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Betty hoped
they would stop soon. She wasn’t tired, and she certainly wasn’t
bored. Wrangling the cattle into place and keeping the herd moving
in the right direction kept her attention almost completely
occupied.

No, she
just wanted to get off her damn horse. Every time the beast
moved, she bounced a
little. Betty was so horny that it felt like she’d soaked clear
through to her saddle.

She gripped the
saddle horn when her horse jumped a shallow trench.

“Good Lord!”
Betty said.

“Too much
work for a woman?” Jackson called over.

Glaring
at him, Betty thought, this is all your fault. Why’d they send such a
handsome one out with me? Jackson was the sort of cowboy every girl dreams about
while growing up: handsome and masculine face, lithe and muscular
body, and hands that could work wonders with a length of
rope.

“Are you
kidding?” Betty called back, “I’ve done twice what you have. In
half the time, to boot.”

Even from
this distance, she could make out the roguish smile Jackson gave
her. Her heat went up as he sent a wink her way.

A picture
popped into her mind of Jackson chasing her across a field, lasso swinging over his head.
The loop flies out and tightens up around her waist, and he yanks
her to a halt. She falls. He jumps off his horse, letting the beast
run past her. With precision, he hogties her, his strong hand
moving between her legs when he finishes, and he takes her like
that…

Betty shook
herself out of her fantasy just in time to pull her horse to a
halt. She was close enough to a bull to grab the metal ring in its
nose, if she wanted. The animal gave her a stupid and confused
look.

Damn it, she
thought. If this kept up, someone would be seriously hurt. Glancing
out over the western horizon, she saw the sun begin its dip. A
little early for stopping, but she thought they wouldn’t make it
very much farther if they tried to press on in any case.

Calling a
halt, she found a nice big boulder to set up their bedrolls and
campfire beside. Jackson handled wrangling the few steers that had
wandered a little too far from the rest of the herd. The animals
had been pretty quiet so far, so Betty figured none of the beasts
would move very far with what little light was left.

She hopped down
out of her saddle so fast that one of her feet got caught in a
stirrup, sending her into a wild dance to maintain balance.
Steadying herself, she leaned over with her hands on her knees and
took a few deep breaths.

Out of the
corner of her eye, she saw Jackson looking at her from atop his
horse. A slow smile spread across his face. Betty felt the blood
move into her cheeks as she realized he was staring at her ass.
With the way she was arching her back, and the tightness of the
jeans she had on, she imagined he was getting quite the eyeful.

Straightening
up, hoping Jackson couldn’t see her blush, she yelled, “Get the
fire set up you lazy cowpoke. If you’re finished ogling me, that
is.”

Jackson
grabbed the brim of his hat and tipped it to her before hopping off
his horse. He strapped the feedbags for both their horses into
place and then set about collecting dried bits of wood and grass
for their fire. Betty watched him the whole while, leaned against
the rock. He was working so hard, and he hadn’t even broken a
sweat.

My, but that boy can just keep going forever, can’t
he? Betty thought. Her
pussy tingled and she bit down on her bottom lip in an attempt to
stop it. She knew if she couldn’t get a handle on her arousal that
she was just going to order Jackson to take her right then and
there. She wondered if he would. Betty knew she wasn’t hard on the
eyes. But did he think she was pretty?

Jackson was
kneeling down, coiling a length of rope, his spurs glinting in the
failing light.

“Hey, Jackson,”
Betty said.

He looked over
his shoulder at her/

“Bet you miss
all them pretty girls back at the ranch ‘bout now?”

Jackson just
looked at her for a few moments before winking and turning back to
coiling the rope.

Night fell, and
they found themselves sitting by the fire under a canopy of
twinkling stars. Jackson had sat down next to her, and Betty caught
him glancing at her. Despite the cool air, she felt hot.

“You got a man?
Somewhere back east or something?”

“No,” Betty
said.

Jackson
grunted, staring into the fire. After a few more moments of
silence, Betty said, “How ‘bout you? There a pretty girl waiting
for you to step through the doorway somewhere?”

“Well, there’s
actually a pretty cowgirl sitting right here with me, now.” Jackson
said. He reached out and put his hand on her thigh. She could feel
how warm he was right through the denim of her jeans. Betty made no
move to get rid of his hand.

When he
realized this, he slid his fingers around to the inside of her
thigh, working slowly up toward her crotch, kneading and stroking
the flesh as he went. Betty felt a shiver move through her whole
body.

“Gets pretty
cold out here at night,” Jackson said, “But bodies are nice and
warm. Best way to keep warm is to keep close to another body.
Specially a body like yours.” As he finished talking, his fingers
moved between her legs and over her pussy. He ran his fingertips
lightly back and forth over her crotch.

Betty grabbed
him by the back of the neck and pulled him into a kiss. He rubbed
harder and faster at her pussy, making her whimper a little.

Pulling back,
she said, “You any good with that rope of yours?”

Smiling,
Jackson stood up. She could see his member, stiff down one leg of
his pants. Her mouth watered just looking at it.

He grabbed the
coil of rope, letting it slap gently against his thigh. When he
turned around, Betty was on her knees. Her heart slammed against
her ribcage, and her pussy felt wet enough to accept him right at
that moment.

Moving closer
to him, she looked into his eyes as she undid his belt, pulling the
strap out of the buckle. She pulled the belt out by the buckle with
one hand while she moved the palm of her other hand in circles over
the rock hard head of his cock. When she got the belt out, he took
it from her and she started on the button and zipper.

“You’re so hard
already,” Betty said, “Lookin’ at my ass when I bend over does that
to you?”

He smiled at
her and said, “I dunno. Why don’t you turn around and bend over and
we’ll see what my cock does?”

Turning her
head over her shoulder as she rotated, she went on all fours on the
ground. Resting her forearms on her bedroll, she arched her back
and shoved her butt into the air. She felt herself tremble when she
saw him lick his lips. His eyes widened as well.

Then,
drawing his arm back, he whipped her lightly on the ass with the
leather strap of his belt.

Betty made and
“Oo!” noise as she felt her body tense up. She wriggled her body at
him. He smiled again, then whipped her harder. The belt made an
impressive “crack!” against the denim of her jeans.

Betty licked
her lips and then yelped as the belt smacked her again. Before he
could do it again, she said, “So what is your cock doing now?”

“Telling me to
shove him into your little pussy and find out how tight you
are.”

Reached down,
Betty undid her pants. She let him watch while she slid her hands
down her back, hooked her fingers into the waist of her jeans, and
pushed them slowly down to reveal her curved cheeks. She wondered
if her slit was wet enough to glint in the firelight. It certainly
felt like it was.

 

“Are you going
to ride me like a pony?” Betty asked, grabbed her thighs just under
her ass and spreading them apart, pulling the lips of her pussy
apart as well. She could feel the warmth on her fingers.

Jackson drew
his belt back and whipped her on the ass again, leaving Betty
squealing. A red line had already formed on her skin where the belt
had struck.

Kneeling
down behind her, Jackson grabbed her wrists. In a few moments, he’d
expertly bound her hands. Her weight rested on her chest and her
knees. Her ass felt a little sore, but she forgot all about that
when Jackson grabbed one cheek in each hand and began playing with
them. He squeezed her firm flesh with his strong fingers, letting
his thumbs travel down into her cleft. She moaned when he ran the
ball of one thumb over her asshole.

He stopped, and
she couldn’t see what he was doing. But It sounded like he was
taking off his clothes. He dropped them on the ground, and she got
a glimpse of a well-muscled leg and thigh as he knelt down behind
her again.

This time, he
grabbed her cheeks and spread them wide apart.

His tongue
pushed through the lips of her pussy and ran up her slit,
collecting all her juices as she shuddered. Every time he got to
her hole, he poked his tongue in as far as it would go, running it
against her slippery walls and sending shocks up the small of her
back. In no time, she’d gotten so wet that he made slurping noises
as he worked on her tight little pussy.

Stopping, he
held her steady with one forearm across the small of her back. She
braced herself, waiting to feel his hard cock strain to cram in
against her tightness.

Instead, she
jumped when his big hand landed on her ass. He started smacking
her, the sounds echoing across the plain.

“Yee-haw!” Jackson yelled as she felt the sting of his hand
again.

He grabbed his
cock and began moving it around the insides of her thighs, leaving
them sticky with his warm precum. He ran the tip of his cock
through her slit, stopping for a moment at her opening, letting her
pussy get the head nice and wet. She moaned as she felt herself
stretch a little around his girth. Then he pulled his cock
back.

With an effort
of will, Betty rolled onto her back. He laughed as she struggled,
but he stopped a moment later. She’d untied herself and leapt at
him, knocking him onto his naked back.

She
kissed him so hard that their teeth clashed. Betty didn’t care. She
worked her jeans and underwear off, writhing on top of his body.
Sucking his lip into her mouth she bit it at the same time that she
grabbed his cock and squeezed it.

“So you think
you can tease me, boy?” Betty said, straddling his hips. The shaft
of his cock rested perfectly along her slit, and she ground down
against it. He began to squirm beneath her.

Betty
stopped him by pressing her nails into his muscular chest and
running them down his torso, leaving long red marks. He grabbed her
by the ass then, almost succeeding in shifting her body enough to
let his cock jam in. She just managed to grab his wrists and move
them over his head.

Grabbing the
rope, she quickly wound a knot around his wrists, making sure it
was nice and tight.

“D’you have any
idea how hard it is to watch a handsome man like you all day? Do
you know how many times I’ve touched myself thinking about you? How
many cowpokes I’ve turned down ‘cause I know they just wouldn’t
compare?”

Grinning,
Jackson said, “No, ma’am. How many?”

Betty
wiped the grin of his face with a slap hard enough to turn his
head. She pulled off her shirt, letting him look at her stiff
little nipples.

Fumbling
around for a moment, she found his belt. She doubled it up so that
it made a smaller loop. He eyed it warily.

“Now,” Betty
admonished, “My horse better give me the ride I’ve been looking
for, or he’s going to feel the sting of my riding crop.”

To show him
that she meant business, she slapped the belt down onto one of his
pecs. She felt his body jerk, and he closed his eyes.

“Now, have I
broken you in, or do you need a bit more of this?” Betty snapped
her makeshift crop against itself.

His Adam’s
apple bobbed up and down, and then he nodded.

Reaching back,
she grabbed his balls with one hand. They were warm in her palm.
She felt his shaft stiffen against her slit as she began gently
massaging them. Jackson’s eyes rolled into the back of his head and
he began grinding his hips, moving his cock against her pussy. She
felt it rubbing against her clit, making her pussy juice and
tighten.

“Yeah… that’s
it. I bet you want that nice hard cock of yours in my soft, wet
hole. Don’t you?” Betty said. He looked at her and nodded. Letting
go of his balls, she grabbed his chin. Locking their eyes, she
brought the belt down on his chest again. He sucked in a breath
through clenched teeth. Betty moaned. His sudden spasm had driven
his cock even harder against her clit.

Her sopping
slit was so wet that he could slide his length back and forth along
it with no problems now.

Betty sucked in
a breath of her own as a wave of desire to feel him moving inside
her washed over her. Reaching back, running her hand down her own
ass while lifting her body off him slightly, she grabbed his rod.
He was so long that she had to sit up more.

His eyes rolled
back again as she guided the head to her hole and let it slip in.
She felt her nipples get harder as her pussy stretched and strained
to contain his girth. She let the weight of her body do most of the
work, sinking down on him and feeling his bulbous head ram her
walls apart as she sank farther and farther onto him.

When she had
him all the way in, she leaned in, grasping a handful of the soft
hair at the back of his head. He raised his chin, trying to move
his lips to hers. As she moved her pussy up his cock, she sucked
his bottom lip into her mouth. She kept lifting until only his head
remained locked inside her tight grip. Shoving down, she bit his
lip at the same time. He made a sound that was a mix of a yelp and
a moan. He swelled inside her as she lifted again.

Every time she
slammed her pussy down, she filled it up with his cock. He was so
hard, and she was so soft. It was all she could think about. It was
making her so wet, which was good, because he pussy also got
tighter each time she fucked him.

Grabbing his
head, she yanked it up and thrust one of her nipples into his
mouth. He sucked on her until it hurt, then he kept sucking.
Reaching back with one hand, she started running her fingers down
the cleft of her ass. Feeling her sensitive little asshole like
that practically made her jump.

When she
couldn’t take the pain any more, she forced his mouth over to her
other nipple. She squealed and yelped while he grunted and moaned.
He thrust his hips up now every time she moved down on him, making
their flesh slap together.

Betty realized
how she wanted to finish with him. Prying his lips off her breast,
she stood up off him.

“Damn it,
Betty. Get your tight little pussy back here!” Jackson said.

She’d turned
around to face his feet, going into reverse cowgirl position.
Grabbing his cock as she squatted over him, she stuck it back
inside.

Betty
really started riding him then, her hips bobbing up and down like
she was on a bucking
bronco.

Grabbing
the belt, she started whipping his thighs, first one, then the
other. Jackson put his bound hands on the small of her back and
pushed down harder. His cock felt like it was getting harder inside
her.

Thinking
about how much staring at her ass as it bobbed up and down in front
of him brought Betty to the brink. She whipped him harder, trying
to urge his thrusting hips to greater speed as they both got closer
to climaxing.

His body went
completely rigid under hers. His cock was like steel against her
soft and smooth walls, driving her nerves crazy.

She
continued sliding her pussy up and down his cock as he started
filling her with his cum, sending it in hot streams that shot out
so hard she could feel as it hit the back of her cunt.

Betty
came on him, her body trembling as her pussy did its best to
squeeze all the cum out of his cock, squeezing and relaxing in time
with his spurts. She leaned forward and grabbed his ankles for
support as her orgasm deepened. She moaned and screamed as he
remained hard inside her.

“Oh Jackson,
fill me up!” Betty groaned.

They both
trembled and shuddered as their orgasms finished. She could feel
his seed inside her, slowly moving down her walls. She gave his
cock, which was still rock-hard, a few more strokes of her pussy,
making sure she’d gotten every last drop, before she rolled off
him. His shaft glistened wetly in the firelight, covered in her
juices and his cum. She watched as his chest heaved.

“You definitely
know how to let a cowgirl take you out for a ride!” Betty said.

The red welts
from where she’d whipped him earlier were still there. Slithering
over against him, she kissed each mark as she untied his hands.
Jackson grabbed her and pulled her body as close to his as he
could. She laid her head on his strong shoulder as he brushed a
stray lock of hair out of her eye.

All
around them, the cattle rustled and grunted irritably.

“We must have
kept them awake,” Betty said. She ran her hand down his abs,
resting her fingers on his softening shaft. His cock jumped at her
touch.

“Are we ready
for another ride already?” Betty said, giving his member a squeeze.
He hardened again.

“Dunno. Think
you can take it?” Jackson said, his roguish smile back as he rolled
over on top of her. Betty felt her heat rising again as she felt
his hardness against her.

“Take me,
Jackson,” she breathed into his ear as he entered her for the
second time that night. Betty didn’t give a damn if the cattle made
it to auction as she grabbed hold of his broad shoulder
blades.
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