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Riding my Cowboy

 


Rain pounded against my small neoprene tent
as I huddled in my sleeping bag wondering just how I'd let my
friends drag me out to the middle of nowhere. I could hear the herd
mooing nonstop somewhere in the distance, but I'd tuned out the
constant noise the cattle made. My back hurt, my hips were sore and
my feet were swollen. Why couldn't I have had my bachelorette party
in Vegas like everyone else? I mean, who wanted to herd cattle for
fun?

But that's exactly what I was doing now. In
two weeks I would be married, but this week I was playing rancher
so my friends could hit on the cowboys. Not that I could blame
them. If I wasn't engaged, I would've been all over the hired help
that was teaching us to rope and ride. And there was one ranch hand
especially that caught my eye in the past few days.

James. Just thinking about him brought a
tingle to my naughty bits. He was the rancher's son and our main
guide. His dusty brown hair peeked out from beneath a black Stetson
that he wore whenever he was outside. Smiles came easy to him and
when he aimed it my way, I couldn't help but return the look. With
his rugged features and darkly tanned skin, he looked like he'd
just rode out of a western when he mounted his horse.

I felt guilty thinking about him. In two
weeks I would be marrying George, a handsome man in his own right,
but there was just something about James that made my knees weak
and my panties wet that George didn't have. And the more time I
spent around the wild cowboy, the more I secretly wanted him. It
took everything in me not to throw myself at him every time he came
close.

I sighed silently to myself as I listened to
the rain. Only a few more days on our wild west vacation, then me
and my bridesmaids would be heading back home. Only a few more days
until I was back in George's arms and away from James forever. I
only had to resist the cowboy's good looks for a few more long,
hard days.

The sobering thing about it all was that I
didn't think James even knew how he made me feel. It was maddening
when his hands touched my sides as he showed me how to twirl a
lasso, or when he pressed up close to me as I saddled up a horse
for the first time. Or how his strong hands pressed against my ass
as he helped me up into the saddle. He was only trying to be
helpful, but every time he did, my body went wild.

I closed my eyes and thought about the past
few days on the ranch with my friends. The smell of the animals,
the sun on our backs, the dirt on our clothes. But I had to drive
my thoughts in another direction when my head filled with images of
James and his strong arms. Instead, I thought of George and all of
the good times we'd had together. I thought about what it would be
like to be married and how good it would feel to have George
between my legs on our wedding night. And those thoughts sent
shivers down my body in a good way.

With nothing else to do until morning and in
a tent by myself, I let my mind drift back to George. I thought of
him stepping out of the shower, with water still dripping down his
chiseled chest. In my daydream, he smiled at me like James did. My
hand slipped into the sleeping bag and popped the buttons of my
jeans free, allowing my fingers to slip under the band of my soft
cotton panties.

I thought of George between my legs as I
dipped a finger into my wet slit. I bit my lips as my nipples
hardened and I imagined my fiancé pressing himself deeply into me
as I moaned. My other hand slipped into my panties and found my
clit. I stroked myself slowly, letting the pleasurable pressure
build in my core as I keep my mind on George. I loved George.

Lightning flashed outside and a few seconds
past before the deep rumble of thunder jolted me from my dirty
dream. As soon as the thunder passed and my heartbeat slowed, my
fingers dipped into my panties once more. But this time, it wasn't
George in my bed. James was between my legs now, with his black
Stetson on. He smiled at me as he leaned in close, with the brim of
his hat kissing my forehead before his lips met mine. Guilt filled
me but my fingers moved faster over my clit.

The cowboy's kisses drifted south and his
tongue settled on one of my puffy pink nipples for a moment,
licking me gently while his fingers walked down my flat stomach to
wrestle with the zipper on my jeans. His strong hands lifted my
hips and yanked the clothes from my body in one smooth motion,
revealing my smoothly waxed mound and dripping pussy.

My fingers were a blur of motion as my
dreamtime cowboy slid between my legs. I knew it was wrong, but I
couldn't stop myself. Besides, dreaming of James wasn't cheating.
And George didn't have to find out.

Karma caught up with me. The sky lit up again
and this time, the crack of lightning and roll of thunder was
nearly instant. The cattle's call was louder now. I tried to block
it out and concentrate on my fantasy, but just as my fingers
started to move again, my tent flap pulled back and a black Stetson
pushed its way inside, with water beading off the brim in small
waves.

James wasn't smiling right now. Instead, his
dark green eyes burned with an intensity I'd never seen. "Get up
Sarah. I need you mounted and with me now!"

James reached for the corner of my sleeping
bag, but I pulled it up to my chin in embarrassment. I couldn't let
him know what I'd been doing under the covers. "What's
happening?"

"Lightning just struck the tree by the cattle
pens. A branch took out part of the fence and we have strays
everywhere. We need to round them up before we lose them. Get
up!"

I couldn't believe what he was asking me to
do. I was a city girl, born and raised. I'd never even see a horse
up close until a few days ago. Now James wanted me to ride out into
a storm to herd a bunch of cows. This was supposed to be a fun
getaway, not work!

"Are you serious? What good would I be?"

James' head popped back out of the tent and
for a moment I thought he'd given up on me. Embarrassment washed
over me but a moment later, he was back inside of my tent. He
wasn't asking me anymore. His hands locked onto the bottom of my
sleeping bag and with one fluid motion, he pulled me and my
sleeping bag out into the mud.

"What the hell are you doing?!" I screamed at
him as rain soaked through the bag and mud coated my long blonde
hair. "We're paying you to be here!"

James reached down and yanked me to my feet.
I blushed when his eyes slipped down to my fly, with the button
still popped and my zipper down. "You paid to come out here and
work. Now I need you. Get up on that horse and follow me or we are
going to lose the herd."

His rough hand held my small arm in a
vice-like grip as he pulled me towards the horses. I tried to shake
myself free, but he wouldn't let go. "I don't even have boots on!
Let me go!"

"You don't need boots to ride a horse.
Move!"

The rain beat down around us, with fat
droplets hitting like a blast of small rocks against our skin. My
hair clung to my face in wet clumps as water cascaded down my nose.
My waterlogged clothes hung heavily against my body as I pushed my
way through the ankle deep mud. Lightning danced across the sky in
bright arcs, lighting up angry dark clouds that hung low in the
night sky. I'd never seen a storm like this. How the hell did I end
up here?

We reached the horses and I saw immediately
that they hadn't been saddled. But before I could turn and object
to riding bareback, James' hands were on my hips and he was lifting
me up towards the horse. As I pulled myself onto the large animal's
back, he gave me a final push that sent tingles up and down my
spine. His hands slipped from my waist and cupped my round little
ass, giving me that last little push I needed.

With the reins in my hands and butterflies in
my belly, I turned my horse in time to watch James hop off of a
hitching post and onto the back of his mount. Another crack of
lightning brightened the sky as I stared at James. In that moment,
he looked like an action hero come to life. Somehow, my rain soaked
jeans grew wetter as my nipples hardened under my flannel top and
the butterflies in my stomach went wild. A single thought filled my
head as I watched the cowboy.

James is a real man.

He turned his mount and trotted over to me
with his arm outstretched. "Take it! We won't be able to shout over
the rain!"

In his hand was a two way radio. I took it
quickly and clipped it to my shirt, then looked around. "Where's
everyone else?"

James pointed to the distance."I had the
other hands take your friends to fix the fence. It's just us."

Just us? I wasn't a cowboy! "Why me?" I
called over the sound of the rain hitting the mud. "I'm a city
girl!"

James smiled at me and for a moment the
darkness and the rain, the lighting and the danger, none of it
mattered. His smile made everything seem okay. "You ride well for a
city girl. Better than your friends. I need my guys working on the
fence, so you're my girl tonight." He turned his horse and kicked
him into action. "So let's go!"

James was off in a flash, leaving me to
digest his words. Another wave of tingles rolled over me as I let
his praise sink in. I was his choice. He wanted me by his side. I
was his girl. I smiled to myself as I spurred my horse and
raced off into the night behind the handsome cowboy. I wasn't
thinking about how dangerous the ride would be, or what I would do
when we found the strays. No, the only thing on my mind now was
James and his winning smile.

 


*****

 


The radio clipped to my shirt crackled to
life before James' excited voice blasted from the small speaker.
"Circle left! Get around her!"

I pulled on the reins; trying to guide my
horse in the direction James needed me. A mottled cow was running
as fast as its powerful legs could carry her and James was rushing
his mount alongside the terrified animal but she wouldn't stop. He
needed me to cut her off.

My horse kicked up large globs of mud as we
raced towards the wild animal. Rain stung my face and skin but I
hardly noticed anymore. I was soaked from head to toe and after
rounding up only two strays, I was exhausted. But we were out here
now, in a field far from home. Just me, James, and our horses. And
before I knew it, I was yanking hard on the reins, cutting right
into the path of the charging cow.

The radio sounded again. "Great Job Sarah.
Now just keep ahead of her and slow it down until I can wrangle
her."

I did as I was told, gradually pulling back
on the reins to slow my horse. I kept my head turned and my eyes
locked on the cow behind me in an effort to keep my mount in front
of the scared animal. And it worked. Lightning brightened the sky
for a moment and I saw the lasso land around the thick neck of the
cow before James cut left, dragging the lost cow with him and his
horse.

I smiled as I turned back around. Nothing I'd
ever done in the city had meant as much as this ride with James.
The danger, the excitement, the feeling of doing something real. My
heart thumped against my ribcage as I kicked my heels into the side
of my mount and raced back to my cowboy.

Danger. James had made that clear on the
first day we'd arrived that the ranch and the hills beyond were
full of it if we weren't careful. And for the past few days, I'd
been as careful as I could be, always listening, always following
every direction that James or the ranch hands had given me without
question. The last thing I wanted was to be thrown from a horse
because of a stupid mistake.

But in the heat of the moment, with my blood
pumping quickly and my spirits high, my careful and cautious nature
took a backseat to the world around me. My mind was on my
accomplishments and the smile I would win from James for my deeds
tonight. I didn't have time to think about how muddy the ground
was, or that I could barely see where I was going in the rain and
dark.

My cautious nature returned to me as I sailed
through the air over the head of my mount after my horse hit a
patch of deep mud. I screamed as the ground rushed up at me, but
all that managed to accomplish was to fill my mouth with mud when I
hit the ground. My breath rushed from my lungs as I first bounced,
then slid, across the rain soaked field.

I finally stopped, face down in the mud. My
radio crackled beneath me but I couldn't hear what was being said.
I was still too stunned to move. I wasn't sure how long I stayed
like that, with my cheek pressed into the wet earth and the rain
pounding against my back, but eventually I saw the large hooves of
James' mount in front of me, followed shortly by his pointed cowboy
boots when he jumped from his horse and ran to my side.

"Sarah! Come on Sarah! Answer me!" A knee
planted itself in the mud by my head as hands ran over my back.
James rolled me over and looked me in the eyes, his face a mask of
concern under his Stetson. His fingers flashed in front of my face
and the sound of thunder echoed in my ears. It took me longer than
it should have to realize the noise was nothing more than the snap
of his fingers. "Hey! Come back to me Sarah!"

I blinked slowly and coughed, spitting out
the caked mud in my mouth. I smiled weakly as I lifted my head and
stared into James' eyes. "See what happens when you bring along a
city girl?"

His face morphed as a winning smile over took
his features. Even in the darkness, I could see how white his teeth
were. In that moment, tingles shot down my spine and I knew the
fall to earth was worth it.

James pushed off from the ground, and then
lowered a hand towards me. As my small hand disappeared into his
and he hauled me back to my feet. And once I was back on two legs,
he pulled me into a hug, with his strong arms wrapped around me.
His forehead pressed into mine and he breathed slowly before
speaking. "You nearly gave me a heart attack. Let's try not to
repeat that one."

My heart fluttered as I felt James' body heat
through our wet clothes. His hands rubbed my back and held me
steady. I realized my knees were shaking, and I wasn't sure if it
was because of the fall or because of James and his embrace. It
didn't matter much though. I just knew that I didn't want the
moment to end.

I lifted my head and stared back into his
eyes, half hidden by the brim of his hat. I licked my lips and
wrapped my hands around his waist. "So, what now Mr. Cowboy?"

James squeezed me tightly and rubbed his
stubbled cheek across the smoothness of my own. I breathed deeply,
taking in his rustic smell while my knees trembled again.
Goosebumps lit up and down my arms as I prepped myself for the kiss
I knew was coming. My whole body ached for my cowboy.

But when his head pulled back in that last
moment before our lips met, James surprised me. His hold on me
loosened as his arms fell away. He took a step back and pushed the
brim of his hat back up. He smiled at me again which only teased me
further. Couldn't he see that I wanted him?

"Now we get back up on our horses, and we
finish what we came out here to do. Think you're up to it
Sarah?"

My heart dropped at his words, but I knew it
was for the best. No matter how much I wanted James, I was going to
marry George. I silently thanked and cursed James for his
restraint. And when my eyes lifted from my mud covered feet, my
mind was clear again. I smiled sadly at my cowboy and nodded my
head. "Time to climb back up on that horse."

 


*****

 


We rode for hours, taking nearly a dozen
cattle back to the pens. James complimented me the entire time,
sending streaks of scarlet across my cheeks as his praise hit my
ears. Now we were heading back to the camp with the final stray and
I'd never felt more alive. The rain had turned into a light drizzle
as we rode back side by side. There was no rush now.

James talked as we trotted back, but I wasn't
listening. I was just staring at him, watching his lips move as he
described something I'd done on our ride. I was blushing, I could
feel the heat in my cheeks, but I didn't care. I was smiling too
but I couldn't stop. I felt amazing.

And the slow pace of our travel was helping
my mood more than I wanted to admit. With each fall of my horse's
hoof, a tremor would shake the animal between my legs. Its muscled
back pressed against my crotch as I bounced up and down. The horse
beneath me felt better than any vibrator I'd ever owned.

As James continued talking, I pressed myself
against my mount and quickened the trot just a bit. But that was
all I needed. As I stared at James and he twisted his hands back
and forth, describing some kind of maneuver from earlier, pleasure
built in my core. I thought about how easily he'd lifted me up
earlier, and wondered what it would be like to have him hold me in
those strong arms. And as I watched his lips move as he spoke, I
thought about earlier as we stood holding each other in the field.
Remembering the rough feeling of his stubble as it brushed across
my cheek sent another tingle through me. I imagined James leaning
back in and kissing me deeply instead of letting me go. God how I
wanted him!

I wasn't ready when it happened. One moment I
was in control, letting the pressure in my stomach build as the
horse between my legs brought me closer to competition, and the
next moment, I was over the finish line, fighting to hold back a
moan. And I was staring right into James' eyes when it happened. I
managed to keep my sighs of pleasure contained, but that was about
all I managed to hide from the cowboy across from me.

I fought to keep my eyes open as waves of
pleasure rolled through me, causing my toes to curl and my back to
straighten, but with the horse still in a trot and the pleasure
only building, it was a battle I was destined to lose. My eyelids
dropped slowly, but not before I bit my lip and let my blue eyes
roll back in ecstasy. My cheeks burned as I tried to get myself
under control, but when another wave of ecstasy rolled through me,
I gave up and slumped against my mount as I bit my cheeks and
stifled my gasps of pleasure.

When I finally managed to open my eyes again,
James was riding even closer. His hands held my reins and he stared
straight ahead, pretending not to know what had just happened next
to him. I blushed as I sat back up and took the reins back. We rode
the rest of the way back to camp in silence, but I caught the
cowboy stealing glances at me from time to time with a hungry look
in his eyes.

When we arrived back at camp, everyone had
already retreated back to their tents. After leading the strays
back to the newly repaired pens, James hopped from his horse and
helped me down from mine. I shuddered at his every touch as he
helped me down. And when my feet were back on the ground, I threw
myself at the cowboy before either of us knew what was
happening.

I buried my head into James' chest and
wrapped my hands around his waist, pressing my body against his.
And after a moment of hesitation on his part, his arms slipped
around me, with his hands running up and down my back. I sighed at
his touch and sagged in his arms.

I was a mess, both mentally and physically.
Thoughts of George drifted into my thoughts, only to be run off by
my strong feelings towards James. I knew it was wrong, but I didn't
care. If nothing else, I just wanted to hold my cowboy a bit
longer.

"So, we uhhh... we should turn in Sarah. Let
me walk you back," James said nervously as he pulled away from me
for a second time tonight.

But this time he didn't step away from me.
Instead, his hand searched for my own. Our fingers laced together
and he pulled me back towards the campsite. My heart was beating so
hard I thought it would pop.

It was a short walk back to my tent, and when
we reached the small green dome, James blushed and scratched his
head as he stared at the mess he made of my small space. My tent
was now on its side, having blown over in the strong wind because
of the flap had been left open. I could see that everything inside
was wet, and my sleeping bag was still in the mud outside of the
tent where he'd pulled it out earlier.

"Well, shit. I'm sorry about all this
Sarah."

I squeezed James' hand as he stared at the
damage. "Don't worry about it cowboy." I turned towards him and let
my hands slide back along his trim waistline. "Maybe I could share
your tent tonight?"

James tipped his Stetson back and scratched
his chin as he stared up at the sky, lost in thought. My heart held
in my chest until his eyes met mine once more. The warm smile I'd
come to love lit up his face as he nodded slowly and wrapped his
arms around me. His large hands slid down my back and cupped my ass
and before I knew it, my feet left the ground. I wrapped my arms
around his neck and buried my head against his shoulder as he
carried me off to his tent. My heart was pounding like it never had
before.

I couldn't wait until we reached his
campsite. The smell of him as I pressed my cheek against his
shoulder was too much for me to ignore. With my legs wrapped around
his midsection and his strong arms to support me, I pressed my lips
against his neck, peppering my cowboy in fast, sweet kisses. My
tongue traced an imaginary line from his collarbone up to his ear
lobe and I couldn't help but notice the slightly salty taste of
sweat from the work we'd put in earlier. His taste, his smell, his
hands on my body; it was all too much. I wanted him so badly!

"Faster!" I whispered into his ear before
nibbling on his lobe. I planted another kiss on his cheek, feeling
the rough stubble press into my soft lips. This was maddening!
Before I knew it, my hands were on either side of his head and my
lips met his. My eyes closed as our mouths pressed together. James
staggered from the sudden onslaught of kisses and my stomach
flipped as I felt myself falling, but my cowboy caught himself and
lifted me back to his hip. All I could do was giggle before
pressing my lips back to his once more.

Kiss, breathe, kiss, tongue, kiss, breathe.
My heart was racing so fast that I was shaking in his arms. My clit
tingled and begged for his touch while my nipples swelled and
pressed into my soaked clothes. I pulled myself away from James
long enough to glance behind me to see how much farther it was to
his tent. At this point I would have been fine with him throwing me
down into the mud and taking me right here in the middle of camp.
But we were close now. I could see the green dome of his tent close
by.

"Almost there," he said as he pressed
forward. His arms squeezed my body against his and one of his hands
slipped under my shirt sending another wave of tingles through my
body. With my lips back against his own, the only response I could
manage was a shutter and a sigh.

I felt myself falling again as James leaned
over and unzipped his tent with one hand, while keeping me pressed
to his chest with the other. I wrapped my arms tightly around his
neck and locked my ankles behind his back, but I didn't need to,
not really. James wouldn't let me fall. I was safe in his arms.

 


*****

 


The tent was as small as my own, barely big
enough for a single person and clearly not made for two. James laid
me down on his bedroll before turning back and making sure the flap
was closed. He pulled off his Stetson and tossed it in the corner
before looking back at me. "Are you sure?" He asked.

"Mmmhmm," I said as I bit my lip and began to
unbutton my shirt. I'd never been so sure about anything in my
life.

That was all the assurance my cowboy needed.
He smiled again, creating deep dimples as he crawled towards me.
His hands engulfed mine before he pulled my arms down to my sides.
I tried to press myself forward against him, but he leaned back
before looking at me with eyes that begged patience. I kept my
hands at my side and held still as he brushed my wet hair back over
my shoulders, his fingers grazing my neck. Resisting my urge to
throw myself at him was maddening, but I wanted to see what James
had in mind.

Slowly, almost torturously so, his hands slid
over my shoulders and down my arms. When his fingers reached my
wrists, he switched directions and moved northward once more. "So
beautiful," he said as his hands left my shoulders and slipped down
to the remaining buttons still fastened on my soaked shirt.

I blushed at his comment and gasped in
excitement as the remaining buttons of my flannel shirt popped
free. With my shirt open, James' hands were free to travel over my
naked skin and he wasted no time in doing so. When his fingers
touched my sides, it felt like a lightning strike. My whole body
craved his touch, but when I popped up to my knees and tried to get
closer, his strong arms pressed me back down.

"Don't rush it. We have all night."

I reached out for James, but he pushed my
arms back down to my sides. Then his hands slipped behind my back
and unfastened my bra. He slipped the garment down my arms and my
breasts bounced free, with my nipples as hard as they had ever been
and begging for his touch.

He didn't disappoint. James bent me
backwards, lowering me slowly down onto his bedroll. And as soon as
I was lying down, his hands were all over me. He cupped the swell
of my breasts and squeezed me gently. A soft moan escaped my lips
as he smiled down at me. But when his fingers found my puffy
nipples, there was no holding back the gasps of pleasure.

"Ohh God!" I cried as his fingers wrapped
around my tits and twiddled them. His head dipped and he took a
nipple into his mouth, tracing my pink disk with his tongue before
running it over my mountain peak. A shutter ran through me and
before he pulled his head away he wrapped his lips around my nipple
and sucked, pulling my breast upwards before I slipped free of his
mouth with a soft pop.

"God ain't got nothing to do with it Sarah,"
he said before dropping his head to my other breast and repeating
the sensual suckling on my other side. I gasped again as my clit
throbbed furiously. He lifted his head away and smiled once more.
"It's only you and me tonight."

Those were the last words spoken for quite
awhile. I couldn't hold back any longer. My hands shot out and
grabbed his shirt. With a strength I didn't know I had, I pulled
the rugged cowboy down on top of me as he laughed. Our lips met and
our tongues danced as my clumsy, shaking hands struggled to free
his buttons. But half way through the frustrating attempt to remove
his shirt, I gave up doing things the hard way. With a tug and the
sound of ripping, the remaining buttons popped free and his shirt
slid open, revealing his muscled chest and abs.

Our hands roamed each other's bodies as we
kissed. I traced the contours of his well defined abs and ran my
hands over his hard chest while he tugged and twisted my nipples
gently, eliciting small gasps from me with every tiny touch of his
fingers. I nearly cried out when his hands disappeared from my
tits, but when they showed up down south, wrestling with the button
fly on my pants, my heart leapt once more.

I lifted my hips and let James tug my wet
jeans and even wetter panties down my smooth legs. He leaned back
and lifted my legs skyward, working my tight jeans off my body. But
when the pants came off, my legs didn't drop back to the floor.
Instead, James took a foot in each of his hands and pressed his
thumbs into my arches, rubbing the bottoms of my muddy feet in
circular motions. The impromptu massage felt almost as good as his
hands on my tits.

"That feels amazing..." I managed to gasp
between labored breaths. His fingers split my toes and his hands
closed around my feet. No one had ever touched my like this. I was
in heaven as I watched James from between my spread legs as he
worked his magic.

He lowered my feet back to the ground but he
wasn't done teasing me yet. Now his hands slid up and down my bent
legs in rhythmic patterns, while occasionally touching the soft
skin behind my knees. And every time his fingers slid across the
tender skin, my knees would shake and knock together. James would
only laugh and kiss my knees before continuing his slow
touches.

Slowly his hands crept closer to what I
really wanted him to touch. Every time his hands would slide up and
down my legs, he would go just a bit higher. In only a few more
passes, his fingers would find my clit and wet slit, both begging
for his touch and attention. And after his masterful display
teasing the rest of my body, I couldn't wait for his hands to fall
over my pussy.

His fingers finally made the journey north,
but instead of immediately sliding between my legs like I had
hoped, he traced the skin of my inner thigh, where hip met leg. My
whole body shook when his fingers glided over the never before
touched area. I bit my lower lip harshly when his fingers reversed
course and slid over my smoothly waxed mound, down towards the
wetness that was waiting to be touched.

After all of the teasing, I nearly blacked
out when his fingers parted my folds and touched my clit for the
first time. And when his digits slipped inside of me, a moan that I
was sure woke half of the camp let loose from between my lips
before James managed to clamp his free hand across my mouth. He
just smiled as I watched him with wide eyes. His fingers probed
deeper, curling and spreading out within me while his thumb rubbed
against my clit softly.

It didn't take long before my cowboy brought
me to my peak. My body shuttered under his touch and I bit down on
the soft side of his hand still pressed against my lips as an
orgasm raced through me. My toes curled and dug into the bedroll as
my legs fluttered and knocked into James. My tummy tightened and my
back arched. Waves of bliss rolled over me as my cowboy's touch let
up. His fingers slid from within me, and for a moment I felt a deep
sense of loss at the lack of his touch until I lifted my head far
enough to see that he was unzipping his jeans. I dropped my head
back to the mat and let the waves of pleasure wash over me, all the
while knowing that we weren't done yet.

 


*****

 


The last tingles of my first orgasm slipped
away as James popped off his mud caked boots and pulled his pants
off. I pushed myself up onto my forearms so I could watch him
through half open eyes. I still couln't believe this was happening.
Faint tendrils of guilt swirled around in my stomach, but the
negative feeling was overwhelmed by the lust for my cowboy as I
watched him shed the last of his clothes.

James caught my gaze and smiled. But now he
held out his hands towards me. "Get up for a moment."

I let him pull me to my knees, with my head
brushing against the top of the small domed tent as I did so. James
guided me off of the bedroll before sliding down into my place. He
looked up at me from the floor and smiled again, clearly aware that
I was confused. But the confusion was short-lived. He pulled off
the skintight boxer briefs that hid his cock from view, and my
heart leapt into my throat when I finally saw what my cowboy was
packing.

Long, thick, and ready to ride, his cock
bounced against his body with his pulse. James held out his hands
once more and pulled me over on top of him, with my legs to either
side of his hips. I hadn't expected this, but in hindsight, nothing
James had done tonight was what I had thought would happen, and
every surprise only made it better. With my pussy only inches from
his throbbing member, James pulled me down and wrapped me in a hug
before kissing me deeply once more.

But the kisses were short-lived this time.
His hands left my body and I pushed myself up with my hands on his
chest. My pussy rubbed against his cock, and with just a little
sway of my hips, my clit would rub against his shaft, sending
tingles through my body.

James reached back behind him and grabbed his
Stetson. He leaned up and dropped it onto my head, where the hat
slid down over my ears as it settled, clearly too big. But he just
smiled and dropped his hands behind his head. "Now you look the
part. Let's see how well my cowgirl can ride."

With a grin, I lifted my hips and reached for
his cock. With his thick shaft in my hands, I positioned myself
above his spear and dropped down slowly. My eyes closed tightly as
my wet and wanting pussy engulfed his manhood inch by inch. A soft
sigh slipped from me as he slid inside, and when my ass finally
touched his hips, I felt fuller than I'd ever felt. My cowboy fit
just right.

Slowly, I lifted myself back up, letting his
cock slide within me. I squeezed him as I did, using whatever
muscle control I had in my pussy to make myself even tighter for
his dick. And from the look on James' face, it was clear he liked
whatever I was doing.

Up and down, up and down. I started slowly,
but quickly picked up the pace once I got into the feel of being on
top. I smiled down at my cowboy as I worked, and he smiled back up
at me, the same warm and inviting smile that I'd fallen in love
with in the past few days. And every time I slid him in deep, his
cock hit something inside of me that sent a wave of pleasure
rushing through my core.

Now James was moving underneath me. His hips
lifted and dropped in rhythm with my own, and as he did, his
stomach muscles tensed. Sweat began to bead on my forehead as the
temperature in the small tent climbed. And when James' hands fell
to my bouncing breasts, teasing my nipples once more, I nearly fell
off of his cock. It was just too much.

He could sense it. Maybe I slowed down, or
maybe my rhythm was off, but he knew I wasn't up to the task. He
leaned up and pulled the hat from my head. I pouted when he did,
but James only smiled and pulled me back down across his chest. His
hands cupped my ass as he bit my lower lip affectionately. He
walked kisses up my cheek until his lips pressed to my ear.

"My turn now darlin'," he whispered as he
hugged me tightly.

Before I knew what was happening, I was on my
back, with James once again between my spread legs. His cock never
left my hole, and he smiled down at me as he dropped his black
Stetson onto his own head. His hands fell to my calves and he
lifted my legs up in the air before throwing them over his
shoulders. I was confused for a moment, until he pressed his hips
forward and his cock drilled deep, hitting the back of my wall. I
gasped loudly as he did, then grinned madly at my cowboy.

The time for foreplay was over. James slid
back and forth slowly a few times to get a feel of his new
position, but then he picked up speed. This was the cowboy I
expected to see tonight; wild, untamed, and powerful. His hips
slammed into me with such force that my whole body slid up across
the bedroll with his thrusts. His green eyes burned with savage
intensity and sweat dripped down his nose, landing on my taut
stomach as he fucked me hard.

I couldn't do much more than moan and
struggle for breath as James' thrusts filled me with ecstasy. Each
time his hips jumped forward, his cock would slam into something
wonderful inside of my pussy, while his hips pressed into my
wanting clit, sending my body wild. And he seemed to be picking up
speed with each thrust.

The pleasure built within me until it was too
much to contain any longer. I tried to hold off the orgasm I knew
was coming so James could catch up, but there was no stopping it.
The dam holding back my bliss burst and filled me once more with
ecstasy. My eyes rolled back as my moans grew louder, but this
time, James didn't try to silence me. My sighs filled the air as my
body tensed and waves of erotic energy shot through me.

James picked up speed when he realized what
was happening. His quick thrusts kept my orgasm rolling until he
stopped so suddenly that I thought something had gone wrong. But
when he pressed his hips forward so hard that I knew I'd have
bruises in the morning and his head dropped suddenly, I knew that
he'd cum as well.

 


His Stetson blocked his face as he pressed
into me, but there was no denying the deep grunt he made, or the
feeling of his cock swelling within me. I could feel his hot seed
spill deeply within me and I sighed along with him as he filled me
up. His dick pulsed a few more times inside of me, and with each
pulse, I felt more of his cum slip into me. For a moment, my mind
wandered to thoughts of a swollen belly under a light summer dress
as I stood on the porch of his farmhouse, sipping lemonade with
James by my side. The thought only made me want my cowboy more.

I pulled James down on top of me as I wrapped
my legs around his torso, holding him in place. He didn't resist.
He just hugged me back and pressed himself against me, breathing
deeply. And we stayed like that as we caught our breath and the
last vestiges of pleasure slipped out into the night.

When I finally unlocked my ankles and dropped
my feet to the ground, James pulled back and looked down at me with
the same cocksure smile that I would never get tired of seeing. He
took off his hat and slipped out from between my legs, then laid
down next to me on the small bedroll.

"That was..." he said before I cut him
off.

I finished his sentence before he could.
"Wonderful… James, I just wanted to..."

But before I could finish what I was going to
say, his finger fell across my lips and a soft, "Shhh," filled the
air.

"In the morning Sarah. For now, let's just
sleep."

With little room in the tiny space, I had no
choice but to curl up in the crook of his arm and press my naked
body against his own. Not that I would have complained. There was
nowhere else I'd rather have been than curled up beside him, with
his strong arms wrapped tightly around me as I drifted off to
sleep.

 


*****

 


Dreams of George and our marriage filled my
head as I slept, but they weren't happy dreams any longer. I didn't
want him anymore. Not after being with James. And when my dreams
turned to my cowboy, astride his horse and holding out his hand to
me with his perfect smile, I never wanted to wake up. But all good
things come to an end, and when the sunlight woke me in the
morning, I was afraid that the end of James and I had arrived
sooner than I wanted.

He wasn't in the tent when I woke. His hat
and boots were gone and the spot next to me on the small bedroll
was cold. And when I saw my bag in the corner of the tent, I
wondered for a moment if last night was nothing but a dream. But my
muddy clothes from our midnight ride were piled in the corner, and
next to them was a shirt that wasn't mine. It was James' from last
night, missing buttons from where I'd lost patience and ripped it
off.

I sat up slowly and my entire body protested.
Every part of me was sore. My legs shook as I struggled to my knees
and my back ached from the fall. And when I pulled up a pair of
simple cotton undies, the light weight of the panties against my
crotch made me shutter. The bareback ride and late night sex had
left me sore and bruised there too.

I gave up on finding any other tight fitting
clothes and decided on a light weight summer dress. But before I
could step out of the tent and into the morning light, the zipper
sounded and the flap fell away before James popped his head in and
handed me a plate of eggs and bacon.

"I thought I could make it back before you
woke, but this works too," he said as he handed me the food.
"Breakfast in bedroll."

He smiled and sent the butterflies in my
stomach into a wild frenzy, but something was nagging at me.
"James, what did last night mean?"

He tipped his hat back and the smile on his
face disappeared, replaced by the serious look I'd seen on him
yesterday when he'd burst into my tent in the middle of the night.
"I don't know Sarah. You leave in a few days and I can't go with
you. You'll go back to being a city girl. I... Last night... It was
the best time of my life Sarah."

Sadness crept over me as his words sank in. I
knew he was right. Last night was a game changer, but James and I
were playing two different games. I knew as soon as I woke up that
I couldn't go back to George. Not after what I'd done with James.
But leaving everything else; my friends, my family, my job. They
were all still in the city. I couldn’t abandon them after one night
in a tent with a man I barely knew. It was a little girl's
fantasy.

But one that I wanted to hold one to for a
little bit longer. My eyes met his and I smiled slowly. "You think
I could sleep in your tent again tonight? If you know, that's okay
with you..."

James crawled all the way into the tent and
sat next to me, pulling me into the crook of his arm as he dropped
a kiss onto my forehead. "Nothing would make me happier."

The few days I had remaining at the ranch
were spent by my cowboy's side. And at night we curled up together
on his small bedroll, our bodies pressed against one another. My
friends gave me strange looks and I pretended to ignore them. I
wasn't going to let anything spoil the last few days I had with
James.

But when the bus pulled up to take us all to
the airport on the last day, I still wasn't ready to leave. James
walked me to the bus, hand in hand. He carried my bag and gave me a
hug as tears slipped down my cheeks.

"I don't want to leave. Not now," I said as I
pressed my head against his shoulder.

"I don't want you to either, but the city is
callin' you Sarah." He pulled away from me and smiled. The last
smile of his I might ever see. But before he let go of my hand, he
pulled his black Stetson from his head and dropped it down on top
of mine. "This is my very favorite hat, but it's never been to the
city. Maybe you could show it around, then bring it back..."

My heart jumped as a smile burst forth on my
face and a choked giggle escaped from my throat. A final hug and I
stepped towards the bus, but before the doors closed, I turned back
around. With a grin on my face and hope in my heart I looked James,
knowing now that it wouldn’t be the last time. "You got it
cowboy."




 


Waiting for my Prince to Come

 


I had been having the best birthday in years
and the day was only getting better. The day had been going well
thanks to my best friend Lisa and her fiancé. They had invited me
to go with them on a three day vacation to the theme parks and I
couldn’t be happier.

Some of my best memories growing up had
happened in these parks. Riding the rides, seeing the shows,
waiting for the parades. The fireworks at night and the food during
the day. Everything about this place just struck a chord within me.
It truly was the happiest place on Earth.

Today had been a blast. I spent the first
half of the day with Lisa and Jim, but split off from them after
lunch to give the two time alone. I had done some shopping and
ridden a few rides. Now the park was winding down with people
lining the curbs to catch the last parade of the day. My feet were
aching and I wanted to see the parade too so I decided this was a
good enough time to get some ice cream and settle in for the
wait.

A long line and five dollars later and I had
my chocolate waffle cone in hand. I couldn’t wait to start licking
the frozen treat, but I had never been great at doing multiple
things at once. Eating ice cream and walking seemed like a good
idea until I managed to knock loose the top scoop, sending it
tumbling down the front of my dress.

“Well shit.”

I stopped and fished a napkin out of my small
black purse. I turned towards a storefront window in an attempt to
see if I had gotten all of the ice cream. But when I caught my
reflection in the glass, I couldn’t help but laugh.

My reflection in the mirror was of a
twenty-four year old woman going on about twelve. My normal
clothes, a tight t-shirt and hip hugging jeans, were currently in a
locker by the front gates. I had replaced them after lunch with a
red dress with black polka dots. This was the staple outfit of my
favorite park character. And on top of the theme dress, I wore a
mouse eared headband with a small red bow in the middle, completing
the look. I’d worn a similar outfit when I had been here in middle
school, but back then I didn’t have a pair of C cups stretching the
front of the dress out. I didn’t have my long smooth legs, or my
blonde hair that sank to mid back. I was a girl then, and now I was
a woman trying to relive happier memories.

I finished cleaning off the ice cream.
Luckily most of it had fallen onto one of the large black dots.
Happy that I had cleaned off my dress, but a bit saddened by my
realization that I was trying to live in the past, I sat down and
waited for the parade to start, now a little less enthusiastic than
I had been only minutes before.

My good mood returned the second I heard the
music announcing the beginning of the parade. Close to the main
gates, I had less than a minute to wait before I saw the first of
the dancers come around the corner followed by a large, colorful
float. For the next ten minutes, I sat happily on the curb in my
childish clothes, eating my ice cream, lost in the moment.

As the last of the floats turned the corner,
my heart skipped a beat. The last motorized float was nothing more
than a glossy platform with silvered railings. And standing on the
platform were two people, actors dressed as a Prince and a
Princess. I couldn’t help myself. I waved giddily as they passed
by. To my surprise, the parade stopped with the royal float in
front of me. Even more surprising, the Prince had just climbed down
a set of curled stairs towards the back of the float and was
currently walking straight towards me.

He was handsome. I guess he had to be to be
Prince Charming. His smile showed off his perfect teeth. His black
hair was swept back across his head and the dark blue tunic with
white accents did little to hide his flawless body. He was so close
now that I could hear the tapping of his glossy black boots against
the cobblestone road. He stopped right in front of me and he
stooped over, one hand behind his back, while his other hand,
hidden inside a tight white glove, was held out to help me up.

“Happy Birthday Abbey.”

Did he just say my name? How could he have
known? My hand latched on to his and I let him pull me to my
feet.

“How did you know?” I asked hesitantly.

He finished pulling me to my feet before
pointing to the circular button pinned to my cheat. I had
completely forgotten about it. Lisa had gotten it for me this
morning. Happy Birthday was printed in bright letters across the
top while my name had been written in sharpie marker in a blank
space below. My cheeks reddened and I looked down at my feet
sheepishly.

A gloved finger fell beneath my chin and
lifted my eyes back to Charming’s face. His perfect smile cut right
through me, making my pussy drip faster than the half eaten ice
cream still clutched in one hand. He may have been an actor, but at
that moment I was lost in a fairy tale.

“So Abbey, do you have a birthday wish?”

“To see you again,” I blurted out before
thinking.

I clapped my hand across my mouth in
embarrassment. He was playing a part and I was hitting on him. And
in front of hundreds of people. It was a good thing the music was
so loud or someone might have heard just how foolish I was being. I
felt like a complete airhead.

Behind the Prince, the parade had started
moving again. His float was slowly inching away while his Princess
was climbing back up the rounded staircase. My Prince pulled my
hand away from my lips before pressing it between both of his.

“May all your dreams come true my Lady,” he
said as I felt something pressed into my palm.

My hand closed around whatever he had just
handed me and I watched him curiously as he walked away. As he
climbed back up the stairs, I caught a glance at his royal package
straining under the dark blue tights. Quite impressive. My eyes
lingered on him as he returned to the side of the Princess and
began waving at the crowd once again. I followed him with my eyes
until his float finally turned a corner, disappearing from view.
Once he was out of eyesight, I remembered that he had given me
something.

I slowly unballed my fist, unsure as to what
I would find curled up inside. I knew it was small, but I wasn’t
expecting a crumpled slip of paper. I smoothed it out carefully.
There was writing on one side. I read it and my eyes lit up. It was
a note and it carried a simple, but life changing message. Written
above a string of numbers separated by dashes were two words.

‘Call me.’

*****

“So let me get this straight. Prince Charming
hopped off his float to hit on you?”

I could see Lisa in the mirror as I wrestled
with my dress in the small hotel bathroom. I didn’t think the dress
was ever meant for an adult, and I was having trouble pulling it
over my head. Behind me, Lisa watched with her arm crossed and one
eyebrow raised, questioning my story, or more likely, my
attire.

“No. He came to wish me a Happy Birthday.
Then I guess I flirted with him. Then he gave me his phone
number.”

With the sound of stitches popping, I finally
pulled the dress over my head, leaving me in nothing but my pink
bra and matching lacy panties. I sighed as I dropped the dress onto
the floor. I hoped that I hadn’t ruined it, but knew I should
probably wear more age appropriate clothing for the rest of the
trip.

“So a man playing a Prince in a kiddie parade
comes down and gives you his phone number and you are actually
thinking of calling him?”

I turned sideways and ran my hand across my
flat stomach as I looked in the mirror. I bounced on my toes a few
times, watching my tits jiggle within the confines of the pink
cotton cups of my bra. I’d eaten a lot in the park today, but I
still felt good about my body. I refocused on Lisa’s reflection in
the mirror now that I was satisfied I hadn’t gained five pounds in
the park.

“Well why not? He was cute and clearly
interested. And it’s not like I have a boyfriend.”

“Why not? How about because he is carrying
around slips of paper with his phone number already written down
and handing them out to complete strangers! He’s Prince Creepy not
Prince Charming.”

I turned on Lisa. I knew I shouldn’t be mad
at her for looking out for me, but her judgmental eyes and attitude
were starting to piss me off.

“It’s easy for you to say. I turn twenty-five
in two days and I haven’t been touched by a guy in five months! You
have Jim. All I have is a friend who invites me along on vacations
out of pity. Maybe I want a one night stand with a Prince.”

“He’s not a Prince! He’s a guy in a velour
costume! Don’t call him Abbey. Hang out with Jim and me tomorrow.
We’ll make a day of it.”

I knew she was just looking out for me, but I
felt special today in the park. Out of everyone lined up on that
street, my mystery man had singled me out. I didn’t want to be a
third wheel to Lisa and Jim, and I didn’t want to have this
conversation anymore either.

“Fine Lisa, you win. I won’t call him.
Tomorrow we’ll all hang out and have a good time. But can we make
plans in the morning. I’m exhausted.” I raised my arms above my
head and let out an exaggerated yawn to sell the lie.

Lisa still looked skeptical, but she
uncrossed her arms and nodded her head. “Alright. We’ll meet you
downstairs for breakfast. Goodnight Abbey.”

I waited for the sound of my door to close
before I left the bathroom. I hurried to the dresser where I had
left the note with my Prince’s number on it, but it was gone. Lisa
had swiped it before she left, clearly not trusting me to keep my
promise. She knew me too well. But clearly not well enough because
I had already programmed the number into my phone. With a swish of
my thumb, I scrolled through my numbers until I found one labeled
‘Charming’. I tapped it and waited for the sound of a ringing phone
before pressing it to my ear.

It rang once, twice, and then click.

“Hello?” said a masculine voice.

Shit. What do I say!

“Umm… Hello?” Smooth. Real smooth.

There was silence on both ends, borne out of
confusion and hesitation. Luckily he had the good sense to break
the silence. If he hadn’t I don’t know if I would have.

“Hi. I don’t recognize this number. Who’s
calling?”

“It’s Abbey.”

More silence before I heard him respond.
“Abbey? You aren’t the birthday girl are you?”

He remembered me! “Yes! I mean yes I am. Are
you my Prince Charming?”

I heard him laughing on the other end. “Well
I don’t know about that. But I am the guy who gave you this phone
number. I’m glad you called. I couldn’t stop thinking about you
after I left.”

My heart jumped in my chest. “Soooo… What
now?”

“I don’t know. I have the day off tomorrow if
you’ll still be in town. We could hang out if you want.”

This was perfect! Lisa could keep her
judgmental attitude. I’d just landed a date with a Prince! I tried
to keep the desperation and excitement from my voice, but there was
no way I could keep myself under control right now.

“That sounds great, er, wonderful. Fantastic.
Shit. That’s good.” Deep breath. Just calm down. “It sounds good.
Want to meet me at my hotel for breakfast? The Hilton outside the
gates?”

I held my breath as I waited for his reply. I
was as giddy as a school girl talking to her first crush.

“That sounds great Abbey. I’ll see you in the
morning. Ohh, and my name is Phillip by the way.”

Phillip. I liked that. “Well, okay. I’ll see
you in the morning Phillip. Bye.”

I hung up in haste before he could reply. I
looked at my phone with shock at what I had just done, but then
shrugged. I’m sure he wouldn’t care. Instead I laid my phone on the
nightstand and jumped backwards onto the bed, my body bouncing once
on the springy mattress before settling. I had a date!

Butterflies fluttered through my stomach and
my heart beat quickly in my chest. I had a date. A date with a
handsome man I barely knew in a city that wasn’t my own. It was
exciting, and new, and a little bit dangerous which only made my
pulse quicken even more. I had a date tomorrow and I had no idea
how I was going to fall asleep tonight.

So began my battle with sleep. I tossed and
turned in the unfamiliar bed, looking at the clock every ten
minutes. The bright red numbers glowed in the darkness. Thirty
minutes past, then an hour, then two. No matter how I laid, I
couldn’t drift off to sleep. My mind was racing a mile a minute,
thoughts of Phillip in my head, dressed in his dark blue tunic and
his white gloves.

And in my dreams I was dressed as Princess.
We danced together on a well lit floor, twirling and skipping
through intricate patterns while a crowd cheered us on. And then
the song in the background came to a close. Phillip bent me
backwards into a dip, but my body never returned to its upright
position. Instead he gently lowered me to the floor.

While we were still lit by a spotlight, I
imagined his hands sliding underneath the large, ruffled gown. He
tore the materials from my body, leaving me lying amid shredded
white ruffles as he slid in between my open legs. In my head, I
could hear the crowd still gathered around us gasp at the
passionate act. As Phillip moved into position, I imagined his
fingers tracing the contours of my pink panties before pushing the
light material to one side. I imagined his cock slipping free of
his pants and sliding gently into the slick folds between my
thighs.

The dream felt so real. I could feel him
inside of me. Lost in my fantasy, I didn’t realize that my own
fingers had pushed my underwear to the side before sliding deep
within my wanting pussy. My other hand got in on the action too,
rubbing my clit over the cotton underwear. My real world fondling
gave life to the dream I was enjoying so much.

My dream Prince pushed in and out of me
slowly, but with force. My body responded with small movements of
its own, grinding my crotch into his. As he slid in an out, his
speed picked up. Soon his gentle motions had turned into a torrent
of pleasurable pushes deep into me. With each thrust I imagined his
pelvis slamming into my own, grinding on my clit as his cock jabbed
deep against my insides. Over and over it happened until finally I
came.

The erotic energies washed over my body. My
tummy tightened and my eyes rolled back as I let out a series of
short, choked gasps. My nipples were so hard they felt like they
were going to pop off. But as the pleasurable sensations began to
dim, a new feeling spread through my body. My limbs grew heavy and
my mind finally quieted down. Within minutes I was fast asleep and
I wouldn’t wake up again until the annoying buzzer of my hotel
alarm startled me awake in the morning.

*****

After waking up, I showered and dressed
quickly, choosing a simple pink tee and a pair of jeans to wear
before slipping on my shoes and heading down to breakfast to meet
up with Lisa and Jim. I had to get them to leave me behind today so
that I could meet up with Phillip.

Lisa was waving from a table as soon as I
entered the small dining area. I crossed the span and sat down.
Without even greeting the couple, I started making excuses.

“Lisa, I’m sorry. I don’t think I want to go
out today. I’m not feeling well.”

Jim and Lisa looked at me. She had a look of
concern mixed with skepticism on her face, while Jim wore a look of
amazement on his. But his look was directed at a half eaten piece
of sausage dangling from his fork.

“This is fantastic for hotel food,” he said,
clearly in his own little world that consisted of nothing but him
and his breakfast.

“What do you mean you aren’t going?”

I put on my best ‘I have cramps’ face and
looked Lisa in the eye. “I just don’t feel well. I think I’m going
to lie down and run up a room service bill.”

“Are you sure? I have some Midol in my purse.
I don’t want you spending vacation alone in your room.”

 

I waved away Lisa’s gesture as she reached
for her bag. “It’s fine Lisa. Really. I didn’t sleep well last
night and I just want to go back to bed with some chocolate ice
cream. You two go have fun. If you need me I’ll have my phone
on.”

I pushed my chair back from the table and
stood up. “Go have fun today. Don’t worry about me.” I started to
walk away from the table. Behind me I could hear Jim and Lisa.

“Where’s she going?”

“Doesn’t feel well Jim.”

“She should have some of this sausage.
Cheered me right up.”

“Enough about your damn sausage Jim!”

I pulled out my phone as soon as I was around
the corner and out of earshot. I hit redial and waited for Phillip
to answer.

“Hello? Abbey?”

It was nice to hear him. It’d be nicer still
to see him. “I’m ready to go when you are.”

“So am I. Turn around and look towards the
door.”

I did as Phillip asked and was surprised when
I saw him standing there in the lobby, waving with one hand while
holding a phone up to his ear with the other. He was dressed as
simply as I was. A black jacket over a t-shirt and jeans. He could
have been wearing a burlap sack for all I cared. He looked
good!

“I see you! I’ll be right over.”

I hung up and moved briskly across the lobby
to where he was waiting for me. I had to fight against the desire
to break into a run to close the distance. When I was finally close
enough to talk to him, he held out his arms, inviting me in for a
hug. I wasted no time moving myself into the space between his
outstretched limbs. When my body pressed against his, I wrapped my
arms around his waist while his arms closed around me tightly,
pressing our bodies together. I laid my head against his
shoulder.

“I couldn’t sleep last night. I was so
excited.” I don’t know why I blurted that out, but it was out there
now. I must sound like a crazy person.

His head dropped and a tender kiss landed on
my forehead. “Nice to know I kept you awake last night. So where’d
you want to go?”

I hadn’t even thought about a destination.
“How about the parks?”

As soon as I said it, I regretted it. No one
would want to go on a date to the same place they worked.

“That sounds good to me. I can’t think of a
more fitting place to spend a day with the girl in the mouse
ears.”

The butterflies were back. I didn’t know if
this was an act he put on for all the girls, or even if there had
been other girls like me, but it didn’t really matter. Whether it
was a front or not it was working. Part of me wanted to skip the
parks and just take him up to my room right now, but I wasn’t that
impulsive.

“I’m ready get going if you are my
Prince.”

He chuckled and let go of me. “After you my
Lady.”

*****

We walked to the parks from the hotel. It was
only a few blocks. It was a nice day and it gave us time to get to
know each other a bit before we hit the crowds inside. Hand in hand
we strolled slowly under the palm trees lining the street, talking
the whole way.

I learned a lot about Phillip in that short
walk. He was born two states over but came here for school and
never left. He had gotten a part time job in the parks to pay rent
but fell in love with the job after becoming Prince Charming. He
was still in school and had no girlfriend.

He asked the same questions of me and I told
him. I had graduated two years ago and done little with my degree.
I was stuck in an unfulfilling job, had few friends, no love
interests and a car that only seemed to want to start every other
day. I spent all my free time at the gym.

“So how does a girl who looks like you go
single for so long?”

“I work in an office full of women and go to
a gym full of men more interested in each other than me. My friend
tries to set me up on dates but they usually stall out in the
planning stages.” I looked down at my shoes as I answered him. For
some reason I was embarrassed of my answer even though I knew I had
no real reason to be.

“So how about you? I mean you are Prince
Charming! How do you not have half a dozen girlfriends? Or is
hooking up with girls on vacation your thing?” I nudged him in the
ribs as I asked, trying to seem playful. Truth was that I really
wanted to know if this was something he did often like Lisa seemed
to think. I didn’t want to be just another notch on a bedpost.

“Well to be honest, I’ve had that note in my
back pocket for the past three months. I got the idea from one of
the Princesses. I didn’t plan on giving it to you yesterday, but
you caught me off guard. I just wanted to wish the pretty girl in
mouse ears a happy birthday.”

I stopped walking. He jerked backwards when
he tried to walk out of reach, our hands still held tightly
together. He turned towards me in confusion.

“What’s wrong?”

My eyes were watering. The butterflies in my
stomach had turned into a storm of flapping wings. I hadn’t
realized until he said it just how long I had been waiting for
someone to notice me. I spent so much time at the gym getting into
shape just to stand quietly in the back of crowded rooms. But
Phillip had singled me out just to brighten my day.

“Kiss me.”

His eyebrows rose in surprise, but he didn’t
hesitate. The invitation brought him in close, and he let go of my
hand so he could cradle my head as he moved his mouth towards mine.
When our lips touched, it was like being struck by lightning. Every
nerve in my body seemed to scream at once and my skin felt too
small for my body. I could feel every hair on my head as I melted
into his kiss.

The butterflies flew away, leaving my stomach
in peace for a moment. The rest of my body was not so lucky. My
clit throbbed as Phillip moved his hands through my hair and his
lips parted. I felt his tongue press against my closed mouth, a
clear sign that it wanted in. I was happy to grant entry, meeting
his tongue at the gate with my own.

My nipples grew hard and pressed against my
bra, begging to be touched. Lost in the moment and feeling so good,
I guided one of Phillip’s hands to my breasts. When his hand cupped
the round flesh, a tingle shot down my spine. The heat from his
palm passed through my clothing, making my nipples pucker even
further. I took his hand once more and guided it to the bottom of
my shirt before trying to move it back up but this time Phillip
resisted. His hand pulled back and dropped to his side.

“What’s wrong?” I asked out of the corner of
my mouth as our lips were still pressed against each other.

Phillip stepped back and looked at me while
throwing his arms out wide. The world around us swam back into
focus and I knew then why he stopped. I might have lost track of
where we were, but at least he had the good sense to remain
somewhat aware of our surroundings before we ended up naked on the
concrete half a block from one of the biggest vacation hotspots in
the world. My face grew red at the thought of what almost
happened.

“Ready to go to the parks?” His hand was
outstretched and searching for my own.

With our hands once again locked together, we
continued to the parks. My nipples stood erect under my shirt while
my panties were damp between my legs. I caught Phillip trying to
adjust his package while walking. I was glad he was as turned on as
I was. But by the time we finally reached the turnstiles to the
parks, our hormones had calmed down enough that we could walk five
feet without having to pull at a bra strap or a belt buckle.

Once we were in the park, Phillip pulled me
close. “Lead the way Abbey. This is your day.”

I smiled and planted a kiss on his cheek
while squeezing his hand before we moved deeper into the park.
Today was going to be a good day. Now to make sure reality lived up
to my expectations.

*****

Phillip had been amazing all day. He seemed
to know what I was thinking before I did. We had only been in the
park for a few hours but he was already finishing my sentences and
making gestures that might have seemed insignificant to most
people, but meant the world to me.

We ate a quick breakfast and rode a few rides
before he pulled me into a gift shop. Unlike most gift shops in the
park, this one carried clothing that at first glance looked like
any other brand of trendy clothing. But on closer inspection you
could see the company branding, the familiar mouse ears, hidden
cleverly somewhere on the garments. He pulled me over to a rack of
summer dresses that looped around the back of the neck.

“What do you think of this?” he asked while
holding up a dark blue dress with a lighter blue flower
pattern.

“I like it a lot. Want me to try it on?”

He nodded and I took the dress from his hand
and stepped into a changing room. I slid out of the clothes I had
worn to the park and stepped into the dress. I looked at myself in
the mirror and was impressed with the slinky outfit. It hung off me
perfectly, managing to hug every curve that I wanted to accentuate
while still managing to stay loose and summery. I stepped out of
the dressing room to show Phillip.

He saw me immediately. “Beautiful.”

“You like the dress then?”

“I do but I was talking about you. I think
you’d look good in anything.”

I blushed at his comment and played with the
hem of the dress. I watched Phillip pull something off of a rack
and move towards me.

“Something is missing though.”

He was holding whatever he had just picked up
behind his back. He stepped in close to me and our lips met for the
second time today. My eyes closed and my hands encircled his waist
as I drifted into his kiss. But while I was distracted and lost in
the moment, he was busy taking whatever he had behind his back and
putting it on my head. I pulled back when I felt the headband push
past my ears.

“Now you’re perfect. It’s a bit hard to be my
pretty girl with the ears if you are missing your cute little
headband.”

I glanced at myself in a mirror and saw it
was the same headband I was wearing yesterday, with two small black
circles for ears and a bright red bow in the middle. It clashed a
bit with the dark blue dress, but I didn’t care.

Phillip paid for my new outfit and we went
back into the park. I dumped my old clothes in a rental locker and
we got in line for the log ride. It had been my favorite ride since
I was a child. The relaxing float through darkened tunnels filled
with cartoon animals just brought me to a happy place.

The thirty minute wait to get onto the ride
however, was not something I generally enjoyed doing. But
everything seemed better with Phillip by my side. We talked in
line, learning more about each other. I told him how my parents
would take me here every year for my birthday. This was the first
time I had been back to the parks since I had left home years
ago.

As we talked, our bodies seemed to move
closer together. We started our long queue standing side by side,
holding hands. By the time we reached the ride operators, we were
moving our legs in tandem, walking as one because Phillip had
wrapped his arms around my waist and was pressed against my back.
I’d occasionally lean my head back against his shoulder, fishing
for a kiss. He hadn’t disappointed me on that front yet.

By the time we sat down in the small log
boat, I didn’t care about the ride anymore. I was horny again. We
sat in the boat much like how we stood in line. Phillip was behind
me and he sat pressed into my back, our legs forced apart by the
small padded bench that we sat on. This was a wet ride, and I sat
down on a small puddle, but it didn’t matter too much. My panties
were already wet from the wait in line.

The ride started and my head dropped back
onto his shoulder as soon as we were away from the loading dock.
His lips met mine almost instantly while his hands moved around my
waist impatiently. They soon left my waist and started to drift
down my smooth legs.

He leaned over, forcing me to hunch as his
hands continued to travel a southerly route towards my toes, but
once they reached my knees they made an abrupt U-turn and began a
slow climb back towards my torso. This time though, his hands took
a more scenic route, slipping under the hem of my dress and between
my clenched thighs. They didn’t stay clenched together for long.
His hands pulled my legs apart, making my knees knock into the
sides of the boat. Then the real fun began.

Not even up the first chain lift of the ride
and Phillip had my legs open with his hands teasingly tickling the
exposed skin along the seams of my panties. I giggled and pushed
back against his body as my legs twitched uncontrollably from his
touch. Little by little his fingers were pushing and pulling my
underwear askew. By the first drop of the ride, my glistening lower
lips were exposed to the warm summer air.

The boat entered the darkened tunnels just as
a finger slipped inside of mine. The floating log careened to the
left, carried by the current and his finger followed suit inside of
me. As we reached the cutesy singing animals, a second finger
slipped inside and his free hand left the space between my legs,
instead choosing to visit the twin mounds hidden behind my lacy
pink bra. With one fluid motion, his hand slipped under my arm, the
dress, and my bra. When his fingers touched the tip of my nipple,
my clit felt like it was on fire.

With one hand above, my tit being twiddled
like a pencil between two fingers, and his other hand below, with
multiple digits within me, touching me from the inside, I was
adrift in a sea of ecstasy. The waves were gently lapping at my
body, but the swells grew as his thumb touched my clit and started
to rub it in circular motions while his others fingers danced
within me.

The ride wasn’t even half over but I had
managed to miss most of it already. My eyes were now shut tight, my
mind concentrating on the multitude of pleasurable sensations,
trying hard to give equal attention to them all but failing
miserably. And as soon as I felt like I finally had a handle on
Phillip’s tender touching, he would throw something new into the
mix.

This time he pulled me backwards, putting me
into a reclining position. This gave the fingers inside of me a new
angle to touch parts that were awkward to reach only moments ago.
The new sensations made my knees shake. I grabbed onto the metal
safety rails on the side of the boat in an effort to keep myself
steady.

The loud chink chink chink of the chains as
we were pulled up the final hill before the big drop paled in
comparison to the sound of my own pulse thundering in my ears. I
was close, so close. I tried to fight it, to prolong the sweet
feelings coursing through my body, threatening to overwhelm me, but
just as we crested the top of the lift, I came.

My back arched and my grip tightened on the
metal railing inside of the small boat. My legs kicked out in front
of me, and just as the pleasure waves reached their peak, so did
our little log. As the erotic energies battered my body from
within, the G forces from the fifty foot drop sent my stomach into
my chest. The dueling sensations almost caused me to blackout. When
we hit the bottom of the slope and a cold wave of water splashed
across my body, it was a welcome relief from the overwhelming
sexual energy coursing through me.

My breath came in shallow gasps. Phillip’s
hands were now back around my waist and I slowly opened my eyes. I
couldn’t believe what we had just done. My mind was still in a haze
when we disembarked the boat and my disbelief grew as I watched two
others couples climb from the same boat we were in. Not only had I
just come in public while on a ride, but I had done so with other
people sitting right behind me!

My shock didn’t end there. As we left the
ride we passed by the ride photos, taken at the final drop of the
ride. And there I was, right in the front of the boat. My hair was
airborne behind me and my eyes were closed in deep concentration. I
was biting my lower lip and neither one of Phillip’s hands could be
seen, but one could guess where they were if you followed his arms
to where they disappeared beneath my clothes.

It was obvious to us just what was happening
in the picture, but no one else in the gathered crowd around the
monitors seemed to notice that the ride photo had caught me mid
orgasm. I saw Phillip take out his phone and snap a picture before
our photo vanished from the ride monitors. He looked at me and
shrugged his shoulders before wrapping me up in a big hug.

“So now what do you want to do?” he whispered
into my ear.

It was funny, after just having the most
exciting, and scariest orgasm of my life, all I wanted to do was
get his pants off and into bed. I was hornier now than I had been
before we climbed into the log boat. I needed him inside of me. I
was done with the park for today.

“Want to go back to my place?”

He grinned. “I’ve never heard sweeter words.
I just need to grab something from my locker then we can head
out.”

*****

The walk back to the hotel was a quarter mile
of public foreplay. The inappropriate touches and casual groping
didn’t stop once we entered the lobby either. Phillip practically
chased me to the elevator, his hand slipping under my dress to cup
my ass cheek every time he caught up to me. His hands roamed my
body as we waited for the elevator to come and whisk us away to my
floor.

Once we stepped in and the doors closed, he
got even more adventurous. I don’t know if he was aware of the fact
that this elevator had a glass front that faced inwards towards the
center of the hotel, but I was, and the thought of anyone being
able to see just what he was doing to me made me wet.

His hands slipped inside of my dress and
grabbed both of my tits, twisting them in opposite directions. This
made pushing the correct floor difficult, and we stopped at four
lower floors before reaching mine. By the time we stepped out of
the elevator and into the hall, I had been thoroughly groped.

We reached my room and I fumbled with my card
key. After three failed tries, the green light above the handle lit
and the door swung open. Phillip practically lifted me up by the
waist and carried me to the bed where he dropped me face down on
the mattress. His hands ran up the back of my legs and his fingers
hooked around the waistband of my panties. They were on the floor a
second later.

His body pressed against mine, but our
clothes created a barrier between our skin. I felt his hand push my
hair behind my ear before his lips touched the bottom of my ear
lobe. He nibbled on it gently before whispering into my ear. “Wait
right here. I think you’ll enjoy this.”

With that, he was gone, carrying his backpack
into the bathroom and leaving me on the bed alone. I couldn’t wait!
I pulled off all of my clothes and dropped back onto the bed
completely naked. My tits had been hard for so long they hurt, and
if my clit wasn’t given some attention soon I was going to scream.
I laid spread eagle with my hands straight out on the bed, trying
hard to resist the urge to fondle myself. But as the seconds turned
to minutes, I couldn’t help myself any longer.

“I’m ready Abbey. Your Prince has
arrived.”

I looked up just in time to see Phillip
emerge from the bathroom in his dark blue tunic with white accents.
He was dressed as Prince Charming and he looked so good! The speed
of my fingers over my clit increased as my eyes roamed up and down
his body.

“Hey now! Leave something for me to do.”

I tried to stop, but my body wasn’t my own
anymore. My fingers continued to speed across my button until his
hands grabbed my wrists and pushed them towards my sides.

“Since I went through the trouble of putting
this on, and since you are already naked, I guess I should give you
a show. Keep your hands at your sides Abbey. No cheating.”

I stayed stiff as a board while Phillip began
to strip right in front of me. I wondered what his body looked like
under all those clothes, and I wished he would speed up his slow
striptease. His belt slid from his waist slowly and he kicked off
his knee high boots next, sending them flying across the room
before bouncing off of a wall. Then button by button, he started to
take off the dark blue tunic.

I was disappointed when a white shirt was
revealed underneath the tunic. Less so when he pulled the shirt
over his head and dropped it to the ground. For the first time my
eyes fell on his naked skin. His body was even better than I
imagined. Clearly Phillip spent as much time at the gym as I
did.

As he wrestled with his pants I continued to
scan his body up and down. Easily seen abs flexed under his skin as
he balanced on one leg while trying to pull the tight pants down
the other. His arms were defined, but not overly so. His pecs were
two hard squares of knotted muscle. He needed to get those pants
off quicker so I could run my hands across his body.

When the pants finally fell to the floor, I
was greeted to more of his perfect anatomy. His ass was firm and
his legs were toned. When he turned towards me, my mouth dropped
open at the sight of his package. I didn’t have a ruler with me,
but it looked quite a bit longer than others I had seen, and fatter
too. If I had to guess, I’d say it was at least eight inches.

Women lie when they say size doesn’t matter.
It’s true that knowing how to use that tool is more important than
the size, but if I wanted to fill a hole, I’d chose a backhoe over
a shovel any day. And right now I wanted him to fill me up.

Phillip tried to move slowly to the bed, not
understanding that the time for foreplay was over. Once he was in
arm’s reach I grabbed him and pulled him towards me. As soon as he
saw my impatience, he moved more quickly. He had dropped a condom
onto the nightstand during his little strip. I grabbed it and tore
open the packaging. I sat up and grabbed his cock, pulling him
towards me across the bed using his dick as a guide.

When he was close enough, my lips dropped to
his tip and my tongue slid out and traced the ridge of his hood
before I slipped as much of his member into my mouth as I could. He
was too big to take all at once. I grabbed his ass and bobbed my
head up and down while he rested his hands on my head. But I only
wanted to tease him a little. After half a minute of licking his
dick like a lollipop, I slid him from my mouth and unrolled the
condom over his rigid shaft.

With the condom on, I gave him an expectant
look which he understood immediately. There was no more need for
words. Phillip pushed me back onto the mattress and grabbed my legs
behind the knees. I had expected him to drop down between my thighs
and slide into me, but instead he lifted me up to meet his cock.
The display was at once impressive and far more sensual.

His cock slid into me with the barest hint of
resistance. As his cock stretched me, I gasped. Phillip was huge!
He stopped pushing into me and I thought he was finally all the way
in. He began to pull out, but quickly switched directions again and
pushed back into me, going deeper still. I wanted to push my hips
against his and take him all in at once, but he was still teasing
me.

He slipped back three more times before
thrusting forward and finally touching his hips to my own. I
couldn’t believe how full I felt. I was sore already and we had
just started. I was worried I might not be able to handle him, but
then he lowered his hips and my ass touched back onto the bed. He
pulled a pillow from behind my head and slipped it under my back,
and in this new position, his size felt much more manageable.

Phillip started slowly and I appreciated it.
My earlier desires to have him hammer me quickly had faded now that
he was inside of me. His cock slipped in and out with deliberate
slowness. While his hips thrust into mine, his head dropped and our
lips met. His kisses landed quicker than his thrusts, but I
welcomed the added attention. I only wished he could touch my
nipples, but he was using his hands to stay upright. Since he
couldn’t touch them, I did instead. It wasn’t the same, but
something was better than nothing.

As his kisses dropped onto my lips less
frequently, they lingered longer. Soon enough, his head no longer
lifted and his mouth opened, letting his tongue slip out to trace
my lips. When our tongues touched, I felt the pace of his hips pick
up. The tip of his cock was poking something in the back of my hole
that made my clit tingle every time it was touched. As his pace
picked up, that tingle turned into something more, demanding
attention.

I grabbed his hips and pulled him close,
pushing him as deep into me as he could go. His pelvic bone rubbed
against me, giving the needed attention to my burning button. When
he tried to pull his cock out to a shallower depth, I held his hips
firmly, letting him back out only a few inches. Now his cock was
constantly dragging back and forth over that spot in the back of my
pussy and with each forward thrust, he buried his cock as deep as
it would go while his pelvis brushed against my clit.

I slapped his ass softly. His pace quickened
while maintaining his deep penetration. It felt so good! I wasn’t
going to last long at this rate. I could already feel the pressure
growing within me. I twisted my tits hard to try and distract
myself, but it only added to the growing ball of pleasure building
within me.

I was seconds away. I pushed his face away
from mine and tilted my head back. Phillip sped up again when he
saw what was about to happen. That put me over the edge. There was
no stopping the moans escaping from my mouth as the waves radiated
through my body. My hands dropped from his hips, setting Phillip
free to hammer me hard.

And he did. No longer was he only pulling
himself out only a few inches. Now he was pulling out till his
mushroom tip was barely still inside before ramming himself back
down into me. And he was doing it with the same speed as
before.

Every time his cock hit the back of my hole,
another wave of ecstasy sped through my body. My legs were shaking
and my tummy was a knotted ball of muscle. I had to let go of my
tits which had become too sensitive to touch. Now I gripped the
sheets under me, hoping that Phillip would finish before I started
screaming.

You really can have too much of a good thing.
As his dick continued to slam into me with the speed of jackhammer,
the waves of pleasure began to hurt. My muscles had been flexing
uncontrollably under the constant onslaught of ecstasy and my whole
body felt like it was at the breaking point.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take it any
longer, Phillip finally slowed before stopping completely. I felt
him swell within me. His cock pulsed, stretching me even wider as
he shot his load. My Prince had finally cum. My body sagged back
against the sheets, completely drained of energy.

*****

“I had fun today,” I said as I laid on my
side staring into Phillip’s eyes.

“Me too. We should do it again sometime.”

I turned around and pressed myself against
Phillips naked body. His arms wrapped around me, pulling me in
close. My eyes were starting to water as I thought about the
future.

“I leave tomorrow. Where does that leave
us?”

Phillip hugged me tighter. “It leaves us only
an hour apart by car and only a second apart by phone. If you want
to make this work Abbey, I’m willing to try.”

His words calmed me. I had woken up this
morning intent on having sex with a stranger and leaving the next
day. Now I didn’t want to leave at all. We could make this
work.

“You really are Prince Charming. Will you
stay here with me tonight?”

“There is no where I’d rather be right
now.”

“I can’t fight sleep much longer. This feels
right.” I yawned. My eyes closed and a feeling of contentment
drifted over me. The warmth of our bodies pressed together kept me
warm without the need for a blanket. I was on the edge of sleep
when I heard Phillip’s voice for the last time that night.

“Hey Abbey?”

“Yeah?”

“Happy birthday.”









Wrong Number, Right Lover

 


"Yo baby u wanna hang out tonight? I'm feelin
it!"

I stared at my phone and the text message
that was taking up half the screen. No name. No number. Clearly the
message wasn't meant for me.

"You okay Sash? You look like you're lost or
something," said Jennifer from across the table as she stirred her
coffee.

She was the only one who ever bothered to
text me. Or call me. Or hang out with me. My phone was a glorified
paper weight; good only to take up space on my desk at work and for
the occasional gaming session while I waited for the bus.

"Someone texted me. Pretty random."

Jennifer watched me over the lip of her cup.
One of her well kept eyebrows rose curiously. "Who was it? It
wasn't... you know..."

I dropped my phone to the counter and shook
my head quickly, sending my red hair flying in every direction.
"No! I told you, we're done. Done done." Because he won't call
me back anymore.

"So who was it then?" she asked again as she
reached for my phone.

"I told you, just some random text. I don't
know who it was."

Jennifer grabbed my phone and stared at the
display for a moment before flipping it sideways and letting her
thumbs run wild over the touch screen.

"What are you doing?!" I shouted as I grabbed
for my phone. But she spun away from me, hopping off of her stool
with the grace of a cat. She hadn't even stopped texting as she
danced away from me. "Come on Jess! Give it back!"

She giggled and held up a finger as she put
distance between us. She slipped behind the sofa as I made another
mad grab for my phone. And now with the furniture between us, I had
no hope of getting back my cell. She was quicker than I was. I gave
up and collapsed onto the couch while Jennifer texted away on my
phone.

"Not cool Jess. Seriously." I folded my arms
over my chest and glared at the pretty blonde. She was always doing
stuff like this. Jessica was a hurricane and I was the poor sap
huddled in the corner praying the water didn't rise any higher. But
she was my only friend. Especially after what happened with... I
couldn't even think of his name without my heart racing.

"Smile," said Jessica as she aimed the phone
at me. I heard the sound of a shutter clicking.

I stood up quickly. "What are you doing?!" I
had to get my phone back!

But my second attempt to chase down the leggy
blonde with my phone turned out about the same as my first.
She danced away from me without even trying, somehow keeping
herself just out of reach as I chased her through the living room
and kitchen of our small shared apartment.

Jessica suddenly stopped and I practically
ran into her, sending both of us tumbling to the ground in a heap
of flying arms, bouncing breasts, and wild hair. My phone skidded
across the tile floor until it came to rest against the bottom of
the cabinets. I lunged for it before she could stop me.

"Ha!" I yelled triumphantly as I picked
myself up off the floor. I held the phone high above my head,
parading my victory in front of my roommate.

Jessica smiled and rolled over onto her side,
propping herself up with an elbow as she watched me march around in
a circle. "You done yet?"

I looked back down at her, stopped for
a moment, glanced at my phone, then decided I wasn't. "Hold
on. One more lap." I circled around Jessica again, giggling
like a maniac.

"You know I let you catch me right?"

"If that's what you have to tell
yourself."

She stood up and smoothed out her skirt.
"Seriously Sasha, look at your phone. I finished
texting."

I froze in mid celebration. "You were really
texting?" I lowered my phone slowly, refusing to look at the
glowing screen as dropped to my eyeline.

"Yep. Sent a whole bunch of texts. Your new
friend seems nice enough." Jessica grabbed her bag from the counter
and skipped towards the front door, leaving me standing as still as
a statue in the kitchen. "Gotta go. And you should totally read the
texts. Might be just what you need Sash."

It took another minute after Jessica slammed
the front door behind her for me to work up the courage to look at
my phone. And when I did, my mouth fell open. Sitting on the
screen, bathed in the soft blue light of the phone's background was
a single text message.

”Lookin good and leavin me excited. Meet u
tonight. 7 sharp."

I dropped my arm, leaving the phone dangling
at my side as I stared up at the ceiling. "What the fuck!" Leave it
to Jessica to set me up with a complete stranger. And on my phone!
But even as I stood cursing her, part of me was curious. And a
little bit excited. I hadn't been on a date since... him... Slowly
I raised my arm again and slipped my finger across the screen, with
a smile growing as I read each message.

Maybe Jess is right. Maybe this is what I
need...

 


*****

 


My foot bounced nervously under the small
circular table in the cafe. For the sixth time since I'd sat down,
I started to stand up. But before I managed to slip myself off of
the chair, something forced me back down. Part of me wanted to be
here and another part wanted to run back to my room as fast as I
could. And at the moment, it was a pretty even battle between the
two sides, leaving me a shaking mess of nerves as I stared at the
door of the cafe.

I picked up my phone and checked the time
again. I'd arrived nearly an hour early. And so far, it'd been the
most nerve wracking hour of my life. Two empty cups of coffee sat
in front of me as I reread the short string of texts between
Jessica and my mystery man. The messages didn't tell me anything
other than the fact that whoever the guy was on the other end was,
he was nothing if not persistent.

And gorgeous. I slid my thumb down the screen
until his picture filled the display. Jess had asked for it after
the stranger kept texting. Wavy black hair tumbled down around his
face, partially obscuring his ice blue eyes that seemed to sparkle
even from a still frame. His smile left deep dimples on his stubble
covered cheeks. And below his stunning face was a body that
matched. Strong, tall, and well dressed, the man on my phone looked
like a model. I felt my stomach flip just looking at his
picture.

My thumb slipped, sending the handsome
stranger flying off screen. And when the display came to a stop, my
picture from this morning was there instead. I wrinkled my nose as
I looked at the shot Jennifer had taken. Staring down at the
picture of myself on the phone, I didn't understand why someone who
looked like my stranger wanted to meet someone who looked like,
well, me.

I wasn't smiling in the image. In sweatpants
and a bright red nightshirt, and with my legs tucked under me on
the couch, I thought I looked more like a lumpy strawberry than a
woman. Freckles dotted my cheeks and cut across my small nose.
Crimson hair spilled down my shoulders, clashing with the emerald
green eyes that looked so confused in the picture. And with my
mouth hanging open in surprise, I couldn't have looked less like
the glamour model that people would expect to see hanging off of
the arm of someone who looked like my mystery date.

I slid my picture off the screen in disgust.
What am I even doing here? I thought to myself as I looked at the
time again. Only a few minutes left until the stranger showed up.
He's going to take one look at me and run off screaming. I looked
around the half empty cafe. Couples dotted the tables all around
me, sipping on coffee or tea as they stared into each other's eyes
and shared warm smiles. I can't do this.

I stood up quickly, grabbing my phone as I
stepped away from the table. My heart was racing as I weaved my way
towards the door. This was such a stupid idea. Why do I ever listen
to Jessica? The door gave way under my hand as I punched Jessica's
number into the phone.

I wasn't looking ahead of me as I walked out
of the door. That's how I walked right into the man I was trying to
avoid. With my eyes glued to the tiny screen of my phone I bounced
right off of the hard body in my way. But before I could hit the
floor, strong arms caught me. With my head still spinning from my
near miss with the ground, I looked up into the same stunning blue
eyes that I'd stared into for hours this morning. Then he
smiled.

"I didn't think I was late," he said as he
pulled me back up. But once my feet were back under me, he didn't
let me go. His hands rested on my back as he looked down at me.
"You weren't leaving were you?"

He looked even better in person than he did
in the picture. I stared up at him, my jaw moving but with no sound
coming out. Everything about him felt so right, and so wrong, all
at once. His gaze, his touch, even his smell. Say
something!

I pointed at my phone. "Call. For me... I
umm, have to call me. Late!" My hands flew over my mouth before
anything else came tumbling out. Say something that makes
sense!

The stranger brushed a strand of hair out of
my eyes before tucking it behind my ear. "You had to call yourself?
Well, I shouldn't keep you waiting then." He chuckled as he stepped
back, his arms falling away from me. My whole body screamed for his
touch to return. "Or we could just turn the phones off and have a
nice cup of whatever. See where the night takes us." He reached
into his pocket, pulled out his phone, and turned it off.

My finger was shaking as I held down the
power button. "Me like that," I said stupidly as I slipped the
phone back into my bag. I shook my head. "I. I would like that."
Take a breath Sasha. My hand slipped through my hair as I
glanced up at the handsome man in front of me. "My name's S-"

His finger slid across my lips. "Don't tell
me, not yet. I've been trying to guess it all day from your
picture. And I think I've finally figured it out."

"Oh?"

His hand slid around my waist as he pulled
open the door. "Well, it was pretty obvious when I stopped to think
about it." His eyes locked onto mine as his smile lit up his face.
"It's Beauty."

I didn't care if it was corny. His smooth
voice washed over me, filling me with a warmth I hadn't felt in
years. I could feel myself blushing as he swept me back into the
cafe and led me to an empty table next to a fireplace. And by the
time he came back with another cup of coffee, I was ready to do
anything to make sure this night never ended.

 


*****

 


I giggled as I wrestled the keys out of my
purse. It should have been easy, but between the tipsy feeling of
more than a few mixed drinks, coupled with the lips that were
landing everywhere but my own, the simple task was anything but.
Not that I minded. I wanted to get inside so we could take the
night to the bedroom, but I was having a pretty good time right
here on the porch.

His head dropped again, laying a line of
kisses down from my ear to my bare shoulder. I giggled as his lips
tickled my skin and finally pushed him back so I could find my
keys. "Alright. Alright!" I said as I giggled, "just give me a
second Mr. Charming. Then you can go back to kissing me. I like
that."

I wasn't lying. My whole body was calling out
for the man across from me. I still didn't know his real name, and
he didn't know mine. He'd settled on calling me Beauty for the
night, while I took to calling him Charming. And somehow, it all
worked. We talked, we joked, we danced. It was the best night I'd
had in a long time.

And then we climbed into the back of a cab
together. I barely knew the man sitting next to me but I didn't
hesitate to tell the cabbie to take us both to my house. I'd never
wanted someone so badly. And from the way his hands had barely left
my body all night, I had a feeling that it was mutual.

I still wasn't sure why he even wanted to go
out with me tonight. I was a wrong number. A single digit
misplaced. He'd told me as much over coffee. But when I answered
him, he couldn't resist finding out more. And when he saw my
picture, he knew he had to meet me.

"No duck lips. No fancy camera angle. Just
you on the couch. How could I say no to meeting someone like
that?"

I didn't have answer for him then and I
didn't have one now. It didn't matter. I was choosing to believe in
fate at the moment, and if I could just get my keys into the lock,
then I was going to let fate lead us both back into my bedroom for
a bit of late night fun.

The sound of the lock disengaging was music
to my ears. But a second later I could hear anything but the sound
of my own blood rushing through my body. Charming's hands were on
either side of my head as he leaned me up against the wall. His
mouth finally found mine, with his lips sinking against my own. I
practically melted right then and there. And as his lips parted,
letting his tongue slip out to press against my closed mouth, my
heart started to hammer in my chest.

I wasn't sure how long we stayed like that,
locked in each other's arms as our tongues danced in each other's
mouths. At some point, our feet started moving as one. We shuffled
insides as our hands went wild over each other, stripping off every
layer of clothing we could without breaking the contact of our
lips. My whole body was tingling and goose bumps were covering my
skin. I guided him towards my bedroom, leaving a trail of discarded
clothes behind us.

My bedroom door slammed shut behind us as I
fumbled for the lock on the handle. Whatever was about to happen, I
didn't want Jessica to ruin it.

As soon as we heard the click of the lock, I
felt myself lifted off the ground by Charming's strong hands. I
giggled madly as he twirled us both towards the bed and I held my
breath as we fell against the mattress in each other's arms.

His hand ran through my hair as he kissed me
again. But the kiss was just a tease. His head pulled away from
mine and he stared into my eyes. "I didn't think the night would
end up like this, but here we are."

I bit my lip as I nodded back at him. "Here
we are."

His lips dropped back to my neck before he
walked kisses down my shoulders. I felt his hands fumble behind me
as he tried to free my breasts from my simple white bra. We both
let out a sigh of satisfaction as the clasps popped open and the
cups fell away from my skin. But my nipples, hard and firm for
hours, weren't left alone for long. Charming's lips wrapped around
one while his fingers rubbed against the other, drawing soft sighs
from me as my whole body filled with warmth.

"That feels so good," I moaned softly. My
hands ran through his hair as he made me feel good. "So
good..."

But good wasn't Charming's goal. He was after
great. His lips left my nipple and started descending down my body
until his chin brushed against the waistband of my panties. My last
remaining piece of clothing. His head lifted from my body as he
looked up at my eyes. And when he was the desire etched on my face,
he grinned while his fingers wrapped around the elastic band of my
undies. A moment later and I was as naked as I could be, lying on
top of my sheets under a nameless man with a gorgeous smile.

"You deserve to be kissed everywhere," he
said as he pushed my legs open. A second later and his kisses
traced a line from my belly button to my hairless mound. My whole
body tingled, but my clit was practically pulsing. He was about to
do something that no man had ever done for me.

"Oh! Oh..." I sighed as my eyes rolled back.
His mouth slipped over my clit, with his tongue dancing over my
tiny button. I almost pushed him away because the pleasure was so
intense. But when I tried, he grabbed my hips and held myself
against me while sending his tongue in wild circles around my
button. My back arched as another round of sighs slipped from me.
Then his fingers slipped into me.

If I thought his tongue on my clit was
amazing, the feeling of Charming's fingers sliding into my wet and
wanting hole was in serious danger of driving me over the edge. My
whole body bucked as his touch tickled me from inside, with his
fingers sliding slowly over every inch of my pussy. But he still
wasn't done showing me the best time of my life. I felt a slight
pressure before I felt something wiggling inside of my ass as well
as my pussy. He'd slipped his pinky into my butt!

Ten minutes ago and I would've run from the
room screaming in disgust. But now, with a tongue on my clit,
fingers in my slit, and another deep inside of my ass, any
screaming I was going to be doing would be borne of pleasure.
Sheer, unending, almost maddening pleasure. I couldn't believe this
was happening to me.

He was down there for less than a minute
before I was moaning uncontrollably on the bed. My toes curled and
my thighs locked around him as an orgasm exploded down below. Waves
of pleasure shot through me as the breath caught in my throat. He'd
just set a speed record and he hadn't even taken his pants off
yet!

It felt like my orgasm was never going to
end. His tongue kept tracing lines across my clit while his fingers
spread out within me, fighting against my clampdown as my pleasure
grew. My sighs grew louder as my ecstasy grew stronger. Finally I
couldn't take it anymore. I had to pull him away from me before I
blacked out! "Too much... Feels so good..."

"That's just the appetizer," he said as he
stood up. "When I get back, we'll move onto the main course."

Charming slipped into the adjoining bathroom,
leaving me to float down from the clouds where he'd left me. I
heard the sink turn on and as I lay in bed, alone. A brief flash of
my ex flitted into my head, but instead of making me sick to my
stomach, the thought of him now just made me laugh a little. I
thought he was the world. That he was the only one who'd ever make
me feel anything like this. But Charming had shattered that
illusion into thousands of tiny pieces. I pushed the thought of my
ex out and let my mind fill with Charming as my fingers slipped
down between my legs, touching myself slowly to keep the fire
burning within me stoked for just a little longer.

As the last tingles of the most intense
orgasm I'd ever had faded, Charming came walking back into the
room, cleaned up and ready to go around again. And as my head
lifted from the bed, I saw that this time, he was as naked as I
was.

But when I saw what he was packing, my eyes
went wide. Long, thick, and as hard as stone, his cock was pointing
right at me, waiting to slide inside of my slick pussy. I didn't
even know how much I wanted him inside of me until I saw his cock.
It was like the flood gates suddenly opened. I was getting so wet
that I wondered silently to myself if I should put down a
towel.

I wouldn't have had the time anyways.
Charming smiled at me from the bathroom doorway before moving
quickly to the bed. And before I knew it, he was lifting me from
the mattress so he could lay me back down again, this time in a
better position for him to crawl between my legs. He didn't say
anything as he pushed my knees apart. He kept silent as his hands
grabbed my hips. And when he lifted my body from the bed before
pressing his silky hood against my slick folds, I was the only one
making any noise. But he didn't have to say anything. His eyes told
me everything I needed to know.

Those ice blue orbs were locked onto me,
watching every twitch I made as he slid inside. There was
determination behind those eyes. But he wasn't after his own
pleasure. He was watching for my reaction. He wanted me to fill the
room with short sighs as I grabbed at the sheets again. And as his
cock slid deeper and deeper, I had a feeling that he was going to
get just what he wanted from me.

I bit my lip and let out a soft sigh as his
head pressed into the back of my pussy. His hips pressed against my
own, telling me he was in as far as he was going to go. A perfect
fit. He didn't pull out immediately either. His hips rocked slowly,
making his hard cock wriggle inside of me. And as he worked his
hips, Charming leaned in, kissing me deeply.

As we kissed, with our tongues intertwined,
his hips pulled back, leaving me with a sense of emptiness as his
cock left me. But the emptiness didn't last long. His hips drove
forward again, this time with speed. And when his head hit the back
of my hole this time, I couldn't help but fill his open mouth with
the sound of my pleasure.

Each time his dick drilled into me, it was
like having a mini orgasm. His head hit all of the right places on
the way down. And when his bit hit rock bottom, it sent a tremor
through my core. And the pleasure wasn't contained inside of my
pussy either. Every time he went deep, Charming would roll his
hips, pressing his body against my own and massaging my clit with
his body. Coupled with the feeling of his well practiced fingers on
my nipple and his lips on mine, I was surprised I'd already lasted
this long without coming.

I didn't have to wait much longer. Another
few pumps and the second orgasm of my night spread through my body
like a tidal wave. And as soon as the first sigh slipped from my
mouth and into his, Charming locked his mouth onto mine, sucking
the very air from my lungs. My chest tightened with the rest of my
body. The lack of oxygen seemed to make the pleasure rushing
through me that much more intense. When he pulled his mouth off of
mine, I was left gasping for breath for more than one reason.

He still wasn't done. Charming slid out and
pushed himself off of me as he smiled down. "Having fun?"

I couldn't speak. I just nodded at him as I
looked up through half closed eyes. My whole body felt like I was
radiating warmth.

Charming tapped me on the side. "Turn over
Beauty. It's time for the Beast to come out."

I didn't question it. I rolled quickly on the
bed, giggling when my breasts brushed against my sheets. Even the
simple touch of silk on my nipples was enough to send tingles
rushing through me. But when Charming grabbed my hips, pulling my
ass up into the air before pushing my knees under me, I let out a
quick yelp. He'd been so gentle all night that this sudden turn
caught me by surprise.

The surprises were over yet either. Without
warning, charming pressed back into me, forcing his thick shaft
into my pussy from a new angle that felt so different from the
last. My orgasm had just faded away, leaving me so tender that
every touch he made inside of me was like lightning striking. And
Charming wasn't taking it slow this time either. His hips were a
blur of motion and he slid in and out at speed.

When I tried to push myself up onto my hands,
Charming pressed me back down against the bed, leaving me bent
awkwardly with my ass in the air but my breasts and head pressed
against the mattress. It was like having a whole new person back
there. Where Charming was gentle, sweet, light, this new man,
Beast, was an animal. He was out for one thing and one thing only.
And from the sound of his grunts as he worked, he was closing
in.

At least, that's what I thought at first.
Pleasure started to build again as Charming rammed himself against
my tiny ass. My whole body was sliding across the bed with each of
his thrusts and his hands were guiding my hips backwards to meet
his own, only adding to the force of us slamming together. It was
all so different that I didn't notice when he slipped two of his
fingers into my ass. They were suddenly just there, wiggling inside
of me as he stretched my tiny, tight anus while he rode me
hard.

For the briefest of moments I wondered why.
But when his cock slid into me, I could feel the fingers in my ass
bump up against his dick from the other side. Pleasure exploded and
I no longer had to wonder. Everything Charming did, he did for me.
It didn't matter if it was something I'd never think of doing. He
knew what I wanted better than I did. And right now, the feeling of
him inside me twice was exactly what I wanted.

We came at the same time. I buried my head in
my pillow as the third and final orgasm of the night exploded
within me. And whether it was because of my new position on the
bed, or the fingers in my ass, it felt different than the last. It
was stronger, but didn't linger. And as I moaned, Charming pulled
my hips close, letting out a low grunt of his own.

I felt his cock grow within me before the
warmth of his load filled me up. His dick pulsed again, then again,
each time shooting around round of his sticky cum deep into my
wanting pussy. Even the feeling of him cumming felt good!

Charming collapsed next to me on the bed,
meeting my eyes with his own. Neither one of us said anything for
awhile. We were content just looking at each other. But I finally
broke the silence with a whisper. "Who are you?"

Charming smiled and kissed me lightly on the
cheek. "I'd turn into a pumpkin if I told you. Do you really want
to know?"

I didn't need to know his name. I shook my
head and pulled him in closer. "Just stay with me tonight."

Charming wrapped his arms around me and
kissed me again. "Whatever my Beauty wants."

 


*****

 


I woke up to an empty bed, but not an empty
room. When I opened my eyes after my hands found no trace of
Charming, I saw him near the foot of the bed, buttoning his shirt
as he finished getting dressed. When he heard me stirring, he
turned his head and smiled at me.

"I was wondering if you'd wake up before I
had to leave," he said with that smile of his.

"Stay for breakfast?" I asked hopefully.

"Wish I could Beauty, but I have to get to
the office." He finished buttoning his shirt as I slid my legs off
the bed.

"Will I ever see you again?" If this was
going to be the last time he was in my room, I wanted it to last as
long as it could. I grabbed a nightie and slipped it over my head
before wrapping my hands around Charming's waist.

He smiled and kissed me on the forehead. "All
you have to do is call." He nodded towards my phone. The screen was
on and glowing.

I turned away from Charming to grab my phone.
He took the opening to slip out of my room and head towards the
front door. But before he stepped out, he turned back to me and
smiled. "I hope this isn't the end of our tale Beauty."

The door closed behind him, leaving me
clutching my phone as I stared at the wall. I probably would've
stayed like that all morning if Jennifer hadn't coughed from the
living room, shocking me out of my stupor. I turned quickly towards
my roommate, who was grinning like a maniac.

"Sooooo, how'd it go?" she asked as her eyes
darted from the front door to me, then to my room. "I'm guessing it
went well."

My cheeks burned as I blushed uncontrollably.
My mind flashed back to everything we'd done last night and I felt
myself grow wet just thinking about it. "Yeah, you could say
that."

"So, what's his name? What's he like? Did you
two... you know."

I looked down at my phone. Charming had left
my phonebook open. And sitting there, below Jennifer and my mom,
was Charming's real name.

"Phillip. His name was Phillip." I pulled up
his picture and stared at it as a smile grew. "And he was a
prince."
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