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The farmer_s naughty wife





CHAPTER ONE


"The bus will be ten minutes late, Mrs. Bowers." Judy Bowers gave the ticket taker a look of disgust and walked back to her seat. She was getting tired of this town. She was tired of busses being always late, of never having anything to do, of seeing nothing but cows all day long.
She sat down and crossed her long legs. She was aware of the stares she was getting. She had always been glad when her body was appreciated. She'd always had real pride in her shoulder-length auburn hair, her firm, proud tits, and her slender waist.
But in this small town there were few men who were worth looking at and who could appreciate her. Before she had married Bill she'd always had dozens of admirers. But she had fallen for Bill's dark good looks in a big way.
How the hell could she have known that Bill wanted to be a farmer?
"A farmer," she said out loud.
Anyone near her could have heard the bitterness in her voice. Bill wanted to milk cows and feed chickens and work his ass off all day long. He was always too tired for anything she wanted to do.
They had only been married six months and she still wanted to see things, to have a good time. Why couldn't Bill understand that she didn't want to be a farmer's wife?
At least for the next couple of weeks she could have a better time. She turned her thoughts to more pleasant things as she remembered her cousin Randy and the good times they had had together.
She was twenty-two and Randy was a year older but they'd always been good friends. She hadn't seen him in a couple of years but she knew that the service and his tour in Viet Nam wouldn't have changed him.
Randy was a strong boy who was always laughing, and Judy knew they would be able to have a few good times together before he was due back to camp. She wondered why he had chosen to visit her instead of going home on leave but perhaps he had his own reasons.
She saw the bus pull up in front and she stood up. She checked herself in the big mirror above the door and she liked what she saw. Marriage hadn't hurt her good looks any. If anything, marriage had matured her fine body even more.
Randy was the only one who got off the bus. She recognized him immediately although he had changed considerably. The Marine uniform made him look taller, prouder, and there was a row of ribbons across his chest.
She couldn't control herself to make the dignified walk out to greet him. Instead she ran to him and hugged him as hard as she could.
"Hold on," he laughed. "You're making all of these people jealous."
"I don't care," she said. "I'm so glad to see you. You look so good I could eat you."
"Well maybe that could be arranged," he said softly.
She laughed and punched him in the arm. They had always made jokes about sex but there had never been anything between them. She realized, as they walked to the car, that she might have to be a little more careful with her jokes.
They were not children playing any more. There was a new confidence to Randy's walk and there was a worldly look in his eyes. She saw him casually study most of the women in the bus station and on the sidewalks, and she saw some of the women give him a cautious glance.
She couldn't blame them. He was good looking enough to almost make her forget that they were cousins and that she was a married woman.
"Hey," he said. "This is a nice little car."
"Yes," Judy replied. "It's a foreign thing that I bought when I was working. I love it."
He got into the seat and she went around to the driver's side. She was aware that her short dress had ridden up and that his eyes were brushing over her exposed thighs. She pulled down her skirt.
"You watch your eyes," she teased.
"Shy?" he asked. "I haven't seen anything that pretty in a long time."
She laughed, but it was an uncomfortable laugh. She didn't know why she was feeling uncomfortable with Randy. They had always made little jokes like that. Yet she couldn't get over the feeling that something had changed between them.
"I bet this little job will run," he said.
"It will," Judy said. She was glad to get his thoughts on something else besides her legs. "You want to find out how fast? I bet you a dollar I can make you holler whoa."
"You're on," he said.
She didn't make him holler whoa but it was the fastest she had ever driven before. She took chances she didn't normally take but it was exciting. She was a little out of breath when she slammed on the brakes and skidded to a stop in her front yard.
"Well," he said. "It certainly can go."
"I owe you a dollar," Judy said. She got out of the car and motioned with her arm. "This is it. As far as the eye can see it all belongs to us."
"So you really are a farmer's wife," he said. "I just couldn't believe it when I heard about it."
"What's wrong with being a farmer's wife?" she cried.
"Oh," he said. "I don't know. It's just that I couldn't picture the prettiest girl in town living way out here in the sticks."
She flushed a little under his penetrating gaze. Randy always did read her thoughts better than anyone else. But she quickly gathered her courage because she didn't want him to see just how really unhappy she was. She didn't want anyone to know that.
"Come on," she said. "Let me introduce you to Bill. You'll like him."
Bill was in the barn puttering with some machinery. Judy was right about the two of them liking each other. There was real warmth in the clasp of their handshake even though they were far apart physically.
Bill was chunky and dark-featured; Randy was tall and blond. But both of them were muscular and both possessed a good sense of humor.
"I'll just show him to his room," Judy said.
"You do that," Bill replied. "Good to have you stay with us, Randy. Judy's told me a lot about you."
They left Bill in the barn and walked toward the house. Trish Canfield stepped out of the back door before they got to the house.
"Who's she?" Randy asked.
Judy almost giggled at the tone of his voice. Trish was a nineteen-year-old, blonde-haired, green-eyed, bosomy girl. She was one of those girls who oozed sex appeal. Judy didn't care a lot for her because she'd seen Trish giving Bill a few sly glances.
"She's kitchen help," Judy said. "I don't like to cook and Bill brought her out from town."
"You mean she lives here?" Randy asked.
"Yes," Judy said. "And pull your tongue back in. You don't have to look so struck."
"Hello," Trish said. "You must be Randy."
"Guilty," Randy replied.
Judy gave his arm a tug. She didn't want to spend the rest of the afternoon standing in the yard while Randy gaped at Trish.
"Hot damn," Randy said as they entered the house. "She's got a pair of tits on her."
Judy felt a flash of jealousy and resentment because Trish's titties were very large and the girl seldom wore a bra. Judy had caught Bill eyeing Trish's tits a few times.
"If you like them as big as a cow." Judy said.
"You sound a little jealous," Randy said. "You shouldn't be. You've got a fine pair of tits yourself."
"Stop that," Judy said.
She again had the strange feeling that something was changed between them. His last comment had sounded more like admiration than a joke between cousins.
As they walked up the stairs, she found herself really giving him a good look. She felt herself blush a little body when she realized that she was getting slightly turned on thinking about her cousin.
She had to stop thinking like this.
"This is it," Judy said, showing him his room. "This is where you'll stay for the next couple of weeks."
"Nice," he said.
He sat down on the edge of the bed. She grew uncomfortable under his stare and with the bed so close… she suddenly knew that she had better get out of that room and fast.
"I'm sure you want to change out of that uniform," she said. "I'm just going to help Trish get supper."
"I thought you didn't like to cook," he said.
"I don't," she admitted, "but sometimes I help."
"Are you sure you just don't want to be up here alone with me?"
His voice was low key and she couldn't tell if he was teasing or not. She decided to treat it lightly.
"Of course not," she said. "I don't have anything to be frightened of."
"I don't know about that," he said. "It's been a while since I was alone in a worn with a pretty woman like you."
"Quit your teasing," she said.
"I'm not teasing, Judy," he said. "I do think you're pretty. I always have."
She felt a little chili as she faced him. Suddenly they weren't teasing each other any more. She had always wondered about him. She was curious about the way his hard body would feel paused against hers. She realized she was about to find out as he approached her.
"Bill's downstairs," she warned.
His arms went around her back and pulled her closer to him. She could smell his aftershave. She felt a little weak.
"I want to kiss you, Judy."
"I'm a married woman," she said weakly.
He pulled her close and pressed his lips to hers. He pressed his tongue against her mouth and she opened her lips almost without realizing what she was doing. His probing tongue was fiery as it probed her mouth.
"No!" she said, pushing him away.
"Why not?" he asked.
"It's not right," she said. "This isn't funny any more. I'm your cousin and a married woman."
"A beautiful married woman," he said. "A woman who needs to be kissed and kissed hard."
This time his lips were brutal as they pressed against her own.
She pressed against his chest with the flat of her hand but she didn't seem to have the strength to push him away. His broad hand dropped from her back to gently stroke the cheeks of her ass.
She felt a shiver of excitement go through her as his hand caressed her ass-cheeks. She remembered the fantasies she'd had when she had been younger. The fantasies had always involved Randy, but he had never known.
Now she really was getting kissed and caressed by her cousin, and she found reality was as much fun as her fantasies had been. But she had to stop him. She couldn't allow him to go on.
His hand dropped even farther and then came back up her silken thigh underneath her skin. She felt his hand on her panties and then one finger was probing between her thighs.
"You're so nice and soft," he whispered into her ear. "I've always dreamed about touching you. About your touching me right here."
He took her hand and pressed it against the stiffness between his legs. She knew she should tear her hand away and slap his face. Instead she found herself massaging his prick until she thought his prick was about to bunt from his trousers.
"Take it out," he told her. "Take my cock out and show me how much you want it."
She couldn't help herself. His finger was starting fires between her thighs that she couldn't control. She wanted to be naked and she wanted his big cock inside of her cunt.
"Oh Randy," she moaned. "We've got to stop. We've got to stop."
But even as she was talking she was unzipping his trousers and reaching inside for his stiff prick.
Her fingers circled around his hot cock-flesh. He gently bit the lobe of her car as she withdrew his trembling staff from his trousers.
"Oh Randy," she moaned as the head of his rock-hard cock rubbed against her thigh. "We do have to stop."
He lifted her up. His lips bruised her as he carried her to the bed. He pushed her on her back and she looked up at his quivering prick.
It was the only prick she'd ever seen besides her husband's, and even in the heat of passion she ins curious about it. Randy's prick was bigger and broader than her husband's cock. The cock-head was larger and blood-red and there were little blue veins.
"Touch my cock some more," he said.
She put her hand to his hot prick-stick. He guided the movements of her hand. She masturbated his prick until a little drop of pearly white appeared on the end of his prick.
"You really are beautiful," he said.
She looked down at herself and saw that her skirt had risen up above her thighs. Hews looting at the curling auburn hairs peeping from the bottom of her panties. She blushed red and tried to put her skirt down.
He took her hand and placed it back on his cock. Then he pulled her skirt up so that her panties were plainly visible. He licked his lips.
"I bet you've got a hot cunt," he said. "I always thought you'd have a hot cunt."
He touched her pussy, and she trembled all over. She wanted him to do whatever he wanted with her. Her skin was tingling with heat. She pulled him closer so that his cock was inches from her naked thighs.
"What do you want?" he asked.
She looked into his face and she knew what he wanted her to say. She had never said anything like that even to her husband. There had been a few times she had wanted to, but she was afraid that Bill would think less of her.
She knew that Randy would never think less of her.
"I want you to fuck me," she said. "I want to feel your huge cock in my pussy!"
Her words excited her as nothing had before. Her pussy was hot and dripping juice and she needed his big cock to ease the ache of her loins.
"Well, well, well," Trish said from the doorway. "Isn't this something."
Judy blushed red and jerked her skirt down.
Randy very casually put his cock back into his trousers. At that moment Judy hated Trish and the smug smile on her face.
"I just came to tell you both that supper was on the table," Trish said. "I am sorry I broke things up."
"You didn't break anything up," Judy said quickly. "We ware just talking about old times."
"Sure," Trish shrugged. "But you'd better stop talking for a while because Bill is on his way in."
Judy found herself pawing angry. She didn't know how much Trish had witnessed but it was enough for Trish to keep wearing that smug smile.
"You'll call my husband Mr. Bowers," Judy remarked.
"Sure," Trish said. "Sure, Mrs. Bowers. Anything you say."
Trish was still wearing that know-it-all smile as she left the room. Judy had a sinking feeling. What if Trish should tell Bill what she saw?
Randy didn't seem to be worried, but then Randy had never seen Bill angry before.



CHAPTER TWO


Judy didn't enjoy her evening meal. She hardly tasted the food for worry about Trish. The blonde-headed girl gave no indication that she was going to say anything about what she'd seen, but Judy understood the smug looks that Trish kept giving her.
Randy didn't seem to be worried. He ate his meal hungrily and his eyes were just as hungry as he watched Trish move toward the table.
Judy had a flash of jealousy as she saw the interest in Randy's face. Just a few minutes before he had been about to fuck her, but now it seemed as if he had lost all interest in her.
Judy couldn't help the jealously she felt over the innocent-faced girl with the large titties, just as Judy couldn't help the aching between her thighs. Randy had started fires in her that she needed to have put out or she'd be ready to rape somebody.
"That was fine," Bill said, pushing away from the table. "I'm going upstairs."
"All right, dear," Judy said.
As soon as Bill was out of the room, Randy moved closer to her. She felt his hand on her knee. Again she felt weak.
"No," she said, pushing his hand away. "I was weak upstairs. It can never happen again."
"No," Randy said. "Why not?"
"Because it can't," Judy said.
She got up and pushed his hand away. Trish was standing near the sink with the smug look still on her face. Judy decided to have it out with her.
"And you," Judy said. "I know what you thought you saw upstairs but that doesn't matter. I'll not have you smirking behind my back."
"Why, Mrs. Bowers," Trish replied. "I don't know what you mean."
Judy wanted to scream at her but she controlled it. She turned away and walked up the stairs. Just one touch of Randy's hand had nearly driven her crazy.
She kept remembering his strong cock jutting up from between his legs. She kept remembering bow wet her cunt had been when he had put his hand between her legs.
"Oh God," she said. "What am I going to do?"
Bill was singing in the shower as she stepped into their room. She thought of fill's strong, masculine body and how his cock could ease the fires of her body.
"Bill," she said.
She heard the shower stop and he came out of the bathroom drying himself off. He had a good body, clean and well-muscled, his chest covered by black hairs. Her knees felt weak at the sight of him. When Bill was in the mood he could be a fantastic lover.
"Did you call me?" he asked.
"Yes," she said.
"What is it?"
She started to tell him that she wanted his cock but she caught herself just in time. It would shock Bill to use such language. Instead she walked over to the bed and sat down.
She parted her legs slightly so that her skirt came just below her panties. She saw him smile and lick his lips. She took a chance and let her gaze fall to his cock. His prick was growing. His limp cock, glowing pink from his hot shower, was beginning to show signs of life.
"I just wanted to talk," she said.
He sat down beside her and let his hand rat on her knee. He began to squeeze her gently. She wanted none of his tender stroking. What she wanted was to be thrown down on the bed and fucked hard. She knew he would never treat her like that.
"What did you want to talk about?" he asked.
He didn't give her time to think of an answer. His hand clutched the back of her neck and drew her mouth to his. He pushed his tongue into her mouth and wiggled it against hers. She was getting hotter than hell. She knew she was getting wet between her legs.
She took a chance and reached for his cock. His prick grew hard. He grew hot and trembling with impatience.
"I love you, baby," he said.
She wanted none of his tenderness. Sometimes a woman wanted tenderness and sometimes she simply wanted cock. This was one of those times she simply wanted cock. This was one of those times when she wanted cock. She pulled at his thick flesh and massaged it with her hot fingers until she felt a drop of sticky white at the end of his prick.
"Baby," he said. "Baby."
He pushed her backwards on the bed and she hoped he would tear her panties off and plunge his cock into her burning cunt. Her hopes were in vain for she felt his fingers undoing the buttons on her blouse.
She almost cried out in impatience as his fingers fumbled with her bra damps. Finally he had it undone and pulled it away from her snowy white titties.
He bent his head and his hot tongue flicked at her large pink nipples. They were already hard but his hot tongue caused them to grow even more sensitive. It was almost more than she could stand.
She wanted him to fuck her. She wanted to cry out at the top of her lungs, but she controlled her need. Sooner or later he would get there if she controlled her need. Sooner or later he would get there if she could just stand it long enough.
His mouth was on her nipple and he sucked in more of her sweet-tasting titty. Bill could feel the need in his wife, but he didn't associate it with the visit of her cousin. He reasoned that it was because he hadn't been giving her enough.
A gasp escaped her mouth as Bill kept sucking on her titties. She felt like her entire body was on fire. She felt as if she would burn up if she didn't get relief soon. She grabbed for his stiff cock and started rubbing it against her thigh. She felt the hot, sticky lubricating fluid against her tingly skin and this turned her on even more.
God, how she wanted it! How she wanted to feel his stiff prick slamming into her and then pumping his hot cum into her hungry cunt! How she needed to feel his cum filling up her pussy!
His hands slipped underneath her and underneath her skirt. His hot hands squeezed her ass-cheeks and then went beneath her panties to fondle her burning skin. He began to squeeze her softly, in the same way that Randy had squeezed her earlier.
One finger went between her legs from behind and she felt it probing at her pussy. Even a finger would help. She positioned herself so that his finger could find her aching pussy. She gasped as his finger went inside her cunt from behind, rubbing against her sensitive cuntlips.
His massaging finger made her pussy wetter and batter. She realized that a finger wouldn't help. Only his stiff cock would help. She pulled at his cock, urging him to put it in. She had forgotten about her panties. He pushed against her panties instead of entering her cunt.
"Oh damn!" she cried loudly.
She skimmed her panties down off her legs. Now her auburn pussy was too much for him to resist. She wanted his cock but instead his head dropped between her thighs and his tongue lapped at her juices.
She was begging him in her mind to fuck her because even his hot tongue was not helping. He held her pussy apart with two fingers as his tongue sucked up her juices. He was driving her up the wall.
"You taste so sweet," he said. "You've got a sweet pussy."
She could stand it no longer. "Do it to me!" she moaned. "Fuck me! Fuck me hard!"
She couldn't help it. She would explain to him later where she had heard the words. Right now she needed his cock.
She caught one glimpse of his puzzled expression as his body came down on hers. She opened her legs wider as she felt his stiff cock poking against her curt opening. She pushed her pussy at him and felt his cock slipping inside.
"Ummm," she said. "Ummm!"
It felt good. It was what she needed. The hot warmth of his cock relaxed her body. She lifted her legs and wrapped them around the back of his leg.
He wasn't asking any more questions. She felt his breath become quicker as he started to pound his thick cock into her cunt. Her legs went higher so that his cock was fucking deeper into her.
"Ooooh," she said. "I love it! I love it, Bill!"
"So do I," he said. "I love your cunt! I love how hot it feels around my hard cock!"
Dimly she realized that he had never talked to her before like that either but she didn't care. Perhaps he was also so turned on that he didn't realize what he was saying or doing. She didn't care what he thought.
"Oh Bill!" she moaned. "I'm going to come! Your good cock is making me come! Oh Bill, you feel so gooddddddd!"
She felt his hot cock spurt inside her pussy. She kept rubbing her cunt against him until his cock quit pumping his hot juice.
Bill fell away from her and she felt his hand grope for her own. It would have been wonderful for her, for he had eased some of the tension of her body. It would, have been wonderful except that the last face she saw in her mind's eye before she came was Randy. And she kept seeing his hard cock!



CHAPTER THREE


"I bet you fucked Bill's balls off last night," Randy said.
Judy looked up at him in shock. There was nobody else in the kitchen. Trish did not arrive until the middle of the afternoon and Bill was in the barn.
"My sex life is none of your concern," she said.
The smile didn't leave his face. He leaned back in his chair and looked out at the barn.
"I think it is," he said. "I listened to it last night."
"You did?" she questioned.
Judy realized that she had cried loud enough for him to hear. She was glad that Trish had not spent the night as the young girl sometimes did.
"I don't think that's fair," he said. "I get you all primed for action and Bill gets all the benefits."
"You've got a nasty mouth," she said.
"Why don't you give in? I'm going to fuck you. You're hot for me. Why don't you just give in?"
"You're insane," Judy said.
Judy started clearing away the breakfast dishes. She was aware that he was watching her closely and she wished that she had worn something else. She was aware that the gown she wore did little to conceal her body.
Randy looked at the barn again.
"We've got plenty of time," he said. "Why don't we go up to your bedroom?"
"You're insane," Judy repeated.
He reached for her and she jumped out of his way. She picked up a kitchen knife.
"This is the only thing you'll get from me!" she said angrily. "This whole thing has gone far enough. I think you should pack your bags and get out of hat."
"No," he said. "I won't leave. Not yet. And you can't make me. You wouldn't want to tell your husband about the reasons you want to make me leave, would you?"
"No," she admitted.
He stood up and she brandished the knife at him. A sneer of contempt came to his face. He moved closer to her.
"You keep away from me," she warned. "I'll cut you. I will."
"You're holding the knife all wrong," he said. "You should hold it closer to your side. You can get it taken away much easier the way, you're holding it."
She stabbed at him, but he took the knife away as easily as if he were taking it away from a child. He put the knife on the table and captured her in his strong arms. She tried to claw at him, but he caught her arm.
"I could hurt you," he said. "Like this."
She felt a sharp pain go through her shoulder and she gasped.
"Or I could have fun with you," he said.
His hand went beneath her gown to her panties. He grasped the top of her panties and ripped them downward. Her panties were in two strips and he forced his hand between her thighs.
"Stop that!" she groaned. "Stop that!"
He was still looking at her with contempt in his eyes as he fingered her dry cunt. She winced with pain.
"You're a hot piece," he said. "I know you are. I've always wanted you, cousin."
His finger went in and out of her cunt. She began to feel her body respond. She couldn't help herself. He was right about her being a hot piece. She had always gotten hot so easily.
"You like that?" he questioned.
"I think you're sick," she said.
She tried to move but he held her tightly. Her juices were beginning to heat up. He bent her backwards against the sink.
Now his finger was going very deeply into her pussy. Her titties were starting to ache with passion. It was a humiliating position but it was also a hot one. She couldn't move.
She was entirely in his command. She expected any moment for him to take out his cock and plunge it into her cunt.
Instead he kept working her pussy with his finger.
"You're getting hotter," he said. "I can feel it. You're starting to bum."
"Let me go," she said.
"When I'm finished," he said.
She bit her lip as a spasm of delight shook her. His finger had found her clit and he was massaging the tiny bud to hardness. She couldn't stop her nipples from swelling against his hard chest. He smiled.
"Goddamn you!" she said.
Her hips were jerking against his finger. She closed her eyes as spasm after spasm rocked her body. Her juices were flooding his finger.
"Oh God!" she screamed. "I can't help IT!"
He withdrew hi finger from her cunt and wiped it on her skirt. He still had not released her. She prepared herself for what she knew was to come.
"Well go ahead," she said. "Fuck me."
She tried to make her voice sound bitter but already she could feel the need in her cunt. She had wanted his cock the night before and she wanted it now, but she would never admit it.
"No," he said.
"No?" she gasped. "What do you mean no?"
She couldn't believe that he was releasing her. He allowed her to stand up straight again.
"You're going to come to me," he said.
"I'll never do that," she said defiantly.
"Yes, you will," he replied. "You're a hot piece. You're going to come to me. You're going to have to if you want any of my cock."
He gave his cock a suggestive rub and grinned at her. Then he walked out of the roam. She almost called him back. Her cunt was aching and she knew it was an ache that only he could fill.
"You bastard," she said softly.
"Stop that," Trish said.
Judy was on her way outside when she heard Trish's voice. Trish was joking with someone. There was a crack in the kitchen door and Judy pressed her eye to it.
Trish was washing dishes and Randy sat across from her. He was obviously admiring her body.
"Stop what?" Randy asked.
"Stop looking at me like what," she said. "You act as if you could see me without any clothes on."
"I'd like that," Randy said. "Wouldn't you?"
"Shut your mouth," Trish teased. "Do you want anybody to hear?"
"Are you worried about your reputation?" he asked.
"No," she said. "I'm worded about my job. This is a good job."
Randy got up from the table and stretched his long legs. He walked to Trish. Thigh pushed him away.
"Would you stop him?" she protested.
Trish didn't sound angry. She sounded a little flattered. Perhaps there weren't that many good-looking boys paying attention to Trish. Judy had certainly never seen any around.
"I think you're a fine-looking girl," Randy said.
He was pressing himself against her again. Judy felt weak as she looked through the crack. It seemed like a very filthy thing to be watching them, but somehow she couldn't pull her eyes away. She wondered if something was wrong with her. She had been doing and saying strange things ever since Randy had arrived.
"I said stop," Trish said.
This time she didn't push him away and he was getting even closer to her. Judy imagined that she could feel Randy's hot prick pressing against her own buttocks. Why didn't Trish push him away? No decent girl would allow that.
Judy remembered that she hadn't behaved very decently that morning when Randy had fingered her. She had behaved like a bitch in beat so she really couldn't say all that much against Trish.
Judy pressed her face to the crack again. Randy had Trish bent over the sink and his hand was groping underneath her skirt. Trish was making no attempt to stop him.
"Please," she said. "I'm a good girl. I really am a good girl."
"I'm sure you are," Randy said.
Trish gasped loudly and Judy could almost feel his finger inside her hot cunt again. Judy knew what be was doing. She pressed her body against the door, needing something hard against her.
"Please stop," Trish said again.
"I just want to see how good you are," Randy replied.
Randy stepped away from Trish and unzipped his trousers. Judy gasped as she saw his hard prick spring out. She wanted to rush in and stop him.
Then she realized that she was as hot as they were and it wasn't anger that made her want to stop them. It was jealousy and hurt pride. Judy wanted his cock. She wanted it to be her cunt that he was filling up.
"Are you going to fuck me?" Trish asked.
"Yes," he said.
"Oh Randy!"
Randy pulled up her skirt so that her silken thighs were revealed. He peeled down her panties and spread her legs so that her glistening pubic thatch was readily exposed.
"I'm going to get you wet," he said.
She nodded and bit her lips as his fingers wan into her cunt. Judy was getting as hot as Randy and the door wasn't helping much. She wanted to fuck his cock. She needed that cock. She just didn't have the courage to turn the doorknob.
Judy could tell that Trish was now wet and ready and Randy positioned her with her body resting against the sink and her pussy ready for his cock.
He dropped to his knees behind her. Judy could see his red tongue licking at her pubic thatch. Judy could see Trish's body trembling.
"Ooooh, baby," Trish said. "That's nice. I like that. Ooooh, baby."
He pushed his face into her crotch and Judy could feel her pussy getting hotter and hotter. She started to moan and rubbing herself against the door.
"Oh God!" Judy said softly. "What's wrong with me? What's wrong?"
Randy continued to lick Trish's cunt for a few moments and then he stood up. He caressed her ass-cheeks and Trish shivered.
"Do it now," she moaned. "Put it in me."
He placed his thick cock at the entrance to her cunt. He rubbed the cock-head up and down juicy slit. Judy knew his hands clutching her ass was the only thing that kept her from pushing backwards.
"Do it," Trish cried. "I want your cock! Oh, baby, put it in me!"
He pushed and his cock went partly into her hot cunt. Trish began to move and her hips bucked at his cock, trying to draw more of his trembling cock-shaft inside of her.
He pushed again and then his cock went all the way inside her cunt. His hands left her ass and went underneath to cup her gigantic titties.
She remembered those big titties poking against the flimsy dresses she wore and Judy wished that she could sec them. She didn't know why, but she had always been curious about what those big tit-mounds would look like.
"Fuck me!" Trish cried. "Fuck me with your big dick! Fuck me hard!"
Judy had a fearful thought that Bill might hear them from the barn but then she realized that the walls were much too thick for that. The only reason Judy could hear them so well was that her ear was close to the crack in the door.
"Baby," Randy said. "You're so tight and warm. You feel good on my cock!"
Judy lifted her skin and slipped her hands into her panties.
Her fingers found her sensitive clit and she massaged it to hardness. She knew she was about to bring herself off with her fingers, just as Randy had brought her off that morning. It was getting obscene. She couldn't go on burying these feelings.
"It's so hot!" Trish moaned. "Give it to me, baby! Give it to me and make me come!"
Judy watched as his glistening shaft drove into her hot cunt. She watched as Trish began to thrash about wildly and deep gasps were being torn from her throat. It was as if Trish was in pain. Judy had never seen another woman come before and she'd never realized that anyone could come so violently.
"Oh," Trish cried. "I'm coming! My hot cunt is burning up! I can feel you squirting in me! I can feel your hot cock coming in me! Oh, BABY!"
Judy didn't tear her eyes away for a second as Randy poured his hot juices into Trish's cunt. Judy had never seen anything that had made her so hot.
She started rubbing her clit harder as she felt the pleasure sensations controlling her body. She pressed harder against the door, loving the feel of the wood against her sensitive titties.
She heard the front door slam and she drew her fingers from her cunt quickly. She dropped her skirt down just in time. Bill came in from the front room.
"Hey," he said. "What's going on? I tried the kitchen door but it was locked."
"Nothing," Judy said weakly. "The back door must have been locked by accident."
"You look kind of flushed, honey," Bill said. "Haven't you been feeling good?"
"I feel fine," Judy said.
"Well, you do look flushed." Bill looked around. "I thought I'd show Randy some of the town. I've got to go in for a while."
"Sure," Judy said. "I'm sure he'd like that."
Trish was dressed again when they entered the kitchen. Randy sat at the table with a smug smile on his fact. He was looking straight into Judy's eyes.
"Where have you been, cousin?" Randy asked.
He knows, Judy thought. He knows that I was outside the door watching. She risked a quick glance at Trish and saw her smiling just as smugly. Trish knew also. Judy found herself blushing a deep red.



CHAPTER FOUR


"Very pretty," Trish said.
Judy jumped at the sound of a voice and quickly wrapped a towel around her. She turned to look at the blonde girl who lounged in her doorway with that same insolent smile on her lips.
"What are you doing here?" Judy asked. "What do you want here?"
"Want?" Trish shrugged her shoulders. "I don't want anything. I just wanted to see the body that poor Randy is so hot for. Like I said. Very pretty."
"You've got a lot of nerve," Judy said. "Have I?" Trish asked. "Didn't you think we knew you were looking this morning? How did you like our little show?"
"Your show?" Judy asked.
"Sure." Trish shrugged again. "We staged it just for you. Randy knew it would make you hot."
"I don't believe it." Judy said.
"That doesn't matter," Trish said. "I really don't care if you believe me or not. I have a message for you from Randy. Do you want to hear it?"
"No," Judy said.
Judy had a feeling she already knew what the message was all about. She wrapped the towel closer about her body. She allowed Trish to get to the stairs before she called her back.
"All right," Judy said. "What's the message?"
"He wants you to take a walk this afternoon," Trish said.
"Where?" Judy asked.
"Do you know where my house is?" Trish asked.
"You mean the shack down by the river?" Judy asked.
"That's the place." Trish smiled. "It's where all my kin were brought up. Except all my kin are going to visit the town this afternoon. There's going to be nobody there."
"I won't go," Judy said. "You tell him that."
"You tell him," Trish replied smugly. Trish stretched and Judy stared at the pink nipples that poked at the thin material of her skirt. She looked away as Trish caught her look.
"You think my tits are pretty," Trish said. "It ain't nothing to be ashamed of. All the boys think they're pretty. Including your Randy. He chewed on them a little this morning before our little show for you."
"You bitch," Judy said. "You foul-mouthed bitch."
Trish laughed loudly as she went back down the stairs. Judy stood there trembling. She was angry at Trish, but she was more angry at herself. She knew she would go. She knew she could not help but go.
She put on her clothes and looked at herself in her bedroom mirror. She wore a pair of tight bluejeans and a blue halter top. Her full, firm tits showed plenty of flesh trying to peek out of the top of the halter. Her outfit was enough to turn any man on.
She tried not to think about what she was doing. It would be too shameful to think about. She was humiliating herself by going to him which was exactly what he wanted. But her body was hot for him and she realized that eventually she was going to give in.
She shrugged her shoulders and left the room. Trish looked up when Judy came into the kitchen. Judy put on her proud face.
"I'm going far a walk," Judy said.
"He'll be there," Trish said. "Bill's truck came in about five minutes ago."
Judy nodded. She saw Bill's truck parked near the barn as she walked out into the bright sunlight. She heard the roar of the power saw and she knew he was fixing one of the stalls in the old barn.
She felt a little guilty because she knew he was fixing the stall for her hone. He had promised her one ever since they had gotten married and moved out here.
Yet, her guilty feelings wouldn't turn her away now. It was a nice walk to the river. The sun was shining bright and hot. She was a little tired by the time she reached the turn that led to Trish's house.
Judy had called it a shack but it really wasn't. It was a nice country house built near the river. It had been in Trish's family for generations.
Judy stopped just before she came into sight of the house. Randy would be waiting and she knew what he wanted. Again he remembered how his stiff cock had felt when she'd touched it. She couldn't stop now.
She rounded the bend and saw Trish's house.
Randy sat in a swing on the front porch. He didn't move as she walked to the house and up the steps.
"I'm here," she said.
"So I see."
He stood up and she readied herself for him to come to her. Instead he opened the front door of the house.
"Trish gave me this key," he explained. "She said the first room on the right."
Judy felt weak as she stared into the darkness of the house. The first time she had allowed Randy to touch her had been on the spur of the moment. This seemed so cold-blooded that she wasn't sure if she could really go through with it. She felt like turning away and running back to her home.
"Well?" Randy asked. "Are you coming?"
It was too late to run. She brushed past him into the darkness of the house. She pushed open the first door on the right and saw that it was a bedroom. Probably Trish's bedroom. The walls were a pale blue and there were a hundred pictures of movie stars covering the walls.
"This isn't right," Judy said.
She turned around and found Randy standing in the doorway. He wouldn't allow her to pass.
"I can't go through with this," she said. "You sound like a foolish virgin," he said. He put his strong arms around her and drew her close. His lips burned against hers. She kept her mouth closed for as long as she could, but then his tongue entered her mouth.
"Are you afraid?" he asked.
"Yes," she admitted.
"You've nothing to be afraid of," Randy said. "I've always been hot for you and I think you're hot for me. There's nothing to be afraid of."
She could feel his hard cock against her turn.
His hands went underneath her halter top to cup her breasts.
"Very nice," he said.
The fingers caressed her nipples and she felt them growing hard and sensitive. She moaned.
"Beautiful titties," he said. "Really beautiful!"
"As beautiful as Trish's titties?"
"I think you're jealous of Trish," he said. "I told you that you shouldn't be."
"I'm not jealous," she said.
She tried to convince herself that she really wasn't as his mouth closed over one of her nipple. Then she forgot about the jealousy as his mouth sucked and caressed her nipple. She felt as if her entire body was beginning to catch on fire.
"Feel's nice," she moaned. "That feels so nice, Randy."
She shivered as he opened his mouth wider and sucked in more of her creamy tit-flesh. His sucking mouth made her skin tingle and she realized that he was no novice with women. He had an exciting technique and she wondered how many women he had practiced it with. Perhaps hundreds.
His hands dropped to fondle her asscheeks and his lips came up to hers again. He lifted her slightly and started to rub her against the hardness in his trousers. His strong hands cupping her buttocks and commanding her movements caused her pussy to tingle.
"Oh Randy," she moaned.
"Do you want me to fuck you?" he asked.
"Oh yes," she said. "I want your stiff cock in my pussy! I want to get really fucked by you."
"Then you'll get what you want," he said.
With one hand be deftly unzipped her jeans and peeled them down off her hips. The same probing hand went between her legs and cupped her pussy. He rubbed the flat of his hand against her pussy until her hips were writhing and she was biting her lips.
"You do get hot quickly," he said.
"Fuck me," she said. "I want your cock."
She pushed away from him and quickly skimmed out of her jeans and panties. She pulled the halter top off and stood before him naked. She turned because she wanted him to admire her flawless body. No man had seen her entirely naked except for her husband and she wanted to see the same appreciation in Randy's eyes.
She did a complete turn and fond his eyes riveted on her auburn thatch. He licked his lips and she felt overjoyed.
He did show her the same amount of appreciation that Bill gave her. He was hungry for her in the same way that Bill was hungry for her. It was flattering to her ego to have a man look at her that way.
"Do you really think I'm beautiful?" she asked. "Quit fishing for compliments," he said. "You know you're beautiful. You have the body to make any man's dick as hard as a rock. Just like you're making mine."
She looked between his legs at the hard bulge in his trousers. She reached for his zipper and pulled it down. She groped inside until she felt the rigid flesh of his prick. She drew his trembling prick out of his trousers.
"That's beautiful," she said.
She realized that she really meant it. She had never thought of Bill's prick as beautiful. He had a good prick and it satisfied her, but she had never thought of it as beautiful. But she realized that she really did think Randy had a beautiful cock.
"Kiss it," he said.
She looked at him and saw that he meant it. She had never kissed her husband's cock. Sure, she knew that women did it and she had never refused anything her husband asked. It was just that be had never asked her to suck it.
She had been serious about the taste of a cock. She'd often wondered if she would like to have one in her mouth. Now she was going to find out.
She fell to her knees before his prick and she examined it closer than she'd ever examined her husband's. It really was a beautiful instrument of pleasure.
She put just the tip of her tongue to his staff, tasting first the salty quality of his skin. It wasn't bad and she pressed her lips against his cock.
"Open your mouth," he said. "Take me into your mouth."
She parted her lips and took his cock-head in between her teeth. She didn't bite down, but she chewed very gently and touched his piss-hole with her tongue. She sucked his cock in a little farther, nibbling gently on the head of his cock.
"Damn," he said. "You have a fine, loving mouth. Someone must be teaching you to suck cock."
She didn't bother to tell him that his was the first cock she'd ever sucked. She drew her head back suddenly as she tasted something wet and salty. He laughed at her reaction.
"What's the matter?" he asked. "Haven't you ever tasted cum before? That was just the beginning."
He pulled her mouth back to his cock. This time he pushed his cock deep into her mouth. She almost choked on his stiff prick. She tried to pull her mouth away, but he held her tightly.
"Relax," he said soothingly. "Relax and get the rhythm. You'll learn to like it."
She tasted a few mow drops of his salty jism as he began to fuck her in the mouth. He withdrew his cock partly and then pushed it back into her mouth. With each stroke he went deeper until his balls were resting at her chin.
"Ahhhhhhh," he said. "This is the way I wanted it. With you on your knees, with your mouth wrapped around my cock. This is what I've always wanted."
It was not so bad once she got the rhythm of his strokes and she was able to breathe better. She found herself reining more and her throat muscles gave him easier entry.
"Baby!" he moaned. "Baby, now you're getting the hang of cocksucking."
She wondered what it would feel like as he came in her mouth. She wondered if he would want her to swallow his cum. Somehow she knew he would.
She was ready to take his hot seed into her mouth when he pushed her away.
"Let me," she said.
"Later for that," he said. "Right now I want my cock in your cunt."
He finished pulling off his clothes as she went to stretch out on Trish's bed. She spread her legs wide so that he was looking into her pink cunt.
"Nice," he said.
She massaged her clit as he came near her. There was a smile on his face as he lay down beside her.
"Put your hand on my cock," he told her. She grabbed his thick prick and started massaging him. Somehow this made her feel even hotter, eager for the feeling of his cock going into her cunt.
"Fuck me," she said. "Please put your cock in me. I want to feel you fucking me."
He slipped two of his fingers into her hungry cunt.
"You're already wet," he said.
"Yes," she said. "I'm wet. I'm wet for your big cock to get into me."
He straddled her and placed his cock at her cunt entrance. She raised her legs as she felt his prick going into her. He filled her up. She felt him groan and then his balls were resting against her and the thick shaft was all the way into her pussy. He went deeper than she had realized a man could go. She could almost feel his cock in her stomach. He started to fuck her with a gentle stroke that slapped his balls lightly against the crack of her ass.
"Good," he said. "You're good and tight. Just like I thought you would be."
"Oh give it to me!" she screamed. "Give it to me hard! Oh, how I love your cock!"
He fucked her then as she had never been fucked before. He started slamming his cock into her with such violence that she thought the house was shaking. He started her hot juices to boil.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh! What are you doing to me?"
"Fucking you, baby," he said. "I'm fucking you to death."
"Oh yes!" she cried. "Fuck me to death! Kill me with your big, beautiful cock!"
She felt his cock-head expanding inside of her pussy and she knew he only had a few minutes left.
"Oh come!" she said. "Come inside me! Oh, I can feel you squirting! Yes, it feels so good! So gooddddd!"
They collapsed on Trish's bed as their hot juices mingled.



CHAPTER FIVE


"How was it?" he asked.
"Wonderful," she moaned.
He moved closer to her and his hand moved up to her titties. His thumb and forefinger found her nipple and he began to rub it.
"I liked it," he said. "You've got a hot pussy."
He kissed her shoulder and his hot tongue traced a path up to her ear. He bit her gently on the lobe of her ear. His tongue went inside her ear and made her shiver.
"Stop that," she said.
Amazingly she felt his cock stiffening once more against her inner thigh. She looked down and saw his rod pulsating with excitement.
"Ummm," she said. "You do get hard quickly."
"It's because I've waited for this for so long," he said. "I can hardly believe I'm really getting to fuck you."
"Well you are," she said. "You are getting to fuck me."
"And anything else I want?" he asked.
She thought about that. She knew that she and Bill had never experimented much with sex. They had been good together but there had not been much variety. She had a feeling that Randy could show her more surprises than she could have imagined.
"Anything else I want?" he asked again.
"Yes," she said. "Anything you want."
He smiled and his lips went back to her ear. He was inside her ear again and though she shivered she did not push him away. If this was a part of what he wanted, then she was willing.
He left her ear and his head went to her tits. He sucked the nipple into his mouth and teased it with his tongue.
He was good. Her shivers turned to shivers of excitement. She hadn't thought it was in herself to get horny so quickly, but Randy was getting her that way. She closed her thighs tightly together as she felt the tingles start.
"Ummmmm," she moaned.
"You like this?" he asked. "You like to have your titties sucked?"
"Oh yes," she said. "I like it. I love it."
"Turn over," he said.
She did as she was told. He positioned her so that she was on her hands and knees with her head pressed against the bed. She had never been in such a position before and it felt so shameful. Yet it was much more exciting than it was shameful.
"I'm going to get your cunt warmed up," he said.
"Yes," she said. "Get me warm. Do get me warm."
He got behind her so that he was pressing against her back and his cock was at the entrance to her cunt. First he worked it back and forth along her juicy slit until she started moaning. When he had her hat enough he plunged his cock all the way into her cunt with one deep stroke.
"Ooooh," she said. "Oooooh, that's nice!"
She had been ready for his deep penetration but she wasn't ready for the hands that came around her waist and cupped her titties. Before she had only thought she'd been excited. Now with his hands kneading her titties like dough and his cock slamming into her hard, she knew she had never known such excitement.
"Fuck me!" she begged him. "Fuck me hard! And squeeze my titties off! That's it, baby! Be rough with me! Be as rough as you want. HARDER!"
His swollen prick rubbed against her clit each time he withdrew and entered, and it caused Judy to climb new heights of pleasure. She loved the feel of his huge knob bruising her insides with each of his deep strokes.
"God, baby!" he groaned. "God, you're good. After this I'm going to make you suck my cock. I'm going to shoot my wad into your hot little mouth! But first I'm going to flood your sweet pussy again."
He fucked faster and faster. Hot spasms of fire rocked her body. She was so close to orgasm that she knew only a few more strokes would be necessary.
"Give it to me!" she begged him. "Give it to me hard! Keep fucking me hard!"
His prick made slushy sounds each time it went into her cunt. Desperately her hips writhed against him as her passion grew.
"Oh, I'm coming," she moaned. "I'm going to come! AHHEEEE!"
Just as she came, Randy's hands left her titties and he grasped her hips to draw himself into her pussy in one last deep stroke. She felt his hot milk spurting from the end of his trembling prick.
"Goood!" he cried. "Gooood!"
His prick slipped out of her. She couldn't move as she felt his hot prick slide out of her cunt leaving a trail of sticky jism.
"You're great," she moaned.
"We're just getting started," he said. "Just getting started."
She didn't know what he meant. She didn't think that she would be able to do anything else that day and she was sure that be wouldn't be. He was only human and she had drained his seed from his prick.
She was sure that his prick would stay limp for a while.
He took her hand and pulled her over on her back. He stretched out beside her and put her hand on his prick. She squeezed his limp and sweaty prick.
"Play with me for a while," he said.
"Shouldn't we be getting back?"
"NO," he said. "We've got plenty of time. Now play with my cock for a while. I'm sure you know how. After all, there were stories about your magic hand around school."
She jumped away from him as if he'd bitten her.
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"Come on back, Judy," he coaxed her. "You know what I mean."
"I do not," Judy said firmly.
"Okay," he said. "There were stories about you in school. The boys said you wouldn't fuck, but you gave the best hand jobs of any girl in school."
"That's not true," Judy said.
"You mean you never beat any boys off?" Randy questioned.
Judy was remembering. It had been one night at the drive in and the boy she was with had been very insistent. Twice she had been forced to push him away as he crawled over her.
He had been so insistent that finally she had suggested something she could do for him. She had never touched a man's cock before but she knew how it was done. She had closed her eyes and masturbated the boy to his climax. It was the first cock she'd even touched and she hadn't looked at it. It was the last cock she'd touched until her mar.
"I never touched but one," Judy admitted.
"I believe you," he said. "But you know how boys talk. One boy says he got a beating from you and then every boy says he did. That's how a girl gets a bad reputation."
She stretched out beside him again and put her fingers back on his cock. She thought that his cock had grown a little but she felt like that was impossible.
"Did you?" she asked.
"Did I what?" Randy asked.
"Did you ever tell any of the boys that I beat you off?"
"Yes," he said. "All the time."
She laughed and squeezed his prick, and this time his cock did grow a little. She looked down at his prick in amazement. For him to start growing this soon was hard to believe.
"You do grow quickly."
"Most girls like it," he said.
"I like," she admitted. "I like very much."
"I want you to suck my cock," he said. "I want you to drink my cum down your throat. Then I'll know that you're really mine."
"I've never done it before."
"What?" he asked. "You mean Bill's never made you suck his cock."
"No."
"Then it's time you had your first real taste of cum," he said.
He seemed to row more excited at the thought of her never having sucked cocks before. She could feel his prick growing stiff under the gentle touch of her fingers.
"Get up," he said. "I want you to get up. I want you to see if you can find some red lipstick on Trish's vanity table. I'm sure she's got some. Some very red lipstick."
"You're sick," she said laughingly.
"Sure," he said. "But there's nothing more exciting than a girl with very red lipstick sucking your cock. We'll turn the table around so that you can see yourself in the mirror. Then you'll know what I mean."
He turned the bed around so that it was facing the mirror while Judy searched among Trish's beauty aids for some very red lipstick. She found the reddest of colon and applied it.
"Well?" she asked, turning for his inspection.
"That's it," he said. "Now I want you to drink my cum. I want you to swallow it."
She approached him with the same fear that she had approached Bill on her wedding night. She could feel her heart pounding as she got onto the bed. He ran a hand through her auburn hair, then he caressed the firm rise of her titties.
"You'll do fine," he said. "You're going to love to suck my cock."
She lifted his prick. "It's beautiful. So hard. I want to suck it, Randy. I want to taste it."
Judy pulled her hair back from her eyes and bent her head to his prick. She could taste her own pussy juices and she could taste his cum. It excited her. She ran her tongue up and down his stiff prick, licking his juices up.
She cleaned him with her tongue and, was rewarded by the soft grunts of passion that was coming from his throat.
"Sweet sucking cousin," he moaned. "Sweet cousin, suck my prick."
She opened her mouth and took the head of his prick into her lips. She pressed down with her lips, loving the salty taste of his cock-head. She remembered that it had just recently been slamming into her cunt. It had also been slamming into Trish's cunt. She found that it excited her.
"Look in the mirror," he said. "You'll see why I like to have my sucking girls wear that red lipstick."
Judy turned her eyes to the mirror. She gasped at the picture in the mirror. She didn't look like herself. Her red mouth was leaving streaks of red down his prick. It was the most exciting thing she'd ever seen.
"Now put your mouth back," he said. "Suck my cum out, baby. Suck me good."
She ran her tongue up and down his prick. She took each of his balls into her mouth and flicked them with her teasing tongue.
"That feels nice, baby," he said. "But I'm turned on and I want you to suck me. Take me in your hot little mouth and suck me off!"
She moved her head back up to the head of his prick. Once again her tongue flicked at his tiny hole. Once again she took his rod into her mouth. He grabbed her head and forced it down on his stiff cock.
"Shit!" he groaned. "You're doing me good. You're doing me fine, Judy!"
She was doing the best she could. She couldn't help but glance into the mirror at the sight of her ruby-red mouth going down on his stiff prick. She watched his cock going into her mouth, his blood-engorged prick glistening with saliva, and it was like watching someone else sucking his cock.
She was getting hot again and she pushed one finger into her cunt. It felt good to have his cock in her mouth while she played with her pussy. With her other hand, she played with his balls.
"Oh kick, baby!" he moaned. "I'm going to come! I'm going to fill your sweet sucking mouth with my cum! Oh shit, here it comes! Here it fucking comesssss!"
She was not ready for the hot load that exploded down the back of her throat. She choked and gagged, but he wouldn't release her. She swallowed as much as she could while some of the jism escaped the corners of her mouth.
She could still see herself in the mirror, her reddened lips now turning to white. Strings of sticky jism stained her cheeks and neck.
She loved it. She had never loved anything so much. He kept pounding his cock into her mouth but she didn't mind. She wanted all of his hot cum.
"Oh fuck, baby!" he moaned as he fell away from her. "That was fine."
She followed him with her mouth and began to lick away the creamy white on his prick. The taste was not unpleasant to her but it was not the taste that kept her wanting to suck his prick. It was the shivers of excited pleasure that rocked her body when he had exploded into her mouth.
"Whoa, baby," he said, pushing her head away. "That's enough for now. Let's not be reedy."
"Please," she said, "Let me suck it some more. Let me taste some more of your cum."
"I wish I could, baby," he said. "But three's my limit for a while. Besides, we've got to be getting back. Your husband might be missing you."
She remembered her husband with a pang of guilt. She nodded as he got up off the bed and started to dress. She watched him cover his beautiful body.
"Hurry, pussy," he said. "We need to be getting back. Hurry now."
She made herself get up from the bed and start to put on her clothes. It was at that moment that she heard the car pulling up in the front yard. She froze.
"Damn," Randy said. "That's Trish's parents. They're not supposed to be back for hours."
"What are we going to do?" Judy asked, panicked.
Judy was already seeing herself explaining to Bill why she and Randy had been alone in Trish's room. Somehow she didn't feel that her husband would understand any explanations she made.
"Out the back door," Randy said. "If this place has a back door."
They could hear voices as they hurried through the house. There was no back door.
"Well, pussy," he said. "I guess we try the window."
She couldn't see how they would be able to get through the window. It was not large enough for them to slip through it. Or at least it didn't seem to be. But Randy had the bottom part of the window.
"Hurry," he whispered.
She pushed her head through the window. She didn't think she was going to make it. Then she felt his strong hands against her ass and he pushed her through the window. The lake was a little closer than she'd thought. She bit shallow water.
Randy was only a few seconds behind her.
"Come on," he said. "Run!"
She ran as fast as she could, and a moment later they were both in the dark safety of the woods. She found herself laughing as she looked at Randy. He was soaked through and he'd left one of his shoes behind.
"I'll get Trish to bring it back," he said. "That was a close call."
"Close enough," Judy said, still laughing.



CHAPTER SIX


Judy couldn't seem to get to sleep that night. She had been snuggled up to Bill for a long while but she couldn't sleep. She decided a drink would help. She slipped out of bed and put a robe on over her thin gown. Every inch of her body tingled as she went downstairs.
She couldn't ever remember being so well fucked as Randy had fucked her that afternoon. Sex had been good with Bill but it had never been great. Not like that afternoon. She shivered as she remembered the salty taste of Randy's cum exploding into her mouth.
"Oh Randy," she said. "What have you done to me?"
She fixed herself a stiff drink of bourbon and water and drank it down in a few gulps. The warmth of the alcohol spread throughout her body.
It didn't make her sleepy. Instead she only felt a little warmer between her thighs.
She knew where she wanted to go to Randy's room. She knew it was awful, to desire Randy so much especially with her husband sleeping only a few doors away. She tried to convince herself that it was wrong, that it was shameful, that the thing that had happened that afternoon must never happen again. She tried to convince herself of that but it did no good.
Even as she finished the last drops of her second drink she was walking in the direction of Randy's room. She hugged her robe closer about her as she opened the door to his room. Randy was asleep.
She heard his soft snoring first. Then her eyes became accustomed to the light and she saw his naked body stretched out on the bed. She walked to him. She couldn't help but bend over the bed and kiss his limp prick. Immediately she felt a hot flash of desire.
She pulled her mouth away and she touched his shoulder.
"Randy," she whispered. "Randy."
He opened one eye and looked sleepily at her. He smiled. She sank down on top of him.
"What's the matter?"
"Oh, Randy," she said. "I'm so hot for you I can't stand it."
"We'll have to do something about that," he said.
She lifted up to allow his fingers to undo the sash of her robe. The robe came off her shoulders and he dropped it on the floor. Her thin gown did little to conceal the outlines of her body from his greedy fingers.
"You didn't wear your panties," he said, a pleased note in his voice.
"No," she said. "I took them off when I came to bed."
"Did you know you were coming to me?" he asked.
She thought about his question. She hadn't really known she was coming to his room but she'd had an idea. She didn't usually go to bed without her panties.
"Yes," she said. "I think so."
"So you took your panties off for me?" he asked.
"Yes," she said.
"You're a sweet cousin."
His hands came up beneath her gown and cupped her naked ass. He squeezed them gently. Then he pulled her closer to his stiffening cock.
"Why don't you ride me this time?" he asked.
"Okay," she agreed.
She didn't bother to take her own completely off. She simply pulled it up to her waist and rubbed her naked pussy against his cock. He became stiff and ready for her cunt. Her snatch was just above his quivering cock.
"Ride me, baby," he said. "Ride my cock." She slowly lowered herself until she felt his stiff knob at the entrance to her cunt. She wiggled her hips until his knob was inside her burning cunt. Slowly she came down on his stiff rod until she had enveloped him with her cunt.
"Sweet pussy," he said. "Sweet, sweet pussy."
His hands came up under her gown to cup her titties. She loved the tingles of delight as her swollen and sensitive titties brushed against his hands.
"Bounce up and down, baby," he said. "Bounce up and down until you have my cum."
She started to bounce up and down gently onto his cock. It was a wonderful, hot feeling as her cunt body swallowed his cock and then released it. She reached beneath and found his balls. She squeezed them each time her cunt went down on him.
"Ahhh, baby," he said. "You're learning. Now you made me feel fine."
She could feel her hot juices begin to boil. She knew she wouldn't be able to make many more bounces and she didn't think he would be able to too. She was right. It didn't take but a few seconds before she felt his cock-head expand and then his hot juice was pouring into her.
"Yes, baby!" she moaned. "Yes, that's it! I love your hot cum inside me! I'm coming too! I'm coming with you!"
At the last second he clamped his hand over her mouth so that she wouldn't wake Bill. She was glad that he had for she screamed louder than she had ever screamed before. It came out as a muffled gasp under his strong fingers. She fell back from him as the last of his juice drained away.
"My God," she whispered. "I needed that."
He stroked her hair and then he pulled her up beside him so that his lips kissed hers. His burning tongue fondled her tongue.
"You were good tonight," he said.
"I have to get back now," she said. "Thank you."
"I don't want you to go back yet," he said. His fingers stroked her nipples and she found her titties becoming sensitive again. She shivered as she remembered that he had been able to go three times that afternoon. Perhaps he wanted her to suck his cock again. The thought excited her.
"Aren't you satisfied yet?" she asked. "Not yet," he said. "I want something else." She was ready to suck his cock. She found that she was getting hungry for his cum. She started to go down on him.
"No," he said. "That's not what I want." She looked at him puzzled.
"Have you ever had it in the ass?" he asked. Her blood ran cold. That was the most disgusting thing she'd ever heard. Of course she hadn't had it in the ass. What kind of person would want to do that? She hoped he was kidding.
"Of course not."
"Then it's time you did."
"No I won't let you do that."
Already she was weakening as his fingers stroked her nipples. She still thought it was disgusting but it was hard to refuse him. He dropped his hand to her pussy and spread her legs apart.
"You'll enjoy it," he said.
He sucked on her nipple. She already knew that she was going to let him do it. She hoped he wouldn't, but she knew she was flat going to refuse.
"I'll be gentle," he promised.
"No," she protested. "I don't like that. I don't want you to."
"Turn over," he said.
He was already turning her over in the bed and she was allowing it. She kept telling herself that she should leave the room. She had to let him know what she wouldn't do.
He got her on her hands and knees again and his tongue was licking her cunt. She felt hot waves pass over her. No, she didn't want him to do it to her but she wasn't fighting. She couldn't make herself fight him.
"Don't," she begged him. "Please don't!"
He was positioning himself behind her just as he'd done when he'd fucked her pussy dog-style. She closed her eyes as she felt his cock pressed against her anus.
"You can't," she said.
He was. He pressed hard and she felt her muscles giving way and his cock was going into her bowels. There was a great deal of pain but he went slow and gentle just as he had promised. He kept pushing until his balls were resting against her cunt. "Now," he said. "That isn't so bad, is it?"
She had to admit to him that it wasn't as awful as she'd been afraid it would be. In fact, with him just resting in her asshole without moving it felt kind of nice and warm.
"Now just take it easy, cousin," he said. "Just relax and I'm going to give it to you nice and slow."
He did as he promised. His cock started beating a steady rhythm in and out of her ass. It wasn't all that exciting but it was warm and comfortable.
He started to rub her pussy. That made it exciting. She could feel his finger slipping inside of her cunt with each stroke his cock made.
"Baby," she moaned.
"Now you're feeling it," he said. "I knew you'd feel it. You like a cock anyway you get it."
"Oh yes," she said. "I like a cock. I like your cock. I love your cock!"
"Not so loud," he warned.
She remembered that her husband was sleeping only a few doors away. It would be bad if he should awaken and come looking for her. There certainly wasn't any explanation that would cover this.
"Oh God!" she moaned.
Now two fingers were in her cunt and Randy had started to quicken his pace. She felt his prick slamming into her with a rapid violence.
"That's it!" she moaned. "Keep fucking me! Keep fucking me hard!"
She started protesting as he jerked his cock out of her ass.
"Turn back over," he said.
She turned back over and he pushed her legs up above her head. She thought he was going to fuck her pussy, but again she felt his cock against her anus.
"This should keep you quiet," he said.
He pressed one hand against her mouth as his prick went into her ass. It was good. It was so good. She found herself going crazy against the stiffness of his wonderful prick.
It was a good thing that his hand was once again damped over her mouth because she screamed each time his prick plunged into her asshole.
"Oh!" he said. "I'm going to come. I'm going to flood your ass! Oh shit, baby, I'm going to come."
She screamed again as her own hot juices flooded her pussy and his thick cum juice exploded into her ass. She collapsed an the bed as his prick slipped out of her.
"Oh God," she moaned. "Oh God!"
She couldn't ever remember feeling so good.
"You're a good fuck," he said. "But you should get back to your husband now."
"No, Randy," she protested. "Let's do it some more. Please fuck me some more!"
She couldn't help, how she felt. It seemed like she couldn't get enough of Randy. The more she fucked him, the more she was hot for him. Already she could feel her pussy heating up, starting to get hungry for the feel of his pulsating cock. She reached for his prick, but he brushed her hand away.
"We can't," he said. "Not tonight."
"But I need you, Randy," she said. "My pussy just gets hotter and hotter for you. I want your hard cock inside me, filling me up."
"You'll have me some more," he promised. "But not tonight. Baby, I'm exhausted tonight."
"Please, Randy," she begged.
"No Goddamn it, can't you see I'm tired?"
"But your cock doesn't feel tired," she said. "Your cock feels like it's getting ready again."
He seemed angry with her as he pushed her away. "Get your robe on. Go back to your husband. Maybe he can satisfy you."
She was hurt and bewildered by his attitude, but she got up and put her robe back on. She didn't go straight back to her mom. Instead she went downstairs and finished off half the bottle.
She was feeling a little high as she came back upstairs.
"Damn," she moaned. "I need Randy. I don't know what's happening to me, but I wasn't like this until Randy came. Oh what's wrong with me?"
Bill was still snoring as she entered their room. She sat down on the edge of the bed looking at her husband and a lot of guilt came over her. It wasn't fair to Bill that she behaved the way she did. Bill was a nice guy, a wonderful guy who had tried his best to make her happy.
So why was she betraying her husband's love and confidence by having sex with Randy. She put her hand on his warm thigh and kit her body tingle.
"God," she said softly.
She needed him. Randy had fucked her, but she still needed a cock and if she couldn't fuck Randy's then she would fuck her husband's. She didn't care that he would be surprised at her waking him.
She didn't care about anything except that she needed his thick prick inside her pussy. She bent her head and slipped her lips around his cock-head. His prick started rising immediately. She sucked on his cock until she had his prick hard.
She didn't even know if he was fully awake when she positioned herself on top of his cock and pushed her cunt down onto his stiff rod.
She started riding him quickly. She bounced up and down and massaged her own titties as she felt her pussy getting hot. It didn't take very long. She was already hot enough.
"Oh Bill!" she moaned. "Oh Bill!"
And then his cock was spurting into her cunt and was flooding him with her cunt juices. She fucked him again and again until his cock quit spewing cum.
She stretched out on top of him and nibbled on his ear. He had never said anything.
In fact, as she drifted off to sleep, she wasn't even sure that he was completely awake.



CHAPTER SEVEN


"Randy," she said. "When are we going to get together again?"
Judy didn't know what the problem had been for the two days following the night she had visited Randy in his room. It had seemed like he was avoiding her. Every time she tried to get him alone he would invent some excuse. He seemed to spending more and more time with Bill and Trish.
Today she had cornered him.
Trish was puttering around in the kitchen and Bill was already outside. She put her hand between his legs and he pulled away.
"I mean it," she said. "You're acting like I'm poison or something."
"It's not you," he said.
"Then what?" she asked. "When are we going to get together again."
"Are you sure you want to?"
"Do I want to? Of course I want to."
"Why?"
"Why?" she was stunned. "You know why."
"Tell me," he said.
"Because I'm hot for you," she said. "I can't stop thinking about your cock."
"Okay," he said. "This afternoon you take another walk. Trish's family will be gone again."
"Oh Randy," Judy said happily.
She pressed herself against him. He pushed her away and slapped her lightly on the ass.
"You be there," he said.
"I will," she promised. "I'll be there. I promise I'll be there."
Judy didn't understand why she was so hot for Randy. Bill was just as much a man and his cock was also satisfying. It was just that Randy had a way of treating her that made her feel good. She felt hot each time she got around him.
She was glad that he wanted her that afternoon. She dressed in a simple yellow dress and decided against wearing any panties. She giggled as she thought of what he would look like when he touched her cunt.
She just didn't see any sense in wearing them when he was going to take him off so quickly.
She was humming a little tune to herself as she left the house. She felt good. Her naked thighs rubbing together as she walked kept her aware of the hotness in her pussy.
There was no one around the house when she arrived. She decided that Randy was probably spending a few minutes with Bill before he came. She sat down on the porch swing to wait.
She waited only a few minutes before she was aware of someone standing behind her.
"Randy," she said, turning in the swing.
It wasn't Randy. There were two boys standing there. She recognized them as Trish's brothers. They were both big, broad-shouldered boys with red faces and work-worn hands. She had never cared much for them the few times they had come around her home.
"No, it's not Randy," one brother said. "It's only Jake and Ralph. You know us, don't you, Mrs. Bowers?"
He was grinning in a way she didn't like.
She got up from the swing. "I'm sorry, I didn't think anyone would be around. I got tired and I sat down. I hope you don't mind."
"We don't mind," Jake said. He ran a hand through his stringy yellow hair. "I know how busy you've been. It's enough to make anyone tired."
"What do you mean?" Judy asked.
She was getting a little frightened and she was wishing that Randy would show up. Randy would know how to handle these two country boys.
"Trish has been telling us how busy you've been lately," Jake said. "With your cousin."
Judy blushed red as she realized what Trish must have been telling her two brothers. She decided to leave. She didn't want to wait for Randy with these two around.
"I should be getting back," she said.
"What's your hurry?" Ralph asked. He licked his lips. She was reminded of an animal looking at something good to eat.
"My husband will be expecting me," she said. Actually Bill wouldn't be expecting her back for a couple of hours. She had told her husband that she was walking up to the riverbend, which was a good two-hour walk there and back. She didn't want him missing her while she had been having fun with Randy.
She started to step down from the porch, but Ralph blocked her path. She had never really looked at him before, but now she found herself wishing that he wasn't so big. He had huge arms and shoulders from working long hours in the sun.
Judy expected that a lot of women would have found him extremely good-looking. The type of women who liked their men to have ape features and brute strength.
"You're in my way," she said.
"You shouldn't be in such a hurry," he said. "I told you. My husband will be expecting me back."
"Now that's not true," he said. "I happen to know that you came here to meet your cousin. Didn't you know that it's frowned on to love a cousin?"
She really was frightened now. They were strong enough to keep her here if they wanted to. Ralph put his broad hands on her shoulders. She started to tremble.
"Randy just couldn't make it," Ralph said.
"What do you mean?"
"Just what I said," Ralph said. "Randy couldn't make it. He had a date with Trish. So he sent us in his place. He said you wouldn't mind."
She couldn't believe what she was hearing. Randy couldn't have. She knew that any minute he was going to appear and stop these two. "You're lying!"
"No, we're not," Ralph said. "Why are you so upset? I've got just as big a cock as your cousin."
She tried to slap his face, but he was too quick for her. He grabbed her arm, pulling her against him.
"Why don't you kiss me?" he asked. "The girls tell me I kiss good."
"Let me go!" she demanded. "Let me go or I'll tell my husband and he'll kill you!"
"You won't tell anyone," Jake said. "You wouldn't want your husband to know that you've been fucking your cousin, would you?"
"Please let me go," Judy said.
"Beg me," Ralph said. "I like to hear you beg. You were always such a proud-looking bitch, always looking down your nose at us. Now things have changed, baby. You're not going to look down your nose any more. You're going to feel my cock going into your cunt and you ain't going to have time to be proud."
She knew he meant it. He intended (o rape her. She wasn't going to allow it. She knew how to hurt a man so that he couldn't rape anyone. She smiled and seemed to relax against him.
"Don't hurt me," she said in a pleading tone of voice.
"I ain't going to hurt you," Ralph said. "I'm just going to make you happy."
His lips found hers and she had him in the position that she wanted. She slammed her knee up between his legs and heard him screw in pain.
He released her arm and she started running.
She ran into Randy on the path. He caught her in his arms as she passed.
"Whoa, cousin!" he said. "Where are you going?"
"Oh, Randy," she sobbed into his chest. "They tried to rape me. They were going to rape me."
"Who?" he asked.
"Trish's brothers," she said. "They were going to rape me."
"Poor baby," he said. "Don't you know that it's not rape when a girl wants it?"
Judy drew back quickly and gave him a look of disgust.
"Want it?" she asked. "You can't mean that I wanted sex with those two? How could any decent woman want sex with two beasts like that?"
"Some women couldn't," Randy said. "But you could. You're a hot box."
She realized that what the two boys had said was true. Randy had known what was going to happen in the woods. He had sent Trish's brothers after her. She slapped his face as hard as she could.
"How could you?" she questioned. "How could you do this to me?"
"Do what?" he asked. "I'm only giving you exactly what you want. A stiff cock. In fact, I'm giving you two of them. Now what could be nicer than that?"
"You bastard!" she hissed.
She heard the two brothers coming up the trail and she tried to run. Randy caught her arm and held her until the two brothers came up to them.
"Looks like you caught our rabbit," Ralph said. "She sure gave me a good kick in the balls."
"Let me go!" Judy demanded.
Randy brought one hand up to cup her left titty. He massaged it gently and she felt it pawing swollen and sensitive in spite of her anger.
"Look at that," Ralph said. "She enjoys having her titty played with. I think we can handle it from here, Randy."
"Are you sure?" Randy asked.
"Positive," Ralph replied. He reached for her and drew her into his arms. She was repulsed at the strong masculine smell that came from it. She realized it was simply his body oils and sweat from working in the field, but it didn't make her like it.
"Now we're going to have fun, baby," Ralph said. "Me and Jake and you."
She spit at him and tried to kick him in the balls again. He was ready for her this time. He caught her knee on his thigh and he swept her legs out from under her. She hit the ground hard with her skirt up above her waist.
"No parities," Ralph said. "She ain't got on no panties. Looks like she was really hot for it."
Judy looked to Randy for mercy, but there was no mercy in his eyes. He smiled at her and turned his back. He started walking back down the trail.
"Randy!" she called. "You can't leave me here!"
He looked at her one last time.
"Why not?" he asked. "Like Ralph says, you must be hot for it. Enjoy yourself."
"Goddamn you!" she cried, but he was already gone around the bend of the trail.
She tugged her skirt down and started to stand up. Ralph caught her by the hair and jerked her head backwards. His other hand came slowly up her thigh. She screamed and fought, but she couldn't stop the strong hand from once again tugging up her skirt.
"You've got a beautiful pussy," he said. "I'm going to enjoy this."
"You pig!" she screamed. "Let me go, pig!"
"You keep calling names," he said. "Don't you know that's not ladylike. But then I can tell that you're no lady."
His rough hand probed between her legs. She clawed at his face and he jerked away.
"Goddamn," he said. "The little bitch almost drew blood. Jake, how about grabbing her hands while I grab some other interesting parts."
"Sure," Jake said.
Again she fought him, but Jake got both her wrists together and drew them above her head. There was nothing she could do now to stop the hand that cupped her titties.
"Good, firm titties," he said. "I like a woman who has a good set of jugs. Nice and firm."
His other hand went once again between her legs. With one finger he caressed the sensitive lips of her pussy.
His hand was rough and, brutal, but she found herself responding to his caress. She felt her pussy-lips getting wet at each tough touch of his finger.
"Goddamn," Ralph said. "I ain't never seen a woman get hot this fast. It must be right about what Randy and Trish said about her. She has got a hot [missing text]."
"Fuck her," Jake said. "Fuck her, so that I can get my turn."
"Patience," Ralph said. "A beautiful woman needs to be touched a little first. Now lets just get that dress off and see what you look like underneath."
She struggled vainly as he tore two of her buttons getting her dress undone. He pulled it up and Jake released her so that Ralph could pull her dress over her arms. She tried to get up but Ralph slapped her lightly.
"I'm through playing, honey," he said. "You try anything else like kicking me in the balls and I'm going to break your head."
She looked into his eyes and saw that he meant it. He would hurt her if she offered any more resistance. She decided she would just let them do what they wanted.
"All right," she said.
"Good," he said. "I'm glad you ain't stupid. Now you just lay back and spread your legs so I can look at your pink pussy."
"Look at them titties," Jake said.
She lay back and spread her legs as she had been directed. Both brothers walked around so that they stood looking at her exposed cunt.
Ralph started unbuckling his trousers so that they dropped around his knees. He wore no shorts. Judy blinked nervously, as she stared at his massive prick jutting up from between his legs. He had a huge organ that she was sure would tear her in half if he fucked her.
"Please," she said. "You'll kill me."
"It hasn't ever killed a woman yet," Ralph said.
He kneeled down between her thighs and she tried to close her legs together. He pushed them apart. He lay down on top of her with his prick pressed against her cuntlips. She felt his swollen knob against her pussy.
"Don't," she said.
"You can handle it, baby," he said.
He pushed and his massive rod started going into her. It was hard. He filled her up so much that it felt as if he was tearing apart her cunt as he entered.
"Oh," she moaned. "It hurts! It hurts! Stop!"
He wouldn't stop. He held down her struggling shoulders as she tried to twist out from under him. She tasted sweat from his body. He kept pushing until his cock was all the way into her cunt.
"Oh dear Jesus!" she cried.
She had never felt anything that filled her up so much. He didn't move as her cunt juices lubricated his cock. She started moving her hips against the penetration of his cock. Her pussy felt hotter than ever as it pound against him.
"See this, Jake." Ralph said. "The little pussy is getting hot."
"They all get hot when you fuck 'em, Ralph," Jake said.
She couldn't help the fires that rocked her body. Soft moans began to escape her throat as she writhed against him. He began to drive his big cock into her with a violence that showed he was approaching his climax.
"Stick your cock in her mouth, Jake," Ralph said. "Make her drink your cum!"
Jake came around to her head and unzipped his trousers. He reached inside and popped his thick cock out. It wasn't as big as Ralph's but it was still a large weapon. He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her toward his cock.
"Take it, pretty lady," he said. "Take it and drink my cum."
She opened her lips and he crammed his cock all the way into her throat. She knew that she had never been so humiliated as both men violently fucked her.
"Fuck!" Ralph said. "I'm going! I've got to come! Oh fuck! Ahhhhh fuckkkk!"
Jake's thick rod let go of its hot load at the same moment that Ralph came. She felt the thick cum coming into her mouth and her cunt at the same moment. She swallowed Jake's thick seed just as she felt her own pussy climbing the heights of passion.
"Ummm," she moaned. "Uuuuummm!"
She flooded Ralph's hot cock with her pussy juices as she finished draining the last of Jake's cum from his prick. Nothing had ever tasted as sweet. She pulled her head away only when he started complaining that he was hurting.
"I knew you'd get hot," Ralph said. "I knew you had a hot box."
She looked down and saw the grin on Ralph's face and it made her mad as hell. She grabbed her skirt and buttoned it around her as she started for home.
"That bastard, Randy," she said. "He'll pay for this. He fed me to the wolves, but hell pay. That bastard, Randy!"



CHAPTER EIGHT


The walk back to the house cooled her off a little. Randy had been a bastard but the truth was that she enjoyed the two brothers once they had started fucking her. She had enjoyed their cocks! Perhaps Randy knew her better than she knew herself.
Trish was working in the kitchen when Judy entered the house. Trish turned around and Judy thought she recognized a note of sympathy in her eyes. Sympathy! Judy wanted none of that from Trish.
"I'm going upstairs for a nap," Judy said.
"Yes, Mrs. Bowers," Trish said.
The usual tone of Trish's voice had softened. Judy wondered, as she walked up the stairs, just how much Trish knew about what happened in the woods. Surely Randy had not told her about what went on, but somehow Judy knew that Trish had been told.
Would that account for the sympathetic look?
She wondered where Randy was as she took off her clothes and stepped into the shower. She ran the hot water on her body until the water went cold. Probably Randy was out with Bill. He had a lot of nerve and he would probably think it funny to talk with Bill while Bill's wife was getting raped.
She dried herself off and wrapped the towel round her. She stretched out on the bed and realized that she was sore and bruised in places.
Ralph had been rough with his fucking and he had hurt her a few times. She had been enjoying it too much at the time but now there were a few noticeable purple bruises on her thighs.
She realized someone was standing in her door and she covered herself with the towel.
It was Trish.
"Trish," Judy said. "What are you doing here?"
"Did they hurt you bad?" Trish asked. "I know my brothers can be rough sometimes."
"I don't know what you mean," Judy said. "What are you talking about?"
Trish sighed and shrugged her shoulders. "I know everything, Mrs. Bowers. Randy told me what went on."
"That degenerate bastard," Judy said softly. Trish came over and sat down on the edge of the bat. "My brothers are very rough sometimes. Especially Ralph. He could hurt a girl if she's not careful. I know."
"How do you know?" Judy asked.
She wanted to order Trish out of her room, but there was something interesting in Trish's conversation. Judy wanted to find out how Trish knew so much about her brothers.
"How do you think?" Trish asked tiredly. "I've been fucking my brothers since I was fourteen."
"God!" Judy gasped. "You poor baby."
"They raped me," Trish said. "I didn't know very much about sex then. I knew that boys were always looking at me, and that I was bigger up here than most girls. But I didn't expect to be raped by my own brothers."
"You poor baby," Judy said again.
"That's how I know they can be rough," Trish said. "Of course, I don't really blame them. They're just boys. When boys see a girl with big boobs they just go crazy."
"I've always wondered about you," Judy admitted. "About why you still lived with your brothers and why you weren't married."
"Marriage," Trish said. "I don't want to get married. My brothers made me crazy about sex. I can't help it. I wouldn't be able to stay with one man. I'm a little like you."
"Like me?" Judy questioned.
Judy began to feel a little bit of her old resentment against Trish. How dare Trish compare herself to Judy? Judy had education and she was a lady.
"Yes," Trish said. "You like sex too. A man can see it in your eyes."
"I don't believe I like this," Judy said coldly. "I think you'd better go now. There's work to be done."
Trish ran a hand through her blonde hair. She is pretty, Judy thought. In a vulgar way. And those large titties. Judy found her gaze drawn down to where the pink outlines of her nipples showed through her thin blouse.
"Do you think my tits are pretty?" Trish asked.
"What?"
Judy was shocked out of her fascination with Trish's large titties. She moved away from Trish on the bed. Being unfaithful to her husband with men was bad enough but talking about how pretty another woman's titties were was disgusting.
"No," Judy said. "What made you say something like that? That's awful."
"I see you looking at them," Trish said.
"I do not," Judy said.
"You do, you know." Trish ran her hand again through her blonde hair. "But I don't mind. I think it's nice that you think they're pretty."
"I don't look at them," Judy repeated. "I don't."
"There's nothing to be ashamed of," Trish said. "Most everybody looks at them. You can't help it. You're just human."
"That's enough," Judy said weakly. "Get out of my room. Get out right now. You can go home. Don't bother about coming back. Bill will send your paycheck."
"Don't be like that," Trish said. "I like you. I honestly do. You don't have to be mad at me."
"I said get out!"
"You want me to show them to you?" Trish asked. "I'll unbutton my blouse and take them out if you want to look at them. I might even let you touch them."
"You monster!" Judy raged. "Get out! Get out of my room right now."
Judy was stunned by what Trish said. She felt beads of sweat on her forehead. Her hands were trembling. She wiped her hands on her towel.
She realized her towel had come apart and Trish was looking at her naked form with evident admiration. Trish put one hot hand on Judy's thigh.
"Axe you sure you don't want to look?" Trish asked.
"My God," Judy said softly. "Will you please get out of here? Please?"
Judy breathed a sigh of relief as Trish got up from the bed. She was glad Trish was leaving because Judy didn't trust the hotness between her thighs. She kept telling herself that she couldn't be getting turned on by another woman. It was too disgusting, too humiliating. Yet she couldn't help the hot flashes she was having and the way her skin tingled when Trish ran her hot green eyes over her nakedness.
She pulled the towel about her again and tried to get control of herself.
"Like I said," Judy said. "You don't have to come back. Bill will send you your paycheck."
"But I'm not leaving," Trish said. Judy watched in horror as Trish locked the bedroom door.
"There. That will give us more privacy. We wouldn't want anyone walking in on us."
"What are you doing?" Judy said. "What are you trying to do?"
"I think you know," Trish said. "It's not so awful. You've wanted to maid love to me ever since the first day I visited here. I know the look. I've seen it in the eyes of men often enough."
"You're sick," Judy said. "You're sick! I don't want you. Won't you get out?"
"You know you really don't want me to leave," Trish said.
Trish started undoing the buttons of her blouse. Judy couldn't seem to pull her eyes away.
"I know you want to see them," Trish said. "The boys love my tits."
"No," Judy protested. "No."
Trish got her blouse undone and she pulled it off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. Judy shut her eyes but then she opened them again. Trish's huge titties were staring her in the face. They were beautiful. Creamy white hills of flesh capped with large pink nipples.
"Well," Trish said. "Do you like them? Were they worth waiting to see?"
"Yes," Judy whispered hoarsely.
She knew by admitting that Trish's tits were beautiful that she was also admitting that she had wanted to see them. But it was true. Ever since that first day Judy had wanted to see Trish's titties naked. She had wanted to touch them.
"Do you want to touch them?" Trish asked.
"Yes," Judy replied. "Yea, I do."
Trish came to the bed again and Judy reached out. She pressed her hands flatly against the creamy hills of flesh. She could feel her pussy growing hot. Her skin tingled. They were wonderful to touch. Touching them gave Judy the same feeling she got when she touched a man's cock.
"Oh!" Judy moaned. "What's wrong with me? I'm getting sick in my mind."
"No, you're not," Trish said. "You're just now getting well. You're just now learning to do what you want to do. There are no taboos except in small minds. Kiss them."
Judy didn't need to be asked. She was already taking one of the large nipples between her lips. She realized that this was how a man felt when he sucked a woman. She opened her mouth wider and sucked in more of Trish's creamy flesh.
Trish's tit tasted so sweet, so clean, Judy flicked the nipple with her tongue and Trish responded with a low groan. It made Judy feel warm to know that she was turning Trish on.
"Suck me good, Judy," Trish said. "Suck me until I'm burning."
Judy couldn't get enough of Trish's titties. She sucked on one and then the other. It was like sucking a cock for the feelings it gave her. Judy began to realize something about herself. She was most happy when she was fucking and sucking and it didn't matter who.
"Oh," Trish moaned. "Oh, that's it! Oh, you sweet, sucking thing!"
Judy ran her tongue down the curve of Trish's stomach. She kissed and sucked until Trish was crying out loud. She didn't go low enough to kiss the blonde pussy. She couldn't get herself to do that but she somehow knew she would before the night was over.
She ran her hot tongue back up Trish's sensitive stomach, loving the way that Trish quivered and her stomach muscles jumped at each touch of her lips and tongue.
"Oh, you're making me hot." Trish moaned. "You're making me hot! You're burning me. My pussy is already dripping juice from what your tongue is doing to me!"
Again Judy was pleased that she was able to turn Trish on. She stopped thinking about Trish as another woman but rather as another lover. A lover, that Judy could make her cry out with the heat of passion.
Once again Judy closed her lips over the hot and sensitive knob of Trish's pink nipple. Judy liked to feel the bud growing even harder in her mouth. She loved to feel the hot flesh of Trish swelling with lust under her tongue.
"Kiss me," Trish moaned. "Bite me." Judy bit her flesh gently at first, but Trish kept asking her to bite harder. It seemed to make Trish hotter than ever. Trish put her hands in her blonde hair and bent her head back. Little gasps of passion were being torn from her throat and her pussy had started grinding against the bed.
Judy had never seen anyone heat up so quickly. Both of them were hot for sex and almost immediately ready. Judy knew that if she put her hand between Trish's legs she would find Trish's curt as wet as hers.
Judy once again ran her tongue down Trish's sensitive stomach. This time she put her tongue into Trish's navel and moved it around. She felt Trish jump at the touch of her tongue and then Trish's hands left her hair to jerk at Judy's hair.
"Lower," Trish begged. "Kiss my pussy. Please kiss my pussy."
This had been what Judy had been fearing. She didn't know if she was capable of kissing another woman's pussy. She allowed herself to be pushed lower until her tongue was touching the top of Trish's curling pubic hairs.
"Please kiss me there," Trish moaned. "I'm burning up! You have to help me! Please kiss me there! Kiss me so I won't be so hot."
Judy knew she couldn't put it off any longer. Trish was burning up and so was she. Judy could feel her pussy dripping hot juice. Her titties had swollen with passion that had to be released.
"All right," Judy said softly. "I'll kiss you. I'll kiss your pussy."
Trish backed up a little from the bed and Judy went even lower. She pressed her face to Trish's blonde pussy. Judy opened her mouth and pushed her tongue up through the mass of blonde pubic hairs.
"Oh Judy!" Trish moaned. "You're making me feel good! Oh Judy!"
Judy's tongue touched the quivering cunt-lips and she tasted some of Trish's juices. She didn't put her tongue into Trish's cunt right, away.
Instead she licked around the outside of Trish's cuntlips, sucking up the juices.
"Oh put your tongue in!" Trish moaned. "Please put your tongue in! Let me feel your sweet sucking lips on my pussy! Eat me, Judy! Eat me!"
Judy fervently hoped that there wasn't anyone walking around in the hallway. Judy was sure that anyone walking around downstairs could hear Trish crying out.
Judy licked Trish's hot thighs and then she gathered her courage. She pushed her face once more into Trish's hot pussy and then she forced her tongue into Trish's cunt.
"Oh Jesus!" Trish cried. "Oh, that's nice!"
It wasn't so bad. In fact, Judy found herself enjoying it. It wouldn't take the place of cocksucking but there was something nice about controlling Trish with the touch of her tongue.
Trish cupped Judy's titties. Judy shivered with delight as Trish's massaging fingers caused her nipples to become swollen in lust.
"On the bed," Trish said. "Let's get on the bed."
Judy pulled away from Trish and the two girls stretched out on the bed. Trish's hands were back at Judy's titties. Trish pressed her mouth against Judy's and her tongue fondled Judy tits.
Judy pressed her body closer so that her titties were pressing against Trish's. Judy started grinding herself against Trish.
Then Trish reached between them and she fingered Judy's pussy.
"How does this feel?" Trish asked, as one of her fingers went into Judy's cunt.
"Good," Judy moaned. "Oh that feels good."
Trish knew how to use her fingers. Another finger went into Judy's pussy and it was driving Judy up the wall. She pushed her pussy harder against Trish's fingers. Trish was driving her fingers in and out of Judy's cunt like a man would use his cock. Electric sparks went all over Judy's body making her skin tingle hotly.
"Oh Trish," Judy said. "That does feel nice. Oh, your fingers are so nice."
"Wait until my tongue gets there," Trish said.
Hearing that made Judy even hotter. She kissed the slope of Trish's titties and then she had her hungry mouth on Trish's nipple again. She sucked one and then the other. Trish's sweet and creamy flesh filled her throat.
"Suck me, Judy!" Trish cried. "You can really make me hot with your tongue."
Judy was going crazy with those hot fingers plunging in and out of her cunt. She couldn't seem to get enough of Trish's titty in her mouth. She hardly knew what she was doing as she went from one huge titty to the other. She suddenly knew that she wanted to taste Trish's pussy again.
Trish seemed to realize what Judy wanted.
She pulled her fingers out of Judy's cunt and she pushed Judy over onto her back.
"Let me show you how," Trish said. "I'm going to teach you how to really eat pussy."
"Oh yes!" Judy gasped. "Teach me! Please teach me!"
Judy watched as Trish turned around and got on top of her. Those quivering cuntlips were now only inches away from Judy's face. She could see the little damp spots on Trish's pubic hairs where. Judy's tongue had been before.
Slowly Trish came down until her cunt covered Judy's face. Immediately Judy pushed her tongue up through the curling pubic hairs and into the hot cavern. She felt Trish shudder as her tongue entered the pink lips of Trish's cunt.
"Oh God!" Trish groaned. "I don't know bow I thought I could teach you. You already know how to eat pussy. Oh God, you do it so well!"
Judy started pushing her tongue in and out of Trish's cunt as fast as she could. She pretended she was a big cock and she was brutally using Trish's cunt. Her fantasy made her hotter. She suddenly had a strong desire to have sex with Trish and Randy at the same time. That would be very enjoyable.
"Ummm," Trish moaned. "Eat me! Oh, eat me, Judy! Eat my pussy up!"
Judy's tongue searched until she found the tiny bud of Trish's clit. Trish went crazy as Judy's lips closed over the sensitive knob.
"Oh God!" Trish cried. "That's too much! You're making me come! Oh you're killing me! You're going to make me come! I'm going to come!"
Trish's frantic cries and the way her hips writhed against the touch of Judy's tongue made Judy want to taste her juices. Judy began to use her tongue and lips against Trish's clit, sucking the little knob between her teeth and biting gently.
"Oh, I'm coming!" Trish cried. "I'm coming! I'm burning up! I'M COMINGGGG!"
Judy began to lick the juices up that flooded her mouth. She kept her tongue there until Trish collapsed against her. Still, Judy kept licking at the wet walls of Trish's pussy until the juices stopped.
"Oh God," Trish moaned. "That was fine. Now it's your turn."
Judy knew she wouldn't be able to last for long. She was already burning hotly and the sight of Trish's blonde hair between her legs was almost too much. She gasped as she felt Trish's mouth touching her hot cunt.
"Trish!" Judy said. "Trish, I love it!"
Trish's hot tongue slipped into Judy's cunt. She felt her climax almost immediately. She closed her thighs together and caught Trish between them. Her hips were bucking as spasm after hot spasm of delight rocked her body.
"Oh Trish!" she cried. "This is wonderful! This is how I want to feel! This is grand, Trish. I'm coming! I'm COMINGGG!"
It was fantastic. Judy quit shuddering and looked down at the blonde head still licking between her thighs. Judy realized that something within her had changed. For the first time in her life Judy admitted that she was a hot box and she needed constant sex to fill her.
Judy touched the blonde head.
Things were going to be different from now on!



CHAPTER NINE


Bill had an appointment in town that evening. He was having supper with some important person and talking about city council affairs. He didn't even ask Judy if she wanted to go. Judy had let him know her feelings about stupid little meetings a long time before.
Judy did walk Bill out to his truck and she gave him a kiss on the cheek.
"Have a good time, darling," she said. She had never called him darling before. Maybe she did feel a little guilty about what she had been doing.
"I'm not going to have a good time," Bill said.
"I'm going to talk about a new bill that needs to be passed by the council. Are you sure you wouldn't want to come along?"
"You know how I feel about those silly meetings," she said.
"I wish you would," he said. "The council members always like the wives to get involved."
"Ha," Judy said. "I know what involvement means. They'd have me sitting in the corner chatting with a bunch of old women. No thank you, darling."
She bent and gave Bill another kiss on the cheek.
"You be good," she said.
Bill sighed and started the motor. He waved at her as he pulled the truck out of the yard and started down the highway. She watched until the truck disappeared. She was feeling a little guilty about Bill. She still had a lot of hang-ups about what a wife should do. Playing around was not one of a wife's duties.
"Supper's on," Randy said. "Aren't you ready to eat yet, Judy?"
"I sure am," Judy said.
As she walked to the house, Judy realized she was famished. The session with the two brothers and then the session with Trish had about worn her out. Trish had a good supper on the table. Steak and fried potatoes, and Judy ate more than her share.
"Whew," Judy said, pushing away from the table. "I feel stuffed."
"I thought you might bust because of the way you were putting it away," Randy observed. "You were eating like a field hand who's just spent the day working a plow."
"It was a tiring day," Judy admitted.
"I bet," Randy said.
Judy helped Trish clear away the supper dishes. Twice Judy rubbed against Trish and she felt hot flashes. She understood why men were so hot for Trish. She was a sexy thing.
"Why don't you spend the night tonight?" Judy asked her. "You haven't stayed with us for a while."
Trish knew the reason that Judy wanted her to stay. On Bill's meeting night he usually stayed away until late the next morning.
"Are you sure?" Trish asked.
"I'm positive," Judy said, giving Trish's hand a little squeeze.
"Hey," Randy said. "What are you two planning?"
"Well," Judy said. "Since Bill is gone tonight we thought we might have a little party. Just the three of us. You could build a fire in the sitting room and we could have a few drinks and listen to the stereo."
"That sounds nice," Randy agreed. "I'll get started on that fire right away."
Trish and Judy finished the dishes and went upstairs. They both took long showers and Judy gave Trish a gown to wear. It wasn't much of a gown. It came just below her thighs and her huge titties were barely covered by the wisp of material up top.
"There," Judy said. "That should knock his eyes out."
"Hell throw me down on the floor and rape me with this outfit," Trish said.
"You're right," Judy said. "We're going to have to do better than this. Why don't you wear one of my old robes. We don't want to rush things."
"All right," Trish agreed.
Up until that moment Judy had not thought herself serious about seducing Randy and having sex with both Randy and Trish. She knew she had gotten serious as she picked out her clinging black nightgown to wear. It was a long, sheer gown that covered hardly anything.
"Like?" Judy asked.
"It'll knock his eyes out," Trish said. "I think you'd better wear a robe too."
"You're right," Judy agreed.
Judy got her robe and the two girls were ready to go downstairs. Before they left, Judy took Trish in her arms and their two sexy bodies pressed close.
"This is going to be fun," Judy said.
"I think so," Trish said. "Especially since he's got no idea that the two of us intend on getting."
"He's going to find out soon enough," Judy giggled.
The fire was burning in the fireplace when they came downstairs. It was a beautiful, roaring fire. There were two drinks near the couch. Judy sat down, crossed her legs and sipped her drink.
Randy started breaking up some logs and placing them carefully in the fire. Trish was sipping at her wine and Judy saw that she had it half gone.
"I'll go easy on that," Judy said.
"Why?" Trish asked. "It makes me feel good. It makes me feel like I'm floating."
"That's what it's for, cousin," Randy said. "Let her float if she wants to."
"I think you have some wrong intentions," Judy said.
"You're right," Randy agreed.
He put on some music on the stereo and he came over and sat down between them. He put his hand on Trish's knee and pulled her knee closer to his own.
"You have such soft skin, Trish," he said.
Trish giggled as be ran his hand farther up her leg until he was touching her pussy. He started rubbing her there.
"Would you like to dance?" he asked Trish.
"Oh yes," she said.
Judy watched them get up and press close together as they swayed to the music. It wasn't dancing so much as they were dry humping. Judy could tell from the look on their faces that they were getting excited.
"You made the fire so hot," Judy said. "It's really getting hot in here. I'm too warm in this robe."
Judy stood up and reached for the sash of her robe. She undid it and let the robe slip from her shoulders. She shivered at the look that Randy gave her. His eyes were bugging out, trying to see her flesh. She saw Randy pushing his hips harder into Trish. Judy knew his cock would be hard and ready.
Judy walked over by the fire. Now her body was revealed by the shimmering firelight. She knew the light behind her revealed her flawless body from her firm, proud titties to the auburn thatch between her legs.
She put her hand coyly over her auburn patch as if she were very shy. She allowed herself to blush a little. She thought it would turn Randy on even more and she was right. While Randy was staring at her, his hands were moving all over Trish's body.
Trish had her head back and there were soft moans coming from her throat. She was rubbing her pussy against his leg. His hands came behind her to cup her firm asscheeks.
"God," he said. "I'm so hot I think I'm going to burn to death."
"Poor thing," Trish moaned. "And that poor thing between your legs. Isn't it cramped in there?"
"Oh yes," he said.
Trish unbuckled his belt easily and tugged at his zipper. She pulled his trousers down his legs. His cock sprang out hard and ready. Trish laced her fingers around his thick staff and started jerking him off.
"Don't milk him yet, Trish," Judy said. "We have plans for that hunk of flesh."
"I hope so," he said. "I really hope so."
Trish took his rod and placed it between her gown-covered thighs. Randy was already slipping her robe off her shoulders. He whistled as he saw her nightgown.
He finished pulling off her robe and let it drop to the floor. He was moaning as Trish kept rubbing his hard cock between her thighs. He put his hands under her titties and easily lifted them out of the gown.
"Things like that shouldn't be covered up," he said.
Judy came to them and pressed her firm titties against Randy's back. She started rubbing her titties against his rough shin.
"Dear Jesus," Randy said. "What are you two trying to do to me?"
"We're going to fuck you," Trish said.
"Yes," Judy agreed. "We're going to milk your cum so that you don't have a drop to give away. We're going to fuck you to death."
"What a way to go," he groaned. "What a fucking good way to go!"
He turned so that his cock was now pressed against Judy. He pushed his cock in between her silken thighs and began to draw it in and out of Judy's tingling thighs.
"Ummm," Judy said. "Now you're getting me hot."
"Let's get naked," Randy said. "I want to see you both completely naked."
Judy agreed. Her pussy was burning and she wanted her clothes off. She was hungry for his hands and hungry for his cock. She gave his stiff cock another feel and she backed away. Quickly she stripped off her gown.
"God, you're beautiful," he said. "You're the best cousin I've ever had."
"Oh," Judy looked at him suspiciously. "And have you had many?"
"As many as would let me," he admitted.
He was busy stripping off his clothes. Again Judy shivered as he revealed his well tanned and well constructed body. She came closer to him and reached for his cock. He brushed her hand away.
"Your mouth," he said. "I want your mouth on my cock."
"All right," Judy agreed quickly.
She sank down to her knees in front of him. She held his cock gingerly in between her fingers and she slowly brought him to her mouth. She touched his tiny hole with her tongue. She tasted some of his lubricating fluid.
He was really excited. He started groaning as soon as her lips touched him.
"Get it in your mouth, Judy," he said. "Put my cock in your mouth."
She stroked his cock down to his balls and she held each of his balls in her hand. She ran her tongue down the underside of his cock. She sucked each of his heavy balls into her mouth and teased them with her tongue.
"Oh God," he said. "Suck ray cock. Put my cock in your mouth and suck it."
She almost laughed out loud because she had him so excited. Somehow it thrilled her. She ran her tongue up the salty underside of his cock and then popped the large cockhead into her mouth.
He groaned a she pulled his cock down into her throat. She felt his cock-head pressed against the back of her throat and she started to work on him with her tongue. He enjoyed it. She tasted a little more of his jism striking her in the throat.
"God," he moaned. "God!"
She was aware of Trish kneeling beside her. Trish had taken off the rest of her gown and now she pressed her large titties against Randy's knees. She began to rub him up and down with her titties.
"Jesus!" he cried. "Both of you! I've never had it so good! It's fantastic!"
Trish started flicking at his knees with her tongue. Judy could see the top of her blonde head and Judy could hear the noises Trish made as she nibbled at his skin. Trish came higher, taking Randy's balls into her mouth.
Judy released Randy's cock and started kissing Trish. Their tongues came together as Randy's stiff cock brushed against their soft cheeks.
"God," Randy said. "Don't forget about me. I'm about to come!"
Judy didn't want him to come. Not yet. She motioned to Trish to stand up and they walked to the couch together. Randy was cursing as he came after them.
"No." Judy held up her hand. "Stay there and watch. We're really going to make you hot."
"Jesus!" Randy moaned. He stood still. Judy pushed Trish down on the couch and she started running her tongue over Trish's titties. Trish's titties started swelling with lust. Judy ran her tongue down Trish's tender stomach making Trish's hot flesh quiver.
Judy wondered how much Randy could stand and she got her answer soon enough. Barely had her lips touched Trish's pussy before she felt Randy joining them.
"I've got to have you," he said. "I can't wait any more. I've got to fuck."
Judy felt his stiffness at the entrance to her pussy and then she gasped as he plunged into her hot cunt with one hard stroke. He paused only a second and then he began to slam his hard cock into her.
"Oh yes!" she groaned. "Do it to me. Slam that big hunk into me."
She was stretched out on top of Trish and Trish was grinding her cunt against Judy's each time Randy stoked her. It was like being a human sandwich. She would have liked it better if she had been facing Randy but it didn't really matter.
She protested as Randy came out of her cunt and then Judy felt Trish jump. Judy realized what Randy had done. He had pulled his cock out of her and slammed it into Trish's cunt. Then his cock was slamming into Judy again.
It was hard to believe but Randy was fucking both of them!
"Oh Randy, baby!" she groaned. "Oh Randy, that's nice! Your cock's so nice!"
It was unlike anything she had experienced.
"Ummmm," Trish said, as his cock slammed into her again. "I think I'm going to come! I can't wait any more. I'm going to come! Oh Jesussss!"
Randy gave her a few more strokes as her juices flooded against him and then his cock was back in Judy. Judy realized he was getting excited and so was she. It was getting near the time for both of them to climax.
"Give it to me," Judy cried. "Give it to me hard! Oh God, I'm coming. I can feel you squirting. You're filling me up! It's nice! How nicccceeee!"
The three of them collapsed together as their juices mingled.
"That was fantastic," Randy said.
It was great but Judy still wasn't satisfied. She wanted to taste cum and so she pushed Randy down to the floor. She put her head in his lap and kissed the head of his cock.
"I want to eat you, Randy," she said.
"Sure, baby," he said.
She opened her mouth and sucked his cock into her throat. It was small at first but she felt him stirring. She also felt Trish's fingers touch her titties.
"Suck him," Trish said. "Suck him until he comes. I want to see his come in your mouth."
Randy let Judy do everything and that was the way Judy wanted it. She ran her mouth rapidly up and down his stiff prick until she tasted his lubricating fluid.
She didn't know why she loved the taste of his cock so much but she did. She was already mentally tasting his thick cum. She wandered if Bill would have the same taste. Her thought of Bill gave her a guilt feeling but it only lasted a moment. She had to quit thinking of Bill.
Her guilt made her work all the harder on Randy's prick. She wanted to do a good job. She wanted him to have the best blow that he'd ever gotten.
"Jesus," Randy groaned. "You're killing me. You're killing me!"
His cock-head opened up and his thick juice poured into her mouth. She swallowed the first spurt and then she allowed some to escape the corners of her mouth. At his last spurt she turned her head to kiss Trish.
Trish licked the cum juice from Judy's lips as their mouths came together.
"God!" Randy said. "God that was good!"



CHAPTER TEN


The guilt feelings grew in Judy for the next few days. She couldn't help but feel that she was wrecking her marriage, but she couldn't keep her hands off Trish and Randy. Randy was enjoying himself too much to notice that something was bothering Judy. But Trish noticed. Trish asked Judy about her pained expression a few mornings later.
"It's hard to explain, Trish," Judy said. "I'm having fun doing new things the last few days, but I feel like I'm doing Bill wrong."
"But you are enjoying the sex?" Trish asked.
"Hell yes," Judy said. "The last few days have been the most exciting for me since I came to this silly farm."
Trish laughed and kissed Judy on the cheek. Trish allowed her hand to caress the swell of Judy's ass through the tight jeans Judy was wearing.
"Stop that," Judy said. "I'll be dragging you to the bedroom."
"I wouldn't mind that," Trish said.
"I wouldn't either," Judy admitted. "But I promised Bill I'd go with him to town this morning. Maybe later."
"Later," Trish agreed.
Judy was bored to tears that day. Bill took her around to the different stores introducing her to some of the people she hadn't met. Still got tired of talking about the farm crops or answering questions about how she liked life on the farm.
The only high point in her afternoon was when Bill took her out to eat.
As she sat across from Bill, at the restaurant table, she remembered why she had married him. He was a good-looking man and he fit in any kind of company. He was strong and virile-looking, the kind of man that caused women to turn their heads and look twice at him. She was proud to have him as a husband.
She was also plagued by her guilt feelings.
"Did you like that?" Bill asked as they started home.
"Yes, Bill," she said.
"I thought you might want to get away from that farm for a while," he said. "Listen, baby, I know it's been hard on you but I promise that things will get better when we get the crops in. Ill be able to spend more time with you."
Again she felt ashamed. Why couldn't Bill be a non-caring husband instead of the kind, sympathetic man he was. It was hard to go on hurting a man like Bill.
Judy came to a decision. There was only one thing to do. She couldn't go on hurting him and yet she couldn't go on living with him. She had found a new world that Randy and Trish had just showed her glimpses of. She had to find out more. A divorce was the only answer. It would be messy but it was the only way out.
She wouldn't have to tell Bill the complete truth. She could just tell him that she bated life on the farm so much that she couldn't spend another moment there.
She was trying to think of the best way to tell him when they got back to the farm.
"Bill," she said, touching him on the arm.
"Won't you come into the house for a few minutes?"
"Make it later, honey," he said. "I've still got some stuff to do."
"But I need to talk to you," she said. "It's important."
"It'll wait," he said. "There's just too many things to do this afternoon."
She sighed as he walked across the yard toward the barn. She wondered what could be so Goddamned important that he didn't have time for her.
"Damn," she said savagely.
"Is something wrong?" Trish asked.
Judy jumped at the sound of the girl's voice. She gave Trish a hollow smile.
"Not really," Judy said. "I've decided to ask Bill for a divorce."
"Oh no," Trish said sympathetically. "I didn't realize things had gotten that bad."
"They have," Judy said.
"Well," Trish said. "I guess when you stop loving a man there's nothing much you can do."
Judy gave her a shocked look. The thought of love hadn't entered her mind. Of course she still loved Bill. She would always love him.
"Love has nothing to do with it," Judy said.
"You mean you still love him?" Trish asked.
"Yes."
"Then why in the hell are you getting a divorce?"
"I told you," Judy said. "Because I can't live with him and feel guilty. I'm having too good a time and poor Bill is working his balls off. It just doesn't seem fair."
Trish put her arm around her waist. They started walking toward the house.
"Let me get this straight. You're divorcing him because you're getting your jollies and he isn't."
"That's putting it simply," Judy said.
"Hell," Trish said. "We can do something about that. At least I can."
Judy stopped walking. That had been something else that hadn't occurred to her. Of course they could get Bill to join their games. Then she wouldn't feel as guilty.
Bill Bowers was tired. Very tired. He had spent the day doing chores that he had been putting off. He also had a lot on his mind. He was especially worried about Judy. She had been acting strange the put few days.
He had to admit that it wasn't much fun living on the farm. He tried to make it easier on her by hiring Trish. Judy had never been much of a cook.
He thought about Trish and he felt his blood get hot.
Trish was the best-looking thing he'd seen in a long time, besides Judy. He tried not to get alone with her very much because he was unsure of himself. Women had never been too much of a problem for him.
He just didn't need as much sex as other men. Judy had been keeping him well-satisfied until Trish had come along.
He almost wished he hadn't hired her. He couldn't keep his mind off those huge titties and her jiggling ass-cheeks. She never wore a bra. He often could see the pink outlines of her big nipples through the blouses she wore.
He wondered what it would be like to be in bed with her. Would she fuck like Judy?
He didn't like thinking like this. He tried to keep his mind off it.
At supper that evening he found himself looking more than usual. It was almost as if Trish was trying to show herself off. She wore a tight pants outfit that revealed the cleft of her ass-cheeks and a blouse that was so tight her big titties strained against it. "Goddamn," Bill said softly.
"Did you say something, darling?" Judy asked. "I said Goddamn."
"Any reason?"
"No," he said. "I guess I'm just tired."
"All that work," Randy interrupted. "You're working too hard. You should take a few days off and relax."
"I will," he said. "After the crops come in." He took his eyes off Trish who was bent over the sink. He needed a drink. A drink would help to relax him. He stood up from the table and stomped into the sitting room.
"He's in a bad mood," he beard Trish say. "Grumpy old bear," Judy laughed. He didn't care what they thought. He didn't want to be in the same room with Trish.
He poured himself a stiff drink and stretched out on the couch. Again his mind went to Trish. She was just such a fine looking thing. All that golden hair and the way she just walked said sex.
Sex all over.
He sipped again at his drink.
He heard her come in. He turned his head so that he could see her standing in the doorway.
"Mr. Bowers wanted me to tell you, sir," Trish said, "that she and Randy are going for a walk. They won't be back for a while."
He waved his glass at Trish. He was feeling brave again.
"How about filling this up again, Trish?" he asked.
"Sure," she said.
She took his glass. He felt an impulse to reach out and caress one warm cheek of her ass as she stood near him. He controlled himself. But he didn't control the evident lust in his eyes as she walked over to pour his drink.
"Why don't you pour yourself one?" he asked.
"Are you sure it's all right?"
"Go ahead," he said. "Enjoy it. One little drink isn't going to hurt you."
The truth was that he didn't want her to leave. He was afraid that she would hand him his glass and leave. He wanted her to stay a few minutes longer. Just a few minutes. He told himself that it was wrong, that he had a good wife and he shouldn't be thinking such thoughts. But he didn't want her to leave. He sighed in relief as she poured herself a drink.
"I really shouldn't," she said.
"Why not?"
"I get kind of mellow when I drink," she said.
"It makes me all hot and wanting to do crazy things."
She came to the couch and sat down beside him. She handed him his drink. It was strong.
"Like what?" he asked. "What does it make you feel like doing?"
"Crazy things," she said.
"What kind of crazy things?" he insisted. "Oh, you know," she said. "I laugh a lot and I get hot and I want to take off my clothes."
The conversation was getting out of hand, but he didn't want to stop it. He was having vivid pictures of Trish taking off her clothes. Of those huge titties freed from the confinement of her blouse. He could already see them jiggling.
"It makes you want to take off your clothes?"
"Yes," she said.
"Then maybe you should have a few more."
"Why, Mr. Bowers," Trish exclaimed. "What would your wife say if she beard that?"
"She's having a walk with her cousin," Bill said. "She'd never hear anything we have to say."
Trish giggled but he noticed she kept sipping at her drink. Bill knew he should get Trish out of the room very fast. Somehow he couldn't.
Trish sat down beside him and pressed her leg against his. He could feel the hot warmth of her thigh and it made him itch to get at her. He could feel the boiling in his balls, the aching of his prick as it grew hard.
This was going to have to stop. He kept telling himself but he just couldn't convince himself.
"You're just about finished," he said, eyeing her drink. "Do you want another?"
"Why, Mr. Bowers," she said. "I believe you really are trying to get me high."
"Maybe a little," he admitted.
"But you don't need to get me high to get rue to take my clothes off. All you have to do is ask."
Her face was innocent but he felt the heat stir in his body. All he had to do was ask. All he had to do was just open his mouth and she would get naked. Those huge tits would, be freed from confinement. He wanted to taste them, fondle them. He tried to gain control of himself.
"Maybe you'd better go," he said.
"If that's what you want," she said. "Like I said. All you have to do is ask."
She almost got up from the couch but he couldn't let her. He grabbed her arm and pulled her down into his lap.
"Whew," she said, reaching between them and touching the stiffness of his prick. "You have a problem."
"Yes," he admitted. "I have a problem."
"Then we'll have to do something about it," she said.
She stood up. Her hands were on the buttons of her blouse.
"Do you want to see me naked?" she asked him. He wanted to. He wanted to see her and to do other things. I wanted to sink his teeth into her luscious tits. He wanted to sink his prick into her hot box.
"Yes," he said.
She smiled and undid the buttons of her blouse. She shrugged it off her shoulders. She was naked beneath. He gasped as he saw those tits. They were as large and as well shaped as be had imagined.
"Come here," he said.
"But I'm not through," she protested.
"Come here, damn it," he commanded.
She looked frightened as she walked toward him. Jt turned him on even more. He pulled her back into his lap. His hands went to her titties. He rubbed them as if he had never felt titties before. He pressed the flat of his hands against them and then watched them spring out with the proud vibrancy of youthful flesh.
"Oh God," he said. "Oh God!"
"Would you like to taste them? I like for men to suck my titties."
God, did he want to suck them. He bent his bead and sucked the creamy flesh into his mouth. He loved it.
"Ummmmm," she moaned. "That's nice, Mr. Bowers. That's real nice."
He cupped her ass. They felt firm and unyielding in his hot hand. He moved his hand around to her zipper. He jerked it down and then unbuckled her tight jeans.
"Oh," she said. "What are you doing down there?"
He pulled her pants apart and pushed his hand inside. He felt the thin material of her panties and then his finger was pushing between her thighs.
"Oh," she said. "That's nice to. Oh, I like that! Oh, that feels real nice."
"Stand up," he said.
She stood up and he stripped down her jeans. He took one hungry look at her blonde thatch covered by the thin panties and then he pulled her panties down. She was naked. He pressed his hungry mouth against her blonde thatch.
"Oh, Mr. Bowers," she moaned. "Eat me. Oh, eat me!"
She was saying the things that he'd always hoped to hear from Judy but Judy had never seemed to get carried away enough to say them. Judy seemed to enjoy sex but not like this girl.
His cock was pressing against his trousers and it was hurting him. He unbuckled his trousers and pulled his zipper down. He pulled his trousers down to his knees so that his proud cock was sticking out.
He took her hand and placed it on his erection. He felt her tremble as she touched his cock.
"That's beautiful," she said. "Are you going to put it in me?"
"I damn sure am, baby," he said.
There was no doubt of that. He pushed her back against the couch and she fell. She had her legs spread and he came down on top of her. He pressed his cock against her cunt and felt her quiver.
"Oh Mr. Bowers," she moaned. "That's nice. Oh, put it in me. Stick it in me good!"
He gave a shove and his cock went all the way into her cunt. He felt it nestled in the snugness of her cunt and he didn't want to move. It felt so good!
But she was hot and she wanted him to move. She started moving her hips and he couldn't stop himself. He started slamming his thick cock deep into her as violently as he could. He loved it.
Fucking Judy was wonderful, but then so was this strange stuff.
"Oh Jesus!" he cried. "I'm not going to be able to wait. I've got to come. I've got to!"
She started moving her hips faster.
"Yes, baby," she said. "Come inside me! Fill me with your hot cum. I want to feel you squirting. I want to feel your hot cum spurting into me. Give it to me, baby!"
"Oh God yes," he cried. "Oh God yessss!"
She kept writhing against him until his cock was drained completely. He fell against her huge titties completely exhausted. She ran a hand through his hair.
"Poor Mr. Bowers," she said. "You needed that. Was I as good as your wife?"
Remembering Judy made him feel guilty. He got up and poured himself another drink. He was sipping it when Judy appeared in the doorway. He had not heard her came in.
"What the hell is going on here!"
Bill looked down at his naked prick hanging limp against his leg. He couldn't think of anything to say. It was obvious what had been going on.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


The next few days were the happiest that Judy had ever known. Bill spent less time on chores and more time in the house. Bill, Trish, Randy and Judy tried everything they could think of and they loved every minute.
The hours of the day had been filled with fucking, sucking, eating and drinking.
It was Randy who spoiled things but it wasn't his fault.
"I've got to go home tomorrow," Randy said at supper.
"Go home?" Judy questioned. "I thought you were going to stay until your leave was up?"
"No," he said. "I have to go borne for a couple of days. I don't want to but I have to."
"I'll be sorry to see you go," Trish whispered into his car.
"Oh," Randy groaned. "So will I."
"We'll just have to make this a night for you to remember," Judy said.
Bill agreed that it was Randy's night and he found himself a reason to go to town. He knee that he was going to have many nights alone with Trish and Judy. He could afford to give Randy one.
"This will be your night, master," Judy said as Bill drove his truck out of the yard. "And we will be your loyal slave girls."
Randy got into the fantasy immediately. "Draw my bath," he ordered. "I want to be bathed by two slaves. And wear something clinging."
Judy giggled as they hurried upstairs.
"I hope you haven't created a monster," Trish whispered.
"I hope I have," Judy said. "Don't you think it'll be kind of fun to play slave for a night?"
"Just one night," she agreed. "I don't think I would enjoy it all the time."
They dressed in long, clinging nightgowns. The material of the gowns didn't hide very much.
"Damn," Trish said, looking at herself in the mirror. "These things are sexier than not having any clothes on at all."
"That's the idea," Judy said.
They fixed him a hot bath and then went downstairs to bring him up. He ordered Judy to fix him a strong drink. Randy was getting into the part of slave master very well.
Trish was undressing him when Judy got upstairs with his drink. She handed it to him as Trish finished stripping off his clothes.
He got into the bath and sipped his drink while Trish and Judy bathed him. It was kind of exciting. Judy didn't know why but she felt a warmth between her thighs as she helped to bathe him.
He got out of the bath and they dried him off. He finished off his drink as he walked from the bathroom to the bedroom. He stretched out and put his hands behind his head.
"All right, slaves," he said. "Suck my cock."
Quickly Judy and Trish got on the bed with him. Judy lifted his limp cock and kissed the tip of it. She felt the first stirring of life.
She kissed Trish and then she ran her tongue down the side of his thick cock to his balls. He groaned as she sucked one of his balls. She teased it with her tongue.
"Goddamn," he said softly. "You know how to make a man feel good."
Trish was licking his other ball. Together they licked back up the length of his rod until they were both licking the head.
Randy felt a deep warmth go through his body as the two sexy women sucked on his cock. He reached out and grasped each of them by the head. He ran his hand through their soft hair. Jesus, this was nice. He looked down to see them nibbling at his stiff rod.
"God," he moaned.
Judy opened her mouth and pulled his cock into her lips as he became fully erect. She licked him with her tongue and tasted a pearly drop from the head of his cock. Trish was using her tongue to lick his balls. Judy thought it was exciting to watch Trish's red tongue licking at his stiff rod.
Judy turned her attention back to his cock. She wanted to make this the best cocksucking he had ever gotten. She slowly sucked his rod until she had him deep in her throat.
It was a pleasant feeling to have this thick staff pressing against the back of her throat. Then she began to use her tongue on him.
"Ahhhh," he moaned. "Ahhhh!"
Trish had one of his balls in her mouth. Judy could see Trish's jaws working.
Judy released his cock. He protested but only until her tongue started working again. She started playing with his tiny hole with her tongue. She tasted a little more of his strong salty cum.
"God," he moaned. "Oh God, that's nice. Oh God!"
Trish brought her tongue back up the top side and then she was helping Judy lick at his tiny hole. Their tongues came together as they licked at him.
Judy hadn't been expecting him to come but he did suddenly.
He had a violent eruption that spurted cum into Trish's and Judy's faces and hair. Judy opened her mouth and caught some of it.
"Ahhhh!" he groaned. "Ahhhh, that's fine!"
They continued to lick at him until he became hard again. It only took a few minutes. Then Trish pulled up her gown and settled onto his cock. She started rocking back and forth on his cock.
"Nice," she said. "So wonderful."
Judy jerked up her gown. She settled down on his face as he told her to. She felt his hot tongue coming up into her cunt. It caused her to quiver in delight. He found her clit with his tongue and he drew it between his lips. He started to bite oh it gently.
"Dear God!" Trish moaned. "Dear God, I'm coming! I'm coming! I'm comingggg!"
Trish's coming seemed to excite Randy even more. While he drove his cock into Trish's cunt he started to drive his tongue just as violently into Judy's cunt.
Judy had never felt anything like the lips and tongue that bit and sucked at her pussy. Her body shivered each time his tongue found an extremely sensitive spot. She remembered that Randy always seemed to know just where to touch her, kiss her, or fondle her.
Randy pulled his cock from Trish's cunt and he pushed Judy away from him. He turned Judy over on her side and nestled behind her. He pushed his cock between her thighs and into her cunt. He went in easily.
"Oh Randy," she moaned.
He fucked her gently, easily, while Trish got on the other side of Judy. Trish's lips found Judy's and her hands cupped Judy's titties. Judy was on fire as the two made a human sandwich out of her.
She could only make small gasps as Trish's tongue explored her mouth. She thought she could know no more pleasure but she was wrong. Randy still wasn't through with her. Now he was pulling his cock out of her pussy and putting her in a new position.
This time Trish was on her back and Judy lowered her hot cunt onto Trish's face. Judy moaned as Trish's tongue slipped up inside of her. She had a feeling she knew where Randy's cock was going to go. She was right.
She felt his hard cock pressing against her anus. She tried to relax as his huge cock slowly entered her asshole. He drove into her deeply but gently.
"God, you're tight," he said in her ear. "Tightest ass I've ever fucked."
Judy could do nothing but cry out loud as Trish's tongue violated her pussy and Randy plunged his cock into her ass. He was getting more excited and his strokes were becoming less gentle. She didn't want him to come in her ass. She wanted to feel his hot cum in her cunt and she told him so.
He was willing. He gave her a few more deep strokes in her ass and then be withdrew. She turned over on her back and raised her legs above her head. This time he was not gentle as his cock slammed into her.
"Oh Randy," she moaned. "Oh God, Randy, that's nice! I love your big cock!"
Trish kept kissing her on the shoulders and then on the mounds of her titties as Randy kept slamming his cock into her.
Judy was burning up. She couldn't wait any longer. Her ass started shaking in wild abandonment.
"I'm coming," she moaned. "I'm coming. Jesusss, I'm burning up! I'm comingggg!"
It took Randy only a few minutes before he was spurting his thick cum juice into her hot cunt. She raised her legs even higher and tried to get every drop deep inside her. It felt good. It felt wonderful! For a while she could forget that Randy was leaving.
Bill and Trish stayed behind that next morning while Judy drove her cousin to the bus stop. It was not a nice day. There were rain clouds in the sky. There were clouds in Judy's mind because she didn't want Randy to leave.
"When are you coming back?" Judy asked him as she drove.
"Not for a while," he said.
"I don't want you to leave," she said.
"I don't either," he said. "But I have to get back. Maybe I can bring a few friends back on my next leave."
Judy shivered as she thought of Randy bringing a few of his friends back with him. That might be fun. She was already having mental pictures of what Randy's friends might look like and the shapes of their cocks.
"We're almost to the station," Randy said.
Judy sighed. The same old men were sitting on benches outside the bus station.
"Yes," he said. "It's starting to rain. I guess I'd better get my bag on the bus."
She had worn the same miniskirt that she'd worn the day she'd picked him up. She could feel the hot eyes on her thighs as she got out of the car. Somehow she didn't mind so much anymore. In fact, she found herself smiling at the old men.
She gave them more than a peek of her red panties as she got out of the car. She saw one old man nudge his companion and she gave him a dazzling smile.
"Hell, cousin," Randy said, bringing her bags around. "You're going to get raped from the look in that old one's eyes."
"Poor old man," she said. "He doesn't look like he got much in his lifetime."
"Maybe you can fix that," Randy suggested. "Maybe I can, sometime," she said as she took his arm.
The bus was on time.
"I guess we say good-bye here," he said.
"Let's say it properly," she said.
Randy didn't know what she meant until she sat down beside him. He looked at her as if he couldn't believe it. There were a dozen people milling about outside the bus.
She put her hand on his thigh.
"Are you sure you know what you're doing?" he asked.
"Are you afraid?" she teased.
"It's your reputation," he said.
She moved closer to him in the seat and let her fingers trace a path up to his crotch. She rubbed his prick through his trousers until it became a hard bulge.
"My," she said. "You're growing hard. Don't you feel kind of cramped in there?"
"What do you think?" he asked.
"I think we should take him out and let him breathe," she said.
"I'll go along with that," he said.
She smiled and lazily tugged down the zipper of his pants. She reached inside his trousers and searched for his cock. His stiff rod was bunched in his shorts and she had to pull him out through the wide hole in his shorts. She tugged his stiff prick through his trousers.
"Would you look at that?" she said. "All hard and ready. And your balls." She hefted his sac. "You're so heavy. Is all that for me?"
"If you want it," he said.
"Oh," she said. "I want it. You know I want it." She let her skirt slide up so that she could get her hand into her panties. She was hot and she pushed two fingers up into her cunt. It felt nice. With her other hand she held his prick straight up.
"I'm going to drink your cum," she said. "It's such a nice way of sending you back home."
She felt him shiver as her tongue licked his cock-tip.
"Do you like that?" she asked.
"You know I do," he said. "I love it. You are the best cocksucker around."
She was thrilled at his compliment. It made her pussy hotter. Her fingers were beginning to get juicy as she plunged her two fingers in and out of her cunt.
"I'm getting hot," she moaned. "I'm really getting hot."
"I know what to do about that," he said.
He pushed her hand away and unbuckled his trousers. He pulled his trousers down around his knees. His stiff cock had a pearly drop of white on the end.
"Take your panties off," he said.
She quickly peeled her panties down her legs. She pulled her short skirt up above her waist and positioned herself in the seat. He pushed her legs up high so that her pussy was easy to get to.
"I'm going to fuck your brains out," he said.
"Oh yes," she said excitedly. "Fuck me to death! Fuck me hard!"
He didn't wait for her to get any juicier. He plunged his thick cock all the way into her cunt. She felt his balls slap against her ass.
"Ooooh," she moaned.
She knew anyone looking at the window from outside would find the sight interesting. She had not taken off her shoes and all anyone would see from the outside was the tops of her legs and her shoes.
It would make anyone wonder what was going on inside the bus.
"Give it to me hard!" she begged Randy. "Give it to me harder!"
The thought of someone seeing her was making it more exciting. She could tell that it was increasing Randy's excitement also.
"Oh fuck," he said. "I can feel it coming. You are some sweet piece of ass, Judy!"
"Yes," she moaned. "Fuck me hard. Fuck me really hard! Oh Jesus, give it to me harder!"
His balls slapped loudly against her as he drove his cock into her cunt. She was burning hot and her pussy was wet enough to make squishy sounds at his entry. She knew she was not going to last any longer.
"Fuck!" she yelled. "Oh fuck meee!"
Her hot juices flooded his cock and he kept slamming it into her. When she relaxed he drew his cock out.
"In your mouth," he gasped.
She turned around in the seat so that she was on top. She went down on her knees in the dusty bus and took his throbbing member into her mouth. She tasted his salty cum, and she knew he only had a moment before he would explode into her mouth.
She was suddenly aware that there was someone else in the bus. Someone standing there watching.
She didn't care. She couldn't take her hungry mouth away from his cock. She went down on him until his cock-head was pressed against the back of her throat. She felt the first spurt of cum as he erupted into her mouth.
"Fuck!" he said savagely. "Oh fuck, I'm shooting it! I'm flooding your mouth! Oh fuckkkkk!"
She swallowed as spurt after spurt of thick cum entered her mouth. She couldn't take it all. Some of it escaped the sides of her mouth.
"Oh Jesus, Judy," he said. "Oh Jesus, that was fine."
She took her mouth away and looked up at the people who had entered the bus. An elderly man and his wife stood there. The woman had a shocked expression but it was easy to see that the old man was made horny by it. Judy could see the bulge at his trousers.
Judy didn't hurry. She pushed Randy's prick back into his trousers and zipped and buckled him up. Only then did she pick up her panties and stuff them into her blouse.
She gave the woman a smile and licked her lips.
"Cum juice," Judy said. "You should try it. It does wonders for the complexion."
"Well!" the shocked woman said.
It was plain to see that the old man would have liked more of a show. His eyes were glued to Judy's auburn patch as she pulled her skirt down and adjusted it. She didn't mind giving him a show. Married to that old bag he needed all the entertainment he could get.
"I have to be going," she said.
She gave Randy a chaste kiss on the cheek and patted his cock.
"Don't do nothing I wouldn't do," Randy said.
"I want to do everything you do," Judy said.
She left the bus. The woman frowned at her. The man smiled at her. Judy smiled back. She gave the old men in front of the bus station an extra treat when she got into her car. They plainly saw that she wasn't wearing any panties.
Judy was already looking forward to when her cousin came to visit again.
She shivered as she thought of him bringing all his friends. But in the meantime there was Bill and Trish and Trish's brothers.
She was suddenly in a big hurry to get back home!
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