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Prince Rolf hid
in the thorny bushes as he gazed up at the tall tower. A beautiful
woman with long hair had called down to him, and he couldn’t get
her out of his mind. The hair entranced him; he wanted to feel it
running through his fingers, to smell it, to see how soft it was.
He felt the front of his breeches getting tight just thinking about
it.

The day before,
he’d noticed an old hag apparently leaving the tower. He figured
she must have known how to get inside. Today, he intended to figure
out the trick to gain entry. The problem was, he didn’t even know
if she would be coming back that day. It could be a very long
wait, he thought.

His fingers
massaged his hard shaft through his pants, and he wondered if he
would have the time to please himself before the crone arrived. As
he began tugging at the laces holding his breeches closed, he heard
the noise of approaching footsteps.

Quickly, he
crouched down low, one hand on the hilt of his sword, while holding
his breath.

The woman went
to the base of the tower and looked up at the window. She began
speaking. Rolf cursed his heart for slamming so loudly in his
chest; he could barely make out what she was saying.

“Rapunzel,
Rapunzel, let down your long hair!” The crone yelled up.

Rolf’s mouth
opened slowly as he watched Rapunzel appear at the window and begin
dumping her long, braided hair over the sill. He got hard again
when the crone grabbed it and began climbing up.

She wasn’t up
there for long. Rolf was kneading his member through his breeches
when he saw he began making her way back down the hair rope.
Rapunzel pulled her braided hair back up through the window. He
waited until she had scuttled off through the trees. No longer
hearing the crunch of brush beneath her feet, he figured she was
far enough away now.

Cupping his
hands around his mouth, Rolf called up, “Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let
down your long hair!”

There seemed to
be some hesitation from the tower. Rolf figured it must have been
odd for her to hear a man’s voice calling up. Then her head poked
out the window. Even this far below, he could see the big smile on
her face. With a cry of joy, she grabbed her hair in its long coils
and threw it over the side.

Rolf actually
felt himself shaking as he grabbed her hair for the first time. It
was as soft as he imagined, and it had a scent of flowers. His cock
was so hard that it stood out plainly against his pants. It made
climbing difficult as he shifted his legs around, but he wasn’t
about to stop because of a little pain. He wondered why having her
hair pulled in this way didn’t seem to hurt Rapunzel as he drew
closer and closer to the windowsill.

“My prince!”
Rapunzel cried as Rolf grabbed the sill and hauled himself through.
He kept her hair gripped in one hand the whole time. There was no
way he would let go of it.

Standing up and
looking around, he saw he was in a circular chamber. There was a
large bed, a dressing table, and a wardrobe. Looking down, he saw
how Rapunzel’s braid was passed through an iron loop on the floor,
which would explain why she didn’t feel any pain hauling the old
woman up and down all the time.

She fell into
his arms. Her body felt so supple and firm against his, and the
scent of her hair as he buried his face into it was
intoxicating.

“Sweet
Rapunzel, I am here to take you away from that awful old woman and
this lonely tower,” Rolf said, his arms wrapped around her petite
waist, one hand still tightly gripping her long braid. She rested
her hands on his chest. He wondered if she could feel his cock
through her skirt. He was still rock hard.

“It is so
lonely up here, sweet prince. I wonder if I am dreaming all this.
It has been so long since I have seen a man, and never have I been
held by one so handsome as you.”

It was then
that Rolf realized that Rapunzel was a virgin. His whole body shook
a little with his desire.

“How can I ever
repay you? I owe you everything!” Rapunzel said. She had started to
rub her hands on his chest. Rolf glanced over at the bed, then back
at her. She, too, looked over to the broad bed with its tall posts
and soft pillows.

“I... I don’t
know what I am feeling now,” Rapunzel said, a little color rising
to her cheeks, “I feel so warm. I just want to touch you. I don’t
know how to be with a man.”

Rolf slid his
hands down her back until he was cupping her firm and round ass. He
pulled her hips against his. Her eyes widened as she felt his
hardness pressing against her thighs. She reached down between
their bodies and rested her hand over his cock.

“I want nothing
more than to be with you and take you away from this place,” Rolf
said.

Going onto her
tiptoes, she kissed him, her hips grinding more insistently against
his. She pulled her lips away after a few electrifying moments,
“Then take me now, here, how you like. I will do anything that you
ask,” she said.

Rolf felt the
overpowering urge to wrap her braid around his cock, followed
shortly thereafter by the desire to see her naked and tied up,
ready to be used by him however he wanted.

Picking her up
into his strong arms, Rolf carried Rapunzel over to the bed and
laid her down on it. Her breathing became quick as he began
unlacing the front of her bodice, revealing creamy cleavage that
swelled with each breath.

He unlaced his
breeches fully. Sighing in relief, he slid them down and let his
hard cock spring out. Rapunzel’s eyes widened and she looked at his
member with open desire.

“Give me your
hair,” Rolf said.

She grabbed a
coil from where it lay beside the bed and started to hand it to
him.

“No,” Rolf
said, “Wrap it around my cock.”

He watched her
shaking hands as she wound one loop around the base of his shaft.
Rolf groaned, almost coming right then. Her hair felt so warm and
soft around his member.

“Now, put your
hand around me,” Rolf said.

She did so, her
dainty fingers not quite long enough to fit the entire way around
his girth. He was pleased when she began shifting her fingers up
and down along his length of her own accord. She’d sucked her lip
between her teeth and watched as she moved his skin around.

“Do you like
the way I feel in your hand, Rapunzel? Tell me.”

“Yes, you’re so
long and hard. I want you inside me,” she replied.

Rolf grabbed
the loop of hair on his cock and began to stroke himself with it,
moving his hand in time with hers. He looked at her swelling
breasts. His hunger to see her naked flesh grew.

“Take off your
clothes,” he commanded her.

She let go of
his shaft. It wasn’t hard to take off her dress, since Rolf had
already unlaced it. He sucked in a breath as she pulled the
material over her breasts, revealing how round they were. Her
nipples were stiff and pointed. She arched her back as she shoved
the dress down the taut flesh of her stomach. He felt himself
stiffen more as she pushed it down over her thighs, revealing her
pussy. When she got it down to her ankles, she kicked the dress off
and over the side of the bed. Rolf stripped off the rest of his
clothes, laying his sword and belt on top of the pile.

Running her
hands up her smooth stomach to cup her own breasts, Rapunzel looked
him in the eyes and said, “Are you pleased with my body, my
lord?”

Stroking his
cock with her hair even faster, he nodded at her. With his free
hand, he grabbed one of her nipples and tweaked it. She yelped a
little, but made no move to stop him. He ran his fingertips down
her stomach, feeling his cock harden as his fingers got closer and
closer to her slit. Rapunzel parted her legs slightly as he ran his
finger over her moist gash, closing her eyes and arching her back.
The heat coming off her drove his hunger for her body to greater
heights.

He slid the
loop of her hair off his cock and climbed up onto the bed. He
straddled her, letting his fingers knead her breasts and roll the
nipples between them as they wished.

“You said you
would give yourself to me however I liked. Are you sure?” Rolf
asked.

She watched his
cock as it trembled over her stomach. “Yes, my prince, any way you
want.”

Smiling, he
grabbed more coils of her hair from the floor. First, he wound the
length around all four bedposts. Grabbing her wrists, he held them
together with one hand as he bound them. Shifting slightly, he tied
each ankle individually. When he finished, he pulled the remaining
hair tight. Her ankles were pulled apart and toward the two
bedposts at the foot of the bed, while her wrists and hands were
pulled toward the head. Her mouth opened and her lips began to
tremble as he knotted her hair so she couldn’t pull free.

Still
straddling her, he bent over and began kissing her lips, pushing
his tongue into her mouth. She tasted so fresh. He pulled away
gasping.

“Do you want my
hard cock? Tell me how much you want it.”

“I need it so
badly, like I’ve never needed anything in my life. Please, my
prince, take me now. I feel so hot and wet for you.”

Smiling, Rolf
shifted up until he was straddling her ribs. Her breasts heaved
right under his hard rod. He lowered his cock down until it rested
against her chest, her breasts on either side. Rolf brushed some
hair out of her face, letting the strands run through his fingers.
He looked at the long braids tied all around the bed and felt his
cock jump. Looking down, he saw that he’d left a clear pool of
precum on her skin. Laughing, he thrust his hips forward and let
the precum wet the bottom of his shaft.

“You have such
a beautiful body,” Rolf told her as he grabbed her breasts and
pressed them against his cock. He was so long that the end of his
cock poked out above them. He began sliding himself back and forth,
the precum letting his shaft slide against her flesh even though he
held her tightly squeezed around him.

Rolf bared his
teeth as he began fucking Rapunzel’s breasts harder and faster.
Beneath him, she squirmed and arched her back up, like she was
trying to hump the air.

“Look down and
open your mouth,” Rolf told her.

She did. Now,
each time Rolf jammed his cock up through her cleavage, the head
passed into her moist lips. Rapunzel stuck her tongue out, trying
to lick him whenever he entered her mouth.

On his next
thrust, Rolf left his cock in her mouth. Her lips could barely fit
around the head of his cock. Giving each of her nipples one last
squeeze between his fingers, he reached back with one hand and
pressed his middle finger into her gash. Her pussy was already wet,
and he felt himself swell in her mouth.

Working his
finger down, he pushed it up to the first knuckle into her
pussy.

“So you are a
virgin, then?” Rolf said, moving his finger a little bit deeper
into her.

Rapunzel nodded
as she sucked his cock.

“And you are
mine to take?”

She nodded
again, looking up into his eyes. Rolf’s questing finger stopped
when he felt the rubbery flesh of her hymen. He pushed at it
gently, feeling it stretch against his pressure. Rapunzel’s eyes
rolled into the back of her head and she sucked on him even harder
than before.

“Should I take
you with my finger, first? Or should my cock be the first thing to
fill you up?” Rolf asked. He didn’t take his shaft out of her mouth
so that she could reply. He knew that she would let him take her
any way he wanted.

It seemed
somehow right to him that her first experience should be with a
man’s big, hard shaft stretching her tight little hole.

Stroking at her
cheeks, letting his fingers move up through her hair, Rolf slowly
pulled his cock out of her mouth. Her lips and cheeks were blushed
all red, and a wet sheen of saliva covered his cock.

“Such beautiful
hair,” Rolf said, wondering if he should wrap it around his cock
again. But he didn’t want to get it all wet with her spit.

He shifted so
that he was lying between her legs, his outstretched arms
supporting him on the bed. His long, hard cock quivered in the air
so close to her pussy that he could feel the heat coming off her
lips on his member.

“Look me in the
eye as I fuck you for the first time,” Rolf said.

Rapunzel had
been staring down between their bodies, her eyes wide as she
watched his cock. She tried to lift her hips to touch her pussy to
his cock, but he told her to lie back down.

Without using
his hands, he guided his cock to her little pussy. The head spread
her lips apart, seeking her hole. He found it, then he breathed out
through pursed lips at the warmth and wetness he felt. He had to
hold himself back. One part told him to shove his cock as far as it
would go into her tight little cunt. The other part, the one he
listened to, said it would be better for them both if he eased it
in nice and slowly, letting her feel every last bit as he slid into
her.

“Look me in the
eyes,” he commanded again.

Rapunzel did as
she was told. She sucked her bottom lip in between her teeth again,
her delicate brow furrowed as he began pushing into her. She was so
tight, the opening of her pussy grabbing at his cock like it was
trying to slow him down. But her pussy was also completely
sopping.

He pushed until
he felt her hymen stretching taut across the tip of his cock.
Rapunzel’s eyes were half shut, and it was clear she was trying to
obey him and keep their eyes locked even though she wanted to
squeeze hers shut as he took her virginity.

Rolf pushed a
little bit harder, almost to the point of breaking her hymen, and
she whimpered.

“Tell me to
take you. Tell me how badly you want my cock as your first and
only,” Rolf said.

Rapunzel
strained at her bonds, trying to move her hands so that she could
hold the man who saved her. “Please,” she said, “Please fuck me. I
want to feel you fill me up inside.”

Rolf brushed a
few strands of hair out of her eyes again. When he lowered his hand
back to the bed, he thrust into her. Her mouth opened in a wide “O”
as he broke through her hymen and stretched her tight little pussy
out around his girth.

He had to grit
his teeth as he began sliding in and out of her, she was so tight
around him. She thrashed at her bonds, her hips jerking up and
down, pulling and pushing her pussy as it swallowed up his cock
with each new thrust.

Threading his
fingers through the hair at the back of her head, Rolf yanked her
head back so that he could see the pearly skin of her long neck.
She moaned and tightened around him when he put his teeth to her
neck and bit down a little.

Lowering his
torso, he laid down on her, the sweat and heat of their bodies
mingling. He continued holding her head back, letting his teeth
play up and down the center of her neck, as he ran his other hand
back over her body. He squeezed her thigh, then shoved his finger
between her ass and the bed so that he could squeeze her cheeks
there, too. She moaned like a little whore as he kneaded the flesh
of her ass cheek with his strong fingers, her hips bumping up and
down against his own faster and faster.

“Say that
you’re my little whore,” Rolf said, taking his mouth off her and
then putting his wet lips back down when he finished speaking.

“I’m you’re
little whore,” she moaned.

“Tell me that
you want me to come inside you,” Rolf said, biting her neck a
little harder.

“Please come in
me!” Rapunzel said. Her pussy clenched up around him when she said
the last syllable, her whole body rocking in his grip. The posts of
the bed creaked as she tried with all her might to free herself.
Her hair was just too strong, and she cried out as she helplessly
came all over his cock.

Rolf slammed
his shaft balls-deep into her, revelling in the way her tight
little cunt massaged his cock. He threw his own head back, unable
to keep his lips on her neck. He felt his cock jerk inside her as
the first spurt of his cum fired out.

“Oh, Rapunzel!”
Rolf yelled as his cock jerked again and again. He’d wanted her so
badly. It was the biggest orgasm he’d ever experienced. He could
feel his hot jizz filling her up, so much that it leaked out of her
straining pussy as it held his cock inside her.

His whole body
shaking, Rolf collapsed onto her as his orgasm finished and he
relaxed. Her pussy was still trembling and convulsing around his
member, forcing all the cum out of his cock.

“My prince, my
prince,” Rapunzel breathed. He could feel her body trembling
beneath his own.

Lying on her
like that, he reached out with one hand to stroke some of the taut
braids of her hair as they held her on the bed. It was still so
soft. He buried his faced between her neck and shoulder, breathing
the scent in. He knew that he would never be able to be without
this woman and her magical hair.

With
reluctance, he sat up on his haunches and pulled his softening cock
out of her pussy. Some of his cum leaked out onto the bed as he
watched.

“Tell me that
you love me,” he said, staring into her eyes.

“I do love you,
with every part of my body,” she replied.

Giving her a
deep kiss, he began the task of unbinding her. Her hair still felt
so luxuriant in his hands. Knowing her body like he did now, his
love for her hair had not diminished at all. If anything, it had
grown stronger. He laid it lovingly in coils on one side of the
bed. Soon enough, she was able to sit up as he wound the last bit
of her braid and laid it with the rest. He sat beside her, and she
put her arm over his shoulders, resting her head against him. Both
of them still naked, they stood and went about the task of
dressing.

It was here,
looking down at her bed again, that he realized there were no
blankets or sheets. There were no gowns in the wardrobe when he
checked there, either. There was no cloth but her own clothes.

“Nothing I can
make a rope or ladder with,” Rapunzel said, realizing the purpose
of his inspection.

Prince Rolf
practically shook with rage. The only way down was climbing
Rapunzel’s long hair. She would be unable to do so herself. He
tried to breathe slowly, to get a handle on things.

Finally, he
turned to face her. “My love, I won’t be able to take you with me
when I go,” he said.

She nodded, her
eyes fixed on the floor.

“But don’t
worry!” Rolf said, “I have a plan. I will visit you while the crone
is away. Every time, I will bring you some silk. You must make a
ladder from it, hiding it while I am not here.

A smile spread
across her face, and she jumped into his arms and kissed him again.
Outside, the light was failing.

“Sweet
Rapunzel, you must lower your hair so that I can go. I promise to
return every day with as much silk as I can hold.”

They walked to
the windowsill holding hands. He helped her put the braid into the
iron rung, and then through the coils down to the ground.

With a deep
sadness in his stomach, Prince Rolf climbed down to the ground. As
he walked away from the tower, he realized he couldn’t wait for
tomorrow to come.
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Looking for
more supernatural bondage? Try this sample:

 


Tied Up for the
Werewolf

 


Ewan sank to
the ground. The dry grass bristled against his bare flesh, but he
didn’t get up. Sitting down like that let him lean back against the
post. The purpling panorama above slowly began to disgorge stars.
He couldn’t believe the excitement and energy that coursed through
him as he gazed up at the sky.

Grabbing his
shaft, he began stroking, his breath hissing out from between his
clenched teeth. He’d never been with anyone before, had hardly ever
touched himself before this night. If this really was the end for
him, he wanted to feel something good beforehand.

Terror began
creeping into his heart when the wide-eyed face of the moon poked
over the trees to leer at him.

Movement caught
his eye. His gaze shooting to the spot where he thought it had come
from, his heart slammed a staccato beat in his chest. A few of the
leaves of the bush still trembled from whatever had disturbed
them.

Scanning the
trees, his hand jerked up and down on his cock faster and faster.
His moans filled the clearing.

His breath
caught up when he thought he heard a growl from behind him. Craning
his neck, he could just see a pair of what he thought were yellow
eyes glaring at him.

The air seemed
charged with a horrible tension as Ewan realized that the woods had
gone completely silent but for the noises he made.

Finally, his
terror got the better of him and he stopped touching himself.
Grabbing hold of his bindings, he used them to clamber to his feet.
He turned around as much as the poll would permit, leaning his body
against it. A hot ball of hatred burned in his gut as he met the
horrid yellow eyes.

“Why couldn’t
you have just given me a few more minutes?” Ewan spat at the
monster.

The monster
stepped out into the clearing. Its clawed feet dug into the dry
dirt with each step it took. Fangs white as ivory poked out from
its long snout, and a coarse, black fur that covered it couldn’t
conceal its powerfully built body. To Ewan, it looked like some
feral killing machine.

It stopped,
giving him a somewhat confused look. Ewan realized that it was
wondering why he wasn’t running away. But there was a keen, if
animalistic intelligence behind those eyes, and it appraised him
like a customer at a butcher shop. When it saw the ropes binding
him to the poll, something like a smile twisted its already cruel
features.

The
anticipation was killing Ewan.

“Finish it!
Come on. Take me and leave the town alone!”

Malice turned
to hunger on the werewolf’s face as it remembered its purpose.
Loosing a howl at the moon, it advanced on him.

Some instinct
told Ewan to duck. The werewolf’s swing smashed the top half of the
post to kindling. Ewan yanked desperately on the rope, but that
only seemed to make the loops holding his wrists tighter.

Fired up, Ewan
gave his own feral yell. There was nothing in the tradition that
said he had to make this easy. Crouching, he shot up with explosive
force, shoving his shoulder right into the beast’s gut. The
werewolf gave a yelp as Ewan actually managed to lift it from the
ground.

Then it grabbed
his shoulders, its claws tearing skin, and slammed him to the
dirt.

He looked the
werewolf in the eye as it opened its jaws for the killing bite.

Then something
caught its attention. It looked down at him, seeing his stiff cock.
His hard shaft trembled in the night air with Ewan’s excitement and
anger.

The werewolf,
crouched over Ewan’s thighs, reached down and grabbed Ewan’s stiff
member. Ewan’s breath burst from his lungs as he felt himself
stiffen further in the monster’s tight grip. They both watched as
precum leaked from the tip to glisten in the light of the moon.

Then the
werewolf got hard. His cock sprang out from between his legs.
Watching the monster stiffen planted a seed of desire in Ewan’s
mind. He felt his cock jerk a little in the werewolf’s big hand,
releasing another stream of precum that ran over the monster’s
fingers.

The power of
the creature over him made him moan and thrash under the beast’s
body as he felt the fingers squeeze his shaft.

No! Ewan
yelled in his head as he felt his bound hands start moving toward
the huge cock suspended inches above his stomach. He watched in
horror as his grasping fingers opened, ready to hold the pulsing
rod in their grip. Then they stopped. The rope held them in place,
his fingertips a hair’s breadth from the werewolf’s engorged
cock.

 


 


Maybe what
you’d like is some nice, rough cowgirl sex? Try this sample:

 


This Cowgirl Likes
It Rough

 


She’d set up a
makeshift shower in one corner. There were a few old horse blankets
set up in case one of the men came in. They hid a bucket hung on a
peg with a few small holes punched in the bottom. Sally stripped
down naked, putting her clothes in a neat pile. Hefting the bucket
up over her head, she poured the water in. It started tinkling down
onto the floor.

Jumping in,
Sally squealed and shivered. The water was cool on her bare skin.
Her nipples perked and her chest and breasts pebbled with
gooseflesh.

Soon enough she
became used to the coolness, getting down to the real business.
Leaning against the poll the bucket hung on, she parted her legs.
She teased her fingers around the lips of her opening, feeling how
warm she already was.

Oh, how I
wish there was someone here worth fucking, she thought,
pressing the very tip of her finger in.

She wanted a
real man: one who could use his mouth and fingers. One who wasn’t
afraid to make their loving rough. So often, she told a man to
spank her and was refused.

She felt her
pussy open up as she fantasized. Slipping another finger in, Sally
thought about the things she wanted to try, like light biting,
having more than two or three fingers in her. Sucking in her lip,
she imagined a strong cowboy tying her up with some reins and
taking her any way he wanted.

Her breath
shuddered out of her as she got closer to coming.

“Howdy!” Anyone
in here?” An unfamiliar masculine voice called. It sounded like he
was close to her shower.

Her whole body
shaking as she interrupted her fantasy, Sally opened up the horse
blankets and poked her head out.

He was tall and
broad. His sleeves were rolled up past his elbows, revealing thick
forearms. He had saddlebags thrown over his shoulders, and wore a
dusty hat and travel-stained jeans.

“Right here,”
Sally said.

When he turned
to face her, Sally’s breath caught. She crossed her legs and
squeezed them tighter at the tingling in her pussy.

He smiled at
her. “Didn’t expect no pretty girl.”

Sally just
wanted to drag him in with her right then, but she wasn’t sure he
was the type. She smiled. No, he’ll be in need of some
seduction, first, she thought.

“What can I
help you with?” Sally asked. She let a bit more of her flesh show
through the opening.

“Uh… The old
guy said to see you in here about a place to sleep. I’m Jessie, by
the way.” Jessie’s eyes shot down to the skin she displayed, then
back to her face.

His
uncomfortable shifting made Sally wet. In the shade, she couldn’t
see if he was starting to get hard. How big is it? She
wondered.

“I’m your girl,
then. Name’s Sally, and ‘til you came, this barn was my bedroom.
Guess I’m going to have to share now.”

Jessie’s mouth
opened, then shut with a click. He looked at his shuffling feet
bashfully.

“Gee, Sally,
I’m real sorry. Look, just tell me which patch of ground outside’s
the softest and I’ll bunk down there, K?” He finished by giving her
a lopsided grin.

“I’ll have none
of that,” Sally said, “You can sleep in here. I’ll find a good
place for you. Say, would you hand me my clothes? The water’s all
gone and it’s getting cold in here!” Sally sucked in her bottom lip
and let it slowly pull out of her mouth.

Jessie walked
over, grabbed her clothes, and held them out to her.

With a sly
smile, Sally “accidentally” let one corner of the blanket she was
holding up slip, revealing almost all of one curved breast. His
Adam’s apple bobbed up and down, and he leaned forward. The thought
that she was making him hard again urged her to take him right
there, but Sally wanted the time to be just right.

It turned out
that Jessie was being brought on as a wrangler, since the ranch
owners were planning on sending a herd out to auction soon. He was
basically sitting around for a few days until the owners got
everything sorted out on their end. Sally just couldn’t believe her
luck.

She got him
sorted out on the opposite side of the loft, helping him set up his
cot (though she really just wanted to watch his muscles flex and
let her mind run wild. He had to sit down and lean forward to hide
an obvious erection when she’d bent over in front of him to pretend
to pick something up.

By the time
night fell, Sally was so horny she was practically coming from her
smallclothes touching her pussy.

“Well, guess
I’ll turn in. Think the boss wants us to get on the move tomorrow,”
Jessie said.

Sally was
looking at his cot, also noticing the riding tack he had and
remembering her

fantasy about
being tied up with some reins. God, I am so wet, she
thought. “Say, that’s a nice blanket. Bet it’s nice and warm,” she
said.

Jessie frowned,
glancing at the old horse blanket he was using for bedclothes.
“Yeah, guess it is.”

Sally lay on
his cot and threw the cover over her body, smiling devilishly at
him. She watched as his cock hardened in his jeans, snaking down
his leg. Trying not to let him in on what was happening, she
slipped her own pants and underwear off.

“It is nice and
warm under here. Have you tried it?” Sally said.

Jessie opened
his mouth, but she cut him off, “Come on, get in here and try
it!”

Muttering
half-hearted protests about modesty, Jessie climbed in beside her
on the cot, lying on his side facing her. The cot was so narrow
that they were touching. She could feel how hard he was against her
thigh.

“Nice and hot.
And wet,” Sally said.

Jessie frowned
again. She felt his cock jerk against her and she smiled. He was
still keeping the bashful act going. “Wet, ma’am?”

“Yes, wet,”
Sally replied. She grabbed one of his big, strong hands, opened her
legs and put his fingers right on her pussy. She pursed her lips
and breathed out at the electricity this made.
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