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I watched as the blonde bartender with the enormous tits made another man look like a fool. I smiled as she looked my way.

"You're not from around here," she said as she approached my side of the bar.

"Neither are you," I smiled.

"That's right," she smiled back at me. "Cincinnati and you?"

"Los Angeles," I replied.

"Cynthia," she smiled with a smile that could melt a man's heart.

"Devon," I replied.

"Well Devon," Cynthia smiled. "It's nice to meet a fellow city slicker."

"Same," I nodded as she walked away to see another person.

"What I would do with that," the man next to me said as we watched Cynthia walk away, then bend forward talking to one of the men at the other side of the bar.

Cynthia was tall, with long blonde hair and tanned skin. She had long legs in jeans that had tears and holes in them. Her ass was perfect, but what I liked, and I was sure that most of the men at the bar had come to see was her massive tits.

"I think she will make you tap out," another man said.

"I would definitely like to tap out inside her," the first man said.

I smiled and shook my head.

"Leaving already?" Cynthia asked as I called her over to pay my tab.

"Yeah, got to wake up early," I said as I took out my credit card.

"On the house," she smiled. "You being a city boy and all."

"Only if I get to pay it back, some other way," I smiled.

"I don't have a problem with that," Cynthia smiled as she stared at me.

I started to walk away with a massive smile on my face.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I went back to the bar several times after that day to see if I could find Cynthia, but they kept telling me she was off or that she had called in. I was starting to have doubts that I wouldn't see her again.

"Well, look who it is," Cynthia's voice said as I was walking through the grocery store.

I smiled as I looked at her coming down the aisle.

"How did you know it was me?" I asked.

"Not too many handsome black men in this small town," Cynthia said.

Today, the jeans looked like they were painted on her. They hugged her lower body like a second skin. Her blonde hair flowed under a tanned cowboy hat.

"Grabbing the essentials, I see," Cynthia said as she walked with me and saw the beer in my cart.

"Yeah, my favorite watering hole as they would say was missing a person," I smiled.

"Oh, I turned in my notice," Cynthia said. "Working at the hardware store now."

"Ah," I smiled.

"Not my kind of crowd," Cynthia said, shaking her head. "I don't mind some things, but racist comments I can do without."

"Racist?" I asked. "It didn't have anything to do with me, did it?"

"Let's just say some of the cowboys didn't like me flirting with a certain man," Cynthia said.

"I am sorry," I said as we stopped.

"I'm not," Cynthia smiled. She took my arm and intertwined it with hers. "I am a strong woman, if I like something I got for it," she said as she put her small handbasket in my shopping cart.

"I like a strong woman," I smiled, feeling her breast against my arm.

"Most city boys do," Cynthia smiled. "Most the men out here want a woman to bow, and smile and get in line and that's not me. I speak my mind and I don't bow to anyone."

I laughed. "I can see why that would be a problem out here," "So, what brought you out here?" Cynthia asked.

"Divorce, and I wanted a new start," I said.

"Still doesn't answer how you ended up here," Cynthia said.

"I threw a dart at a map," I smiled.

"You're lying," Cynthia laughed as we shopped for things.

"No, I am not," I responded. "My first throw was Texas, then I threw again, and it was the county, and I threw again, and here I am."

"That's one way to do it," Cynthia said as we finished shopping and headed for the checkout.

"You?" I asked.

"Long story," Cynthia smiled as we finished checking out. "Let's get together sometime and I will tell you all about it."

Cynthia leaned over the counter at the customer service desk. "Thanks," she smiled at the young man behind it.

Cynthia took my hand and wrote her number on it. "Call or text me," she smiled.

"Definitely," I nodded.

"Look forward to it," Cynthia waved as she left the store.

"Lucky bastard," the young man said to me as we walked Cynthia's ass sway side to side as she walked away.

I couldn't agree more. I didn't know what I did to deserve Cynthia's attention, but I wouldn't look a gift horse in the mouth.

I couldn't wait to get home and call Cynthia.

I lived in a small house in the middle of nowhere that I rented from a farmer down the road. So, I didn't have the best signal, but it was enough to text or call.

'I was wondering if you would message me,' Cynthia replied as I texted her.

'Had to get back out here. The signal isn't good,' I said as I stood outside.

'Ah, then we should make this quick,' Cynthia said. 'What are you doing tomorrow?"

'Nothing too important,' I smiled. I was just thinking of seeing Cynthia again.

'Good, meet me at the bar, around seven?' Cynthia asked.

'I will be there,' I answered.

'Have a good night,' Cynthia responded.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
[image: ]


I had a great night thinking about Cynthia and what would happen the following day.

I woke up early and went to the local barber shop to clean up and shave. Then, to pass the time, I went to help the farmer for a while.

Then, when it was time, I got ready, putting on my best cologne and making sure I wasn't too early but not late.

"Hi," Cynthia smiled, sitting on the tailgate of a large truck at the back of the parking lot.

"Hi," I said.

"We aren't going in," Cynthia said as she looked at me. "Hop in."

I climbed into her truck and sped out of the parking lot. "So, ask me again," Cynthia said.

"What brought you out here?" I asked as we sped along the road.

"Like you I got divorced," Cynthia said as she looked at me with the windows down and her long hair blowing in the wind.

"Sorry to hear that, she decided to call it off not me," I said as I gripped the oh-shit bar as we took a corner.

"He cheated on me with his secretary," Cynthia said as she stepped on the gas pedal. "I decided to move back out here."

We crossed the double yellow line of a two-way road to overtake a car; then, she returned the truck to the right lane.

"Sorry," I said as my heart was in my chest.

"I hate cheaters!" Cynthia said.

"Yeah, me too," I said as we skidded at another turn. The engine roared again as we headed down a dirt road.

"My grandparents lived out here," Cynthia said, gripping the steering wheel as we raced into the back roads and across a field. "I used to come here as a teenager to visit them."

I was too focused on the road ahead to pay attention to her voice. It was narrowing, and she showed no signs of slowing down.

"I used to hear the people talking about cheaters and what they would do to them, if they ever caught them," Cynthia said, making another turn at a tree line.

"Cynthia?" I asked.

"Relax, I promise you will love it," Cynthia smiled.

We turned again, and we stopped at a vast lake.

"Told you," Cynthia said as we stopped.

"Wow, it's beautiful," I said as we exited.

"And it's mine," Cynthia said as she looked at me. "My family owns this land, the house over that ridge fell to me after my grandparents passed away."

"You're kidding," I said.

"Nope," Cynthia smiled.

"You are fortunate," I said.

"Am I?" Cynthia asked as she looked at me. "You're not just saying that are you?"

"Of course not," I replied.

Cynthia leaned into me and kissed me on the lips. "Don't ever say anything you don't mean," Cynthia said. "I take words very seriously."

"So do I," I said, staring at her blue eyes.

"Good, let's go," Cynthia smiled.

"Where?" I asked.

Cynthia took off running down a small wharf toward the lake. As she ran, her top came off, then her shorts, and she jumped into the lake completely naked.

"Are you coming?" she asked as she came up from under the water.

"Hell yeah," I said as I ran after her.

I stripped and jumped into the lake.

"I thought it would be colder," I said as Cynthia swam over to me.

"Not this time of year," Cynthia said as she kissed me again.

Her arms wrapped around my neck, and I felt her large breasts press against my chest.

"I can't believe this," I said as she kissed me again.

"Why not? Am I going too fast? Did I do something wrong?" Cynthia asked worriedly.

"No, it's just that you are beautiful and way above my batting average," I said, staring at the beautiful naked woman in front of me.

"Aw, you say the nicest things," Cynthia said as she kissed me again.

I squeezed her ass and pulled her to me. I hadn't been with a woman like this in my whole life. 

"You're not going to hurt me, are you?" Cynthia asked as her legs wrapped around me.

"Never," I shook my head.

"Good, because I don't like being hurt, it makes me uncomfortable," she kissed me as I felt her slide onto my cock.

"Fuck," I said as I held her tight to me.

"You're mine now," Cynthia said as she started to ride me.

I didn't know how deep this lake was, but I was treading water like a pro swimmer. 

"Cynthia, maybe we should go to shore," I said as I tried to hold onto her and keep my feet moving.

"Okay," Cynthia agreed.

When we got to shore, Cynthia pushed me to the stone ground and got on top of me.

"Do I make you happy?" Cynthia asked as she started to ride my cock.

"Yes, god yes," I said as she took my hands and guided them to her huge breasts.

I couldn't believe this goddess of a woman was riding my cock in the open like this. Her massive breasts swayed as she rode me, her long blonde hair moved with the wind and her movements.

"You're not just saying that because you want to have sex with me," Cynthia said as she put her hands on my chest and rode me harder.

"No, you make me very happy," I said as I looked into her blue eyes as her hair draped over me.

"I can make you happier," Cynthia said as she sat up and rode my cock. She stared at me. "I will do anything you want me to," Cynthia said.

'This woman was perfect,' I thought as I held onto her massive breasts as she rode me.

"Cum inside me," Cynthia said as she stared at me with a longing look. "Make me yours! And only yours!"

I pulled her down onto me and pushed up into her as I came. Cynthia gripped my face as I was cumming and looked me in the eyes until I finished.

"I am yours now, and you are mine," Cynthia said as she kissed me.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Cynthia was right about many things. She did what I wanted, when I wanted when we were alone.

Out on the town, all the guys called her a bitch and a city woman because she didn't listen to men. She didn't flirt with any of them; if they tried to make a move, she quickly shut them down. Even some of the women started calling her a crazy bitch.

But at home, she was mine. I stopped living on the farmer's land and moved in with Cynthia.

Her grandparent's house was huge, with lots of land.

"Fuck yes!" I growled as I buried my cock between Cynthia's massive tits.

I loved fucking my wife's tits, especially like this; I sat on her face as I fucked her, tit fucked her reversed. I felt Cynthia's tongue all over my balls and my taint.

"Fuck yes," I said as I held her tits together.

Cynthia had asked me to marry her just four months after meeting her at the bar. I was quick to say yes. She owned the property outright, no payments, no taxes, nothing.

All we had to do was pay for utilities, and between me working on the farmer's land and Cynthia working at the hardware store, we had more than enough money.

"Here I cum," I said as I came on her perfect stomach. I watched my cum pool on her abs and loved it.

It was too bad Cynthia couldn't have kids; I would have loved to put a baby in that stomach of hers.

"Thank you," Cynthia said as
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