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Horse Farm Adventures

Also By Gabriella Harris


All characters are over 18. 

Billy, the horse I was taking care of at the farm, was supposed to be gelded soon. I hated thinking that he’d no logner be able to mate any longer.  

But then... I realized that I had a way to satisfy him, even if it was risky. 

Maybe... Maybe just a little bit wouldn’t hurt? The rest of the staff had gone home already and it wasn't likely anyone else would show up unexpectedly. After all, Billy didn’t have much time left and who knows if he would ever get a chance to mate again...

I was torn. Then again, he would never know I was the one who fucked him. He probably wouldn't even remember it, anyway. Just a quick ride... One fuck to satisfy my curiosity.

After a few minutes of debate, I was convinced. What kind of person would I be to deny this stallion one final fuck? He deserved it, I reasoned. He had been a very, very good boy. He deserved this.

Quickly, I stripped out of my clothes, letting my bra fall to the floor and pulling off my panties, tossing them into a heap nearby.

And then I climbed on top of him. He was standing right beside a bucket full of oats and it seemed like the most natural position. I positioned myself over the top of it and slowly lowered my dripping cunt down on Billy's thick, hard shaft, letting out a yelp and digging my nails into his strong shoulders.

"Oh, god!" I gasped. "Billy... God..."

It felt so incredible having his thick, throbbing horse cock buried inside my soaking wet pussy once more. I began to bounce up and down as fast as I could, sliding along his shaft, his huge balls slapping against my ass.

"Mmm.... Mhmmm!" I groaned, bouncing up and down his pole, gripping him tightly. It felt so amazing having all his thick, throbbing glory buried deep in my tight, teenage twat. God, it felt amazing! His hot horse cock pressed up against my g-spot and his flared, mushroom shaped cock head ground into my walls as my tight little pussy stretched around him, trying desperately to fit that massive beast all the way inside my womb.

He nickered and whined, shaking his head as he struggled to hold back. God, this felt so damn good! I began to bounce as quickly as I could, slamming up and down on his monstrous meat while his flared cock head and pulsating veins stimulated my soaking wet girly parts. I threw my head back and screamed with pleasure, my eyes rolling to the top of my head. Fuck, this was insane! Was I really doing this? Was I actually fucking a horse? How did I end up like this? Why wasn't I stopping?!

Suddenly, I heard someone talking. A girl. She sounded young, excited. She seemed to be approaching and there was no way for me to escape. Quickly, I turned around and tried to pull myself off of Billy' cock, only to find his hoof pressed against me, holding me in place. As soon as he realized I was trying to leave, he began to fuck me again, pounding my aching teenaged pussy until I felt like I was going to lose my mind. He slammed himself into my g-spot while grinding my clitty. My poor, sensitive little pink pussy couldn't stand the sensation and I began to cum, screaming and whimpering while trying to hold back my cries. Oh god, if anyone found me, I'd never be able to show my face here again! They would call me a freak or worse yet, a slut!

The stable doors opened and a beautiful, black haired teen walked inside. Her bright green eyes widened as she watched Billy fuck my brains out and before I knew it, her pants were around her ankles and her hand was jammed into her cunt. She rubbed herself as fast as she could while watching the two of us and just as Billy reached his peak, blowing his load into my pussy, she squealed, squirting all over her fingers.

"Oh god!" The brunette moaned, riding a wave of orgasmic bliss. "That's amazing!"

"It... It hurts..." I whimpered. In fact, my whole body felt like jelly. My nipples ached, my legs shook. And then, he pulled out of me with a loud POP. A second later, a rush of horse cum spilled from my sore, tired pussy and I collapsed onto the ground, panting and shaking. I couldn't believe this. I'd just been fucked by a horse. His sperm was pouring out of me. And a girl, not much older than I was, had just witnessed the whole thing!

The black haired beauty giggled, her fingers still stuck deep inside of her cunt. "You're pretty kinky," she said, biting her lower lip. "I'll see you around." She left the stable and I fell into Billy' hay, exhausted.

I woke up a while later. My clothes were finally dry, if a little wrinkled. I glanced back at Billy. He was sleeping peacefully, and I wondered if he would remember this night the next morning, or if all animals were like that: they knew exactly what they were doing but only for the moment.

I headed out of the stall and slipped into my pants, buttoning them and slipping into my shirt. I didn't bother with my bra or panties—they were both stuffed into my jacket pockets as I opened the gate. "Bye, boy. Thank you for last night," I whispered. He nickered and I smiled, closing the door behind me and heading down to the clubhouse for one last check.

As I arrived, the sun was peeking over the horizon. I slipped inside, looking for my jacket and helmet—when I found them, I gasped in horror. There were two people on the couch, kissing and stroking each other, naked as the day they were born. I watched, blushing, as the girl kissed her way down the guy's chest, his hands grabbing her dark brown hair and pushing her onto his cock.

It didn't take her long to figure out what to do. The slurping sounds filled the empty room as she worked her mouth on his cock and before I knew it, he was shaking and cumming down her throat. She moaned and licked him clean before pulling away. The two laughed, got dressed and left, never noticing me watching them from behind a pillar. As soon as the coast was clear, I rushed over to the spot where the boy had been laying. A sticky puddle of cum covered the leather cushions and I blushed. Had that all come from his cock? And then I noticed a thick smell that almost seemed to be clinging to the couch... It took me a moment to figure out what it was but when I did, I blushed. Horse cum! Billy must have been in here!

And then, a little idea crossed my mind. I shrugged, pulled off my shirt and began to lick at the boy's cum. Sure, it wasn't Billy, but at least it was still horse cum! I swallowed it greedily, smearing it all over my breasts. I would have loved to bring some home with me, but there was no way to do it without someone seeing me leaving with a glass of white jizz, and so I made the best of the small taste I could get. As I lapped it up, I couldn't help but notice how hungry I was, even though I had cum twice today already. My pussy was sopping wet and I wished desperately that I had a boy of my own there to eat me out.

Billy nickered from outside and I smiled. That reminded me-I still had him! I grabbed my jacket and rode helmet and raced back outside to him. "Take me for another ride," I whispered, hopping into the saddle and gripping his mane tight. He snorted and took off. I groaned, the feeling of his cock brushing against the front of my slutty riding outfit, grinding on me. God, it felt good to fuck in this outfit. I was going to need to invest in another.

But that was a thought for later. Right now, I just wanted to enjoy the ride!

I rode him bareback again, groaning as his hot, throbbing cock teased my pussy through my riding pants. After he came, I stroked myself to another orgasm and we rested under a tree. Eventually, he mounted me again, and that's when I heard something—hoof steps! I scrambled away from Billy just in time to see two other horses coming down the trail. The woman was wearing a shirt with her local stables logo on it and led the horses by their reins. Her name was Kelly and she was 20—two years older than me and I knew she worked here part time over the summers. I recognized both of the stallions from the riding course that was offered here. The older man was an ex-Marine turned professional horse rider, and his younger protege was just that: an aspiring young rider. Both were hung like studs—their big balls and swollen sheaths giving it away—but I couldn't believe I was actually seeing them! They were so gorgeous and I felt a wet patch beginning to form at my crotch, soaking into my riding pants as I drank in the sight of their bulging cocks. They stood nearly 20 hands tall, their strong limbs and muscles shining with sweat. Oh god... oh shit, they were actually going to see me! They were about to catch me with my ass out and my horse fucking me silly!

"Hey!" Kelly called, leading the two horses up to me. "You're not supposed to be on your horse without tack!"

"H-hey, Kelly!" I said. "Umm, I know I just... wanted to go on a ride by myself."

She shook her head. "Doesn't matter. Come on, I'll help you put some gear on. You shouldn't be riding bareback anyway," she scolded me.

I swallowed nervously. How was I going to get out of this? If she saw my pussy... And what if I ran into her outside when we were walking through the trail?! How could I explain that?!

After thinking about it for a few moments, I knew what I would have to do: tell the truth. That's always worked for me.

I stood up on shaking legs and turned to face Kelly.

She cocked her head at me, surprised, and then burst into laughter. "Dawn, what the hell did you do?!"

My face was bright red, flushed. "I... well..."

"I can't believe you actually had sex with a horse!" She said.

"Me?! What did I do?!"

She giggled. "Oh, come on, Dawn! Everyone knows these stables are haunted! You must have had SOMETHING to do with those horses getting loose."

"What...?"

"You know, the ghosts! I heard they fuck everything!"

"Wh... What?" I blushed.

"Yeah! Haven't you seen the videos? Oh my god, they're hilarious. The girls always end up screaming in pain and begging the ghost horses to stop, but in the end, they all cum!"

"Are they serious...? Those... THOSE GHOSTS FUCKED HER?!?!"

"Shhhh! Be quiet!" she said. "Yes, they did!"

"Well..."

"And we saw those ghostly stallions walking around today! That's proof enough for me!"

It was true. Just a few minutes ago, there were horses around here that weren't supposed to be around. Maybe this place really was haunted by horse ghosts...

Kelly grinned, blushing furiously.

"I heard about this video!" she said, reaching into her bag for her phone. "Apparently, you can summon them just by playing this song."

Before I could tell her to stop, she pressed play on her phone and that strange song came through the speaker.

I gasped as I felt Billy's cock thicken inside of me. This was bad. I didn't know how this worked. I wanted it to work again. I wasn't ready for another horse!

But the music seemed to put Billy into a trance. He lifted up on his hind legs, lifting me with him as his cock plunged deep into my ass, all the way in now.

Then he dropped back down, pinning me against the hay with his whole weight. Suddenly I was struggling to breath, and he seemed to be doing the same.

The horse came again. He neighed like crazy as a torrent of hot cum erupted from his huge cock and poured deep into my belly.

I screamed in pain as the thick hot liquid seemed to sear my insides. I could feel my guts starting to get bloated as he filled me up with cum. And still it kept going... The horse had a huge load, and I realized there was no stopping him. It hurt a lot, but I was also starting to enjoy it... I think I was actually coming again?

And then the horse let go.

He took a few steps backwards to admire his work: my naked body, sprawled on the floor, covered in a thick layer of sweat, horse cum leaking out of my pussy. I looked absolutely pathetic. But I didn't care. I was so exhausted I couldn't even stand anymore.

Billy left me there to catch my breath. He walked back into his stall and started eating his oats. After what just happened, you'd think he'd be more tired than I was.

While my clothes were drying, I took a little nap on a pile of hay. It was very uncomfortable. The smell wasn't so pleasant either. But my pussy was still leaking and the air felt refreshing on my sensitive skin. I ended up falling asleep and when I opened my eyes a few hours later, it was completely dark. I checked on my clothes but they were still wet. And then I heard horses grunting and I decided to take another look at Billy.

He was watching me, quietly. I felt he wanted something. And before long, it was obvious what it was. His big, veiny cock was half hard already, throbbing and twitching. Just like humans, he didn't need much time to recover after sex, and his body was ready to go again. I couldn't resist him.

It was late evening now. There was hardly anyone around - no one could see us in the back stalls. And no one would ever suspect me for doing what I was about to do, right?

"Come here," I whispered, spreading my pussy with my hands and letting him lick me with his wide tongue. I felt like there was no limit to the filth I would commit today. A moment later I was already mounted on his strong, muscled back, lowering myself onto his rock hard cock. It still hurt but my body had started getting used to the size, and I managed to fit a third of his cock inside me by pushing down with all my strength. We quickly found an rhythm and I rode Billy's thick horse cock with all my might.

I looked over my shoulder again and again, checking if we're alone in the stable. And with every look, Billy became even hornier. He began thrusting his hips hard into me, fucking my wet cunt faster and faster until the whole room was filled with the sound of his large, powerful cock splitting me open. It turned me on and made me scared at the same time. What if somebody finds me like this?! It was impossible to imagine a worse humiliation: having my dad catch me with a horse cock in my pussy. It would be a living nightmare.

My juices were running down Billy's thick shaft as he fucked me hard. Every now and then, my clit brushed against his hot skin and sent waves of pleasure through my entire body. But each time I felt myself close to the edge, he pushed himself deep into me again. So deep... It felt like I was being ripped apart and yet I wanted more, needed more, needed his thick horse cock to cum inside my slutty little teenage pussy.

Billy was breathing heavily now and it was obvious that he wouldn't last much longer. After a particularly deep thrust, he stayed inside of me for several seconds. I gasped at how full I felt as he throbbed against my inner walls. Just as he was about to pull out and pound me again, I took a deep breath. "No!" I screamed. "Fuck me harder!" I begged and pressed down on his cock, squeezing his hot flesh and forcing myself as far down as possible.

Billy seemed to hesitate. Then he pulled his thick horse cock back out and began to push in again. Each thrust pushed more air out of my lungs, and my pussy felt so deliciously full as it struggled to contain him. And then his cock seemed to grow inside my tight cunt. It happened so fast I didn't understand it. But I felt my pussy being stretched wider and wider, impossibly wide. And Billy pounded me deeper and deeper. Suddenly, the tip of his cock struck some sort of wall and he paused. I looked around and saw his huge, throbbing shaft penetrating me, his huge balls tightening against me. And then Billy pulled out until the head of his cock rested against my swollen, pink pussy lips. A strange wave of disappointment washed over me and for a moment, I feared Billy had decided to stop after all. Until he thrusted in again, even faster now. And then I felt my cervix give way, and his cock was buried in my womb! I opened my mouth to scream, but nothing came out. The feeling of being filled so completely, of every inch of my insides being caressed by hot horse meat, made my eyes roll back into their sockets. With every thrust of his cock, Billy forced my entire body forward. I felt my boobs rub across the ground as they swung back and forth like pendulums. They ached in time with my stretched cunt and the pleasure was excruciating. It hurt. And yet, I wanted more.

"Please," I moaned. "Oh god, fuck me harder!"

Billy listened. He pumped his big cock in and out of me, making my pussy clamp down around it involuntarily, trying to prevent itself from getting ripped open further. But every time his massive tool slid out of me, a few more inches went right along with it. I could barely see what was happening; my brain refused to process it. The pain of getting stretched was overwhelming, and yet... each thrust sent shivers of ecstasy through my body. My nipples felt hard enough to cut glass. They too were rubbed across the stable floor as my chest was pressed down into the hay. My hair lay tangled around me, strewn about and sticking to me from all the sweat on my body. All the while, I struggled to even remain conscious, so intense was my pleasure. My arms failed to support me as I tried to rise up on all fours once again. But every time Billy penetrated my cunt, it knocked me down, sending my tits bouncing and jiggling. Each time my breasts slammed against the hard, wooden floor it made my pussy pulse with waves of hot pleasure. The pain was a blur now, subsumed beneath all this pleasure. Every time Billy pulled out, a little more of his cock went along with him, as if my cunt had given up resisting entirely. Before long, I felt my asshole touching the skin at the base of his cock. What an amazing sight we must have been: the huge animal and the tiny teen, fused together, his thick equine meat stuffed into my tiny human hole.

Suddenly he stopped thrusting. My head was spinning. It seemed I had grown used to the feeling of having my womb invaded by this horsecock. In fact, I was eager to resume feeling it. I wiggled my butt at him invitingly. At first nothing happened. Had he cum? His cock pulsated inside of me as if to warn me that it wasn't done with me yet. Then it started pushing into me again, harder than before. Deeper. I looked down and saw my tummy bulge, pushed out by the shape of his monstrous rod. The skin was white where it pressed against my belly. But the deeper he drove, the more red it became as I was stretched wider and wider. My eyes opened wide. The sensation of being stretched out like this... so obscene... it was turning me on like mad! As I stared, I realized that I could now see the outline of his cock, pressing its way inside me. Just then, the tip of Billy' horsecock hit my womb. I screamed. I actually felt it go "pop" as it gave way before the assault of his giant horsemeat. His cockhead filled me up completely and I imagined I could feel it throbbing, even past my womb. I knew what I wanted, what I needed. To be utterly and completely stuffed, stuffed by this monster who'd made me his whore. And in that moment, I surrendered myself to the feeling of total submission. Billy seemed to understand what I wanted too, because his pace quickened. My body moved faster and faster with every thrust, pushed forward by the force of his mighty thrusts. The world spun around me and the only thing that felt real any more was my poor abused womb, being forced wider and wider with each stroke of his impossibly fat horsecock.

My tongue lolled out of my mouth and drool spilled down onto the floor. My arms gave out once again but this time they stayed down, leaving me lying on my face with my butt in the air, taking Billy's thrusts like a good slut. Suddenly, with an almost human sounding gasp, Billy slammed himself into me and I knew he was coming. My entire world became filled with a sense of satisfaction at having made him cum. It was followed quickly by pain. More pain than I ever thought possible. My pussy spasmed painfully as Billy let loose a torrent of seed into my waiting womb, filling me completely. I screamed at the sudden pain and yet at the same time, my own body betrayed me. I was cumming again, screaming and shaking and panting. My head whipped back and forth, spraying sweat around me like a halo. Finally, after several seconds of this mind blowing pleasure/pain, I passed out from the combined shock and agony of my body being flooded with enough cum to make me bloat and then some.

When I woke up, I felt as if I'd just gone 10 rounds in bed with my favorite porn star. Every muscle in my body hurt and I realized I must have been in this position all night—that or it took me a full 24 hours to get over Billy's assault on my young body. Looking at my tummy, I realized that I really was bloated and felt sick. A mixture of horse cum and what looked like actual blood poured down my legs in glops and I nearly gagged. Still, it had been worth it. What other girl could say she'd gotten fucked by a horse and loved it? I wondered how many horses out there were horny stallions who would love to fuck any female in their paths, especially pretty blonde girls with tight pussies and big boobs!

I managed to crawl to my feet and I walked, waddling a little, out to where the bucket and well sat. I was still naked and when my daddy saw me, he just said:

"You're not wearing your clothes?"

"Yeah, they got wet so I hung them up. They should be dry in no time," I said cheerily. He didn't respond, just sipped his morning coffee and flipped through the newspaper. I began to wash myself as best as I could and my pussy burned with soreness at first but it slowly eased into a warm glow of pleasure as I ran my hands across my slit.

Finally, we were headed home. I snuck Billy a couple of apples on the way out and after he ate them, he let out a loud whinny that made my daddy jump and then laugh.

"That horse sure loves you," he chuckled. "Must be the same one every time we bring our horses here."

I smiled at my father. He probably would have gone mad if he knew his daughter had spent all night getting her pussy pounded by the very horse he was referring to. In fact, it was my own horse I had ridden earlier in the evening, and I still had dried cum on my face from the very animal my daddy was petting now. I couldn't help but feel proud about how naughty I was being...

As soon as I got back home, I stripped out of my clothes and laid down on the couch. My body was sore but I was still horny, eager to finish what I had started the other night. As I was laying there, I suddenly heard my dad yell from outside:

"Sarah! Your friends are here! They're in the backyard!"

Fuck.

The thought of stopping the intense masturbation session I was having was a disappointing one, but I figured that playing with my friend's tits might be just what I needed. Plus, she had been teasing me for days about something and I had a feeling today would finally be the day when I found out exactly what it was...

I slipped into some loose sweatpants and a baggy t-shirt without bothering to wear anything underneath, since I wasn't going to let her touch me anyway, and rushed out to her car. The second I stepped inside, she grinned widely and said "Hey, sexy" before driving off. I laughed it off. She often teased me by calling me hot or sexy. I was used to it. She always did it just to get a reaction out of me because I was kind of prudish when I first met her. Now, though, it had turned into an innocent little joke between us.

Or at least it HAD. Until today. Because now she was looking over at me from time to time and smiling slyly. At first, I tried to ignore it, but the farther we drove from the school, the less I could bear it.

"Okay, okay, what do you want?"

She was all smiles. "Come on, now... You know what I want..."

It hit me that maybe I DID know. But that couldn't be possible.

"What are you talking about? Are we playing the guessing game again? Because last time -"

"Oh, shut up," she cut me off, suddenly reaching out and slipping her hand under my shirt, squeezing my breast through my bra.

"You want to fuck horses. I'll bet you've already been doing it," she said slyly, rubbing her finger over my hardening nipple. "Haven't you?"

I stared at her, not sure what to say. I mean, it wasn't true, was it? Sure, I had thought about it, but no... She just assumed that I was a slut who fucks farm animals! How dare she?!

"N-n-no..."

"Oh, yeah you did!" She cried out, laughing. "Tell me: when you ride your horse, does he go hard and fast and make you squeal and scream and come all over his back like a good little girl?"

I stared at her. What was going on?!

She began to stroke my nipple even faster, leaning in. I tried to squirm away but she just held me firm. "Don't worry," she breathed into my ear, "I won't tell anyone."

I could feel myself trembling. I don't know why she had such a power over me... I guess it had something to do with her being two years older than me and kind of a leader in school. She was the most popular girl in school and while I was pretty well-liked, I knew I was below her in the social ladder and if she wanted to expose me, I couldn't really stop her...

What WAS going on? I mean, why was she even talking about me riding Billy like that? It made no sense. Why did she even care? She was hot, beautiful. Guys fought for a chance to fuck her... Why would she be thinking about me fucking animals?

I gasped as she pushed me down onto the seat.

"I... I don't understand," I whimpered. "What's going on?"

"Do I need to explain EVERYTHING?" She growled, pulling at my shirt. "Just relax and enjoy, okay?"

Before I knew what was happening, my shirt was off and she was straddling me. Our tits squished against each other as she pressed her lips to mine, our tongues swirling as her hands slipped into my bra. I gasped and moaned into her mouth as she pinched and rolled my nipples between her fingers. It was hard not to think about the fact that we were both girls and that this was wrong. Not that it mattered to me personally; I wasn't gay or bi, but still—it was an uncomfortable situation to find myself in. And yet, I wasn't doing much to push her away. As she pulled down the cups of my bra, exposing my swollen, aching breasts to the air, I just leaned my head back against the leather seats of the car and let out a shuddering sigh as she kissed the tops of them and then, after licking around the bottoms, finally took my aching nipples into her mouth.

The warm heat of her wet tongue felt good as it stroked across my flesh and when she started to suck my nipples, I felt a tingling pleasure between my legs. That feeling got worse, or should I say better, when one of her hands went down to my waist and slipped under my shorts, sliding inside of my panties. At this point, I was dripping wet and her hand moved over my cunt with ease, her index finger running circles around my clit and making my whole body twitch with a sudden rush of bliss. I bit my lip, trying to stay quiet, but there was nothing I could do to stop the little moans and whimpers from coming out.

I was so wrapped up in her sucking and stroking my nipples that I hardly noticed her other hand until she had already popped my belt off and was in the process of unzipping my jeans. I glanced down, watching her slide my pants and panties down over my thighs. I had never shown myself to another girl before, and as she brought her mouth up to my ear, it felt like every part of my body was burning up with anticipation.

"I hope you don't mind," she whispered, nibbling on my earlobe. "I've been waiting for this for a really long time."

I gasped as she pushed me down onto the seat. "I... I don't understand," I whimpered. "What's going on?"

She sighed impatiently and sat back to give me a stern look. "Do I need to explain EVERYTHING?" She hissed, pulling at my shirt. "Just relax and enjoy, okay?"

Before I knew what was happening, my shirt was off and she was straddling me again, pinning me to my seat with my jeans now pulled down to my knees.

"I know how much you want me. You think I can't tell?" She said, smirking as she slipped her hand into my panties, her long, red nail running up and down my slit. I gasped and arched my back, moaning loudly, thrusting my hips forward.

"See? You love it."

"I... I..." I whimpered as she ran her tongue along my collarbone, slowly kissing her way up to my lips. Her breath was hot against mine and she looked me in the eye, her nose almost touching mine. "You're getting so wet just thinking about it. Don't you dare lie to me, I will know. I bet you want my cock inside of you right now, don't you?"

I was trembling, but I managed to nod.

"Say it."

"...Yes," I breathed.

She smiled and nibbled on my earlobe. I closed my eyes, shivering all over. "Yes... I want your... Your..."

"What's wrong? I thought you wanted it." She whispered in my ear. I squirmed as I felt her tongue slip out of my ear. Her breath was hot against my wet lobe, her voice husky as she said: "So don't be afraid. Just tell me what you want, baby."

"Your dick!" I gasped, opening my eyes.

She licked the tip of my nose and gave me a big grin.

"Oh? How do you want it?"

I blinked, not believing what I had just heard. Was she really offering? And if she was... could I accept it? After a moment's thought, I decided that I definitely, positively could. I bit my lip, feeling nervous, yet incredibly excited about what was going to happen next.

"...Your..." I whispered.

She nodded, her gaze growing even more lustful. "What was that? Say it a little louder. I know you want it, so tell me!"

"I... I want..." My whole body was quivering, as if I had some sort of palsy. I wanted to tell her, to admit how badly I craved it, but something stopped me. She stared at me expectantly, those dark eyes boring holes into me. God, they were so... intense! It was almost as if she could read my mind, as if she knew that every fiber of my being wanted to taste her cock. It was just so shameful, to give in to my base desires like this, to willingly and happily swallow another woman's sperm!

"Well?"

"I... I can't!" I stammered. The more she pushed me to say it, the more I just couldn't let the words out.

"You can't? Can't what? You mean you can't bring yourself to admit it?"

"...Yes."

She laughed, shaking her head. "You know I'm gonna make you do it anyways, don't you?" She began to stroke herself again, right in front of me, her hands on either side of my face. Her long, thick cock throbbed and pulsated before my eyes and she stared right at me. I was trembling from head to toe, my whole body feeling feverish. I felt dizzy, weak, and above all, incredibly horny.

"You want me to force you to say it, don't you?"

A shudder went through my body. Why did I feel this way about her? About the thought of her forcing me to do this?

"Come on. Let's play a little game."

My mind started spinning.

"Do you promise not to laugh at me if I ask you something weird?" I said, trying not to sound hesitant, but my voice quivered. She giggled, and then her expression grew serious. "Of course! Promise. I love that you're being shy and open with me today. I know how tough it is to let go like that. It takes a lot of strength."

I felt a blush creep up my neck to my face, and I couldn't look her in the eye, staring instead down at the coffee table. She put her hand over mine and squeezed. Her touch was strong but gentle at once, and it comforted me.

"You want me to take your virginity," she said, not exactly asking.

"Yes," I said, so quietly I wasn't sure if she'd hear me. I didn't quite make the conscious decision to say it, just...did. I realized my pussy had gotten wet with anticipation. I'd been thinking about her for days, ever since she offered, and the thought of having her inside me...it made my head spin and my heart race.

She reached forward and grabbed me around the waist, and hoisted me into the air. I wrapped my legs around her waist and let her carry me up the stairs, and into my room. It felt surreal, almost like I was floating on a cloud. She set me down gently on the bed, and started to take off her clothes. I looked away at first, feeling suddenly embarrassed, and stared down at my hands. Once I saw her out of the corner of my eye, however, I had to watch. I didn't know how to explain it - even the way she undressed was cool, effortlessly sexy. She slipped her t-shirt over her head and dropped it to the floor. Her breasts were so perfect; perky with nipples hard as pebbles, the dusky skin of her areolae a beautiful contrast against the alabaster shade of the rest of her chest. It was difficult to pull my gaze from them, and for a moment, I couldn't even imagine looking lower.

"Do you need help?" she asked when she caught me staring. "Or do you want to do it yourself?"

I was a bit startled, but nodded my head, pulling at the button of my jeans. I'd undressed myself hundreds of times before, but never while being watched - I couldn't recall my exes watching, and it was even a bit awkward trying to undress while changing in the girl's locker room at school. My fingers weren't moving right, fumbling with buttons and the zipper, finally shimmying the skinny jeans down my hips. In spite of feeling anxious about being watched, I still kicked off the heavy combat boots and socks and pulled my jeans off the rest of the way. All that remained was my underwear, a plain cotton pair in light blue. I looked up at the punk woman, who smiled at me encouragingly.

"Do it," she said, almost whispering. "Take your panties off, and spread your legs. Show me what you've got."

The heat pooling in my belly made my cheeks flush red. I hooked my thumbs under the waistband of my panties, the cool air tickling my stomach. In an instant, the undergarments were gone, flung on top of my pile of clothes, my shoes. The woman smiled at me as I brought my knees together and hesitated for just a second before separating them and leaning back again. Now my entire body was exposed - the flat expanse of my chest, the taut, lightly muscled skin covering my stomach, my bare pussy, with a patch of brown hair trimmed neatly over it. I could feel her eyes on me, examining every inch of my nakedness.

She moved to take off her own clothes, and for a moment I wished I'd been told to undress her instead. I would've had trouble getting it all right, but it would have made me happy. I didn't want to have to sit here with my legs open just for someone to examine me... but of course, the woman wanted more than that. The shirt was easy, the t-shirt and flannel she wore before it both tossed to the floor - I could see the tattoos on her chest now, and I stared at them in awe. A snake twisting around her left breast, the head stopping right between it and the other - two little hearts, one in each armpit. The skin of her torso was lighter than that of her arms and neck, as though she rarely saw the sun - maybe it was because she rarely wore a shirt? And then the pants came down, the tight denim and cotton of her underwear pulled with it. For a split second I could see her pussy, and that she kept her pubic hair short, too.

Then she turned to the side, bending over slightly to grab one leg of the jeans, and I could see it. A massive gash ran down from her upper right thigh to the back of her knee, as deep as the palm of my hand. The skin of her ass, thighs, and lower legs was all but completely exposed; I could see the muscles underneath her pale flesh tense and relax as she shifted her weight. Her tattooed arms were shaking slightly and the blood flowing from her leg mixed with the mud and dirt on her skin in some places to form dark smears. She finished getting the last of her clothes off and turned around to face me.

"Now," she said as she walked towards me, "let's get you fixed up." I thought she was going to sit back down or at least grab some alcohol or gauze. What she did instead was pull the blanket covering me down to my feet, exposing my fully nude body. I gasped and instinctively tried to cover myself with my hands, which prompted another giggle and a light slap on my wrist.

"No, no, don't hide. This is your doctor." I looked down and stared at her breasts as she pressed herself against me and began to massage my breasts. Her hands were calloused and rough but still managed to be gentle as they rubbed the sides, top, and bottoms of my tits, squeezing them together in some places while spreading them wide apart in others. They worked their way over to the nipples, giving them an occasional pinch. My breathing became slow and deep as I stared down at them, unable to look anywhere else. "I'm gonna make you feel better, alright?"

"Ohh-hokay," I muttered between breaths as her hands began to squeeze my boobs harder. I groaned a bit when her fingers reached under the soft tissue and massaged my sensitive skin directly. I felt them slowly begin to slide down, stopping only to pinch my erect nipples until they passed by my rib cage and were right above my pelvis. She pushed my knees outwards so my pussy and ass were completely visible.

"Good girl." she said just above a whisper. Then her hands went to work, sliding along the sides of my crotch, tracing small circles as they moved upwards. As I felt two fingers run along my vagina, I realized how wet I had become. "Well well, look at this. You're pretty worked up, aren't you?" she asked as she brought the fingers to my mouth, which was agape from all of the stimuli. I licked them once, tasting my juices, then sucked them for good measure. Meanwhile, one hand returned to my pussy while the other traveled behind me, stopping for a moment to squeeze my butt before resting its middle finger on top of my anus. As her fingers slid across my genitalia, her index and ring fingers spread my lower lips open while her middle digit stroked the length of my sex. The woman took her time, moving her hand at a slow pace that matched my own breathing.

Eventually the finger at my ass stopped being a menace, moving slowly around my asshole and teasing me ever so slightly. This woman sure loved to tease! With all of the buildup, I wanted her to put that damn finger in already! I began to feel my face get hot in frustration. I decided to take action and moved my hips up and down, pushing her finger further into my butthole with each downward motion. This had the effect I was hoping for; suddenly my ass was filled up with one of her fingers while the other one dipped even deeper into my cunt, finally reaching past the second knuckle. The woman let out a small giggle at my actions. "Well someone's very eager to please! That's fine with me!". She then resumed her previous movements, pumping her fingers in and out and running circles around my vulva. I was still thrusting in rhythm and it felt great.

I closed my eyes and let myself enjoy the sensation for a few moments. I felt the fingers move farther away from one another, filling me up on both ends as I gyrated my hips against their intrusion. But something was missing - I wanted to cum again and her hand wasn't fast enough. I began to speed things up, grinding harder against her fingers as my need increased. Just then, I felt a pair of teeth biting down on my shoulder, and the surprise made me shriek out. This must have been some sort of signal, because when I opened my eyes again, another woman was straddling me. How did she get here so quietly?! I hadn't even sensed her coming! The new lady was on her knees facing towards me, the sides of our thighs pressed against each other. 

While one hand went to rest on my shoulder, the other snaked its way up to my breasts, groping around until it found a nipple and giving it a sharp tug. I yelped at the pain, which only made her laugh a little as her nails dug into my back. My head was being held firmly in place as she moved herself over my crotch, resting her mound mere centimeters away from my pussy, making sure the two didn't touch just yet. It felt like this was some kind of torture as she started grinding her body against my leg, causing her folds to part ever so slightly with each downward motion. 

Her hair tickled my thigh with each motion and I could feel wetness starting to form in small droplets against my skin. I tried to buck my hips up and make contact but to no avail-she always pulled just far enough away. "Just relax". Her words were so matter of fact that I instantly obeyed without question, taking a deep breath as I relaxed my muscles and lay flat against the carpet. This time when she lowered herself, she made sure our cores touched. Even though she was grinding down into my lap, the contact was brief - she only pushed herself down against my crotch and then slowly slid away. She repeated this motion several times, never allowing us to touch for long enough to make me cum, which was exactly what I wanted to do. Her hands ran through my hair as she stared into my eyes with an unspoken intensity, biting her lip every time our bodies met. 

Every now and again she'd lean forward so that her breasts brushed against mine, only to quickly move away again, leaving me craving more contact. The feeling of someone else's cunt rubbing against my own was incredible, making every nerve in my body sing with pleasure. My senses became heightened; I could hear her heavy breathing in my ear, feel her fingers caressing the skin around my belly button, taste her nipples as they flicked across my lips...I never wanted it to end. She reached up to squeeze my breast before dragging her nails down my side, making me tremble all over. I arched my back, moaning softly as she started to move faster, her juices flowing freely over me, adding to my own wetness and making everything slick between our thighs. We both kept going until eventually we both came at once - the first to climax was me, whose orgasm shook her whole body with such force that she collapsed on top of me. She gasped loudly before kissing my mouth again, pulling me tightly against her as my body convulsed in ecstasy. Finally we broke apart, both exhausted. "That was so amazing!" she cried happily, grinning widely and kissing my neck over and over again.
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My head felt like it had been stuffed with cotton as I slowly returned to consciousness, light streaming through my closed eyelids. I let out a long, drawn out moan, still half asleep but enjoying the softness of the bed beneath me. I lay there for what seemed like a long time, just luxuriating in the softness of the sheets before remembering where I was. My eyes snapped open and I stared at the unfamiliar ceiling before turning my attention to my surroundings.

The room was pretty bare—whitewashed walls and a small wooden table to one side. I sat up and noticed my clothing laid out for me on the floor. They were simple homespun garments—a dark green tunic and a pair of leather breeches. Someone had already put me into a fresh bra and pantie set which was also lying on the floor. I slipped them both on, surprised at how well they fit before tugging the dress over my head. The cloth was soft and comfortable, much nicer than what I wore at home and it smelled good, too—freshly laundered. I stepped into the boots on the ground as well before picking up the riding cloak that was hanging from the wall. It was long, dark, and made of a thin, almost sheer fabric which felt nice against my skin.

Before I could do much exploring, though, the door to the bedroom opened and the young knight who had rescued me the day before entered. He was smiling when he saw me and bowed low.

"Oh, thank god," he said, sighing with relief. "You're awake."

I smiled. I don't know why but he was making me feel all warm and fuzzy inside. "Thank you, uh..."

"Sire Daniel, your grace," he said with a little bow.

"Please call me Livia. So, are we going home?" I asked, still naked on the bed. I had slept without even realizing I was completely nude and I hadn't even put anything on.

He blushed a bit and averted his eyes, looking at the wall instead. "Well, er, the thing is... we've got quite a distance to go. And you look like a lady of means and status and I'm afraid our ride is no proper beast of burden. Sire, uh... Livia, we have a carriage waiting. But I think you might feel more comfortable riding, perhaps?

"Oh." I stood up in all my bare-skinned glory and looked around. "I'll ride. It's easier not to feel queasy that way."

It turned out that the clothes I'd been wearing last night were ruined beyond repair. They had smelled like the lake and mud and they had gotten soaked through, so I was going to have to make do with my new clothes until I could stop in at an inn somewhere and grab a change of clothing. Not that it mattered; I wasn't embarrassed about my body and after what Daniel and I had shared, it seemed natural to go topless as we rode along in his carriage. We made light conversation, telling each other where we grew up and stuff like that. He asked how long I'd been in the city.

"Just arrived today," I answered. I wanted to tell him about my dream or the strange things I'd experienced in my old school but something told me that now was not the time. I didn't know why, exactly, but I trusted my instincts. He told me a little bit about the town itself. "You'll like it there. The people are all very nice... Especially the boys," he added with a wink.

He took me up to his bedroom, which was pretty small. A little two-person bed and nothing else. "Are you alright? Are you hungry?" he asked, helping me into bed and tucking me in.

"Starving..." I admitted, though the gnawing hunger in my belly and the dull emptiness in my loins were both starting to fade just a tiny bit. Something told me that once I was asleep, everything would be better in the morning. I was getting tired, my eyes drifting closed as Daniel finished covering me.

"I'll be downstairs if you need me." He left the room, turning out the light. For a moment, I was alone in the darkness, surrounded by the comforting scent of my brother's pillow, wrapped up in his bedding. A single tear fell down my face as I wondered if I'd ever see him again...

And then sleep claimed me. I drifted off to dreams about my brother and our time together in our old school. We were back at our little house together, making love on the sofa, when I heard something from the yard outside. Someone was calling for help.

"Livia? Livia!"

It sounded like my brother, but also like he was far away.

"Livia! Are you okay? Open your eyes! Let's get out of here!"

I did, and I saw him. A version of him, anyway.

"Dad!"

My brother seemed to smile sadly. "Not yet. We need to get out of here first."

He began to try and help me to stand. The floor was covered with black ooze and I felt like I couldn't catch my balance.

"The doors won't open. How are we going to get out?"

He didn't answer. Instead, he gently nudged me against the stable wall. His lips gently brushed mine.

"Kiss me."

It wasn't really a command. If anything, he said it more like a request. I nodded my head ever-so-slightly and opened my mouth to him. Billy responded by sliding his tongue into my mouth. A moan escaped me.

I could feel it growing...

Suddenly he shoved his tongue in further. It was almost suffocating. But it kept on growing! I had never given anyone a blowjob but I knew they needed to take all of the dick into your mouth, or as much as you could. If this had been a cock, that was probably what I would be doing.

My eyes widened as I realized it: his tongue was his penis. That's how he had fucked me the first time and that's why it felt so strange. I let out another groan of ecstasy as the giant member pushed into my mouth. There wasn't anywhere for it to go, and it pressed painfully against the back of my throat. Tears sprang to my eyes. But still, I did my best to please him. After all, it was really the only way to get him out.

The thing about his cock is that it didn't stop growing until he was fucking me in both my pussy and my mouth at the same time. As his monstrous tongue pushed deeper into my mouth I looked down at my pussy, stretched wide around the base of his tongue and saw another part of his cock sliding into me, pushing past my cervix and invading my womb. I whimpered as it grew larger inside me, and then he shifted forward slightly. His giant ballsack was pressing up against my poor, sore little asshole. How was it possible for a horse to have such big balls? Did they have bigger balls than humans?

But now the pressure inside my mouth and throat increased. My stomach was completely full. My belly looked pregnant... Was it possible for him to ejaculate there too? Could a horse do that? A strange sense of relief flooded over me. No one would notice this way, even if he made a mess of my belly.

My mind was a blank slate. There was nothing but pleasure and pain as his two cocks fucked my mouth, pussy, and my womb. He was grunting now, snorting loudly. And then he neighed, letting out an animalistic cry of ecstasy. The cock in my pussy began to twitch and jerk, and soon its twin was following suit. Before I knew it, his hot seed was erupting from both of his cocks. He poured what seemed like gallons of his thick cum into my body and all I could do was shudder and shake. Every square inch of my insides felt full, his cockhead pushing out the bottom of my mouth and pressing my neck into a distended lump.

I swallowed on reflex and the movement sent shivers of ecstasy running through me. His cock pulsed inside my mouth with each swallow, making my neck bulge even more and every time he filled my stomach with even more of his precious seed, it got just a little harder to breathe. Not that I cared anymore. I was so full that I didn't even want to think about anything but the cock that was ravaging my ass. I couldn't even think of trying to stop it. In fact, I found myself thrusting back at Billy and trying to force that giant cock even deeper into my asshole. I wondered if he would break his cock off inside me? If it were that big, I bet he could! It certainly felt like my ass might split apart around him, especially when the second cock came. It pressed hard against the first, both of them twitching and jerking inside of me. The combined weight of those two monster cocks was enough to press me further into the hay, though not enough to keep me from moving my own hips. Even without me thrusting back at him, I doubt he would have noticed. Billy was fucking me so hard now that I was sure my ass would be ruined for human cock forever. I doubted anyone would be able to satisfy my aching back hole again after Billy had been done with me!

Billy, it seemed, was ready for another go, but not in my asshole. Instead, he pulled out, dragging his thick cock out of my sore ass only to slam it directly into my cunt.

"Billy!" I shrieked.

He snorted in response, plunging his massive member deeper and deeper into my poor, tortured cunt. I could barely handle it! My stomach stretched out until it looked like I was months along in my pregnancy and suddenly, a thought occurred to me: it's not possible, right? For him to breed me...?

As the giant stud rammed into me, his big, powerful cock driving harder and deeper into my aching depths, I realized that it was indeed quite possible. He wasn't like other horses, after all. He wasn't a normal horse and clearly, he had needs and desires, which included breeding this sweet little girl whose pussy was spread around his throbbing prick.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Billy began to slow his thrusts and I shuddered in delight as I felt him spurt inside me. It was so wrong! I couldn't believe it was actually happening... Couldn't believe that his seed was filling me up... But even more unbelievable was the fact that he still hadn't softened inside of me, and that he continued to pump cum into my sore, aching back hole! I let out a groan as my belly bulged with his virile sperm, my womb and bowels now completely filled.

And then he kept going. It was a mind-blowing feeling and as his balls tightened again, more hot, thick sperm shooting inside of me, I found myself shuddering in another orgasm. Another, and then another, I came around his hard cock as he pounded my poor ass, and finally, I all but passed out. The last thing I remember was him grunting, slamming into me with even more force, and pumping still more of his potent seed into my exhausted, broken body. And then I fainted...

My eyes opened sometime later to see Billy standing above me once more, nudging me. I glanced down and realized my stomach was gone, flat again. It must have drained out of me when I was unconscious! That horse had just cum in me for what felt like an hour without stopping—there was no way his cum would be able to stay in there.

The rest of my clothes had dried somewhat by this point, though they were still dirty. They weren’t completely ruined, I thought. After dressing quickly, I grabbed my helmet and headed out, hoping to beat my daddy home. No such luck, unfortunately: his car was already parked outside our garage. I took a deep breath. Now came the hard part. I had to act natural.

I entered the house, trying to walk normally, with little success. I felt like everything about me screamed: I was just fucked in the ass by my horse, Billy, and I loved every minute of it!

When I finally made it up to my room, I collapsed on the bed and closed my eyes, letting out a content sigh. My ass was still throbbing with pain, but damn if that wasn't just one more reminder of the most incredible afternoon I had ever experienced. Damn... I couldn't wait for Billy's next ride... And, truth be told, I felt a little bad for my father... He might end up waiting to drive me back to the stables for another week or so. Maybe he would end up selling Billy, which would be a shame because I really didn't want to spend as much time with my father as he'd likely require, after all. But hey, what else was a horse supposed to do while the master was out of town?

And besides, I had homework to do...

I grinned and turned over on my back, staring up at the ceiling. Yes, it had been an incredibly day. One hell of a first horse ride!
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Late morning sun streamed in through the window of the dorm room that shared the name of a girl I had never met but had been living in since mid-August. A light breeze brought the scents of fall; crisp, dry, and cool with that faint aroma of rot from fallen leaves. In the distance, a train horn blew, announcing its approach to a small commuter station in town. As I slowly woke, I stretched, and my leg brushed up against my naked skin, sending a chill through my body. After weeks of wearing them, my new pony hooves were always a reminder to me of our game.

When you play a game for so long without taking a break, sometimes your body goes a little wonky when it isn't played anymore. It doesn't feel right. For the first day or so after we came home from Pony Island, I'd felt odd, like something was missing. So when I got online one afternoon and saw Mistress's icon on the Pony Chat client, a thrill went through me. We quickly set a date to log back in to Pony Island. After that, we played regularly every Friday night and Saturday. I couldn't imagine life without the game.

We've had a lot of fun playing it, too. In the two months since, I've been fucked by dozens of stallions. Their cum is deep in my guts, coating the walls of my pussy, even splattered over my face and tits. They've used my mouth until I gagged, rammed me from behind until my feet slipped out from under me, and even bent me over a tree stump in the forest, fucking me roughly like a common slut. My ass ached from being spanked over and over, bruises covered my butt from stallion cocks slamming into me. My pussy was sore most of the time, rubbed raw from nonstop fucking. My breasts, which were already pretty big, had grown even bigger, engorged by constant suckling.

And I loved it.

Mistress had decided that if I liked getting fucked, then I should probably spend all my time at the stable. The pony trainers there keep ponies busy fucking 24/7. And I did like it...until the other night.

There had been a massive orgy in the stable - some event in the game, I'm not sure exactly what happened - and all the girls were gang banged by hundreds of stallions at once. Some ponies lost sight of who was pounding into them after awhile because there was just so much happening all at once.

I was being rutted against by a huge black horse, his giant shaft ramming me into another pony girl who was taking her own cock from behind. Another horse came up and put his cock into my mouth while three ponies lined up alongside to lick at me all over. It was chaos, but also wonderful. The smell and sounds were all around me - sweat, musk, screams, moans, panting - and it was so intense I could have orgasmed without anything touching my pussy or nipples.

And then suddenly, Mistress wasn't controlling me anymore. Something strange happened with the game, I'm not entirely sure what. I couldn't see the controls because a horse was slamming his big cock into me. So I stayed in the game for about an hour more while I watched my character get fucked like I wasn't even there. And when she finally finished having sex with all those horses, she collapsed, unconscious, covered in cum, and I closed the laptop. I was still so horny, I was dizzy from arousal, my cunt so wet it was making a mess on my desk, but my body was frozen.

I was in panic. How was I going to explain this to Mistress? Did she know what happened? Did she make a mistake? Or maybe someone hacked the system and took control of me away from her, I didn't know. I waited anxiously, trembling, not knowing what's going to happen or when.

About 10 minutes later, Mistress walked into my room and found me naked, horny, and confused, leaning over my desk and shaking, still feeling the aftereffects of the fucking I just received. She looked around my room and smiled. She didn't look mad at all, only curious.

She said that it seemed that our connection got cut off, and it seemed that it gave me free reign to do what I wanted to do. So... I guess I could blame my behavior on my character. She did say that this could've been an option she'd given me a while back, but hadn't gotten round to it.

I asked why this would've been an option - I thought that making your character a human-lover was supposed to be a punishment?

"Yes, usually it is..." she started to explain, "But since I made you enjoy having Billy's cock inside your little pink mouth, well, I suppose I could change it so you can have more of that enjoyment by letting other animals fuck you as well."

It seemed a bit confusing to me - I couldn't understand why it was a punishment, though she then added that the main reason was that humans are considered disgusting compared to animals, and the punishments involve a lot of stuff I didn't want to even think about.

"In any case, the main issue seems to be that when you went down to get him back into his stall after the ride, you ended up getting licked out by him, instead of going straight down the hill," Mistress continued. "You did manage to go riding with him first, but I guess since you came right here afterwards, you just didn't bother to lead him downstairs again."

I apologized profusely for not completing the mission, and said I'd definitely do that next time. She said it was OK, but gave me another punishment for forgetting. My curiosity got the better of me and I asked what it was, and she smiled and showed me. It was a pair of nipple clamps! A silver chain dangled between them, and two thin bars connected the clamps. And of course, my breasts were now in the normal, human size again.

"Go on, put them on," she said, passing the nipple clamps to me, her hand brushing my skin. I could feel that soft, gentle touch on my skin all night - even the very tips of her fingers gave a sensation that spread through my whole body.

I was trembling as I raised the nipple clamps to my tiny erect nipples, and then carefully latched them onto my flesh, wincing a little as they slowly clamped down, gripping my hard little teats. Finally, they tightened enough to stay attached without needing any additional help, and I whimpered a little. "Mistress, it hurts a bit," I said softly.

"It does?" she smiled, and I could almost feel her tongue licking my ear. "That's great, slut. Remember your punishment? Whenever you see something erotic that might turn you on, the clamps are gonna tighten even more until they snap off your nipples."

That shocked me, and I gasped, shaking my head. "What if I'm in public?"

She just giggled at me, reaching over to squeeze my boob, teasing my nipple between two fingers and making me gasp in pleasure.

"Don't worry, they won't do it then, silly! I wouldn't want you getting arrested for flashing! I mean, unless I think it'd be hot..." she added, grinning, then shrugging. "Now, why don't you open your mouth to let me brush those pretty little teeth of yours."

I felt like I was being treated like a kid, but opened my mouth anyway, blushing as she leaned forward to put the toothbrush into my mouth. The feeling of her soft fingers on my face, gently brushing my cheek, the light scent of strawberry from whatever kind of soap she'd used to wash them this morning... they filled my senses with thoughts of how nice her hand would feel on my skin, sliding along my stomach and down to my pussy, gently teasing my lips before sliding inside. I could imagine my hands caressing her chest, and my tongue tracing around a perky nipple... I moaned lightly, then blushed a deep red as she giggled softly at my moan and said, "You naughty little thing... I'm almost done, why don't you go run your tongue under the tap for a minute."

It seemed a bit silly, but I didn't dare disobey my mistress. Leaving the bedroom with my breasts on full display for anyone who might happen to walk past the open door, I padded to the kitchen sink and began rinsing my mouth out. My nipples were so sensitive that just touching them made my pussy slick and my thighs quiver. I tried to ignore them but it was getting more difficult by the second, especially when Mistress returned from the bathroom and knelt beside me with my favorite toy.

The long pink double-sided dildo was a birthday present from Mistress a few months back; I'd spent all my allowance for weeks trying to buy one, but never really felt comfortable purchasing something like this in public. But now, with Mistress' deft fingers slowly running down my side, the toy seemed perfect. She was clearly waiting for me to be done rinsing, so I hurried up, spitting the water into the sink and grabbing for the toy. Mistress took it away quickly, holding it above her head with an evil smirk. She pressed one of the thick fake heads against my clit, rubbing it up and down along my wet pussy lips with the gentlest touch. My legs shook so hard I could barely stand. She held it just out of my reach, taunting me, teasing my pussy until I felt I might die without the pressure of the dildo inside me. Just as she was starting to push it in, there was a knock on the door. My hands instinctively moved to cover myself. With a look of disappointment, Mistress gave me a smack on the ass, pointing at the door of the hall closet and giving me the signal for quiet. Without bothering to dress, I rushed over and stepped inside, closing the door as softly as I could and holding my breath in hopes that whoever had knocked at the door wouldn't take too long and leave.

I pressed the vibrator to my lips, rubbing it up and down along my soaked cunt. The gentle hum of the pink plastic device did little to keep my thoughts off the girl who was sitting less than two feet from me, most likely playing with her own pussy and listening to the moans I was trying not to make. My breath caught in my throat as I pressed the toy up into my clit, grinding it slowly as my body shuddered. The sounds of flesh on flesh mixed with the hum of my vibrator and echoed through my small room. I heard Mistress moan and wondered if she was using the toy as well. That thought alone nearly made me cum right there, but I fought to hold it off, slowing the movement of the toy and clenching around its smooth length as hard as I could.

"God, oh god," I whimpered quietly into my pillow. Another knock sounded at the door, followed by what sounded like someone calling my name. I held my breath, hoping Mistress would answer for me. The call came again, but this time interspersed with the sound of jingling keys. I didn't think twice as I pressed the vibrator deep into my soaking wet snatch and turned it all the way up. My mouth hung open in a silent scream and my eyelids clenched shut as the feeling of intense pleasure ripped through my entire body, causing every muscle in my body to tighten and shake uncontrollably. It was as though the door were shaking along with me, knocking against the wall in time with the waves of my orgasm.

I was almost finished recovering when another knock startled me into clenching my muscles against the vibrator, pushing it impossibly deeper and sending me over the edge again. This time, I could barely keep myself quiet, only biting my lip after a loud groan slipped through.

It wasn't until several minutes had passed before I regained control of my body and my heart rate slowed down. With a sigh, I pulled out the toy and sat up on my bed. I needed a shower.

With a last glance toward my dresser mirror, I noticed that my shirt was stuck to my torso with sweat and that a small wet patch was on my jeans just between my thighs. It must have happened while I was lost in orgasm. Damn, if the door hadn't knocked while it had, I might have let it happen more than once. I shrugged, grabbed a fresh change of clothes, and headed out of my room.

In the hallway, my older sister greeted me with a smirk. "Sounds like you were enjoying yourself in there," she said. "What are you watching today? I don't think I've heard that one."

"Oh, you haven't?" I asked, brushing her off. "It's brand new. You should try it sometime. You'd love it."

She shrugged and moved on, and I could feel my face turning beet red as I made my way down to the shower.

The rest of the day seemed to fly by as I waited for school to end. There wasn't a chance in hell that I was going to go out riding anymore. At least, not until the weather got colder and it was less likely I would be able to catch heatstroke from being so damn aroused by Billy.

Finally, the end of the school day arrived and I dashed out of the room to make my way to the stable. When I arrived, Billy greeted me as usual, and I gave him a good pat.

"Let me just shower, boy," I said. "And then I'll bring out the oats, okay?"

He whinnied excitedly and I smiled. That meant yes, probably. He must be hungry. As soon as I was done washing the dirt and sweat off myself and changed into fresh clothes, I grabbed two buckets: one with water and another with oats, and one with a bottle of wine for me. I carried it all out to the stall, whistling cheerfully, only to see that someone was already there... Someone standing on top of my horse's back. Someone with blue hair, wearing black leather shorts. It was the girl from the other day, when Billy had thrown me.

She seemed to be looking straight at me through her big red sunglasses and her arms were crossed over her chest, which was covered by a crop-top that showed off her flat, pale stomach and belly button. "How did you even get in here?" I demanded, stepping in the stall.

"Same way you did, genius." she rolled her eyes, and then she grinned at Billy. "Don't pay attention to that stupid slut. You know who the real owner is, don't you?" She stroked his mane gently and rubbed his cheek, crooning. "Who's the hottest little filly in the stable? Who's a good, strong stud?" She winked at me, and I knew immediately that she wasn't referring to horses.

I stomped closer to her, still holding onto the bucket. The water sloshed violently against the sides. "Listen. You'd better get the hell away from my horse—"

"What makes you think you have any right to decide?" She laughed, leaning forward until her breasts were pressed up against Billy' neck and riding crop dangled above his side, nearly grazing his flesh. "You can barely control him. You're lucky that your parents hired me—a professional rider, by the way. So stop whining and let me take care of business here, okay?"

I glared at her, but decided that it wouldn't be worth it to continue arguing. I was already tired from the ride, and I could use a hot shower and meal. Besides, she was pretty, and even though she annoyed me, maybe we could be friends. I turned away and began to walk off. But before I could leave the stable, she called out again.

"By the way, you didn't hear a thing, and neither did you see anything when you came in here. Because otherwise..." There was something threatening in her voice now, and it made me nervous.

But then I heard the girl call out something to Billy. It was nothing comprehensible, just sounds—hoooom? haawwwnn? HOOOOMAWWWNNNN?—but the horse reacted to it at once.

He tossed his head around, kicking with his front leg, and almost threw me out of the saddle. I gripped onto the reins as tightly as I could and stayed put, hoping the strange girl would disappear quickly and not cause more trouble. Billy calmed down after a moment, but I was still trembling from the sudden excitement. Then something happened that caused me to shiver all over and I knew then that I would never ride horses again...

While I held on to Billy' mane and reins, still recovering from the shock of the wild behavior of my normally so tame horse, I suddenly felt something brush my pussy lips through my riding pants. I looked around in panic, and saw that the girl had come up to my other side, very close to my legs. She stood there, looking at me, smirking. I gasped, horrified, unable to understand why she was standing so close to me while I sat on Billy.

"What's the matter?" she asked innocently. "Are you scared of me? Are you afraid that I'll tell people that you let your horse lick your pussy?" Her question surprised me so much that I couldn't answer right away.

I finally managed to mutter, "It didn't lick my pussy... It... It did something different."

"Yes," replied the girl with her smirk. "Your horse gave you an amazing blowjob!"

I blushed deeply. I knew what she was saying was true, but I wasn't about to admit it. But as soon as I thought that, a new wave of embarrassment flooded my heart as I realized that I was sitting with my butt on the saddle, feeling my pussy and asshole still quivering from Billy' rough licking.

Then the girl said the words I feared most at that moment.

"Hey, let's ride together! Come on! What do you say?"

My pussy ached. My asshole felt weird. And yet... There was no way I could possibly refuse to sit in the saddle again.

It was so weird... After just having a massive orgasm, the idea of getting another thrill of excitement by riding a horse was very tempting. Maybe the girl sensed my thoughts and she knew I couldn't turn her down, which was why she was smiling like this... She was obviously happy that she'd convinced me.

"You want to race, or play, or just gallop around in circles? Just name your wish, and we'll do it!"

I smiled weakly at her, knowing that I would follow her instructions exactly. This was an exciting experience for me, in fact... No one had ever treated me like that, forcing me to do their bidding, not letting me make any decisions myself.

"Let's ride around in circles in the arena first!" The girl said, grinning broadly, then got on her white stallion and started riding away, leaving me to catch up to her. I followed, urging Billy to catch up. When I reached the girl again she was waiting for me patiently. Her horse was indeed magnificent. It was taller than mine by a few hands and its coat was whiter than snow, its tail fluttering behind it as if it had been bleached, not cut. I was so envious, thinking that a lot of boys would've given everything to see me like that. But there was no one at the stables besides that other girl, who was smirking smugly at me and didn't seem like a boy in any way.

"Now that you're here, let's ride together, okay?" She asked. She seemed so nice, though her voice still made it obvious how proud she was of having a much prettier horse than mine. I didn't know why she wanted to ride with me - maybe she just liked doing it in the company of another girl... Or maybe she just loved to prove that she was a better rider. Either way, I had to comply with her demand. I couldn't refuse after all, right? Besides, maybe I could learn something about this wonderful mare... It sure was a unique opportunity. So I nodded, giving Billy a small nudge to start riding along with the other girl. We rode for a while in silence, just enjoying our horses.

But my mind wasn't quite focused on the beautiful scene that was laid out in front of me: I was thinking about the things this girl had told me. In truth, I wasn't surprised she knew I didn't ride regularly. After all, this whole time I'd been feeling so out of place. I wondered what she thought of me. Was she judging my horsemanship skills?

Then suddenly she broke the silence between us with a surprising question. "Have you ever done anal, Alice?" She asked, grinning broadly. As I looked into her eyes, I was pretty sure I could read more into her words, hidden behind this seemingly innocent inquiry. I didn't answer for a few seconds, unsure whether I should actually admit that I haven't done it yet. But somehow I felt that I was able to be open with this girl - perhaps because she was so outgoing, perhaps because she hadn't really acted like a rival... Perhaps because we were both girls and I felt less ashamed around her. Whatever the reason, I answered honestly, although my answer was rather vague. "I... Uh... Not really..." I replied quietly, looking down at my saddle. The other girl chuckled, and I blushed even more, wondering what she would say next. Would she think that I was being stupid and childish for not trying it? Would she think it was pathetic that I still haven't been fucked in the ass? Well, I guess that I was lucky enough to be a virgin in my pussy, which was still untouched after all... That must count for something. Still, I wondered how many guys she'd slept with, and if all of them have experienced anal sex with her. If yes, then there was something very special about her: a kind of confidence that made her desirable to guys - that's for sure. I didn't have it yet, but maybe someday...

I looked up at the sky, noticing how beautiful it looked today, almost glowing from the sunlight reflected in clouds. And suddenly, I felt the strange desire to try anal.

"It feels incredible." She said, interrupting my thoughts. Her eyes were fixed on mine, searching my face for a reaction, and she gave me a gentle smile. "Guys absolutely love it, especially if you do it with them right away, without much prepping... They love it when a girl just can't wait to feel their cocks stretching her tiny little asshole as wide as it gets." I gulped and blushed even harder, looking at her curiously. Was she telling the truth?

She moved closer and I realized that her eyes had an expression that was somehow familiar. I knew I've seen this look somewhere before... Then it hit me. She was turned on! As in, she actually enjoyed the thought of having anal sex, and wasn't just bragging about what her previous lovers wanted from her. How interesting! It seemed like some girls were into it - perhaps if I tried it myself, I would eventually start to like it as well.

Suddenly, I realized that she was leaning closer and closer, and I felt something strange tingle inside of my lower belly. The thought of kissing another girl was oddly exciting, especially after what we just talked about. I imagined how it would feel to have another pair of lips pressed against mine, to have someone's tongue sliding between my parted mouth... This idea, although very alien to me, was actually thrilling, and as she came even closer, I could feel myself blushing deeper red. Perhaps this kiss wouldn't be as bad as I'd expect. Perhaps I might even enjoy it...

When her lips finally touched mine, I shuddered and gasped. At first it just tickled me slightly and I let out a breathless chuckle, but when she started sucking on my lower lip, the sensation changed and I felt strangely drawn towards it. Before I realized, my fingers found her hips and pulled her closer, so that our bellies were touching and our chests were rubbing together.

"Mmmmmm." We both groaned at the same time, as her breasts squeezed mine. They weren't very large, but they definitely fit into mine well, creating a delicious sensation of friction that was driving me crazy. She was a really good kisser, too, and even though I wasn't too experienced, I managed to hold my own. She nibbled and licked, then sucked gently on my tongue, and I moaned loudly.

When she pulled away from the kiss, I opened my eyes and stared at her curiously. Her cheeks were pink from the heat and her eyes were shining bright, her pupils dilated. The girl reached behind my neck with one hand, pulling it closer to her and bit down on my earlobe, hard, while running the tip of her tongue over the spot where she sank her teeth.

I gasped and instinctively pulled back a little.

"Sorry," I muttered, blushing. "Just wasn't expecting..."

"Shh." The girl hushed me, pressing one finger against my lips and looking into my eyes intently. "I don't do apologies. If you don't like something, say so. Otherwise, just keep your mouth shut and accept it."

With that, she kissed me again, pushing me back on the hay-covered floor. Her breasts felt wonderful as they squished against mine. She reached between my legs with one hand, parting them gently as our tongues battled for dominance inside my mouth. Then, I gasped and squealed as I felt her index finger run over my swollen, sensitive clit, circling it and then rubbing it. I was a little bit surprised at how confident she was... It was almost like she already knew where to touch me, which buttons to push. I guess that came with the lesbian territory. I just wondered how many other girls she had touched like that, had given an orgasm to.

I had never had a finger anywhere near my clitty besides my own, but hers were so soft, so nimble. Each stroke sent a shudder through my body. Each gentle poke set a fire in my loins. When she finally settled on stroking it from side to side, gently tickling it with her fingernail, I realized that I was completely lost and couldn't hold back anymore. The pressure, the need was too much... It was like trying to stop a raging river with your bare hands: there was just no stopping it. I was already soaking wet and the waves of orgasmic pleasure she was shooting through my body with her finger only served to turn me on more and make the process all the more quick and intense. Before I knew what was happening, the tension was too great and it exploded inside my belly. With a cry, I pushed up against her fingers, feeling her nails dig into my sensitive clit slightly but unable to contain myself as I came.

"Oohhh... Fuck, fuck!" I moaned.

The girl giggled as she continued to rub me faster and harder. I squealed, my juices gushing down onto the ground below me, forming a pool of nectar underneath my butt. I clenched my fists, biting my bottom lip as a second wave of bliss washed over my body.

And then a third. And then a fourth. My pussy clenched around nothing, desperate to be filled.

She pulled her hand away from my cunt with a wet squelch and moved down to my ass, spreading it wide open before diving in with her tongue.

"Aaaaahhhh... God damn it, Lacey!" I grunted. "Fuck, eat that ass, you fucking whore!"

"You're enjoying this," Lacey giggled. "But you need something inside that naughty little pussy."

Lacey pushed herself back up so that she was straddling my stomach. Her cunt ground against my abs and I realized how wet she really was—a veritable puddle of girl cum had dripped onto my abs by now. She wiggled her ass, her hot, slippery flesh slathering me. With each motion, she moved further back, grinding my tits and then, finally, my chin. I gasped and opened my mouth. She reached down with her hands, lifting herself up above my head and pulling me up to her glistening twat with her surprisingly powerful legs. I kissed and licked her pussy and before I could even stop myself, I was French kissing it again, delving my tongue into the depths of her sweet slit. She sighed and pushed down on my head, forcing more of her soft folds into my mouth. I sucked down hungrily, gulping down wave after wave of salty-sweet girl juice.

She rode my face furiously, gyrating her hips and shoving her pussy further into my face as I tried to drink my fill. The walls of her cunt squeezed me, trapping me. I struggled to catch my breath but all that came were more gulps of pussy juice. Just when I thought I would pass out, she pulled me up and away from her pussy by my hair. I gasped for air as she turned around and forced her ass into my face once more.

Her hand came crashing down across my ass as she shoved her ass back into me. It was a punishment more than anything else—she wasn't even spanking me. I gasped and whimpered and then her hand came down again.

"You better eat that ass or you're going to be in so much trouble," Lacey said. "That's what your little friend seems to have wanted, right?"

My ass still hurt but I didn't answer. I just grabbed her perfect cheeks and dove back in between them, running my tongue along the length of her slit. I found her rosebud and pressed against it with my tongue, pushing my way past the tight ring of muscles. I flicked my tongue up and down, tasting the sweat and soap that remained in the folds of her asshole.

She gasped and reached down, gripping my head hard and shoving it further into her ass. My mouth pressed up against the sensitive flesh as my tongue probed her ass, forcing its way inside. Her cunt clenched and she squealed in delight.

I had never actually gone down on another girl before. I had heard about girls eating each others pussies from my boyfriends but I had never done it. There was something so naughty and yet so hot about rimming Lacey's asshole though. I was surprised at how clean it was; most guys were either very bad at cleaning themselves or refused to do so at all. Lacey though, obviously spent some time grooming herself. I ran my tongue along the edges of her hole, dipping it inside occasionally, feeling my own pussy dripping wet. Finally, I moved back down to her pink lips, which were wet and glistening with anticipation. I sucked her clit between my teeth and she bucked, crying out as her juices flowed over my chin.

I slid two fingers into her pussy, pressing up against the rough patch of skin just behind her lips. Her breathing quickened and I felt her pussy tighten around my digits as she squirted. Her cum flooded out of her like a broken faucet, coating my arm in sticky fluids. She fell backward onto the hood of the car and moaned.

"Oh, my god, I have needed to do that for weeks," Lacey said. "You've got no idea what that does to me."

I licked my lips, swallowing the mouthful of pussy juice she'd left me and I leaned over her. I kissed her gently and she wrapped her arms around me, pulling me to her naked body. I could feel the hard nipples of her breasts pressing against me and I wanted to stay like that forever.

But the rain had let up and our clothes were hanging on the car, nearly dry. We got dressed quickly, putting the wet towels into plastic bags we'd brought with us. Finally, I climbed behind the wheel and started the car, rolling up the windows just as another big wave of raindrops swept over us.

We drove the rest of the way home without speaking. What more did we need to say? It was obvious there was an attraction between us and we both enjoyed it. The only question that remained in my mind was whether or not to take things further. I hadn't been with a woman since college and I was afraid of getting hurt again. Would I be strong enough to resist Lacey if we took things any farther? Or would I fall helplessly into the bottomless well of her blue eyes?

By the time we pulled up to the farm, my clothes were mostly dry and Lacey and I headed inside to find Mrs. Smith in the kitchen preparing some sandwiches for our lunch. After that, Lacey and I split up, each heading off to complete our own work for the day. But throughout the afternoon, as I rode Billy and fed and brushed him, I kept thinking about Lacey and her delicious cunt. I couldn't believe she'd let me lick her pussy. In fact, she'd insisted! She'd begged for it, told me that it made her wet to think about it and then she squirted on me. I could still feel the sticky liquid dripping from my nose and mouth. I'd eaten cum before but never anything like this. It tasted so good, too. Sweet and spicy. So delicious that I wanted to eat it forever.

Lacey didn't show up for dinner and I spent another night alone with Mrs. Smith, listening to her tell me stories from when Lacey and her parents had moved to town. She asked if I was looking for someone to spend some time with over the holiday weekend and I told her honestly that I wasn't. I explained that I had just come from an ugly divorce and I needed to recover mentally and emotionally before pursuing anything, especially with a woman who lived on the other side of the country. To my surprise, Mrs. Smith nodded her understanding and even apologized for suggesting anything. I left for bed without dinner. I couldn't stop thinking about how much Lacey had liked it when I'd eaten her cunt—the sounds she'd made were unlike any I had ever heard, at least not from a woman.

A knock came on my door around midnight. It was Lacey.

"You said you were leaving tomorrow," she told me, "I'm sorry, but I can't let that happen."

And then she was undressing. The sight of her naked body sent a flush of heat rushing through my body. Lacey's skin was so smooth and soft. Her tits looked ripe and juicy in the moonlight. I licked my lips as my eyes moved down to her hairless cunt. She had the cutest pussy I'd ever seen, a little bud of pink pleasure. Her pubic hair was trimmed close and I could see moisture gathering on those smooth young pussy lips.

"Let's sleep together tonight," she said and lay beside me. "Please?"

My cock was already tenting up the bed sheet but I didn't care anymore. The thought of making love to this sexy blonde just thrilled me. I slipped my arm around her waist and felt her warmth and softness next to me. And then our lips met and it was perfect. Her mouth was warm and wet as our tongues danced. It had been a long time since I'd kissed a girl like that. And she pressed the length of her sexy body against mine, crushing her big tits between us. There was nothing left between us except my underwear, which quickly found itself on the floor. I was soon sliding my aching cock into her dripping wet cunt, moaning and groaning, kissing her and whispering how good she felt into her ear. I couldn't believe how hot it was. Making love to this gorgeous woman felt so right, and the sex was so incredibly intimate. She held me in her arms as I slowly stroked my cock in and out of her. After we came, I stayed in her for a few minutes, kissing her mouth, caressing her skin and feeling her heart beat against my chest.

She lay in my arms while I dozed, waking up when I heard her speak.

"You smell so good, Mrs. Smith. So nice."

Then she raised herself to rest her face between my breasts, nuzzling the flesh of them and breathing deeply. We didn't talk. After awhile she slid down under the blankets and started licking me there, starting with my labia, my pussy lips. "Let me show you what else I've been wanting," she said softly, "if you think this is good..." She lapped at my pussy with such eagerness and concentration, that I relaxed and let myself enjoy it, my mind filling with a vision of our daughters having some similar kind of secret together, and then I laughed to myself: here we are, both with daughters of the same age, and both so innocent, and now we were like this, with our teenage mouths on each other's sweet cunts!

I couldn't believe I was sitting at work thinking about how much I wanted to fuck my boss' wife! What the hell was wrong with me? Sure, she was smoking hot with a rocking body that would make any red-blooded male stop dead in his tracks, but... There was something different about her today. She usually wore blouses that covered her curves and dresses that didn't flatter her body shape, and yet she wore a black pencil skirt and a white silk blouse that was buttoned just one button too low. Her cleavage was amazing! When she bent over, I saw that she was wearing a black lacy bra—I could practically count the number of ribs!

But when I found myself wishing she would bend over again just so I could get a better look at that fantastic set of tits, I decided I was being too obvious. I needed to keep cool. As I returned to typing away at my computer, I caught a glimpse of her leaving the building. Damn, she looked nice, walking with a swing in her step and that ass just begging for a hard slap. Was it getting warmer in here or what?

Later, I was surprised to find myself heading to the coffee machine around the same time as Ms. Smith. She gave me a polite smile but nothing more, and I did the same. It wasn't until I found myself standing by the coffee machine, next to her, waiting for the coffee to brew that things took an interesting turn.

"I love you," she whispered.

At first I thought she must have meant to say "love your shirt!" Or even "love your car!" And for a moment, I smiled down at her. But when her expression didn't change, my eyebrows rose.

"Uh, w-what did you say?"

"You heard me..." she said softly, reaching up to stroke the hair on the back of my neck. Her touch sent chills running through my body and I almost let out a gasp when she pressed her body against mine. I looked over at the copy machine. The other guys were working; the door to the conference room was open; no one was paying attention. But even though they weren't looking at me, they were nearby and they could look over and see me making out with our boss' wife any minute now.

But before I could protest, I felt Ms. Smith's tongue pushing into my mouth and her lips closing around mine. I let out a soft groan and before I knew what was happening, she was pressing me back onto the coffee table in the break area. She reached behind me, her hand cupping my ass, and pulled me against her hips as she leaned forward, pinning me to the table. I let out a gasp and before I knew it, her hands were pulling at my skirt, hooking their fingers around the fabric covering my crotch.

"Please..." I moaned softly, struggling against her. "They'll see!"

The woman smiled down at me and just as I thought she would relent, she jerked my skirt down to my knees and plunged a finger between my legs, into my dripping cunt. I let out a loud yelp that earned me a stern look from Mr. Bauer.

"Quiet down," he said, his glasses sliding down his face a bit as he squinted at me over his laptop screen.

I glanced up at Ms. Smith again. She gave me a stern look and before I could protest, she shoved another two fingers inside of me. I shuddered and closed my eyes, trying desperately not to make a sound. But when I opened my eyes, I realized Mr. Bauer was staring right at my pussy, looking right between my legs as my boss' wife stuffed three thick fingers into my hungry cunt. Our eyes locked for a second, just before he looked back up at me and gave me a brief smirk before looking back at his computer screen, pretending like he was reading an email. But he wasn't fooling me: I saw him quickly move a hand down to his lap, unzip his pants, and whip his dick out under the table. Fuck, he was going to jerk off right there, where everyone could see him!

Mr. Bauer began to stroke his cock furiously while I was finger fucked by our boss' wife. A few minutes passed and when I noticed he wasn't the only one doing it anymore, I knew we were all doomed. There, underneath the conference room table, sat six dicks, being jerked off to the sight of my pussy being played with by Ms. Smith's hands. I couldn't believe it! We had been working together for months now and no one had ever made a pass at me! Why had it taken watching me get fingered to finally make these guys lose it?!

And then I noticed they weren't the only ones enjoying it—the female associates and interns were enjoying themselves as well. Many had their hands buried in their panties, clearly masturbating in their chairs as I got finger fucked by our boss' wife on her husband's orders. How utterly degrading...

The woman continued to finger fuck me as I felt another orgasm coming over me. I looked up at the ceiling, biting down hard on my lip as I tried desperately to stop myself from moaning loud enough for everyone in the room to hear me. I failed.

A low gasp slipped from my lips and Ms. Smith smiled down at me, giving my clit a quick pinch. Her thick fingers thrust inside of me, pressing hard against my g-spot until I all but squealed with delight and came right there in front of my coworkers, sobbing quietly with orgasmic glee.

"Good girl..." Ms. Smith whispered, her soft lips grazing my earlobes as she pulled away from me and went back to her seat. A shiver of pleasure swept through my body as I settled down, feeling slightly lightheaded and incredibly horny. It was going to be a long two hours in this conference room.

It took forever for Billy to cum, but finally, I heard him letting out a loud grunt. The next thing I knew, he was filling my ass full of horse cum. He kept his cock buried in my sore behind as he fired jet after jet of sticky white horse spunk into my rectum. It was such a hot, dirty, nasty, slutty feeling. I could only imagine how bad it would have been if I had fucked Billy bareback... I felt like I could barely control myself as it was, even with the protection of the condom. I let out another moan as his orgasm faded and he slid out of me, his big cock sliding out of my tight ass with a soft pop.

Billy went right back to eating his oats, leaving me laying there on the floor. As I sat up, a dribble of horse cum ran down my ass. I could feel it seeping into my panties. God, my ass hurt so fucking badly. I don't think I had ever experienced anything so incredible though.

Slowly, I stood up, my legs wobbling, my knees almost buckling as I struggled to get up from where I was laying in the straw. Finally, I made my way out of the stable, cum still running out of my aching asshole. It dripped down my legs, coating them in the gooey spunk, and all I could do was moan. My legs were weak and I wanted to fall over again but I was able to make it home. My father was out at work and wouldn't be back for a good few hours, so I collapsed onto my bed, my legs still quivering, my asshole throbbing with agony, but also pulsating with pleasure. God... If this is what getting fucked in the ass by a horse is like, I never want to give it up!

The sun was beginning to set. I needed to take a shower and then cook dinner for my dad. I would probably have to wash my clothes as well—they were probably still soaked and muddy from the rainstorm.

I took a deep breath. There's just no way I can live like this... I need that internship.

Ms. Smith had called earlier and given me an assignment: to research all the other stables in the area and report back to her which one seemed to have the best facilities, and most importantly, horses.

She had seemed very serious about the call.

I was still reeling. Was this internship a joke? Was it all just a cover for her to lure me into giving her and Billy blowjobs every afternoon?! Why did she need to be so secretive about it? If I liked blow jobs—which I did—why wouldn't I do it for free, in a stable like this, where no one would see it?

I knew something fishy was going on here. But I wanted that scholarship so bad, I'd swallow as much cum as Ms. Smith and Billy needed me to if it meant getting that money.

And yet, I felt my thighs growing wetter and wetter as I worked.

Ms. Smith was really starting to make me nervous with this "internship."

It sounded suspiciously like prostitution. And not only prostitution, but also bestiality. The problem wasn't that I objected to it, per se; I found Billy incredibly arousing. What bothered me about my involvement was that it would seem as though I were being paid for sex with him, and the fact that I would get extra credit on all my courses. I wasn't sure what she thought was going to happen if someone found out about what we were doing, but it couldn't be good.

But I kept my doubts to myself because I didn't want her to call the whole thing off. Besides, what if I was wrong and everything really was legitimate? I might have just ruined a scholarship offer of a lifetime if that were the case!

I arrived at the stables to find Billy grazing in the field as usual. He neighed as I walked up to him.

"Good morning to you, too, Billy," I said, walking up to him and kissing his long snout. I loved the smell of his breath—the fresh grass smelled so wonderful in it. In fact, he reminded me a lot of a man. I blushed to even think about it but there was something sexy about him. As I kissed his nose and looked into his brown eyes, I wondered what it would feel like if I sat down on his face.

Billy snorted in my ear, which sent a shiver down my spine. "You like that?" I asked him. He whinnied softly, nuzzling me again, pressing his cool, damp muzzle to my neck. I giggled at how good it felt—almost like being tickled by a cold washcloth.

We walked towards his stable. When we got inside, Billy stopped dead in his tracks, his front legs splayed out in front of him like a human. It looked like he was kneeling!

What was wrong with Billy? Was he sick or hurt?

"Billy! Are you okay? What's wrong?"

Then I noticed he was trembling. His big brown eyes were wide and staring at me, begging.

Then he lowered his head and raised his rump, exposing his balls, cock and anus.

Billy wanted something from me. But what could he want?

I took a step toward him, raising my hands, reaching out to touch his face, when suddenly, he whinnied loudly, bucked his head forward, and shoved his big, thick tongue into my pussy.

His hot, wet lips sealed tight around my mound and he licked and lapped, his big strong tongue sliding deep inside me, stroking the insides of my walls. Soon, he was licking and sucking at my clit, pulling it between his lips. My entire body quaked as another orgasm crashed through me and I screamed. Billy must have really liked the taste because he kept right on licking my pussy, driving his big wet nose against my clit again and again. When he finally did stop, my legs were still weak, so I sat down in the hay—and his cock happened to be pointed right at my ass again! This time, I knew exactly what to do. I reached back and spread my ass cheeks wide open, presenting my gaping, sore ass hole to him.

He drove his cock into my ass and began fucking me like crazy. It ached so deliciously and each stroke of that cock made my ass ache wonderfully. I couldn't believe this was happening to me—no human being had ever fucked my ass before. I was amazed that my tight ring was allowing that monstrous cock entrance into my bowels and I loved it. It was even more pleasurable than my pussy—my pussy could stretch a little bit more before feeling pain. My ass seemed to know it wasn't supposed to take anything quite so big inside of it and so it resisted, even though I knew that no matter how much my hole squeezed and squirmed, that horse cock wasn't going anywhere until he was ready to take it out.

Again, he pounded away at my ass for several long seconds. He thrust deep into my asshole with reckless abandon, burying his huge cock balls deep in my stretched ass each time he slammed into me. And then he yanked it out. It seemed to take a good amount of my bowels with it when he yanked it out—I was certain that my insides were being pulled apart. I shrieked and sobbed as his thick head popped free, leaving a cavernous gape behind in its place, my poor gaped ass desperate to clench shut but unable to do so.

Then, something thick, hot and wet drizzled across my gaping hole. My eyes widened in shock and revulsion as I realized what was happening—Billy was pissing on my asshole. He pissed and pissed until I could feel it dripping down between my legs and onto my pussy lips. I shuddered, wanting to crawl away, to find my clothes and escape, but I knew there was no escape...

His stream tapered off, but he did not mount me again. Instead, he backed off and turned back toward the door to his stall, sticking his rear end right in my face.

I sighed and rolled my eyes, but I knew what he wanted. My ass was aching horribly but my tongue was dry and my mouth was lonely without a thick shaft stuffed into it. I began to lick my horse, slithering my tongue along his hot, moist asshole, cleaning him just like I knew he liked to be cleaned. As I ate him out, he whinnied and I was certain, I was absolutely certain, that he was happy. And I was glad I had made him so. After all, we would be spending quite a bit of time together now. Who knew? Maybe soon he would allow me to ride him again...

The End

Alyssa, Daughter Of A Sorceress, Tamed By Monsters

The story you are about to read is a work of erotic fantasy. The heroine in this tale encounters all sorts of sexually mature situations which include: bondage, discipline, spanking, torture, humiliation and degradation, sexual objectification, and various forms of rough and aggressive sex acts. This story is not intended to endorse any of these activities nor does it depict a real event.

It was the morning after her fourteenth birthday and Alyssa was sitting at breakfast. She was eating toast and drinking coffee and trying to stay awake. She had been out until very late the previous night at a party that her father, the sorcerer Jovan, had thrown her in celebration of her birthday. It was supposed to be the last of many parties she'd have to celebrate being four years from maturity. However, due to certain... circumstances..., Alyssa's fourteenth birthday had also meant her initiation into womanhood. It was an honor, a sign of respect among the elite classes of the land. As her father had reminded her again and again over the previous year, women were rare. Men outnumbered them, far, far too many men, it seemed, and thus, those born with the sacred wombs of female births were given more rights than others. She could see this first-hand from looking at her father. Although he did not sit at the queen's table, he dined often enough there to be given all kinds of special privileges. Indeed, he lived in one of the grandest manors in the entire province. She had maids who catered to her every whim and cooks who prepared meals that no ordinary girl would dream of eating. All her life, she had been given special treatment, just because of the sex she had been assigned at birth. When other boys pushed her down, their fathers, instead of scolding them, told them that someday they would protect girls like her. If they behaved, their punishments were less severe than if they fought back and defended themselves. As the years went by, however, Alyssa had grown to hate her sex. There were times when she even wished that she had been born a boy.

And then there was the matter of sex, a subject of extreme embarrassment. Alyssa knew what sex was, of course. The boys teased her and taunted her about it. And there were the occasional whispers she heard among the girls in class. Sometimes, while playing in the meadows together, the other girls would pull up their dresses and giggle while comparing genitals, something Alyssa was never allowed to do. They called her the spoiled little princess. Her father told her that she was not like those other girls, that she was far above them in terms of birth, and as such, must treat them with grace and dignity. When they spoke to her, she must speak to them like equals, not treating them with disdain as she truly felt, but with a sense of charity. That was a difficult lesson for an eleven-year-old to understand. As time went on, however, it became easier and easier to understand. After all, Alyssa enjoyed special treatment, why shouldn't they?

She did, though. Enjoy the special treatment. Not just from the other girls in class, either. But from the boys. The same boys who teased her for being born a girl began to develop an infatuation with her, one which made Alyssa deeply uncomfortable. She did not know why she inspired these feelings in the boys—after all, her body did not grow any larger nor more attractive as time went on. And yet, somehow, boys seemed to desire her even more now than ever before.

By age twelve, however, she had decided she had had quite enough. "Daddy," she said, approaching her father one night after he returned from the palace. It was a rare day when she got to spend it with him—usually he left her in the care of the maids and guards until he returned late at night. But today had been a special day—he had brought her along with him, letting her walk through the beautiful gardens with the head gardener while he attended his official business at the palace. While she walked among the flowers and listened to the man talk about them, she thought about sex.

"Yes, my darling?" Her father asked, sitting up in bed as the girl sat down beside him.

"Do you like my dress?" Alyssa asked. "My teacher picked it out for me." It was white, made of silk, and clung to her slender, feminine form. Beneath it, she wore nothing more than a pair of plain cotton panties—one of her new requirements to help acclimate herself to life around girls like Sarah.

"You look radiant, my dear." He leaned over and kissed her.

They made love that night for the first time.

He had been afraid at first—afraid that she was still too young, but after all she had been through, she was certainly mature enough. She deserved to be treated like an adult, too, and he was going to do just that. They laid on their bed and he held her for a long time, stroking her soft, tender skin. She smelled so nice—like flowers—and her hair always felt so silky in his hands.

Finally, his hands began to explore her body more fully, finding her perky nipples and teasing them into hardness beneath the silk fabric of her panties. She gasped and giggled, pushing into him as he squeezed and teased her tits, delighting in their fullness and their firmness. His hands dropped down to her round, firm ass, giving it a little spank before sliding between her cheeks, exploring her tight pink pussy lips.

It was at that point that he realized that she had already stripped off her wet clothes. He laughed, giving her a little kiss. Her own hands were roaming his body now, too, caressing his muscular arms, chest, and thighs. When he saw that she was staring at his erection, which was tenting his pants, he stood and took his own clothes off, letting them fall to the floor in a sopping wet pile.

The first thing she did when she saw his cock was drop to her knees. Gripping it, she slowly began to pump it, watching it grow harder and harder as she did so. Then she placed the tip right on her lips, giving it a nice, slow kiss. As a result, her makeup started to smear around her lips, turning them into a red ring. When she opened her mouth, her father could see the deep recesses of her throat as they began to wrap around his head.

He pushed her backwards onto her ass and got down between her legs, spreading them wide. She giggled, raising them high, putting her pink pussy and ass on full display for him. And then he lowered himself, letting his face hang inches over her tight teen body. The smell of her was intoxicating, the mixture of her sweat and soap, mingled with the muskiness of her young pussy filling his nostrils. He wanted more.

He gave her a long lick, dragging his tongue along her thighs, teasing her sensitive flesh. She trembled beneath him, gasping, gripping the sheets in her hands. His lips pressed themselves against her slit, his hot breath tickling her pink flesh, before they wrapped themselves around her cunt. He sucked her juices out of her like an infant suckles from its mother. She shuddered and squeaked as his tongue dove deep into her tight, hot insides. Her pussy clenched and her asshole flexed.

Her back arched and she screamed into the pillow, muffling herself. Her father smiled to himself, loving how his daughter tasted—salty and sweet at the same time. Her juices dribbled down his chin and he slurped and sucked them up, relishing the way she reacted to each stroke of his tongue and each nibble of his teeth.

Finally, he pulled away, leaving her laying there, her chest heaving as she breathed heavily.

With a groan, he slid off of her and turned around, pressing his aching cock to her mouth. She gasped but knew what was expected of her now.

He moaned, enjoying the sensation of her tongue dragging along his sensitive cock head before he began to pump in and out of her mouth. He was still standing over her, on his knees, and so he placed his hands against the wall behind the bed, thrusting gently. He knew that if he fucked his daughter too hard in the throat, she might vomit. But then, his little princess, his little angel, his dirty little slut of a daughter began to do something to him. She reached up and squeezed his balls, massaging them gently at first—but then a little more firmly.

Before long, she was really going at it, stroking and tugging on them, forcing a louder grunt from his mouth than he would have liked. Her warm, wet lips wrapped around the shaft of his cock, taking him a little deeper with each thrust, until the head of his dick was tickling the back of her throat.

Oh, yes... She knew just what to do. She swallowed a few times, massaging the tip of his cock and making him tremble. How many girls knew how to give such an exquisite blow job? Well, not many, he figured. If it were anyone but his precious daughter, he would be wondering if she did this kind of thing all the time. But, given the fact that she lived with him and had been quite a shy and innocent little girl (well, compared to other girls her age, anyway) up to this point, he wasn't exactly worried. Perhaps his princess simply had a talent for sucking cocks. A talent that deserved to be honed.

After several moments, he pulled out of her, leaving her staring up at him with a hungry look, drooling slightly.

"Daddy..." she mumbled. "Please... I want it..."

But he knew that he couldn't allow himself to cum down her throat. He had to save some of his seed for her. After all, he knew that he had plenty to fill his little daughter's pussy.

Before she had time to even say anything else, he had moved down her body, positioned his thick cock against the entrance to her warm, wet hole. It was glistening in the sunlight now and he could smell her arousal—a sweet aroma that he could not resist any longer. He had to take her; claim what was rightfully his. He had to breed his little princess. His mind burned with the knowledge that, by tomorrow, there would be no denying that he had taken his beautiful daughter's virginity.

All he needed was her approval.

With the head of his cock pressed against her entrance, he looked her in the eyes. They were heavy lidded and hazy with lust. Her mouth opened slightly and a faint whimper escaped her lips. She nodded slowly and he thrust in, impaling his little girl on his massive cock.

Her breath hitched and she tensed up momentarily at the invasion.

"D-daddy..." she gasped, wincing.

He stroked her hair soothingly and waited. When her muscles relaxed a moment later, he knew it was okay to go ahead.

He kissed her shoulder. "Good girl," he whispered, and pushed forward again, filling her until his cock bottomed out in her ass.

She bit down on her lower lip, trying to keep herself quiet, but the pain was intense. She was determined to stay silent, though, determined to take the entire thing, but a tear escaped the corner of her eye and rolled down her cheek anyway.

When the last inch slid inside her, he wrapped one arm around her middle, pulling her tighter against his chest, and rested his chin on her shoulder. He kissed the tear off of her cheek and asked, "Are you okay, baby?"

She nodded. The sting was almost completely gone now. In fact, she started to feel a delicious tingling sensation spreading outward from her core. His cock felt even bigger when it was inside her. Each heartbeat made it pulse in her belly.

Her Daddy held still for what felt like an eternity, keeping his cock buried in her. It was as if he was waiting for permission.

"Daddy," she said at last, turning her head to face him. Their mouths met in a passionate kiss and he slid his hand down to brush a finger against her pussy, stroking her gently.

"Baby, you're so wet..." he whispered between kisses. He started to slowly grind his hips against hers. His cock pushed forward inside her pussy before slipping out, leaving just the tip trapped in her tight hole. Each time he thrust forward, he sank back inside her until she felt his hips press up against her butt. With every stroke, she felt him stretching her walls more. Every nerve in her body cried out for more, craving that hot thick rod buried inside her.

"It's so big," she groaned. "So thick."

"Are you going to let Daddy fuck this little pussy?"

"Mmm... yes, please," she said, nodding, her cheek rubbing against the smooth leather of his office chair.

His grip on her hips tightened and he started to thrust faster, driving his cock deep inside with each powerful thrust, stretching her pussy over the thick shaft and filling her completely. Her moans turned into cries with each forward push.

She felt herself getting close again and dug her fingernails into the carpet as the familiar tingling sensation built up within. Daddy pushed one hand up under her t-shirt, groping her breasts through the cotton fabric of her bra, while the other slipped under her to stroke her clit as his cock fucked her pussy harder and faster.

She was almost screaming, gasping each time his cock hit her cervix. As soon as she thought she couldn’t take it anymore, he buried his cock all the way into her pussy, held still, and let out a deep groan of pleasure as she felt his cock throbbing, flooding her pussy with a huge load of cum.

I was sore and achy—not only my pussy and asshole were tender, my back was as well, aching from how hard he slammed me into the hay with each thrust. But then I heard him whimper and I heard him start to pant louder. That could only mean one thing—he was close!

The next thing I felt was a sudden rush of warmth as he flooded me with cum—so much cum that I swore it would never end! He panted and grunted as his balls unloaded every drop of sperm inside of him right into my poor, helpless, teenaged pussy. I couldn’t believe it! I was being creampied by my horse! But god did it feel good. I wanted to tell him to pull out of me. I wanted to tell him to stop cumming in my pussy like he owned me or something. But I couldn’t muster the strength to speak as the warm feeling overwhelmed my body, sending wave after wave of delightful ecstasy pulsating through me. The last spasms of my orgasm rippled through me as I felt his cock finally shrink back down to its normal size. He pulled out of my pussy—gently, now—and moved around, kneeling beside me so that I could stroke his face.

God, we were quite a sight. Me, naked as the day I was born, my tan skin covered in mud and bits of hay, lying in a pile on the floor of the stables, a puddle of cum spreading out between my thighs and leaking out of my freshly fucked and filled pussy, my horse sitting on his haunches next to me, his big cock hanging lazily, coated in my juice and still dribbling with droplets of his cum...

What would I tell daddy?

**
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My friends at university would have laughed if I ever told them about my plans for summer break: spending an entire summer on a research expedition with five middle aged, middle class men. No matter what I did, I couldn't seem to make it sound interesting, let alone sexy. I thought of things like a 'research assistant', a 'hiking companion', and I still had nothing. I just sighed and rolled my eyes—if only there was some sort of internship program where hot college girls could travel to exotic locations and have the chance to fuck a group of well-endowed males every now and then.

Of course, when I brought my summer plans to my best friend Lisa, she practically choked herself laughing. We were lying together on my dorm room bed, her fingers deep in my pussy, when I finally admitted to her that I had nothing to do. She just shook her head, giggling, and said: "So? Just skip it, stay here, and we'll party all summer. I've got something new to try almost every weekend. Come on, you can tell these losers no. Your mom probably makes more than they do."

She wasn't exactly wrong but I still felt bad blowing off something like this—what if it went on my permanent record or something and future employers found out that I had just flaked on what I thought was an interesting opportunity? It might look bad, after all. But damn it, did I ever need to get fucked. Badly.

Ever since midterms ended, Lisa and I had been fucking at least once a week and it had become very clear to me that I was absolutely gay for girls. That is to say, I was so gay for girls that I never wanted a boy touching me again, and I especially didn't want any other girl touching me. I didn't know if this meant I was going to come out as lesbian but honestly, I didn't care. For now, all I cared about was that I had Lisa and she had me. We made love at least twice a week, usually in my dorm, though occasionally we found our way to Lisa's apartment. It was perfect—no one had ever made me cum harder than she did, with her tongue, her fingers, a toy...

So why was I so nervous about spending six weeks with a bunch of boys?

I was sitting in a lecture hall with over a hundred other students, waiting for the professor to start. They were all guys and most of them were dressed pretty sloppily in t-shirts or flannel shirts with jeans. Most wore glasses, and some had even tried to dress up a bit, wearing khakis, plaid button down shirts and polo shirts. Of course, there weren't a lot of girls; maybe thirty. It was hard to see everyone in the crowd and I couldn't figure out what they were all here for. I had seen the ads in the paper promising big bucks, even a quarter of a million, for anyone who successfully completed the program, and that was why I decided to do this instead of getting a job.

It wasn't until the professor cleared his throat that I realized he had stepped on stage, microphone in hand.

"Welcome," he said. "Welcome, class, to the six week long course. By the end, you will be qualified to compete for one of four internships to assist Dr. Sperr in his research into equestrian biology, animal husbandry, and reproductive technology. Those who are selected will receive a five figure salary along with full medical and dental benefits for themselves and their immediate families. To qualify, you need to pass each exam with at least a seventy percent grade, and the final test will count for eighty percent of your overall grade." He paused, grinning. "You can always retake the exams if you fail the final."

Everyone around me murmured. I couldn't believe it! This was fantastic! With a salary like that, I'd be able to move out on my own and get an apartment.

As soon as class began, however, I wished I hadn't signed up. It was difficult work; the professors lectured constantly, leaving no time for questions.

"Do you have any questions?" asked one professor, looking out over us with a stern gaze. A lot of us didn't raise our hands—we were afraid to ask them how to do something.

"All right, then," he said, "you'll all have an exam tomorrow." Everyone groaned loudly. "And there are four internship opportunities available, so only the best will make it. Good luck. Oh, and one more thing. Your grades are weighted 75% towards your final grade in the class and 25% on this week's homework. So you better come prepared tomorrow, or don't come at all."

My roommate Sarah and I groaned along with everyone else. She turned to look at me, her brown eyes worried.

"Did you understand any of that stuff?" she asked, biting her lip.

"A little bit," I admitted, "but not all of it. I mean, I've seen cows and horses before, but I haven't been around horses enough to really know all about it."

"Oh, thank God," she replied, relieved. "Me, neither. And we can't be the only ones not to get it... The professor will totally let us retake it!"

Before I knew what was happening, she lunged forward and pressed her soft lips against mine in a tender kiss. My first reaction was to push her back but as her tongue flicked into my mouth and hers wrapped around mine, I found myself relaxing, kissing her back. Her hands reached out to squeeze my breasts softly. I gasped into her mouth as the professor came storming back up on stage. She pulled away just in time and sat upright.

The professor cleared his throat, glaring at us all.

"As you might have noticed, your exams were different than what was on the exam, and so was the assignment. And yet, only two students turned that in."

Everyone murmured nervously, and Sarah grinned, squeezing my hand.

"Sarah, and Emily, would the both of you please come down and join me?"

Sarah's face lit up and she stood, grabbing my hand and leading me down to the front. I followed along, nervous, trying not to tremble as my head swam, dizzy with nerves and the heat of arousal. I glanced back at my roommate, and realized, to my horror, that she was wet. I could see the damp patch on the ass of her jeans—and the crotch of my own was equally wet. The professor cleared his throat.

"Both of you are quite excellent riders, both in terms of control over the horse, and in the riding skill. However, I can't award only one of you an internship, so we decided that it will be one of you who gets to ride my stallion Billy. After all, if you'll be learning how to ride for pleasure, wouldn't it be good for you to learn how to do it right the first time around? The two of you are tied in the class rankings so I figured why not give you a race? It would really show your mastery of the horses. Of course, given how expensive this lesson is going to be, it will go a long way towards making up the difference."

A shiver of fear and anticipation went through my body and my mouth went dry as Sarah glanced at me. "And what's the catch?"

"Well, the two of you are also the most sexually mature riders in here," said the professor, clearing his throat. He seemed almost embarrassed. "And Billy has... Needs. When you're riding a powerful stallion like that, it's only natural that he'd try and breed you..."

"You expect us to let your horses mount us?!" I cried, unable to believe it.

Sarah giggled. "It would be kinda hot..." she said.

"Well, yes," said the professor, rubbing his forehead, red-faced. "I mean, after all, why else would you be riding his horse in the first place? For practice? For exercise? Billy needs to learn how to mate with a woman, and that will benefit your own riding skills considerably. You'll get an internship at my ranch!"

The rest of the group began to whisper among themselves, but Sarah and I exchanged grins. This sounded like just our kind of challenge...

And yet, I couldn't shake my nervousness. The thought of a horse inside of me... In front of the whole class... It sent a thrill of arousal through my body that I couldn't explain. I didn't like animals. I definitely wasn't a pervert like the rest of the class. But there was something about having a beast mounting me... About getting mated like an animal... Well, maybe my parents were right. Maybe I did need a man. Or a stallion, as the case may be.

The ride home was silent. I sat quietly in the front seat of my dad's car, staring out the window and trying not to think about the soreness in between my legs. I was used to walking on my feet, not being stretched open wide by an enormous monster cock. But it felt good. Even after getting cleaned up in the changing room, I still had the faint scent of Billy's cum mixed with my own cunt smell rising to my nostrils. It reminded me of how powerful the horse was. How lucky I was that he let me ride him. How privileged I was that his seed coated my insides.

"Hey, are you alright?" asked my daddy from behind the steering wheel, glancing over at me. "I thought you'd be thrilled. You did great today, honey!"

My daddy never called me "honey." But the word sounded sweet coming from him now, almost seductive. His eyes seemed to glimmer in the late afternoon sunlight pouring in through the windows of the car, sending little shivers across my body.

I gave him a smile.

"I am thrilled," I said, putting one hand on his knee and squeezing. "Thank you for signing me up for this, Daddy."

He cleared his throat awkwardly and took a deep breath. I could tell he felt strange having a discussion like this with me. And yet... He didn't remove my hand.

I slid it up, feeling his warmth beneath me.

"You know..." he said quietly, turning on to the main road and heading in the direction of home. "I've never felt comfortable saying this... But... I am a man, you know?"

I giggled softly, nodding.

"Yes," I said. "And you're my daddy."

"Right," he said. "Which means that... You can come to me... For things..."

He sighed, glancing over at me again. There was something dark in his gaze that sent shivers through my body. Shivers of pleasure. Of excitement. I licked my lips, biting back a smile.

"Like what things, Daddy?"

It was as if I were a teenager again, teasing him when he told me to get ready for school, to brush my teeth or get into bed. The same words I'd used back then came out of my mouth just as easily, except they were laced with more than a little flirtatiousness now. I loved that we could share this. That my daddy would be the one who made my dreams come true.

He turned on to our street and cleared his throat, his voice sounding hoarse and rough. I couldn't see anything in the darkness, but I would have bet a year's allowance that his pants had bulged out quite considerably during the ride home. My own sex was throbbing a bit beneath my skirt and panties at the very thought of the sight.

He pulled into the driveway and parked, looking over at me in the dark. I was wearing a red silk blouse, the top three buttons undone. Normally it would have looked too casual for me, but the way I looked in the outfit today, the fabric clinging to my cleavage, I looked more than a little... Provocative.

My daddy smiled. He must have noticed what I was doing to him.

"Have a good evening, Honey," he said, getting out of the car.

I got out, giving him a grin as I closed the door behind me.

"Thank you, Daddy..."

There was a long pause between us as he unlocked the front door and we went inside, locking up behind us. I didn't even bother to take off my jacket as I followed him to his room. After what we had done that afternoon, it just felt... Right. It made perfect sense to be sharing a bed with him. To be spending the night after our day together. I knew he had a lot more planned for me and I couldn't wait to see what he'd do next.

He led me to the bedroom and closed the door behind us, smiling. I could tell that he was nervous—just like me. This was different than when we had been alone before: I had given him oral pleasure earlier that day, I had sucked his dick in public without even caring about anyone who might be watching. That was just me blowing off some steam. This was the first time since I had arrived back at home that we were going to make love, that he was really going to fuck me. And we both wanted it. Badly.

I stepped forward, running a hand up his shirt and resting it on his strong chest, looking up at him. He took a step back and leaned against the door, letting out a soft breath.

"Are you sure about this, Honey?" he asked softly, running his hands along my sides and up under my t-shirt, stroking my lower back and tracing small circles. The contact sent shivers through me.

"Yes," I whispered. "More than anything. Daddy... Take me."

"We can't ever undo this..."

"I know."

With a sudden burst of speed, Daddy reached up, sliding his hands up to my shoulders and grabbing the straps of my shirt. With one quick motion he ripped it down, exposing my young, perky breasts. I gasped as the cold air hit my nipples, stiffening them. I could see the hunger in his eyes as he looked at my bare skin and with a sudden grunt of frustration, he grabbed my bra and tore it apart, sending buttons flying everywhere.

Now, I really did feel exposed—my shirt and bra were gone and I was only wearing my pants... And, of course, my panties, but Daddy reached up, running a hand across my belly. "Take them off," he commanded and I nodded.

"Yes, Daddy," I whispered, standing up. I unbuttoned my pants and slid them down along with my underwear, leaving me completely naked in front of Daddy. I felt like I should have been embarrassed or shy, but I wasn't. I wanted this. I wanted to be with him. He was the man of the house, my protector. Now, I wanted him to use me. To take what he wanted. I stood in front of him, trembling. He leaned back in his seat, letting out a deep sigh.

"Fuck..." he sighed. "What do you think?"

"You're so... big..." I said. "It's almost intimidating."

"Only almost?" he teased, reaching down and taking my hand, placing it on his cock. I wrapped my fingers around the thick, throbbing beast and he guided my hand up and down along its length. A moan escaped my lips before I could stop it.

"Are we going to fuck?" I asked. "I mean... Can we? It seems a little crazy, but god, I've been waiting so long for something like this."

"Don't you worry, Honey," he whispered, running a hand through my hair and sliding it down to my shoulders, squeezing softly. "Daddy'll make you feel good..."

We kissed and my heart leapt in my chest as he began to undress me slowly, teasingly. I ran my hands along his chest and up underneath his shirt, stroking his muscular, toned torso as he unbuttoned my shorts and pulled them down off of my body. I wore nothing underneath, of course, so now I was only in my blouse and panties. He leaned forward and kissed my neck softly, trailing kisses all the way down to my collar bone, biting softly and teasingly at the fabric of my bra until he just slipped a hand up and grabbed it, pulling it down under my perky breasts. They felt so heavy right now—I wasn't used to going without a bra and these tits were just aching to be touched. My nipples were stiff and throbbing in the air and I could feel myself growing wetter and wetter as Daddy trailed a series of gentle kisses down from my chest down to the waistband of my panties. And then he reached up, his big, strong, callused hands rubbing across my nipples, sending electric shivers through my body. I wanted more—no, I needed more, and he seemed to be able to sense that because he pinched them softly, then harder and harder until I was gasping and moaning, my legs trembling as I squirmed in his lap.

My pussy was so, so wet. I had never felt like this with any man, before or since—even now, with so many men who wanted me, there's no one who can quite satisfy the same needs that he once did...

He slid his hand into my panties, his fingers running across my soaked pussy lips and teasing my clit softly. My entire body shook as his middle finger ran a slow, soft line down my lips and came to rest on my aching clit. His fingertip was slightly calloused from years working on car engines and I shivered as he traced tiny little circles around my clitoris, the most sensitive spot on my body. It felt like I was melting in his arms, that my whole body was nothing more than a puddle that he would scoop up and bring to orgasm at any moment.

His other hand reached up and grabbed a breast, squeezing and kneading it softly, tugging at my nipple hard. I let out a yelp, not sure what to say, how to react to all of this. My legs tightened around his hand as I began to rock my hips, forcing myself down against his finger. I wanted him to go deeper—needed him to. His fingertip rubbed along my clit hard and fast as he tweaked my nipples, teasing them mercilessly. They ached and burned under his touch and he wasn't gentle. No, he was pinching hard, harder even than before. It was agonizing bliss. My chest was burning with lust. I was losing my mind over him, forgetting myself... I felt like I was going to just melt right into the seat, lose myself in an ocean of lust and pleasure...

I reached over and started rubbing his dick. My daddy's cock throbbed in my hand and he shuddered in ecstasy. He was already hard—I couldn't believe it! I wanted to see it so badly! I unzipped his jeans and slipped my hand inside. With a few tugs, I brought it out into the open. My eyes went wide as I stared at it. It was even bigger than I had realized! How was I supposed to fit all of this thick cock inside me?! Oh, my goodness! A drop of cum had appeared at the tip and I quickly wiped it away with my thumb and slipped it into my mouth. The taste of it was so delicious... I could hardly believe how good it tasted. It made me want more. My daddy moaned as I continued to play with him.

"Please fuck me, daddy!" I moaned.

He smiled, reaching over to cup my cheek with his big, strong hand. "You like my cock, baby girl?" he whispered, pulling down my panties and slipping his hands into them, massaging my soft thighs. "Daddy's going to make you feel so good..."

Before I knew what was happening, we were lying on the hood of the car in the barn. He pulled off my dress and bra, throwing them both onto the windshield. Then, he started kissing down my body, working his way toward the hot, wet, throbbing spot between my legs. When he got there, he kissed the spot through my panties, his lips pressing against my soft pussy lips. I shivered and he pulled off my panties, setting them on top of my dress.

He buried his tongue in my pussy. He tasted it greedily, his nose pressed firmly into my clit, his tongue wriggling around inside my cunt. The pleasure was almost overwhelming, making my head spin and my mind go numb.

All the while, he kept stroking my breasts and tweaking my nipples. He squeezed them and pressed down hard, teasing the delicate skin underneath his palms. With each motion, my tits became even more sensitive, which seemed to drive him crazy. He sucked my clit into his mouth, rolling it around, flicking his tongue back and forth over the tiny nub, making my insides throb and burn.

I came hard, arching my back and groaning. The feeling of orgasm crashed down on my body, making my limbs weak. The only thing holding me up was the weight of his huge, muscular body against my legs. The orgasm was strong, too. It felt like every muscle in my body was clenching and unclenching, squeezing in rhythm to each spasm that hit me.

It was an intense climax, and it took me a moment to come out of it. My senses returned gradually: first the light grew brighter, and I opened my eyes; next the smell of flowers and trees wafted into my nostrils. Soon, the sensation of my skin touching another body registered on my nerves and finally the sound of heavy breathing, grunting and panting, filled my ears.

Finally, my sight returned. I looked down and saw the horse's big cock sliding between my thighs, slick with cum. He continued to push his dick forward over my smooth, sweat-soaked skin. I shivered from the contact of the animal's hard shaft on my wet pussy.

"No more, Billy, please! I can't take it!" I pleaded. "My cunt is sore! I've lost count of how many times you made me cum! Stop now, or you'll ruin my pussy forever!"

Billy paid no attention to me. Instead, he just kept fucking away. "Ohh... Billy..." I whimpered, knowing that the relentless thrusting was driving me insane. The cock that had given me such pleasure, was also going to be the cock that would kill me.

I couldn't hold back anymore. I exploded in a massive orgasm, the biggest yet, moaning loudly and pushing my hips backward, impaling myself even more deeply on my stallion. The feeling of his hot cum in my pussy mixed with the incredible waves of ecstasy flowing through me as I rode my powerful climax, screaming Billy' name. When at last he pulled out and my ass was finally empty, I fell over to the straw-covered floor of the stable, twitching and quivering in the throes of my overwhelmingly mind-numbing release.

After my orgasm subsided, Billy lowered his muzzle into my pussy, lapping the remaining sperm out of me. Then, when he had cleaned all of his cum off me, he mounted me again, sliding his dick into my wet opening. It hurt a bit, and I felt a little tired, but he had already come five or six times and I still wanted him. I was determined not to let him go until every last drop of cum was drained from him. So I thrust my pussy upward, trying to get as much of his cock in me as I could, letting him pump my hungry pussy with his horse cock.

"You like that?" I asked, feeling dirty. "Do you like my tight teenage cunt? Does it feel good when your huge horse cock is shoved inside my wet pussy, slamming against my cervix and stretching me wide? Mmm..." I was almost ready to come again; my pussy was dripping juices like a faucet and I was starting to sweat. I looked up at Billy, who was making those adorable whinnying sounds while fucking me. My clit was getting sore from having slammed against his body so many times.

Then, suddenly, a thought hit me: What about his cum? Sure, I knew I couldn't have his babies—and god knows there was way too much of his seed for THAT to happen—but would it be safe for me if I were to get pregnant? Was it poisonous or something? That would not be good for our farm.

Billy gave one final neigh before shooting hot sperm deep into my vagina. It felt incredible as it coated every inch of my insides, filling my womb up completely with his spunk. It oozed out around his massive shaft, running down over my labia and inner thighs. Then he slid back out of me. His giant cock head pushed through the thick white substance and then popped out, releasing a torrent of his sperm onto my stomach and legs. When the last little bit dripped out he stepped back from my trembling, cum-covered body. He snorted and turned away, walking off.

After taking a few seconds to gather myself up, I stood, trying to wipe away some of the semen from my legs and abdomen with the hand towel I had brought along with me, and quickly got dressed. I glanced at the clock on the wall and saw it read 5:59 pm. Crap! I needed to get back to the house. I had planned to wash my clothes thoroughly after we were done with the lessons, but this would just have to do. At least I had the soap. Hopefully, it would suffice until the next opportunity arose.

I hurriedly gathered my belongings together and walked out the front door. To my great relief, my dad's car sat in its spot in front of the house and he waited patiently in it for me. I jogged toward the car with one bag slung over my shoulder and my jacket in hand.

When I finally made it, my father looked over at me as I climbed inside.

"What in heaven's name is wrong?"

I was breathing hard, though not because I had run to the car, but rather because I'd taken the time to scrub the majority of Billy' cum off of me. There had been no way for me to change my clothes so I had settled for wiping most of it off with a damp rag. I did notice a wet, sticky substance in my panties and between my thighs; apparently Billy' cum was so thick and plentiful that even though I had cleaned myself off as best as possible, I hadn't done a sufficient job.

I knew my father would be suspicious about that—what teenage girl goes anywhere in her daddy's nice car without clean clothing, right?—but I didn't care. I just wanted to get home, take a quick shower, throw on a baggy T-shirt, some comfortable sweatpants and maybe order a pizza and go to bed early... The day had been very taxing.

Of course, my father had picked up immediately that something was different. I could see it in the way he looked at me as soon as I climbed into the passenger seat. I could tell from the tone of voice he used when he asked what was wrong, whether I was sick, even. He'd noticed.

Damn it, the last thing I wanted to do was lie to my dad. We had always had an incredibly honest relationship, mostly due to my insistence that everything we told each other was completely confidential. This, obviously, worked in my favor. However, that did not mean that it was easy to lie to my dad. Especially in my current condition—disheveled, disoriented and sore. It probably wasn't all that hard for him to figure out what was going on; he'd raised two teenage daughters and he knew the look that went along with a rough day after school. In fact, I don't think he believed me at first when I told him that I wasn't sick and had simply had a bad day and wanted to get back home, take a shower and then lay down for awhile.

But then I told him about the boys at school making fun of me because my parents were wealthy and about how they were so jealous of me that they were resorting to bullying. That did it. Of course he believed that—it was a totally realistic story and I'm sure he could sense my sincerity. There had been similar occurrences in the past and although my father usually hated hearing about them, they often served as a useful cover-up whenever I needed to talk to him about something else. He wouldn't ask too many questions later about my emotional state and, most importantly, he would give me my space when I told him I needed it.

He seemed satisfied and nodded as I began to describe my day—a detailed retelling of events that had no doubt taken place exactly as I described them and yet left out a very key piece of information—my afternoon with Billy. Of course I wasn't going to tell my daddy that! It sounded so ridiculous and besides, it wasn't like I would tell my father all of the details about my sex life with a boy anyway, so what made this situation different? Why was I keeping the whole thing from him?

Well, besides the fact that my boyfriend was a horse...

And it wasn't just the embarrassment that kept me from telling him. It was that delicious feeling deep inside of me that told me that I would be betraying him if I did tell him. For whatever reason, I didn't want him knowing I was fucking Billy. I didn't know why, but something inside of me was saying that was the way things were meant to be. Billy belonged to me. And me alone.

Of course, I hadn't been lying when I told Billy how many boys would have loved to fuck me. In fact, there were plenty of boys I would have rather had in me right then, given my druthers. Billy was hardly my ideal sex partner and I hoped we could continue our relationship in a way more suited for humans. But in that moment, I would have been willing to take any cock that came along—Billy included.

"You were fantastic," I said, patting him on the nose. I put my hands over my naked body to stave off some of the cold breeze coming in through the open doors and window as I went back to washing my clothes, trying to at least make them somewhat presentable for my father.

The next day, I brought Billy his feed after my morning shower. Once he had finished eating, I went into his stall, naked again, my clothes draped over my arm, so they wouldn't get wet.

He didn't need any prodding from me. He was eager to start round two. I didn't resist—it seemed like the best thing to do.

So, I turned and offered my tight ass to him, spreading my cheeks to allow him easier access to my tiny pink pucker. This time, he plunged right in, fucking me hard from behind.

"Yes," I gasped. "Get that horse cock in me, Billy... Shove it in my tight little asshole..."

Before I knew it, Billy had pounded my asshole into submission. I wasn't sure how many loads he had emptied into my bowels but after the second one, my belly had swollen, filled with hot equine cum. I didn't think I could take more... Then again, he seemed to be just getting started.

"God, your horse cock is so amazing!" I moaned, throwing my ass back against it. "My god, it's so much better than a man's dick! You're really pleasing your mistress!"

In response, Billy just grunted, thrusting his huge cock deep inside my tight teenage ass. Before long, he had worked up to a punishing pace, fucking me hard and fast. With each pump, my ass gaped wider and wider. Soon enough, he had completely ruined it, forcing it wide open with the tip of his massive horsecock. His fat cock stretched me almost painfully, but the pleasure that rippled through me every time he drove his shaft deep within me, sent waves of bliss and lust throughout my body, nearly making me collapse with orgasmic joy. I had no doubt he would fuck me senseless if he kept at it.

But then, all at once, he pulled out. I gasped as my bowels suddenly emptied and his thick, pulsating member slid from my ruined hole. I groaned and glanced back to see his horsecock spraying hot semen all over my bare back. He must have emptied 5 or 6 loads all over my body before finishing, leaving my naked ass cheeks and back a total mess, coated with thick layers of white gooey horse spunk. I smiled as it dripped down my back and into the hay. At least my girlfriends would believe me when I said I had sex with a guy now. That, and I would be able to smell like horse cum for the rest of the night.

A sudden, cold, wet tongue on my ass cheeks and spine brought me back to reality and I realized that Billy was still behind me. I smiled and reached back to stroke him behind the ears as I rolled onto my back, gazing up at him. He had stopped licking me and his giant equine cock was already beginning to deflate—he had spent his entire load all over my body in that brief session.

"How's that for a first experience with a girl?" I cooed, rubbing him gently.

For a moment, he stood there, staring at me before lowering his muzzle, touching the tip to my breasts and running his nose down between them, nuzzling my belly and pressing the moist, hot skin into my skin. His big tongue flicked out of his mouth and lapping at the flesh of my breasts, running back and forth, teasing my nipples and sending shudders of delight through my young frame. Finally, he reached my crotch. I gasped and leaned back as he lapped hungrily at my pussy, cleaning away his cum as it dripped down my legs, smeared on my thighs.

The whole time, I kept rubbing behind his ears, cooing and murmuring sweet nothings to him, praising him, telling him what a good boy he was, what a wonderful, loving creature... When he finished, I stood and gave his softening member a rub and then pulled my panties up over my thighs, covering my sticky cunt.

"I love you, Billy," I said. "And when I get the chance to ride again, I'll make sure you're my horse."

When I was fully clothed, I walked out of his stable, leaving him to clean up the rest of his stall. I still smelled like a mix of human and horse sex, and I'm sure it wouldn't go unnoticed by my daddy, but at this point, I just didn't care. After everything that I'd been through since yesterday, I was ready to deal with another interrogation, even if it ended in something worse than an interrogation.

I went to the showers and cleaned up. That would fix the smell, and I put on a different set of clothes that my dad hopefully wouldn't notice were in a different color, though slightly darker than my old ones. When I was done cleaning up, I stepped outside. I found my dad waiting for me there, leaning up against his car and smoking a cigarette. The first thought that flashed through my head was how sexy he looked with those strong arms folded in front of him, and that cigarette hanging from his mouth.

I wasn't able to say anything to him because he pushed himself off the car and stomped over to me, snatching the jacket and helmet out of my hands before shoving me down onto the ground.

"Wha- What are you doing?! Daddy?!" I cried, but it was no use.

My heart started pounding and my chest tightened as he stood in front of me, glaring down at my small frame. As he approached me, I tried scooting back, but then I felt something on my back. A stone. I tried to stand up but daddy knocked me back down.

He took a seat on the fence next to his car and spread his legs wide, reaching his hand into his pants to stroke himself a few times through his jeans.

"Now, what did you want to ask me?"

I gulped.

"D-daddy, I-"

"Are you gonna tell me what you're wearing under those clothes? Huh?"

"N...no daddy, but if I could just-"

"What's the matter, Cindy? You want your dad to see you naked out here? Naked, covered in horse cum, with a giant cock stuck up your little teenage ass?"

I started to whimper and nod before remembering how much he didn't want to look like that.

"Daddy, this isn't my fault!" I said. I looked down at my chest and was shocked by my body, and by my father's, both glistening with sweat. "You... you were touching yourself while I got fucked by my horse?" I asked, realizing it was true. "Daddy, this is wrong..." I muttered.

"Well it's too late now." he replied with a wicked smile, turning my head towards the house. In front of the window, I saw all of the horses gathered, watching us. Then, to my surprise, my father reached down and wrapped his arms around me, lifting me into the air. I squealed, looking down to realize we were headed for a nearby pile of hay. My daddy dropped me onto the itchy grass before I could figure out what was happening, landing next to me, but keeping my legs spread. "I think my turn is here," He mumbled.

Without another word, he crawled between my legs, resting on his belly while my pussy loomed above his mouth. It took me a moment to realize he intended to eat me out, especially with an audience watching on, but when his tongue finally darted out, licking up the length of my slit, all thoughts of hesitation were banished.

As soon as I gave up on being disgusted, I felt nothing but ecstasy, and even then I heard a loud slurp from my pussy as it grew wetter and wetter with my Daddy's mouth pressed firmly against it. The sound was loud, but almost drowned out by the sound of hooves shuffling around nearby, the horses seeming to get excited as well. They were just large animals, after all, and there was a lot about human sex they could only ever imagine.

I groaned as I glanced back down to see him digging deeper into my pussy, burying his face and sticking his tongue as deep into my snatch as it would go. His eyes were closed and it seemed he enjoyed every second of being down there. Even as I struggled to sit up in the hay, I could see him wiggling around to press his nose into my clit, causing my legs to tremble and fall limp over his shoulders. He continued to lap away, and my heart fluttered faster, the muscles in my legs clenching and relaxing at the same pace, until all at once, I came.

My toes curled as my whole body tensed up, my hips bucked wildly and my eyes went wide. I gripped my father's shoulders with my legs, holding him tight against my cunt, not that he had any intention of moving. Even as my moans turned to gasps and my vision blurred, my eyes rolled back, he still wouldn't let up, lapping away like it was his life's work and the only thing he wanted to do.

As my orgasm subsided and I became aware of the world around me once again, I heard myself screaming, "fuck..." I repeated the word under my breath a few times, each time becoming quieter and quieter as I realized it wasn't just a product of my imagination. This really was happening, and if anyone else were around to hear me scream it...

I felt a knot form in my stomach, and quickly put both my hands to my mouth, biting into one of them in a desperate attempt to muffle myself. But it was far too late; my cries echoed through the empty stable, ringing out clearly in every direction. If anyone passed by, they would surely be able to figure out what was going on inside. It was bad enough that I was letting an animal defile my pussy; if someone were to see me here, my naked body pinned to the ground as a horse ravaged my teenage twat, my ass bouncing and writhing while my head hung over the hay... I don't know that I'd ever be able to show my face again.

Even worse, as my thoughts raced through all these things, I started to feel my chest swell. The feeling rushed from my pussy and down to the tips of my toes, sending my entire body in a euphoric rush, one that spread outward across every inch of skin. The feeling washed over me again and again, until my eyes began to lose focus. I felt as if I were swimming, but not just any swimming—like I was drowning. No... That wasn't quite right either. For a second I swore I had somehow blacked out completely and been transported somewhere else, because my mind's eye couldn't help but flash images of being submerged underwater. A vast expanse of blue stretched out in every direction, so dark and pure that I swore I could look into the bottomless ocean depths and see my own reflection, though it looked different somehow...

The visions quickly dissipated, but my body still tingled, buzzing in the afterglow of my orgasm. After taking a few seconds to catch my breath, I lifted myself onto my palms and knees, crawling in Billy' direction. From where I was before, I couldn't tell, but his cock was now hanging in front of my face, limp, having been thoroughly spent inside my asshole. I licked my lips before leaning forward and taking him inside my mouth, sucking what remained of his load from his shaft, tasting the saltiness of his pre cum and the bitterness of his seed, swirling it around on my tongue. And as I did, I couldn't help but look back on how lucky I had been, that my first real encounter had been with such a strong stallion. If only all of my friends could see me now...

***
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I sighed, staring out of my bedroom window. I sat on my knees, naked, resting on top of my bedspread. I had a perfect view of my stable from here, and through the glass, I could see Billy eating oats happily. The afternoon sun sparkled over the grassy hillside, and I felt a warm breeze blowing in, tickling my hard nipples. I ran my hands over my body, cupping my perky breasts in both palms, kneading and squeezing gently. Ever since my encounter with Billy two days ago, I hadn't been able to stop thinking about him.

How big... His huge, powerful stallion cock. It had split me open. It had filled me up. Every time I bent over, I felt an aching reminder of that moment; the memory of being torn apart by that horse cock was just so... Exciting.

Of course, it was also a bit of a struggle. He had left my poor asshole gaping after that encounter, and even now, it was still a little loose. Even sitting here, I was tempted to reach down and start playing with my little pussy, rubbing and teasing myself until I came. I had done it many times over the past 24 hours. Each time, I fantasized about my stallion lover.

I was glad to find that when I put some clothes on, none of the tightness from the other day was evident. I was a little less tight between my legs and back there... I could feel my pussy juice staining the crotch of my panties... But I hoped the boys would be none the wiser. My girlfriends, on the other hand, always seemed to notice right away when another girl had been fucked recently—the signs were clear. I worried they might figure out that I hadn't only been riding horses at the stable but fucking them, too.

My mom was in the kitchen cooking dinner. When she saw me coming through the door, she turned to face me, a wooden spoon in hand. I thought she was going to hit me for a second. She looked livid.

"What happened?!" She cried. "You are completely filthy!"

I felt like melting into the floor. I glanced down at myself, at my mud-streaked legs, the dirt crusted on my sneakers, the grass stains all along the seat of my pants. I really was a mess. And that's just the outside! How was I going to explain all the hay, all the dirt in my hair? There was nothing else I could do but lie, and I did.

"Well," I said, my voice cracking nervously. "Billy threw me..."

"What!" Mom shouted, her jaw hanging open. She set the spoon down, looking as though she was about to faint. I hurried forward to catch her, but she recovered herself quickly and pushed me away. She still looked furious.

"You were riding Billy today?" she hissed. "But yesterday... You were riding the stallion, and Billy hurt his hoof when he reared up and tried to get away from him!"

She looked like she might burst into tears. This time, I reached for her and hugged her close. I pressed my face into her soft breast and breathed in deeply. She always smelled so good—like roses and soap and home. I thought I would melt into her.

"How could you have gone back after that?" she continued. "How did you explain... It?"

I had forgotten. I had forgotten why I wasn't supposed to be on Billy yesterday! Suddenly, I didn't feel so bad anymore—and I couldn't help it, I began to laugh. After all, hadn't mom told me to keep an eye on the horses while she ran some errands? Wasn't this all sort of her fault?

But when I said this to my mother, she didn't seem to agree. "No, you idiot," she snapped. "It's not funny. Your father is going to be very angry with me. I told him to take off work early today so I can break it to him gently and hopefully get him to calm down, but really, who knows?"

I sighed, shaking my head. I could already see where this was going. "You know what, mommy? Let me go break it to daddy. I think it will sound better coming from me, anyway."

I gave mom another kiss and hurried to get dressed. It didn't matter what I looked like, really—when Daddy saw my face, he would forget all about how dirty and raggedy and gross my clothes were.

I drove home and was almost through washing Billy and the stable when I heard Mom call, "Molly?"

My eyes narrowed. "Yes?"

"Um... Honey, there's something I have to tell you..."

I frowned as I pulled a shirt over my head and slipped my muddy boots back on. I had spent a good deal of time trying to clean up Billy and the stable because I knew how angry daddy got when everything wasn't just so. I sighed, brushing the straw from my hair and stepping outside.

As I climbed into the driver seat of my car, however, my heart began to pound. There was my daddy, standing outside the car and smoking a cigarette, leaning against the hood. He looked very tall and handsome standing there.

"Hello, princess." He said as I opened the door. He didn't seem surprised to see me coming out of the stable. In fact, he gave me a long look. "Been getting some exercise?" He asked.

I blushed deeply and nodded.

"Did you remember what mommy asked you to do?" He continued.

I felt sick. The reality of the situation had sunk in now. I had done it. I had betrayed Daddy. I hadn't meant to, but I had still done it... And I was sure that I was in deep trouble.

"What did mommy want you to tell me, honey?"

"Um..." I stammered, unable to look directly at Daddy. "She wanted me to tell you that..."

Daddy lit another cigarette and waited patiently, giving me plenty of time. He didn't have anything else he needed to do. He had left work early specifically to hear what I had to say.

"It's okay, darling." He said gently. "You can tell daddy anything. Everything will be alright."

I stared at my knees. "I..." I took a deep breath. It was now or never. I couldn't put this off any longer. "Mommy wants to have an... Open relationship... Daddy."

There it was. The cat was out of the bag. Now I just had to wait for him to explode.

He gave a long sigh. "Oh, honey, I know."

My eyes widened. "Wait, what?"

His hands shook as he held the cigarette to his lips. He was trying desperately to act normal. "Your mother wants us to start an open relationship," he said slowly and calmly. He took a long drag on his cigarette before continuing. "That means you can see other men..."

My heart leapt into my throat. For a second, I was happy, absolutely ecstatic! It meant that my dad really did love me after all—he was finally willing to share me! He cared so much about my happiness that he even wanted me to be sexually fulfilled, even though he himself couldn't do it for me anymore! I mean, who could be upset by that? I loved my daddy so much!

But then the next words left my father's mouth and my heart sunk.

"She says she needs something more..." He stared at the tabletop. "Dominant."

My mind started whirring. This... This was my chance! If she wanted someone dominant, then maybe Daddy and I could have more fun too! We could keep seeing each other and still give Mommy what she needed.

I thought for a moment. Dominant... Who was domineering? A police officer, maybe? Or a prison guard? No, there were always two of those and she'd surely want her lover to herself. Then, perhaps...

I swallowed. "Um... What about a priest?"

"A priest?! You think your mother wants to sleep with a priest?!" He looked shocked and upset.

"I don't know," I said with a shrug. "Maybe it's not so much who the person is but what he represents."

"Darling," my father sighed, rubbing the bridge of his nose. "Do you have any idea how silly that sounds?"

"It was just an idea..."

"The next thing I know, you'll suggest a fireman!"

"No, no, a fireman would be much worse!"

We stared at each other for a moment before we both burst out laughing. It felt good, laughing with my father. But that didn't change the fact that I still wanted him to fuck me. We laughed for a few seconds, looking at each other and grinning from ear to ear. I loved him. And he loved me. He always would. I could feel it just from looking at him. And that feeling only intensified as we locked eyes and he said something that rocked my world:

"A priest... I think that might work."

"W-what?" I choked out. "Really? Do you really think that Mommy would let us have fun with a priest?"

"There's only one way to find out," he said, staring into my eyes.

I swallowed.

A priest, I thought to myself. A real priest. An honest-to-goodness man of the cloth.

And then it was happening. His huge, throbbing erection pressed against my pussy. My eyes flew wide open and I shrieked when I felt his head push into me. It was even bigger than my ex's—and so hot, almost scalding in fact. If Daddy's cock was like molten steel, then this was red hot iron. My eyes watered as it slowly filled me up, inch after torturous inch, until finally it stopped halfway inside. I could barely breathe, couldn't think. This big hunk of flesh in my pussy was so intense it was actually all I could focus on. The pain wasn't unbearable... In fact, the opposite. It was so incredible I couldn't believe I was even able to comprehend it, let alone deal with it. It was like there was an explosion happening inside me, waves of pleasure/pain rippling out from the place where our genitals met. I looked down to see if there was actually a visible bulge in my abdomen, but I couldn't tell. Not that I needed any evidence: the sensation was quite enough proof.

I reached between my legs and touched his massive cock gently, feeling it throbbing in my cunt, almost pulsating.

"It's so hot..." I whispered, amazed. "So big..."

My ex had been a small boy, really, only 5 inches. And my father, though huge in every other aspect, had only measured out to be about 6 or 7 inches. Nothing like this massive tool in my ass. He wasn't human... I knew that. No boy could fuck like this. This was animalistic. Primal. The raw power in those hips, slamming that huge dick up my tight, clenching asshole... The thick shaft of his horse cock, splitting me open down the middle, filling me up completely, the heat radiating out of him and filling my body as he neighed and grunted, fucking me deep. And of course, that bulbous head, scraping along the top of my ass and making my entire body tingle each time he withdrew for another punishing thrust.

The pleasure and pain were so intense that they blurred together, mixing until they were practically indistinguishable from one another. There was no pleasure without the accompanying ache, and there was no pain without the underlying sense of pleasure. The only thing that existed for me now was the sensation of this horse cock in my body—of the giant, fleshy shaft plowing into my pussy and the big, throbbing head stretching my tight little asshole to its limit.

In and out. In and out. Again and again. It was all too much... My mind felt like it was short-circuiting, unable to comprehend just what was going on. It felt like I had left my body, somehow, and was experiencing this all from a distance. My pussy, dripping wet, clenched down around the horse cock that had violated it. My asshole throbbed and ached from being stretched around his veiny, pulsating shaft. And my nipples, aching to be touched, stood at attention.

But then he stopped, abruptly, and pulled himself free. Cum gushed from my hole in a thick stream, drenching my legs and splattering onto the hay beneath me. He lifted his front hoof from my back and I lay there for a moment, shuddering in orgasmic ecstasy. As the initial shock of it wore off, I became aware of how sore and raw my body felt, how tender my ass was from having been pounded so forcefully. Still, even now, my pussy cried out for more, desperate to be filled once again by this deliciously large member.

Then, suddenly, my horse came all over me, covering my face and chest and pussy in sticky cum. I gasped, surprised, before I started lapping it up with my tongue, relishing in the strange taste. It was unlike anything else I had tasted before.

I scooped the warm substance off my breasts and sucked my fingers, savoring it. I wanted to save every drop possible, so I scooped as much as I could into my hands and brought it to my mouth, devouring it eagerly. God, I couldn't remember the last time I had cum like that...

With each swab of my tongue, I gathered another mouthful. It seemed like the supply was never-ending—the more I ate, the more appeared. The sweet, musky taste of horse cock juices was almost intoxicating. I licked my lips and continued until there was no more on my breast, and I reached down to the floor to wipe the cum off my thighs.

"More..." I whispered, before sucking my fingers again. "Need more..." I began lapping it all off the ground with my tongue like an animal in heat. There was still more leaking from my poor little pussy, which by this point was numb with pain. I lapped it all up hungrily like it was sweet honey. And once I'd cleaned the hay beneath me, I went down further and began to lick my pussy, lapping at the thick fluid pouring from between my swollen pussy lips. I couldn't believe what I was doing, but then again, this entire night had been unbelievable.

Suddenly, I heard footsteps outside in the stables and voices: my father and the stablemaster were back! My heart froze and my blood ran cold. If they caught me here, naked and licking myself clean, how would I ever be able to explain it?! How could I ever show my face around here again?

I shot up and frantically ran toward my clothes, gathering them in my arms and darting into Billy's stall. After pulling his blanket off and wrapping it around me, I peeked out from under the trough. My clothes were in a pile under there and I could barely see them from under my hiding spot, but it would do for now. It was only until my daddy left.

"She's not back yet?"

"No," my dad said. "She should have been back an hour ago."

"If she took a ride past the stream, she could have gone down a bad part of the path and slipped," the stablemaster said. "Or maybe her horse got injured somehow or—"

"You can stop now. Please, just go check the woods and make sure she's okay."

My blood ran cold. They were searching for me. That meant someone might come here soon! Someone might find me naked, my tits squashed into the hay with my ass in the air getting fucked by a huge fucking stallion. I had to stop! I had to get my clothes!

I struggled against the horse as best I could, trying to pull myself forward, trying to escape. He simply bit the back of my neck, holding me in place with a growl. Then, he continued his vicious thrusting and pounding. He would give me no mercy—he would not release my pussy until he finished. I couldn't blame him: I'd had sex that ended too quickly before and I was sure he felt like there was nothing worse than finishing after just a few minutes of foreplay. I understood this pain.

Before long, he was panting heavily and I realized he was about to cum again. Once more, the delicious feeling of his thick, meaty horse cock sliding deep inside me, pressing against my pussy walls, driving in as deep as it would go, made my knees weak.

The second time he came was even better than the first: my body was well stretched now, having adapted to his enormous girth. As a result, it wasn’t long before I was writhing and squealing on his cock once more. With another thrust and groan, he pushed his cock into my ass one last time and erupted his hot cum into my waiting hole. My ass eagerly drank down his seed, milking it as I rode my own wave of orgasmic bliss. We both seemed to enjoy every second of our mutual orgasms as Billy kept pumping his cum into my ass. Finally, it was over and I collapsed onto the ground, gasping for air.

He left me there, lying in a pile of hay, and began to drink from the trough. I tried to get up, groaning, when the stablemaster found me. He immediately rushed to me, lifting me up, helping me back to my feet.

"Miss," he gasped. "You're all right!"

"Just give me a moment," I said, staggering back and leaning against a post. "My horse is over there."

"I saw. I have no idea where he went, I—"

I raised a hand, gesturing to his stall. Billy was busy nibbling on his bucket of oats.

"Thank goodness you're okay. Do you need me to call an ambulance?"

"No, just... Let me get dressed and I'll drive myself home, okay? If anyone finds out..."

"Don't worry, miss."

A knock came on my bedroom door and I looked up from my laptop, setting it to the side of my bed.

"Yes? Come in!"

My mother, tall, blonde, her face a bit worn from age, stepped into the room. She was dressed in her finest robe, ready for dinner that night with me and dad.

"Are you okay? You've been acting odd today. Well... Ever since you and dad went horseback riding last weekend," she said, sitting on the edge of the bed.

I shrugged. "I'm fine. Just... Not feeling well."

She sighed, placing a hand on mine. "Honey, don't be shy about this, but are you pregnant?"

I jerked back. "Mom!"

"It's okay! If you are, we can take care of this quietly. You can come out of it with a fresh start," she assured me. "Now, I know for a fact that your father wouldn't mind that, but you have to tell me now. There aren't many other reasons for this behavior."

I sighed and leaned over, laying my head on her shoulder.

"No, mom. It's not that... It's..."

She wrapped an arm around me and pulled me close. "It's what?"

"I was horseback riding last weekend. With Daddy. Remember?"

She nodded. "Yes, sweetie. What's wrong?"

"Well, there was a thunderstorm. We found a place to stay safe and when we went back out... Daddy got lost. And then Billy, the horse, was following me. When we found daddy again..."

I trailed off, unable to believe I was actually confessing to what happened next. My mom stared at me with an odd expression on her face, urging me to continue. I swallowed hard and took another drink of water.

"Honey," she said, running a hand through my hair. "It's okay. Whatever it is, you can tell me."

I turned to her and stared at her big green eyes. I felt safe with her here, knowing she would never judge me, and so, I kept going.

"Billy pulled his cock out of my pussy and put it back in a few more times... But after a moment, he was back inside my pussy. That's when I came, moaning and screaming, bucking my hips back into his as much as I could." I blushed and paused for a moment, wondering what my mom must think of me at the moment. I continued, however, before she could say anything else: "He had barely even entered my pussy again before he was cumming—he filled me up with his seed, so much of it pouring out of my pussy and running down my thighs. And then he slipped his cock out of me, splattering my ass with even more horse cum, pulling me to the ground like a ragdoll with his mouth, eating my pussy again, cleaning up all his jizz..."

As I thought about the way my pussy ached even more than before, as I recalled the sheer agony that shot through my body each time that animal shoved that monster cock in my pussy, I shivered. And something amazing happened. It was the oddest thing. Instead of making me regret it, instead of making me hate Billy and want to stay far, far away from the stables from now on, it just made me crave having sex with him again.

My mom just stared at me. She had that weird look in her eyes still. "Sweetie, why did you tell me this?"

I shrugged. "I don't know. I was afraid... I guess... You'd stop liking me."

"That's ridiculous," she said, standing and coming around to hug me. "We all do crazy things sometimes. It's okay. Don't worry."

Her body felt warm pressed up against mine and I hugged her back. In spite of what happened, I think she could sense that I wasn't a lesbian... And honestly, neither was I. But I wouldn't be opposed to doing something like that with another girl either.

I blushed when I heard a faint groan emanating from my mother. Looking down, I realized that my hands had slipped lower and were squeezing and kneading her round, perfect breasts. Her nipples were rock hard through the fabric of her blouse and she had clearly noticed what was happening.

But rather than pulling away or slapping me across the face, she just stared into my eyes and smiled at me. She licked her full lips and squeezed my hips before bringing me in for a kiss. We pressed our bodies together and kissed each other passionately and I let out a little squeak when I felt my mom reaching up under my skirt to cup my teen ass.

"Oh, god, we can't do this..." I moaned, pulling away from her.

She nodded in agreement, letting out a little breath.

"Your father will be home soon," she added with a smirk.

"I-I-I need to go get dinner ready," I said, quickly hopping off of the counter and dashing out of the kitchen. As I walked upstairs, I looked at the clock... I still had three hours before dad was supposed to be home... And so I dashed back down the stairs to meet my mother once more.

I found her sipping her wine on the couch and smiling when she saw me. She gave me a wink. "Ready to try that other hole?" she asked.

My mouth practically dropped. I couldn't believe what she was suggesting! And yet... As much as I hated to admit it, I wanted it. I really did. Maybe it was just an experiment and maybe it was the excitement and the adrenaline rushing through my body, but damn it, I wanted to taste my own mother's pussy. I wanted to eat it out until she came on my face.

But there was something wrong—I felt guilty, as if I were betraying my father somehow, by sleeping with his wife. I bit my lower lip, chewing nervously. I stared into my mom's eyes, feeling myself growing more aroused with each passing second. God damn it—why was I so fucking horny? Why did I want this so badly? What was wrong with me? I closed my eyes and sighed, letting the last shred of resolve slip away into nothingness. Finally, after several long moments, I nodded.

"M-M-Mom," I whispered. "Fuck my face..."

She let out a little squeak at those words and, grabbing me by the back of the head, she dragged me across the sofa onto the ground between her legs.

"You nasty little girl..." she growled, hiking her skirt up and spreading her thighs. I blushed at the sight of my own mother's perfectly shaved, hairless cunt—there was a tuft of pubic hair right above it, a little brown bush. A little strip of white panties poked out of the side and I reached out to peel them aside. Her pussy glistened at me and my mouth was watering...

Then, with no further warning, she pulled my face right into her wet mound, pressing my lips and nose into the dampness of her soft flesh. I groaned and she whimpered softly, thrusting her hips up at me as I began to lap at her slit. The taste was incredible, so different from my own. Sweet, musky, warm, and deliciously fragrant. I moaned against her and lapped at her cunt even more eagerly.

She groaned, wrapping her legs around me, trapping me between her soft thighs. It was so hot! I'd always had a little bit of a mommy kink but nothing like this... I wanted to lick her clean, to kiss her pussy, to fuck it and eat it until my jaw hurt too badly to do anything. I ran my tongue from the top of her wet slit down to the bottom, letting it dip inside her ever so slightly. She moaned, grabbing my ponytail, forcing my face back into her cunt, pushing me away just so she could yank me closer.

"That's it," she cooed. "Eat my pussy, you slutty little girl."

I obeyed her, of course. I licked her hungrily, trying to force my tongue into every nook and cranny. I was on my hands and knees now, with her on her back. One hand reached down between her soft thighs, slipping inside her cunt. The other cupped her tanned breast, rolling a finger across her dark nipple. Mommy moaned, spreading her thighs and arching her hips.

"Oh, fuck..." she groaned. Her fingers tightened in my hair. I couldn't take any more of her teasing and without hesitation, I plunged a finger inside her warm, wet, silken hole. It sucked my finger in, gripping it eagerly. She cried out as I began to pump in and out of her, sliding another finger into her cunt. They curled inside her, stroking her inner walls. My palm rubbed against her clit and I could feel it rubbing against my hand each time she thrust herself up against my mouth and fingers.

I felt her body tense up and knew that she was going to cum soon. I flicked at her clitty with my tongue quickly and pumped her pussy with my fingers even faster. When she came, it was explosive. Her juices squirted from her cunt and ran down my arms and face and breasts. Her screams filled the barn and I was sure someone would hear her. She was grinding herself against me now, her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth open and screaming, her hips bucking madly.

But Billy wasn’t done yet. As my mother's orgasm ended, I knew that mine was quickly approaching. And when I came, so did he. Hot, sticky cum burst from the tip of his horse cock in giant torrents, spraying deep inside my bowels and flooding them with steaming hot jism. The hot rush of cum made me go wild and I began to writhe and squeal beneath Billy as my own orgasm took me. I came all over the grass beneath me, squirting out my teenage juices in streams and rivers, just like my mother had done. I felt them gushing from my cunt, splattering against the ground and running between my thighs, creating an enormous mess.

Finally, he pulled out of me and my body felt empty, sore, and spent. He neighed happily and stood behind me for several moments, no doubt admiring the way my asshole looked after he had plowed it. I stayed still on the ground, catching my breath and wondering what in the hell had just happened to me.

A shadow fell across me. It was my mother, looking down with concern.

"Sweetie? Is that you?"

My father walked up beside her. I could only imagine what they saw: their 18 year old daughter, naked and bent over like a bitch in heat, her wet cunt visible from the back, her asshole winking shut each time the massive cock slipped from between her cheeks.

"Yes, it's me!"

Billy seemed to like having an audience. He began to pick up the pace, grunting loudly. His huge, fleshy balls slapped against my cunt each time he rammed his cock into me. I threw my head back and let out a long moan.

"Jesus Christ... Billy?"

"It was the only thing I could think of to get him off me when he came," I said with a shrug.

I glanced over my shoulder at mommy and she just stared at my body, her eyes lingering on my butt.

"You know he fucked me in the ass?" I asked and I saw her nod. "Did you enjoy it? Watching your little girl getting fucked like a bitch in heat? Huh?"

I could tell my words were arousing her, by the way her nipples poked through her shirt.

"Yes..."

"You're such a dirty fucking pervert, aren't you mommy?" I hissed.

She nodded and I continued, "I love watching you get off."

Mom started playing with her left breast with one hand while still squeezing her nipples through her blouse. She then moved her hand down and reached under her dress. I saw that she wasn't wearing any panties which only confirmed that she came prepared.

She ran two fingers along her clit and when she took them away they were glistening wet with her juices. She sucked on them until they were clean and I watched her face fill with ecstasy. When she finished licking her fingers, she leaned closer towards me and stuck the fingers in my mouth.

"Lick mommy," she whispered in her seductive, horny voice.

I closed my eyes and began sucking on those delicious fingers. They were covered in the sweet taste of her pussy juices.

After a minute or so I opened my eyes to see my mommy staring back at me with a lustful, yet satisfied look in her eyes. "Mmm, yes...just like that. Suck on mommy's fingers until they're nice and clean." I continued licking them, running my tongue all over the underside of each digit. Every once and awhile, my mommy would pull the finger out of my mouth, smear some of her pussy juice around my lips and cheeks and then insert the finger back inside for me to finish licking off. After each one was gone, I would suck and lick around her palm to make sure I got any last traces.

My pussy ached as Billy hammered me deep in my asshole and I whimpered as I watched my mother playing with herself, thrusting her fingers inside her wet cunt and spreading the juice around her throbbing clit. The more aroused we were both becoming, the rougher Billy' pounding grew until the pain and pleasure seemed to meld into one agonizing, but glorious sensation. Soon, he was grunting and snorting and before long, my tight asshole felt like it was filling with liquid fire and suddenly he ripped his cock free and spurted the rest of his cum onto the small of my back and ass. I shuddered as I felt it spilling over my flesh before trickling down my skin and sliding into my gaping ass hole.

Then it was over and I lay there panting as I slowly regained my senses. Billy walked away from me, leaving my ass in the air and my head face down in the straw-covered concrete floor of his stall. After about fifteen minutes, I felt like I could move again.

"Oh, god," I mumbled, rubbing my ass as I gingerly stood up. "I'm gonna feel that tomorrow..."

I looked around, but Billy had his bucket of water and was lapping at the water greedily, acting as though nothing had happened. Shivering slightly from the cool breeze sweeping through the stable, I quickly dressed. My bra, panties, pants and shirt were all still pretty damp from the rain. As I dressed, I looked over my shoulder and noticed a big lump beneath my backside.

I reached around and ran my hand along the area and my eyes widened when my hand dipped into a slight, round indentation...my own ass print! I pulled my shirt away from my belly and glanced down and saw the same, perfect impression of my ass in the fabric. A light blush stained my cheeks—there was no one around to see it and yet I couldn't help feeling a bit embarrassed. Was I going to sit in the front seat of my daddy's car with a horse-cock shaped dent in my ass?

I hurriedly changed out of my clothes and folded up the mud stained set. Luckily my daddy kept a change of clothes in the trunk of his car so at least I wouldn’t have to drive back naked. The jeans fit a bit snugly on my hips, but were comfortable enough, although it felt strange having something tight pressing into the hole between my legs where I was still a bit sore from Billy. Still, I wasn’t about to complain! At least they weren’t stained with mud and I could put my jacket back on and hide the embarrassing shape of my breasts against my chest. I had always been somewhat large there and didn’t mind the fact, but now that they were imprinted in the fabric of my shirt, I wished they would go back down a bit. Of course, if Billy hadn’t just ripped me a new one, they probably would have been loose... I tried not to think of what he had done to me and focused on how happy he was at the moment. I walked over and stroked his ears and kissed his nose, glad to see him looking happy. He turned to glance at me with those big, brown eyes and I smiled.

As I slid into the driver's seat and began the ride home, I decided that this had been one of the best days of my life. Even if he was just a horse.
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When we returned to the barn, my daddy told me that it was time to brush Billy down, and that was something I hadn’t done before. Luckily, it seemed pretty straightforward: take a nice curry comb and get rid of all the excess hair and dirt. We spent a nice hour cleaning him up. Once we were finished, I got dressed and we both headed back toward the house, leaving Billy to enjoy the rest of his day.

The moment I stepped inside and smelled what was cooking, I felt my mouth start watering. Tonight would be fried chicken and mashed potatoes.

Daddy and I were seated at the table. It was quiet for a few moments as I focused on eating the delicious meal my daddy had prepared for us. As I was shovelling the mashed potatoes into my mouth, my phone buzzed and I checked to see that I had a new text.

Hey, sweetheart. Hope you had a good day! Let me know how it went with your horse. XOXO

-Mommy

I grinned and typed back a reply as my daddy watched with a knowing smile on his face.

It was great!!! We went out riding and he LOVED the trails we took!! He ran all over and I got totally wet (like really drenched lol). Anyway, it was sooooooo much fun and my ride was super good too! Also, we're having chicken for dinner!

-Bubbi <3

I smiled to myself, imagining what she would think about our activities, and tucked my phone in my pocket. It seemed like life was going to be a lot more interesting from here on out.
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As I walked up the driveway, I could smell her delicious perfume filling my nostrils. My heart began to pound even harder and faster, and when I opened the door, she was there in all her beauty. A short red skirt clung to her slender hips, hugging every curve. Her blouse was white and silk and tight, revealing every detail of her beautiful, firm breasts. She looked like an angel.

My legs went wobbly as I stared at her, my dick getting hard in my pants. I couldn’t breathe and all I wanted was to kiss her pretty pink lips and see how soft they really were.

I couldn't speak but then my mommy spoke for me:

"Well hello, baby." Her voice was thick and deep. "How are you?"

I mumbled something stupid and tried to walk past her. This always happened—I would get to see my mommy, I would go bright red, and she would just sit there and watch. I would always come so close to asking her about what happened over Christmas break, when we both let loose on Daddy, but never quite got the courage. And now it had been almost a year and she had probably forgotten it all anyway.

My mommy smiled, a big, cheesy smile. Then she kissed me.

"Come and snuggle!" She said.

It was late, but I felt so excited about the day that I knew I wouldn't be able to sleep anytime soon, and so I snuggled right up to my mommy. As I did, I could smell her sweat and her deodorant on her skin, mingling deliciously.

She smiled as I rested my head between her breasts. "Did you have a good day?"

"Yeah," I said. It had been a pretty fantastic day.

"You look all flushed. Was it hot outside?"

"Mmhmm." I nodded against her chest, feeling her nipple brush my face. "And wet. Rainy and hot."

She chuckled. "Sounds like a fun ride, anyways. Billy didn't give you too much trouble, did he? Did he throw you off?"

"Not quite," I said. I had to fight to keep a straight face as I spoke. Billy certainly hadn't thrown me off—no, he had done much, MUCH more than that... But my mother didn't need to know that! No one did! And as I laid there, cuddling with my mommy, my aching, worn-out body relaxing into hers, I vowed I would never tell a soul about what happened in those stables. It would be our little secret. I smiled, pressing my face to her breasts, taking in her smell. She smelled so sweet, so intoxicating... I wanted to tell her, tell her everything, about how good Billy made me feel...

But I wouldn't.

She stroked my head, her hand playing with my hair. I sighed in satisfaction.

"What is it?" she asked, chuckling. I blushed, my face going even redder as I thought about exactly why I was so satisfied. She kissed me on the forehead and I felt like my heart was ready to explode.

Finally, I managed to work up the courage. "Well... I'm a virgin, mommy."

My mother's lips pressed together into an O and she sighed softly. Her big breasts pressed against mine as she sat me upright, staring right at me, our faces nearly touching.

"I see," she said, kissing me again. Then she bit her lip, smiling devilishly. "Is it alright if your old mother helps you with that?"

A wave of nervousness ran through me but also excitement. Was she really saying what I thought she was saying? The fact that my mother wanted to eat my pussy was more than enough to drive me wild. She leaned forward to kiss my neck, sucking the sensitive skin, causing me to moan with delight. She kissed and nibbled down my body until she reached my breasts. Her tongue flicked over each perky nipple before she took it into her mouth, gently pinching and rubbing the other between two slender fingers.

I could have sat there forever, moaning and enjoying my mother's tongue work... but my needy pussy wouldn't wait. My mom, apparently sensing my desires, continued kissing downward, pecking my belly button and licking at my sides. I squealed and giggled as her hand cupped my mound, one finger sliding along the soft folds of my flesh, dipping into my slit for a split second, before running back up along the delicate lips.

Her warm breath filled me with anticipation, the smell of my own wet pussy driving me wild. And then it was on my clit, a long, slow lick from my hole up to my tender clit. Then another... and then again and again. I let out a low moan. I couldn't take this teasing anymore. My hands reached down and pressed against her head, urging her forward. She smiled up at me from between my legs.

"You want mommy's tongue in your pussy?"

I bit my lip and nodded, bucking my hips into the air. She laughed and lowered her head once more. This time, however, she didn't just brush my pussy with her soft pink tongue. This time she buried it into me, her lips pressed against mine, flicking over my aching bud of a clit, dipping into my folds, pressing along my pussy and stroking my insides.

"Oh my god," I gasped, gripping my breasts. No boy had ever done that to me before...

My legs clamped shut and my thighs gripped my mommy's head as I lost myself to the intense feeling of pleasure washing over me. I squeezed my nipples hard and ground my pussy against her face. She lapped at me hard, digging her fingernails into the flesh of my thighs. Soon, I was gasping and groaning and trembling with the beginnings of my climax. My pussy juices were flowing out of me like honey now, and I felt like such a naughty, filthy little girl. What was worse is that it turned me on. The idea of cumming all over my own mother's face made me moan all the more, the delicious waves of passion sweeping through my body.

She must have sensed I was cumming, for she suddenly stood up and spun me around, yanking my mouth onto hers and forcing her tongue into my mouth. My mouth filled with the salty taste of my cunt juices as my mother kissed me hard, pinching my nipples. That was all it took to send me over the edge. As I shuddered and groaned with the intensity of my orgasm, my pussy throbbing and sending sweet electric pulses through my legs, my nipples felt like they had caught fire! It was as if my mother's fingers were setting my tiny buds ablaze, filling my mind with lust and hunger. I wanted more of my mommy's kisses. More of my own cunt juices spread across my lips, into my mouth, shared with my mother.

And so we kissed some more, our bodies intertwined, arms wrapped around each other, my soft breasts pressed against hers, my thighs spreading my pussy juices all over hers. Finally, after a moment of making out and caressing each other, my mommy took me by the hand and led me to her bed. I was already tired after everything we had done, but I still yearned to be with my mother. To taste her pussy. To make love with her all night long!

As we got into the bed, I couldn’t help but wonder just what sort of relationship we would have with each other now. I could never forget what had happened... What I had learned about myself, about my mommy. Were we just going to continue living our lives, pretending like nothing had changed? Could I ever look at her again without imagining her face buried between my legs? The delicious taste of her pussy juice on my lips? Her soft breasts pressed against my back as I sucked my daddy's cock? And what about my father—would he ever know the truth? Or would he just think of this whole affair as yet another secret shared between a mother and daughter?

I knew things were never going to be the same between us. Nothing was going to ever be quite normal again. That was okay with me, however. As I curled up beside my mother that night, naked, her smell surrounding me, her sweet scent filling the air like perfume, I realized something: for the first time since my parents' divorce, I was truly happy. Content. Relieved. My mother was finally here with me, her loving arms embracing me like I had always hoped for, and she was never going to leave me again. It would be hard trying to explain all of this to my friends, but as far as I was concerned, they weren't ready to hear about it anyway. It would be years before I told any of them. And my father? Maybe he knew and maybe he didn't.

All that mattered was that my mother loved me more than anything and I loved her. And this was going to be a bond between us forever.

She kissed my forehead, my cheeks, and my nose. Finally, she placed the last one right on my lips, letting our tongues twist and tease each other as they met again and again. Soon, I fell asleep in her arms. It was the most amazing feeling in the world and I never wanted to leave it again.

If you would like to read another story featuring this young woman and her mother, check out the "Fifty First Dates" series available now! The main character finds herself being seduced by a hot, beautiful woman at a resort who just can't keep their hands off of each other... And then they start having sex, and she loses her memory. Only instead of forgetting everything, she forgets every encounter with the woman! It's a fun ride—hopefully, you enjoy it! If you do, be sure to write a review. Thank you!

Also, come follow me on twitter @naughtygalore or add me on google plus at Ana AKA Naughty Galore! :)

My girlfriend and I were walking along the beach after an uneventful day spent sitting in the sand and enjoying the water when I noticed that a lot of people seemed to be huddling around something... I could hear voices: mostly kids. I asked my girlfriend if she wanted to go check it out but she said she was tired. She suggested that maybe we call it a day and head home. As we began to pack up our stuff, I decided to sneak a peek over toward where everyone else was, and what I saw horrified me. A baby whale! It wasn’t dead, of course, but it did look badly injured. People were trying to move it back toward the water so that the tide would push it farther out—probably as far out as possible. I asked my girlfriend why, to which she said that it might be hit by a boat if it stayed too close to shore. In its current state, the poor thing wouldn’t be able to swim quickly enough to get away from some of the speedboats coming through.

I turned and started walking toward it when I heard the crowd groan. They weren’t able to make any progress in pushing it further into the sea. The thing weighed at least four hundred pounds, easily. Even a team of men probably wouldn't have been able to move it much. As I approached, I offered to help. Most of the people moved aside to let me pass but I saw a few people—kids—whispering to each other and laughing. A moment later, they were snickering about me to each other again. Probably because I was wearing a two piece bathing suit—something that a woman my age never really should have worn, but my boyfriend loved it when I wore that bikini so I would occasionally do so when we were swimming. Now, though, I was going to help shove a baby whale back out into the sea. I knelt down next to the animal and asked my girlfriend if she would rub its nose as I tried to move it. She agreed to, saying that maybe she could calm it while we moved it.

As soon as my hands touched its skin, the whale looked like it perked up—it made a cute noise and my girlfriend chuckled. We took turns petting it on its head as we pushed it into the ocean and soon, the tide was doing the rest of the work, propelling it further from the shore and out of the way of harm. The kids watching us giggled and whispered to each other, still apparently amused by my appearance. One even asked why I had boobs as big as I did since they weren't good for feeding babies or anything—to which another kid added that I didn't look like a mother at all. My face burned red and I could hear them giggling even harder at this.

A week later, my girlfriend told me about how a group of young dolphins began playing with the baby whale just off of shore—which was about 150 feet away—and that made me smile.

Now, my mind was brought back to the present as Billy pressed against my backside. It seemed he wanted to go for a second round—who was I to refuse him? With a laugh, I stood and bent over the fence, offering him my ass. He sniffed it for a moment and then, he began to lick me again. First he lapped at my clit but after a moment, his hot, thick tongue slid over my pussy lips and my butt. I shuddered—his tongue was so long that it tickled my breasts sometimes!

After a moment, however, he moved on, pressing the head of his massive cock up to my pussy again. He rammed it in once more, driving his length in without any hesitation. I shrieked, shuddering as he forced his way inside of me, stuffing me full of his monster cock once again.

After a moment of letting me adjust, he began to pump himself in and out of my cunt, the heat of his throbbing tool sending shivers through my body with each thrust. I shuddered, grunting like an animal as I bucked my hips back at him, meeting his powerful, rapid strokes.

Finally, I screamed, tossing my head back in ecstasy as my body tensed and another orgasm took hold of me. I moaned, clenching my eyes shut tightly as pleasure exploded through me.

Billy grunted and I was soon aware that my pussy was flooded once more. This time, I could actually feel his seed—how hot it was and how much there was! He emptied all of it inside of me and when he finally pulled his cock out, I felt cum splashing across my lower back as he withdrew, slapping down onto my thighs and ass, coating them both with his thick, creamy goodness.

We both panted. I fell over, face first, into the hay. That had been... Incredible! The most erotic thing I had ever experienced! And the only man to give it to me was a fucking horse! I shuddered as I thought about it. But I definitely wanted to do it again, even if he couldn’t get it up. I wanted to clean his cock. With my mouth. I needed to.

So I stood up and reached down, grasping his slowly softening cock with my hand. He whinnied in protest but I hushed him, stroking it gently with my palm.

I wasn't done with Billy yet. He wasn’t even fully erect now, but I wanted more of that huge cock. It was addicting, to say the least.

After a few more strokes of my hand and a little bit of tongue, I got it almost back up to full mast. I smiled at the sight and dropped down onto my knees.

"Oh, god..." I groaned, sliding the fat head of his veiny cock into my hungry lips. "God, that's good."

His delicious horse meat slid along my tongue and I took his length all the way down to its root. I could feel that enormous tool stretching my lips apart. I groaned and let my hands play over my body as I bobbed my head up and down on him, slowly beginning to establish a rhythm as I sucked on Billy's throbbing erection.

I couldn't believe how hot it was... How erotic. And the fact that he was a horse only made it better! It was so exciting.

I looked up at his face and he gazed down at me lovingly. He let out a whinny and pushed his cock a little deeper into my mouth. I groaned a bit as the cock filled me up even more than before.

"Easy there," I told him, wrapping my arms around him. I pressed my huge breasts up against him, rubbing them gently across his muscular torso as I began to lick his shaft once again. His cock jumped in response, almost like the ticklish sensation was too much for him to bear. He tossed his head back and kicked one of his powerful legs, but he did nothing more.

"That's my boy," I said. "You like that, huh?"

I lapped at his hot meat, feeling his cock hardening under my lips. As it grew harder, it pushed further into my mouth, until only the very end remained visible. I could taste his horse cum, dripping all over my tongue, and suddenly I just couldn't stand it anymore. I needed this monster between my legs... But now he was fully erect, even bigger and more veiny than ever, and I had no idea if I would be able to take it.

"Here we go..." I told him, standing back up. "Let me sit on your big stallion dick... I can't wait any longer..."

I threw one leg over his body and straddled him. With one hand, I guided his enormous erection toward the wet, aching mound of flesh between my thighs, and then I began to lower myself onto him.

I cried out and grabbed his neck to steady myself as the blunt tip of his cockhead penetrated me. He whinnied loudly as our most intimate parts met and I moaned softly at the feel of him opening me up. Slowly, bit by bit, I allowed gravity to do its job and sink more of him into my dripping wet pussy. It felt so amazing — so much better than I could ever have imagined. He was filling me up in a way no one else had and I felt like I was becoming a woman right then and there, right on my horse's dick.

"Mmm, yeah!" I cried. "Yeah! Oh my god... So fucking good, baby boy."

I sank further and further onto his cock until his throbbing shaft had sunk fully into me.

"Damn," I laughed breathlessly. "You're so fucking deep, baby boy. I'm gonna be sore tomorrow." I began to ride him slowly, using his strong shoulders for balance. God, he felt so good in my pussy... And he was loving it, too, whinnying and neighing happily beneath me.

He bucked his hips up slightly, slamming his fat cock even deeper into me, and I shrieked with delight.

"Ah, fuck!" I squealed. "Yes, yes, get me pregnant, boy, just like that. Breed your slutty human girl..." I began to roll my hips, riding him in slow circles. It felt so good it almost hurt... He filled me up completely, my pussy barely able to contain his entire horse cock, his tip nudging the entrance to my womb. His balls smacked against my taint with every bounce, making me shudder.

Then he leaned in and began to lick my breasts. The feeling of his long tongue on my sensitive nipples was almost too much for me to handle, and I couldn't resist any longer. "Oh god, baby," I gasped, shuddering as I came hard. My juices exploded all over Billy's balls, drenching them with my cum as my eyes rolled back in my head from pure pleasure.

When I finally came down from my high, I reached between my legs and wrapped a hand around Billy's massive shaft. His cock was slick from being inside me, and my fingers slid easily up and down it, massaging the bulging veins. Billy neighed eagerly. He bucked his hips into my pussy again, pounding me with such force that I thought he'd break me in half. "Cum for me, boy!" I screamed. "Fill me up! Knock up my fucking womb, you beast!"

He responded to my dirty talk, slamming me onto the ground so he could get deeper inside me. He pounded into me roughly, knocking me breathless each time he rammed that monster into my pussy. Then he slowed down and pushed his cock against the entrance to my womb until he slipped inside. I cried out from the sensation of having a horse inside my womb.

And then he was releasing his seed, flooding my womb and bathing my eggs in semen. He kept cumming and cumming, pumping my womb fuller than I ever thought possible. Some of his cum even came squirting out of my pussy and trickled down my leg. I loved feeling so filled and I wanted more of it.

Billy, exhausted from his orgasm, collapsed to the ground. He was breathing heavily and his giant cock was still lodged deep in my pussy. I couldn't help it: I began to gently grind into him, slowly circling my hips so I could get every last bit of his semen out of my cunt.

I was going to cum again, and soon. And that wasn't all... As my insides spasmed and convulsed around his massive shaft, I felt something stir inside of me.

"Oh, fuck... Fuck." My eyes went wide. That wasn't my insides moving. It wasn't from the orgasms or his cock inside me. "Billy!" I cried, pulling myself off of him and staring at him in horror. I could hear my insides rumbling; could feel the pressure building inside of me. A loud gurgle resounded from deep within my womb, and suddenly, there was a large, bulging mass traveling up the length of his horse cock.

It was moving! There was something alive inside his cock! "No... No, this isn't happening..." I moaned, rubbing my belly. Whatever was inside of me wanted out, and I had a sneaking suspicion exactly how it was getting out. I pressed my hand against my stomach, which felt warm. Suddenly, I felt a sharp, jolt of pain deep inside my uterus and my insides clenched. The lump in the horse's cock had reached my entrance. "Holy shit! HOLY SHIT!" I shrieked as it forced itself down his throbbing length, making his cock swell like a hose ready to burst.

In my panic, I lost control of myself and an immense pressure was building between my legs. Without meaning to, I let my bladder loose, urine trickling out of me, dribbling out of my pussy in streams before coming together into one great puddle beneath us.

The bulge in the horse's cock continued to move, slowly but surely forcing its way down and out. My eyes widened, my mouth falling open, trying to make sense of what was happening. My belly churned, a massive wave of pressure threatening to split me wide open. My stomach tightened and cramped as I tried to push, struggling to free whatever it was inside of me, groaning and whimpering in the process. It was painful but exhilarating at the same time, like getting your first tattoo or piercing or breaking a bone: you just didn't know what was going to happen next, or whether it would hurt when it did, and yet the adrenaline coursed through my veins and I had no choice but to keep going.

I kept on pushing, each thrust of Billy' cock only encouraging my muscles to try harder and harder to push this bulge out, my asshole opening and closing like an oily flower blooming every time Billy withdrew from me, then stretching and clenching around him as he filled me again with a force that made me feel like I was going to throw up. And all the while, I struggled to keep pushing, not even sure what I was pushing or why.

Suddenly, I felt a searing pain between my legs. I screamed in agony, but couldn’t stop—this time, because I wanted to get this done, to have it out of me. Whatever was inside of me, it was tearing me apart inside. The pain was so unbearable that I didn’t care if I died; I just needed to get this thing out of my body now!

Then, I felt something warm and slick sliding over my belly. In the mirror above me, I could see a thick red line running down from my pussy, almost like a cut... Except it was getting thicker and wider as I watched, horrified.

My heart stopped and I almost passed out, suddenly feeling incredibly lightheaded and faint, as it finally occurred to me that there was something stuck inside of me! Something BIG! And it was stuck somewhere between my pussy and my asshole, and I didn't know how to get it out and the only reason I wasn’t crying was because I was in shock from the fear that it was too big to pass and my own body was hurting me to try and pass it! I needed someone to help me but there was no one around...

And then I realized: Billy had been fucking me with the express intent of breeding me! All this time, he was trying to push whatever was in him into me, so that he could give birth, only through my vagina, and now it was stuck halfway in and I was terrified to do anything more than lie perfectly still, in case that somehow jostled the creature enough for it to break free, and all of this pain and stress and terror was for nothing!

"Goddamn it, boy," I sighed, lying on my back and rubbing my belly, which was beginning to bulge out even more prominently. "You really picked a good time to knock me up."

The worst part about this new dilemma is that Billy couldn’t talk. If I had asked him any questions about what to do, I had no way of understanding anything he said, and he had no way of telling me, even if I were able to ask him, how exactly he expected me to get rid of this thing inside me. I had been riding him bareback—of course, that made sense, since horses don't need saddles—and my pussy was sore and sensitive already and the thought of trying to squeeze that big bulge out of me seemed impossible. The bump in my stomach was the size of a horse's head and I felt sick knowing that it was about to be pushing its way out of my body. How would I even handle that?

The answer came to me in a flash of inspiration: the showerhead! It could work! In fact, if I took my handheld showerhead into the bathtub with me, I'd have plenty of hot water and pressure. I stood up, grimacing—my ass was still sore as fuck and walking hurt. Once in the tub, though, I figured I'd feel fine. And I could give it a go with the water right away, just in case anyone came home while I was naked and looking like an idiot.

It felt amazing to sink into the warm water. I was surprised to realize how chilly I'd gotten during our trek back to the barn; my nipples stiffened almost instantly in the cooling air. The relief was indescribable. I sank to the bottom and stayed under the stream until I absolutely had to come up for breath.

Then I went to work, trying to get the damn egg out of my ass. It was difficult and painful and I started to worry that maybe I'd have to take Billy's cock up my ass again—which did sound sort of sexy in theory, but I'd definitely need to stretch myself out a bit first...

After some fiddling with the shower head settings, I found one that blasted me so powerfully with water that I screamed out loud. And it felt great. A little too great, at first, but that passed after about 30 seconds. I pushed down with all my strength, and suddenly the egg shot out of my ass with no problem at all.

My ass was sore for hours afterward. I put some hemorrhoid cream on it, which I thought was appropriate, given how much like hemorrhoids the egg's suction cup tendrils had felt inside me. Of course, the next day, I realized there was a big wet stain on the passenger seat of the car, but daddy didn't notice until we were pulling up outside of the house. That was when he gave me The Look. You know, the one fathers give you when they see that you're wearing too much eyeliner, or when your skirt is too short, or when they see an enormous wet spot on the front of your jeans and the back of their Mercedes. I thought for sure he'd ask questions, but instead he just sighed heavily and walked inside. I was still so happy to have come home from Spring Break at last that even getting humiliated by my dad was okay.

The next day, I rode Billy again. I tried to put the egg in my pussy but apparently it had gotten broken; the gel was all gone and the egg didn't go anywhere except right into the bottom of the horse's stall. But even without the egg to keep me stimulated, I still rode him bareback. Just like he wasn't wearing a saddle, I was riding him totally naked, and feeling his hot skin against mine was enough to get me going. He must've realized that he liked what happened last time, because this time he got a bit more frisky with me, trying to flip me off his back. I couldn't let that happen, of course, because I wouldn't be able to ride him anymore, but I kind of wish he had succeeded, just to see how it would feel.

Of course, I also think I probably wouldn't have been able to get back on if I had fallen off.

By the second day, Daddy's eyebrows were practically knitted together every time I tried to say hi to him, or kiss him goodnight before bed. He seemed almost... disgusted with me, which confused me for a while, until it occurred to me that it might be because he thought I wasn't behaving like a proper lady. I wasn't a virgin any more (that honor went to that beautiful hunk of horse cock Billy) and I had made up my mind that from now on, no boy was going to fuck me who couldn't outdo Billy in every way possible.

But that also meant, for the rest of my life, I was stuck with fucking animals. And not only that, but my father was starting to get suspicious. If I didn't do something soon, I was going to ruin everything. But what could I possibly do to fix this?

It hit me as I was watching some trashy MTV reality show: I'd tell Daddy that the horse made me do it. After all, Billy WAS responsible. I hadn't been in my right mind, at least when it came to being around him. He had driven me completely insane, with lust for his powerful horse cock. The moment I tried to resist, he would pin me down with those massive hooves and drive his cock into me. What was I supposed to do in a situation like that? I couldn't exactly run away, could I? Not when I had my legs tied together and the head of his massive cock stretching my lips open so deliciously...

No. No, it would have to be his fault. I had been drunk on his thick, musky horse cum and wasn't thinking straight. If only Daddy understood that... But how would I explain it to him? It's not like I could just go up to him and say, "You see, Daddy, horses are the most amazing creatures ever! I love their cocks, especially how big and thick and powerful they are, and the way they can just push my knees back as far as they can go and stuff me like the little human cum dumpster I am! I think it would really make me happy if you let me fuck Billy again, because then we'd both be happy. What do you say?"

No. No, that was obviously ridiculous. But I needed to convince Daddy that Billy had been responsible somehow and had forced me. That was the only explanation that would work!

And then it struck me. I got up off the couch, and hurried up to my room.

Daddy was still out, running errands so I had the whole house to myself for awhile. I rushed up to my room and opened up my closet. My mother's closet. Her belongings were all packed up, ready to go into storage, but she was waiting until the house sold to do it. And tucked in between a few shoe boxes, I found it: the very item I was looking for. My mother had never been one for wearing white—she didn't like the color and instead, opted for reds and golds when it came to her wedding dress. And when I got out my old friend, I could see why: this dress was a dark, creamy brown. Perfectly tanned. Perfect for my new story.

I stripped out of my ruined clothes and pulled the dress on. It fit perfectly, snug across my waist, and tight in the chest. But that wasn't going to be enough. I couldn't just walk in there and say, "I'm the bride," after all. Instead, I had to make my story a little more dramatic... A little more real.

My hands moved up to my hair and carefully, I began to remove my ponytail, letting my soft brown locks fall gently around my shoulders. And then I took out the small container of bronzer I used when I went tanning. Before I knew what was happening, I was transformed from Daddy's daughter and Mommy's little girl to a young stallion fucker who happened to be wearing her mother's old wedding dress.

Satisfied, I left the house, leaving behind a note explaining that I was going out and that I wouldn't be back for awhile. Of course, that would just worry my Daddy, but it was important that he not know where I was. In fact, I wanted him to try and stop looking for me for hours, and so I hopped the bus on over to the next city, telling myself that this was simply for authenticity's sake.

The church was dark and silent when I got there, but a janitor told me where to find the Father. He looked shocked to see a woman come into his office. And when I removed my veil, revealing my tanned skin and thick, dark hair, he actually did a double take.

"Yes, Father?" I asked, innocently.

"What... What can I do for you, young lady?" he asked.

"Well, first, Father..." I said, leaning over to turn the lock on the door. "I'd like to confess my sins."

"Young lady-" the priest protested.

"It will just take a moment," I said, pushing him back in his chair and crawling up on his desk. Then, slowly, teasingly, I hitched up my dress, revealing my thighs-covered in bronzer-and then my soft, tan pussy, with its neat little tuft of hair. I had spent hours trimming it so it would be just perfect for Billy' hungry mouth. And now it was perfect for this dirty old priest.

"Daddy tells me never to go outside without panties," I told him. "But I don't wear them when I go riding anymore."

I pushed my dress up further and exposed my perky teenage breasts. They were small and perfectly shaped, each with a tiny pink nipple and a silver hoop through it.

"Oh, god," Father Billy groaned, gripping the edges of his chair. "Miss Davenport, get down right now-"

His voice was shaky and I could tell he didn't mean it. It wasn't much longer before I had his pants off, my face between his legs as he grunted, slurping at his cock like a true little cocksucker. I let my eyes roam over him: thin gray hair plastered to his head from sweat; his round belly, red with a hairy stomach sticking out, and his fat white ass pressed against the chair.

He gasped and gripped my hair hard, tugging at it, forcing me to bob up and down on his cock faster. "Oh, fuck," he said. "You're going straight to Hell for this!"

I didn't respond because I was pretty sure he was right.

It was only another minute or so of sucking my tongue up and down that huge black cock, drooling all over it and teasing it with little licks here and there, before the priest groaned in frustration.

"I can't believe how good you are at this! It's unreal!" he growled, still pulling at my hair. I let out a pleased little moan and flicked the underside of his cockhead with the tip of my tongue, making his legs tense. "No one could be that good at first!"

"Maybe she's just not human," came a voice from behind me. The priest gasped and shoved me off of his cock and I scrambled to my feet. I didn't need to turn around to know who it was—I had sensed him standing there the whole time, watching me suck off that delicious priestly prick. I had known he would be watching from the shadows, enjoying the show—perhaps even touching himself, imagining I was giving him a blow job. But maybe I could make it real...

I turned to see my father smiling at me. He was dressed in a black suit and a dark hat, holding a cane topped with an onyx raven's head. The sight made my knees tremble, my pussy aching with need.

"Daddy!" I breathed, my cheeks turning bright red. "It's not what it looks like..."

He raised one eyebrow and stepped toward me, circling me like a wolf stalking its prey. I whimpered in pleasure and anticipation, feeling his hungry, predatory eyes roaming over my naked body, drinking in every inch of my pale flesh. "What were you doing sucking Father Billy's dick?" he asked, his voice low and husky. "Is it possible you're not human after all? I thought we'd taken care of that problem decades ago..."

I swallowed nervously, looking down at my feet, blushing as the delicious memories filled my mind once more.

I smiled sheepishly, blushing even more deeply than I thought possible. "Well," I admitted. "I thought it was an ordinary penis."

"What gave it away?"

"The size, obviously!"

My father chuckled softly, stepping forward and cupping my chin with his free hand. His touch made my skin tingle with delight; his scent filled my nostrils and made me ache with lust and desire.

"But the rest of your body... The ears and tail..." I said. "How can you still look human?"

My father smirked. "I can shift at will. Now, about Billy..."

He stepped back to Billy and patted his snout, stroking him gently. "You're quite the rascal, aren't you?" he purred. He was speaking in an entirely different tone of voice. Soothing, gentle—nothing like the way he spoke to me.

The horse whinnied again.

I gulped and lowered my head. "He was my first," I admitted, my face flushing crimson. "And he's really big... So..."

My daddy turned to me, a glimmer of wickedness in his eyes.

"First time? I can hardly imagine why he'd do something so foolish..." He shook his head and stroked Billy's mane lovingly. The horse whinnied and my daddy chuckled. "Well, my dear, perhaps you should have your father help with your equestrian training a little more often. I'll speak to him about it after we have a chat. Come."

He gestured towards the door and Billy trotted out obediently. We followed him, heading to one of the many small paddocks around our property. Once we had reached the fenced area, I watched in wonderment as my daddy walked up to Billy, petting his snout. Billy responded by gently nuzzling against my dad's palm.

"What a good boy you are, Billy... You're going to give us lots of delicious seed today, won't you?"

The stallion reared up and pawed at the earth, snorting in what I could only assume was agreement. Dad nodded at the beast before turning to me.

"Get on your hands and knees in front of the fence," he ordered.

I quickly obeyed, dropping onto my palms and bending my arms so that I was fully stretched out in front of the fence and the road beyond. I didn't know what my father was up to and my nerves were killing me. What was he planning? I could tell my cunt was just sopping wet at the thought of the possibility, but also terrified...

"Here!" he said, holding something in front of me. "A gift."

My eyes widened and I blushed deeply as I realized he was holding a carrot in his hand, offering it to me like a puppy. I hesitantly reached out and took it in my hand before I turned it towards my mouth. As soon as I felt the crisp, cold vegetable against my lips, however, my daddy stopped me.

He shook his head. "No, no—on your hands and knees with your mouth facing Billy!"

Billy. I gulped, blushing deep red. Was he expecting Billy to eat the carrot or for me to offer myself to the horse?!

"U-um..." I muttered.

But my daddy didn't even acknowledge my hesitation. Instead, he took my wrist and pressed it gently towards Billy. The horse nuzzled my hand with his muzzle and immediately I understood. He was... Kissing me? Or, perhaps more accurately, licking me. My palm was slick with saliva and I couldn't help but find it... Alluring, in an odd sort of way. I looked at the carrot again. It was thick, big enough that I was almost surprised that it had come from a garden. Almost nervously, I brought it up to my lips, looking up at my daddy who just smiled reassuringly. I took a bite.

It was sweet and crunchy, the taste filling my mouth. At first, it was delicious but the longer I chewed, the more bland it became. I wondered how on earth people made such a fuss over carrots and was just about to complain to daddy when suddenly, something hot and wet enveloped my hand. Billy! I blushed even deeper as my daddy laughed. I had been lost in my thoughts and had failed to notice that Billy had begun to lick my fingers. His long tongue lapped against my hand and I giggled slightly—the sensation tickled a little. After a moment, though, he seemed satisfied that the carrot had fully left my hand because he went back to his nosebag.

When I thought about it, it hadn't taken that long for him to finish his lunch. Daddy stroked Billy's flank one last time, murmuring to the horse about how good he'd been. And then, he reached behind his belt. He fished out a long rope, thick and smooth and made from pure hemp. As soon as Billy saw it, he perked up and I couldn't help but be a little impressed. What a smart horse! Could he really know what was coming next? And would he really understand? Maybe not all of it, but maybe enough to get excited.

As daddy slipped the loop over Billy's head and adjusted it under his jaw, I couldn't help but admire just how handsome a stallion Billy was. I could have sworn I heard a faint grunt or a groan but it was surely just my imagination—there was no one around us for miles! It had been part of the point of riding Billy so far from our stables in the first place! No one else around to see anything that might happen between me and daddy.

I giggled. This was just too good! I knew there would be a chance for mischief! When I thought about the events that were unfolding before me, I just knew. I felt like something incredible was about to happen—or maybe already had happened? But whatever was happening, I was right there, at the center of everything. That was clear to me, now more than ever, as I stood in front of this gorgeous animal and watched him be fitted for his bridle.

Billy lowered his head and let daddy slip the rope underneath his jaw, which he tied firmly, but not too tightly. Then he attached a ring with two straps to it. One of these ran to the back of the halter, where Billy would feel the pressure on his face if he tried to turn or rear up. The other went across Billy's nose to the side of the halter. With a firm grip on Billy, daddy slid the bit into Billy's mouth and then fastened the throat lash behind Billy's ears. This kept his head up high, which is how he liked it best. The last strap, running from the ring between his ears, was secured to the cinch and this held everything firmly in place.

My pussy felt hot and wet and a delicious sensation radiated up my body as I gazed at Billy. Oh, boy... I didn't know what was coming over me, but I knew I needed more of it! I pressed my hand to my belly to try to suppress my aching desire. I thought I should wait for a while—this was daddy's property after all, and I didn't want to step on any toes. I could always go for a ride later. For now, however, I just wanted to watch.

Daddy looked so pleased with his new toy! His face showed his pride. Billy turned his big head and regarded his reflection in the mirror. Daddy's eyes traveled along the sleek muscles, then down the strong hind legs to those huge hooves that were already causing sparks on the floor. His chest and sides rose and fell majestically. It was easy to see how he had earned his name. Even he was impressed with this horse, and he knew good horses when he saw them.

He turned to me, a smile on his face. He looked so proud to be teaching me to ride again, and he put his hand on my shoulder, squeezing gently. "What do you think? Are you ready for your next lesson?" he asked. I was glad to have his approval.

I smiled back, eager to try it out, and nodded. I went to the stalls and picked up my riding helmet and gloves. They were slightly damp from the rain earlier, but I supposed they would do. I couldn't be too picky after all. As I took my gloves, I saw Billy' huge dick hanging down between his rear legs, all wet and sticky. I wondered if Daddy had planned it this way, and that thought made me blush a bit.

"Come on," said Daddy. I could barely hear him over the sounds of the wind as we headed out into the woods again. The weather wasn't great for this, but he still wanted me to experience the whole ride.

We reached a small clearing near the house and stopped to have a short break. I let go of his saddle and stretched my arms and legs for a moment before stepping out of the saddle. "I don't think I've ridden before," I muttered, mostly to myself.

Daddy chuckled, getting down himself, and started to take out a bottle of water and two energy bars. I was grateful that at least I had these in the stable, and we weren't riding out to some deserted island without any food or water. "You did great." He passed me one of the bars. "Do you think you're going to make it through the entire ride? We haven't even made it all the way to the pond yet, and the path is pretty narrow there. It's not a safe place to stop and walk."

I took a bite and considered. "Yeah," I said finally. "I'm sure I can make it. Just a little sore, but it won't be the first time." I grinned at him, winking to show him that I meant to tease him about my soreness on the next morning.

He laughed. "I hope you enjoy the lesson," he said. "You really look beautiful in the saddle."

"Yeah? Like a real cowgirl?"

"Yeah," Daddy nodded, laughing. "I could probably use you helping out at the ranch. You have a good seat."

"Really?!" I squeaked.

Daddy gave me a weird look.

"Not so loud," he whispered. "We're riding through town!"

I blushed. I couldn't believe that I had just shouted something like that at him in public... I had to do better about keeping my voice down.

After dinner, we took a walk around the grounds. I hadn't explored all of it yet, even though I'd been here for nearly a week, so it was exciting to see all kinds of new things. A large hedge maze caught my eye first, followed by a lovely outdoor theater that looked like it could be used for plays or other performances. There was an elaborate playground that I knew I'd be going to very often and, finally, the gardens. They were filled with so many different kinds of flowers I had no idea what half of them were, and all of them smelled amazing.

We continued our tour after we left the gardens, heading towards the lake at the far end of the estate. It was getting late, so I knew we wouldn't stay there long, but it was still worth visiting, and the view was amazing. On the far side of the lake, right next to the boathouse, was a lovely gazebo overlooking the water. We went up there to rest for a moment before turning back for the house, and that was when Daddy grabbed me.

My eyes widened as I felt his body pressed against mine, pinning me to the rail of the gazebo. He looked at me hungrily, pressing his mouth against my neck, licking and nibbling my soft skin as his hands moved all over my body. His fingers explored my curves while he kissed and licked every part of my face he could get at, leaving behind a trail of spit. When he finally brought his lips to my own, it was with a force I had never felt before. His tongue darted into my mouth, wrapping itself around my own as he ground himself against me, his hips forcing my skirt to ride up my legs as his rock-hard erection pressed firmly against my soft thighs.

The sensation made me gasp and squirm, trying to pull away.

Daddy was relentless, though—he pushed back harder than ever before, shoving me even farther back, making me wince as I almost lost my footing. Still, he kept kissing me, his tongue darting all around my mouth, exploring every bit of me, teasing my own with quick flicks and probes until finally I began to respond in kind.

I couldn't help myself. I let out a muffled moan, feeling his fingers slipping under my shirt, grabbing my breast through my bra. I wasn't even aware that I was doing the same, just reacting. Daddy's free hand moved lower, going from my hips down my legs and up my thighs, stroking my leg tenderly. His fingertips brushed along the sensitive flesh of my inner thigh as I began to whimper softly. He took his time, working his fingers towards the waistband of my skirt. Once there, they slipped under. He caressed my panties gently, stroking over them, running his fingers up and down the center slit and slowly moving to either side, stroking them. Finally, I felt the tips of his fingers slide into the soft mound of my pussy, pressing against my lips through the wet fabric of my panties. The feeling made me groan and whimper more, which he obviously enjoyed.

It was a strange thing to be aroused by the man who raised me, especially seeing as he had a new wife, but it wasn't something we talked about often. In fact, if it weren't for the occasional accidental brush of the hands when we passed each other in the hallway, the not so casual glances when we were both watching the same movie, or the not so appropriate texts at random times in the day, I wouldn't even think he was attracted to me. And maybe I would have been fine with that... But there was a certain part of me that wanted this more than anything else in the world. A certain part of me that craved what was happening. And that craving was growing stronger.

Daddy kissed me hungrily while I returned each kiss with eagerness. All of those lonely nights after I turned eighteen, thinking of him while touching myself, wondering if he would do it for me, came flooding back to the forefront of my mind.

He pulled me closer into the kiss as I slid my tongue in his mouth. He pulled my lower lip into his mouth and sucked on it roughly before shoving his tongue into my mouth and swirling it around my own. I wrapped my arms around him as he moved his hand lower. I gasped and whimpered as he finally touched my cunt, pressing his fingers firmly against it. I arched my back and pushed against it, encouraging him. He rubbed the whole length of my pussy slowly, moving his fingers along it and applying firm pressure. The feel of his strong hands touching me there sent shivers through my entire body. My legs quivered from the anticipation and slight trepidation I felt, wondering what he planned to do to me next.

Daddy pulled back and gave me a grin as he pulled my blouse over my head, exposing my lacy black bra. I smiled shyly and tried to cover up a little bit but his stare was enough to stop me from trying to hide myself. This was going to happen; all of those years fantasizing about daddy were going to come true.

I shivered in excitement, my breasts heaving in my bra as he watched. My nipples hardened into little peaks under his gaze and I flushed when I saw him looking at my chest.

"God damn, you're so sexy," he said. He reached forward and ran a finger from one nipple to the other, eliciting a loud moan from me. He chuckled and began to fondle me roughly through the fabric. I arched my back and cried out, loving how naughty it felt to be having daddy grope me like this. When he couldn't take it anymore, he yanked my bra down, exposing my pert little breasts. They weren't very big: barely more than two handfuls, but they were perfectly shaped and my skin was smooth, blemish-free, and the color of honey. The same color as the rest of me. Daddy cupped one of my boobs and rubbed the nipple with his thumb until it was so hard, it ached. I shuddered at his touch and he simply laughed in response. He leaned down and took one into his mouth and I was overcome by pleasure. It felt so good to have daddy sucking and licking on my nipples. I had always thought it was gross when my ex-boyfriend had done it; it was kind of weird, honestly. But now, knowing that daddy wanted to touch me like this—that he liked my tits—I loved it. I thrust my chest at him, inviting his mouth and tongue to devour me and he did—taking as much of my little tit into his mouth as he could, making me moan with desire. He reached over and squeezed my free breast while he licked and sucked and I just moaned and whimpered at the feeling of pleasure he was bringing me. It was wonderful, incredible. He switched back and forth, playing with each nipple equally, giving both of my little breasts exactly what they wanted.

Finally, he looked up at me. His eyes met mine and he gave me the naughtiest smile I had ever seen.

"I want you to sit on my face," he said.

My eyes widened and I bit my lip. "Daddy, really?" I asked. Wasn't that a little... Gross? I mean, wouldn't he hate having his face sat on by my dirty girl pussy?

"Absolutely, babygirl. Sit on your daddy's face. Put that beautiful little pussy right here."

He motioned towards his lips and I shuddered, unable to stop myself from moving forward. I didn't even hesitate—I was so turned on that I needed some kind of release. I straddled daddy and slowly lowered my cunt onto his face, his lips brushing against mine. It felt good to sit on a face; I hadn't known that before, but I guess we all learn new things every day. I wiggled around a little and smiled, realizing how much control this position gave me over the situation. If I wanted daddy to lick me, I could thrust my hips down and if I wanted him to stop licking, I could just take my pussy away. Of course, the thought of actually doing that made me sick—I wasn't some horrible tease, after all. He deserved every ounce of pleasure he could get for what he'd done for me today.

"Come on, daddy. Lick your little girl," I moaned. Daddy took hold of my ass and pulled me down, making me gasp as his hot, wet tongue flicked across my pussy lips and settled into my cleft, licking the soft inner folds of flesh there. I shuddered with pleasure as his tongue swirled around my clit and then slid downwards, teasing my entrance before running back up the length of my pussy and tickling my swollen, pink button. It was almost like he'd gone down on hundreds of girls before—maybe he had—I can't remember a lot of the women he'd told me he'd fucked on my birthday. Maybe he's gone down on all of them and practiced on them; if that was true, then they were lucky as hell to have been able to taste his wonderful tongue.

"Daddy... God!" I gasped as he slid two fingers into me and began to slowly fuck them in and out of my cunt. At the same time, he nibbled my clitty gently, tugging on the flesh with his teeth and lashing it with his tongue. My breath caught in my chest and I couldn't stop myself from moaning again; he really was very good at this. His hands gripped my ass possessively, kneading and pawing at me while he suckled my clit. With each passing minute, I felt myself growing more and more excited by the skill of his hands and the warmth and firmness of his mouth.

I tried to stop myself from thinking about it, but I started getting worried. What would happen to us if someone found out? Could we be arrested or put in prison? It didn't sound very fair—all of my girlfriends wanted to fuck their daddies, why couldn't I just do this without going to jail or anything for it? And it wasn't like anyone would even want me besides my daddy, anyway! No boy would ever touch me, no man would ever want to have sex with a stupid little girl who was still practically a baby, they'd want me to get with other old gross guys who'd want me to have sex with them too and...

I stopped myself in mid-thought: that was exactly what was happening now, except that it was happening because he WANTED me to love him as more than a father! My daddy loved me so much, and now I could show him that I felt the same way about him. He wouldn't make me do something bad or ugly, not if I didn't like it and he didn't like it too! We were both enjoying ourselves, so there was nothing wrong with any of it.

The only thing that made my heart race now was wondering what else he wanted to do with me! If he could fuck me like that and eat me out like an expert... Just how kinky was my daddy, really?

Before I knew what I was saying, I begged, "Daddy, please..."

"What do you want, princess?" Daddy asked, glancing up at me between my legs, where his tongue was making fast circles around my clit.

"Take your clothes off," I panted. The fact that he was still fully clothed—his pants unzipped only, leaving his boxer shorts exposed—while I was completely naked sent delicious shivers down my spine. He grinned, his eyes locked on mine.

"That's a very dirty thought for such a pretty little girl," he said teasingly. His hand wandered between my legs and he began to slowly finger me. God, my cunt felt amazing. It clenched tightly around his fingers.

"Daddy..." I whined, shaking my head from side to side on the soft pillow. "Don't be silly. You're my daddy, after all. Don't you think we should at least SEE each other naked if we're going to... Do all those naughty things together?"

"Is that what you want, sweetheart? Would you like to see your daddy naked, too?"

I blushed a deeper red—what the fuck was wrong with me?! "Oh, god, Daddy, I feel like a little baby now."

"Why's that, honey? Because you're excited to see Daddy's big, hard cock? Because you want to see your father completely nude, stroking his hard dick in front of you while he admires his sexy girl's sexy young body?"

I nodded slowly, chewing at my bottom lip.

"Oh, good," he growled, sliding his pants down and then pulling off his shirt. He stepped back and held out his arms, giving me a quick spin. I gasped when I saw his fully erect penis standing proud. It was almost as long as the dildo he had stuffed up my ass earlier and it seemed thicker too! But he wasn't finished: no, he took his hand, grabbed it by the base, and then slowly stroked it, his fingers barely closing all the way around the girth of that beast!

"Holy fuck, Daddy!" I gasped. I had seen dicks before—on my friends who bragged about how large their boyfriends were or the porn I had watched at sleepovers, but never an actual, real life cock. The smell alone was enough to make me salivate!

"Like what you see, sweetheart?"

I licked my lips and nodded, dropping down to my knees on the carpet.

"Oh, Daddy, you're going to let me suck it?"

He groaned, his hands threading through my hair. I could see the bulging veins running along the thick shaft of his cock. My mouth watered and I felt my nipples go taut as they rubbed against the inside of my dress, making them ache deliciously. I wanted to suck this big cock! I wanted to make Daddy cum again!

I lowered my head and pressed my tongue to the thick, veiny base of his cock. He was already wet with cum and saliva, so sticky and slippery...

"That's it, sweetheart," he growled, urging me forwards, "Lick it like an ice cream cone."

My face flushed red with desire, I gave a slow, teasing lick to the base of his cock and dragged my tongue upwards, moaning as I reached the sensitive tip and gave it a quick flick with the end of my tongue, collecting a big drop of precum. It was strange but I began to love the taste. It was so strong, salty and bitter, but I craved more of it. He gave it to me too, and suddenly I was on all fours, licking away at the head of his throbbing horse cock, lapping hungrily at each droplet of precum as it appeared.

Finally, it happened: with a loud whinny, Billy thrust deep into my ass and came, bucking wildly, his balls tightening.

And then I felt it. Hot, sticky jets of horse cum, spewing into my body, filling me. It kept coming and I whimpered and tried to stand, to pull away but Billy was done playing around. I could feel the power of his legs behind me—he wasn't going to let me run away this time.

I shuddered and tried to wiggle out from underneath him, only to feel his huge paws grip my shoulders and pin me down against the stable floor. With a shuddering breath, I resigned myself to being fucked by a horse.

There were worse things to worry about, after all.

He continued to fuck me, hammering my ass as he came, jet after jet of horse cum erupting from his massive cock, spraying deep inside my tight ass. I clenched my hands and bit my lip as I tried to take his huge cock. Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore, he gave one last, triumphant thrust before pulling out and trotting back to his feed trough.

As if nothing had happened.

My clothes were still half-washed so I finished washing them and then went home, hoping I wouldn't leave a trail of cum behind me. It felt like Billy's seed was trickling out of me even now. It had been a long ride back home, and each jolt of my body sent little sparks of pleasure through me as I was forced to remember what had happened back in the stables...

As soon as I got home, I called the office and told them I wasn't going to come into work because I didn't feel well. After getting a shower, I called the vet's office and set up another appointment. They couldn't believe that the horse would mount me and when I described how I "broke" his spirit by stroking his cock and cumming on his face, they were impressed. It seems, according to them, no one had tried that before. It made me blush to know that I was the first woman to do something like that. Still, I asked that they get me a new stable hand just in case.

And finally, I went outside to finish working on my daddy's car. As I worked, I hummed to myself, remembering what had happened. Damn. Maybe I'd have to take my daddy's car out for a ride again some day.

_Fin_

7. Just A Bit Of Fun

As soon as we got there, Tiffany hopped in the pool while I stretched out on the patio. I hadn't had much sun lately and my pale skin could use a good tanning. Of course, lying out naked would have been preferable, but my father was mowing the lawn so I settled for lying on top of the blanket in my bikini.

Soon, Tiffany had emerged from the pool and climbed up beside me. "So," she said. "Are you excited about prom?"

I shrugged.

"Well, of course YOU are—you're dating Eric." She grinned and I couldn't help but smile. Everyone knew that Eric was the hottest boy in our high school class. In fact, I'm pretty sure that his picture was in every girl's locker for good luck—everyone knew that he was on track to become valedictorian and we all wanted him to be our own personal savior, to give us a good college recommendation to add to our applications.

But still, it was annoying hearing everyone talking about Eric all the time—as if he were some God-like entity and not just another dumb jock like the rest of them. Sure, he was smart and had even done some research that ended up winning him an award, but other than that, he wasn't anything special, really. I guess I was just mad at Tiffany for saying that.

"Hey, I can find a date to prom too, you know," I replied. "I might not have the hottest boyfriend, but I can find someone!"

Tiffany scoffed and shook her head.

"Please, who's gonna want to go to prom with you? Weren't you just telling us yesterday that your brother won't let you date anyone from our class?"

My shoulders sagged as I looked down at my lap. My brother hated me dating anyone from school for a few reasons: One, I was young. He was sure that if I ever met any boy from school, he'd be five years older than me and would think I'm some silly high school freshman. Two, he was always worried they were going to want me to get naked or do... More things.

When I told him about that one boy in my PE class who wanted me to play strip football, he made me show him my vagina to prove I hadn't done it yet. After that, he started checking on me almost every night, making me strip off my bottoms before bed and pull apart my pussy lips so he could make sure I wasn't lying about any boys putting anything inside me. And then when Tiffany asked if she could take me to prom with her and her boyfriend, my brother flipped out. He said he had known Tiffany's family forever and there was no way he was going to let any of their sons come near my slutty pussy. That one hurt. I knew that all my friends had already gotten to go out on dates by now and were doing things I was afraid to even imagine doing. Tiffany had given me some juicy details about making her boyfriend go down on her and how he had fingered her butt one time when she was in the bathroom in my house. The whole experience had turned her on so much she ended up giving him a blowjob before sneaking back into my room and telling me all about it.

"It's just because your brother thinks you're such a slut!" she exclaimed, rolling over to stare at me across the pillows. "But he doesn't know about how big that thing is," she added, reaching between her legs. I felt heat rushing to my face as we lay side by side, whispering to each other with the covers pulled up over our mouths. I was pretty sure my brother had gone to bed for the night but we were still being careful to stay quiet, just in case.

Tiffany stroked her fingertips up and down along the folds of her labia. "Oh, it was so huge," she whispered breathlessly. "Like a baseball bat or something. It tasted salty from when he was sweating playing the game earlier, but I liked it."

I nodded, biting down on the comforter and looking at my best friend's hands moving under the blanket. "Did it really feel like, super sensitive, down there?"

"So much better than my clit. And it was fun watching his eyes roll back in his head."

"Do you think you can get a girl to cum from just a blowjob? If it's super sensitive, she could have a really intense orgasm."

My girlfriend looked at me as if I was an idiot. "Well duh! Why do you think girls let boys put their nasty, gross cocks in their mouths?"

I giggled. She wasn't wrong.

"Have you done that with your sister's boyfriend?"

She shook her head. "He's scared of me now after what happened between him and my sister. Plus, now he knows I talk about sex all the time. He said I don't act like an 8th grade girl, whatever that means."

My best friend rolled her eyes at my shocked expression. She continued, "No, but I am going to have sex with somebody. Just, not yet. Not until I'm good and ready.

"What about you? You've never been to second base!"

I could feel the heat rushing to my face as I blushed. She was right. I was still a virgin.

"Yeah, well, that's easy for you to say," I complained. "You're a lesbian."

Tiffany laughed. "So?"

"So! Boys don't come around sniffing for lesbians. They always go after girls like me first. You don't need to worry about going all the way yet. Just get him to play with your boobies and when he goes for more, give him a shove and tell him to slow down, ok?"

I nodded but inside my heart was racing. She made it sound so easy!

We walked together down to the front lawn. There were about 20 kids there now, a good 15 boys and maybe five or six girls, mostly talking to each other in clumps on the grass, a few already running around and playing kickball. My heart jumped up into my throat. I couldn't believe I was going to talk to a boy like that! My friend nudged me a few times until finally, one of the bigger boys came walking over, looking at the two of us curiously.

"Are you new to the neighborhood?" he asked, glancing at the both of us. He was older than me, probably by at least a year or two, with a broad chest and short hair. I could see some faint muscles under his white shirt and the bulge of his arms. My best friend nodded. "Well, welcome to the block, I guess."

Tiffany put her hands behind her back, looking up at the boy innocently. "You can really do that with your tongue? It's not just a rumor?"

I wanted to die right then and there. What had I been thinking, letting Tiffany convince me that it would be easy to have sex with one of the older boys?! I wanted to shrink down into the grass and disappear forever. The boy glanced around, then back at me and Tiffany. He smiled and said, "Yeah, I bet I could do it pretty well. You want to try?"

There was nothing I could do but nod. I knew I was blushing. He led me into the garage, which was thankfully empty. No one could see us from the windows in the kitchen or living room and so no one would see as the older boy pushed me onto a table, lifted up my skirt and pulled off my panties.

"Oh my god," he said, staring at my bare cunt. "That's a nice pussy."

I bit my lip, feeling myself blush. "Thank you."

And then I watched with disbelief as he buried his face in my wet teen snatch! My eyes widened as I felt him licking at my wet flesh, teasing my lips and flicking my clit. I moaned and leaned back in the chair, running my hands through his hair, grabbing his head and holding it tightly against my dripping hole. I gasped and grunted as his tongue invaded me, slipping into my cunt, teasing my sensitive, inner walls.

"Billy..." I murmured. It was so strange having a man licking at my pussy. This boy... A boy I hardly knew! It seemed almost obscene to let him lick my cunt and yet it felt so amazing, the sensation of his mouth on my moist lips, the smell of my wet flesh filling his nostrils... It was delicious. I ran my hands along the back of his neck and across his broad shoulders. He was such an incredible specimen of manliness, just oozing strength and virility, making me so incredibly horny. I couldn't believe how lucky I was!

I glanced up at the clock in the stable and jumped up from my seat. "Shit!" I shouted, gathering up my clothes. "I'm late for work!" I rushed into the tack room and began to get dressed in my skimpy waitressing outfit. Thankfully, it was a rather conservative uniform, but it was still tight and form fitting and most important, it showed off my curves. The last thing I wanted was for any customer to be able to see the outline of my underwear though so I struggled into a pair of lacy red panties I had in my locker for special occasions (usually nights when I planned on hooking up with a boy, so that I wouldn't have to deal with his disappointment over my rather boring cotton bikini panties) and a matching bra. Next I pulled on my skirt, which hugged my hips perfectly. It came down to just above my knees and it left the bottoms of my ass cheeks exposed, a nice touch. I followed it up with a button-up blouse, only leaving the top three buttons undone (which showed off the upper half of my bra and some cleavage but not so much as to get me in trouble with my boss.) Next I slipped on a pair of sensible white Mary Jane flats and headed for the door, my ponytail swinging as I practically ran to work, hoping I would make it before my boss.

Once there, I took my usual spot behind the counter and started cleaning glasses. It was slow and we had plenty of waitresses around so it wasn't long before my boss stopped in front of me. "You're late, Miss."

I nodded. "Yes, sir. I'm sorry, Mr. Thompson. It won't happen again.

He sighed. "Well, let's see you do something for me to make it up."

"Like what, sir?"

"Take your skirt off. Then we'll talk."

I nodded and unzipped my short skirt, letting it drop to the ground, pooling around my feet. Mr. Thompson smiled appreciatively. "No underwear? You naughty girl. Do you walk around school with no panties on all day, missy?"

I blushed. "Um, usually not. Usually I just wear these tiny ones."

Mr. Thompson raised his eyebrows, smiling. "Now that is hot. I bet you could make a lot of money online, sending dirty pictures of your pretty pussy."

"Daddy said I'm not allowed," I lied. As a matter of fact, my parents let me do whatever I wanted as long as I wasn't putting myself in any physical danger (like driving drunk or hanging out with gangs) or failing classes. If I told Daddy I was sending sexy pictures of myself online, he'd probably buy me a new camera.

"Well, it's a good thing I'm here then," Mr. Thompson purred.

I raised an eyebrow. "What do you mean?"

He gestured for me to get back up on the table. I obeyed and once I had climbed up, he spread my legs apart. Before I could protest, he had whipped out his iPhone 6S+ and started snapping shots of my body. I couldn't resist, after all, the idea of my body being published all over the Internet turned me on, so I didn't try to stop him. He snapped pictures of my bare breasts, my cute pink pussy and my flat little tummy before taking one final picture and sliding his phone back in his pocket.

"And now you're going to fuck me." He told me, his hands already making short work of his belt.

I raised my eyebrows. "No. You have no right. No one even has to know what you're doing with those pics!" I demanded, hoping he'd at least let me get my skirt back on.

Mr. Thompson chuckled. "I want them and that's why I took them. Now, get those little white knees over your head. Unless you WANT me to publish these pics online? You seem like the kind of girl who enjoys her privacy. And maybe getting fucked by big horse cocks..."

I frowned and nodded. "Alright... Alright. Fine. But be gentle," I insisted. I spread my legs apart, bending them all the way back until my knees pressed up against the edge of the table.

Mr. Thompson grinned like the devil himself. His pants hit the ground and he kicked them off. His huge, throbbing black dick swung in front of him—easily twice the size of Billy. He was hung like a horse and I was about to find out exactly how good he was.

"O-okay," I mumbled, closing my eyes. This is for the pictures. Just close your eyes and let him get it out of his system. But I could feel his cock already probing at my lips. It was so huge—how was he supposed to fit that thing inside of me? There was no way!

He rubbed it on my slit for just a moment, slapping it up against my pink lips before slipping the tip into my tight little hole. I groaned and gasped, my legs going loose for just a second before I regained my composure. I closed my eyes and bit my lip, trying to keep myself from shrieking with each passing inch. My poor little pussy had never experienced such a monster before! The stretch of his head nearly sent me over the edge as he pushed it into me, sliding along the inner walls of my cunt and slowly but surely, making its way deeper and deeper until I could swear my womb was being pried open to make room for the huge cock.

"Guh—hmph," I groaned, feeling a sudden shock as his huge thing penetrated my deepest depths.

Then, suddenly, something warm and wet splattered my cheeks. I opened my eyes in a flash—just in time to see Billy' cock firing cum right into my mouth and all across my pretty face! I tried to close my eyes as cum poured down my throat and onto my tongue. I hated the taste—it was salty and nasty, and yet I loved it at the same time. It was so warm, almost hot as it spilled into me, dripping down my body and pooling on the floor beneath us. All the while, I was screaming—my moans and cries muffled by the thick member stretching my jaw to the max. He fired rope after rope of hot horse cum into my mouth, my nostrils flaring with each deep breath, the smell of fresh semen invading my senses.

I wanted to choke, to spit it out, but my eyes rolled back in my head as he emptied himself inside me, his thick, veiny shaft still throbbing. He finally began to slow down, and his cock shrank just a little, enough that my jaw was able to release his head.

As soon as he slipped out, I collapsed into the straw, my whole body feeling weak as I coughed up great globs of jizz. It was all I could taste and my mind was totally overwhelmed. I'd taken a cock nearly the size of my forearm straight down my throat, and now it had filled my belly with it's seed. My own cum dripped from my sore pussy as he came closer, rubbing his head against mine lovingly.

I could do nothing but whimper as the world went black around me...

2. A Horse In Her Heart

My daddy had been pissed that I had missed our golf date yesterday but I had blamed the weather. There was no way in hell that I was telling him that my horse had ravaged me and left me in the stables all night! So, here I was, sitting out on the balcony that overlooked the stable yard and the course beyond, eating some bran flakes with some yogurt mixed in—a perfect breakfast for my tummy which was still recovering from that big, thick horsecock plundering me like a pirate finding the motherload. I watched the boys warming up their swings and taking shots and the memory of the other day made me lick my lips. Maybe I'd get a little fun again today?

Suddenly, though, I spotted a girl entering the practice range—she was short and plump but cute, with her blonde hair up in twin ponytails. It took me a moment to remember who she was: Tiffany, a freshman in high school like me, and the daughter of one of my daddy's employees. My daddy always told me that one day, all of this would be mine but right now, it was pretty much only mine when he was out of town or otherwise indisposed and I didn't care much for taking responsibility for this place. Hell, if it wasn't for Billy, I wouldn't spend much time down here at all! Still... I did know who the girl was.

Well, she was kind of a bitch if I was being honest with myself. We used to ride together because her mom worked here too before the bitch had died and left Tiff an orphan. I had heard that Tiff had to work to help support herself and her little sister. Poor thing was probably miserable with having to work every day but honestly, I felt sorry for her. At least when mom and dad died, I had someone to take care of me.

Still... That didn't mean I wanted anything to do with her, or with anyone for that matter. People always wanted something and I'd found the best thing to do was to keep everyone around me at arm's length.

"Hey, are you alright?" she called, hurrying over to me.

I blushed. I had all but forgotten that I was naked!

"Fine, I just... I slipped," I lied, trying to cover up with hay.

Tiff raised an eyebrow but she seemed willing to let the issue go. "Oh, uh... Well, I came out to take care of your horse, I was told by the owner that you were planning to come down. I didn't think you would be, uh, dressed like this." She said with a giggle.

I nodded. "Uh, yeah..." I stood up and picked up my clothes. Thankfully, they were almost dry. "Here, give me a few minutes and I'll leave."

"No rush!" she insisted, though I suspected her mother had put her up to taking care of things, especially after hearing I was here.

I changed into my dry, yet slightly damp clothing, then climbed back onto my motorcycle. Tiffany waved to me from the stable. "See ya, Jess!"

I rolled my eyes and zoomed away, glad to be getting out of there. As much as I loved the smell of this place, I just wanted to go back home and sleep. Maybe tomorrow morning would bring better news.

And hopefully, more money. I needed that badly. I couldn't risk losing it. I'd spent too long fighting off my father's employees who thought I was easy pickings for some quick fun. It was true that I was very willing, but it wasn't their choice. Besides, that would mean losing my job...

I needed it. I had to get money soon, even if it meant being forced to ride a horse.

As I got on my bike, I found my panties were soaked. Was it possible that horse actually made me cum? Or was I wet because he licked my pussy?

Damnit, my dad was gonna smell sex all over me! Then again, that was no problem, really. It was only when he saw me cum that I got a spanking or other form of punishment. That was part of our game and I liked it, so long as the orgasm was genuine.

And damn... Gladiator almost made me cum. He was amazing! He's so fucking good... He knows exactly where to lick me...

Well, I needed the money badly. It was going to be tough. Dad will know right away. My grades are pretty bad this year, but I can always explain that with the pressure of studying. But there's one more thing that dad has not noticed yet. If he sees my new clothes, he will definitely understand everything. Maybe this horse-fucking is worth it after all. Yes. The money is worth it. He would find out sooner or later. And for now, I could afford to take risks and enjoy it.

After the first shock and fear subsided, it became very exciting. I relaxed, and Billy began to fuck me at a steady pace. I even stopped sobbing and screaming. I just lay there, my legs spread and my butt high up. And I took all his length without any complaints. Billy kept fucking my butt at the same tempo, making me moan softly. My body was tense from pleasure. After another five minutes of this joyful torment, Billy pulled out his dick with a loud popping noise and sprayed a big load of hot, sticky cum all over my back, ass, and legs.

Billy looked pleased enough. I wasn't happy because the thought about what to do with the mess he did on my back bothered me. I decided to clean myself with my blouse, and then to put it into my panties. Then, I put on my pants, still feeling his thick cock in my sore ass. When I started putting on my bra, I noticed Billy watching me intently. This got me really turned on again. "Hey," I said. "You think I'll allow you to get a free show like that? Come on, boy." And with that I went to the car.

Before starting the engine, I remembered about my blouse and panties lying in the back seat. I reached them, and then I smelled my blouse. I blushed. It seemed I was going to need a real shower after all... I felt like everyone would see right through my jeans, even though there wasn't anything on them.

On my way home, I drove slower than usual. The reason was my wet pussy. In no hurry to reach my house, I stopped on several red lights to enjoy the excitement. That day was very special for me.

My dad wasn't home when I arrived. The house was empty. He must have worked overtime at the garage again. Dad didn't like to sit behind the desk, and preferred to spend most of the time doing his own repairs. So, his manager was more than happy to let him do all the dirty jobs, especially when nobody else wanted to.

I hurried upstairs and took another long shower. I used plenty of soap to make sure there weren't any odors left, and then I put on my favorite pajamas with cute sheep and rabbits on them. When my dad came home, I ran to open the door and greeted him with a kiss on the cheek.

"Hello, Daddy," I said, smiling warmly. "How was your day?"

As he walked inside, he told me about his day at the garage. Dad seemed to be in a good mood, which meant that nothing extraordinary had happened at work today.

"By the way, baby girl, you smell... different today," he said as he followed me into the kitchen.

I knew exactly what he was talking about, but I pretended I didn't. "What are you saying?" I asked with an innocent expression.

"Well," he paused for a moment, sniffing, "you don't smell bad. Just different."

I tried not to look at his handsome face, just to concentrate on making a snack. I knew dad noticed that I wasn't looking into his eyes, so he came closer.

"Hey, sweetheart, I'm not mad, or anything, it's just..." he sighed heavily, sitting behind me, so close, that I could feel the warmth of his breath on my back. He started brushing my hair aside, kissing my shoulder and neck. "Maybe we can try another time?"

"I'll do it now, dad," I whispered, still cutting vegetables.

But my daddy didn't seem like he wanted food... He moved his hand on my hip, and then, he unbuttoned my jeans, sliding his fingers inside my panties.

"Just lay down in bed," he whispered into my ear. "Please."

And so, we stood up together. Daddy wrapped his big arm around my waist, pulling me close to him. I was shocked by what he was doing to me, but excited at the same time. It felt good when daddy touched my skin. I knew it was wrong, but I didn't want to tell him to stop.

He laid me down gently. His gaze traveled from my feet to my hips, examining every detail. He bit his lip as his eyes reached my face. "You are beautiful. I love you very much, darling. I don't want to let you go anymore."

His hand came down on my hip. It felt warm against my skin, and then his fingers began stroking my body softly. He leaned down and kissed my forehead. It felt so nice, his lips on my skin. He smiled at me when he drew away and then kissed my nose.

"This feels really weird, dad. Are we gonna..." I trailed off as I noticed the look on his face. "Are we gonna?"

He nodded slowly. He was obviously very nervous about it too, but I loved that he was doing this with me. "We are going to make love now." He said it calmly. His fingers stroked my thigh and then went between my legs. They brushed my pussy and slid down towards my vagina. It tingled a little bit as he touched my pussy. His fingers felt so good.

"Do you have any lube?" I whispered shyly. I couldn't believe how awkward this whole experience was, but at the same time, it turned me on so much.

Dad gave a little nod. Then, he climbed out of the bed.

I laid back against the pillow and stared at the ceiling as he came back into the room. He knelt beside me and held up a small bottle of clear liquid.

"Where did you get that?" I asked with surprise.

He shrugged and laughed slightly. "It was in your mom's old vanity. I got it earlier when you were making the salad. You said to set the table, didn't you? Anyway, now it's all mine."

With that, he leaned over my body. His strong arms gently wrapped around me and he began kissing me again. Our tongues tangled together for a long time as his hands rubbed and stroked my sides, squeezing my breasts from above.

He began to move his hand down to my pussy, which was still wet with pre-cum from the sex we just had. As he did, I noticed how different his movements were now, from before. He wasn't jerking his arm wildly, trying to get to the destination as fast as possible. Instead, he took his time. He ran his fingertips over the surface of my skin, slowly drawing a circle over my clitoris as he continued kissing me passionately. It felt like my entire body was being stroked by his gentle fingers. His thumb pressed softly against my clitoris, massaging it. At the same time, the hand that had been squeezing my left breast moved up to cup my face, and the fingers brushed along my lips as he continued kissing me deeply.

I wanted to say something but every time I opened my mouth, he pushed his tongue in deeper, exploring my mouth. His other hand was rubbing my clitoris faster now. I tried to match his pace by pressing my hips forward against him. I started breathing harder and moaning loudly into the kiss as he rubbed me faster and faster. All of sudden, I felt myself getting close to the edge again. Then, just as I was about to climax, he stopped touching me.

He released our kiss and backed away slightly from me. His cock was standing erect between us, glistening with saliva and pussy juice. The sight made me shiver, despite the warm air in the hayloft.

"Why?" I gasped. "What's wrong?"

"Nothing," he said smiling slightly. "Just want to see how ready you are..."

He placed two fingers into my pussy and spread it open wide. He then inserted another finger, and I moaned at how full and stretched I felt. I had never had three fingers inside me before...but then again, these were horse fingers.

He started pumping those fingers in and out, stretching me even more. My breathing quickened as I felt myself getting even wetter, and even more turned on. He looked directly into my eyes.

"I'm going to put the rest of my fist in here next."

Before I could process this information, he was already pushing his hand deeper into my pussy. The feeling was amazing: my cunt felt so full and warm. My body relaxed into the hay as he began to slowly pump his hand in and out. With every pump I let out another moan as he brushed against my G spot. Then he stopped, and started to gently pull his hand out. I didn't want to lose the warmth and sensation, and clenched my pussy to try and hold him in place. He just chuckled and grabbed my thigh to pull me into him more firmly, making me loosen my grip.

When his hand finally popped out of me, my body tensed up again. It was as if I was being ripped away from a pleasurable dream; the cold air made me shiver all over again. "What are you doing?" I asked, still slightly out of breath.

He got up and reached out his hand to help me stand up, but when I tried to do so he kept holding on and brought me up right into his arms. "You're beautiful," he whispered as he kissed the side of my neck. His words sent shivers down my spine, and goose bumps spread all over my skin. I closed my eyes and tilted my head back.

His other hand snaked around me, cupping my breast. I gasped when he flicked my nipple. "Don't stop," I moaned, and put my hand over his, wanting him to continue.

My other hand was still trapped between us, pressed against the hard muscles of his chest. His heartbeat was strong and steady under my palm. Slowly, he trailed kisses up to the hollow behind my ear and breathed deeply. He smelled amazing, and I couldn't resist inhaling his scent.

When he began to play with my nipple again, I felt lightheaded and a bit weak in the knees. I wanted to lean against him, but it would be wrong to give him the impression I was giving myself completely.

"This isn't right," I told him, but instead of putting an end to things, I grabbed his hair and pulled him to my mouth for another kiss. It felt like my body was burning from the inside, but I didn't want it to stop.

While Billy continued to fuck my ass, I found a spot to stand so that I could face him and still have something to hold onto. As soon as I was steady on my feet, I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him deeply, moaning into his mouth. His hips were still rocking forward and I whimpered every time his cock slammed into me. Billy seemed to have no idea what the concept of "too much" meant, and it both scared and excited me.

He took my left leg and placed it on a box, giving himself a better angle to plunge even deeper. I gasped as the head of his cock poked my cervix. If he hadn't slowed down a bit, I might not have lasted much longer. He had already made me cum several times, after all. Instead, he started grinding against my pelvic bone, his balls slapping against my pussy.

Billy wasn't even close to finish, so when he finally did cum inside my ass, I thought my orgasm was going to knock me unconscious. After he came, he pushed my trembling body onto a pile of hay and lay beside me. I snuggled against him, closing my eyes.

My pussy was throbbing with pleasure as well, having been ground by Billy' dick throughout the entire thing. I reached between my legs and spread the wetness between my lips, gasping slightly at how good it felt to touch my own pussy.

I let out a small sigh. Billy had fucked me good and I was ready for a short nap before leaving for home.

A half hour later, I sat at a booth in a corner of McDonalds. I had just placed my order at the counter and now all there was left for me to do was sit and wait for them to bring out my cheeseburger. I was famished, and I couldn't help but giggle a little bit as I thought back on the events of the afternoon: getting knocked into a muddy puddle, Billy licking my pussy... It sounded like the kind of crazy day you might find in a TV show. Only, in this case, it was all too real.

It was a relief when someone handed me my bag. The smell of the burger filled my nostrils, distracting me from my thoughts. I was starving and it wasn't until I had the first bite of the sandwich in my mouth that I realized exactly how hungry I really was.

The food disappeared fast. By the time I finished, I was already thinking about the second cheeseburger, wondering if I'd be able to manage two of them in one sitting or if it would be smarter to get one more meal for tomorrow. When I went to the counter again, I opted for safe and got another cheeseburger, then ordered a vanilla shake to go with it.

There were several empty booths, but I chose one close to the entrance because that meant there was no chance I would miss seeing my daddy arrive. I had called him just ten minutes ago to say I would be here, waiting for him. While I waited, I opened up the second cheeseburger and daintily tore off little chunks to eat, dipping them into the milkshake.

"That's kind of gross, don't you think?"

I looked up. There was a girl about my age, wearing a McDonalds uniform, watching me. "Um... Excuse me?"

"The cheeseburgers, I mean. They're bad enough as is, but it's even worse if you put them into the shake."

I shrugged. "Well, my dad usually gets me two of them, so they don't taste so bad after two or three."

"Wow, you sure are hungry," she said, shaking her head.

"Yeah..."

"My name's Ashley, by the way. Do you want to sit with me?"

"Sure." I smiled. The thought of making a friend and not having to be alone sounded great to me, since it seemed like things were really going badly with my life right now. Maybe having a normal friendship could help me.

We sat down at a booth together. I introduced myself. "By the way," I asked, "how did you get that job so fast? I heard the manager looking for workers, like, over an hour ago and she didn't pick any applicants."

Ashley smiled. She had gorgeous, white teeth, not unlike mine, which were bright white because I religiously flossed them every single night.

"Oh, yeah." Ashley nodded. "You have to know what to say and how to say it. That old cow will eat out of your hand if you butter her up in all the right places..."

"Huh... Do you think she likes girls?"

"That hag? Please," Ashley scoffed, rolling her eyes. "I've heard she's divorced and her husband is super rich. She's probably got money to spare."

"Oh..."

"So where are we going today?" Ashley asked. She finished her sandwich and started nibbling on one of the fries.

"Uhm... I don't know... It's my first day in town so I don't really know about any good places to shop."

"Hey, my dad has a mall in town that we can go shopping at."

"Um... Isn't that store exclusive?" I asked. Mall? I mean, I hadn't seen any signs of one anywhere in the area and certainly, not any malls.

"Nah. He just tells everybody that because he doesn't like tourists coming into the town. He thinks it brings the price down. You should be fine if I vouch for you, though."

"Well... okay, I guess," I said, shrugging my shoulders. I wasn't going to turn down the opportunity to get some new clothes anyway. The old ones I had on were practically ruined and probably still smelled from horse cum anyway. Besides, what could be worse than what Ashley was already doing to me? I doubted she could do much else to make this experience any more embarrassing for me.

The car ride to the mall was surprisingly fast considering how far the mall seemed to be from the town's center. As we arrived and parked, I noticed that it seemed really small and it made me wonder about what sort of shops were inside. I mean, how many stores could possibly fit inside such a tiny building?

After checking in with security and making sure that there weren't any minors in the area that couldn't afford a shopping spree here, we began to walk through the store. "So what kinds of stuff do you normally wear?" Ashley asked.

"Uh... I dunno... Kinda hippy-ish? Skirts, leggings, flowy shirts, those kinds of things." I said, shrugging my shoulders. I didn't see too many outfits that looked like what I was used to. "Why, what are you getting?"

Ashley held up a couple of tops and skirts. They seemed to be made of fine material and definitely didn't look like the kinds of clothes I had worn in my old town. Then, she showed me what was clearly lingerie.

"Wait—is that a corset?" I asked, looking at the outfit. "What's this for?"

"It's just some stuff I bought online for school," Ashley replied. "I think you'd look good in it though."

"I'm not wearing it..."

"Come onnnnn, please? Just try it on!"

"Um, fine..." I muttered, sighing. There were worse things Ashley could ask of me than just trying something on. At least I couldn't think of any at the moment... but I was sure there had to be something. I stepped behind the curtain she provided and quickly pulled off my riding clothes. "How the hell does this thing even go on?"

"Like a bodysuit," came her response.

I held up the corset, looking over the material. It didn't seem all too complicated... Maybe there was a trick to it I was missing. I sighed and, holding my arm straight out, slid my right leg into it. Then, I did the same for my left arm and my right leg.

The outfit ended up clinging to my skin quite snugly, almost suffocatingly so. It didn't hurt or anything but it was kind of an uncomfortable feeling. "Ashley, I don't know..." I said nervously.

"Come on, show me!" Ashley giggled.

"It's embarrassing though..." I said, my voice muffled by the curtain.

"Come on, we're friends. We shared a stall with each other in our stable team last year and you got my number. We can do this!" Ashley insisted.

I swallowed hard. She was right. So far, this hadn't been TOO bad. Maybe this would be alright too. Besides... Part of me was curious to see how I looked in this thing. I slid back the curtains and stepped out.

Ashley's eyes immediately dropped to my chest. Then her jaw did the same.

"Holy shit..." She whispered, staring at my bust.

I blushed deeply. The corset accentuated my figure rather well, and made my waist seem very small. The cups pushed my boobs up so much that it almost looked like I would burst out.

She stared at me, practically drooling, and then she snapped herself out of it.

"Wow. Just... Wow. You look fucking amazing."

I couldn't help but grin at the compliment. "Thanks," I replied, blushing slightly. "This is pretty nice."

"And you've got an excellent figure..." Ashley said with a soft chuckle. I blushed and rolled my eyes a bit but let the comment go. As embarrassing as it was, the words gave me a pleasant tingly feeling in my stomach.

As I admired myself in the mirror, my friend ran her hands up and down my back and over my shoulders. "Hmmm... Not bad at all. Very sexy," she cooed. I could see her reflection in the mirror as well: my slender and fair skinned companion had straight blonde hair that fell down to her shoulders. She looked younger than me despite the fact that she was actually the older of the two of us. Ashley's blue eyes stared intently at mine in our shared reflection and I suddenly felt very hot.

The room grew still with silence once again. I realized she hadn't looked away yet, and I couldn't take my eyes off of hers. Her face turned slowly towards my neck, but stopped about halfway and she started licking my earlobe and whispering softly.

I felt a ticklish shiver run down my spine.

"So... how does the corset feel?" she asked huskily.

A smile tugged at my lips. "Wonderful." I responded in a whisper.

Her hands slipped down to my hips, gently pulling me back onto her lap, where we sat, chest against my back and both thighs either side of me. She kissed the back of my neck and I felt goose bumps spread across the skin there.

Ashley's hands wandered up to my front, stroking and groping my tummy and lower ribs. Then they began to climb higher, coming dangerously close to my boobs. I watched them rise in the mirror, my heart starting to race when their ascent became torturously slow. Finally, her fingertips brushed lightly over my nipples, making my body jump, but then they continued upwards.

"Hmm, you really do look good in that." Ashley mumbled.

She cupped my boobs, slowly pressing them up against the confines of the corset. They weren't being restrained though, they just kind of filled the bra area. So she was effectively giving me a pair of double-D sized tits for a short while, kneading and pinching my nipples between her fingers.

"You have nice, perky nipples," she grinned at me, "perfect for clit-sucking."

I stared at her and bit my lip. The idea sounded so deliciously nasty, but I decided to not think about it. If anything, I was feeling more turned on than ever before. There was also some guilt building up inside me though, telling me that what we were doing was wrong. But it was also an exciting feeling and part of me wanted to keep going, hoping that something new was bound to happen.

My head started turning dizzy with all those mixed feelings and I let myself drop on her bed. Ashley chuckled and took off my boots one by one, then proceeded to unbuckle my belt and pulled down my pants. I lifted my butt off the mattress to give her more room. Then, she crawled up to my face and bent down to kiss me.

"I want you to touch me," I mumbled between kisses, "down there."

"You mean here?" Her fingers slid over my panties, softly poking around my most intimate area. She was driving me crazy with lust and I couldn't help but let out a soft moan.

"Hmm, I like how that sounds." She rubbed her fingers back and forth over the cotton. The only thing separating her skin from mine was that thin material. As wet as I was, my juices soaked through the cloth and coated her fingertips. "Let's see what else I can find, shall we?"

She slowly peeled my underwear off my legs and laid back between them. One hand was playing with my boobs; she cupped and stroked each breast and pinched the nipples gently between her fingers. Her other hand slipped back down between my legs, exploring.

Her thumb pressed down on my clit, causing my entire body to flinch with pleasure. Then it rubbed in circles, sending delicious waves of energy rushing through my tummy. While doing that, a couple of fingers began sliding up and down the length of my labia.

She giggled quietly when they found the sensitive opening of my pussy. Teasingly, she ran them along the moist crevice, parting the folds and dipping lightly into the wetness, coating her fingertips. Every time, the touch sent shivers of excitement throughout my body, making me tremble and twitch involuntarily.

Eventually she started to go deeper. By now, my pussy was soaked with excitement and her fingers slid easily through the juicy flesh. My insides were quivering with anticipation as I felt them getting closer and closer to my aching clit. I let out a soft moan when they reached their goal and she firmly planted a fingertip on the little sensitive nub. I clenched my teeth, desperately trying to hold back my voice.

A sudden spasm of pleasure ran through my entire body as Ashley applied some pressure to my clit. I gasped loudly and opened my eyes wide, just in time to see a mischievous grin appearing on her face. She leaned over, gently pressing her lips to mine. Simultaneously, her hand moved between my legs and she grabbed my thigh, pushing them apart. My entire body flinched again when I felt the soft touch on my bare skin. With my legs spread, my pussy was completely exposed and fully accessible to whatever Ashley might want to do to it. The thought was exhilarating.

I closed my eyes and felt her warm fingers moving between my wet outer lips again, slowly spreading them apart, baring my throbbing pink insides. A gentle gasp escaped my mouth when I suddenly felt her cool breath brushing against my exposed skin, followed by a soft wetness. A jolt of surprise went through my body: She had really done it... she had buried her tongue inside my pussy. It only took me a second to regain my composure though. "Fuck..." I moaned softly as she began moving her tongue inside my quivering pussy. It felt amazing. So warm and slippery, gently exploring every inch of me. Her nose was poking my clit, stimulating it and creating more pleasure for me to enjoy. This girl knew exactly what she was doing.

I wanted more though. My body yearned for more. After a few seconds I started bucking my hips slightly, grinding my pussy against Ashley's pretty face. I could tell she enjoyed it, too. I heard her moan softly in delight when she realized what I was doing. We established a rhythm, matching each other, increasing the pace. I groaned every time her hot tongue stroked my slick inner flesh and I wanted more and more of it.

But Ashley wanted more from me too, apparently. Without stopping her teasing licks she let go of my thigh and removed her other hand from my neck, where she had been gently stroking me with her fingertips. I felt her moving and looked over my shoulder, seeing that she had started touching herself. The girl was clearly enjoying her part in pleasuring me because the expression on her face was the same as when I was watching her eat me out earlier: pure desire and bliss. Watching her slender fingers stroke the soft, pink lips of her shaved pussy was making me very wet, but the most incredible sensation was still Ashley's tongue licking deep inside me.

I turned around again, moaning softly. For the first time since we began this naughty encounter I really felt at peace and relaxed. Her warm breath and gentle hands combined with my own gentle motions made me melt into Ashley, just letting her do whatever she wanted to me. Her fingers rubbed and massaged my inner walls, reaching deep inside me. And then suddenly I felt another pressure against my tight opening, Ashley's index finger, pushing through the tight muscles. I winced and gasped in surprise, but the pain only lasted for a split second and then the pleasure took over, as her finger found my G-spot and massaged it. I was breathing hard now, getting close again. The excitement must've been obvious because Ashley sped up her movements, sliding her finger in and out while she flicked and teased my throbbing clitoris with her hot tongue.

She wasn't holding my head in place anymore, allowing me to look at her as I rode her fingers and mouth. Her blue eyes were filled with desire as she watched my expressions. She seemed to be urging me on, her gaze demanding that I show her everything I was feeling. It was exciting. No one had ever looked at me like that before, so intently. It made my head swim and my knees go weak. As our eyes met she gave me a quick wink and I groaned, closing my eyes, feeling myself right on the edge of orgasm. I knew I couldn't stand another second of this stimulation. Her talented tongue was driving me insane and I realized I couldn't resist my release any longer. With one last shuddering moan I threw myself over the edge, my juices dripping onto her chin. This orgasm was even more intense than the last ones and I didn't have the energy left to scream or fight back. I just moaned and twitched, gripping the tree so hard my knuckles went white. After what felt like an eternity I slowly came down from the mind blowing orgasm and slumped forward.

Ashley's fingers slid out of me, and she rose up, supporting my weight as we stood together, face to face. I was still catching my breath but managed to give her a little smile. The scent of our sex mixed in the air between us, reminding me once again that I had just been fingered and licked by a girl, and that this wasn't a dream after all.

The thought was thrilling but also confusing. I tried to think about what it would mean for me if I'd enjoyed that. The only things that had seemed clear to me before this encounter were the fact that I didn't like boys, and that I never wanted to try anal sex. That latter had changed, thanks to Ashley's gentle ministrations. She'd turned me into a wanton slut with a gaping ass and a throbbing clit and she knew it. Just looking at the satisfied grin on her lips told me she was pleased with her results.

A soft titter from behind reminded me that Ashlynn was still standing there, watching us. She gave me another cheery wave when I glanced back, and I rolled my eyes at her. She may have been cute, but she was too much for me. I turned my attention back to Ashley and kissed her. I hoped it would send a clear message to both of them. I wanted to fuck more, but I also didn't want to become part of their threesome. Ashley's body pressed against mine, and she returned my kiss. Our mouths mashed together, our tongues lashing at each other's in lusty desire. One of her hands rested lightly on my waist; the other slid up my arm until it cupped my breast, squeezing it softly. My nipple poked her palm as she started to tease it, sending shivers of delight through my body. She broke our kiss just long enough to lick my neck and nibble at it, making me gasp before our mouths met again. My heart raced at the prospect of another round. I knew my ass wouldn't be up for it yet, but if she wanted to eat me, I wouldn't mind that.

Unfortunately, fate had other plans in store for me. Someone cleared his throat as loudly as he could while we were enjoying the moment. We both stopped abruptly to look for the source, and found our friend Mike standing at the entrance of our room with an enormous grin on his face. He waved at us, but neither of us returned it.

"How did you get in?" asked Ashley as she moved away from me.

"Sorry for intruding," replied Mike. "I came to check on you guys." He looked at us with a sheepish smile. "I saw you two enter the stall and didn't want to interrupt what might have been a fun little encounter. So I let myself in through the back door..."

"You pervert! What if we were fucking??" exclaimed Ashley indignantly. I laughed; if he had come a few seconds earlier...

"It seems to me that it would have been even more interesting, but you stopped just in time... Now tell me, are you willing to have a threesome with us?"

Ashley didn't look particularly amused. However, her annoyance seemed to fade, as it always does with her. "Well, you've come all the way here, it would be a waste of an opportunity..." She looked over at me. I didn't need any convincing...

"Alright," said Ashlynn. "Just remember this is a onetime thing." She walked over towards me and planted a hot kiss on my lips, wrapping her arms around my naked body. Mike's grin grew larger as he watched Ashley and I make out for the first time. I knew he had always been a little curious, and I couldn't help but tease him. I took one of my hands and cupped Ashley's breast through her shirt. After a moment of playing around, I unbuttoned her shirt and pulled it off of her, then unhooked her bra. Her perky round breasts fell out of the straps and her erect nipples pointed outward. She pulled her jeans off quickly and stood there, completely nude, in front of our two audience members.

With a sultry grin on her face, she took me by the hand and led me into the shower, where the three of us fit perfectly. The warm water trickled down our bodies, creating a feeling that was like sex all by itself. It was amazing how wet we were without having even started yet. We kissed each other deeply, and began exploring every inch of the other's body with our hands. I squeezed Ashley's breasts and kissed them lightly, sucking on her erect nipple. Meanwhile, she had taken my ass into her hands and was kneading my asscheeks eagerly. Suddenly, I felt her tongue sliding up and down my asscrack. I gasped and turned around quickly. I took the shampoo and poured it over her ass and my face. Then, I buried my face in her ass, licking the shampoo right out of it. I licked up and down the creases, making my way towards her pussy and then back again.

Meanwhile, Mike and Justin were watching intently, jerking their hard cocks at the same pace that the girls kissed. This made me so horny, and I knew Ashley loved putting on a show. Suddenly, she got down on her hands and knees, and presented her pussy to me. I could tell she was already dripping wet. I took the soap in my hands and rubbed it into a thick lather between my fingers. I placed my pointer finger at her entrance and slowly inserted it. Her soft warm pussy wrapped around my finger. I slowly added a second finger, and then a third. I began fucking her slowly with my hand. Her juices coated my palm and hand, while her ass pushed further and further against me. At this point, Mike and Justin were jerking their hard dicks faster and faster. Justin looked like he might blow his load any minute now.

At this point, I removed my hand from Ashley's dripping wet pussy and put it into my mouth, cleaning my palm of her delicious pussy juices. She moved down and I stood up, placing my pussy just above Ashley's mouth. I leaned forward to take Justin's cock in my hands and Mike's in my mouth. The three of us were moaning and groaning together with pleasure. Then, suddenly, I felt my orgasm approaching. I took both of the boys cocks and pointed them towards my mouth. As I sucked on the tips, Justin lost control and his warm salty jizz filled my mouth. His semen slid down my throat. Mike erupted soon after, filling my mouth with cum. At the same time, I felt Ashley's warm tongue begin to push into my pussy. This is what sent me over the edge, and I squirted uncontrollably into Ashley's face, covering her eyes and lips with my cum. The two of us lay back against each other on the bathroom floor and began to kiss once again.

My hands reached down to my aching pussy. I couldn't get enough of its taste, and continued to eat Ashley's sweet pussy even as I moaned with the intense feelings shooting through my body.

I heard a deep rumbling sound. For a minute, I thought it was the earthquake of my biggest orgasm yet. No! The engine had turned on! Justin and Mike were leaving without me! I looked down at Ashley, and knew what I had to do.

She smiled and crawled towards the door of the stall. "Let's give them a show."

We both stepped outside of the stall, buck-naked and dripping wet. The boys stopped short, the expressions on their faces priceless. We had to make this fast. We couldn't afford to waste any time.

I grabbed Mike's hand, Ashley doing the same to Justin. Their hands were trembling a bit. I guess we looked pretty intimidating. Especially since I hadn't shaved in two days and my landing strip was a jungle. I lead Mike to my daddy's favorite chair and sat him down, straddling his waist. His hard dick pressed against my soaked panties and I groaned in anticipation. I looked over at Ashley who had managed to get Justin naked and had started riding him right there on the carpet.

"Mmm... Looks good," I said, licking my lips and winking at her. She giggled and nodded in agreement. I turned back to Mike.

He leaned in and started to kiss me again. He felt up my tits, massaging them, his hands running along the smooth skin of my belly, across my chest, down my arms, until he took my hands and began to lick the sticky honey off of them. After he had cleaned them with his mouth, he picked up the bottle and poured some onto my nipples. He licked the honey off, taking my nipple in his mouth and nibbling it gently. His other hand reached down between my legs and stroked my wet, sticky cunt through my soaked panties, then his fingers pushed them aside and went to work, tickling my swollen clit, making me moan even louder. His thick fingers slipped inside me and his thumb rubbed my clit gently, just as his tongue moved from one tit to the other. His teeth closed on my nipples, sending electric currents running straight to my pussy. Before long, I could take no more teasing and grabbed the base of his shaft, which was slick with precum.

"I want you inside me, Mike," I growled and rubbed his cockhead against my dripping pussy. He nodded and grunted with delight as I sank down, impaling myself on his meaty prick.

He felt amazing; huge, so big inside of me. "Fuck..." I sighed, starting to move on top of him. God, it felt good to finally be fucking a boy! After all of these years of just using my own fingers and toys, a real live penis was finally splitting me open, filling me up.

"That's it... Fuck me, baby. Take my pussy, use it. It's yours," I panted, bouncing up and down on him harder now, feeling my ass cheeks jiggle with each stroke. I was glad my dad hadn't taken me clothes shopping yet, because I'd have probably bought pants that were way too tight for riding a horse. My mom was always harping on me to start buying my clothes a few sizes larger so they would fit me correctly when I started putting on weight during my pregnancy.

It felt so nice to be riding Mike and thinking about having his baby, even if it was just pretend. This is what women do; they let boys fuck them bareback and get pregnant. My friends' moms all did it, too—that's why we had such a nice house.

My pussy tightened and began to spasm around Mike's thick cock. I could hear him moaning now, too, grunting his approval as he felt my teenage pussy coming all over his fat cock. The waves of orgasm pulsed through my body as I shuddered and trembled. Finally, they subsided and I lay down on top of him, my head resting against his muscular back.

I wanted more. I was going to ride his cock until it spurted into me again and again, giving me an entire gallon of seed. I needed it inside me.

My phone rang. Shit.

It was my mom calling, wanting me to pick up some more ice cream while I was out. I told her I'd grab two cartons; my daddy always appreciated it when I had a big bowl of chocolate chip mint ice cream after sex.

"Thanks, Mom," I said. "Hey, did you need anything else while I'm at the store?"

"Some shampoo, please. And deodorant. Oh, and you could stop by the farm supply store and pick up one of those new brushes for the horses."

"One brush?" I asked.

"Just one."

I paused. One brush for two horses?

"Mom, Billy has been acting weird..."

"Oh, that old nag? Your father and I were talking about having him put down tomorrow."

"You're... Going to kill Billy?" I didn't want my parents to notice that I had just flinched when my mother had suggested euthanizing him. It wasn't even his fault, really, that he had started licking me inappropriately. In fact, I enjoyed it. Still, I would never let them know that I had sex with horses. I loved them and I couldn't stand to think about them being put down.

"Well, there's really not much else we can do. He's getting old and he just doesn't seem very happy. We've already talked to the vet and he agrees."

"He was acting a little strange the other day," I said slowly. "He knocked me down, licked me, then..." I looked at my father, pleadingly.

"Go on," he urged. I took a deep breath, then let it out slowly.

"I told him to stop and he mounted me..."

My father sighed.

"Sweetie, if he was horny enough to mount a human, well, it sounds like he has reached the end of his life..."

"Daddy, you don't understand!" I protested. He frowned.

"It was an accident. Just because he happened to put it inside you, I doubt that he was thinking you were a girl horse."

I shook my head, trying not to think about the deliciously dirty thoughts which kept filling my head.

"There's no other choice... It would be cruel to just have him euthanized without at least trying to satisfy his urge!" I protested. "After all, he won't be happy in any other situation, will he?"

My daddy shook his head. I took a deep breath.

"I'll... Take care of it, then."

"Good girl," my father said, patting my shoulder. "You know how much I dislike killing things."

"Of course," I lied, knowing he could have killed the horse just as easily as any man. I sighed and leaned on the gate of his stall, watching him eat his oats. What to do with you? I thought, tapping my chin with my finger. I couldn't help but feel responsible. After all, I was the one who had given him such an intense hard-on with all those naughty licks earlier, right? I needed to take responsibility and finish the job.

He suddenly looked up at me, licking his lips, almost like he was thinking about what I would taste like if I was made of sugar. I frowned. Was he already horny again? Maybe horses got aroused all the time when they were young and needed to get rid of that urge constantly. Who would know, really? And then, I had an idea. A wicked, delicious idea.

I reached into the feed bin and grabbed some fresh carrots. My daddy always made sure that our horses' stables were kept very clean and that meant the animals got nice, healthy meals. Now I was glad about that—it would make this fun so much easier.

First, I fed him several of the carrots, one after the other. The whole while, he followed my hand with his big brown eyes. When I stroked the velvety muzzle of his face and slipped him another one of the sweet vegetable treats, he whinnied happily and chewed loudly. What a wonderful creature he was... I just couldn't stand to think of him being put down by my father, like some kind of worthless animal. I just couldn't allow that to happen. He may be a horse, but he deserved better than death. No matter how naughty he could be. I stroked the velvety skin around his eyes and giggled.

"You're quite the horn dog, aren't you?" I cooed. He gave me a confused look. I wasn't sure if he could tell I was speaking to him like he understood, or not. "Do you like women, Billy? Hm? Or am I the only girl who's tried to seduce you like this?"

Again, the horse just stared at me, chewing noisily. A moment later, he leaned forward and tried to take the carrot from my hand, but I moved it away, holding it out of reach. He grunted, shaking his head and snorted.

"Nuh-uh. This is my price," I told him with a stern voice, though I still smiled and giggled when I said it. I was already picturing that wonderful, throbbing meat between his back legs, standing tall like a flag pole. Was he thinking about putting it back inside me, right now? I wondered how soon he would want another ride... "You want this carrot? Then you'd better get good and hard."

I looked him in the eyes, raising an eyebrow as I spoke to him. For a few moments, I could see nothing but confusion and frustration in his big, brown eyes, and then, all at once, they seemed to brighten up. His tail started to sway behind him, like some happy cat's would do. He snorted and shook his head, pawing the floor of his box stall. Could he really tell what I had said, or did he just know the meaning of the word carrot?

In any case, he was certainly starting to get horny.

His huge cock throbbed hard within seconds, hanging down between his hind legs. It swelled up to its full size in a matter of minutes; the beast having a bit more patience with it this time around. This time he had no intention of hurting me - or rather he wouldn't as long as I kept giving him those delicious carrots. If not then it would be another trip to the barn for me. He watched me expectantly.

I smiled up at the great stallion, watching how he stomped the floor in impatience. He wanted me. I reached forward, stroking the velvety tip of his cock with the palm of my hand, running my fingers up and down its length. The monster was truly amazing. As I stroked and fondled him, I couldn't help but imagine what this huge thing would feel like inside of me...

It would probably rip me in half. Or, that is, it would tear me up pretty bad, as well as being too large for me to fit in any of my holes. And yet the thought of this great beast pounding my helpless teen body was something that I found more and more appealing to me each time I took care of him. It turned me on more than I cared to admit to see his powerful body and I wondered what kind of power he would put into pounding me.

My pussy ached at the thought. I slipped my fingers into my cunt, rubbing vigorously for a few moments. My clit throbbed beneath my index finger, aching as I pressed into it. When I brought my hand away from my crotch, my fingers were glistening with juice - I was already plenty wet. That would come in handy when Billy took me again.

He neighed with delight, thrusting his cock back into my hands. His huge balls bounced with each motion as I stroked and teased his cock with my fingers.

I was already on my knees, which meant that all I had to do was spread my legs out before I was ready for Billy. I reached under his belly, grabbing hold of the base of his cock, positioning his huge tip in front of my hole.

Here goes nothing.

I squeezed my eyes shut and pushed my hips forward, forcing Billy' horse meat deep inside my virgin hole. I gave out a small cry and paused halfway down his cock, breathing hard. It hurt... But in a strange way it was nice, too. Pleasurable even, despite the pain. I looked back at the monstrously thick shaft protruding out of my ass and felt another shiver go through my body.

Fuck, why is that kind of hot...?

It took a few long seconds, but eventually I had gotten the entire thing inside of me, balls pressed firmly against my thighs.

Holy fuck, I did it... That horse cock is all the way up my ass... I actually took it!

Just when I thought it couldn't get any more insane than being fucked in the ass by a monster sized equine penis, the thrusts suddenly got rougher and faster, Billy's powerful hind legs pushing in and out with forceful, rhythmic strokes. Each motion was blissful and agonizing, sending pain and pleasure through my body in a wonderful mixture of raw ecstasy.

The pain from having such a massive cock in my asshole seemed to enhance the pleasure my pussy received from Billy' balls pounding against it, creating the most intense sensation I've ever felt in my entire life. I don't know how much longer Billy fucked me, all I remember is screaming loudly as wave after wave of orgasmic bliss swept over my body, leaving my pussy sore and my ass gaping wide.

Afterwards, I was totally exhausted. As soon as he pulled his cock out, Billy left the stall and I lay on the ground in a heap, covered in cum.

Fuck, that was good. The best sex of my life and it was with a horse! Who'da thought?!

As I slowly caught my breath, I realized I couldn't let this be a one off incident. If I went home now, I was pretty sure I would be going back to school next week without a job, still a virgin. Maybe the stables could be a second home from now on...

I got up and began to gather my clothes and the rest of my things. When I tried putting my panties back on, though, I realized something: my pussy and asshole were so sore, I couldn’t put any of my clothes back on. They pressed and rubbed against my pussy lips and made my asshole burn terribly. I winced in pain as I sat back down, naked and sore. There was no way I could ride my daddy home like this!

Well... I guess it won't hurt to stay here one night.

Billy neighed at me approvingly, and I looked over at him to see what he wanted. Suddenly, I realized that his horse cock was out, dripping cum onto the stable floor, just like mine did when I jerked off. Only his cock was about two feet long!

Well... At least this will give me something to do tonight.

I crawled over to where Billy stood and slowly began to run my tongue along his cock, tasting his salty pre-cum. It tasted so good that I couldn’t stop myself from licking and sucking every inch of him, my hands caressing the veiny horse dick with excitement as more and more cum trickled out of the tip, filling my mouth. I felt like a slut for sucking my horse's dick like this, but I didn't care anymore. He was such a well-hung stallion; why shouldn’t I want him? Why shouldn’t I let him fuck me any time he wanted? He deserved it.

The thought made me blush. But before I could stop myself, I was crawling toward Billy on all fours, letting him mount me. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath as the thick shaft of meat slid inside of me. It didn’t feel as large going in this time and I found myself moaning with pleasure as the throbbing cock filled my ass completely. Before long, my whole body was shaking and I heard myself screaming with lust and passion. All thoughts were washed away as my pussy grew hot and wet—so much wetter than before. And then the feeling hit me, causing my eyes to roll back and my head to throw backwards. My ass tightened up on the giant cock still inside of me and I came violently, squirting juices from my pussy across the hay. My ass clenched tightly around his dick and I squeezed down even harder than before, making sure that Billy was coming. I wasn't about to let go of his cock until he was finished shooting his hot cum in my ass.

I couldn't stop moaning and screaming as the huge penis shot loads and loads of cum into my ass. I didn't know what would happen next but I couldn't wait to find out. I opened my eyes just enough to look at Billy who was staring at me intently while stroking his huge cock into my butt. There was something about the way he looked at me that made me feel like he was in control now. His cock pulsated inside of me and it seemed bigger than ever before. As if reading my mind, the horse slowly withdrew himself from my butt and gave me a quick lick between the legs with his wet tongue. I lay there, still gasping for air, unable to move. I wanted more but I was scared. I didn’t know whether I would be able to take anymore of him inside of me. He seemed to understand how terrified I was because he licked my hole again and then walked away without another word.

I turned around to face Billy and stared into his eyes as I continued stroking his massive horse cock. I wasn’t sure why he hadn’t mounted me again and put more cum up my ass yet, but it felt great being this close to him and knowing that it was only a matter of time before he did so.

We stayed together like this for some time until suddenly, he started neighing loudly and pawed the ground furiously. I could tell by the tone of his whinnies that he was aroused by what I had been doing and that he wanted me to continue pleasing him even more than he already was. His large body shuddered violently as he let out several loud groans and then he let out a series of rapid breaths and jerked his hips forward. I quickly grabbed hold of his thick, pulsating shaft and rubbed it against my naked body until he finally began shooting semen all over me. The hot sticky liquid coated my skin and ran down my arms, chest, legs, thighs, neck, and breasts.

Eventually, he stopped spraying his load all over me, but I didn't stop pumping his shaft; instead I brought my mouth closer to his tip and kept stroking his dick with both hands until he came again, filling my mouth with another batch of his delicious seed. I sucked greedily on his tip and swallowed every drop of his salty juice before pulling away. Afterward, we collapsed back onto the ground in exhaustion. We lay there for several minutes enjoying the silence while resting against each other until I eventually spoke.

"Thank you for today, Billy."

He made no reply except to nuzzle my neck affectionately. Then he licked my cheek and got back on his hooves. He turned away from me and stood at attention facing the stall wall where I noticed the image of a black horse hanging above us. I wasn't sure why there was such an elaborate picture hanging over Billy' stall, but at least it wasn't a crucifix. I was pretty sure that horses couldn't be religious. Although now that I thought about it, maybe this wasn't actually a church stable at all...

As the black horse moved closer towards me, I felt my heart begin to race faster than it had during my time with Billy. He took another step towards me and it felt like the world was slowing down around me. He opened his mouth to speak and it felt like eternity until his lips moved again.

"Why are you here, Missy?" asked the voice of the black horse. I realized that the picture above was not actually a picture after all. Instead, it was the image of an ancient African king carved into stone that hung upon a wall covered by moss and ivy.

I was speechless as the sound of laughter echoed through the stables. At the moment, I found myself wanting to get as far away as I possibly could. However, before I could run, I heard the familiar voice of my father, who had just arrived to fetch me home.

"Missy, did you really think that I wouldn't find out about what happened in the woods today? Did you believe that I wouldn't hear how you allowed Billy to perform acts of deviant behavior on your own body?"

My head snapped up from the floor where I was laying, completely exposed and vulnerable, the smell of the horse semen still strong in the air. Tears ran down my face as the shock began to wear off and realization started to set in. I knew my daddy was an angry man, but I had never thought that he would go this far. He had always been very strict and controlling, but that was only because he wanted the best for me. He truly loved me and I knew that, deep down. It didn't make up for all of the things he had done over the years that had hurt me, but I hoped that somewhere inside his soul there was goodness, buried under a mountain of hatred and anger. I also knew, however, that when he felt wronged, his anger usually boiled over into violence and destruction. Sometimes it took months for him to let it out and sometimes it came instantly. Either way, it never ended well for the other person. Now, that other person was me.

I began to crawl to the side of Billy' stall, away from him. "Daddy, please, it's not like that. You don't understand... We weren't doing anything!" I didn't bother to stand up or attempt to cover my naked body with my hands. Doing something like that would only fuel his anger more and I knew that his rage might be violent.

"You were covered in horse semen, Missy." His words dripped with hate, "I will not tolerate having a slut as a daughter and if you insist on acting like a whore, I will treat you like one. I have given you everything your little heart desires, yet you continue to push my buttons," he snapped his fingers and a small crowd of what I can only assume were guards or workers entered the stables behind my father. "These men work for me and they are under my employment. Since you seem to enjoy spreading those legs so often, it's time they put your holes to use. I will not let this insubordination go unpunished!"

My jaw dropped. I was being publicly used as punishment. My life had officially turned into a terrible porno. If my parents had any money and my sister and I did not want for anything, that would have made the situation at least somewhat bearable but this was just unfair. I wanted to turn back time and make things right with dad, to fix our relationship. I would even settle for an apology. All I got from him was this twisted sense of justice that resulted in my ass hanging out of the barn stable's walls while I took three cocks all at once: a massive bull cock buried balls deep in my mouth, my hands working on two smaller men near the door to the stable, and another cock up my ass. It belonged to the farm owner's son and he had a fat ass; thicker than the others in the group of men. My pussy was completely stuffed at this point, though I wasn't getting much pleasure out of it. My nipples were being pinched and pulled at by the guy in front and it felt as if someone was squeezing my breasts like a stress ball. The other two people in front were rubbing their thumbs against my clit. I was dripping wet. I hated what I was becoming.

Each cock I took was larger and more girthy than the last; the biggest one I had was the black bull's penis. He grabbed onto my hips and slammed me onto his cock and it nearly made me pass out. I could not breathe when he shoved his penis into me. Each time he thrust I thought I would go crazy from how painful it was but after he began using my vagina it hurt less than it had at first. The man behind me seemed to be enjoying himself. He grabbed hold of my breasts and bounced them around. Every inch of my body was being penetrated with the exception of my asshole, which was left empty.

This was supposed to punish me?

"What kind of punishment is this?" I cried.

I saw several more men approaching through the trees. This had better not end here...

The men gathered around me as if I were some animal who'd fallen prey to a lion. A pack of lions, ready to eat me alive, as far as I was concerned. They stroked themselves vigorously and pushed their penises together into one large organism. It was disgusting. The smell of sex and semen filled the air. There were at least six or seven men around me, all rubbing against each other, their dicks twitching and pulsing with each motion.

It took me a second to realize what they wanted.

As they started pushing toward me, I reached out and grabbed at one. He was the farthest from the group and was also closest to my current position. I felt his hot skin underneath my palms as I grabbed onto him for dear life. When our eyes met, his expression changed. He looked surprised but not exactly happy about the sudden encounter. Then he glanced at the group of men heading towards us, who were making angry, displeased noises.

"What's wrong?" I asked him as calmly as possible. "Why don't you want me?"

He swallowed and looked away from me nervously. Something wasn't right here. He seemed almost afraid of what was happening between us. His hands trembled in my grip and when I touched his lips lightly with my fingers, I felt him startle violently.

"It's alright," I said quietly as my hand moved down his chest slowly until it rested on his crotch again. He flinched away but I continued to reach out. His dick twitched against my fingers, the skin moving freely as my hand rubbed along his shaft. It grew quickly until it was fully erect and I grasped the base. He whinnied softly when I leaned forward and took him into my mouth, tasting the slightly bitter flavor of his cum. It ran down the back of my throat as I swallowed, moaning against him and sliding him deeper.

His hips began to rock slightly and I felt him begin to thrust himself into my mouth. My body pressed against his thighs and I could feel his hot breath on my bare stomach as his thick, hard cock slammed into my mouth. This position was much harder to hold though and before long, I had to pull off. A trail of saliva and precum dripped from my chin to his erection as I stared up at him. He seemed a little disappointed and let out another small whinny as I stroked him a few times.

"It's alright, baby... I promise." I got onto my knees between his legs, my own legs spreading wide. "You'll get to put your cock inside of me." I smiled, holding onto the base of his cock and pressing the head against my pussy. He seemed to catch on, shifting slightly on the bed and thrusting his hips forward. The tip pushed into me, making me gasp at his size. I closed my eyes, lowering myself down on him slowly, taking him inch by inch until I reached the base. "God, yes!"

I grabbed onto his thighs, using them to brace myself as I began to ride him. His thick cock filled me completely, stretching me to my limits as I began to bounce up and down his shaft. My breasts bounced wildly as I picked up the pace, my moans increasing with my speed. I couldn't believe I had waited so long to lose my virginity to him! My pussy was so incredibly tight around his dick; how had I lived for so long without this?!

I screamed loudly as he lifted his hindquarters, forcing himself even deeper into me. I could feel him pounding my cervix with each thrust and after a few more deep pushes, I felt him break through my inner wall. The sudden pain quickly subsided as his cock continued to force its way into my womb.

It seemed like it must have been at least two feet long and as he started bucking his hips, the thick tip of his cock pressed against the deepest parts of my pussy, stretching it so much it hurt.

"Oh, god... Billy, baby... I'm cumming! Oh, fuck me!"

The sensation of having his cock so deeply inside me drove me wild as I shook violently. A powerful orgasm ripped through my body, leaving me weak as my entire body tensed. My pussy clenched around the massive shaft which filled it, gripping it firmly as I came. When my orgasm passed I lay limply in the hay with Billy lying next to me, his head gently resting on my shoulder. I stroked his muscular neck and nuzzled his strong jaw, kissing him softly. He just snorted in reply and began licking my nipples, tickling them and making me giggle.

With the last of my strength, I crawled over to where my riding clothes were. They were mostly dry now. I looked back at Billy and sighed. The thought of riding all the way home nude with an aching pussy and my asshole stretched to the max was unappealing to say the least, but I didn't really have much choice. It wasn't like I could ask Billy to ride me home. He didn't have a saddle and besides, it would be difficult enough riding bareback. If I did it while carrying him too, I'd probably fall off. So I reluctantly put on my clothes and after making sure Billy had plenty of hay, left him to go find my mom.

My father was nowhere to be found, but my mother was waiting by the entrance of the stable with her phone in hand. "I got a call from someone at school," she said as soon as she saw me. "Apparently you're running for office?"

I was a little surprised. It hadn't really occurred to me that the speech I gave in class might get out, but apparently, I was wrong.

"Oh... Yes, Mom, I am."

She shook her head. "You should have told me earlier, dear. I could have been helping you campaign and get a head start!" She shook her head again, looking sad. "But it's all right. We'll do what we can here, I guess. Come along—it's late."

We got in the car and drove home without incident. When we arrived, the first thing I noticed was the large white truck parked outside. Next to it was a man and a woman, both around fifty, sitting on our porch and watching the stars. I guessed who they were immediately and rushed to greet them.

"Hello, Mr. and Mrs. Johnson!" I said brightly, reaching out my hand and shaking theirs in turn.

They smiled. They were two of my mother's oldest friends. Both retired, they now worked together as private investigators and it just so happened that they lived only a short drive away from us.

Mrs. Johnson, a petite lady with black hair and dark eyes, greeted me with a smile. "Your mom tells us you're running for student office?" She smiled, patting her husband on the arm. "Why don't we help you with your campaign and maybe we can get our little boy over here a new daddy!"

Her son was about my age and always struck me as strange. His name was Todd. He had never asked me out but there were plenty of rumors he was gay. If he was, it seemed like his mother had no idea and she'd been trying for years to get him married off.

"I know, how embarrassing," I muttered, blushing bright red. It wasn't that I didn't want a new dad—my father had been absent from my life since I was a young child and, honestly, I didn't even remember what he looked like. My mother told me he was tall and blond with green eyes, which was why I was also short and blond and had blue eyes. My brother, on the other hand, took after our mother, with black hair and deep brown eyes. We got along really well because we understood each other, even if he teased me endlessly, sometimes.

And, to be honest, I was pretty open about my interest in dating boys and having them as boyfriends. I had a reputation around my school as someone who was easy, because I really did enjoy having a nice cock inside of me. I loved fucking. I loved the feeling of my body being taken by a man... Or, at least, I did. And then I met Billy...

"So you have your first date tonight?" Mrs. Johnson asked. "That's great news!"

I forced a smile and nodded. "He seems pretty sweet," I said. Which was true—his personality was just kind of, well, flat. It was something I would talk about later. With my brother, probably.

Mrs. Johnson seemed convinced of my story because she let me go without saying anything else about it. My brother was waiting outside the room when I emerged and he was grinning ear to ear. "Good work, sis. We should get home so you can get all dressed up for your date."

When we got to the car, he turned to me. "We need to talk about this, okay? In a few hours."

I frowned but nodded. What did he want to talk about? Was I doing something wrong? Was something else going on that I didn't know about?

He saw the concern on my face and reached out to touch my arm. "Nothing bad," he said with a chuckle.

I smiled at him weakly. "Okay... Later," I said with a nod.
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Late that afternoon, after spending some time doing chores around the farm and taking a shower, I headed into the kitchen to fix a snack. While I was munching on an apple, my mother walked in. She was dressed casually—a white blouse with jeans. She looked beautiful, though she'd put off makeup, for now, but there was a tiredness around her eyes that seemed almost permanent these days.

"You know you're grounded, right?" She asked me, raising a brow.

"What? Why?!" I demanded.

She shrugged. "It's pretty simple logic: you get punished when you disobey or do something wrong, and since you snuck off to a party, got caught and were driven home by police officers, I can't imagine anything being more deserving of grounding!" She sighed. "Look, sweetheart, we're all struggling here."

"Don't tell me you believe all this crap they're saying about dad?" I asked. I glanced over at my mother - she was still watching the TV and didn't appear to have heard what we were talking about. I was grateful for that. I wanted to keep it that way. The longer she had to think about everything going on, the more confused she got. I didn't want her getting any more involved in the situation than necessary. It was better that she just stayed focused on herself and her health.
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Maddie sat down on the chair in front of my desk and folded her hands neatly on her lap, "I know it's strange and I hope you don't mind but I have... A confession to make. I was curious. About your father and his work and what you would be getting up to today."

What?

Her lips formed a smile and her blue eyes flashed as she leaned back in the chair. Her hands slipped to the inside of her thighs and her legs parted slowly, revealing the hem of something bright green under her skirt. What the fuck? Was she wearing thigh high stockings? Why? It was such an odd choice for school attire. The principal always said girls should dress smartly, with skirts at least reaching mid-thigh...

And then Maddie hiked her skirt up and revealed the truth to me: what she was wearing weren't just ordinary stockings. They were thick and ribbed with a bulging section at the end where they connected to a set of lacy green panties.

"You're wearing a... what?" I stammered.

Maddie licked her lips, "A cock sleeve. Haven't you ever heard of one before?" She teased me.

I blinked stupidly at her. No, I hadn't ever heard of one. A quick mental image sprang into mind of a sock over a dick and I wondered how it was possible.

I glanced down, between Maddie's legs. There, just above her pussy, was a small, round bulge pressing against the fabric. It wasn't very big, maybe the size of a baseball. It didn't look at all like a dick.

Maddie followed my eyes to her crotch, "Oh... That thing? You haven't figured it out yet, have you?" Her tone was still light and teasing. What was going on here? Why was she acting this way?

I stared blankly at her. I was lost.

She let out an impatient sigh and slipped a finger down between her legs. I watched her as she slid it across the fabric between her legs and slowly traced up. I squinted and I finally saw what she was pointing at: what I thought had been a bulge was a very small penis and testicles, barely visible through her panties. My eyes widened. What in the fuck?!

"No!" I gasped.

"Yes..." She replied with a nod of her head and a big smile. "That's right. This is a strapon. Do you like it? It was very expensive but so worth the price, don't you think?"

Maddie stood up. She slipped one hand into mine and guided it to the fake penis strapped to her crotch. I couldn't believe I hadn't noticed it earlier—it was quite obvious now, straining against her skirt. She pressed my hand against it and then wrapped it around it, so I was sort of stroking it with my fingertips.

It was soft but hard, like a plastic water bottle. I was surprised at how soft it was. I glanced up at Maddie's face and she was grinning at me. I glanced back down and saw that it was a pale flesh color, just a shade or two lighter than the rest of her skin. At the tip was a bright pink, bulbous head. I let my fingertips drift down to her balls—or what I guessed were her balls. They too were small, about the size of a handful of grapes. Was that all fake as well? Or had those shrunk as well? Had Maddie actually lost her dick, only to be replaced by that thing she had shoved between my legs? Was it all real? I didn't want to ask and feel like I was questioning her integrity... I was honestly too freaked out to care at the moment anyway.

I took my hands away. This was getting weird. I needed to get away from this chick and fast. The fact that she had something growing where she was supposed to have a dick was enough to freak me out but that thing on her crotch looked pretty dang real. Maybe it was fake, or maybe it was just really convincing... Who knew? All I knew is that it wasn't real. Right? And that I wanted to get as far away from this psycho-chick as humanly possible!

"Maddie..." I said slowly. "I've gotta go. I'll see you tomorrow."

I moved to walk around her but she held out a hand to block me. Her long nails dug into my shoulder and when I turned, her eyes flashed with anger.

"What are you trying to say?" She hissed, the anger clear in her voice. "Do I repulse you?"

"No," I lied.

She snorted and reached down to grab my skirt, ripping it away.

"You don't want to be with someone like me?" she growled, tugging my panties down next. "Maybe you'd be happier with someone like this!"

She pulled a strapon out from her backpack—this one was bigger, thicker, longer, and flesh-colored. The entire thing seemed to be made out of silicone and when she slipped it over her smooth mound, it looked like a real cock attached to her. She flipped up a flap on it and began to pour lube all over the head and shaft. She pumped it into her hand, slicking up the whole toy with her palm.

She spun me around and pressed me up against a fence. As she did, I heard her drop her pants and underwear to the ground, followed by her zipper. I felt something cold press up against my backside, slipping between my cheeks and sliding right to my hole. Her finger probed me there and then suddenly, it was sliding in. I gasped as she wormed it in deeper, all the way to the knuckle.

"Nice and loose..." she remarked with a smile. "Good. You'll need it."

"Maddie... Please, this is ridiculous..."

"You're about to see just how ridiculous it is," she giggled, pressing the dildo to my asshole. I clenched it tighter. I hadn't let anyone put anything in there yet... This was going to be a real test. But when it touched my taut hole, something seemed to take over: it was as if my body knew what to do. Suddenly, the tip was in. The whole thing pressed forward slowly, my body relaxing as if on instinct, opening up for Maddie's intruding toy. She smiled, her expression gentle as my virgin butt-hole opened for the first time. Before I knew what was happening, all ten inches were sliding home.

"It feels funny," I told Maddie. She looked down at me, grinning. "Yeah?"

"Yeah!" I panted. "And it won't stop throbbing! I can feel it twitching!"

Maddie smiled wider. "That means it likes you," she said. I stared at it, amazed: there it was, hanging between her legs, the straps digging into her thighs to hold it in place. I knew there were people who wanted to be born that way... A girl on the inside, boy on the outside. But what surprised me was that Maddie wasn't even transgender; she was completely cis. And yet here she was, dressed up with a strapon cock just for me.

It seemed almost surreal but I had learned something about Maddie since we had become friends: sometimes, she did things just because she enjoyed them. It didn't always make sense. If you asked her why, she would simply say that's what turned her on.

And now, I was learning more and more about what made her turn on...

"Take off your top, then your bottoms," Maddie ordered me. I quickly obeyed. Within a minute, I was naked, except for the panties that I hadn't yet taken off. I was nervous, not quite sure what was going to happen, and the thought of her wearing that giant toy cock was turning me on immensely. Before I knew what was happening, it was pressing between my thighs and rubbing along the lips of my pussy. It was warm, slick and silky smooth—like real skin—as it pressed against me, slipping into my wet slit. As the tip passed over my pussy, it sent bolts of pleasure through my body, and I cried out as my body shuddered. It felt amazingly good to be touched this way after spending so much time thinking I was destined to live life without a boyfriend.

My best friend, however, was determined to help me find one, even if it meant making me into her slutty little slave. The strap-on dildo she wore, complete with a vibrating egg attachment designed for her clit, continued to rub against my sensitive slit. "I'm sorry," I gasped, trying to sound apologetic, but I couldn't resist pressing my pussy against the toy dick as I spoke, driving it deeper inside. "Please forgive me, I'll make it up to you." I sounded like a porn star, I knew, but it just felt right.

"Yes, you will make it up to me. I think I know exactly what you can do for me too. Something you've been needing too," said Maddie as she took me by the hand and led me down into the basement. "Strip me," she ordered.

I did as I was told, pulling down Maddie's pants and removing her blouse, revealing her perfect body in nothing but a strapless bra and thong, both made out of lacy black lingerie. She wasn't much taller than I am, only about an inch or so, but her breasts were bigger—at least a cup size larger—and rounder. Hers didn't jut forward so prominently; rather, they stood tall on her chest.

Once naked, she went to her trunk where she kept her toys and pulled out a long, thick, double-ended dildo. One end was slightly smaller than the other. I stared at it and wondered which was supposed to go in her pussy and which was supposed to go in my ass. The question became even more important once Maddie bent me over a chair, ass facing her. Before I knew what was going on, there was a cool, slick liquid running down the crack of my ass and the big end of the toy was pressing against my back hole.

"Uh oh..." I heard Maddie muttering. Then, I felt pressure as she tried to insert it into my anus. At first, I gasped and pushed it away, but it wouldn't budge. She gave me a sharp, hard smack on the bottom and ordered me to hold still. Then, I felt it—my asshole relaxed and allowed the huge, bulbous head of the dildo to slide into my ass, followed by more and more of that thick toy, stuffing me full until I was sure there was no room in my bowels for anything else.

It hurt and yet... It felt delicious, being stretched open like that. My tight little brown hole was all but spasming around the giant plastic penis stuck in it. I groaned, burying my face in the cushion of the chair, whimpering and moaning as Maddie grabbed me by the waist and thrust my hips back toward her, forcing even more of the monster toy inside my bowels. Soon, she was fucking me hard with the thick length of plastic, jamming it into my ass and making me squeal as she reamed me.

The more Maddie fucked me with that huge toy, the wetter I got. By the time she reached around to stroke my clit, my pussy was dripping wet. She stroked me faster and faster as she pounded my ass with that huge fake cock until finally, I screamed. I had to bury my face into the pillows of the chair to avoid being too loud. My pussy quivered and my body shook as I came. As I collapsed, gasping, the toy slipped out of my ass and onto the carpet, where I was sure Maddie would leave it for me to clean.

But at the moment, I was just glad to be able to relax. I rolled over onto my back and looked up at Maddie. She smirked down at me, reaching to run her finger along my sweaty torso. I shivered from the light touch against my flushed skin. I was already sore and sensitive—this was just icing on the cake.

"You did great," Maddie said with a grin, her green eyes practically sparkling as they locked onto mine.

"Th-thank you," I stammered. I had never done this sort of thing before. Even though I was eighteen now, I felt like such an innocent girl... A young girl playing at being older. But Maddie knew what she was doing... And I loved it. I loved everything she'd shown me so far and I wanted to keep learning, keep exploring. Keep... Being with her.

"Your ass is even tighter than it looks," Maddie murmured. I could only whimper at this, my face bright red. That just made Maddie giggle as she stroked my hair. I shivered again, the sensation of her fingers playing through my hair sending tingles down my spine.

"You're so adorable," Maddie said softly, stroking my chin. "We'll have to do this again sometime..."

She trailed off and I could hear the meaning behind those words. It was obvious that what she really wanted was another round. And, I realized as I looked up at her beautiful face, her shining eyes, and those soft pink lips... I would be more than willing to give that to her. I'd let her stick whatever toys she wanted into my asshole. I'd suck her strapon if I had to. Or maybe it was the other way around.

She laughed again, this time louder and more boisterous. "Oh, you poor thing!" She cried. "You can barely walk! I suppose I'll just have to carry you, won't I?"

Before I could say anything, she wrapped an arm around my torso and one under my legs, scooping me up with all the grace of a superhero.

As if reading my mind, Maddie smiled at me, her emerald eyes dancing with mischief. "Don't worry, sweetie - I won't drop you."

"Are you sure about that?" I asked playfully. She only chuckled and nodded.

"I'm quite experienced with holding beautiful girls in my arms," she said. As she spoke, I noticed how soft her voice was, as though she was trying to lull me to sleep with just words. "And don't you worry - we're going to get you to bed soon. You must be exhausted after all that riding."

"Yeah, right..." I muttered. If Maddie heard me, she didn't give any sign of it. Either way, I couldn't stop thinking about her words. "Holding beautiful girls in your arms"... Was that a common occurrence? And just how far did these trysts go, exactly? I was certain that Maddie's relationship with other women extended beyond simple embraces and cuddling... But were they really fucking? The thought of it made me both excited and uncomfortable: on one hand, Maddie was very pretty (to say the least) and I could easily picture her having fun with another girl, but then again... It felt like such an intimate, personal thing. Maybe I didn't want to intrude. I had never considered myself as someone who had a problem with homosexuality, but for some reason, this was different... But I found myself thinking that if she wanted me to watch her fuck someone else, I would be very willing indeed.

My breath quickened as we headed toward the barn. "Here we are," Maddie said softly. Suddenly, I realized something: we weren't heading towards the big, wooden structure at all, but instead into a small house near the stables. What was she doing? And why was I still pretending not to understand her intentions? As we entered the little building and I looked around the cozy interior, I could no longer pretend otherwise. The entire cottage, it appeared, was a single room, though it was quite sizable. A massive, king sized bed stood against the far wall, looking out through a window that allowed us a wonderful view of the rolling hills of the farm, all shrouded in the twilight.

As I watched through the window, I felt Maddie begin to lower my pants, her delicate fingers caressing my smooth legs as they slipped off of my hips and dropped to the ground, followed closely by my underwear. The cool spring air tickled my thighs and pussy as it brushed against them. "Don't worry, sweetie." Her words, warm and soft, breathed into my ear. "It's okay; you can make yourself comfortable now... That's it..."

I let out a sigh as I felt her gentle touch on my shoulders, guiding me down onto my knees. "Very good, Jessy," she murmured into my ear, and I swear that the warmth of her breath brought a chill to my body. "Just like that... Now bend over and put your hands right here."

There was an ottoman beneath the window that stood opposite the bed. I did as she said, getting down on my hands and knees before leaning over to place my palms flat on its surface. I felt incredibly vulnerable in that position: my bare butt in the air, exposed to whoever cared to look upon me. "Good girl, Jessy... You're such a pretty little thing," Maddie cooed softly, sliding her hand gently along my rump. It tingled lightly where it touched.

She drew close to me, pressing herself against my back. Her body felt hot—far warmer than I expected it to—and she smelled good—like fresh laundry or maybe flowers. The scent was unfamiliar but comforting.

Her lips brushed my ear lightly when she next spoke. "I've been wanting to do this to you for awhile... Ever since the moment I first saw you..." She paused briefly, then leaned away from me slightly, letting out a little sigh. A sudden burst of cold air hit my body, raising goosebumps on my skin, sending a shiver up my spine. Then her heat was back again, warm and soft against my cool skin.

When she finally continued speaking, I could sense the lust in her voice—the need. "I'm gonna take you now... I'm going to make you mine... All mine..." she whispered, trailing her fingers over the curve of my back. She traced the line of my spine with one fingertip, causing another shiver to run through me. I felt her warm breath on my skin a moment before I felt her wet tongue lick its way along my back. A groan escaped from my lips and I shivered again. Her hand rested gently upon the small of my back.

"You're such a naughty girl," Maddie murmured as she leaned closer. I felt her breasts press against my butt cheeks, causing me to gasp at the contact. My ass must have still been sensitive from the horse fuck earlier, I realized. As her boobs pressed into me, a jolt shot through my entire body, making my legs weak. My knees shook slightly as I fought to remain standing upright, but it was all futile; my legs wouldn't stop quivering.

Maddie laughed quietly at my response and ran a finger across my cheek. "And yet so beautiful and innocent... So vulnerable."

"Please don't hurt me."

"Hurt you? Honey, why would I ever want to do that?" she asked, trailing her finger down my jaw, over my neck. "As much as I might be enjoying this, Jessy, this is all about you..." she said. She gently cupped one of my breasts in her hand, rolling my nipple between thumb and forefinger. It hardened almost immediately, sending sparks shooting through me. "What makes you happy?"

"I... I don't know," I confessed. Maddie's touch felt electric against my skin, but at the same time soothing. "It feels like forever since anybody touched me... Since anyone cared to."

She ran her fingertip down my throat, letting out a tiny chuckle. I could tell she was trying to act confident, but there was something else in the way her voice wavered, in the way her eyes searched mine. And when I looked deep into them, I saw uncertainty, loneliness. A little part of me couldn't help but feel drawn to this girl, to find some small connection with her. In that moment, we were one and the same: two confused teenagers on the verge of losing ourselves.

With that thought in mind, I closed my eyes, savoring every sensation. I moaned softly, leaning my head back against the cushions, exposing more of my throat. Maddie moved even closer to me now, until our bodies were practically touching, her hot breath tickling my cheek. She placed her hands around my waist and slid them down along my sides, her soft touch leaving a trail of fire behind. I bit my lower lip, gasping as she continued caressing me all the way down to the edge of the towel. Then, her fingers were playing with the fabric, fidgeting with it, slowly beginning to unwrap it. When I glanced at her face, she returned my gaze, locking eyes with me for a long moment. She hesitated for a split-second before sliding her fingers underneath the wet towel. Slowly, oh so slowly, she pulled it back. I didn't stop her, and soon my body lay exposed before her. Her lips parted as she let out a heavy sigh.

"You're beautiful," she whispered, running her palms across my stomach. Her hands reached my breasts and then she cupped them gently, pressing them together.

I let out a soft whimper, my whole body quivering. "This is my first time."

I wasn’t sure what came over me as I said these words, but suddenly, I felt completely comfortable. Comfortable enough to just open myself up and let her fuck me... Whatever she wanted to do with me, whatever she had in mind, I was going to accept it, without reservation. She could take my virginity, fuck me with toys, tie me up and spank me; I would give it to her, whatever she wanted.

And I knew she was thinking about that now, too. She wanted to make this experience one I would never forget. I saw it in her eyes when we kissed, when she took hold of my hips and pushed me against the bed. Suddenly, I found myself sitting on the edge of the mattress with Maddie straddling my leg, rubbing her thigh against mine. Then, she moved closer—a little bit awkward at first, but then our bodies began to fall into perfect synch, and my leg was pressed up between Maddie's legs as she humped me. As she began moving back and forth, grinding herself against my leg, I noticed her pussy was dripping wet and leaving a stain on my stocking. The thought turned me on immensely, and I slid my hand down Maddie's thigh, pushing my fingers underneath her skirt until I felt her wet lips. A moan escaped her mouth as my fingertips teased her pussy.

Suddenly, I was kissing her neck. It had just happened: my mouth was against her skin and her scent filled my senses. And as I kissed her soft skin, gently moving my lips toward her collar bone, I slid a finger inside of her, feeling how wet she was. She trembled a little, but I pulled her tighter against me and whispered, "It's okay, don't be shy. You're already wet."

She nodded and began moving again, rocking her hips back and forth to slide along my thigh. Her movement had gotten bolder now and her clit was clearly brushing my skin as she fucked my leg. Maddie gasped, her cheeks reddening and her eyelashes fluttered as I slid a second finger into her tight hole. "You're so fucking hot," I breathed into her ear, teasing the delicate flesh with the tip of my tongue. My thumb brushed over her swollen clit and she moaned again. I could feel her trembling and knew she was already close to coming. But she slowed her movements down until she stopped, pulling away from me a little. I couldn't help but smile a little as she sat back and pulled up her skirt, revealing her pretty, neatly shaved pussy. And for a second I wondered if she had done that because she knew what would happen...

And then there was nothing more for us to do than give into our urges. She slid between my legs, her body resting on its side as she reached for the hem of my dress and slid it up, exposing my thigh high-clad legs. She ran her hands along my smooth, tan thighs, then pulled me closer and put her lips against my leg. She was slow, her movements deliberate as she sucked on my inner thigh. With each passing moment I wanted her more and more, my heart pounding in my chest so loud I was certain she must hear it.

I slid my hand down and ran a finger along her pussy, enjoying the way she shuddered. I slid another finger along her labia, spreading them gently, exposing her glistening pink opening. Then I slid my finger into her, and then out. As I worked her, she began grinding against my leg again, her body shuddering and quivering. I felt myself getting wetter and wetter as her pussy slid over my skin, knowing that soon I would get what I really wanted. It was all I could think of right then – her, me, our bodies entwined, pressed against one another. I thought I would go crazy wanting her so badly. I began to tremble, barely able to contain myself any longer. I knew that my panties were soaking, wet with lust, with desire for her. Finally, she finished sucking my thighs. I slid my fingers out of her and moved over her as she spread herself out for me. My leg was sore and hot where she'd been rubbing but I was past the point of caring. All that mattered right then was getting what we both so desperately needed. I put a hand between her legs, feeling how wet she was as I leaned forward and kissed her again. Her mouth opened and her tongue slid between my lips, moving across my teeth and tongue before pulling back. I pushed her skirt up farther and slid my panties to the side, pressing my pelvis against her and began sliding back and forth. Oh god, did it feel amazing.

I shuddered and groaned, grinding my pussy against hers as we began to buck and ride one another. Our tits were mashing together and as our nipples slid over one another, they grew harder and harder. My hips were moving back and forth fast now and I knew I wasn't going to be able to stop myself for much longer. I kept moving faster and faster, grinding harder against her pussy. Each moment brought us closer to orgasm and I knew that when it hit, it would be glorious.

As I started cumming, her hips began bucking even harder, pushing against my own. Her face flushed and her body shuddered. I threw my head back, moaning and riding my hips harder. We ground against each other until, finally, we collapsed on the bed, sweating. I was exhausted, both emotionally and physically. I rolled off of her, onto my side and laid there. We were still for some time before she turned and looked at me. She smiled and pulled me close to her. I cuddled against her naked body, enjoying the feel of our sweat-slicked skin. I sighed contentedly as she hugged me to her. Her breasts pressed against my side as she wrapped one leg over me. We laid like that for a long while before we both fell into sleep.

It was a dream I often had... Of me making love with another girl. And as the orgasm swept over my tired, aching body, Billy began to cum too. With a grunt, he flooded my bowels with his thick, white gooey horse cum. My body shook as it spasmed inside of me, his cock throbbing and shooting out what felt like gallons of sperm. I couldn’t tell you how long he shot cum in my ass because, eventually, I blacked out, passing out on the floor of the stable. When I awoke later, my body sore, my hair a mess and straw sticking to my naked body, his cock was soft and still buried in my asshole. With a sigh, I pushed him off of me and stood up shakily. I groaned, grabbing my clothes. Before I pulled them back on, however, I glanced at Billy: he was just waking up, his cock once again hard, his eyes looking at me hungrily.

I simply winked and said, "We can finish this later, okay? Be good!" Then I dressed, cleaned my muddy clothes and drove home, the taste of horse jizz still heavy in my mouth, its scent on my fingers...

And the lingering sting in my ass.

I sighed, my thoughts going to Billy. Would he really be a good boy and wait for me? Or would he be a bad boy and decide he wanted something else instead?

I wasn’t sure, but I hoped that I would be there to see what happened. I wouldn't want to miss that!

I smiled to myself as I got into my daddy's car and drove home. That had definitely been an interesting ride... And the next time I went, I planned on riding Billy again.

As they say, it isn’t the size of the boat...

It's the motion in the ocean.

And Billy was one hell of an ocean!

_(Please submit feedback here!_
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3. Chapter 3

When I walked out of the house the next morning, my step-dad, Sam, was loading the golf clubs into the trunk of his car. His hair was a mess and he was wearing a polo and shorts and, from the bags under his eyes, I could tell that he had partied harder than most of his young guests last night. He gave me a tired smile.

"Good morning."

"Morning, dad," I said, trying to ignore the dull ache between my legs. I glanced at the front door, expecting my mom to walk out with my little brother, Danny, in tow. They were probably getting his coat on now, packing up the last minute snacks. "Where is Mom?" I asked.

Danny walked out first, pulling his baseball cap on and grabbing his bat from where it rested by the doorway. He grinned at me, but I simply ignored him. I wanted to ride Billy again today—he'd definitely be willing after I promised him another nice ride...

Mom was right behind him. "Come on, you two," she said, her purse slung over her shoulder. "Sam, can you please drop the kids off today? I know your first class starts early."

"No problem," my step dad replied. We all piled into the car. My little brother, Danny, started up an argument with me almost immediately, of course, but I paid him no attention, instead thinking about what would happen once I got to the stables... I could hardly wait!

When we got there, however, the owner of the ranch met us and quickly told us to head over to the riding rings. We rode back to the stable and I led Gladiator out onto the grass. There was a crowd of boys and girls standing there and we all waited patiently for Mr. Johnson to tell us what was going on. Finally, he called our attention to him and spoke.

"You will notice that there are other students in the group today," he announced. "There was a bus wreck last night and so they are without school until they can clean the place up. I've invited them here and so you should make them all welcome. Now, I am only doing this for today, so don't get used to having this many people here, alright?" He then went on to announce the day's activities: it was another trail ride through the forest.

Danny looked at me. "What if that bus hit ours? Would we be going on trail rides too?"

"Yeah, and it would have hit me, first," I replied, sneering at him. I glanced around at the boys in my class. The ones I knew were dating girls in other grades, so it looked like no one would be riding with me. It wasn't often I had to go on a trail ride without Danny—this would be weird. But at least I had Billy... And, just maybe, we could spend a bit more time together when we reached our destination.

So off we went into the forest, riding along the well-marked path, laughing and chatting with each other. Mr. Johnson took the rear with Danny and me at the front. I made sure to tell Billy that we would get to have a nice picnic together later. That seemed to make him walk faster than usual.

Eventually, the woods broke into a beautiful field. We had ridden past the field in years past and it always amazed me how gorgeous it was—how clear the sky overhead seemed, with not a single cloud, and how green the grass looked. And today, it was even prettier because the sun was coming in through the trees overhead, shining like a million bright stars. When we got to the field, we all dismounted and I quickly got out the water troughs for our horses—it was an unofficial part of the rules to always treat your horse well—they work so hard for us and deserve some special treatment every now and again, just to show them we're grateful.

I watched as Billy lapped from the trough, loving the sight of his long, pink tongue working back and forth across the cold metal, licking up the stream of water. When I glanced over at Mr. Johnson, he was leaning against his stallion. He stroked the beast's snout. "You like that, big boy?"

"He can't understand you," I reminded him, giggling.

"Of course he can!" Mr. Johnson laughed, scratching his chest. "They understand everything we say... Sometimes they even know what we're thinking." I giggled again and watched as the other boys began to strip out of their clothes—their riding jackets, mostly, because it was quite hot that afternoon. The air smelled like horses and wet grass and sweaty young boys and somehow that delicious mix of smells only heightened my arousal. I knew Billy could smell it: the way my pussy smelled when I got horny and wanted to fuck, when I was in heat, to borrow the dog phrase. And suddenly, I felt his cock stiffen inside my pussy and begin to buck. He was cumming!

I gasped as I realized this was the first time I was going to get another animal's cum in my pussy. It seemed so... Taboo. So deliciously nasty, so wrong, yet here I was, letting it happen. Not only that, I was actively encouraging it.

Mr. Johnson seemed to know what I was thinking and laughed. "It's amazing, isn't it? Feeling him cum deep in your pussy?"

I blushed. "Yes, sir," I admitted.

Danny grinned at me, running a hand through his blond hair. "Does he feel really big inside of you? Can you feel his veins bulging?"

"Y-y-yes, sir," I told him, turning even redder. God, this was so embarrassing... Why did Mr. Johnson have to bring this up now, of all times?!

"What about the shape of the tip?" Danny asked me. "How does it feel inside your ass? Is it nice and spiky?"

"Yes," I whispered, nodding, blushing. "He... It feels wonderful in there."

Danny licked his lips. "God, you're lucky. I can't believe he got to take your anal virginity! Wish I could go back and do that myself..."

"You have such a pretty blush," Mr. Johnson told me, stroking my cheek gently. His cock twitched in my mouth and I wondered if he was going to blow soon. As much as I wanted to taste his sperm again, I wasn't sure if I could get my panties back on quickly enough if we had to rush to the store now!

I giggled nervously. "Thank you, sir. You don't think I'm a whore or something? For letting Billy fuck my pussy?"

"He's an animal!" Danny laughed, his eyes sparkling. He rubbed his chest and I could see that his nipples were hard inside his shirt. The sight turned me on more. I wondered what it would feel like to rub my clit against his little pink nipples...

"It isn't like it was intentional!" I told him, defending myself, pulling my mind away from those naughty thoughts. I didn't need to get all excited when I knew I wouldn't be getting anything from this handsome young man for a good, long time.

Danny chuckled, winking. "Maybe next time, we'll make it intentional."

"Next time?"

"Yeah... Next time you and I are out riding together, maybe I'll slip my fingers inside your panties..." Danny grinned wickedly and I gasped.

"You're awful! How dare you say such a thing to a lady?" I laughed, teasing him. I didn't really mind, of course. I mean, there was something fun about the idea of making love in the open air, out in the wide world, on horseback no less. Besides, I was pretty sure that I wouldn't be able to wait for a second ride to try and fuck him again. Maybe we would just end up pulling off to the side of the path somewhere and fucking our brains out? Or maybe... Maybe he'd eat my pussy while Billy ate me out at the stable! God, that would be fantastic. I had never been eaten out by a boy and I loved getting my pussy licked. So why not get my pussy licked and a hot young man licking my pussy at the same time. Double whammy. And I might get his nice young cock into my mouth afterwards to boot!

As if hearing my thoughts, Danny reached down and cupped my left breast. "I bet you have nice big nipples," he said. I felt my cheeks redden.

"Stop staring at my tits!" I giggled, shoving his hands away. I tried to keep from laughing, but the sensation of his hands on my body made me feel tingly all over. His warm hand, sliding down my breasts, his rough thumb brushing over my nipple through the thin material of my bra... God, if I hadn't been aroused already, I would have been after that little experience. The thought of being naked and exposed in the sunlight on a beautiful morning with this handsome, younger man beside me was so naughty and yet so fun. I could hardly concentrate on the road. All I wanted to do was turn the wheel hard and slam on the gas until we were tearing down the country backroads, racing together until he grabbed my breasts in his hands and kissed me on the lips, his tongue in my mouth, both of us breathless and moaning, his cock in my hand, mine in his, both of us cumming...

I was snapped back to reality by a passing car. The driver gave a little honk of the horn and when I waved to him, Danny laughed, winking at me.

"What?" I said, smiling innocently.

He just chuckled. "Oh, nothing..." he replied.

And suddenly, I felt Billy cumming. His hot horse jizz splashed into my bowels, spraying the walls of my rectum. He grunted loudly and pushed in deeper as my ass clenched around his cock, my body shuddering in an anal orgasm.

As he pulled out of me, cum sprayed from my ass and I moaned and squealed, still face-down in the hay, clutching it desperately. I tried to get up several times, only to slip and fall again. Finally, I managed to stand, shaking all over. But even then, I couldn't quite stand on my own—I stumbled around like a drunken fool, staggering against the stall door and nearly slipping down once more.

By the time I came to my senses, I knew I couldn't drive home like this—I would have to walk. My clothes were still drying in the spring air—maybe I would be able to gather them up and head home by now, but I was so sore... All I could think about was getting home, crawling into bed, and going to sleep. I would call and leave a message for my father later tonight. Until then, I just wanted to collapse and drift off into the deepest possible sleep...

And so, gathering up my clothes as best I could, I set off down the road back toward my house. I was a sight: my long brown hair covered in bits of hay, my tanned skin stained with dirt and mud, cum oozing out of my asshole and cunt in copious amounts. As I walked, I gathered up the courage to pull my bra and underwear back on. If nothing else, they kept the cum from dripping onto the nice seats in my father's car and it felt kind of good to have SOMETHING on. Still, I needed a shower... Badly.

I was walking about a mile along a deserted country road, hoping to come across a friendly farmer who could give me a ride, when I saw someone coming toward me. It was a large man in a black, broad-brimmed hat and he was driving an old pickup truck. When he slowed down alongside me, he lowered his window.

"Hello, young lady! Is there something I can help you with?"

I stopped in my tracks. He was a gruff, no nonsense looking fellow with a thick grey mustache, his head almost entirely bald underneath his hat.

"Umm.. I'm afraid my car broke down... A mile back that way," I said, pointing. "And I have no way of calling for help. So... Well, I just need a ride."

He stared at me for several moments before giving a nod.

"All right, that's fine. Now you best get in so I don't have to waste gas sitting here and letting the engine run, understand?"

I quickly walked around to the passenger's side and pulled the door open, slipping inside. He had a strong country accent and there was something about his gruff voice that kind of turned me on. He kept looking over at me as he drove back down the road—at my tanned, toned legs, my pert breasts, and my lovely face.

Finally, I got bored of the silence and began to talk.

"So where are you taking me?"

"There's a truck stop a mile or so from here. They oughtta have a payphone."

"Yeah. Yeah, a payphone would be nice... Hey, um... Thanks again. For stopping and all."

The man chuckled, the low rumble of his laughter sending a shiver down my spine. God, he was such a hunky guy! I couldn't help but notice how tightly his muscles strained against his flannel shirt. If I could somehow get his engine going... I'd give him a ride he wouldn't soon forget.

"Ain't no problem, little lady!" he said, his voice a bit too jolly and cheerful to really suit his rugged appearance. He almost reminded me of John Candy, or maybe Richard Belzer... Some sort of large, funny looking hick who seemed way nicer than the average redneck. "What else am I gonna do, you know? Pass by some young girl walking along in the rain all alone? That just wouldn't seem right to me!"

As he spoke, he kept sneaking glances over at my legs. It gave me hope: he was clearly a lech! I could easily seduce him and get him to give me a lift somewhere. Hell, if he wasn't too ugly, I'd probably even fuck him. I was so desperate to get laid!

We stopped at the gas station he had promised me. The sun was hanging low in the sky and soon, it'd be getting dark. Fuck. It was going to suck, being out here all night... There weren't many places to hide. If anyone came to this abandoned station, they'd spot me for sure.

The big guy turned off the car and reached back to rub his neck.

"Sorry, I don't keep a lot of cash on me," he said apologetically. "I can buy you a coke but that's about all I've got. And hey, if you tell the guy to put in some snacks, we could split those too."

A coke. He wanted to pay me with a coke.

Well, fine. Whatever. I wasn't exactly thrilled about it but I was kind of excited by the fact that I was finally at a gas station. A gas station meant civilization and there were phones in civilization. All I had to do was make a quick phone call to someone, tell them where I was, and then my family would send someone to come pick me up and take me back home. Hell, maybe they would even send one of my sisters and then I could show her what it was like to be eaten out by a horse... The thought made me shiver with excitement and I wondered if she'd even let me finger her pussy while she took care of Billy. She was always a prissy little bitch who liked to act like she was above having fun but I knew she wouldn't be able to resist this, not once I told her about how good it felt to have a tongue between your legs like that.

I was snapped out of my daydreams by the big man who opened the door for me and ushered me inside. The clerk was a young man with thick glasses and a very bad case of acne. I couldn't help but feel just a little bit sorry for the guy: he looked so nerdy and pathetic that I almost wanted to make out with him, just so he could tell all of his friends about it.

"So, you want some snacks, too?" my driver asked, glancing at the cashier.

"Yeah," I replied. "Maybe some peanuts or something."

I walked down one of the snack isles, browsing the options. This was really exciting, finally getting a chance to shop for snacks, instead of someone else doing it for me. The whole place smelled like gasoline and old gum, it was pretty gross, but there was just so much candy here...

"You girls find everything okay?" the cashier asked politely as he scanned the big guy's stuff.

"Sure did," the big guy smiled, grabbing two large bags of sour gummy worms and adding them to his purchases.

He put one bag on the counter next to the stuff he planned on paying for, and handed the second bag to me. "Go get yourself a drink or something to eat, if you want. Just nothing else in this aisle."

The cashier just shrugged and smiled as if to say 'What am I supposed to do? He's just going to steal it.'

As we drove back towards the stables, I couldn't help but let out a little sigh. The car was pretty cool, and nice enough for a ride that had probably cost my father a hundred or two to rent, but...I kinda wanted to be outside again.

Glancing around at the back seat of the car, I suddenly smirked.

"Hey. How about this?"

Reaching behind me, I unzipped my backpack and took out my riding pants. I'd washed them off earlier, after all; the worst they could be were still damp, maybe even dry. Shifting over onto my knees, I started to peel them off.

It was strange having someone watch me strip. Usually if I stripped for someone, they were blindfolded with their hands tied behind their back. I'd been asked to let guys watch me shower, and while I wasn't shy about it, I always ended up closing my eyes and thinking of England.

But right now, it was different. There was a strange sense of power in having someone watch me undress. I knew I looked good. I KNEW I did. When you grow up in LA, looking good becomes a full-time job, and that was only made more important once I started doing porn. Now, I knew EXACTLY how pretty I was. It was one of the reasons why I had so many fans, and it was probably why Billy liked watching me undress so much, too.

So, I teased the beast.

I pulled my top up, letting it slide halfway up my body, exposing my flat tummy and my sexy belly button, but covering my breasts. Then, slowly, I worked my shorts over my hips, showing a little more and more skin with every wiggle. I finally pulled them off my hips, then I pulled them up again. Down to just cover my pussy, and then back up again to hide my cunt. And finally, as the big guy watched with growing interest, I took everything off, turning my back to him as I bent over and slid my panties down my long legs, giving him a perfect view of my round, tanned ass, still red with the marks from riding all day.

When I turned to face him again, the tent in his pants was even larger than it had been before and I couldn't help but let out a smirk. He wanted me so badly, and it was only a matter of time before I would give him exactly what he wanted: me.

Before too long, we were on the bed and he was tearing my clothes off like a wild animal, kissing every inch of my tan flesh. As I lay down, spreading my legs apart, he kissed my neck and nibbled at my ears, his lips feeling so nice against my soft skin. In return, I slid my hand into his shorts, rubbing him through the thin fabric. I wasn't going to go any further—not just yet. Not until we were both ready.

And when he asked me to strip down for him, I was only happy to oblige. Slowly, methodically, I slid off each article of clothing until I stood naked before him, my eyes never leaving his. The lust was clear in his eyes, but there was something else as well: a desire to protect me from harm, almost as though I were fragile and could easily be hurt.

"I won't," he whispered in my ear.

"You won't what?"

"Break you."

As much as I wanted to believe him, I knew that deep down he would break me.

It felt amazing, letting him watch me undress like that—it felt so natural, so right. I could see how much he enjoyed seeing my body—my long legs, my flat tummy, and perky breasts. And as I slid down my panties, baring my wet cunt for the first time, he let out a shuddering gasp. Oh, god... How long had it been since he had seen a girl naked? He couldn’t take his eyes off of me as I stood there, naked. As I lay back on the hay, spreading my legs apart and showing him my glistening pussy.

When he joined me, it was heaven. I wrapped my arms around his neck, kissing him deeply as he kissed me back, pressing his lips firmly into mine, our tongues intertwining, our noses brushing together. It was wonderful, and I let out a contented sigh as his hands found my hips, holding them softly. His fingers dug into my flesh, making my breath catch in my throat as I gasped at the feeling. It was a strange, alien sensation and yet, so utterly arousing.

But then things got even better as his hands slid up from my hips to my stomach, moving slowly upward until they cupped my breasts. The tips of his fingers brushed lightly over my nipples and I moaned softly into his mouth, the light tickling sending shivers of delight up and down my spine, my eyes rolling into the back of my head as pleasure shot through me.

When he began massaging them, my pussy clenched itself tighter. He knew exactly what I liked—I didn't even have to ask! It was perfect, almost like he could read my mind. I moaned into his mouth, my hands grasping his strong arms, holding him close to me as he gently fondled me.

His fingers slipped down to my wet slit and slid between my outer labia, parting them as he pushed his index finger between my inner folds. I gasped and shuddered, breaking our kiss and burying my face in his shoulder, moaning loudly. It was incredible how fast he found my clit. I whimpered as he stroked it with two fingers. How was he doing this? I had been with boys for much longer than this, even a few men who thought they knew women well. None of them had ever been able to please me like this. His thumb found my clit and his three middle fingers worked themselves deeper into me, penetrating my tight teenage pussy. My breath came in short bursts, gasps.

"F-fuck," I moaned. "Fuck me, baby. Just like that." He responded with a low, deep growl and sped up his strokes. Oh god. I couldn't believe my body was already responding to him again. Already, I was gearing up for another orgasm, my thighs twitching as a familiar pressure built in my pussy and lower abdomen.

When he slipped his cock between my thighs and rubbed the head across my lips and over my clit, my eyes rolled back in my head and I dug my nails into his shoulders. He pushed the thick head between my folds and into my slit, thrusting gently but insistently forward, his cockhead making me open wide for it.

"That's right. That's right." I encouraged him quietly, my hands caressing his strong arms and his muscled chest.

My entire body was shaking. When I looked up at him, the desire in his eyes made me weak in the knees. This animal, this handsome, muscular animal, wanted me. He moved my legs around his waist to allow himself to get in closer, and soon his hips were pressed tightly against mine as he thrust, going deeper.

"Oh, my god!" I shouted when the whole thing slid into me.

There were no words for how full I felt. He went in farther than anything ever had, his cock pressing into places I didn't even know existed. The walls of my pussy rippled around it, welcoming it. He paused, buried inside me, our gazes locked as we looked at one another.

"Don't stop!" I begged him.

He started slow, and picked up speed and power with every stroke, ramming into me with a force that made me cry out. The slapping of his body against mine was loud but I was thankful that nothing could be heard over that noise to hear my shameful pleasure.

He fucked me until the world seemed to spin, until I could hardly breathe. My ass hurt like hell but even with the pain I was still in heaven.

I reached for my pussy as the horse plowed me, playing with myself. He began to fuck me faster, the muscles of his legs flexing as he thrust his powerful, thickly veined cock deep into my hungry asshole.

His breathing became heavier and heavier, and suddenly, he let out a loud neigh—a scream almost. Hot spunk jetted from his massive cock and into my ass, filling me. His throbbing, jerking meat sent little shudders of ecstasy racing through my body. My own orgasm seemed to hit right at the same moment—an intense release of sexual energy that nearly knocked me out. I groaned loudly, the sound lost amidst the grunting whinnyings of the mighty stallion.

Finally, Billy pulled his cock out, sending streams of warm white cum pouring down my thighs. I fell to my side and rolled over, just laying in the hay for what felt like an eternity.

A part of me wondered how I had become a horse slut, how it had gone from me being terrified to be alone with him to me spreading my asscheeks wide and begging his thick horse cock to ravish my tender little holes. Part of me was still terrified that I would be discovered by my father or someone else, but somehow, none of that mattered now. In this moment, I just wanted to lay there and enjoy my sore, well used ass, feeling his warm seed dribbling out of both of my stretched out holes and wondering what it might feel like to be bred by his enormous cock. Would it kill me? How would I ever explain that to my family, to my friends? Would anyone ever understand? I doubted it.

Still, in that moment, I didn't care. It wasn't like it mattered in the end anyway. What did matter was that I was horny again, that I needed more of the glorious horse cock that had made such a mess of me.

So I reached back and slowly began to slide my index finger into my pussy, moaning. I was sore, but my fingers were always gentle—and they were smaller than Billy's cock. So I slid my finger in and out of my pussy slowly, gently, groaning and grinding my hips as it entered me deeper and deeper. Finally, my pussy seemed ready for another cock... but Billy had already been a busy boy. He had no more cum left to give me and so I sat up and looked at him, watching his long, thick cock sway back and forth as he walked around the stable, cleaning off the last drops of my juices that still coated his member.

He seemed quite satisfied and yet I was still so very unsatisfied. After all, I was still a virgin to his thick, powerful cock and he hadn't even really fucked my pussy. But I couldn't do anything about it—at least, not now. So I slowly got dressed, putting on my wet riding clothes, knowing that it was going to take me an eternity to clean myself up before I saw daddy again. Oh well. A sacrifice I'd have to make for him.

"I'm coming back tomorrow," I promised Billy. "Maybe we can try again?"

He simply snickered.

Of course, after today, there was no doubt in my mind that I could fit it, and if I could... ohhhh I could think of some fun ways for us to pass the time.

I left the stable and ran off home, hoping against hope that no one saw the stains on my clothing or smelled the strong scent of horse cum wafting off of me. But at this point, it didn't matter, because when I got home I stripped right out of my clothes and jumped into the shower to get myself cleaned off. I did the best I could with the shower brush to get that wonderful goo out of my ass, but eventually, I just gave up. I could get the rest of it another time. The truth was, it made me feel good to know I was still dripping with his cum.

A half hour later I was sitting down to dinner with my parents and brother. My mom was busy cutting into the roast and making a plate for Daddy before he started dishing up seconds for my little brother and herself and finally came around to me.

My phone rang as we were eating and I smiled when I picked it up and saw it was from an unknown number. "Hello?" I said, pretending to be surprised. It was Jaxon and he was calling to invite me to a party on Friday night. Well, actually, to tell me that everyone was going to be at the party and that I had better show up and make a nice, fresh batch of my pussy cookies. And you know what? I told him that I would be there. After all, if this was the sort of thanks I would get for delivering them, it was well worth the effort, even if my pussy did end up a little sore each time...

"You okay, baby girl? You look like you're limping a little bit." My Daddy looked at me from across the dinner table.

"No," I said quickly. "I'm fine." I had thought about telling them the truth, but decided that that wasn't such a great idea. I mean, after all, who WOULD want to hear that their daughter has been having sex with a horse! I was worried that they would never let me back in the stables again!

My pussy clenched and throbbed with each movement, though. I could still feel that enormous horse cock sliding inside of me. Just that morning, it had taken some effort to work it in... Maybe by Saturday I would finally manage to fit the whole thing!

Friday finally came around, and when it did, I baked my cookies.

It had become a tradition of mine, every Friday night I made those cookies for the team, for each Friday night game. So tonight would be no different... except I knew what it would lead to. That thick, delicious sperm would be dripping out of my pussy and soaking my panties. The rest of the girls on the cheerleading team would know EXACTLY what we were going to be doing.

And I didn't even care. Hell, I wanted it to happen. I was looking forward to it.

When it finally came time to deliver the cookies, the entire team was there—the girls and the guys. I had already delivered the cookies to Coach Daniels but she let me into the locker room so that I could give them to the players directly. The boys took the cookies eagerly. It's not every day that you get your favorite treat given to you by a pretty little teenager. After all, I'm eighteen and I have a great body... I mean, the boys couldn't help but look me up and down. My cheerleading outfit hugs every curve perfectly and shows plenty of skin to really drive them crazy. As the other girls got their cookies and sat down, they noticed the same thing: I only gave cookies to the boys. No cookies for the girls. There were six girls and nine boys on the team; it wasn't even close.

The cookies were a hit, though. The guys practically devoured them right on the spot, thanking me. Then they got to work cleaning up and dressing out, getting ready for their big game against our biggest rivals. They were going to kick butt tonight and no one could deny it!

I walked through the rows of lockers, passing out my last cookie. I got to the final boy, a handsome freshman named David. He looked at me quizzically as I held the last cookie up to his face and then broke it in half.

"A-am I not getting one?" he asked. I just smiled and put my finger to my lips.

"Hush."

And then I slipped one half of the cookie into his mouth. "Chew slowly. Let it melt in your mouth."

He bit the cookie in half, chewing. I leaned forward and kissed his soft lips, pushing the rest of the cookie into his mouth, letting it slide over his tongue. My hands ran along the fabric of his football uniform, feeling the hard muscle of his chest beneath it.

As we made out, I felt his hand slip into the top of my cheerleading outfit, his palm cupping my tit. I smiled at him and reached up, pulling the tight material down off my shoulders. He smiled at my naked breasts. They were big, perky D-cups, round and beautiful, topped by pink nipples that puffed out from small areolae.

"You can suck on them," I said softly, pushing his head toward my chest. He was quick to take up my offer, taking a nipple into his mouth and sucking hard. It made me shiver with delight and I moaned quietly, running my fingers through his short brown hair.

He switched back and forth between my tits until each one was stiff and red with his attentions. I pushed him onto his back and slid down his muscular stomach, running my lips over his shirt and tugging it upward until I could plant kisses all along the washboard lines of his six-pack abs. My tongue ran across his body until it found the button holding his pants shut. I unsnapped it quickly and tugged his pants open, revealing a thick bulge beneath his white briefs. He lifted his butt and I tugged his jeans down to his ankles, taking his socks and shoes with them. Then I crawled up, slowly kissing his shins, his knees, his thighs, teasingly working my way up his legs until I was face to face with his crotch, his underwear hiding what looked like a monstrous erection. It was huge and I blushed as I pulled his briefs down, revealing his thick shaft.

I took the soft flesh in my hand and kissed the tip, my hot breath making him moan. I wrapped my lips around the tip of his cock and flicked my tongue over it gently before taking him deeper inside my mouth.

Before long, I was taking the whole length into my mouth, slurping it hungrily and gagging as his cock reached the back of my throat. The boy groaned and put his hands on the back of my head, forcing it deeper. He began to fuck my face, pounding his cock down my throat until I felt like I would puke, but when I tapped his thigh three times, he let me off his cock, giving me a moment to breathe. He wasn't forceful or trying to dominate me, just letting me know that he was enjoying what I was doing... and I was too! I was loving taking care of his cock. It tasted good and the texture of his hard, throbbing dick, sliding against my lips... and the sounds the boy was making turned me on!

Then he was fucking me again, sliding his cock down my throat. A few more moments like this and he came in my mouth, his cum spurting all over my tongue, drenching my teeth, and finally pouring out my lips as I swallowed the last of it. "Good job," he moaned, holding me by my cheeks as he stroked himself over my face. Then, with one final stroke, he came onto me, covering my forehead and hair with his cum. He smiled and leaned down to kiss me, whispering, "Thanks so much..." And with that, he headed out to get cleaned up.

In an instant, my boyfriend was sitting down next to me, his hand moving along my bare skin as his lips pressed into mine. "God, you're so beautiful!" he whispered, kissing my neck and chest. His fingers slid along the inside of my thighs, tickling the sensitive flesh as he moved his hand higher and higher until his fingertips were brushing the damp front of my panties. With one final flick of his wrist, he reached behind my panties and pulled them down and over my legs, tossing them to the floor.

He leaned down and took one of my nipples between his teeth, biting down just hard enough to send a shiver through my entire body. He sucked and nibbled, squeezing my asscheek in one hand while stroking himself with the other. I whimpered, trying to keep myself together.

"Oh, god," I whimpered. I couldn't help but smile as he moved lower. "Noooo!"

With that, his tongue found the tip of my clit, sliding down the length and back up again before sliding inside me. I squealed, trying to writhe away from him, but he held me firmly by the hips, pinning me to the ground. He was clearly enjoying himself. I tried desperately to pull myself off the floor and escape, but he had me trapped between his arms. In the end, there wasn't much I could do but let him pleasure me until he was finished. His tongue explored every inch of my pussy, flicking at my clit, teasing the insides of my wet folds. I whimpered and moaned, begging for mercy.

After several minutes, I came for the first time, crying out loudly into the night. He continued lapping at my pussy as I spasmed and shook, unable to control myself. My legs trembled. A warm stream of liquid trickled down my inner thigh. He continued lapping at it, drinking up my sweet juices, as he moved one hand between my thighs.

His fingers worked their magic on my aching cunt, rubbing my clit and teasing my swollen folds. His tongue slipped deeper into me, licking at my walls. I gasped for air and threw my head back.

"Oh my God!" I cried out. "Fuck!"

With a groan, he came into my mouth. His cock erupted, filling it with hot seed. He didn't stop eating me, though. If anything, he licked me harder. I felt myself begin to tremble again. I couldn't believe this was happening. That big, sexy stallion was making me cum again. I closed my eyes tight and took in a deep breath, trying not to let go just yet.

But it was too late. His tongue had reached the depths of my pussy and his fingers were massaging my clit. I started to shake uncontrollably and a moment later, I was screaming as I came again. The waves of pleasure flowed through me as Billy lapped up my juices.

When I opened my eyes, he was staring at me with that same mischievous gleam. I laughed softly and shook my head. "You're so naughty," I whispered.

As he finished licking me clean, I climbed into his stall. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him lightly on the muzzle.

"I love you, Billy."

He nickered quietly.

"And I always will." I whispered back.

He was still thrusting inside of my ass, his cock pushing its way deeper and deeper in, making me yelp. I felt like a total slut but I was loving every moment of it. My pussy was aching and wet, leaking hot fluids onto the ground below me, my breasts pressed hard against the hay-covered floor. I closed my eyes tight as he drove himself deeper into me, my cries growing louder and louder. And then, I felt something else: something dripping, hot and thick, coating my insides. He was cumming in my ass! I moaned and shivered, unable to believe it.

Billy was filling my ass with his sperm! Hot, thick gobs of horse cum poured into me, filling my tight tunnel and squirting out past his huge member. It trickled out, dripping down my thighs as he pulled out. A moment later, he shoved it back into me, this time going up my pussy once more. Now, the tip of his cock was inside of me, pressing against my womb and I could feel the huge globs of hot white animal sperm coating my insides. I moaned, shivering as Billy emptied his balls into me.

Finally, he was done. His giant cock, still throbbing and aching, flopped out of me and he turned away to go drink.

My eyes fluttered open and I stared ahead at nothing as his sperm drained from my asshole, my body shaking and twitching all over. I felt completely violated... Like a true slut. My body was slick with sweat, my hair matted against my head. I glanced up and saw that my horse was watching me. The tip of his tongue dangled out of his mouth, glistening. With a grin, he began to lick himself clean, the very same way he had licked my pussy earlier. I couldn't believe I had just been fucked by a horse and, watching him lick himself, I knew it wasn’t the last time he would fuck me either. In fact, I decided then and there that from now on, whenever I visited my daddy, I was bringing Billy along. We both needed to blow off steam.

What could be better?

As soon as I felt strong enough to stand, I walked back out to the fence, climbed over it and laid down in the cool grass. Within a few moments, Billy came over to join me and lay down beside me, resting his heavy, sweat-slicked head on my soft stomach. I patted him behind the ears as I felt myself falling into a deep, peaceful sleep. I was sore. Very, very sore.

And very, very satisfied...

But I was also covered in horse jizz, mud and hay bits. If Daddy noticed, there would be questions to answer. So I struggled back to my feet. But my clothes were still wet from cleaning them.

After thinking for a few moments, I finally picked up the riding helmet, the least messed of all my clothes, and settled it on my head. There was only one solution I could think of. After checking Billy' stall again, I went down the driveway to the road, walking barefoot until a car passed by and stopped. I asked the driver to take me to the nearest shopping area. I knew that was against my dad's rules. But I desperately needed clothes.

After paying the driver, I headed to the shop where my mom used to bring me before she got sick. It had been a long time since I came here, and things had changed. I wondered if they'd recognize me. And what would I tell them? A horse trampled me? I was so lost in thought that I didn't realize when I ran into a woman coming out of the store. We fell down together and her coffee landed right on top of me.

"Ow!" I shouted. "Hot! Ow!" I looked at the woman with tears in my eyes. I couldn't believe this had happened to me twice.

"Are you all right?" The woman said.

"I... I'm..." I began to cry. It must have shocked the lady, because she held me tightly and rocked me.

"Don't worry, honey," she said, stroking my hair. "You're safe, now." She let me cry until I was exhausted, and then she took me back to her car.

"We'll just call your father and tell him what happened," she said. I started to object, but she said, "If he was worried, he's probably gone to the police already. You might as well face this sooner rather than later."

So we called. When Daddy answered, she explained how she came upon me while driving home.

"Her horse got loose, and she was trying to bring him back. She fell off, and it rained pretty hard. Couldn't you find something else to wear, honey?" he asked. "Maybe her clothes could be saved," he suggested to the woman.

"No, they are ruined beyond hope," the woman replied, and my face flushed bright red. "But don't worry. I know a nice place where we can get her some new clothes. And they're on me," she added.

He sighed in relief, and then she explained what would happen next. I would go to a spa while she helped my dad. After a day at the spa, I was going to stay at her house overnight. He said it would take at least twenty-four hours for my clothes to dry, and he promised he'd make good use of that time, cleaning and fixing whatever damage Billy did to our house.

Once that was decided, my dad thanked us both, and the lady took me to the local mall. At first, I thought all I would get at the spa were massages, facials, and other services, but then we arrived at a place called The Little White Dress Boutique. When we entered, an elderly couple greeted us. As soon as they saw me, they pulled me aside and looked me over.

"What size is she?" They asked the woman who found me.

"Um..." She said, glancing down at me. "I'm not sure..."

The wife came around to my side and smiled warmly at me. She had dark green eyes and brown hair tied into a loose bun. "Let's see those hands and feet, sweetheart," she said gently, and I extended them out towards her. Her husband measured my right hand while she took my left foot.

"They're almost the same!" She declared happily, and then took out a tape measure. Together, they used the tape measure to determine my waist, bust, and hips. The man took all the information back to his computer while his wife remained by my side.

"Your body measurements are very important because they help us make clothes which will fit you nicely. It also helps us make clothes that will match your skin color better than some other colors would match. If you had red hair and green eyes, for example, we may not want to give you a pink dress that has been dyed the brightest shade possible," the woman explained.

We spent some time trying on various outfits and looking at the latest fashions. By now, it was nearly evening and she drove me home. On the way, she asked if I wanted to stay over for dinner and offered me another night gown to wear under my raincoat. She also suggested that I might enjoy playing dress up before bed, so we stopped off at Target to get some cute pajamas for me, and then we made our way back to her house.

Her husband was waiting for us when we got home. He had changed the sheets on the guest bed and filled a large basket of warm water. Inside were some bottles of soap, bubble bath, lotion, shampoo, and conditioner, along with a hairbrush, towel, comb, razor, toothbrush and tube of toothpaste, and two fluffy white towels. We sat down at the table for dinner: a salad, a plate of chicken breasts with a side of pasta, some asparagus with melted parmesan, and a pitcher of iced tea. After the meal, Mrs. Lester helped me get undressed and I stepped into the shower, turning the water up high and enjoying the hot water on my skin. She lathered my body up with soap and scrubbed my feet, legs, arms, stomach, thighs, and butt.

"I'd love to watch you play dress up, if you don't mind," she said, and I nodded excitedly, washing my face, hair, and pussy. She brushed my teeth for me, massaging my neck while she did so. We then went upstairs and I put on my new clothes while she watched, sitting patiently on the edge of the guest bed.

"Oh, you look lovely!" She gushed.

I spun around slowly, posing for her. A part of me was embarrassed, knowing how silly I must have looked, wearing a pink dress over my naked body. But the other part of me... that part wanted to impress her. And from the way she was smiling, I think I had done exactly that.

We stayed up late watching movies and playing games. I asked Mrs. Lester if she had any adult toys I could use but she didn't, so instead she rubbed my clit while I rubbed hers, making us cum several times before bed. Then, we got changed into matching red silk nightgowns, brushed our teeth, and she helped me turn off the lights. After a bit more cuddling, she sang a lullaby and then stroked my back until I fell asleep.

The next day, Mrs. Lester drove me to a salon where a cute older woman trimmed my bush down. I felt shy about having someone else touch my pussy, but she was very sweet, chatting with me as she worked. Once my pussy was nice and trimmed, I went out for a bit while Mrs. Lester picked me up a couple new outfits. That night, after dinner, Mrs. Lester stripped me down and put the pretty blue lace bra on me. The panties and garter belt matched and Mrs. Lester hooked up the stockings to the garters once those were in place. Lastly, Mrs. Lester slipped a light blue robe onto me that fit perfectly. She led me to the bedroom and gave me a sexy lapdance while we both masturbated to a hot movie. She made me cum four times that night and finally let me get some sleep around 1 a.m.

We fell into a comfortable routine and even though the days grew shorter and colder, it seemed like that month passed by as quickly as the summer ones. At night, I slept naked, wrapped up in her arms, letting her hands playfully explore my body as I dozed. In the morning, she would dress me up, rubbing my pussy through my panties and sometimes taking me right there in the middle of the living room. When Mr. Lester came home from work, I would greet him and rub his cock as he leaned back against the wall, trying to stay calm but always groaning and moaning. And when I took off his pants, I would suck his cock right there in the hallway before pulling him to the couch to take it all the way.

Once his cock was inside me, Mrs. Lester would come and sit at my head, stroking my hair and kissing me. Then, we would fuck like crazy, with Mr. Lester pounding me to a screaming orgasm and cumming deep within my pussy. Once I was sure I had gotten pregnant, which wasn't hard as Mrs. Lester timed the fucking by marking a calendar each night, he would pull out and I'd run off to shower and change while they enjoyed themselves. A little later, Mrs. Lester would drive me to see Doctor Harker who checked how many days of pregnancy it was.

Each night, Mrs. Lester put me through my paces, fucking me until I cried from the sheer pleasure of it. After the first few weeks, she allowed me to use toys. She had bought herself a huge strap on dildo, but I liked to suck and lick on the little vibrator. On more than one occasion, she fucked my ass while I licked her pussy with the vibe buried up my cunt, humming inside me like a bee.

But once she had me bent over, it was clear she didn't care how I felt—it was all about her. I loved it and so did she. She was insatiable. She would spend entire weekends making sure I knew my place beneath her feet—literally. More than once, I woke up naked and curled up on the floor as if I were just a cat or a dog while she and her husband slept peacefully above me.

I wasn't going to say a word about my strange relationship with the Lesters to my mother, of course. What would I say? What could I possibly say to my mother to let her know the way I had been being treated? The way I liked to be treated.

And I wanted to go back. Mrs. Lester had arranged for me to spend time in the stable over the Christmas holiday while she was away on a cruise with her husband. Her friend Mrs. Henderson was supposed to check on me every day. So when Thanksgiving came around, I had to tell my mom that Mrs. Lester wouldn't need me anymore.

"Well," my mom said. "That's probably for the best." She didn't like the fact that I was spending so many days at the Lesters' home—she always thought there was something weird about it all—but then, it meant I was getting out of her hair and letting her do whatever it was she wanted to do while I was gone.

The next day, Mrs. Lester picked me up just after we had all eaten our dinner.

"Are you ready for a week at the stable?" she asked me when I slid into her car. I smiled widely.

"I am," I replied, and I gave her a hug. It was such a big deal for her to spend so much money on me. She was always giving me gifts too: new outfits, jewelry, shoes... The first time, it freaked me out, made me wonder what the catch was. And then I realized it: it was just how she was, and now I had become her plaything. She liked the power, obviously. There was nothing wrong with that.

She smiled back at me, squeezing me against her warm breast. "It's going to be a fun week."

We got home and Mr. Lester came over, kissed me on the cheek. He went on about the weather, but he kept staring down my top. I couldn't help but blush - Mrs. Lester has told me many times before that her husband loved my tits, even if they weren't as big as hers. I had been mortified at first, but eventually I just started to go along with it. After all, why not? She said her husband wasn't a very good fuck these days anyway.

He took off and I waited until I heard them close their bedroom door before heading into the kitchen. It was nice having the whole house to myself. Mrs. Lester was right—she needed this trip. Things had been tense between her and Mr. Lester for weeks. They hadn't told me, but I could tell.

After making myself something to eat, I put my things in my room and settled in. I had a full week to myself. No school, no work, nothing. I was so excited I barely knew what to do with myself. For the time being, I watched TV, flipping through channels, waiting for the Lesters to go to bed. Finally, after about three hours of mindlessly surfing, they did. The light in their bedroom went dark and the TV showed the blue screen for the cable provider. I turned it off.

The next part, I knew I had to wait another hour or so for. I sat down at the Lester's computer and opened their web browser. Then, I began typing.

I typed "cumslut" into the Craigslist personals site. I wanted to see who else in town was a slut like me, but that would involve actually having to talk to them. Instead, I posted this:

'Cumslut seeking men.'

I didn't provide any identifying information—that would be stupid. Just the word 'cumslut', in big bold letters. The idea was that a real man wouldn't need any more information to know who I was and where to find me.

Of course, since I worked in retail, there was one big advantage: I got to see all these sexy, horny guys firsthand. If a good looking guy walked into the store, I'd be there to serve him and maybe get something started—nothing that would get me fired, of course, but a little bit of flirting could lead to something much, much more interesting...

For example, there was this really hot guy that came in one night a few years back. I just wanted a taste of his thick, black cock. He was young—probably still in college, a freshman—and tall. The moment he stepped into the store, I felt myself getting wet between my legs. He wore an open leather jacket, revealing a plain white undershirt beneath it. His jeans were baggy and he had these cool blue-and-black sneakers on that matched the rest of his outfit. His hair was long and dark, his skin almost the same color. And then there was the piercing. I swear to God, he had the most beautiful, gold piercing in his eyebrow that I had ever seen. He had these thick, pouty lips, like those girls do with injections, only his were natural. And they opened when he saw me behind the counter.

"Hey," he said. "How are you today?"

Oh, fuck. When he talked, the piercing in his tongue flashed at me. A tongue piercing. It's not just that he had it—which was plenty sexy itself—but also that he KNEW he had it and he KNEW how to use it. That pierced tongue was going to be my undoing.

He introduced himself as Chris. I remember his name because it was mine, too, only spelled different. "Krista," I said.

"No way!" he exclaimed, his voice smooth as velvet. "My sister's name is Christa."

"It's German, isn't it? My mom thought she was being quirky..."

"Mine too," he replied with a shrug.

"Can I help you find anything?" I asked with my sweetest smile. He flashed a cocky grin of his own and walked off into the store without responding. Damn. Usually my tits got me at least some kind of reaction from guys. Whatever. Fuck it.

A few moments later, I saw Chris again, holding a black-and-white striped T-shirt. It was made of soft cotton and hugged his chest quite nicely when he put it over his undershirt. I glanced at his nipples, which were poking through the fabric and realized I could see his piercing just fine.

"How about this one?" he asked.

"You'd look great in it," I said, trying my hardest to make myself sound sexy. I didn't want him to be interested in the clothes here; I wanted him to be interested in ME. After all, I was way hotter than any old piece of cloth.

"Yeah? You think so?"

"I know so," I purred, licking my lips.

"So what's your name, again? I don't believe I caught it."

"You wouldn't have," I smiled. "But I'm Krista."

"Christa...?" he asked. I nodded, smiling slightly. That made him smile as well. I liked that he had recognized that detail right off. It meant he paid attention. He wasn't like most of the boys I'd dated, just looking at my breasts and ass, ogling and staring. No, this one had noticed more... He had even noticed details, little things. This was exactly what I was hoping for.

"What about you?" I asked.

"Just call me Chris."

"Well, it's very nice to meet you, Chris," I replied, smiling even more warmly than before. He gave me another wink as he pulled on his new shirt—which was perfect. I knew we were going to get along very well. I could only hope that he felt the same way...

Then again, he seemed interested enough, didn't he? After all, he had picked me out of all these other girls wandering around the mall and struck up a conversation.

My thoughts were broken off by the sound of an obnoxious text-message ringtone from Chris. The phone in his pants vibrated and he pulled it out. He frowned for just a second. Then, he slipped it back into his pocket, grinning.

"Sorry about that. It's a message from my friend, Krista."

I grinned back at him. He seemed to like what I had said, at least. Maybe he had already told Krista about me, I couldn't be sure.

"Aren't you going to check it?" I asked him.

He shrugged, then shook his head, smirking.

"Nah. I'll just see her when she comes back. In fact... How about I give you her number? Then we can all hang out together," Chris suggested.

"You wouldn't mind having another girl join us?" I asked, hoping for some sign of jealousy, but Chris merely laughed, shaking his head.

"Nope. She's got a friend she hangs out with a lot. Maybe we could get some girls, too."

"Wow!" I grinned at that, feeling a bit disappointed that he wouldn't be jealous, but excited at the prospect of another threesome, this time with his cute friend. "I'd love to."

I couldn't help but feel like an absolute slut, being offered to two boys, but the excitement won out over the shame. In truth, I loved the idea of being shared—of having multiple boys all to myself, using me as their own personal fucktoy... I knew that, eventually, the shame would probably make its way back, but for now, I just embraced the fantasy. It was better than anything I had ever fantasized about and it was actually becoming reality.

He grinned. "I'm glad you're okay with that, then..."

Chris' fingers danced over the keys on his cellphone and I looked on curiously, hoping to catch a glimpse of whatever naughty little message he was sending. As soon as he was finished, though, he quickly slid the phone back into his pocket and winked at me, smirking. "Don't worry... You'll be finding out very soon what our plans are."

Just before we parted ways, he stopped in front of a drug store and looked up at it with a frown. For a moment, it seemed like he was going to ask me what I thought, but apparently, he changed his mind.

"Would you mind grabbing me a pack of cigarettes? And get whatever else you want while you're at it. Don't worry about paying... Consider it an advance on your wages."

I just stared at him. It was only when he started walking off to go take care of business elsewhere that I was jolted into action. "But Chris..."

He turned and looked at me curiously.

"...Do you smoke?"

Chris looked at me for a moment, as if debating whether he should lie. Apparently, he decided to go ahead with the truth and nodded. "Yeah."

I frowned a bit. Somehow, it felt a little strange knowing that he was a smoker... I wasn't used to dating boys who smoked. Of course, maybe I wasn't DATING him... Maybe he just wanted to fuck me and nothing more... The thought was a little disappointing, but still, I could probably live with that...

"That's okay," I said, smiling brightly and putting a hand on his arm. I glanced over at him as we continued our walk. He was looking a bit nervous, now, as if unsure what he was supposed to do next. Finally, he smiled and took my hand in his, entwining our fingers together as we continued to head towards my house.

When we approached my house, he paused for a moment. Looking up, I saw that he was looking a little worried again. As soon as he noticed me looking back at him, however, the smile quickly returned and he led me around to the backyard, where we sat on the porch swing.

"So, you got my text?"

He grinned. "I did indeed."

I frowned, biting my lip. I had been wondering about it all afternoon, but the time never seemed right to ask what it was all about. At this point, I couldn't wait any longer... "What did it mean, anyway?"

He paused as we walked, looking me over for a moment. Finally, he seemed satisfied with what he saw in my face. "You'll see, soon enough... Trust me, you'll LOVE this."

My eyes widened. I couldn't believe what I was hearing! If I could trust him... That meant that whatever he had in mind must involve sex.

Sex with a MILF?!? Or maybe sex with two girls?! Did he think that I wouldn't go for girls because I was bisexual? Or that I didn't want to fuck a MILF because I already fucked a teacher? I'm sure there was all kinds of stereotyping and assumptions in his head when it came to people who were attracted to the same gender. But that's okay - I'd show him! I'd show him that I wasn't some timid virgin and I'd jump on this cock and ride the shit out of it. And if it was some girl giving me a sloppy blow job while I bounced on his dick, well, that would just make the experience all the more delicious, wouldn't it?!

Suddenly, my panties felt VERY wet and I could tell that I was leaking a lot of pussy juice. We were still several minutes away from his house and I suddenly couldn't wait to get there, my whole body on fire with sexual excitement.

At last, he finally took a left and led me down his driveway towards his house. My legs were sore but I pushed through the pain, knowing it was well worth it.

As soon as we rounded the corner, though, I stopped dead in my tracks. I just couldn't believe my eyes—or any of the other senses! In the driveway was an incredibly shiny BMW M4 convertible, its engine still growling softly as it cooled off. I'd always wanted a car like that. Heck, I would have been thrilled with almost any kind of luxury car—my father drove a Volvo that was nearly ten years old! But this—this was incredible!

He got out and I could tell right away that the car had to belong to him. It looked like he'd come home straight from some modeling shoot in Germany. His black hair was perfect, his pale face and bright blue eyes looked fresh as ever.

"You look incredible," I gasped. "This is your car?"

"Yep. She's my pride and joy." He gave her a loving pat.

"She's so beautiful..."

"Just like you, Miss Stronghold."

That made her blush. "Call me Josie!"

"Well, thank you, Josie. But yes, she's my perfect girl."

"Can I say hi?"

"By all means. Give her a pat on the neck - very softly though, she bites at times."

Josie was a little scared at first but did as told. The horse made some kind of soft neighing sounds and moved it's head about a little, making the two laugh. "I don't think she likes me."

"Don't be so sure. She's just used to me handling her. Come closer," Will said and Josie took a couple of steps towards him. "Good girl. Now, slowly, lift your arm to let her smell it and then let her touch you with it."

Josie lifted her hand close to the muzzle but hesitated. Then she reached out with her arm to feel the soft fur against the palm of her hand. Slowly she began running it along the snout, amazed how beautiful the animal was.

"That's great! See, she's already beginning to like you!"

And sure enough, when Will stepped in and petted both horse and Josie, they both seemed comfortable. The girl had completely forgotten about his earlier transgressions and was focused completely on the beast, gently petting it and laughing in joy. He couldn't wait any longer. Giving his new fucktoy another small peck, he walked off towards his garage and retrieved a couple of items: a pair of leather riding chaps and a rubber-coated wire brush. When he returned, he found the naked Josie happily rubbing the horses' flanks.

"Hey! Come over here and try this!", he whispered at Josie and motioned for her to bend forward. With her backside now pointing at him, he pulled out the wire brush and pressed it against the slit between her butt cheeks, rubbing it across the puckered hole.

Josie giggled and let out a yelp when he pushed the handle past the rim, stretching her anus open. It was about three inches thick and almost as long as his forearm, coated in a black rubber layer. He didn't think she could take even half of its length, but the first few inches seemed to satisfy her as he twisted it inside and pulled it out again in a slow rhythm.

"It tickles, hehehe!", she said with another giggle as it brushed past her prostate. The constant tensing and relaxing of that sensitive muscle caused some of the juices to drip from her cunt and flow down her leg. She gasped as he increased the pace, making it penetrate her a little more deeply before suddenly pulling it out completely. A low moan left her throat, but he silenced it by grabbing a hold of her ponytail with one hand and sliding his cock between her lips with the other, forcing his way down into the wet warmth. "Nmmh!", she uttered before wrapping her mouth around him. He pulled back and shoved in again, making the head rub past her tongue and the back of her mouth before sinking deeper until Josie had to force herself not to gag on him.

Her pussy felt just as wonderful. Having the vibrations from her throat travel through his flesh, stimulating him further, was incredible and he had to pause in order to prevent himself from cumming too quickly. Then he grabbed the wire brush again and positioned it beneath her drenched folds. Josie gasped again.

The handle slid back and forth slowly at first, making the juices coat its surface until he increased the speed, sending some drops flying across the floor. She spread her legs further apart, trying to relax herself as best as she could so as not to clench her vaginal muscles involuntarily. It felt almost like having sex with someone who was particularly well endowed—only that this object was much thicker than any real human being. She moaned as it made its way deep inside her pussy.

Finally, when she was just about to give in to her urges, he pulled back and thrust the brush into her ass, using it in much the same fashion as the first time. Her legs went weak and he had to help her get up by grasping a tight hold of her right breast and tugging her towards him while moving the brush in and out of her ass with his left hand.

Josie was on the edge of climax when he pulled it out and replaced it with the second one. The second handle was larger than the first and had the form of an upside down funnel with the tip narrowed while the rest was wide around its whole length, but she barely noticed this before he jammed it up into her hole, making her gasp and squirm as the new dimensions reached inside her. He started out slow again, but soon began to fuck her with abandon.

His fingers moved down between her thighs and began to rub her clit—first softly, then more violently. She threw her head back and let out a whimper. After a while he switched back to her other hole, using the other brush. Now she knew it wasn’t because it suited him best; he was alternating for her pleasure. This realization combined with what he was doing to her pushed Josie over the edge. The orgasms racked her body violently and she collapsed against his muscular frame, completely drained.

He withdrew all of his fingers and let her stay there, catching her breath. Then he picked her up and carried her over to the wall, leaning her back against it. He stood facing her, supporting most of her weight by pressing his broad chest against her smaller frame. Her hands came to rest on his hips, her nails digging into his flesh almost involuntarily, like when trying to find a solid surface during an earthquake.

The horse-man wrapped a massive hand around both of their cocks at once, holding them together as he pumped his shaft with firm, determined strokes. In no time, Josie felt his warm cum splash onto her belly, making her moan even louder. It pooled just above her pubis, right next to where his own cockhead was still resting. With another two pumps, the last of his seed drizzled from his bulbous head to the spot beside it, and then they remained motionless, foreheads touching and sharing breath, enjoying their mutual bliss.

With a smile and a light kiss on his lips, the girl thanked the man with a whisper. The creature bowed his head and walked to the edge of the building, vanishing through the window, leaving her behind.

Still panting, the teenager took her clothes off her bag, cleaned herself and began to put them back on. It would be best to make her way home immediately.

However, she stopped by the door, looking back with a small smirk forming on her lips. The girl took a step toward the window the man had left by, and after hesitating for a moment, she bent down and lifted the hem of the skirt to pull the red thong out of her ass. She then reached over, opened the window and threw the garment outside with a satisfied giggle.

The brunette went back to the door, picked up her things and exited the stable. Once out, she walked toward her house with a content sigh and an absent look in her eyes. As she crossed the threshold, Josie couldn't help but wonder if all horses could do what Billy had just done with her. If so, maybe she'd take riding lessons...

With a smirk on her lips, she closed the door.

**
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I was lying on the ground of the stables, panting. Billy had just taken me in every hole I had. My pussy was dripping with his cum. And there was more in my ass. All over my body.

But somehow, that wasn't enough for Billy. As soon as he was done, he went right back to fucking me. Only this time, he seemed interested in my ass.

His cock forced its way deep into my bowels again, and I moaned, shuddering as he drove himself into me again and again. How did he have such energy?! I mean, fuck, I could barely move at this point. He must have taken me five times! I was worn out, drained of every ounce of energy, yet he still had plenty left in him. I could feel it as he rammed his thick cock into me, stretching my little asshole.

"Okay," I groaned, pushing on the horse's face with my hand. "Okay, Billy. Easy..."

He stopped, but he didn't pull his cock out of me. The pressure of having that thing shoved up my butt felt strangely good, in a weird way. It was definitely better than nothing and so I just knelt there, holding his dick in me.

After several moments of me panting and shuddering, lying against his hot fur, he began to move a little bit. Before long, I realized he was actually beginning to thrust into me once more, pumping me gently.

I couldn't help but smile a bit, knowing I was satisfying my stallion. It felt so good and strange inside my butt and I pushed my hips back just a bit to meet his cock. He neighed in pleasure as I took it deep again and again, driving the full length of his enormous prick up my rectum.

He began to quicken his pace, the heat of his body seeming to drive his desires, and before I knew it, I could feel his throbbing penis sliding out of my anus. I groaned with a bit of relief but when he pressed his big horse head against my gaping hole and slammed himself back in, I knew it was all about to start over again. I whimpered with a combination of pain and lust as he rammed into me yet again and again. I knew my poor little butthole was going to be sore later, but it would be worth it. I could almost feel the thick semen rushing up his shaft, preparing to spill into me. And he was thrusting harder than ever, pounding my ass roughly.

When it finally happened, I screamed. With a mighty roar, he pulled back out of my ass, shoved his cock back in, and came. Hot, delicious horse cum spurted into my aching anus. I loved it more than I could bear, and I was so happy to have been able to do this for him. My pussy squirted out more cum, my entire body quaking with orgasmic pleasure, and I moaned with delight as his thick cum oozed out of my abused little ass. I smiled, collapsing, and closed my eyes.

Billy licked me a few more times, cleaning his seed off me before going back to eating.

As soon as I got up, Billy knocked me over again. This time he pushed me onto all fours and mounted me from behind. It was easier to balance myself while on my knees. Once he was comfortable, he started humping my pussy hard and fast. He must have realized my vagina was tighter than my anus and it felt good.

The pressure that his member made, grinding against my body felt so damn good. As he slammed into me, my breasts slapped against my chest. If anyone had seen this, they probably wouldn't believe it was possible to survive fucking a horse. Yet there I was, letting a 1200 pound stallion fuck my little pussy while it still hurt from taking his penis in the ass.

When Billy came, his fluids gushed out of me. When he was satisfied and got off me, I got back up on all fours to let it drain. I had no choice since most of the semen went up inside me, and I didn’t want a bellyache later on. The thick, white cum ran out of me slowly in long streams down my thighs.

I crawled under him to clean off his balls, which were also covered with semen. I didn’t really enjoy doing it at first but by the time he finished, I did it because I loved it. It was so sexy. Billy had taught me things that I had never imagined. What would my girlfriends say if they saw me? It turned me on, and it excited me to imagine doing this with him every day.

And yet I worried about getting caught. That would be terrible. Still, the pleasure that we both received from this activity made up for it.

Before long, though, I knew that our little session had ended. I knew what Billy was going through: the initial rush of endorphins from finally mating with another creature, followed by the realization that his mate was gone. And in this case, I could see why.

He was, after all, an animal, not a man.

I looked down at my body and grimaced. My knees were covered with dirt and mud, my pussy sticky and messy—a combination of my own fluids and those of Billy. But as I reached over to pick up my underwear, I couldn’t help but wonder when Billy would ask me again...

But then, the memory of being in my stable with my friend came back to me. The look in her eyes; the smile on her face; how wet she was; how excited she seemed. Did that really happen?! That couldn’t be, could it? I glanced at the door and saw Billy staring at me from the corner of his eye, winking at me.

He winked! How smart was that animal? Was it possible that he and I could read each other's minds? Perhaps something had happened that night with my horse...

My phone chimed. A message. It was Emily, asking if I would like to go shopping together that weekend.

"Sure, I'd love to." I replied. We were going to make some plans to meet and chat, maybe talk about our first dates. She was still seeing Paul. She told me that they did a lot of sexy things together. She even showed me pictures of his big penis. I couldn't believe he was 11 inches long. No one in my circle was as big as him, probably. I knew she loved the taste of his cum and would sometimes suck his penis until he came in her mouth and then she would swallow the whole load.

Meanwhile, my girlfriends still thought I was dating a guy I made up. There was no way I could tell them the truth. If anyone ever found out, it would be over for me.

But maybe I could use the situation to my advantage. Maybe I could pretend that it was Paul who was having sex with me, pretending that he was behind me, forcing me to have sex with Billy. Billy seemed to know what I was thinking and snorted approvingly.

Maybe next time, Billy, I said, as my thoughts were consumed by his thick, hot cock invading my bowels, stretching my guts with each thrust. Yes... Maybe next time.

Before long, Billy was groaning and snorting louder, whining as his body tensed. I felt a splash of heat inside of my bowels, and then another. His cock throbbed inside of my ass and I knew what it was: it was Billy cumming! He was pumping a load deep into my ass!

The thick, hot, animal semen splashed my insides, filling me with his musky smell, his cum, and his essence. His cock jerked and pulsed as he pumped me full of his jism.

Finally, he pulled out, leaving me sore, aching, and a bit empty as his cock left my gaping asshole, covered in spit and his jizz. I reached down, my fingers searching my wet lips, teasing my clit as I came again, groaning as I imagined my bowels flooding with his seed. I imagined how hot it would be for him to fill my pussy instead of my ass next time—that is, if I could take all of it. My bowels were just starting to close now and I felt like a little bit of his cum had dripped out, down my thigh and onto the hay. I knew I would need to find something to plug up my hole for now, until I could get home and clean myself out.

Billy simply stood by, looking content. He licked my arm with his warm tongue, which I took to mean he was saying thank you. I grinned and kissed him on the snout.

That was amazing, Billy, I whispered.

He snorted, nuzzling his nose into my belly, licking it softly. I was certain I heard a neigh in the distance. And if I didn't know better, it sounded a lot like laughter.

I knew I'd be back soon, for more...
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I couldn't get enough. After the events of the day, I decided to stay at the stable. We still had over an hour of daylight left and I was in no rush to go home. If my daddy called, I figured I could always answer—it wasn't like he'd actually be worried about me, since I was out doing something he considered acceptable for a teenage girl. But if he called and didn't reach me, I supposed he might think to look for me here, and that would be just the worst! Besides, I really didn't feel like going home until after Billy fucked me again.

That horse dick had satisfied me in ways that I couldn't have imagined. And it was all the more wonderful because I hadn't brought it up. He had mounted me! He had come onto me! Forced himself on me!

I wondered if it was all the time... If he took every pretty young girl who came by this place like that. I hoped not because that meant I would have been next. But if that was the case, he surely wouldn't have stopped fucking me the first time. He would've kept going, right? But if it wasn't all the time... I wondered what that said about him. It was almost like he had known how bad I was feeling and decided that he was just going to cheer me up by letting me have his fat horse cock.

But he had seemed gentle enough, not desperate to rape me or anything. He had let me get ready, spread my pussy open for him. It was only once he saw I was wet and eager that he pressed his tip against my opening. Wasn't that sweet of him? And after he had finished coming in my ass, he had stepped back and licked me clean with his big, hot, pink tongue. That had felt even better than it sounded. I was surprised he wanted to clean me, even though he made it so dirty in the first place. And maybe...

I had already gotten him all worked up, what could it hurt to put him on my mouth too? If he was clean and well mannered like my daddy wanted, I guessed there really wouldn't be an issue with it... If only we weren't in the stable like this. And yet...

What were they really for anyway? I supposed there must be someone who would ride Billy if no one else rode him. There had to be something they did in these stables, right? It certainly was a beautiful place... I couldn't believe my daddy thought we shouldn't take riding lessons from them.

I sat up finally, a huge wad of horse cum leaking out of my sore hole.

"Come here," I cooed, spreading my legs wide and patting my thigh. "Time to clean up now."

Billy trotted over to me and I smiled, reaching down to hold my pussy lips apart while he lapped at it, scooping his cum into his mouth. It wasn't half as nice as having it fill my asshole but it still felt amazing, especially when he started licking my clit. I squeaked, squirming in the hay. "Easy there!"

It had to be true... They did know what they were doing down at that stable...

But how could I prove it?

And then I realized: I was at school! There must be someone else who knows about this—one of my classmates had to have been to the riding lessons before! As Billy licked me, I couldn't help but think about who in my class would possibly have had these lessons already. We hadn't been going to that school very long at all—who might it be...?

And just then, something clicked. Last year's yearbook, it had mentioned something about horseback riding club—and our class president had been in charge of it. It had to have been her! After a few minutes, she walked into the bathroom. I grinned, standing up.

"Hi, Emma!"

Emma jumped in surprise and turned around to face me. Her cheeks had turned bright red. I had never talked to her in school before—I had always wanted to be in one of the cliques she ran, but no luck for me. Emma was popular in an almost cartoonish fashion—blonde hair, blue eyes, perfect makeup, big breasts that seemed to jiggle even when they were constrained by her shirt... And yet she wasn't stuck-up—well, she could be. But most of the time, she seemed like a really nice girl. "Hello." She said curtly.

I bit my lip. How do I say this?

"Well, the reason I asked you to meet me here after school..."

I reached back and took a handful of her hair in my hands, drawing her closer to me. Our faces were inches apart and I could feel her hot breath against my mouth. "I want you to eat my ass."

I pulled away, grinning, and lifted up my skirt, bending over and putting my hands on the sink. I tugged down my panties and revealed my pale white ass, bare and smooth. Emma let out a whimper and then I heard her moving behind me. She was coming toward me... She was going to do it!

Her hands rested on my bare bottom. Her fingers traced my ass cheeks, feeling every inch of my flesh. I bit my lip in anticipation; my heart raced. I could hardly believe this was happening—it was something I had dreamed about so many times! And yet, now, finally, I was getting it!

And then I felt the first touch of her tongue. I shuddered and groaned as she spread my ass cheeks, diving between them and planting a single wet, slobbery kiss right on my asshole. "Oh!" I groaned, gripping the sink. Her tongue darted out and began to swipe across my back hole, tasting me hungrily. I wanted to make this last forever but at the same time, I didn't want to wait another second! My pussy ached, desperate to be touched. Finally, unable to stand it any longer, I reached down, pulling my lips open and exposing my pink little cunny to Emma's hungry mouth. She paused for only a moment before driving her tongue deep inside, sucking and slurping and moaning as she ate me from behind.

I had never even seen a lesbian sex scene in porn but that didn't mean I hadn't imagined it. For months now, I had fantasized about having sex with Emma—having her eat my pussy, fingering me in class, letting her spank me with one of the ruler paddles after school when we were alone. And here I was, standing in the girl's room and finally living out one of my wildest fantasies.

"Oh, god! Emma!" I moaned, reaching back to grab the ponytail of red hair that bounced around as she slobbered on my pussy. She sucked and licked at my juices, eating me like there was no tomorrow. I felt my body trembling and realized that my orgasm was imminent.

Suddenly, Emma pushed my head down against the mirror. She was strong—almost frighteningly so. Before I could say anything, though, I felt something pressing into my ass hole. "E-e-emma!" I stammered.

"Shh..." She hissed in my ear. And then something spread my ass cheeks—something firm but flexible... Something I could only guess was the handle of a brush. "You're going to take this in your asshole, you little slut."

Her voice wasn't one that I was used to hearing on my best friend and, despite myself, I loved it. With another shove, she pushed the handle deeper into my ass and I let out a soft moan. I wanted to feel full—to feel stretched and open. But my pussy was also feeling kind of neglected.

"Emma... Could you..."

"Could I what?" She asked.

"... Eat my pussy? I want you to eat it while you fuck me with that thing."

It came out before I realized I'd said it and suddenly, the handle left my asshole. Before I had time to worry about what she would do next, her mouth was back on me. I cried out as she licked at my hole once more. Her hand was between my legs and I could feel one of her long, slender fingers pressed against my clit. With a flick, the tip of it entered my dripping wet pussy and I gasped as she fingered me, pushing deeper and deeper into me.

Before I knew it, another finger joined the first and the two of them drove deeper still. "Oh, god!" I gasped, feeling an orgasm approaching faster than I could believe.

I reached behind myself, gripping her wrist, trying to force more of that sweet invading digit into me, desperate to cum one more time. Suddenly, though, she slapped my hand away and gave me a quick slap on the bottom as well.

"Don't touch me again without permission, young lady," She barked, and the harsh sound of her voice thrilled me. I couldn't help but giggle, even as she spanked me twice more, alternating cheeks, leaving my pale skin blushing.

She slid down lower and pushed her entire arm into my now-loose back hole until I could feel her thumb just outside my cunt and I moaned as her mouth latched onto my pussy once more. Her teeth dragged along my soft labia, then nipped at my engorged clitoris. I shrieked, my hips bucking hard.

It didn't take me much longer to cum at that point and I let loose with a wail as I squirted all over Ms. Padderson's desk. As if by magic, her office door opened, revealing a few members of the track team standing there. They saw my naked body sprawled out across her desk, my legs spread, my toes curling and uncurling and my fingers gripping the edge of the desk as I tried to ride out the most powerful orgasm I had ever experienced.

"Fuck!" The quarterback gasped, his eyes fixed on my pussy as I came all over the place.

As soon as my body had relaxed enough for me to form words, I looked at the crowd gathering around the doorway and managed to force out a "What the hell is going on?"

My math teacher stepped in between us and pushed her classmates out of the way. Her expression was somewhere between shocked and pissed off. "Mr. Dodds," she began.

Before she could get anywhere, though, one of the football players said, "Don't worry, Ms. P. We won't tell."

At that moment, I had to admit, my mind was still fuzzy from the most intense orgasm I had ever experienced and it took me a second or two to remember why that name sounded familiar: it belonged to one of my teachers, but he was new and I wasn't really sure which one. I glanced down at his cock and my jaw dropped: he had to be at least nine inches long! My eyes must have bulged out because I heard several members of the track team chuckling behind me. The man was stroking his cock slowly, and before I knew it, he grabbed me by the hips and positioned himself under me, forcing my head down until the tip of his cock was pressed against the wetness of my teenage pussy. My eyes went wide as he pushed his hips up and slid his cock into me, inch after inch filling me until his balls slapped up against my asshole, his body fully sheathed in me.

He gave me only a second or two to get accustomed to the feel of his massive, throbbing member deep inside my aching cunt before pulling out and ramming back in, grunting loudly with each thrust. I whimpered and moaned and he grabbed a handful of my hair, using it to help hold me down on his cock. I could hardly catch my breath! With each time he forced me down on his cock, it felt like he was driving the wind from my lungs and it didn't take long for his friends to join him, some positioning themselves next to him and other standing behind me. One guy pulled my shirt over my head, mashing my tits up against the table and holding me in place, while another guy began to pound my ass, filling it with his thick, veiny dick. Within minutes, I was impaled on two massive dicks, feeling them sliding into me, pushing hard, as if fighting one another for space inside my tight little body. The third and fourth guys stood by, stroking their cocks and watching as I was spit roasted by their teammates.

After a few minutes, the third guy stepped up, grabbing me by the hair and shoving his cock between my lips. I didn't have time to adjust myself, couldn't do much more than just take his cock deep into my throat. He pumped his hips and slid his cock along my tongue and I did everything I could to keep my teeth out of the way as his balls bounced against my chin, his cock hitting the back of my throat. By the time the other guys were cumming, his friends taking their turns at my asshole and cunt, he finally had his orgasm and pulled back, releasing a fountain of his hot, sticky seed into my mouth and onto my face. The other two guys came right after and soon, I was dripping with jizz. It splattered onto my hair, my face, my shoulders, and all over my exposed tits. 

I shuddered as they pulled out, groaning, the last few spurts of cum spraying into my mouth and over my pussy. I lapped it up hungrily, tasting their cum and enjoying how it warmed my lips and tongue, loving the way it looked splattered across my tanned flesh, white and creamy. It was warm and it smelled strong. They stood around, admiring me, taking photos of me like this with their phones and then I heard another boy saying something about his turn and they all dispersed, leaving only one guy in front of me. He grinned.

"Wow, baby girl, you're fucking hot."

I looked up at him, gasping for breath as he began to stroke himself off right in front of my face. He reached over, gathering the jizz that had dripped onto my breasts and spreading it along his thick cock. Then, he pressed his tip into my mouth. "Clean me, whore," he said softly as I licked and sucked him. He groaned as he shoved the cum-covered cock into my throat, holding it there for several seconds before pulling it out. I gasped and then he shoved it back in again, fucking my throat like he was trying to kill me with his dick. I gagged and retched but took it anyway, knowing that it wasn't over until he was cumming down my throat.

And that moment came all too quickly. He grabbed my head with his hands and pulled me down on his cock, forcing my nose against his abdomen and keeping me there, moaning as his cum filled my throat. He shot load after load into my mouth and I felt it dripping out, down my chin and onto my breasts. He sighed as his cock deflated and he finally pulled out.

"See ya, whore," he grunted as he stepped back and put his clothes on. He grabbed his bags and left, leaving me to choke and splutter on his cum.

By now, I was almost in another world. The sensations running through my body were incredible and I didn’t want it to end. So, I forced myself to relax—and with Billy stroking away at my asshole, it didn’t take long. After about five minutes, I could feel something beginning to stir within me. I reached down between my legs and began to stroke my swollen clit, trying to coax just one more orgasm out of my battered and bruised pussy. It only took a few more seconds and then, I was screaming once again as yet another orgasm ripped through my young, aching body. This one was so powerful it nearly knocked me unconscious, and when I opened my eyes, I noticed Billy licking the last remnants of jizz from my face. I lay back, exhausted, as the horse finished cleaning my body and fell asleep right there, in the hay.

I awoke a bit later to find my parents calling for me. I managed to stagger to my feet, gather my clothes, and go meet them. "Sorry, I'm late," I said, walking by them and climbing in the front seat of the car.

"We called you six times," my dad said.

"Didn't hear it ring," I replied, glancing back in the direction of the stables. Had I really had sex with a horse? There was no way, was there? Maybe it had just been a weird dream.

Yeah, that had to be it. What else could explain the pain radiating from my ass and pussy? No, it had to have been a dream... A sexy, erotic dream.

"Well, you're filthy!" My mom gasped. "Were you rolling around in the hay?"

"Yeah, I guess," I replied. "I mean, I was sleeping in there when you called."

"Go take a shower when we get home, young lady! And toss those clothes in the wash. They reek of horses!"

And thus, my strange dream ended. At least, I assumed it was a dream. After all, it wouldn't do to imagine something like that happened, right? No, it had all been an elaborate daydream, perhaps brought on by exhaustion or over-exertion. My parents didn't seem suspicious in the least and even Billy acted perfectly normal on our drive home.

But every time I sat down, I winced at a twinge in my lower back—and the tenderness of my asshole was unmistakable. Every time I closed my eyes, I felt his tongue licking deep inside of my cunt... And the scent of horse on my skin was enough to make me wonder... Was it real?

Either way, I couldn't wait for next year's riding camp!

The End.

This is just a little story to tease your cock about what's coming. Be back soon!

>

> Love,

Anna

>

> If you enjoyed this and want to read more stories like it, check out my other works (they will all be uploaded here in the coming days!). Please also consider reviewing my story on the site to let me know if you would like to see more like it and/or help me decide when to write more in this series! Thank you for reading!

2. Summer Vacation

It was summer break and I was back at camp.

And my mind kept racing back to that first day, my very first time with Billy. He had fucked my pussy raw and then finished in my ass; he was by far the best lover I had ever had. Weeks passed and he remained fresh in my memory. I longed for more and more to feel his huge horse cock inside of me.

But when I arrived at camp for my second year, he was gone! At least, no one would let me ride him—and trust me, I tried my very best to get my hands on that massive stallion once again. My second pony was nowhere near as good as Billy had been. But I had no choice but to take whatever poor substitute the farm would allow me to ride.

So I rode my pony and made a mess of the hay once more and finally, I returned to camp and was able to take a nice hot shower. When I got out and began to dry my hair, I glanced down at my clothes. I had forgotten to bring clean underwear or panties along with me—stupid, stupid mistake. In fact, it seemed like it was just going to be a pair of riding pants and a tank top back home today. Well, at least my hair and body were clean, even if I smelled faintly like horses.

And I was right about my pants. When I slid them on, the material rubbed against my pussy. The seam in the crotch of the pants, in particular, felt fantastic rubbing up against my sensitive clit—much better than those panties that just didn't seem to fit. It even got my attention—if only a little—as I drove my daddy's car home. All I could think about was the memory of Billy ramming his cock into me... That beautiful horse fucking me so hard... God, I hoped I'd see him again next year.

But then suddenly, something strange happened! I saw a horse walking by the side of the road. At first, it surprised me. Usually, when people rode horses, they had a saddle or bridle on—at the very least, they would be wearing a harness. This horse seemed to have neither. And that was a little alarming. A horse with no tack? Not to mention, he had a bit of an unusual pattern of white on black... The same exact coloration as...

...No. No way.

Billy?! Was it really possible that my pony from camp was standing there beside the side of the road, looking like he had escaped from some farmer's pen? His dark coat, white tail, and the blaze of white on his muzzle were all familiar, as well as that gorgeous cock sticking out of him and swinging in front of his legs with every step he took. He glanced in my direction. It looked like he recognized me. Maybe he was smiling at me, or maybe I was imagining things, but that still didn't mean he should just be roaming around without a saddle or a halter—it wasn't safe! And why was his penis exposed like that?! Someone might see him, which was obviously embarrassing to me and probably to him as well. But I couldn't get up and cover him up with hay—Billy was pounding into me like crazy, forcing more of that gigantic cock into my tight, sore asshole. I whimpered, feeling myself stretched tight across his huge, throbbing horsecock as he plowed my ass. How was it even possible that he could go back-to-back like this?! I felt like my body was about to give out on me—I could hardly keep myself from passing out as his thick horse dick ravaged my insides. I had no idea how he did it, but his stamina was definitely unbelievable—his big heavy balls swung forward and back in rhythm to the thrusts, colliding with my pussy and slapping against my thighs. The sound seemed to echo in the stall, overcoming the moans that spilled from my lips, though they weren't enough to mask the slick sounds of wet flesh on wet flesh as his cock plundered my asshole. His big strong forelegs were folded over my shoulders, holding me down underneath the powerful beast while I writhed and squirmed beneath him. All I could do was to take it—to lay on the ground of the stable beneath my own beloved horse and take whatever pleasure he had in store for me.

I let out a strangled moan when his cock suddenly slid out of my ass, sliding out and leaving me feeling so very empty, but the next moment he thrust it into my pussy and I screamed out in raw, brutal pleasure. It hurt—it hurt like hell. But that didn't seem to matter. Even the pain felt good—especially since it came with an incredible, mind-numbing pleasure. It didn't feel wrong—it didn't feel weird or sick or perverse. It just felt good. It felt amazing! Why was I not allowed to have this? Why shouldn't I be able to experience these new and intense pleasures whenever I wanted them?

I cried out in agony and bliss, each stroke of Billy's massive cock driving me closer to my limit. Every part of my pussy felt sore now but somehow that only made me more desperate for more, like my body was begging me to keep going so it could endure even more exquisite agony. I didn't think it was possible that I could cum again after cumming twice already, but soon the pressure was building up inside me, stronger than before. My whole body started to shake—I couldn't stop it. It was too much—too much pleasure and too much pain all at once, and it felt like something in my head had to give way.

At last, with one final thrust, his enormous horsecock slammed home into my cunt and the dam broke, releasing a flood of pleasure throughout my body. My whole world seemed to spin as the ecstasy swept through me—like being swept down a raging river—and I knew there would be no stopping it. All I could do was hold on tight until it was over, trying not to drown. I let out a scream as the orgasm rocked my body, my muscles contracting in waves that crashed through me like tsunamis of pure joy.

And then everything went blank. The pleasure faded and my consciousness was left floating in darkness as my senses shut down. Time ceased to have meaning. Nothing else existed anymore but my own existence and the emptiness around me. The only things I could feel were my heartbeat pounding away in my chest and the hot sticky mess spilling from my abused pussy. Eventually even these sensations went away, leaving behind nothing but an endless void where even dreams couldn't reach me.

After what felt like forever—but might have only been minutes later, when I came to my senses again—the first thing I noticed was how thirsty I felt. It took some effort, but eventually I managed to sit up and take stock of my surroundings.

I was still in my dad's stable, lying on a pile of hay with my clothes scattered everywhere nearby. At first glance, everything seemed normal except that there wasn't a sign of my horse anywhere around me anymore.

So where had he gone? What had happened since last time that made me end up like this without any memory of it?

Then it dawned upon me: My panties lay on top of my other garments and my crotch was covered in sticky white liquid! There was no way I would have done something as nasty as this with my underwear still intact; therefore it couldn't have been me who put it there! Besides, this stuff smelled like it came directly from a guy's dick and I was sure I wouldn't have let some random dude fuck me in broad daylight while unconscious! So who in the hell was it then?!

I immediately started looking around for any clues as to what happened or how many guys might've participated in doing whatever they did with my body while I wasn't able to resist... Then suddenly, I heard noises coming from outside: "Hey boss, come and check this out!"

I froze instantly. There was somebody else nearby! If they saw me like this, naked and defenseless, it'd be hell! Not wanting to waste any time waiting to find out what they had meant exactly by 'check this out', I jumped up and started running as fast as possible through the narrow corridor connecting the stables. Eventually, my bare feet splashed in mud at the exit, but I didn't care at all. Whatever was outside there couldn't be any worse than the alternative of being discovered here in my current situation. As soon as I left the barn I turned right, trying to stay close to the building's walls without being seen from outside while keeping an eye open for potential dangers. Just then, some heavy footsteps appeared right behind me - it sounded like several people! - and I heard their voices:

"Damn man, I'm tellin ya! We should grab her, have some fun with her right now! Nobody's gonna be looking for hours!"

Another voice, seemingly male too, replied "And what if her daddy shows up?"

A third voice chimed in "Dude, we're far away enough that nobody can hear us here. You know that. Plus, even if they DO somehow find us, there's nothing they can do against 20 or so guys. It'll be worth the risk! Look at her: she's just begging for some hard dick in that tight lil body of hers!"

At this point, my ears finally tuned in on the ongoing discussion at hand, and it was already too late. They came closer to my hidden location. Soon I could see what they were up to...

In front of my very eyes there were more than a dozen men, each one with their pants down, jacking off at the sight of me being fucked by a horse, which was exactly what they were seeing right now, as the animal was pounding its giant cock into me, balls deep, all the way to my cervix. I had no idea why, but seeing these naked men pleasuring themselves got me even hornier than before.

I couldn't believe this was happening. My legs gave up, leaving me there in the same position the animal had left me in a minute ago: face-down with my ass up high. It was hard to keep balance, even though the ground was wet and slippery from rain and mud.

Suddenly I heard one of the guys' voice coming from behind. "Don't move! I'll try to help you..." he said, lifting my body back up, supporting my weight against his chest. "See? You can stand up!" he laughed, his strong arms keeping me in place. "Now let's watch the horse finish doing his job," he added in a whispery tone, pointing towards the stall where the equine kept fucking me, making the men cheer loudly.

My eyes couldn't resist the view any longer. I looked down to see what the horse was doing to me down there. And the first thing I saw was the long, fat cock sliding in and out of me at full speed, each stroke hitting the deepest spot inside me, then my belly... Then further up to my chest. Each time, I was lifted a bit from the floor by the powerful thrust, causing a few drops of the cum inside me to splash over my breasts and nipples. After a while, the sight became too arousing to handle.

Suddenly, Billy pushed a last time and stayed still for a moment, releasing the biggest shot of cum anyone could ever see. The liquid came out in thick streams, spilling over my chest and back, even my head. And there was so much of it that I started to lose my footing and would have fallen once more if not for the guy who had caught me a moment ago. He hugged me tight against his chest, allowing me to catch my breath.

"Wow, this was so damn hot! I love animals..." he whispered, slowly licking his lips, his face only inches away from mine. I just stared at him in silence for a second, before we finally moved away from each other, both grinning a little awkwardly.

This boy wasn't like most people around here. He looked different, like maybe he had grown up in a big city somewhere. I had never seen him before and suddenly wondered why I hadn't noticed him in town... I also wondered why he hadn't said anything, just watched until now... He surely couldn't have resisted the urge to have a closer look at this huge horse cock that had been pumping so violently inside me a moment ago, right?

It was probably better that he had helped me when he did, though. Otherwise, my whole face could've got hit by a big load of horse semen and my friends would have laughed at me for weeks.

I took a closer look at him while wiping off a bit of cum that was dripping on my right breast. It felt a little weird to do this with some stranger watching, but my nipples seemed to get hard again right away and I wondered if he could see this change in their color and shape through the veil of cum and if he'd enjoy it, knowing he'd make me all wet again.

"Damn, that thing looks huge," he finally said, looking at the now deflated member between my legs.

"Y-yes," I mumbled, feeling a little shy. "Billy is the best stallion on our farm... So daddy bought him last year from a famous stud farm, for his bloodline." I blushed a little at calling this beast 'the best stallion'. It seemed to fit somehow. "They say, his breed is really special... Very strong, intelligent, obedient... and big dicked."

"Yeah, that much I've noticed," the boy grinned. "Is that how you normally treat your horses around here? By letting them fuck your ass?"

"N-no, not at all!" I cried, blushing furiously. "That's never happened before! Billy just got excited because he smelled my pussy, I think..."

The young boy just raised an eyebrow, chuckling in disbelief.

"Really? Then how do you explain that wetness down there?"

Shit. My cheeks burned with embarrassment as I realized my lie had been obvious all along.

"I - I don't know... I guess I was just turned on by the thought of getting fucked by such a big horse cock... You know, it was so deliciously thick..."

The young boy snickered, making me realize I couldn't deny my little lie-detector anymore: It really was true! I was soaking wet. No wonder my little pussy felt all sticky.

He raised an eyebrow. "You've been fucked by horse cock before, you're saying? Or by another human with such a huge dick that he could pass for one?"

Shit! This wasn't getting any better, was it? What else could I possibly say...?

"O-of course not," I whined, sounding desperate. "I've... never..."

He was probably thinking I was a complete slut right now, and even though this was all completely new to me, I didn't want him to think of me in that way. But why should I even care what he thinks, anyway?

I bit my lip and glanced down at Billy' cock again. He was still stroking his massive length, only slower now. Damn, how could I be enjoying this so much, knowing what's to come? It felt good being humiliated by him... It was almost exciting in a way...

"...Maybe I'll give you a second ride." I finally blurted out.

But just as soon as I said those words, I suddenly realized how bad I needed to cum right now. This whole situation was starting to frustrate me, to turn me on in an intense way I had never felt before.

"Awww, what's wrong, boy?" I whimpered, my voice dripping with frustration. "Is your tiny little horse dick going soft already?"

Sure enough, as I spoke to him, I felt Billy' member go flaccid within my ass. A moment later, it slipped out of me completely, flopping to the floor, limp.

It was at that moment when I decided that it wasn't a matter of whether I would fuck this huge stallion again. It was when. I turned over and glared at the dumb beast, who just stood there watching me, his cock dangling there pathetically.

"Now I have to get myself off," I growled. "Stupid horse."

To my surprise, I noticed how hard my nipples had gotten. In fact, they looked like little rocks pointing straight out from my breasts. As if on auto pilot, I brought my hands to my perky tits and squeezed, hard. It felt good - really good. Too good, actually. When I looked back down at myself, I found that my right hand had somehow found its way between my legs, and my index finger was currently circling my sensitive clit.

I guess Billy could tell what was happening from his perspective. He nudged forward a step and began licking me again. I pushed my chest out further so he could get better access to my nipples. Soon enough, I was riding Billy's tongue, bouncing against it and grinding on it, and it felt great. As I did so, my hand moved faster and faster on my clit.

Then the most powerful orgasm I had ever felt exploded through my body. I shuddered uncontrollably, collapsing backwards into Billy, my hand still working furiously between my legs. At the same time, Billy gave me one last lick. I felt something hot and wet spattering over my back. When I rolled off of him, I saw spurts of white horse cum dripping from Billy's throbbing cock head.

I couldn't stop touching myself, but before long the orgasm subsided and I realized I was just rubbing my clitty for no reason. When I finally managed to make my trembling legs get up and carry me to a small bucket of water, I took a long look at myself in the reflection. There were spots of horse cum strewn across my face, along with little bits of hay. It took some effort, but I finally wiped them all off. I rinsed my hand off and returned to Billy, who was standing where I had left him.

"Well... um... that was fun, huh, Billy?" I asked, petting him nervously. What was I going to do now? There was no way I would be able to explain why my clothes were covered with mud if I took them home right now, and I really needed to put something on before leaving the stable. I decided to get my riding outfit on again, although I skipped the jacket and helmet - I didn't think I needed them at this point. The pants would be enough, but there was an obvious stain that would draw too much attention if someone noticed it, and then questions might start to pop up.

But there was only one thing I could do about it. I looked up at Billy. "I guess you'll just need to lick them off."

He nudged me, almost impatiently, and I raised my leg, letting him stick his nose against my crotch, where the big mud stain was. As he began licking, I couldn't help but get hot once more, which would have seemed impossible after everything he had already done to me, but there was something so sexy about seeing him go down on me again. I felt like I was in a porn movie, and my heart raced when he ran his tongue along the fabric of my trousers, slowly bringing it back to its original color.

I thought the sensation of Billy eating me out through my pants was delicious enough, but when he managed to rip open the zipper with his teeth and started sucking and licking me, directly touching my wet folds, my legs grew weak. His long horse tongue slid along my sensitive clit and then pushed into my warm pussy. This was so different from what he had done earlier and yet, I found myself enjoying it even more. I grabbed his mane for balance and began to thrust my hips forward, humping his face. My body was still sore, my hole puffy and red, but my excitement quickly overcame my pain and soon I found myself on the verge of orgasm again.

I looked at him with pleading eyes as he brought me closer and closer to the edge. If I could just have this one last pleasure, I was sure I could forget about everything that had happened here and just focus on my riding career again, on my upcoming competition instead of getting fucked by my horse. However, before I could finally get there, the door to the stables opened and suddenly, one of the stable boys was standing in front of us. He was about my age and very good-looking; we sometimes made out when I was here late at night. I quickly covered my breasts and turned to face him, hoping to hide my shame.

"Amber, you've been gone for so long, I was starting to wonder if something had happened," he said casually as if finding his crush naked with her pussy in the mouth of a horse was an everyday thing. "You should have told me you had planned on fucking Billy today. That's why I usually do that for him after I clean his stall."

He grinned and walked over to Billy. The animal snorted with delight and moved aside as the boy dropped to his knees next to me. I was mortified as he stuck a finger into my pussy. He must have seen how swollen and pink it was and heard my moans but instead of running away from me in disgust, he looked at me with desire in his eyes.

"My God, Amber. You are so hot," he said. He reached out for one of my tits and squeezed it hard. "I know we talked about going steady but let's wait a bit before telling others."

His words stung but I said nothing. I was still shocked by what I had done with the horse and the fact that this handsome stableboy had found us both naked and knew all that had transpired.

As for him...He leaned in and kissed my breast. It was such a strange feeling. After the way Billy had taken me, this was rather tame. Still, the stablehand had such soft lips. I smiled as he looked up at me, running my hands through his hair.

"It's nice having you here so often, Amber. The other girls don't care much for horses so I always have to take care of Billy alone. But with you, things are different."

I blushed. This boy was just so sweet and cute. Maybe he could be good for me.

But then he added, "And with three of us, maybe Billy will want to do a spit roast next time!"

A split what? Before I had time to process his words, the stableboy kissed me. He reached down under the water and began to finger me, running his hands along my tender, sensitive cunt. I shivered against the wall of the tub, pressing into him. I was still sore from Billy' assault but it did not stop me from enjoying a human hand now. It just seemed... Gentler. And the fact that it was a boy doing the touching made everything all the more fun.

I reached up, grabbed my own tits, and squeezed them, moaning softly against the stableboy's lips. As if in response to my moans, he pushed a second finger inside me. I gasped in delight. My sore pussy ached but I wanted more. He continued to rub it slowly, sensuously, and I felt another orgasm building. The water began to churn as I shuddered and shook against his touch. His tongue found mine and our kiss became harder as we moaned into each other's mouths, panting, gasping for air, desperate for each other's bodies. I came, groaning in pleasure, my body shuddering as my pussy quivered. I threw my head back and let out a loud, satisfied shriek. I had needed this... It had been far too long.

Finally, it was over. My pussy ached, as did my asshole, but I felt content and satisfied. I sank back down into the warm, soapy water, breathing hard. We finished our bath, then the stableboy helped me out of the tub.

I was dressed and we headed back to the stable where I would spend the afternoon brushing and caring for Billy. By the time the day ended, I was exhausted, sore, and ready for bed.

***
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My days went by in much the same way: rising early, spending the day riding my horse, Billy, then being fucked thoroughly by the stableboy. After he rode me and made me cum a dozen times, he would let Billy mount me and fuck me from behind. Sometimes, he would simply put on a show, mounting me over and over again until he was done. Other times, he would be relentless, pounding my cunt over and over again, giving me no rest and causing me to cum three or four times before pulling out and letting Billy finish me off.

By the end of each afternoon, I was completely wrecked. Each of them was relentless—they seemed to be obsessed with my body, driven to destroy my pussy with each hot, powerful thrust. And each day, I loved it more.

Of course, I got pregnant right away. In fact, it took two months for my stomach to start showing. Daddy was suspicious, of course—and so was mummy. They tried to figure out what I had been up to after I came home late every night. When I missed my period, they both started asking me if I was on the pill. I told them I was—but then, they found out I hadn't actually been taking it regularly. I mean, I had forgotten to take it once or twice, but most of the time, I had skipped days, sometimes two at a time. And they made me see a gynecologist who confirmed I was three months along!

That was it. I thought they were going to have a heart attack at the same time! Instead, daddy slapped me across the face and demanded I tell them who the father was. He was convinced that the baby must be an accident. After all, it couldn't possibly have been the work of a boy... I wasn't a whore, after all!

And I decided that if they were going to treat me like a whore, they deserved the truth! So I told them: it was Billy. Daddy couldn't believe his ears. He insisted I take the horse to a stablehand, one of the boys we sometimes hired to take care of Billy for a week. The stableboy, a young man named Tom, said he would examine my pussy and asshole, check for semen, and have a diagnosis by tomorrow, but when he came back, he reported that Billy hadn't been able to get an erection for four years and that, as such, I had certainly not impregnated myself! I don't know whether he believed me about Billy—he certainly thought I was a whore now—but my parents realized it must be true.

I gave birth to twins horses, a boy and a girl, on December 25th of the following year. I had always hated Christmas anyway so, on the one hand, giving birth on that day did mean that it wasn't my birthday, and thus I couldn't celebrate it, ever, but, on the other hand, I didn't like the idea of my son being called a bastard just because his father was a horse and his mother a whore.

I was banished from the family home and left with Billy and my two new children. They took the house away from me. Luckily, Billy's owner was happy to let me stay there with him as long as I promised to pay the bills—at least until my children were old enough to make a living. But the thing is, Billy still had lots of fun with me. One day, he fucked both my holes simultaneously and I discovered that I have a twin brother as well!

My father also taught me how to ride very well, even if not quite on a horse. Sometimes he fucks my ass and mouth and I jerk off two or three of his fellow horses at a time... And every night, after he's bred me good, he gets milked and I drink it all, straight from the source. It tastes amazing... You really should try it.

So, I'm writing this to say goodbye, just in case my husband comes looking for me.

Please, don't give in to your inner lust. Don't become whores like me. Don't go to your stables and seduce your family's horses.

You won't be able to stop once you've gotten a taste of their meat. I know I wasn't able to.

Even if your daddy walks in on you and fucks you silly, or if your uncle forces his way into your bed, or if the horse at the stable has his way with you—just remember, stay pure! Hold out! You'll never regret it.

Or... maybe you will...

Anyway, I'm going to go milk my own horse now. See you!

**
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The weekend was just starting and the weatherman was calling for yet more rain, so Mom invited all the neighbors over for a barbecue. The kids ran around on the soggy lawn and we ate hot dogs and hamburgers until our stomachs almost popped. Then we broke out the fireworks, lighting them right in the middle of the street where everyone could see, cheering as each one let out a crackle of sparkles.

Mom seemed happier than she had been in weeks. So did the other mothers—probably because Dad had agreed to work from home this week while he dealt with his new project. This left him out of the office so there was no worry about him finding any time to fuck anyone, although Mom kept her distance anyway. She was probably trying not to tempt herself.

Anyway, I was helping put away leftovers when I heard the sound of hooves clopping against pavement outside. Curious, I made my way to the living room window and pulled back the curtain ever so slightly. There I saw an older man leading a horse towards our stable. It was definitely not Billy—for one, Billy didn't wear saddle bags or anything—but it also looked much bigger than him! And more... Well, intimidating. For a moment, I watched the horse trot past us, but then I decided to investigate further, sneaking outside and around the house. I was pretty sure the man was Mr. Jones, who lived on the far corner of our block. He had a whole stable full of horses that he used for breeding. Some of my girlfriends had gone to him in the past, hoping to buy some special equine blood, but he only sold to people he knew, like wealthy women from town.

As I crept up to the open door of the barn, I noticed that Mr. Jones was pulling the reins over the huge horse's head and tying it to the metal ring mounted on a support beam just inside the entrance to the barn. Then, without warning, he slapped the horse's hindquarters with a riding crop! I yelped but the horse hardly flinched, neighing loudly and stomping on the ground. As I peeked around the corner of the barn, Mr. Jones seemed to be pulling some sort of rubbery thing down over his legs—it looked kind of like a condom—then he undid his belt and pulled out his cock, slapping it a few times to bring it to attention. I could tell by the sounds alone that it was thick and long—certainly bigger than my dad's, and he was very well hung. The thought of him using such a huge cock to breed his horse sent shudders running through my body. Finally, he moved between its hindquarters, pushing into something that looked like a tube. With a little bit of effort, he seemed to press the head of his cock into whatever this tube was and I realized it must be his horse's vagina! Oh my god, he was actually mounting this horse! I thought at first that maybe he was just teasing her, but judging by the look of concentration on his face as he slowly forced his huge cock into this hole, he was seriously breeding her!

The sight before me was mesmerizing. My clit began to tingle with arousal as Mr. Jones started to really move, pumping his hips and stroking his big horse dick deep into this poor mare's cunt. She whinnied softly and pushed back at him and it seemed to me like she was enjoying it! And Mr. Jones wasn't a bad looking dude either, I admitted to myself. His short cropped hair was salt and pepper and he kept himself in shape, always dressed in crisp, clean clothes. As I watched him pump into that tight horse pussy, I couldn't help but imagine what he'd look like on top of me, how his cock would stretch my teenage pussy...

I shuddered, my hand slipping to my clit and I had to stifle a moan. There was no way I could risk getting caught watching them. Mr. Jones had always been kind to my family and I knew if he found out I was a peeping tom, watching him mount this big horse, there might never be another riding lesson again!

But I couldn't help myself. I was already so excited from Billy' attentions earlier and now, watching my handsome neighbor mounting his horse like it was nothing, forcing the animal to take every last inch of his thick horse cock, made me horny. I tried to remind myself of the situation and keep my moans as soft as possible but damn, did it feel good! I pinched my clit, rolling it around under my index finger. God, it felt good! Just watching this stud breed this big beast of a horse had me almost ready to cum. He slammed into her with such power and grace and determination, his hands gripping her hips tightly as his thick cock spread her pussy lips wide, sinking to the balls into her. I had never imagined such a thing! I had seen pictures online of guys with big dicks but the idea of a full grown man being able to take a horse like that? It drove me wild.

My clit ached from all the rubbing I was giving it and I knew it wouldn't be long before I was ready to explode. It just felt too good, knowing that there was a gorgeous stud not twenty feet away, pumping his cock into his mare... He looked so sexy in his jeans, a flannel shirt rolled up at the sleeves showing off those strong arms, the hair on them standing on end. If I hadn't had his cock in my own pussy earlier that afternoon, I wouldn't have believed he could ever get it into her, as tight as she looked. But he pumped relentlessly into her, each thrust sending ripples along her sleek, shining body and each thrust getting another neigh or whinny out of her. It sounded like she loved every inch of his thick throbbing dick just as much as I had and soon she was cumming too, bucking against him wildly as her pussy quivered and milked his hardness. It only took another couple minutes for him to blow his load and while he filled her up, I was exploding too, cumming all over my fingers. I knew my pussy juices were flooding my panties and hoped I wouldn't leave a stain in the back of my daddy's car. Oh, well. The laundry room was right off the kitchen—I'd just run in and dump them in the wash and no one would even notice I'd been out. I'd probably even come up with some lie about it just to cover my tracks in case my dad asked.

My heart raced as I crept past the stables again—this time with a little less stealth since the mare wasn't awake and making noise anymore—and back into the house. My daddy was snoozing in his recliner in the living room with the TV playing ESPN and muted and the remote on his chest, as though he'd fallen asleep during whatever baseball game they were talking about. I didn't know what was on earlier, but now there was basketball.

A quick trip through the kitchen and into the laundry room had me safely depositing my cum-covered panties in the washing machine for the next load. The dryer was on a timer that would go off in about five minutes and the washing machine was almost empty so I just tossed my panties in and started it with no fuss.

After rinsing my hands off under the faucet—the water hot enough to make little tendrils of steam rise from it, fogging up the mirror behind the sink, I decided to have a little snack. Grabbing one of the plastic tubs where my dad stored his homemade chocolate chip cookies—made from a recipe I'd brought home from school back when I was about fifteen and my friends and I got into baking kick one spring break—I carried the container into the living room, grabbed the remote and turned up the sound.

"Daddy?"

The sudden increase in the noise coming out of the speakers jarred my father into consciousness. "Huh? Oh... hi, sweetheart..."

He seemed kind of disoriented as his head lolled back and he blinked furiously.

"I hope it's okay, daddy—I brought some cookies inside," I told him. I opened the lid of the cookie tub and offered it to him. A dozen of my favorite chocolate chip cookies—chocolate with a gooey caramel center and big chunks of semi-sweet chocolate in the batter. The very same cookies that had earned me a merit badge back when I was trying to work my way through Brownies toward Girl Scout status, way back when.

"Yeah, no problem," he mumbled, sitting up a little straighter.

I knelt in front of him and placed the open container on the seat of the recliner next to his lap.

"Want me to help you get started?" I asked.

He nodded. "Okay."

I reached into the container, carefully selected the biggest cookie in there and broke off a piece, placing it delicately on my tongue and leaning toward my father's face. He opened his mouth obediently and I slid my tongue in and deposited the crumb of caramel chocolate goodness against his.

"Taste good?" I asked him, still holding the big, chocolatey morsel close to him.

My dad moaned. "Mm-hm..." he muttered, almost as if in a trance. I laughed, sliding my tongue against his, rubbing the cookie around until they were both nice and coated. Our tongues battled, lapping against one another, passing the sticky caramel between our mouths. I loved the taste of daddy's tongue—and I couldn't stop thinking of other parts of him that might be able to use my attention...

It was about this time that I realized something warm was poking me in the back, right between my legs. I shifted my position slightly and suddenly realized what it was. A slow smile crept across my lips as I glanced over at my daddy.

"Does someone need a diaper change?"

He moaned. "Please," he said, barely moving his lips, sounding like he could scarcely manage speech. "Baby girl..."

I climbed up onto the couch, throwing my leg over him and sitting on his chest. Daddy loved it when we made eye contact—loved it when we touched. We kissed, deep and wet, our tongues exploring each others' mouths. When I pulled away from him, I held out the cookie to him again, rubbing it along his lips. His mouth opened obediently, taking the first bite into his mouth. The chocolate crumbled all around his lips as he chewed it. I broke off another piece and let him take a second bite, then placed the rest in my mouth and leaned down to kiss him once more. Again, we were kissing, and as we did, the two of us passed the delicious morsel of brownie goodness between us.

Finally, I couldn't stand it any longer: my pussy was practically throbbing at this point. It was aching for daddy's big dick to slide deep inside of it.

I reached back, grabbing his big, stiff erection with both hands and guiding it up under my skirt.

"Daddy, I'm all wet..." I whimpered, spreading my little pussy lips apart. "...Right here." I pressed his cockhead against the slit of my pink fuckhole and wiggled my hips around. My tight teenage snatch opened up willingly and I sank down just a bit onto him, letting his tip penetrate me.

"Ah, you're such a bad girl, daddy's little slut," he groaned, reaching down and smacking my ass. "Does your pussy always get wet for your dad?"

I shook my head, moaning softly as he reached down and grabbed my wrists, holding them tightly behind my back and pulling my chest toward him as I rode him. "Only when I get bad. When I'm a really naughty girl." I licked my lips, glancing up at my daddy through half-lidded eyes. "Just like I was today, daddy. I think I've been a very naughty girl..."

Daddy spanked me again and then held my face close to his. Our noses touched and I could feel his warm breath against my mouth as he spoke. "Yes, you have. You've been an awful little brat, and now I need to teach you a lesson." Daddy lifted me off of his lap and onto the couch, leaning me forward and pushing my upper body down into the cushions. Then he stood behind me, his thick cock bobbing in the air. "Now I need to put this hard dick in your naughty little cunt, and fuck that lesson into you."

"Please, daddy," I begged. He smiled and stroked his cock a few times as he stared at my exposed backside. Then he stepped forward and pushed his hard shaft into me. The sensation was overwhelming, stretching and filling me as he began to thrust.

I looked back over my shoulder and watched his muscular body pumping, his hips hammering his meat between my legs. He reached down and held my ass cheeks open, staring at my stretched pink little hole while it swallowed his dick. "That's it, baby girl, take that fat cock in your little pussy," he grunted as he worked it in and out.

Then he leaned forward over me, gripping my waist and thrusting hard, slamming in deep and making me cry out. I felt so full and so used... It was a strange mixture of feelings but the pleasure overwhelmed it all, the wonderful bliss of getting fucked raw by daddy, his big cock buried inside me. The pain faded as he kept moving his length in and out of me. I was groaning now, no longer caring what I sounded like. The harder he fucked me, the more I wanted it.

Daddy started pounding me from behind, pulling me into his thrusts. I was crying out every time he rammed it deep inside. I loved the way he treated me; using me for his pleasure while giving me plenty in return. He pulled my hips into him roughly again and I groaned as he bottomed out inside of me, feeling like his cock might split me in half. He pulled it out of me slowly and slammed it all the way back in. He was starting to really go for it now, and I screamed in ecstasy as he fucked me faster.

My tits swung back and forth as he pounded my tiny holes mercilessly. The sounds of my screams and moans mixed with his grunts of pleasure filled the room, bouncing off the walls. I could tell that I was close to cumming, but I did my best to hold back. I knew that I should try to enjoy this for as long as possible. I closed my eyes tightly and concentrated on the sensations: how warm Daddy's cock felt sliding in and out of me, the pleasure coursing through my body, the tightness of my nipples as they brushed against the sheets with each thrust... My breathing grew heavy and my pussy tensed around his cock. I couldn't hold back any longer. I screamed as the most intense orgasm of my life washed over my young body. I had never cum so hard before!

And then there was just silence. Except for his breathing. Daddy was still hard and he had not cum yet. That was very unusual. His hands went around my waist, under my stomach, and lifted my entire lower body off of the bed. This left me supporting my weight on my knees. Then he pulled his hips back slightly and I felt his dick begin to slip out of my butt hole. I looked back between my legs and watched as inch after inch of his shaft slid out until his head appeared and I felt it leave with a POP. He lowered my body back down onto the bed and turned me to face him. My eyes widened as I realized that Daddy was about to fuck me in the ass and this time, there would be no way of pulling out. My eyes darted from his dick to his face. There was an evil look on his face that was totally hot and it only got sexier when he smiled. "What's wrong, baby?" he said in a low voice. He grabbed his dick at the base and slapped the swollen head against my exposed pussy, pushing my lips apart as it rubbed across them. "Are you scared?"

I had to admit that I was a little. I had never been butt fucked before, though I'd seen porn where guys did it to girls all the time and I'd read many books where one character fucked another in the ass. I couldn't understand why anyone would let something like that happen to themselves, much less actually enjoy it. But I also trusted my Daddy and if he wanted to fuck me in the ass, that was fine by me. I nodded.

Daddy smirked and positioned his hips over mine. His arms wrapped around my neck and his hands gripped the headboard of the bed. His cock nestled comfortably between my cheeks, and I could feel it resting gently against my tight rosebud. My hands drifted down and grabbed the soft pillows of my ass. I spread them wide and stared deep into my Daddy's eyes, letting him know that I wanted it. His grin grew wider as he started to press himself into my virgin hole. As I felt the pressure of his big knob pressing on my ass, I closed my eyes and whimpered softly. And then the head of his dick passed through the tight muscle. The pain was intense but tolerable and he paused to allow me to adjust. The pain began to subside as my muscle stretched around the thick head.

"Daddy..."

My voice must have conveyed what he needed because he continued to slide into me. Soon his whole length was buried in my ass. He held still, keeping himself fully hilted inside me, my sphincter stretching as far as it could go. The sensation of being so filled was overwhelming and I was quickly overcome by my first orgasm. As I climaxed, my anal muscles clamped tightly around his cock. He growled loudly and I could tell he was on the edge of blowing. But he didn't give in. After a few seconds, his breathing returned to normal and he slowly pulled himself out of my ass. At the last second, the flared rim caught against my ring and tore away with a loud POP, and I was left lying flat on my back, my legs parted to either side of Daddy. He sat up in the bed and ran his fingers around my opening, dipping his middle finger in once or twice.

"I want a picture of your gaping ass," he said. "Hold yourself open for Daddy."

I nodded. A picture. It made sense, as he would likely take many more of me over time. Slowly, I reached back and spread myself wide. Daddy grabbed his phone from the table and began to take photos, moving around me, changing the angle each time. Somewhere along the way he took the butt plug from his pants, where it was hanging from his belt loop, and began using it on me. Each time, it made me whimper or gasp, but I loved the sensation and eventually Daddy put his phone aside and slid behind me.

He rubbed his cock against me for a bit and then pressed in. His thrusts were slow and steady. He pushed deeper, making my legs tremble each time the head of his thick cock breached my ring and then pulled back, leaving just the head buried inside of me, stretching my sphincter tightly around his helmet, and then, inch by inch, he drove himself into me once more.

At some point he stopped holding my wrist and began sliding his fingers over my body. I couldn’t help but push back against him, moaning under my breath, my entire body shuddering when he flicked at my hard nipples. My hips seemed to move of their own accord, moving in time to meet his thrusts. It all felt amazing, the sensations seeming to blend together into a mass of delightful pressure, building up within my body and threatening to burst out at any moment. I felt like I might cum from his cock alone, which was strange as I had never done so before, though of course I hadn't exactly had an enormous cock buried in my ass while someone else teased my hard nipples and whispered sweet nothings into my ear before...

"What a dirty slut you are," he said suddenly, startling me a little. "Tell me how it feels. Tell me what you want me to do."

His words struck me. Could I? Was I really going to give myself over to him so completely? And yet, I could hardly resist... I felt so full and sated from his cock, but something was missing. The neediness in my chest had grown larger still. It consumed my body and threatened to drive me to madness. There was only one solution for it—his words and his commands.

I opened my mouth and then closed it again. The first words I wanted to say simply refused to formulate on my lips. Instead, I found myself uttering another entirely, the words spilling from my lips before I realized what I was saying.

"Pump your horse cock into my ass!" I commanded. "Fuck my ass harder, daddy! Ruin my holes with that giant dick of yours!"

Daddy began to thrust harder now, the rhythmic pounding of his throbbing member into my rear growing more violent with each passing moment.

"Oh god, yes!" I squealed. "Give it to me! Give it to me! Fuck your slut's ass and show her what you do to naughty girls who try to play tricks on you! Teach me a lesson with that horse dick, daddy!"

Before long, Billy was grunting and neighing loudly, his hot breath on my neck as he fucked me. I shuddered, groaning as he shoved his fat cock up my tight teenage butt, my sphincter aching and burning now but it hardly mattered. All that mattered was him and the incredible way his giant cock pleasured me. My poor, tortured anus could not hold back another orgasm—not when Billy was slamming into it like this. The pleasure was just too good, too perfect. I shuddered and screamed, shrieking with delight and I felt him bury his cock inside of my butt, spraying my guts with a thick load of horse spunk.

Dad panted above me and I heard that familiar whine as he pulled his cock out of my butt. With a smile, I turned around and licked it clean, loving the salty, musky taste of Billy's cum on my daddy horse cock. When he was nice and clean, I crawled under his legs and rubbed his belly until he fell asleep. My own body was exhausted and as soon as the sun dipped below the horizon, I fell asleep as well.

***
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When I finally came home, Dad said I must have been out galloping late because Billy sure was tired and needed a rest. I just blushed and nodded. It was better to let him believe that than the truth.

I went into the living room and found my phone—there were several messages from my friends and when I looked through them, I realized they had all gone to see that new rom-com everyone had been talking about and wanted me to meet up with them afterwards to discuss. After all, who needs a man, right? Well, I didn’t need a man either! Just a big, fat horse cock to fill my pussy!

Before I headed out, I put on a nice skirt and some low heels. As I did my makeup, I remembered the taste of that horse cock on my tongue. How I had slurped and sucked his member until it was clean... God, how depraved could I be? What would my girlfriends think of me if they knew the things I had done to Billy? The ways I had begged him to fuck me, to pound my tight holes until they ached like my ass still did now, hours after I had crawled, naked, out of the stables. I had been fucked, truly fucked by a stallion!

I felt my pussy getting wet just thinking about it again and for the first time in months, I wasn’t frustrated going to the movies with my girlfriends. We giggled and whispered, our mouths full of popcorn, comparing boyfriends and discussing which actors we found attractive.

As we laughed, I thought about my daddy and I blushed, remembering the feel of his cock in my throat. Yes, my father was a good looking man—no wonder the neighbor girls all said he was hot! His cock certainly was—the way it stretched my lips as he pounded my face made me squirm in my seat, biting my bottom lip.

And then I remembered the way he came, pumping his huge load down my throat. God, it tasted delicious! And just now, when I went upstairs and used my favorite vibrator on my pussy, I wished it were his cock instead. When I finally came, it was so satisfying! My whole body was left tingling as the pleasure washed over me, the taste of horse cum filling my memories.

Then, the movie was over and my friends and I headed out to the car. They told me all about what had happened at the beginning of the movie—apparently the two stars of the show had shown up in person! No one actually saw them in the audience but several people reported that they saw a woman that looked just like her walking through the lobby! My girlfriends insisted that they were going to ask the usher but none of them could remember what she looked like and soon the conversation turned away from celebrities.

After all, who needs to meet a movie star? There were plenty of attractive boys around to date! In fact, that was the topic of the evening: boys. Which boys were the cutest and which ones were jerks. It seemed like there were far more of the latter.

And as we talked, I realized I was actually... Excited? I mean, my asshole still felt loose—like it needed to be plugged—and every time the car stopped at a red light, I squirmed at the sensation of my wet panties rubbing against my well-used cunt, but I had a smile on my face. A big, dumb grin that couldn't seem to wipe away. Maybe it was because I knew how badly my friends wanted boyfriends and all I wanted was another go with Billy. After all, once your pussy is stretched open by a huge cock, nothing else seems quite as good.

Not to say that there weren't boys I found attractive. That's just impossible. Some of the hottest girls I knew were lesbians! It's impossible not to find SOMEONE hot! I guess... Well, I was probably bisexual. Or something. I didn't know what to call myself. All I knew was that after I got home, I couldn't keep my hands off myself!

And the next day, I headed right back out to the stable to see Billy again.

I rode him hard, making him run laps around the track before finally mounting him and riding him. I came with two fingers in my ass and Billy' huge, thick cock in my pussy. And then I went to ride him again.

And again.

And again.

For five days straight, I returned to Billy. I was so obsessed with his fat horse cock that I could barely concentrate on anything. It was all I could think about. Every class, all I wanted to do was go to the stables. And yet, my desire to please my teachers meant I had no choice but to attend them, at least halfway. And then, finally, Saturday arrived!

I went right over to the stables that morning, having hardly even eaten breakfast, my mother barely awake by the time I left. She wasn’t going to say anything. I had told her that I was helping a friend take care of some horses that morning and she just nodded and told me to be safe.

Well, that was one thing I couldn’t guarantee. It wasn't like Billy and I were being "safe." In fact, he took my virginity, although I could only assume he never got anything out of it! Not that I was a virgin anymore... Oh, I was far, far from that point. And with every ride, my pussy was growing more accustomed to the feeling of being stuffed full of that thick cock.

I rode him again, just as I did before: I rode him around the track several times, his huge, fleshy rod poking into my belly each time and then, I mounted him, sliding myself onto him. As always, I fucked him fast and hard. The sooner he came, the less chance there was of someone seeing us.

Except... That morning, someone DID see us.

Mr. Gutierrez walked around the track, holding a riding crop—apparently, I arrived when he was leading the other kids in their riding exercises. I don't know why he had come this way... To punish Billy? To reward him by allowing him to mate with me? Either way, he was surprised when he saw me fucking Billy around the track, galloping along as he filled my cunt. At first, he gasped and stared and I saw his cock rising to life beneath his jockey pants.

Oh, god, could we have a threesome with him, next? I licked my lips as Mr. Gutierrez walked toward us, his eyes glued on my naked body. He stood there for a moment, staring at me, as I came, moaning, gasping, and panting, my hot, sweaty tits jiggling as I spasmed from my orgasm.

And then, something unexpected happened: Mr. Gutierrez smiled at Billy, slapping the end of his riding crop against Billy's flank. It must have been some kind of a sign for horses because the very moment that Mr. Gutierrez did that, I felt Billy pull out of my pussy. My asshole tightened up a bit and I let out a small sigh of relief. And yet... The moment it left my pussy, Billy pressed the throbbing tip of his cock into my ass, and with one push, began to fuck my ass. My eyes went wide with horror—I was fucked once and now a second time in such a short amount of time?! I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t even want to admit it to myself, even as I was being fucked silly.

I whimpered, my pussy tightening up as Billy continued to drive his huge horse dick deeper and deeper into me. I reached back again, my fingers going straight for my clit, flicking and playing with the hard little button, trying to ease the pain of getting butt fucked.

Mr. Gutierrez chuckled above me—he looked absolutely amused. "I see you have an affinity for my horse here. Don't worry about him—he's had this effect on girls ever since I got him. No idea what it is, but damn it if I'm not jealous. Every girl in school has gone to the stables for a reason to get alone time with my boy, Billy here."

He reached down, giving my nipples a little pinch as I squealed and bucked around Billy's thick, veiny member.

"You have an amazing body," he commented casually as I writhed and moaned around the horse cock buried in my ass. He pinched my nipples again, making me gasp and groan. He was a little rough but I liked it. There was a certain delicious pain in his touch as he fondled and teased my firm little breasts. "How come your boyfriend doesn't bring you here after class?"

I let out a whimpering, shuddering sigh. Billy slammed his hips into me, forcing me to cry out in pure delight. Mr. Gutierrez continued playing with my nipples, rolling them between his fingers as I quivered and shook.

"He doesn't... He..." I shook my head.

"He can't please you like this, can he?" He asked.

I shook my head again.

Billy let out a loud snort of air—it sounded almost like a horse laugh—and I knew he was teasing me for not saying anything. But my cheeks flamed again at how he could sense, just by looking at me, that Brandon's cock was not very impressive compared to Billy'. It wasn't just that I liked the look of his horse cock—his cock was also thick and veiny, throbbing at the prospect of mating me—but that there was actually a physical difference as well. I'd never fucked anyone else, but I was sure no man could possibly be bigger than a horse.

I bit my lip as Billy began to thrust against me—his hot, heavy balls pressing into my clit on each downward thrust, his long, thick member filling my needy little cunt. God, I needed this, needed this so badly... The last two months since I had been fucked were the longest period of time in my life without a nice, juicy cock deep inside me, and now that I was finally getting it... It was amazing.

"Fuck...!" I moaned, reaching back to spread my ass cheeks as wide as I could for Billy, opening my asshole to him as he thrust into me over and over. He whinnied loudly, shaking his head and pounding me harder.

"Give it to me, Billy..." I groaned, closing my eyes as the pleasure took hold of me once more. "Fuck my cunt. Stuff me full of your seed..."

He began to move faster, pumping in and out of me quickly. I shuddered, letting my legs go limp as I was practically carried by his mighty thrusts alone, my feet lifting off the floor.

I could hear his heavy balls slapping against my clit and I reached down to finger myself to the delicious sensation. He was so big and strong—his powerful thighs pounding me into the ground—and he grunted and whined as he neighed at me. God, it was so sexy hearing the horse talk to me... And he was using words like "Cumming"... How did he know what it meant to cum?!

My pussy ached around his massive member and I realized that I was probably going to have bruises from being stretched so wide on his thick cock. It would be worth it, though...

Suddenly, I felt a hot rush of fluid inside my body and I realized that Billy was shooting off his load—he was cumming! I shrieked, the pain in my asshole momentarily subsiding, replaced by a warm, pleasant sensation as the first blast of his sticky sperm splashed my guts. Again, then again, and again... Hot horse jizz flowed through my bowels, filling me to capacity and spilling over. I shrieked, collapsing beneath his thrusts, unable to move. His cock slammed into my cunt harder and harder, forcing its way deeper into my sore pussy.

"Stop, boy!" I cried. "Please... I can't take it..."

He snorted and pressed his nose against mine. The smell of cum filled my nostrils, along with the earthy stink of his sweat. God, it was so good—it was a scent that no human boy had. It made my pussy all the wetter and I screamed as he kept thrusting in me.

His orgasm was finally over and he collapsed beside me on the hay. His cock was still buried deep in my pussy and I felt like I couldn’t move. I was trapped under him, my ass still up in the air even as my face was buried in the hay and I simply lay there for several long moments, breathing in the heady smell of our lovemaking.

It was the most amazing sex I had ever had and yet it was the wrongest too. There was nothing more delicious and taboo than letting a horse fuck me, and I just sighed in delight at my actions. I had been fucked by a horse. And now, his thick cock was softening inside of me, making me feel more satisfied than I could ever recall feeling.

My last boyfriend had never pleased me quite so much as this. He would have come three thrusts into my pussy... But I hadn’t wanted to lose my virginity to just any boy. I wanted someone special, someone who would really treat me right. A stallion, like Billy here.

My eyelids fluttered and slowly closed and I drifted off, snuggled up close to the handsome beast.

He woke me with a nudge and I yawned, standing up and stretching before giving his cock a little kiss. He whinnied and I kissed him again.

"Billy, you wonderful animal," I whispered, scratching behind his ears. "I wish I could stay with you all day. But my mother will be worried sick."

He seemed to understand me and allowed me to leave his stall without much more fuss than the occasional lick on my tits and ass, which I was fine with. As I dressed, I noticed that my panties were ruined with both my and his cum and so I decided to toss them.

"Here, boy," I said, slipping them under the door. "You've earned them!"

My dress was stained with mud and other filth from the floor of the stall, but it was nothing that couldn't be cleaned out. After cleaning the rest of my clothes and making sure everything was good and dry, I slipped them back on and walked to my daddy's car, opening the passenger-side door. And, with my wet clothes still in the bucket beside me, I drove home, wondering what I would tell mommy...
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