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Just a few short months until Betsy turned
21, all of her friends and lovers were growing up, having babies,
getting married or leaving town, figuring out their lives, but she
just wanted to leave this small town behind her. It’d happen soon
enough, with Pop selling the family farm, Betsy would be free to
see what life in the big city was like, she had no interest in
having babies when the world waited outside the county line. Until
then, she’d stick it out, pull her weight.

Betsy slammed the door of the old truck and
made her way into the genera store, there were just a few things
her Pop needed for the farm. The spring on the door greeted her,
followed by a bell inside the store. Before she got to the counter
a voice erupted behind from the corner.

“Good lord, I’d know that booty.” The male
voice was interrupted.

“Charlie!” an older gentleman shouted at the
younger man.

“How we doin’ this morning Betsy?” the older
man said.

“Hey Betsy.” Ben waved from behind the
counter.

Ben and Charlie’s father owned the store and
did his best to groom his two sons for the time they’d take over.
The older of the two, Charlie was impossibly obnoxious and Ben the
younger one held the most potential.

“Ben, help Betsy get what she needs.” Said
his father.

Betsy held up the piece of paper as Ben
nodded.

“I can giver her what she needs.” Charlie
added.

His father stared him down and Charlie shut
up.

Ben and Betsy worked her list of items,
maneuvering the narrow aisles and even though she was dressed for
work, she caught Ben looking at her as she bent and twisted.

Dressed for work for Betsy meant her favorite
denim overalls and a tight white shirt, that her father hated,
underneath. The overalls were comfortable, loose where they needed
to be, but the hip area hugged her behind and drove the local boys
crazy.

One of the items on the list was on an upper
shelf, Ben and Charlie were both tall like their father, so Ben
could make quick work for the small ladder and grab the item. Betsy
stopped Ben and said she would get it.

“just hold the ladder for me, please.” said
Betsy.

She was already moving up the ladder when Ben
grabbed the side rails and Betsy’s round backside brushed his chest
a bit. As quickly as she moved up the ladder, down she came, this
time brushing the front of Ben’s pants. There was a moment where
the two lingered, their bodies touched, but it was interrupted.

“How we doin’ back there, son?” called Ben’s
father.

“Fine, sir.” Ben yelled in reply,

“Just one more thing.” Betsy looked over her
list and started walking to a corner.

They were out of sight, she bent down looking
over the lower shelves, her butt stuck out without thinking. Ben
knew what Betsy was looking for, with the narrow aisle and the way
she was positioned, when Ben squeezed between her and the shelving
his crotch brushed her bottom.

“Here it is.” Ben said. He pulled the item
off the shelf from a few feet of where Betsy was looking.

In their small rural community, there weren’t
too many secrets, everyone had hooked up at some point in time. Ben
was no different, even if he was the more reserved, polite brother,
the local girls had carnal knowledge of what he offered.

A bit distracted by the item not on Betsy’s
list, she hesitated after ben handed her the can, Betsy grabbed the
item, set it on the floor and looked around. There was a door that
led to a back room, with her hand hooked over the top of ben’s
pants, Betsy hurried him through the door.

Luckily, the door had no spring and didn’t
slam, but it was a screen door. She’d have to make this quick and
leaned the young man against a stack of large bags.

Ben helped her undo his pants, he wasn’t sure
what would follow with the lack of time, there was no question
would come looking if they were gone too long. The door back inside
would tell of anyone coming their way.

There was no shock for Betsy, her hands
pulled the large half-hard cock from ben’s pants. She stood at his
side, hooked an arm around his waist, looked into his eyes and
licked her palm. The touch of her hand against Ben’s shaft made it
jump and the blood raced into the shaft with each stroke of her
hand.

Out of the two brothers, Ben had the biggest
cock and all the girls knew about it, he’d had no shortage of sex,
reserved or not.

Faster and faster, Betsy heard Ben’s dad call
out his name, she had to finish what she started. The big cock in
her wet hand slid as fast as her hand could go.

“ben?” just a faint call, but repeated.

Ben was close to coming, Betsy jerked his
rock-hard penis and finally his balls tightened. She didn’t stop,
Betsy heard a third call for Ben and just in a nick of time Ben
bucked against her jerking hand. Ribbons of cum shot over the
gravel floor. No time for thank you, Ben pulled his bandanna out,
offered it to Betsy to wipe her hand.

“Everything alright back here?” ben’s father
was at the screen door.

“yes sir, Betsy thought she needed a bag of
seed, but she’ll have to check with her pops.” said Ben.

Betsy controlled her reaction when Ben said
she was looking for seed.

The older man led the other two back to the
front of the store and rung up Betsy’s purchases.

“You going to the dance?” asked Charlie.

Betsy saw the flyer about the annual
Christmas Eve dance at the townhall.

“Yeah. I still have some chores, but I should
make it.” replied Betsy.

Betsy shared a smile with Ben, Charlie cocked
an eyebrow at his brother as Betsy left the story with her
purchase.

Alone in her room, Betsy stripped away her
work clothes, bathed and admired her naked form in front of a large
oval mirror. All her hard work on the farm had shaped her young
body nicely, her hand ran across her taut belly. She twisted to her
side a bit to look at butt and Betsy smiled, there was no question
why wanted to grab her butt any chance they could get. Betsy’s
reflection watched her slip the white G-string up her legs to rest
against her private parts. Her long skirt hid her legs and her
conservative, button up shirt left prying eyes wondering.

With a kiss to her Pop and her older brother,
Betsy got in her old truck and headed into town. They’d been lucky
with the weather and there was no snow on the roads to slow the
drive in.

The tiny town was quiet until Betsy got to
the hall, music could be heard and yellow light burst from the open
double doors. People parked and trailed in and Betsy parked and
joined in.

At the large doorway, Betsy scanned the large
room, a band played on stage, a punch and cookie table sat along
the one wall.

In these social gatherings there was an
unspoken rule for hook-ups, if someone called dibs on someone, you
stayed away. Ben was taken, Luanne, one of Betsy’s friends already
had him on the dance floor, Betsy waved.

Betsy watched Ben try to wave back, but the
couple were moving slow to a fast song. The young man’s hand was
moved back to Luanne’s large boob where she had guided it. You
couldn’t tell at first, but she had held his hand as if he was
leading, but on closer look it was obvious what was happening.

“I’d know that ass from anywhere.” A breathy
voice in Betsy’s ear, a body pressed up against her and a gentle
squeeze of her butt cheek.

Betsy spun around and slapped Charlie’s
shoulder.

“You’re impossible.” Betsy said.

“Impossibly hard.” Charlie added.

An hour and half into the dance, Betsy found
herself tongue kissing the obnoxious brother. It wasn’t that she
didn’t like him, she just wished he was more like his brother.

“I have to go soon.” Betsy whispered to
Charlie.

He towered over her, her arms up around his
neck and Betsy knew the look in Charlie’s eyes when he looked to
the floor to ceiling curtains of the side stage. Uncertain at
first, Betsy bit the corner of her lip and nodded eagerly.

They tried not to be obvious, looked around
to see if it was clear, then ducked behind the curtains. There was
enough room among the various props and Charlie pressed Betsy
against a soft chair with a deep kiss.

Betsy felt Charlie’s hand start to gather the
material of her long skirt and pull it up while they kissed.
Anticipation for what she hoped was coming next, because if ben was
known for his big cock, his brother was known for something
different. Charlie moved Betsy’s hands to hold her skirt out of the
way, his eager hand tugged her underwear to the side and sank down
to kneel under her spread thighs.

Charlie flicked his tongue across the head of
Betsy’s clit and got to work, it was what Betsy had hoped for. This
was Charlie’s talent, eating pussy, he was a living legend in town
among the women and it wasn’t limited to the girls his age. Betsy
held onto her bunched skirt with one hand freeing a hand to grab a
mass of Charlie’s curly hair. It felt incredible, the way he moved
his lips, kissing and sucking the outer labia and clit, his tongue
darting, flicking and licking the inner walls and the upper roof.
Music filled Betsy’s ear while Charlie got her off, her moans lost
in the loud music. Charlie looked up from the dark floor, his mouth
buried deep between Betsy’s thighs, her juices flooded his mouth
and covered
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