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Cock-A-Doodle-Do 

Part 1

By Ima Randycoot.

Category: M/f (Couples)

As Amy got up she wistfully smiled as she remembered the intimate details of the previous night. Sitting there on a cool clear night she was feeling drowsy and was about to put out the fire and head for her sleeping bag, which was actually at the concrete end of huge barn on her farm, which she had inherited, was separated from the area where the hay was kept, when her attention was drawn to the rustling behind some bushes next to the chicken coop, which was a doghouse with wire mesh on one or both the sides. As she got up and rounded the bushes, she was surprised to see a man there who must have been no more than 5 foot 11 inches and who had a muscular and athletic body crouching down and hiding in the dark of the bushes, one hand holding a gunny sack. And the other frantically trying to get to the chickens or the eggs. Clearing her throat loud enough for him to hear, she said   “And just what the hell are you doing?”. Stopping midway from taking another handful of something out of the chicken coop he turns and finds Amy staring down at him. She notices that he starts to shake in fear and mumbles a few incoherent words. Trying to the find the right words he mutters “Well nothing”. Amy, her blood boiling and her hand clenched in a fist says “ Doesn’t look like your doing’ nothing to me, infact it looks like your just a fucking roadie who doesn’t have any money and so decided to have a try at taking my chickens for a free meal, you bastard.” “ Look I am not trying to steal your chickens okay” uttering the words as if he’s just about to lose it.

Amy “Hey if you aren’t trying to steal my livestock then what the hell are you doing here” “Hey I was just trying to get a place to sleep, okay?”  looking at him with absolute loath she pulls out her revolver and orders him to stand up and follow him. She takes him to the end to of the path between the house and the barn and into a little shack and switches on the light……………………………

To Be Continued….

