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“So why do you have to go to that farm anyway?” Aaron asked.
He and I had just finished another round of sex, our second for the day. At 18, it was nice to fuck someone older – someone who had their own place. No sneaking around or having sex in cars. He was 21, but had much more freedom that I did, as I still lived at home with my mom and sister. Hopefully I’d gain more once I went to college in a few months.
“My mom volunteered me to help Grandma’s husband while she’s away on a 2-week cruise.”
“That means two weeks without me getting to see you. Without us getting to do this,” he said, as he kissed me again. I could feel his cock started to awaken again as we lay naked, our bodies tangled up in each other.
“Yeah, it sucks. But I have to help my family. I will be back before you know it. Speaking of which…” I said as I stood.
“I have to get home and finish packing. I’m leaving in the morning.”
“Okay, if you must,” he said with a sigh.
I finished dressing and told Aaron good-bye. As I got into my car, I knew that what Aaron and I had was probably over at this point. By the time I got back into town, he’d have another girl in bed. He was a bit of a man whore. Oh well, it had been fun while it lasted.
~*~*~
The following morning, I started the 70-mile trip to Grandpa Joe’s farm. He and my grandma had been married three years, and my sister and I had started calling him ‘grandpa’ right away. He was a really nice guy, but apparently couldn’t fend for himself with my grandma away. Not that he was incapable, but was used to having a woman around to take care of him. He had been married for like 30 years before he and Grandma had met. Because she was away, I had been volunteered to go assist him around the house – basically, I was going to play maid for the next two weeks.
Almost two hours later, I pulled into the long driveway heading to the farm. The familiarity of the farmhouse coming into view reminded me of the fun my 16 year old sister and I had there over the past two summers. I wish she was with me this year, but she had cheer camp. Therefore, it was just me…which gave me the feeling that this trip would not be as fun as the others.
I pulled my car beside Grandpa Joe’s huge truck, grabbed my bags, and walked toward the house. Joe appeared at the door to greet me.
“Hello there Ashley. Let me help you with those.”
“Hi Grandpa Joe.”
I handed him the heavier of the two bags and followed him inside. For 59 years old, the man certainly aged well. He was dressed in a white t-shirt, open button-down shirt, and boot-cut jeans. His wavy brown hair was tousled, and it looked like he hadn’t combed it all day. The appearance made him look much younger though – he could easily pass for 50, and maybe even 45.
I followed him into the guest bedroom, the one I enjoyed staying in when I was there.
“It’s good to have you here Ash. I will let you get settled in. Dinner will be ready in about an hour.”
He left, leaving me alone in the room. I started to unpack my things, hanging my clothes and putting my toiletries in the bathroom inside my room. Having my own private bath was the reason I liked this room the best. Once I had put away most of my things, I washed up and headed to the kitchen.
Grandpa Joe was standing in front of the stove, stirring a pot of noodles. When he heard me approach, he spoke without even turning around.
“I’m making spaghetti. It’s one of the few dishes I know how to make. Is that okay?”
“Sure, spaghetti’s fine,” I said, as I watched him moving the large spoon around in the pot. Again, I was struck with the thought of how attractive my step-grandfather was. Why hadn’t I noticed it before? Probably because there were usually more people in the house than just me and him. He was over three times my age, but here I was, thinking about what he would look like without clothing.
Dinner was uneventful. We talked about my plans for college and what he wanted me to do while I was there. After we ate, I cleaned up the kitchen and took a walk down to the barn. I was starting college in the fall to be a veterinarian. I had always loved animals, so I guess that was a plus for this trip. Grandpa Joe owned three horses, which were my favorite animal, as well as cows, pigs, and goats.
Entering the barn, I immediately noticed my favorite mare, Betsy, standing in the first stall on the right. She was busy eating, so I decided not to bother her. I walked past her stall and proceeded to the next.
And that’s when I saw the new ranch hand Joe had mentioned at dinner. He was busy tending to a horse I hadn’t seen before, and I couldn’t help but watch as he brushed it. His button-down shirt was open, revealing a muscular chest. The sleeves of the shirt had been cut off, and I could see his arms were just as chiseled as his abs. He had a tribal tattoo wrapping his left upper arm. He turned and saw me standing there.
“Hi, you must be Ashley. Joe told me you were coming to visit.”
“Yeah, I am. And he mentioned that he had hired someone to help with the animals.”
“That’s me. I’m Matthew,” he responded with a smile. His pearly whites further proved that he took good care of his entire body. How I’d love to slide my tongue into that hot mouth of his…
“I hear you are going to college to be a vet. You must be a pretty smart girl.”
“Well, I don’t know about that. But I do love animals. But for the next two weeks, looks like I’m playing maid.”
“Feel free to come down and give me a hand. With the animals, I mean.” Matthew responded, with a certain look in his eyes that I thought may be a hint of lust. I noticed then that he was taking me in. His eyes left mine, travelling down to my perky breasts before reaching my long, tanned legs.
“Okay, maybe I will,” as said, biting my lip.
The bite didn’t escape Matthew’s gaze. He looked as if he was going to respond, but just then Grandpa Joe called my name from the house.
“I need to get back to the house. See you later.”
“I’ll be here.”
~*~*~
The next morning, I awoke to the smell of a fresh pot of coffee brewing in the kitchen. I glanced at the clock and groaned. 7:00am? That is not a time I wanted to see during my summer break. Lying there, my thoughts soon drifted from the time to the older man who was probably in the kitchen making breakfast. I pictured him in nothing but a lightweight robe, his muscles evident through the thin material.
Thinking of entering the kitchen and removing the robe from his body made a familiar feeling stir in my lower abdomen. I slid my hand beneath the covers and into my red panties. Rubbing my hairless mound, I could feel that I was already getting moist from thinking about my step-grandfather. I was imagining myself getting on my knees in front of his hard cock, taking it into my mouth and down my throat.
I slid a finger between my swelling pussy lips, feeling my enlarged clit surrounded by my juices. My thoughts suddenly changed, and another man played the star role – Matthew. The way he looked at me yesterday, it was obvious he wouldn’t mind sticking his cock in my hole. I slipped two fingers in, pretending it was Matthew’s hard dick instead.
The illusions of the two men were too much for me. It wasn’t long before I came, pussy juices soaking my fingers and thighs. Reluctantly, I rose from the bed and headed to the shower. I decided to wear a light blue sundress that hugged my body in all the right places. Underneath, I slid on a light pink thong. Once dressed, I made my way to the kitchen for food and coffee.
Grandpa Joe was getting up from the table when I entered. He wasn’t wearing a robe, but a snug t-shirt and jeans. Still, he looked hot. He also wasn’t cooking breakfast, but carrying an empty bowl to the sink. He turned from the sink and saw me.
“Good morning. I thought I’d let you sleep in. There is more cereal in the pantry if you are hungry. Half a pot of coffee too.”
“Thanks,” I said as I made myself a bowl of cereal and pot of coffee. I quickly decided I needed to get to the grocery store, and soon, if I wanted better meals. I didn’t mind cooking, so that’d just be another thing to do while I’m here.
After breakfast, I decided to head back down to the barn. I wanted to take Betsy out for a ride. I was also hoping that Matthew would be working today. I didn’t have to wait long to find out my answer. As I neared the large building, Matthew appeared at the door.
“Morning,” he said cheerfully.
“Good morning to you too. Think it’d be okay if I took Betsy out for a ride?”
“Sure, as long as your grandpa doesn’t mind.”
“He’s not my grandpa, really. And he never cares if I ride her.”
“Okay then. Let’s go get her groomed and ready.”
I followed Matthew into the barn and Betsy’s stall. I watched as he got out the stiff brush and proceeded to run it down her side. Watching him with the animal made me wet again. He was so tender and loving, gently whispering to her as he worked. I pictured him whispering to me instead, while the two of us were on a blanket in the barn’s loft.
“You really love animals, huh?” I asked.
“Especially horses. Been around them my whole life. I was raised on a farm similar to this one.”
He glanced at me, taking in the sundress I was wearing. I knew I’d have to go change before I could ride, but I wanted him to see me in something short and sexy before I left.
“You uh, aren’t really dressed for riding,” he chuckled.
“Maybe not for riding a horse…”
I allowed my voice to trail off. He turned then and stared intently into my eyes. That gleam in his eye was back, and he did nothing to hide the fact that he wanted me. He crossed the stall, stopping right in front of me. His mouth crushed into mine with a driving need. I responded to his kiss, snaking my tongue between his lips. He pressed his body against me, and I could feel his cock already growing due to our make out session.
One of his hands found my right breast, and he squeezed it with the perfect amount of force – enough for my mouth to escape his so I could let out a low moan. Upon the break, his mouth traveled down to my neck, where he sucked and nibbled while rubbing my nipple through the thin material of my dress. I wasn’t wearing a bra, as I had forgotten the one that I wore with this dress.
He kissed his way down my neck to my shoulder, removing the slender strap of my outfit from it. He slid the strap down my arm until my right breast was exposed to him. He bent down, flicking the erect nipple with his tongue before consuming it with his mouth. He licked and sucked, making the wetness between my legs more obvious. I could tell the tiny thong I was wearing was soaked. The yearning in my pussy was also evident.
I then pushed him back from me and against the stall wall. I wanted to ride his cock, but first I wanted to suck it. You could say I am somewhat of an oral feen. I love sex, but there is just something about having a long, hard cock in my mouth that drives me wild. I resumed kissing Matthew while undoing the button and zipper of his pants. Once open, I removed his hard cock from his jeans. It was fully hard, and sprang free from his boxers as I slid them down just a bit.
I wasted no time engulfing the 8 inches protruding from his open zipper with my mouth. He groaned and placed his hands on the back of my head.
“Mmm, that’s it Ashley. Suck my cock baby.”
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