistened when he pulled back, slick with Carmen's arousal, then disappeared again into her cunt.

		"Ungh... god... right there..."

		Heat flooded Maya's core. Her pussy clenched around nothing, aching to be filled. She watched Mike's thick shaft pounding into Carmen's wet hole and remembered Frank inside her. Remembered that fullness. That stretch.

		Carmen's huge tits bounced wildly now, the heavy flesh slapping together. Her fingers clawed at the hay bales, knuckles white. Her thick thighs trembled, the soft flesh quivering with each impact.

		"Oh fuck... oh fuck... I'm gonna..."

		Maya's breathing came fast and shallow. Her nipples ached where they pressed against her tank top. Between her legs, wetness soaked through her underwear, made the fabric cling to her swollen pussy lips.

		This was different from before. She wasn't just an observer anymore. Wasn't just a curious girl watching something forbidden and getting turned on by the wrongness of it.

		She knew now. Understood what Carmen was feeling. Could imagine the sensation of Mike's cock stretching her aunt's cunt, the building pressure, the way pleasure would be coiling tight in Carmen's core.

		Because Maya had felt it too. Frank had shown her.

		Her hand moved without permission. Slid down her stomach, found the waistband of her jeans.

		Her fingers pushed under the denim, found the soaked cotton of her underwear. The fabric was drenched, clinging to her swollen pussy lips. She pressed against her clit through the wet material and pleasure shot through her core.

		Below, Mike's rhythm increased. His hips slammed forward harder, faster. Carmen's massive tits swung violently with each impact, the heavy flesh bouncing and slapping.

		"Ah... ah... fuck... yes..."

		Carmen's moans came in short gasps now, her voice rising in pitch. Maya recognized that sound. Had made that same sound four days ago with Frank's thick cock pounding into her tight cunt.

		Her fingers rubbed circles against her clit through her soaked underwear. Her other hand gripped the wooden slat she was leaning against, knuckles white. Her athletic body tensed, thighs pressing together around her hand.

		She wasn't just watching someone else anymore. She was watching herself. Seeing what she'd looked like bent over that feed barrel with Frank behind her. Understanding exactly what Carmen was feeling in this moment.

		The stretch of Mike's cock inside her aunt's wet pussy. The way it would be hitting deep, rubbing against places that made thinking impossible. The building pressure coiling tighter and tighter in Carmen's core until release became the only thing that mattered.

		Maya had felt all of it. Knew it intimately now.

		"Ungh... harder... fuck me harder..."

		Carmen's fingers clawed at the hay, her thick thighs trembling. Her huge breasts swung wildly beneath her curvy body, dark nipples hard and pointing down.

		Mike gripped her wide hips brutally, fingers digging into her soft flesh. His cock drove into her cunt with wet, slapping sounds that echoed through the barn. His face was flushed, jaw clenched, sweat rolling down his temples.

		Maya's fingers worked faster against her clit. The pressure built low in her belly, that familiar coiling heat. But her mind wasn't on Mike. Wasn't really on Carmen either.

		She was remembering Frank.

		His dark hands gripping her hips just like Mike was gripping Carmen's. His thick cock stretching her open, that initial burn giving way to pleasure so intense she'd stopped breathing. The way he'd fucked her without asking, just taken what he wanted from her willing body.

		Her pussy clenched around nothing, aching to be filled again. Her fingers rubbed frantically through the soaked cotton, chasing the orgasm building in her core.

		How had Frank fucked her? Harder than Mike was fucking Carmen now. Rougher. More claiming. Like he was marking her as his.

		"Oh god... oh god... I'm cumming..."

		Carmen's whole body tensed. Her back arched, pushing her massive ass higher. Her cunt clenched visibly around Mike's cock, gripping him tight.

		"Fuck... yes... cum on my cock..."

		Mike slammed into her harder, chasing his own release. His hands held Carmen's hips in a bruising grip, pulling her back onto him with each thrust.

		"Ahh... fuck... FUCK..."

		Carmen came hard. Her thighs shook violently, her huge tits swaying as her body convulsed. Her mouth hung open, gasping and moaning. The sound was raw, desperate, completely surrendered.

		Maya saw herself in that expression. Recognized the way Carmen's face went slack with pleasure, the way her eyes glazed over, the complete loss of control.

		She'd looked like that four days ago. Had felt her own pussy clench around Frank's cock just like Carmen's was clenching around Mike's now. Had made those same desperate sounds as orgasm crashed through her body.

		The realization hit her like a physical blow.

		She wasn't different from Carmen. Wasn't better or worse. They were the same now.

		Women who spread their legs for men who wanted them. Who got wet and needy and took cock from whoever would give it to them. Who came hard on thick shafts driving into their willing cunts.

		Frank had made her into this. Had transformed her from curious voyeur into active participant. Into someone who knew exactly what Carmen was feeling because she'd felt it herself.

		Below, Mike grunted hard. His rhythm broke, became erratic. He slammed into Carmen three more times, then froze with his cock buried deep.

		"Fuck... take it..."

		His body shuddered. His hands gripped Carmen's wide hips so hard the flesh dimpled under his fingers. He was cumming inside her, filling her aunt's pussy with his release.

		Carmen moaned softly, accepting it. Her voluptuous body stayed bent over the hay bales, her enormous breasts still swaying slightly, her thick thighs spread wide.

		Maya's fingers rubbed her clit in desperate circles. The pressure peaked, teetering on the edge. Her athletic body trembled, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

		She wanted Frank. Needed him inside her again. Needed to feel that fullness, that stretch, that claiming.

		She wasn't watching anymore. Wasn't just getting off on forbidden scenes. She was reliving her own experience. Remembering. Craving.

		Her pussy clenched hard. Pleasure exploded through her core, radiating out in waves that made her legs shake. She bit her lip brutally to keep from crying out, tasting copper where her teeth broke skin.

		The orgasm pulsed through her body in rhythmic spasms. Her cunt clenched around nothing, aching for a cock that wasn't there. For Frank's cock specifically.

		Below, Mike pulled out of Carmen's wet pussy. His cock glistened with their combined fluids. Carmen stayed bent over for a moment longer, catching her breath, then straightened slowly. Her sundress fell back down over her thick thighs, covering her.

		Maya's hand stayed pressed between her legs, her fingers still against her throbbing clit. Her chest heaved, her heart slamming against her ribs.

		The truth settled over her like a physical weight.

		She'd crossed a line that couldn't be uncrossed. Frank had fucked her four days ago and she'd stopped being the girl who just watched. Now she was the girl who participated. Who knew. Who wanted more.

		She wasn't horrified by it.

		The guilt that had eaten at her during those first weeks of watching Carmen was gone. Burned away completely by Frank's cock inside her. By the pleasure he'd shown her body could feel.

		She understood Carmen now. Understood the hunger that made her aunt take every opportunity. The need that drove her to spread her legs for men while her husband worked in the fields.

		Maya felt that same hunger burning in her core.

		Maya stayed in the loft shadows after Mike and Carmen left the barn. Her hand remained pressed between her legs, fingers wet through the denim. Her chest heaved, sweat cooling on her skin despite the heat.

		The orgasm had felt good. Necessary. But it hadn't satisfied the deeper ache.

		She pulled her hand free, wiped her slick fingers on her jeans. Below, the barn had returned to normal sounds. Horses shifting weight in their stalls. A sparrow chirping somewhere in the rafters. No evidence of what had just happened except the disturbed hay where Carmen had been bent over.

		Maya's mind felt clearer than it had in days. Sharp. Focused.

		She wasn't the same girl who'd arrived at this farm weeks ago. That version of herself had been shocked by Carmen's affairs. Aroused but fundamentally disturbed. Guilty about getting wet while watching.

		That girl was gone.

		Frank had fucked her four days ago and burned away all the pretense. All the self-deception about who she was and what she wanted.

		She climbed down from the loft carefully, her legs still slightly unsteady. The barn floor was solid under her boots. Dust floated through bands of sunlight.

		Cisco still stood tied at the back fence where she'd left him. Right. She needed to finish untacking him.

		Her hands moved through the familiar tasks. Unbuckled the girth, pulled the saddle pad off his sweaty back. Hung the bridle on its hook in the tack room. Grabbed a brush, worked it over Cisco's coat in long strokes that removed the sweat marks.

		The repetitive motion gave her hands something to do while her mind worked.

		Carmen had looked completely surrendered when she came on Mike's cock. That expression of pure pleasure, no shame or guilt anywhere in her flushed face. Just a woman taking what she needed and enjoying every second.

		Maya wanted that. Not the watching anymore. The doing.

		She led Cisco to the pasture gate, unclipped his lead rope. He trotted off to join the other horses, his new shoes glinting in the sun.

		The white truck was gone from the yard. Mike had left. Carmen would be inside now, probably already showered and dressed, moving on with her day like nothing had happened.

		Maya walked toward the house. Her jeans chafed against her swollen pussy with each step, keeping her aware of the wetness soaking through her underwear.

		The screen door creaked. Kitchen empty. Water running upstairs confirmed Carmen was in the shower.

		Maya climbed the stairs to her small bedroom, closed the door behind her. She needed to change out of these sweaty riding clothes. Needed to do something with this restless energy burning through her body.

		She stripped off her tank top, unzipped her jeans and peeled them down her legs. Her underwear was drenched, the cotton dark with arousal. She dropped them on the floor, stood naked in front of the small mirror mounted on her closet door.

		Her athletic body looked different than it had weeks ago. Same toned stomach, same full breasts sitting high on her chest, same round ass. But something in the way she stood had changed. Less uncertain. More aware.

		This body had been fucked. Claimed. Used the way it was meant to be used.

		And it wanted more.

		Maya pulled on fresh underwear, clean shorts, a different tank top. Her pussy throbbed against the new cotton, still swollen and sensitive.

		She needed Frank to come back. Needed to feel his thick cock stretching her open again. But he might not show up tomorrow. Might not show up for days.

		The waiting was unbearable.

		Footsteps in the hallway. Carmen's door opening and closing. The floorboards creaking as her aunt moved around.

		Maya opened her bedroom door, stepped into the hallway. Carmen emerged from her room at the same moment, her dark hair still damp from the shower, wearing a fresh sundress that clung to her enormous breasts.

		Their eyes met.

		Carmen's expression shifted. Something knowing flickered across her beautiful face. Her full lips curved in a small smile.

		"Horse do okay with the new shoes?"

		"Yeah. He moved fine."

		"Good."

		Carmen started toward the stairs, then paused. Glanced back at Maya over her shoulder.

		"You look flushed, mija. You should drink some water. Stay hydrated in this heat."

		The words were innocent. The tone was not.

		Maya's pussy clenched. Her nipples hardened against her tank top.

		Carmen knew. Had to know. Maybe saw Maya's flushed face and swollen lips. Maybe recognized the look of a woman who'd just made herself cum. Maybe just understood because she'd been exactly where Maya was now.

		"I will."

		Carmen nodded, that small smile still playing at her lips. She descended the stairs, her wide hips swaying, her thick thighs visible under the short sundress.

		Maya stood in the hallway, her heart pounding. Her cunt aching.

		She walked back into her bedroom, crossed to the window that overlooked the driveway.

		

	
		Taken Again

		

		Two days crawled by. Maya woke each morning with her cunt already wet, her pussy aching before she even opened her eyes. The images burned into her brain. Carmen and Mike in the barn. Frank's thick cock stretching her that first time. Her own reflection in windows showing what she'd become.

		Her fingers slipped between her legs before full consciousness arrived. Circling her swollen clit, dipping inside her soaked entrance, pumping and rubbing until she came gasping into her pillow. The orgasms felt good but hollow. Left her wanting more within minutes.

		She needed him. Not just any release. She needed Frank's rough hands on her body, his thick cock filling her, his weight pressing her down. Her fingers couldn't replicate what he'd done to her. The way he'd bent her over that barrel and taken what he wanted. The way he'd made her feel owned and used and desperate for more.

		Maya lay in bed after her morning orgasm, thighs still trembling, pussy still throbbing. Sunlight cut through the gauzy curtains. Birds sang their chaotic songs outside. The house smelled like coffee brewing downstairs.

		She showered, the hot water running over her athletic body. Her hands moved over her breasts, her flat stomach, between her legs. Everything felt more sensitive. Raw. Like her nerve endings had been rewired to crave touch. Specifically his touch.

		When was Frank coming back? He'd said he would. Said there was always something needing fixing around the farm. But when?

		Maya dressed in clean underwear that would be soaked within the hour, pulled on denim shorts that hugged her round ass. Stood there staring at her drawer. Tank tops folded neatly. Bras beside them.

		She grabbed a thin pale green tank top. Left the bra where it sat.

		Downstairs, Carmen stood at the stove flipping pancakes. She wore a loose sundress, her voluptuous body moving with easy confidence. Her massive breasts swayed braless under the thin fabric, her wide hips shifting as she worked. Earl sat at the table with his newspaper and coffee, already dressed for farm work.

		"Morning, mija," Carmen said without turning around. Her voice sounded bright, satisfied. Like always after she'd fucked one of her men.

		"Morning." Maya poured herself coffee, added cream and sugar. Her hands stayed steady despite the arousal humming through her body.

		Earl glanced up from his paper. "Sleep alright?"

		"Yeah. Fine." The lie came easy. She'd barely slept, too busy thinking about Frank, touching herself, imagining his return.

		Carmen set a plate of pancakes on the table. Butter melted across the golden surface, syrup pooled in a small pitcher beside them. She settled into her chair, the sundress riding up her thick thighs.

		"Frank's coming back today," Carmen said casually, reaching for the syrup. Her dark eyes flicked to Maya for just a second. "Said he'd finish up that shed work this morning."

		Maya's pussy clenched. Heat flooded between her legs, wetness soaking into her underwear instantly. She kept her face neutral, reached for a pancake. "Oh. That's good."

		"Should be here around nine," Earl added. He folded his newspaper, set it aside. "I'll show him what needs doing, then I gotta head out to the far pastures. Got fence line to check, probably take most of the day."

		Most of the day. Alone time. Maya's pulse hammered in her throat. Her nipples hardened, pressing visibly against her tank top. She grabbed her fork, focused on cutting her pancakes into precise pieces.

		Carmen's lips curved in a small smile. She ate slowly, her tongue darting out to catch syrup at the corner of her mouth. "I might run to town for groceries while you're both working. Need to stock up before the weekend."

		The subtext hung heavy in the kitchen air. Earl would be gone. Carmen would be gone. Frank would be here. And Maya would be alone with him.

		"Sounds good," Earl said, oblivious as always. He stood, carried his empty plate to the sink. "I'm gonna get the morning feeding done before Frank gets here."

		The screen door slapped shut behind him. His boots crunched across the gravel toward the barn.

		Maya and Carmen sat alone at the table. The silence stretched between them, loaded with understanding. Carmen sipped her coffee, her dark eyes watching Maya over the rim of her mug.

		"You feeling alright, mija?" Carmen's voice stayed light, innocent. "You look a little flushed."

		"I'm fine. Just hot."

		"Mmm. It is warm today." Carmen stood, carried her plate to the sink. Her sundress clung to her massive ass, the fabric thin enough to show she wore nothing underneath. "Gonna be a long, hot day."

		Maya's cunt throbbed. She finished her pancakes without tasting them, drank her coffee in three long swallows. Her body vibrated with anticipation. Need. Hunger.

		She helped clear the breakfast dishes. Dried while Carmen washed. Their movements synchronized from days of routine. Outside the window, Earl's figure moved between the barn and the paddocks, checking water troughs, distributing hay flakes.

		Carmen dried her hands on the dish towel. "I'm going to get ready for town. You should probably change into something you don't mind getting dirty. Might be chores that need doing."

		Their eyes met. Carmen's expression held warmth and knowing and permission. Everything Maya needed without words.

		Maya climbed the stairs to her room. Stood in front of the small mirror above her dresser. Her light brown skin glowed from the shower she'd taken earlier. Her full breasts pushed against the thin tank top, nipples hard and visible. Her slim waist curved out to her round ass hugging those denim shorts. Strong legs from being active all her life.

		The kind of young athletic body with curves in all the right places that drove older men crazy.

		Frank had looked. Had taken. Would take again.

		She pulled the tank top off. Stood there topless, her breasts bouncing slightly as she moved. Nipples hard and dark against her skin. She touched them, pinched lightly. Pleasure shot straight to her pussy.

		A different tank top. This one white and even thinner. Her breasts showed through it clearly, the outline of her nipples obvious. She pulled it on. Adjusted it so it clung to her curves.

		The shorts stayed. They hugged her ass perfectly, showed off her legs, rode low on her hips.

		No bra. No barriers. Just thin fabric between her body and his hands.

		Maya stared at her reflection. Saw the flush on her cheeks, the hunger in her dark eyes. Recognized what she'd become in just days. A girl who woke wet and aching. Who dressed to be taken. Who waited for an older man to use her body however he wanted.

		She should feel shame. Should feel guilt about Uncle Earl, about wanting this, about becoming like Carmen.

		Her pussy throbbed. Wetness soaked through her fresh underwear already.

		Downstairs, Carmen's voice called out. "I'm heading to town, mija. Be back in a few hours."

		"Okay," Maya called back.

		The front door closed. Carmen's car engine started, tires crunching on gravel as she pulled away.

		Maya stood at her bedroom window. Watched the dust settle. Watched Earl walk toward his truck, climbing in, heading toward the distant pastures with tools loaded in the bed.

		The farm fell quiet except for chickens scratching and horses moving in their stalls.

		And then the sound she'd been waiting for. The rumble of an engine. Tires on gravel.

		Frank's white work truck rolled up the driveway.

		Maya's whole body clenched. Her pussy flooded. Her breathing quickened.

		He was here.

		Frank climbed out of his truck. Tall and broad-shouldered, his dark skin already gleaming with sweat despite the early hour. He wore worn jeans and a gray t-shirt stretched tight across his chest and arms, work boots caked with dried mud. His weathered face turned toward the house for just a moment before he moved to the truck bed.

		Maya watched from the kitchen window. Her pussy clenched. Wetness soaked through her underwear.

		Earl's truck appeared from behind the barn. He pulled up next to Frank's vehicle, climbed out. The two men shook hands. Earl gestured toward the equipment shed, pointing at boards, explaining something Maya couldn't hear from inside.

		She filled a glass with ice water. Her hands shook slightly. Ice cubes clinked against the sides.

		Through the window she watched Earl and Frank walk around the shed. Frank nodded, asked questions, measured something with a tape measure. Just a contractor checking the work that needed finishing.

		Earl's phone rang. He pulled it from his pocket, answered. His expression changed. He said something to Frank, gestured toward the distant pastures, then climbed back in his truck.

		The engine started. Earl drove away, dust billowing behind him.

		Frank stood alone by the shed for a moment. Then he grabbed his toolbox and walked into the barn.

		Maya's heart hammered. Her nipples pressed hard against the thin white tank top. She grabbed the glass of water.

		The back door slapped shut behind her. Heat hit her immediately. Sun blazing down, making the gravel shimmer. Sweat formed between her breasts within seconds. The thin fabric clung to her skin.

		She walked across the yard toward the barn. Her bare feet silent on the packed dirt once she reached the entrance. The temperature dropped in the shade. Hay and leather and horse filled her nose.

		Sounds came from the equipment area at the back. Wood scraping. Metal clinking. Frank working.

		Maya moved deeper into the barn. Her athletic body cast shadows in the dim light. Her round ass swayed in those tight shorts. Her breasts bounced slightly with each step.

		She reached the equipment area. Stopped in the doorway.

		Frank stood at the workbench with his back to her. His broad shoulders moved as he measured a board. Muscles shifted under his t-shirt. He marked something with a pencil, set down his tools.

		Maya just watched. Her pussy throbbed. Her breathing quickened.

		Frank turned around. His eyes found her immediately. Traveled slowly down her body.

		His gaze lingered on her breasts. Her hard nipples visible through the thin white tank top. Dropped to her shorts hugging her hips and thighs. Her bare legs. Back up to her flushed face.

		"Brought you water," Maya said. Her voice came out quieter than intended.

		Frank didn't move toward her. Just stood there looking. His jaw worked. His dark eyes burned with something that made her knees weak.

		"Set it down." His voice came out rough.

		Maya walked to the workbench. Set the glass down. Her hand trembled.

		Frank picked up the glass. Drank slowly. His throat worked. Water ran down his chin, dripped onto his t-shirt. He emptied it completely. Set it down hard.

		"You wearing a bra under that?"

		Heat flooded Maya's face. "No."

		"I can see your nipples." His eyes dropped to her chest. "Hard as rocks. You cold?"

		"No."

		"Then why are they so hard?" He stepped closer. Not touching her yet. Just close enough that she could feel the heat of his body.

		"I don't know," Maya whispered. Her face burned.

		"Yeah you do." Frank's gaze traveled down again. Stopped at her shorts. "Those shorts are so tight I can see the curve of your pussy. You wear those for me?"

		"I just..." Her voice failed.

		"And that ass." Frank circled around behind her. Maya's breath caught. She felt his eyes on her body. "Jesus Christ. That round little ass in these shorts. You know what you look like?"

		Maya's legs trembled. "What?"

		"Like you're begging to get fucked."

		Her pussy clenched. Flooded. She pressed her thighs together.

		"Turn around."

		Maya turned slowly. Faced him. His expression had changed. Darker. Hungry.

		"This was a bad idea," she whispered. "I should go."

		Frank took one long step forward. His hand shot out, grabbed the back of her neck. Pulled her against him.

		His mouth crashed onto hers.

		Maya gasped. Frank's tongue pushed between her lips, claiming her mouth. Rough and demanding. His other hand grabbed her ass, squeezed hard through the denim.

		"Mmm," Maya moaned against him. Her hands came up, gripped his shoulders.

		Frank kissed her deeper. His tongue explored her mouth. His hand kneaded her ass, fingers digging into the firm flesh. His other hand held her neck, keeping her exactly where he wanted her.

		Maya kissed back desperately. Her body pressed against his solid frame. She could feel his cock hardening against her stomach.

		Frank's mouth moved to her jaw. Down her neck. Sucking and biting. His hand slid up under her tank top, found her bare breast, squeezed roughly.

		"Fuck," he growled against her throat. His thumb found her nipple, pinched hard.

		"Ahh," Maya whimpered. Pleasure shot straight to her pussy.

		His hand l eft her breast. Both hands grabbed her ass now, lifting her slightly, grinding her against him. The hard bulge in his jeans pressed against her soaked cunt through the layers of fabric.

		Maya's head fell back. Her hips moved on their own, grinding against him. Seeking friction. Seeking relief.

		Frank's mouth traveled back up to hers. Kissed her hard and deep. His hands squeezed her ass over and over. Possessive. Claiming.

		"God," Maya gasped between kisses. "Please."

		Frank pulled back slightly. His hands still gripped her ass. His breathing came heavy. He looked down at her with eyes that burned.

		His jaw clenched. His fingers dug harder into her flesh.

		"You want it?"

		"Yes."

		"Say it."

		"I want you to fuck me."

		Frank's eyes blazed. His grip tightened.

		Frank released her ass. Grabbed her wrist instead. Pulled her deeper into the barn.

		"Where are we going?" Maya's voice came out breathless.

		He didn't answer. Just led her past the stalls, past the tack hanging on walls, into the dimmer recesses where old equipment sat covered in dust.

		An old mirror leaned against the wall. Full length, the frame tarnished and scratched. The glass showed age spots but reflected clearly enough.

		Frank positioned her in front of it. Stood behind her. His body pressed against her back, his hardness pushing into her ass through their clothes.

		"Look at yourself," he commanded.

		Maya looked. Saw her flushed face in the dusty glass. Her dark eyes wide and hungry. Her chest heaving, breasts rising and falling under the thin white tank top. Nipples hard and visible. Shorts clinging to her hips and thighs. Her light brown skin glowing with sweat.

		"What do you see?" Frank's rough hands settled on her hips.

		"I don't know."

		"You see a girl who came out here dressed like a slut." His hands slid up her sides. "No bra. Tight shorts showing off this ass. You wanted me to see, didn't you?"

		"Yes." The confession whispered out.

		"Look at your face." His hands moved to the hem of her tank top. "You look desperate."

		Maya watched in the mirror as Frank lifted her tank top slowly. Inch by inch exposing her flat stomach. The underside of her breasts. Then up and over, pulling it off completely.

		Her breasts bounced free. Full C-cups sitting high and firm on her chest. Nipples hard and dark against her skin.

		"Fuck," Frank growled. His hands came up, cupped her breasts. Squeezed. "Look at these tits."

		Maya watched his dark hands on her light brown skin. Watched him knead and squeeze her breasts. His thumbs flicked over her nipples.

		"Ahh," she gasped. Her pussy clenched.

		"Watch yourself." Frank pinched both nipples. Hard. "Watch what you look like when I touch you."

		Maya's mouth opened. Her eyes glazed. In the mirror she saw herself responding. Saw her back arch, pushing her breasts into his hands. Saw her thighs press together.

		Frank's hands left her breasts. Moved to the button of her shorts.

		"Keep watching."

		He popped the button. Slid the zipper down. Hooked his fingers in the waistband of both her shorts and underwear. Pulled them down together.

		Maya stepped out of them. Stood completely naked in front of the mirror. Her athletic body exposed. Breasts bouncing slightly with her breathing. Slim waist curving to her round ass. Strong legs. Her pussy already glistening with wetness.

		"Look at that." Frank's hand slid between her legs from behind. His fingers found her soaked cunt. "Dripping already."

		"Mmm," Maya moaned. Her eyes stayed on the mirror. Watching his hand between her thighs.

		Frank's fingers circled her clit. Slow and deliberate. His other hand gripped her throat gently. Not choking. Just holding. Claiming.

		"You see what you are now?" His fingers rubbed faster. "You see what you've become?"

		Maya watched herself in the mirror. Saw her face flush darker. Her mouth open. Her body responding to his touch. She looked desperate. Hungry. Shameless.

		"Yes," she gasped.

		"What have you become?"

		"A slut."

		"That's right." Frank pushed two fingers inside her. Her pussy clenched around them immediately. "My slut."

		"Oh god." Maya's knees buckled slightly. Frank's hand on her throat held her up. His fingers pumped in and out of her soaked cunt.

		"Watch yourself get fucked on my fingers."

		Maya watched. Saw her hips move, grinding against his hand. Saw her breasts bounce. Saw the pleasure on her face. She didn't recognize herself. This wasn't the girl who'd arrived at the farm weeks ago. This was someone else. Someone who needed this.

		"Please," she whimpered. "Please fuck me."

		Frank pulled his fingers out. She heard his belt buckle. The rasp of his zipper. The rustle of denim.

		Then his hands gripped her hips. His cock pressed against her ass. Hot and thick and hard.

		He bent her forward slightly. She braced her hands on her thighs. Watched in the mirror as he positioned himself.

		The head of his cock pressed against her entrance. Pushed inside.

		"Ahh, fuck," Maya cried out. Her pussy stretched around him. So much thicker than she remembered.

		Frank pushed deeper. Inch by inch until he was buried completely. His hips pressed against her ass.

		"Watch," he commanded. His hand moved to her throat again. Held her head up. "Watch yourself take my cock."

		Maya watched. Saw her face contort with pleasure. Saw her body bent forward, her round ass pushed back. Saw Frank's dark hands gripping her light brown hips.

		He pulled out slowly. Pushed back in hard.

		"Ungh," Maya moaned. Her pussy clenched around him.

		Frank established a rhythm. Long deep strokes. His cock sliding in and out of her soaked cunt. The wet sounds filled the quiet barn.

		"That's it," Frank growled. "Take it."

		"Yes, oh yes," Maya gasped. Her hips pushed back to meet his thrusts. Participating fully this time. Wanting it. Needing it.

		His hand tightened on her throat. Not choking. Just claiming. Owning. His other hand gripped her hip hard enough to bruise.

		"Look at yourself." His thrusts got harder. Faster. "Look at what a good little slut you are."

		Maya watched. Saw herself getting fucked. Saw her breasts swinging with each thrust. Saw the desperate pleasure on her face. Saw herself becoming exactly what he said she was.

		"Harder," she begged. "Please, harder."

		Frank obliged. His hips slammed against her ass. His cock drove deep. Over and over. The sound of flesh slapping flesh echoed through the barn.

		"Fuck, yes," Maya moaned. "Oh god, fuck me."

		"Yeah?" Frank's hand left her throat. Grabbed her hair instead. Pulled her head back. "You want it harder?"

		"Yes, please, fuck."

		His thrusts became brutal. Pounding into her. Using her body. The mirror shook slightly with the force.

		Maya's pussy clenched. Pressure built low in her belly. Tightening. Coiling.

		"I'm gonna come," she gasped. "Oh god, I'm gonna come."

		"Come on my cock." Frank's hand moved from her hip to her clit. Rubbed rough circles. "Come while you watch yourself."

		The pressure exploded. Maya's orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy spasmed around his cock. Her legs trembled. Her mouth opened in a silent scream.

		"That's it, fuck, that's it," Frank growled. His thrusts didn't slow. He fucked her through her orgasm. Prolonging it. Making it last.

		Maya's whole body shook. Pleasure rolled through her in waves. She watched herself come apart in the mirror. Saw what she looked like destroyed by his cock.

		Frank's rhythm faltered. His grip tightened on her hair. His breathing got harsh.

		"Gonna fill this tight pussy," he grunted. "Gonna pump you full."

		"Yes, please," Maya whimpered. Her pussy still pulsing. "Come inside me."

		Frank slammed deep one final time. His cock jerked inside her. Hot cum flooded her cunt.

		"Fuck," he groaned. His hips ground against her ass. Emptying himself completely.

		They stayed frozen like that. His cock buried inside her. His hands gripping her body. Both of them gasping for breath.

		Frank pulled out slowly. Maya felt his cum start to leak out immediately. Running down her inner thigh.

		She stood there trembling. Staring at her reflection. At her flushed skin and glazed eyes and used body. At the evidence of what just happened dripping down her leg.

		Frank stepped back. Started pulling his jeans up. Buckling his belt.

		Maya reached for her clothes with shaking hands. Pulled on her underwear and shorts. The fabric clung to her sweaty skin. Her tank top stretched back over her sensitive breasts.

		She turned toward the barn entrance.

		Carmen stood in the doorway.

		Maya froze. Her heart stopped. Blood drained from her face.

		Carmen stood in the barn doorway backlit by bright sunlight. Her voluptuous figure unmistakable. Her dark hair loose around her shoulders. Her sundress clinging to her curves.

		How long had she been standing there? What had she seen?

		Panic flooded Maya's system. Her mouth opened but no words came out. Her hands trembled at her sides.

		Behind her, Frank zipped his jeans. The sound loud in the sudden silence. He didn't seem surprised. Didn't seem concerned.

		Carmen took a step inside. The sunlight hit her face. Maya saw her expression clearly now.

		She was smiling.

		Not angry. Not shocked. Not disappointed.

		Warm. Knowing. Approving.

		"Aunt Carmen, I..." Maya's voice cracked. "I didn't mean to..."

		Carmen held up one hand. Stopped her mid-sentence. The smile never wavered.

		She didn't say anything. Not a single word. Just looked at Maya with those dark eyes that held complete understanding.

		Her gaze traveled down Maya's body. Took in the wrinkled tank top. The shorts hastily pulled back on. The flush still bright on her skin. The hair messy and wild. The evidence of what just happened written all over her.

		Carmen's smile widened slightly. Her eyes moved past Maya to Frank. Something passed between them. A look of acknowledgment. Maybe even amusement.

		Then Carmen's gaze returned to Maya. She nodded once. Just a small dip of her head.

		Permission. Acceptance. Welcome.

		Carmen turned around. Walked back out into the bright sunlight. Her hips swayed with each step. Her sundress flowed around her thick thighs. She disappeared around the corner of the barn without looking back.

		Maya stood frozen. Her legs trembled so badly she thought they might give out. Her chest heaved with shallow breaths.

		She'd been caught. Carmen had seen everything. Or enough. Had stood there watching her niece get fucked by a man twice her age.

		And she'd smiled.

		Frank's hand touched Maya's shoulder. She jumped.

		"Relax," he said. His voice calm. "She knows what this is."

		"But..." Maya turned to face him. "She saw us."

		"Yeah." Frank's expression showed no concern. "She did."

		"What if she tells Uncle Earl?"

		"She won't." Frank picked up his t-shirt from where he'd tossed it. Pulled it over his head. "Your aunt's got her own arrangements. She's not gonna say shit."

		Maya's mind spun. Carmen knew. Had seen. Had walked away smiling.

		Like it didn't matter. Like it was expected. Like Maya had just joined some club she didn't know existed.

		"I need to go," Maya whispered. Her legs finally unlocked. She stumbled toward the barn entrance.

		"Maya." Frank's voice stopped her. She turned back. He stood there in the dim light looking at her with those burning eyes. "This ain't over."

		Her pussy clenched. Fresh wetness mixed with the cum already leaking out of her.

		"I know," she said.

		She walked out into the blazing sunlight. The heat hit her like a wall. Sweat formed immediately on her skin. Her legs moved on autopilot carrying her across the yard.

		Carmen's car sat in the driveway. She was home. Had come back early from town.

		Maya climbed the porch steps. Her hand shook on the screen door handle. She pulled it open. Stepped into the cool dimness of the house.

		The kitchen was empty. No sign of Carmen. No grocery bags on the counter. Nothing.

		Had she even gone to town? Or had she planned this? Waited just long enough to catch them?

		Maya's stomach twisted. She climbed the stairs to her room. Closed the door behind her. Leaned against it.

		Her reflection stared back from the small mirror above her dresser. She looked destroyed. Her hair wild. Her face flushed. Her lips swollen from kissing. Her tank top wrinkled and damp with sweat.

		She looked exactly like a girl who'd just been fucked hard.

		Maya peeled off her clothes. Stood there naked. Frank's cum still leaked from her pussy. She could smell sex on her skin. Sweat and musk and him.

		She needed to shower. Needed to wash away the evidence.

		But she also needed to face Carmen. Needed to know what happened next.

		

	
		The Talk

		

		Frank leaned against the barn doorframe, his dark eyes tracking Maya as she crossed the yard carrying a bucket of chicken feed. Sweat darkened the back of her white tank top. Her denim shorts rode up with each step, showing the curve where her ass met her thighs.

		Jake stood beside him, younger by twenty years but cut from similar cloth. Rough hands, weathered skin, eyes that saw opportunity in a girl's body.

		"She ready?" Jake's voice carried the rasp of a man who worked outdoors.

		Frank crossed his arms over his chest. "She's ready."

		"You sure?"

		"I'm sure." Frank's jaw tensed. "Took her twice already. Second time she came back for it herself."

		Jake shifted his weight, adjusted the bulge growing in his jeans. His eyes followed Maya's athletic frame, the way her full breasts bounced with each step. "She's got a tight little body on her."

		"Tighter pussy too." Frank's laugh was rough and low. "Young and firm everywhere. Nothing like her aunt's soft curves."

		Jake's breathing went shallow. His tongue wet his lips. "Earl know?"

		"Earl doesn't know shit. Goes about his day like his wife isn't spreading her legs for half the county. His niece either now."

		"Just don't leave marks. Nothing Earl can see." Frank pushed off the doorframe. "And don't be rough enough she can't work tomorrow. Carmen will notice that."

		"Got it."

		Frank walked away toward his truck. Jake stayed put, watching the chicken coop, waiting for his chance.

		

		The equipment shed smelled like oil and metal and old wood. Sunlight sliced through gaps in the walls, cutting bright lines across the shadowed interior. Tools hung on pegboards. A workbench ran along one wall, scarred and stained from years of use.

		Maya stood in the doorway holding a coil of garden hose Carmen had asked her to store. Her eyes adjusted to the dimness. The hose was heavy in her hands, rubber warm from the sun.

		Movement in the corner made her turn. Jake stepped out from behind a stack of feed sacks. His presence filled the small space, broad shoulders blocking the light.

		"Hey." His voice was casual but his eyes weren't.

		Maya's pulse kicked up. She knew that look. Recognized the hunger in it. "Hey."

		"Need help with that?"

		"I'm good." But her feet didn't move toward the hooks where the hoses belonged.

		Jake closed the distance between them. Three steps. Four. Close enough she could smell his sweat, see the dirt under his fingernails. His eyes dropped to her chest, to where her nipples pressed against the thin fabric of her tank top. "Frank says you're good now."

		Heat flooded her face. Her cunt clenched. "I don't know what you mean."

		"Yeah you do." His hand reached out, took the hose from her grip. Set it on the floor. "Frank told me. Said you're ready."

		"Ready for what?" But her voice came out breathless.

		Jake's hand found her hip. His palm was rough through the thin fabric of her shorts. "For this."

		Maya's breath caught. She should push him away. Should tell him no. Should leave right now. But her body betrayed her. Wetness soaked her underwear. Her nipples hardened further against her tank top.

		"I don't..." The protest died on her tongue.

		"You do." Jake's other hand slid up her side, cupped her breast through the fabric. He squeezed, testing the firm weight of it. "Fuck, these tits."

		His thumb found her nipple, circled it through the cotton. Maya's knees went weak.

		"Jake, I..."

		He yanked her tank top up and over her head before she could finish. Her sports bra followed, peeled off and tossed aside. Her breasts spilled free, full C-cups that sat high and firm on her chest, brown nipples hard and tight.

		"Christ." Jake's voice was thick with want. His hands covered both breasts, squeezing and kneading. "Been wanting to get my hands on these since I first saw you."

		"Ah..." The sound escaped her throat as he pinched her nipples.

		He bent his head, took one nipple into his mouth. Sucked hard. His teeth scraped against the sensitive flesh.

		"Oh god..." Maya's hands flew to his shoulders, gripping tight.

		Jake switched to the other breast, lavishing the same rough attention. His tongue swirled around her nipple before he bit down gently. His hands never stopped moving, groping and squeezing, obsessed with the firm young flesh filling his palms.

		Maya's head fell back. Her pussy throbbed, soaking her underwear. Her body arched into his mouth, offering more.

		He pulled back, his eyes dark and hungry as they roamed over her exposed chest. "These tits are perfect. Young and firm and so fucking sexy."

		Before she could respond, he spun her around. Pressed her face down against the workbench. The wood was cool against her flushed cheek. Tools rattled from the impact.

		"Mmph." Her naked breasts pressed flat against the wooden surface.

		Jake's hand pushed between her shoulder blades, holding her down. His other hand yanked at her shorts, dragging them down her thighs along with her underwear. The fabric caught at her knees.

		Cool air hit her exposed pussy. She was dripping. He'd see how wet she was. How ready.

		"Fuck." Jake's voice went thick. "Frank wasn't lying. You're soaked."

		His hands slid up her sides, around to cup her breasts where they pressed against the workbench. He squeezed hard, pulling her back slightly so her tits hung free. His fingers found her nipples, pinching and twisting.

		"Ah, ah..." Maya's sounds filled the shed, raw and desperate.

		"Love these firm little tits." Jake's breath was hot against her neck. One hand stayed on her breast while the other moved down, fingers pushing between her folds.

		She was slick, open, her body eager despite the conflict in her mind. One finger slid inside easily. Then two. Pumping rough and fast while his other hand continued mauling her breast.

		"Oh god, oh..." Her pussy clenched around his fingers.

		"That's it." Jake's fingers worked deeper. "You want this."

		He pulled his fingers out. The sound of his belt buckle rang loud in the small space. His zipper rasped down.

		Maya's hands gripped the edge of the workbench. Her knuckles went white. Her breasts swayed beneath her as she panted. This was happening. Again. She was letting it happen.

		Jake's cock pressed against her entrance. Thick and blunt and demanding. He didn't wait for permission. Just pushed inside with one hard thrust.

		"Unnh!" The cry tore from her throat.

		He was bigger than Frank. Stretched her wider. The burn mixed with pleasure, overwhelming and immediate. Her pussy clenched around him, trying to adjust to the intrusion.

		"Tight." Jake's grunt was animal. "Fuck, you're tight."

		His hands grabbed her breasts from behind, squeezing and groping as he started to move. He pulled back, slammed in again. Set a brutal rhythm, hips smacking against her ass while his fingers dug into her firm tits.

		The workbench scraped against the floor with each thrust. Maya's body rocked forward with every impact, her breasts bouncing in Jake's rough grip. Her mouth hung open, sounds spilling out she couldn't control. "Ah, nnh, oh, fuck..."

		"These tits, god, these perfect tits." Jake's voice was ragged. He pinched her nipples hard, rolling them between his fingers while he fucked her.

		The new sensation drove her wild. Pain and pleasure mixing, his cock pounding into her pussy while he played with her breasts. Stars burst behind her eyes.

		"Oh god, oh god..." Her pussy clenched rhythmically around him.

		Jake released one breast, reached up to fist her ponytail. Yanked her head back. Her back arched, thrusting her chest forward. His other hand stayed on her breast, squeezing and kneading the firm flesh.

		He fucked her harder. His breathing turned ragged. Sweat dripped from his face onto her back. "Love watching these tits bounce. So firm and young. Fucking perfect."

		"Yes, yes, ah..." The admission escaped before she could stop it.

		Her orgasm built fast and fierce. Pressure coiled tight in her belly. Her thighs trembled. Her cunt gripped his cock, milking him, begging for more.

		"Gonna cum." Jake's voice was strained. His hand left her breast to grip her hip, holding her steady. "Gonna fill this tight pussy."

		"Please..." Maya didn't know what she was begging for anymore.

		He slammed into her one final time. Buried himself deep. His cock pulsed inside her, hot spurts of cum flooding her cunt. "Fuck, fuck, oh fuck..."

		The feeling pushed Maya over the edge. Her orgasm hit like lightning, white hot and blinding. Her pussy spasmed around him, drawing every drop from his cock. Her breasts swayed beneath her, nipples hard and aching. "Ahhh, oh god, unnh..."

		They stayed locked together, both gasping. Jake's weight pressed her into the workbench. His cock softened slowly inside her. One hand came up to cup her breast again, gentler now, almost reverent.

		He pulled out. Cum leaked from her, running down her inner thigh.

		Jake tucked himself away, zipped up. His breathing was still heavy. His eyes stayed on her naked torso, on her firm breasts as she straightened. "Frank was right. You're good. And these tits..." He reached out, squeezed one more time. "Fucking perfect."

		Maya's arms crossed over her chest, suddenly aware of her nakedness. Her legs wouldn't hold her steady yet. Shame crashed back in now that the pleasure faded. What had she just done? Again.

		Jake's boots scraped against concrete as he headed for the door.

		

		––––––––

		

		Maya's hands trembled as she pulled her tank top back over her head. Her sports bra lay crumpled on the shed floor. She picked it up, shoved it in her pocket. Her shorts felt damp where Jake's cum had leaked onto the fabric. Her thighs were sticky. Her pussy ached, used and sore.

		The walk back to the house felt endless. Every step reminded her of what had just happened. Her breasts bounced braless under her tank top, nipples still sensitive from Jake's rough handling. She kept her arms crossed, trying to hide the obvious movement.

		Carmen's voice drifted from the kitchen window. Singing something soft and melodic. Maya's stomach twisted. How could she face her aunt now? After what she'd just done? After letting another man fuck her in the equipment shed like some desperate whore?

		The back door creaked as Maya pushed it open. The kitchen smelled like garlic and herbs. Something simmered on the stove, steam rising from a covered pot.

		Carmen stood at the counter chopping vegetables. Her voluptuous body filled out a simple cotton dress, the fabric clinging to her curves. Her thick hair was piled on top of her head in a messy bun. She looked up when Maya entered, her dark eyes warm and welcoming.

		"There you are, mija. I was wondering where you'd gotten to."

		Maya's throat felt tight. "I was just... putting away the hose. Like you asked."

		"Good girl." Carmen's smile was easy, genuine. "Come help me with dinner. Earl will be back in an hour or so."

		Maya moved to the sink, washed her hands with soap that smelled like lavender. The water ran cold over her fingers. She scrubbed hard, trying to wash away the feeling of Jake's rough hands on her body, his cum still leaking from her pussy.

		Carmen slid a cutting board across the counter. "Dice these tomatoes for me?"

		"Okay."

		The knife felt heavy in Maya's grip. She focused on the tomatoes, on making each cut precise and even. The repetitive motion helped calm her racing thoughts. Her breasts shifted with each movement, the lack of a bra making her hyperaware of her body.

		Carmen worked beside her in comfortable silence. Her knife moved efficiently through bell peppers, the blade flashing in the afternoon light streaming through the window. The rhythmic sound of chopping filled the kitchen.

		Minutes passed. The pile of diced tomatoes grew. Maya's breathing steadied.

		"You seem tense, mija." Carmen's voice was gentle, observant.

		Maya's hand stilled. "I'm fine."

		"Are you?" Carmen set her knife down, turned to face her niece fully. Her dark eyes studied Maya's face, seeing too much.

		"Just tired. It's hot out."

		"Mmm." Carmen's lips curved into a knowing smile. She reached out, tucked a strand of hair behind Maya's ear. Her fingers lingered, warm against Maya's flushed cheek. "You should take a shower before dinner. Cool off."

		"Yeah. Maybe I will."

		"Take your time." Carmen's hand dropped away. She turned back to the stove, lifted the lid on the pot. The smell of chicken and spices intensified. "Dinner won't be ready for a while yet."

		Maya set the knife down. Her legs felt unsteady as she moved toward the doorway.

		"Maya."

		She stopped, looked back.

		Carmen stood with her back to the stove, arms crossed under her enormous breasts. Her expression was unreadable. "We should talk later. Just you and me."

		Maya's heart slammed against her ribs. "About what?"

		"About summer. About the farm. About..." Carmen's pause stretched long. "About being a woman with needs."

		The air left Maya's lungs. She knows. Carmen knows.

		"I don't know what you mean."

		"Yes you do." Carmen's voice was soft but certain. No accusation in it. Just fact. "Go take your shower, mija. We'll talk after Earl goes to bed."

		Maya fled. Her feet carried her up the stairs too fast, her breath coming in short gasps. The bathroom door closed behind her with a click that sounded too loud in the quiet house.

		She stripped off her clothes. Her tank top smelled like sweat and sex. Her shorts had a visible damp spot. Her underwear was ruined, soaked with Jake's cum and her own wetness.

		The shower spray was cold at first. Maya stepped under it anyway, welcoming the shock against her overheated skin. Her hands moved automatically, soaping her body, washing away the evidence. Between her legs she was tender, swollen from rough use. Her breasts ached where Jake had groped them, mauled them, sucked her nipples until they'd gone numb.

		What was Carmen going to say? Was she angry? Disappointed? Would she tell Earl? Would Maya be sent home in disgrace?

		But Carmen hadn't sounded angry. Her voice had been calm, matter of fact. Almost... understanding?

		Maya's mind spun with possibilities, each one worse than the last. The water ran hot now. She stood under the spray until her skin turned pink, until the bathroom filled with steam, until she couldn't put off facing reality any longer.

		She dried off with a towel that smelled like lavender. Pulled on fresh clothes. Clean underwear, soft cotton shorts, an oversized t-shirt that hid her braless chest. Her wet hair dripped down her back.

		Voices drifted up from downstairs. Earl's deep rumble, Carmen's warm laughter. He must have come back from the far pasture while she was in the shower.

		Maya descended the stairs slowly. Each step felt weighted with dread.

		Earl sat at the kitchen table, his weathered face tired but content. He'd washed up, changed into a clean shirt. His work boots sat by the back door, caked with dried mud.

		Carmen stood at the stove, stirring the pot. She glanced over her shoulder when Maya entered, her smile easy and warm like nothing had changed. "Feel better?"

		"Yeah. Much better."

		"Good. Set the table for me?"

		Maya moved through the familiar motions. Plates, silverware, glasses. Three place settings arranged neatly. The normalcy of it felt surreal after everything that had happened today.

		Earl talked about the cattle, about a fence that needed mending, about the heat affecting the horses. His voice was steady and unhurried. Carmen responded with the right comments at the right moments, her body relaxed and fluid as she moved around the kitchen.

		They looked like any normal married couple preparing for dinner. Uncle and aunt. Nothing wrong. Nothing hidden.

		Except Maya knew better now. Knew what Carmen did when Earl wasn't looking. Knew she was doing the same thing.

		Carmen brought the food to the table. Chicken with peppers and tomatoes, rice, a simple salad. She served Earl first, generous portions piled on his plate. Then Maya. Then herself.

		They ate. Earl talked more about his day, about plans for tomorrow. Carmen asked questions, laughed at his stories. Maya pushed food around her plate, her appetite gone.

		Earl finished quickly. He always did. He pushed his chair back, stretched his arms overhead. His joints popped. "I'm beat. Think I'll turn in early."

		"Sleep well, honey." Carmen's voice was affectionate.

		Earl kissed the top of Carmen's head, squeezed Maya's shoulder as he passed. "Night, kiddo."

		"Night, Uncle Earl."

		His footsteps were heavy on the stairs. The bedroom door closed with a soft click.

		Carmen and Maya sat in silence. The kitchen felt suddenly smaller, the air heavier. The clock on the wall ticked loud in the quiet.

		Carmen stood, began clearing the dishes. Maya helped without being asked. They moved around each other in the small space, washing and drying, putting everything away.

		The last dish was dried and stacked when Carmen finally spoke.

		"Sit down, mija. We need to talk."

		Maya's legs felt weak as she pulled out a chair. The wood scraped against the floor. She sat, her hands folded in her lap, her eyes on the table.

		Carmen poured two glasses of wine. Red, dark as blood in the dim kitchen light. She set one in front of Maya, kept the other for herself. Settled into the chair across from her niece.

		"Drink." Carmen's voice was gentle. "It'll help."

		Maya's fingers wrapped around the glass. The wine was cool and slightly bitter on her tongue. She swallowed, the liquid courage warming her chest.

		Carmen took a slow sip, her dark eyes never leaving Maya's face. She set her glass down carefully. "I know you've been fucking the men."

		The words hit like a physical blow. Maya's breath caught. Heat flooded her face. "I... I don't..."

		"Don't lie to me, mija." Carmen's tone was matter of fact, no anger in it. Just certainty. "I know. I've known for a while now."

		Tears burned behind Maya's eyes. Her throat closed up. She couldn't speak.

		"I saw you watching weeks ago." Carmen leaned back in her chair, her voluptuous body relaxed. "Up in the barn loft. Thought you were being so quiet, so careful. But I knew you were there."

		Maya's hands trembled. She set the wine glass down before she dropped it.

		"I knew it was only a matter of time before you joined in." Carmen's lips curved into a small smile. "You have the same hunger I do. I could see it in your eyes every time you looked at the men. The way you watched them move. The way your body responded."

		"Aunt Carmen, I'm sorry, I..."

		"Stop." Carmen held up one hand. "You're not in trouble. I'm not mad."

		Maya's eyes lifted, meeting her aunt's gaze for the first time. Carmen's face was calm, open, understanding.

		"You're not?"

		"No." Carmen took another sip of wine. "How could I be? I'm doing the same thing."

		The admission hung in the air between them. Undeniable now. Out in the open.

		"Uncle Earl..." Maya's voice was barely a whisper.

		"Earl doesn't know." Carmen's expression softened. "And he never will. That's how this works."

		Maya's fingers twisted together in her lap. "But you love him."

		"I do love him." Carmen's voice was firm, certain. "I love him very much. He's kind and hardworking and he treats me well. He's a good man."

		"Then why..."

		"Because he can't satisfy me." Carmen's words were blunt, honest. "Hasn't been able to in years. He's tired all the time from the farm work. Goes to bed early. When we do have sex, it's over in minutes. Missionary position, same every time. No passion, no fire."

		Maya's face burned. She'd never heard anyone talk like this before.

		"I need more." Carmen's eyes were intense. "Variety. Excitement. Men who take what they want, who make me feel alive. Earl can't give me that. So I get it elsewhere."

		"But it's wrong."

		"Is it?" Carmen tilted her head. "I don't think so. I take care of Earl. I cook his meals, keep his house, support his work. I'm a good wife to him in every way that matters. But my body has needs he can't meet. Why should I suffer because of that?"

		Maya had no answer.

		"You understand now, don't you?" Carmen's voice dropped lower. "You've felt it. That ache that won't go away. That need for more, for different, for rough hands and hard cocks and men who know what they're doing."

		Maya's pussy clenched at the words. Her face burned hotter.

		"I saw you with Frank." Carmen's smile widened. "Saw him fuck you in the barn. Saw how you came on his cock. And today with Jake..." She paused. "You're becoming just like me."

		"I don't want to be..."

		"Yes you do." Carmen's certainty was absolute. "Your body knows what it wants. You can't fight it anymore. You've already given in."

		Tears spilled down Maya's cheeks. She wiped them away with shaking hands.

		Carmen reached across the table, covered Maya's hand with her own. Her palm was warm, her grip firm. "Listen to me, mija. There's nothing wrong with you. You're not a slut. You're not a whore. You're just a woman with needs taking care of herself."

		"It feels wrong."

		"I know. But that's just guilt talking. Shame we're taught to feel about our own pleasure." Carmen squeezed her hand. "Let it go. Enjoy what you're doing. Enjoy the men, enjoy your body, enjoy the summer."

		Maya's breath hitched. "What if Uncle Earl finds out?"

		"He won't. As long as you're careful." Carmen's voice was practical now, instructional. "The men know to be discreet. They have just as much to lose as we do. Some of them are married. Others do business with Earl. They won't say anything."

		"But what if..."

		"He won't find out." Carmen's grip tightened. "I've been doing this for years. He's never suspected. He trusts me completely. Trusts you too."

		The weight of that trust pressed down on Maya's chest. Uncle Earl's kind face, his tired smile, his calloused hands that worked so hard every day.

		"I know what you're thinking." Carmen's voice was soft. "But Earl is happy. He has his farm, his horses, his simple life. What he doesn't know won't hurt him. And we get what we need. Everyone wins."

		Maya pulled her hand away, wrapped her arms around herself. Her body felt foreign, wrong, like it belonged to someone else.

		"I'm glad you discovered this about yourself here." Carmen stood, moved around the table. She pulled Maya up, wrapped her in a tight embrace. Her enormous breasts pressed against Maya's smaller ones. Her warmth surrounded Maya completely. "In a safe place. With family who understands. Rather than making mistakes out there in the world where people would judge you."

		Maya's face pressed into Carmen's shoulder. She smelled like cooking spices and wine and something earthy and feminine.

		"You're not alone in this." Carmen's hand stroked Maya's damp hair. "I'm here. I understand. And I'm proud of you."

		"Proud?" Maya's voice was muffled.

		"Yes." Carmen pulled back, held Maya at arm's length. Her dark eyes shone with genuine affection. "Proud of the woman you're becoming. A woman who knows what she wants and takes it. That's strength, mija. Not weakness."

		Maya's chest ached. She wanted to believe it. Wanted to let go of the shame eating at her.

		"Now." Carmen's tone shifted, becoming more practical. "Let me give you some advice. Woman to woman."

		Carmen released Maya, moved back to her chair. She picked up her wine glass, took a long sip. Her expression was thoughtful, evaluating. "First thing you need to know is which men are which."

		Maya sank back into her seat. Her hands found her wine glass, held it like an anchor.

		"Frank is rough." Carmen's voice was instructional, like she was teaching Maya how to can vegetables or collect eggs. "He'll take what he wants, won't ask permission. But he knows what he's doing. He'll make you cum hard if you let him."

		Maya's face burned. She took a gulp of wine.

		"Jake is younger, more energetic." Carmen's lips curved. "He gets obsessed with things. Today it was probably your tits. He likes firm young bodies. Will grope you, handle you rough. But he finishes quick."

		How did Carmen know about today? Had she watched? The thought made Maya's stomach twist and her pussy clench at the same time.

		"Tom is gentler if you need that sometimes." Carmen continued. "He takes his time. Likes missionary, likes to see your face. Good for when you're sore from the others."

		"The others." Maya's voice was faint.

		"Bill is the neighbor. He's straightforward, no games. Equipment shed is his favorite spot. Standing positions mostly because he's got a bad back." Carmen ticked them off on her fingers. "Ray from the feed store likes blow jobs. Mike the electrician is quick and desperate, always worried about getting caught. Makes him finish fast."

		Maya's head spun. All these men. All these details Carmen knew from experience.

		"But it's not just the regulars." Carmen leaned forward, her enormous breasts resting against the table edge. "Sometimes strangers come by. Men looking to buy produce at the farm stand. Buyers interested in the horses. Auction guests Earl invites to look at the breeding stock."

		Maya's eyes widened.

		"I've fucked plenty of men whose names I never learned." Carmen's voice was matter of fact. "One time fun. They're passing through, they catch my eye, I make it happen. Then they're gone and it's like it never happened."

		"You just... with strangers?"

		"If I want their cock, yes." Carmen's dark eyes gleamed. "That's the beauty of it, mija. You don't owe these men anything. Not conversation, not kindness, not your name. If you see a man who makes you wet, you take what you want and move on."

		Maya's pussy throbbed at the crude permission.

		"Last month a horse buyer came out from two counties over." Carmen's smile was wicked. "Tall, built like he worked construction. Earl was showing him the colts. I brought them water. The way this man looked at me... I knew."

		"What did you do?"

		"Waited until Earl went to get paperwork from the house. Led the man into the training barn. Hiked up my dress. He fucked me against the stall door while his truck was still running outside." Carmen's voice was thick with the memory. "Never saw him again. Don't need to."

		Maya's breathing came faster. The idea of that kind of freedom, that kind of power, made her dizzy.

		"You can do the same." Carmen's voice was encouraging. "A handsome stranger stops by, you feel that pull, you make it happen. Just be smart about timing. Make sure Earl is occupied. Be quick. Be discreet."

		"What if they tell someone?"

		"Who would they tell? Earl?" Carmen laughed. "They'd be admitting they fucked his wife or niece. No man wants that confrontation. And strangers passing through have even less reason to cause trouble. They got what they came for and they leave."

		The logic was sound even though everything about it felt wrong.

		"You're young and sexy, Maya." Carmen's eyes traveled over her niece's athletic body. "Men look at you. You've seen it. The way their eyes follow your ass in those shorts. The way they stare at your tits. You have power over them whether you realize it or not."

		"I don't feel powerful."

		"That's because you're still thinking like a good girl." Carmen's voice was firm. "Start thinking like a woman who takes what she wants. See a cock you like? Take it. Enjoy it. Forget about it. That's power."

		Maya absorbed this new dimension to her corruption. Not just the regular men Earl knew. Not just the farm hands and delivery drivers. But strangers too. Anyone she wanted.

		"How do you manage when you're sore?" Maya's voice was small. "When your body needs rest but the men keep coming around?"

		"You say no." Carmen's answer was simple. "You're not their property. You don't owe them anything. If you're too tender, if you need a break, you tell them to come back another day. Real men understand that. Boys get pissy about it, but real men respect your limits."

		Maya absorbed this. The idea that she could say no even now seemed foreign. But Carmen spoke it like fact.

		"What about protection?" Maya's hands twisted in her lap. "What if..."

		"You're on the pill, right?" Carmen's eyebrows raised. "Your mom mentioned it when she called last week."

		"Yeah. For my period regulation."

		"Good. The men mostly pull out anyway but the pill is backup." Carmen's practicality was startling. "You should still make them pull out when you can. Less mess, less risk. But if they finish inside like Frank and Jake do, you're covered."

		The clinical discussion of men cumming inside her made Maya's head spin. This was her aunt. Her mother's sister. Talking about men's cum like they were discussing recipes.

		"One more thing." Carmen's voice dropped lower. "Never in the house. Ever. Too risky with Earl around. Barn, equipment shed, far paddocks, training barn. Those are safe spaces. But never in the house."

		"Okay."

		"And never overnight. Never sleeping arrangements. This is physical release, not romance. You don't cuddle with them. You don't have feelings for them. You fuck them and move on." Carmen's eyes were hard now. "That's how you keep this from becoming complicated."

		Maya nodded. Her mind struggled to process all the rules, all the boundaries.

		"You need to learn Earl's schedule." Carmen's tone became more serious. "Know when he's going to the far pasture, when he's at auctions, when he's in town for supplies. Those are your windows. Never when he's close to the house or barn."

		Maya nodded, her throat too tight to speak.

		"Clean up after." Carmen's dark eyes were intense. "Keep baby wipes in your room. Shower when you can. Change your underwear. Earl does laundry sometimes and he'll notice stains."

		The practicality of it was overwhelming. Carmen had this down to a science.

		"Best positions for farm work days are standing or bent over." Carmen gestured with her hand. "Nothing on your back or knees. You'll be too sore for chores if you let them pound you on hard surfaces. Save that for when you have a day off."

		Maya's wine glass was empty. She set it down with shaking hands.

		"When you're on your period, stick to blow jobs if you're still horny." Carmen refilled both their glasses without asking. "Some men don't mind the blood but it's messier. Easier to just use your mouth those days."

		"Aunt Carmen..." Maya's voice cracked.

		"I know this is a lot." Carmen's expression softened. "But you need to know these things. Need to be smart about it. This isn't just about pleasure. It's about survival. About getting what you need without destroying the life Earl has built here."

		"What if I can't do this?"

		"You're already doing it, mija." Carmen's voice was gentle but firm. "You've already crossed that line. You can't go back. You can only move forward."

		The truth of it settled over Maya like a heavy blanket. She had crossed that line. With Frank. With Jake. Her body knew what it wanted now. The hunger wouldn't go away just because she felt guilty.

		"Are the men safe?" Maya's question came out barely above a whisper.

		Carmen's face lit up with approval. "Good question. That's smart thinking." She leaned forward, elbows on the table. "They're all local. All have reputations to protect. Frank has a contracting business. Tom works for the feed company. Bill farms the neighboring property. They won't hurt you because they need Earl's goodwill for their own livelihoods."

		"But what if someone gets too rough? What if..."

		"You come to me." Carmen's voice was steel. "Immediately. I'll handle it. These men know I'm the one who keeps this arrangement working. They respect that. If anyone crosses a line with you, they answer to me."

		The fierce protectiveness in Carmen's tone surprised Maya. Her aunt wasn't just accepting this. She was actively managing it, keeping Maya safe within the corruption.

		"Are you being safe emotionally?" Carmen's question caught Maya off guard. "Are you okay with what's happening to you?"

		Maya's eyes filled with tears again. "I don't know."

		"That's honest." Carmen reached across the table again, took both of Maya's hands in hers. "It takes time to adjust. To accept that you can be a good person and still want rough sex with multiple men. Society tells us we can't be both. But society is wrong."

		"How did you learn to be okay with it?"

		"Years of practice." Carmen's smile was sad. "Years of guilt and shame before I finally accepted this is who I am. I don't want that for you. I want you to enjoy your body without the years of suffering I went through."

		The gift Carmen was offering became clear. Not just permission, but a shortcut past the pain.

		"Thank you." Maya's voice was thick with emotion.

		"You're welcome, mija." Carmen squeezed her hands. "Now. Are the men treating you right? Is anyone being disrespectful beyond the rough sex?"

		Maya thought about Frank's crude words, Jake's obsessive groping. But neither had hurt her. Neither had ignored her when she'd needed them to stop. "They're... okay. I think."

		"If that changes, you tell me." Carmen's voice was fierce again. "Promise me."

		"I promise."

		"Good." Carmen released her hands, sat back. "One last thing. Don't feel like you have to fuck every man who comes around. You choose. You decide who gets access to your body. Not Frank. Not me. You."

		The power in that statement made something shift in Maya's chest.

		"Can I ask you something?" Maya's voice was hesitant.

		"Anything."

		"Do you ever feel guilty? About Uncle Earl?"

		Carmen was quiet for a long moment. Her fingers traced the rim of her wine glass. "Sometimes. Late at night when he's snoring beside me. When he kisses my forehead in the morning. But then I remember he's happy. He has everything he wants. And I have what I need. The guilt fades."

		"Does it get easier?"

		"Yes." Carmen's voice was certain. "It gets easier. The shame loses its grip. You start to see yourself differently. As powerful instead of broken. As satisfied instead of sinful."

		Maya wanted to believe her. Wanted that future where she didn't hate herself.

		Carmen stood, began gathering the wine glasses. "It's late. You should get some sleep. Tomorrow's another day of farm work."

		Maya rose on unsteady legs. Her body felt wrung out, exhausted from the emotional conversation.

		Carmen pulled her into one more hug.

		

	
		The New Maya

		

		Three weeks had passed since the kitchen conversation. Three weeks since Carmen's hand squeezed hers and told her there was no shame in pleasure, in taking what she wanted. The guilt had lifted that night like morning fog burning off the fields, leaving only clarity and hunger behind.

		Maya lay in bed, dawn light filtering through thin curtains, and her hand was already between her thighs before full consciousness arrived. This was routine now. Waking wet, waking wanting, her body primed before her mind caught up. She rubbed slow circles over her clit, not chasing release yet, just stoking the heat that never fully died anymore.

		'Which men might come today?' The thought drifted through her arousal. Bill sometimes showed up on Sundays to discuss crop rotation with Earl. Ray delivered feed on Mondays. Frank had mentioned finishing repairs on the north barn this week.

		Her fingers moved faster. The regulars were good, familiar in their touches and their rhythms. Frank's rough claiming, Jake's younger stamina, Ray's patient thoroughness. She'd fucked them all multiple times now, learned their patterns, knew what each one wanted and how they'd take it.

		But god, she craved the strangers.

		The trucker from last week flooded her mind. He'd pulled off the highway looking for a shortcut, found her walking back from checking the mailbox. Dusty jeans, forearms thick with faded ink, eyes that stripped her bare before he even spoke. She'd given him directions, watched his gaze linger on her tits, felt her pussy clench with that electric recognition.

		"You need anything else?" she'd asked, voice steady despite the wetness pooling in her shorts.

		Twenty minutes later she was in his cab, shorts around one ankle, his cock driving into her while the engine ticked and cooled beneath them. He'd called her a dirty little slut, asked if she fucked every man who drove past. She'd come on his dick without answering, too lost in the anonymous intensity of it.

		She hadn't asked his name. Didn't want to know it.

		Maya came now with a stifled gasp, thighs clamping around her hand, the memory pushing her over. The orgasm rolled through her, sharp and satisfying but not enough. Never quite enough anymore.

		She lay there catching her breath, fingers still pressed against her slick pussy. No shame. No guilt twisting in her stomach or tightening her throat. Carmen's words had unlocked something fundamental. 'You're just a woman with needs taking care of herself.'

		Simple truth.

		Maya pushed herself out of bed and crossed to the small mirror mounted on the dresser. Early morning light caught her body, and she stopped, really looking for the first time in weeks.

		Fuck, she'd changed.

		The farm work had carved definition into her. Her shoulders looked broader, arms lean with visible muscle from hauling feed bags and stacking hay. Her stomach was tighter, the soft curve replaced by earned flatness. Legs stronger, thighs thick with power from climbing ladders and walking acres daily.

		But she'd also filled out. Her hips had widened, the sharp angles of eighteen softening into fuller curves that strained the waistbands of her shorts. Her ass was rounder, heavier, the kind of shape that made men's hands twitch when she bent over.

		And her tits. Maya cupped them, feeling their increased weight. They'd grown from a full C to something more, flesh spilling over her palms, nipples darker and more sensitive. Carmen's cooking, heavy meals loaded with butter and cream and portions meant for men doing physical labor. Her body had taken that fuel and transformed.

		She looked like a woman now. Not the girl who'd arrived at the start of summer with uncertain curves and hesitant movements. Her body had become something built for sex and work in equal measure, athletic and fertile, tight and soft in all the places that mattered.

		The men noticed. She caught their stares differently now, saw hunger mixed with something like awe when she lifted bales or stretched to reach high shelves. Her tank tops pulled tighter across her chest. Her shorts hugged the swell of her ass and cut into the crease where thigh met hip.

		She looked fucking good.

		Maya turned sideways, admiring the profile. Flat stomach, the jut of her full tits, the dramatic curve from waist to hip. This body got her what she wanted. This body made strange men pull over and familiar ones come back for more.

		Carmen had her regulars locked down now. The arrangement had developed naturally over the past three weeks, unspoken at first, then acknowledged with casual comments and knowing glances. Maya had realized she didn't need Frank every time he showed up, didn't ache for Jake's younger cock or Ray's patient fucking the way she used to.

		The regulars were comfortable. Predictable.

		The strangers made her lose her fucking mind.

		That difference had crystallized one afternoon when she'd watched Carmen take Bill in the barn while simultaneously burning with the memory of the feed store customer she'd sucked off behind his truck an hour earlier. She'd barely caught his face, didn't know his name, just knelt in the gravel and swallowed his load before he drove away.

		That nameless intensity. That raw anonymous heat. That was what she craved.

		Maya pulled on clean shorts and a tank top, no bra because why bother. Her nipples pressed against the thin fabric. She ran fingers through her dark hair, leaving it loose today instead of pulling it back.

		Breakfast needed making. Earl would wake soon, Carmen already moving around downstairs.

		The kitchen smelled like coffee and bacon grease when Maya came downstairs. Carmen stood at the stove, her thick body wrapped in a faded cotton robe that hung open enough to show the valley between her heavy breasts. She glanced over her shoulder, dark eyes taking in Maya's braless state and loose hair with a small knowing smile.

		"Morning, mija."

		"Morning." Maya poured herself coffee, the mug warm between her palms. Through the window she could see Earl already out by the fence line, his weathered frame bent over a post that needed replacing.

		Breakfast passed with easy quiet. Earl came in, kissed Carmen's cheek, complimented the eggs, asked Maya about her plans for the day. She mentioned weeding the vegetable garden. He nodded, shoveled food into his mouth, and headed back out within fifteen minutes.

		The screen door banged shut behind him.

		Carmen refilled both their mugs and settled back into her chair. Her robe gaped wider. The soft swell of her belly pressed against the worn fabric. She looked satisfied and loose, the way she always did in the mornings.

		"Carlos is coming by this afternoon," Carmen said, voice casual as if discussing the weather. "Picking up those two heifers Earl's selling. Should be here around three."

		Maya sipped her coffee. Carlos. Fifty-five, broad through the shoulders, always smelled like livestock and diesel. He'd fucked her twice before, once in the barn and once bent over the tailgate of his truck. Decent cock, rough hands, liked to grip her hips hard enough to leave marks.

		"You want him?" Carmen asked. "Or should I take care of it?"

		The question landed with practiced ease. This was their system now, this casual negotiation over which man would end up inside which woman. Maya turned it over in her mind, weighing her appetite against the specifics of what Carlos offered.

		"You take him," Maya said after a moment. "I'm good."

		Carmen's smile widened. "Alright then."

		She remembered the first time they'd done this. Two weeks ago, maybe less. Ray had pulled up for a feed delivery and Carmen had caught Maya in the hallway, asked in a low voice if she wanted him today or if Carmen should handle it. Maya had frozen, shocked by the directness, the acknowledgment that they were sharing these men like farm duties.

		"I... I don't know," she'd stammered.

		Carmen had read something in her face. "There was a stranger at the feed store yesterday when I went into town. Older guy, passing through. He kept looking at you when you were loading bags. You want me to send him your way if he shows up again?"

		Heat had flooded Maya's cunt at the mention of the stranger. Older, unfamiliar, his eyes hungry on her sweat-slicked body. She'd nodded before thinking it through.

		Carmen had smiled that same warm knowing smile. "Go ahead then. Ray's mine today."

		The stranger had shown up an hour later, asking for Earl about buying equipment he'd heard was for sale. Maya had taken him to the shed. Ended up with her back against the wall and his cock buried in her pussy while he grunted and called her a sweet tight little thing. She'd come twice, legs wrapped around his waist, not even knowing his goddamn name.

		Another memory surfaced. Frank arriving on a Tuesday afternoon, same time a salesman pulled up selling insurance or farm equipment or some shit Maya hadn't paid attention to. She'd caught the way the salesman's eyes lingered on her tits, seen Carmen notice it too.

		They'd split without words. Carmen took Frank to the barn. Maya led the salesman to the equipment shed. The sounds of fucking had echoed from both directions, their separate moans mixing in the summer heat. Maya had come with the salesman's cock in her pussy and the knowledge that Carmen was getting hers at the same moment, their shared hunger satisfied in parallel.

		It worked. This arrangement, this unspoken division of labor whenever opportunity arose. They ensured both got what they needed, reading each other's patterns and preferences with the same attention they gave to cooking and chores.

		"I've been thinking," Maya said now, fingers tracing the rim of her mug. "The regulars are good. I still want them sometimes. Frank especially, or Jake when I need it rough." She paused, searching for words that matched the heat in her belly. "But the strangers, the ones just passing through... that's what really makes me lose my fucking mind. The ones I don't know."

		Carmen laughed, the sound rich and understanding. "The mystery of it. Not knowing their names or where they're from. Just cock and need and then they're gone."

		"Yeah." Maya felt her pussy clench at the description. "Exactly that."

		"I get it, mija." Carmen's fingers drummed against her mug. "Me, I like the regulars. I like knowing what I'm getting, how they fuck, what gets them off. The comfort of it." Her smile turned playful. "But I won't turn down a stranger if he's got the right look."

		"So we just keep doing what we're doing," Maya said. "Both taking whoever we want when the mood hits. Just... you know I'll jump on the strangers first chance I get."

		"And I'll make sure the regulars stay happy and coming back." Carmen reached across to squeeze Maya's hand. Her palm was warm and slightly rough. "Long as we're both getting satisfied, that's what matters. We check with each other when we can, make sure neither of us is left aching."

		The words settled between them like an understanding.

		Carlos's truck rumbled up the drive at quarter past three. Maya was washing lunch dishes, hands soapy in the warm water, when the sound of tires on gravel pulled her attention to the window.

		Earl emerged from the barn, wiping his hands on his jeans. He walked over to greet Carlos, the two men shaking hands and gesturing toward the pasture where the heifers grazed. Their voices carried faintly through the open window, discussing weight and price and logistics.

		Carmen appeared from upstairs, changed into a loose cotton dress that skimmed her voluptuous curves. The fabric was thin enough to show she wore nothing underneath, her heavy breasts swaying as she moved. She caught Maya's eye and smiled, a small private expression.

		"I'll go see if they need anything," Carmen said, already heading for the door.

		Maya watched through the window as her aunt crossed the yard. Carmen's wide hips rolled with each step, her thick thighs visible when the breeze pressed the dress against her body. Carlos noticed immediately, his eyes tracking Carmen's approach the way men always did, hunger mixed with familiarity.

		Earl pointed toward the far pasture, already turning to lead Carlos that way. Carmen touched Earl's arm, said something that made him nod. He headed off alone, his weathered figure disappearing beyond the equipment shed.

		Carlos and Carmen stood talking for a moment. Casual from a distance, just the farmer's wife being friendly to a buyer. But Maya saw the shift in Carmen's posture, the way she angled her body, how Carlos stepped closer. Her aunt's hand brushed his forearm. His gaze dropped to her chest.

		They walked toward the barn together.

		Maya turned back to the dishes. No need to watch. No pull to sneak to the loft or find a crack in the walls. That compulsion had died weeks ago, replaced by something simpler. Carmen was taking care of Carlos. The barn door would close. Twenty minutes, maybe thirty. Then her aunt would come back flushed and satisfied.

		The arrangement working.

		She finished the dishes and started pulling ingredients for dinner. Chicken needed seasoning, potatoes needed peeling. Her hands moved through familiar motions while her mind drifted.

		This felt different than those early weeks. Back when she'd hunted opportunities to watch, heart pounding as she climbed to the loft or pressed her eye to door cracks. Back when witnessing Carmen's fucking had been the only way to feed her hunger, vicarious pleasure through voyeurism.

		She wasn't hunting glimpses anymore. She was living her own appetite.

		The parallel nature of it satisfied something fundamental. Carmen in the barn with Carlos right now, probably bent over a hay bale with her dress hiked up and his cock driving into her wet pussy. Maya here in the kitchen, content and already thinking about the next stranger who might pull up the drive, the next anonymous encounter that would make her lose her mind.

		Different hungers. Different paths to the same satisfaction.

		She peeled potatoes over the sink, the rhythm soothing. Outside the window, Earl appeared in the distant pasture, checking fence posts or water troughs or whatever task occupied him now. Oblivious as always.

		Footsteps on the porch announced Carmen's return. The screen door opened and her aunt walked in, face slightly flushed, hair mussed, the dress wrinkled across her wide hips. She moved with that loose satisfied gait, thighs probably slick with cum beneath the thin fabric.

		Their eyes met. Maya saw the contentment there, the physical ease of a woman who'd just been properly fucked. Carmen saw whatever expression Maya wore and smiled.

		"Carlos got what he came for," Carmen said, voice light. "Said he'll be back with the trailer tomorrow to pick up the heifers."

		"Good." Maya rinsed the last potato. "I'm doing roasted chicken for dinner. That work?"

		"Perfect, mija." Carmen moved to the counter, starting to gather plates and silverware for setting the table. Normal domestic motion, the surface of their lives smooth and unremarkable. "Maybe do those carrots from the garden too. Earl loves those."

		"Yeah, alright."

		They worked in comfortable quiet, preparing dinner side by side like any aunt and niece might. The air between them held understanding. No need for details or descriptions. Just the acknowledgment of appetite satisfied, the arrangement functioning exactly as it should.

		The barn smell clung faintly to Carmen's skin when she leaned past Maya to reach the spice cabinet. Hay and sweat and sex. Familiar now.

		Maya's pussy clenched with anticipation of her own next encounter. Not jealous. Just ready.

		Late afternoon sun beat down on the vegetable garden, heat radiating off the dark soil. Maya knelt between rows of tomatoes, pulling weeds that had sprouted since yesterday, her tank top clinging to her sweat-slicked back. Dirt gathered under her fingernails. Her thighs burned from the sustained crouch.

		The sound of an unfamiliar engine made her look up.

		A pickup truck she didn't recognize rolled up the drive, older model, faded blue paint, out-of-state plates she couldn't quite read from this distance. It parked near the barn. The engine cut off.

		Maya stood, brushing dirt from her knees. Her pulse kicked up a notch.

		A man climbed out. Older, maybe late fifties, with gray stubble on his weathered jaw and forearms corded with muscle. Work boots, worn jeans, a t-shirt stretched across a broad chest that had gone slightly soft with age. He looked around, taking in the property, then his eyes found her.

		That look. Immediate and assessing, traveling down her body and back up with undisguised interest.

		Maya's nipples hardened against her tank top. Wetness bloomed between her thighs, instant and undeniable. A stranger. Unknown. The electric spark she craved igniting in her belly.

		She walked toward him, aware of how her hips moved, how her full tits bounced with each step. His gaze tracked her approach, hungry and direct.

		"Help you?" she asked when she got close enough.

		"Looking for Earl." His voice was rough, probably from cigarettes or years of outdoor work. "Heard he might have some equipment for sale. Tiller or maybe a brush hog."

		Earl was still in the far pasture. Carmen was inside cooking. The property felt large and empty around them.

		"He's out checking the back fields," Maya said. "Won't be back for maybe an hour." She paused, let her gaze travel over him the same way he'd looked at her. "I can show you what we've got in the shed if you want. See if it's what you're looking for."

		His eyes darkened. "Yeah. That'd be real helpful."

		She led him to the equipment shed, feeling his stare on her ass the entire walk. The shed door hung open, interior dim and dusty, shafts of sunlight cutting through gaps in the walls. Old machinery crowded the space, tractors and tillers and rusted parts Earl would get around to fixing eventually.

		Maya stepped inside. The stranger followed. The air felt close and thick, smelling of oil and metal and sun-baked wood.

		"That tiller there might work," she said, pointing to a machine in the back corner. Her voice sounded steadier than her pulse. "It needs some work but Earl could probably come down on price."

		He moved closer, not looking at the equipment. Looking at her. "You work this farm?"

		"Helping out for the summer."

		"That so." Another step. He was right behind her now, close enough that she felt his heat. "You help out with everything?"

		Maya turned to face him. Their bodies nearly touched. She tilted her head back to meet his eyes, seeing her own hunger reflected there. "Everything that needs doing."

		His hand came up to cup her jaw, thumb brushing her bottom lip. "You're a helpful girl."

		"Mmm." Her pussy clenched, soaking her shorts. "I try."

		He kissed her then, hard and claiming, one hand gripping the back of her neck while the other found her breast through the thin tank top. Maya opened her mouth, let him take what he wanted, her body already arching into his touch. His stubble scraped her face. His tongue pushed past her lips.

		Rough hands grabbed her waist and walked her backward until her spine hit the shed wall. The wood was rough against her shoulders. He pulled her tank top up and over her head in one motion, tossed it aside. Her full tits bounced free, nipples hard and aching.

		"Fuck," he breathed, staring at her exposed chest. His hands covered her breasts, squeezing, thumbs rubbing over her sensitive nipples. "Look at these."

		Maya gasped, arching into his touch. His mouth dropped to suck one nipple between his lips, tongue flicking while his fingers worked the other. Pleasure shot straight to her cunt.

		He yanked her shorts and underwear down her thighs, helped her kick them off completely. She stood naked against the wall, legs spreading, pussy wet and ready. His hand slid between her thighs, fingers pushing through her slick folds.

		"Already soaked," he growled against her breast. "Dirty little thing."

		"Please," Maya gasped. Not pride or hesitation left, just need. "Fuck me."

		He worked his jeans open, shoved them down enough to free his cock. Thick and hard, the head already glistening. His hands gripped her ass, lifting her. Maya wrapped her legs around his waist instantly, ankles locking behind his back.

		The position pressed her against the wall, his body supporting her weight, the head of his cock nudging her entrance. Their eyes locked. Strangers staring at each other in the dim shed, about to fuck without even exchanging names.

		He thrust up and she dropped down at the same moment. His cock filled her completely, stretching her pussy in one brutal stroke that made her cry out.

		"Unngh! Fuck!"

		"Jesus, you're tight," he groaned. His fingers dug into her ass, holding her pinned between his body and the wall. "Goddamn."

		He started fucking her with hard upward thrusts, using the wall as leverage. Maya's back scraped against rough wood with each movement. Her tits bounced between them, nipples dragging against his shirt. The angle made him hit deep, so fucking deep she felt it in her belly.

		"Oh god, yes, fuck me," she moaned, hands gripping his shoulders. Her thighs squeezed his waist. "Harder."

		He slammed into her, grunting with effort, sweat breaking out on his forehead. The wet sound of his cock pounding her pussy filled the shed. Dust floated in shafts of sunlight around them.

		"Take it," he growled. "Take this stranger's cock."

		"Yes, oh fuck, yes!" Her pussy clenched around him, pleasure building fast and sharp. The anonymous intensity of it, the raw heat of fucking a man whose name she didn't know and never would. This was what she craved. This was what made her lose her mind.

		His mouth found hers again, kissing her hard while he fucked up into her. Maya kissed back desperately, tongues tangling, breathing his air. One of his hands released her ass to brace against the wall, giving him better leverage to drive deeper.

		"You gonna come?" he panted against her lips. "Gonna come on my cock?"

		"Yes, I'm... oh god, I'm..." Her orgasm hit like a wave crashing, pussy spasming around his driving cock, thighs clamping his waist. "Ahhhh!"

		"Fuck!" He thrust hard three more times and exploded inside her. Hot cum flooding her cunt, his body shuddering, fingers bruising her ass as he held her pinned and emptied himself.

		They stayed frozen, both breathing hard, her legs still wrapped around him, his cock still buried inside her. Sweat slicked their bodies where they pressed together.

		Slowly he pulled back, letting her legs unwrap, lowering her until her feet touched the ground. His cock slipped free and cum immediately leaked down her inner thigh.

		Maya's legs shook. She leaned against the wall for support, naked and dripping, watching him tuck himself back into his jeans.

		Their eyes met briefly. No names exchanged. No pretense of connection beyond what had just happened.

		"Tell Earl I'll think about that equipment," he said, voice casual as if they'd just discussed farming.

		"Sure."

		He walked out into the bright afternoon. His truck started, tires crunched on gravel, and then the sound faded down the drive.

		Maya stood there leaking his cum, completely naked, sweat cooling on her skin. A grin spread across her face, satisfaction mixing with the lingering pulse between her thighs.

		This. This nameless intensity, this raw anonymous fucking. This was what made her lose her fucking mind.

		Dinner smelled like roasted chicken and herbs when Maya walked back to the house. She'd cleaned up in the outdoor shower behind the barn, washing away sweat and dirt and the stranger's cum, pulled on fresh clothes. Her body felt loose and satisfied, pussy still tender from the hard fucking.

		The kitchen table was already set. Carmen stood at the stove, spooning vegetables onto a serving platter. She glanced at Maya, dark eyes reading something in her face, and smiled slightly.

		Earl came in from washing up, settled into his chair with a satisfied grunt. "Smells good, Carmen."

		"Thanks, baby." Carmen brought the chicken to the table, her voluptuous body moving with easy grace. She'd changed into a clean dress, hair brushed back, looking every bit the devoted farm wife.

		They ate in comfortable quiet for a few minutes. Earl complimented the food, asked about the heifers, mentioned the fence posts that still needed replacing.

		"Carlos came by this afternoon," he said between bites. "Deal go through alright?"

		"Just fine," Carmen replied, voice perfectly casual. "He'll bring the trailer tomorrow to pick them up."

		"Good, good." Earl nodded, reaching for more potatoes. Then his attention turned to Maya. "How was your afternoon, sweetheart? Get those weeds cleared?"

		Maya met his kind, oblivious eyes. "Most of them. A man stopped by asking about equipment. Said he heard you might have a tiller for sale."

		"Huh. Don't recognize the truck?"

		"Out-of-state plates. He looked around but didn't end up buying anything."

		"Well, that happens." Earl shrugged, already losing interest. "Maybe he'll come back."

		Carmen's gaze flicked to Maya across the table. Her aunt saw it all. The flush still lingering in Maya's cheeks, the satisfied looseness in her posture, the way she shifted slightly in her chair because her pussy was still sensitive. Understanding passed between them, silent and complete.

		They finished dinner with easy conversation. Earl talked about crop rotation and weather patterns, plans for next week's work. Both women listened and responded, playing their parts perfectly. The surface of their lives smooth and unremarkable.

		Earl headed to bed early as always, exhausted from the day's labor. He kissed Carmen's cheek, patted Maya's shoulder, and disappeared upstairs.

		The two women cleaned up together in the quiet kitchen. Carmen washed, Maya dried. The rhythm felt natural, practiced from weeks of shared routine.

		"So," Carmen said softly, hands in soapy water. "How was the stranger?"

		Maya smiled, unable to hide it. "Exactly what I needed. Raw and nameless. Just... fuck, it was perfect."

		Carmen's laugh was warm and knowing. She handed Maya a clean plate. "I'm glad, mija. That you know what gets you off now. What you really want."

		"Three weeks ago I didn't know any of this about myself." Maya dried the plate carefully. "Didn't know I could be like this. Want this."

		"And now you do." Carmen's voice held something Maya couldn't quite read. Not sadness exactly, but awareness of time passing. "Summer's been good to you."

		Summer. The word landed heavy. Maya's hands stilled on the dish towel.

		Classes started in three weeks. She'd gotten the email last week with her fall schedule, dorm assignment, orientation dates. The college life waiting for her back home. Parties with boys her own age who fumbled with bra hooks and came too fast and thought they were studs because they could go twice in one night.

		Boys who had no fucking idea what they were doing.

		Her stomach twisted. Going back to that world after this. After strangers who fucked her against shed walls and regulars who knew exactly how to make her come. After Carmen's guidance and acceptance. After discovering this hunger that lived in her bones.

		"Yeah," Maya said quietly. "Summer's been good."

		Carmen turned to look at her fully, dark eyes soft with understanding. She dried her hands and reached for Maya's, squeezing gently. "You've become the woman you were meant to be, mija. Don't forget that when you go back."

		When you go back. Not if. When.

		The reality of it pressed against Maya's chest. One weekend left of this life. Then away for college, back to expectations, back to pretending to be the girl who'd left at the start of summer.

		Except she wasn't that girl anymore.

		Carmen squeezed her hand once more and released it, turning back to the dishes. "There is some summer left though. Make the most of it."

		"I will," Maya promised.

		They finished cleaning in comfortable silence. Upstairs, Earl's snores already echoed through the floorboards. Outside, crickets sang in the summer darkness. The farm settled into night around them.

		Maya thought about the trucker from last week, the stranger this afternoon, whoever might pull up the drive in the days remaining. Her pussy clenched with anticipation mixed now with something bittersweet.

		One weekend. She'd take every cock she could get, fuck every stranger who looked at her with hunger, wring every drop of satisfaction from this life before it ended.

		Because it would end. Summer always did.

		And then she'd go to college and those teenage boys and a world that knew nothing about what she'd become.

		

	
		Epilogue

		

		Subject: About this fall...

		Hi Mom,

		I know you're probably going to freak out when you read this, and I'm sorry I'm doing it over email instead of calling. But I needed to get all my thoughts out without getting too emotional or having you interrupt (you know you would lol).

		So... I'm not going back to school this semester. Maybe not even this year. I know, I know. You and Dad have been so excited about me finishing college, and I promise I'm not throwing my education away forever or anything like that. I just need more time.

		This summer has completely changed me, Mom. I know that probably sounds dramatic and you're probably rolling your eyes right now, but it's true. When I came here in June, I was so lost. I was going through the motions at school, doing what I was supposed to do, but I didn't actually know who I was or what I wanted. I felt like I was sleepwalking through my own life.

		But being here at the farm, working with my hands, being part of something real and physical and immediate - it woke something up in me. I've discovered parts of myself I didn't know existed. I've learned what it means to really live in my body, to trust my instincts, to not be ashamed of who I am and what I need. Does that make sense?

		I've become stronger. Not just physically (though holy crap, farm work is NO JOKE), but mentally and emotionally too. I've learned to ask for what I want. I've learned that it's okay to want things, period. I've learned that there are different ways to live than the path everyone expects you to follow. And I've learned that sometimes the best education doesn't happen in a classroom.

		Aunt Carmen has been amazing. She's taught me so much about being a woman, about owning your choices, about not apologizing for who you are. She's shown me that you can build a life on your own terms, even if it looks different from what other people think it should look like. She's been more than an aunt this summer - she's been like a mentor, honestly. Someone who sees me for who I really am and accepts all of it.

		(She says hi, by the way. And she told me to tell you to trust me. She said you'd understand what that means.)

		I'm not the same girl who drove out here three months ago. That Maya was uncertain and anxious and always second-guessing herself. This Maya knows what she wants. This Maya isn't afraid to go after it. This Maya has found something real and honest and alive, and I'm not ready to give that up yet.

		I want to stay here and work. Aunt Carmen and Uncle Earl said I can stay as long as I need to. I'll help around the farm, maybe pick up some hours at the feed store in town. I'll figure out what I actually want to do with my life instead of just drifting through general ed classes because I'm "supposed to."

		I know you're disappointed. I know this isn't what you and Dad planned. But I need you to trust that I'm making the right decision for me right now. I'm not running away from anything - I'm running TOWARD something. Toward the person I'm supposed to be.

		I'll come home for Thanksgiving. We can talk more then, face to face. I can explain everything better in person. But for now, I just need you to know that I'm okay. Better than okay, actually. I'm happy, Mom. Really, truly happy for the first time in a long time.

		Please don't be too mad at me. And please tell Dad I'm sorry but I promise this is what I need to do.

		I love you both so much.

		Maya

		P.S. - The fall semester just wasn't right for me. But I promise I'll think about spring semester once I've had more time to figure things out. This isn't forever. It's just... for now.
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		Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

		

	
		

		Did you love A Voyeur's Education? Then you should read What She Saw In The Village Woods by Elyse McCormick!
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		Nineteen-year-old Ellie arrives at her grandparents' quiet village cottage, seeking escape from city life, only to find herself trapped in suffocating routine and restless boredom. Wandering the overgrown lanes and marshy woods one afternoon, she uncovers scattered signs of hidden gatherings—crushed grass, discarded wrappers, tire tracks in the mud—that hint at forbidden secrets unfolding beyond the hedges. Drawn by curiosity, she returns at dusk, crouching in the shadows to witness raw, uninhibited encounters: strangers entangled in ecstatic frenzy under the fading light, moans echoing through the reeds as bodies collide in shameless abandon.

		What begins as stolen glimpses—heart-pounding voyeurism from the safety of concealment—ignites an aching hunger within her, blurring the line between observer and participant. Night after night, Ellie edges closer, her body betraying her with slick need, the thrill of discovery twisting into irresistible temptation. In the heart of the village woods, where everyday faces hide carnal desires, she confronts the electric pull of surrender: will the watcher step into the light, offering herself to the circle's raw demands?

		Sensual and immersive, What She Saw in the Village Woods explores the forbidden rush of hidden passions, where innocence shatters amid the heat of exposure and ecstasy

		Read more at Elyse McCormick’s site.
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		About the Author

		

		Elyse McCormick writes erotica that doesn't whisper, it moans and lingers. Born in Norway from a Norwegian mon and a Britisk dad, she mixes dry British humor with Nordic boldness, telling stories that push past the polite. By day she's a marketing director; by night, her search history would make you blush.

		Single by choice, fuelled by tea, whisky, and cold swims, Elyse writes for women who want it real and men who can handle a woman who takes what she wants. If you like your heat honest and filthy, you're in the right place.

		Read more at Elyse McCormick’s site.
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		About the Publisher

		

		At Strangelove, we believe passion knows no bounds. Specialising in bold, beautifully written erotic and romance fiction, Strangelove celebrates desire in all its forms — for every gender, every orientation, and every kink. Our books are crafted to ignite imaginations, break taboos, and offer unforgettable journeys into love, lust, and everything in between. Whether you're seeking tender romance, daring exploration, or unapologetic heat, you'll find a home — and a thrill — with Strangelove.

		Read more at Strangelove’s site.
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