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This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. Everyone in this story is 18 or older.

If you like these steamy, sexy tales, please look for other stories by the wicked writers at After Midnight Press. To find more of their work, simply visit their website to find a host of our hot, sensual stories for sale – often many are offered free or on a special reduced rate!
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Fucked By The Field Horse (Amish Sex Diaries)


By Deborah Cockram
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I rise from my wedding bed – such that it is – tired, sore, lost.

My name is Hannah, and I was bonded last night to a young man in our little Amish village. I had just returned from Rumspringa, that time when we're sent out from our picturesque little hamlet, into the secular world, to experience all of the fleshly temptations the carnal world has to offer.

And I experienced many of them, far more than I could have ever imagined when I left our quaint little home.

I had thought returning to the village I could leave that behind, if I so chose. I mean, I had accumulated quite a bit of savings, stowed away secretly in bank, but I wanted to return home, to feel the freedom of daily life as an Amish, close the the Earth, living day to day for simple joys.

Instead I was taken by the town's men, at least some of them. Strung up in some secret meeting room, fucked and fucked and fucked – over and over by the men, none of whom I ever saw I was blindfolded and gagged, unable to plead for mercy, not even able to see those who assaulted me.

Save for Jacob. He and another man took me last, one fucking my sore, tender, throbbing pussy, the other shoving his little prick up my ass, the two of them gang-banging me at once, double penetration I believe they call it. I'd learned much of the crass vernacular I use now in this account, filthy words for filthy acts, while I was on Rumspringa, serving as a sexual dancer, a sensual toy for two very kind men who were quite eclectic in their sexual desires.

After I was gang banged by all those men (I cannot use the term gang-rape, because truth is, once the assaults started, my body responded – cumming over and over and over. I screamed and beg as best I could around the gag, but the bare truth is some of my screams and pleadings, had they been able to understand, was for the men to fuck me harder, to never stop. I know, that makes me sound like a little Amish Slut, and I suppose that's what I am, and it shames me some to say this, but I couldn't help myself. It's what my body did, where my mind followed.

So here I am, after Jacob claimed me from that night – last night – after he paraded me through town naked, shackled, showing off the little slut he'd claimed as his own. I make my way to the kitchen, ready to explore there, find what I can find, make breakfast for my new husband/master, when I find he's already at the stove, cooking.

And it smells delicious – eggs, sausage, the scent of fresh-made biscuits mingling with the eggs and meat.

“Good morning,” he says, motioning for me to take a seat. I do, smiling at him as he dishes a mound of eggs and several pieces of sausage on my plate. He hands me two biscuits, both already buttered. It's far more food than I should eat, but I'm famished. I dig into the food.

“Ah, good that you have an appetite,” he says plainly. “There is much work today.”

I pause for a moment – much work? There is always a lot of work on an Amish homestead, but I had thought, had hoped, that we might have a couple of days of rest, to get acquainted, to recover from last night. My body is so sore – my arms ache from begin stretched overhead, shackled to the roof, holding my body weight. My ass burns from being fucked there, and my pussy is raw from so many cocks punishing me there. Not to mention my nipples are so sore from how hard they all pinched and pulled and sucked on me.

I smile at Jacob, quietly eating until we are done. I gather the dishes, go to the sink, pumping the water until the sing is half-full with cold water, then pour a small bit of boiling water from the pot over the wood stove. I wash the dishes while he's off getting ready.

“Come,” he says as I finish up.

We walk down to the barn, where the horse is standing, grazing on the hay Jacob must have fed him earlier. before I woke. Jacob steps up under the horse – he tells me the beast's name is Chestnut, because that's the color of his beautiful hair, save for the little white dash on his chest, the black in his mane. Jacob plants his butt against the horse, then lifts the horse's leg, showing me a bruise on the bottom of Chestnut's foot.

“He cannot work the field for another week,” Jacob says as he releases the horses foot, stands up straight and tall, towering over me.

“What shall you do?” I ask

Without warning he grabs me, turns me around, then carries me over to the plow, placing me in between the two prongs where the horse normally stands.

“Jacob!!!” I cry out as he lashes my left wrist to the prong on the left, my right to the prong on the right.

I struggle, but he's tied me too tight and there is no escape. Soon, he has a harness wrapped around my body, cinched tight, then he puts a bit in my mouth, yanks it back tightly against the corners of my mouth.

I struggle, crying now. Sure this can't be happening – my hubby is going to make me his beast, use me to pull the plow? Humiliated me in front of the entire village, even in front of my family?

That is exactly what he does. For hours we work the field, he yanked on the reins, commanding me to keep on. I struggle, stumbling often, sometimes having to stop just to catch my breath, to rest. At least he doesn't use the whip on me, and he does give me frequent water breaks, removing the bit so that I can drink down the cool, refreshing water.

“Please, Jacob, not the bit,” I beg the first few times he allows me to drink. I shake my head, plead, promise he has no need of it, but he says the bit is necessarily, it humbles me, lets me know just what I am – his property.

He gave me two breaks during the day to eat, but he is cruel, forcing me onward, making me pull even when my legs are trembling, by body drenched in sweat.\

Finally the day grows to an end, he leads me and the plow back to the barn, taking the bit out, unharnessing me, He leads me one of the stalls in the barn, uses the ropes around my wrists to tie me there, then he strips the clothes from my body.

“I'll have to bathe you before letting you back in the house. Wait here, I will fetch the supplies.”

With that he leaves me there, bound to the stall gate, nude, exhausted, bent over at an odd angle so that I cannot stand up straight.

I stand, leaning over the rough boards when I feel him – Chestnut, behind me, nudging my ass with his nose. I am so tired, so embarrassed, yet I cannot help giggling as he nudges, his tongue lapping along my ass.

“Chestnut, stop,” I say with a laugh.

Instead, he becomes more insistent, shoving his nose between my legs, licking along my pussy.

I flinch, cry out, suddenly scared.

He licks again, his tongue slipping inside me, a jolt running through my body, every fatigued muscle seizing up for a moment.

He licks once more, only this time instead of withdrawing his tongue he holds it, pressing up between my swollen, sore folds, parting them, his tongue going deep inside me as he presses, moves around, sending the most delicious, disturbing jags of arousal through my body

This can't be happening! A damn horse can't be tongue-fucking me, and even worse, my body can't be responding like this, arousal growing.

Chestnut stops, stands up behind me. I exhale with relief, not really wanting to know what was next if he continued. Instead of ambling away, though, the horse walks up over me, straddling me, rearing up, its front legs on the gate now, his body hovering over me.

I cry out, yank on my bonds, wiggling, struggling, trying desperately to get out from under him as this cock – on Lord, his gigantic, beastly cock, slaps down on me. It's HUGE, and hard, and hanging down along the crack in my ass. He repositions himself, is cock between my legs now.

I whimper, afraid, as he angles even more, the end of his fucking HUGE horse cock pressing against my pussy. I close my eyes, begin mumbling, praying for the horse to leave, praying for me new husband to walk in, to save me.

Then I scream as Chestnut thrusts forward, his cock splitting my folds, stretching me beyond what a human pussy can endure. He presses in, his cock plunging deep inside me, feeling as if I'm being torn apart, bolts of pain ripping through my body.

He begins thrusting, his cock going deeper, coming back out partially, going deeper. I'm crying now, sobbing, as the beast's cock tears at me, pushing my walls apart.

Fuck, this hurts, I'm in agony. He thrusts again, and I shriek, and in that moment I feel something – my pussy seems to pop! and then expand. It is still incredibly tight, painfully so, but my body shudders and I feel a jolt of pure, electric ecstasy shoot through my body, like a bolt of lightning, every nerve on fire, every muscle convulsing, and sudden this raw, powerful, animal-like orgasm is gripping my body.

Chestnut whinnies, thrusting harder, my body an explosion of pain and agony and sensual pleasure, my boobs bouncing and dangling, body coated in sweat. He pounds me – I wonder how long can a horse fuck before climaxing – and now I'm begging and pleading and praying to God to keep Jacob away, to keep Chestnut over me, fucking me. He plunges that great rod of a cock even deeper now, and I feel his body tremble, feel my own shaking beyond control, and then Chestnut cums.

Oh God, he cums.

He sprays his seed up in me, and it shoots from that cock, like a pressure washer, like a fountain forcefully spraying water high in the air, many dozens of feet above.

I lean against the fence railing, rubbing my tits there, the delicious pain against my sore tits heightening the extreme pleasure coursing through my body.

Chestnut continues fucking, pumping, his seed filling me inside, running down my legs, coating the inside of my thighs, my knees, even dripping down my calves.

God, if I become pregnant – after last night, after today – I wouldn't have any idea what man did it to me, or if Chestnut's beastly DNA somehow mingled with all of that semen from all of those men, producing something large and inhuman inside me.

No matter. I cry out, shuddering, arching my back, raising my ass, giving him as clear an entryway as possible. Fucking animals has always been forbidden in society, and most of all among the Amish. It brings about banishment, casting out of the village with nothing – not even the clothes on your back. I've heard stories of those with carnal knowledge of animals stripped naked and thrown out.

God, I hope that does not happen to me.

But in this moment, all I know is the savage, brutal, fucking Chestnut is doing to my body, and I continue shaking violently, whimpering, moaning, my body a mass of sexual excitement as he pounds away at me from behind.

Finally, Chestnut's movements slow, and pulls out, spraying more horse semen up across my back, then he steps away from me, walking to the other side of the barn, while I continue weeping, convulsing, in the throes of the most extreme, violent orgasm I've ever experienced.

Eventually my body comes back to me, I regain control, and then I collapse, hanging from the fence by my bound wrists, gasping, coating in sweat and horse cum, weeping quietly. I've never know such sexual ecstasy, but I know, as sure as I know my name, I must return to this barn, under cover of night if necessary.

I found a new lover, one who does to me what no one else has ever done.

A horse named Chestnut.

The End
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Pounded & Impregnated by the Mountain Ponies

By Deborah Cockram
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I giggled.

The lead pony, the one with the glorious platinum-blond mane draped over the side of his head – the one Park Rangers call Fabio – presses his long snout against me, insistently. He's not the largest of the Highland Ponies – a collection of several hundred wild ponies that range through the mountains of Southwest Virginia, with free run between the Appalachian Trail and adjoining state and national parks – but he is still the unquestioned alpha of this herd. Where he goes, the others follow, when he cuts off a filly from straying from the herd, she turns and heads back. And when another male shows up, looking to find his own little harem, Fabio manages to chase them off in quick order.

I turn toward the pony – he's an older horse, maybe 25 years old or older, the Park Rangers told me – but still playful. He snorts, breath hot and forceful blowing from his nostrils. He puts his head down, presses against me again, hard enough to make me stumble, while other ponies gather round.

I laugh, step beside Fabio and wrap my arms around his neck, pressing my face to his, giving the pony a big hug.

My name is Becca Stevenson, and I've spent the past three-and-a-half months hiking the Appalachian Trail, starting at his southern point in Georgia. I'm in Southwestern Virginia now, taking a few days' break from the hike. I spent last night in town, at a little B&B that caters to AT hikers, and now I'm spending the day just sight-seeing, taking in the beautiful Virginia Highlands. 

The ponies are an unexpected treat. Turns out there are a couple of hundred of them roaming free, split up into smaller herds. No one really knows where they came from – some claim they are descendents of the more famous ponies rounded up each year on Virginia's Chincoteague Island on the state's Eastern Shore, set loose here by farmers and cattlemen back in the mid-19th century to keep the vast swaths of open land cleared of brush and weeds. Others say farmers bred ponies and horses, turning loose the progeny 150 years ago, for the same reason, to keep those grasslands clear of brush and trees.

Whatever their origin, the ponies are beautiful – the small herd I'm with are various colors, brown, black, a golden hue, a mix of brown and white or black and white, or the golden color with white, each horse adorned with a thick, glorious, while mane – some white, some brown, some blonde.

The creatures are larger than I thought – some nearly as big as full-sized horses. 

While I'm hugging Fabio, other horses crowd in, nudging, pushing, lapping his thick, sloppy tongue along my face.

“Ewwww!” I call out before laughing again. 

I let go of Fabio, pull the front of my shirt up and wipe my face.

Another horse pushes his snout under the shirt, nibbling my bra.

“Stop!” I cry out, stepping away, pulling my shirt down. 

Damn, the park rangers were right, these ponies are, to use their term, “overly friendly,” always looking for food.

“Sorry, guys, I don't have any food,” I say, stepping away from Fabio, trying to get out of the middle of the little clump of ponies that have surrounded me, pressing in. I push my way between two of them, step around another, and I'm almost clear when I hear a loud snorts from behind, feel snot and hot breath on my back. I glance around – it's Fabio, his eyes blazing, nostrils flaring.

Before I know what's happening, he reaches up with a front leg, planting his hoof in the middle of my back, pushing hard while another one of the ponies steps next to me, a hoof right in front of my feet. I trip, sprawling on the grass, trying to scramble back to my feet. Before I can they're around me, Fabio over me, pressing me down into the ground with his hoof.

I shudder, afraid now, now sure what they are going to do. I didn't think the Highland Ponies were violent, certainly never heard any stories of them attacking humans. But here, on the ground, I'm vulnerable – they could trample me easily. 

Fabio eases up on the pressure, finally removing his hoof, and when he does I quickly scramble to my hands and knees, trying to get to my feet to run. Before I can, they're own me, flipping me over onto my back. I lay there, frightened, as the horses all stand over me, nipping at me, pulling at my clothes. I swat at one, then another, but there are too many of them, biting into my clothes now, ripping, yanking. I hear tearing noises, feel clothes being pulled from my body, the cool morning air now caressing my bare skin.

I scream as one yanks away my panties, another rips my bra away. Good Lord, they've stripped me naked. I look around – these horses, the ones standing over me, assaulting me – are all males. Every last one of them has a gigantic cock, unsheathed, pulsing.

Just then I feel the wet, slobbery tongue of one of the creatures lapping along my snatch. I scream, partially from fear, partially from feeling violated, but just as much from some strange arousal suddenly coursing through my body. I shudder at another giant, wet lick, then I cry out as two of the horses latch on to my boobs, taking in my tits, sucking hard. Oh so fucking painfully hard.

I scream again, then moan as Fabio runs that long tongue of his along my slit once more, this time penetrating, his tongue slipping inside, touching my clit.

Fuck, this can't be happening!

The two ponies sucking my boobs raising their heads – without letting go – raising me off the ground. The pain is incredible, my boobs stretched, body weight hanging from them. 

Yet there's something arousing about the pain, my body shivering now in sexual excitement. 

The ponies sucking on my tits fling me over, letting go as they do, and I flop down on the ground face-first, hard, the breath knocked out of me for a moment. As I regain my senses, I realize Fabio is standing over me, straddling me, his breath coming in great, heaving gasps, a hot air shooting from his nostrils, almost like a dragon breathing fire.

I climb to my hands and knees, trying to get away, when I feel his cock – Lord, his enormous, hard, pulsating cock—slam against me. I crawl, trying to get away, then the other horses step in front of me, beside me, hemming me in, closing so tight I can't move.

Just then, Fabio rams downward, the tip of his cock finding my pussy, parting my folds, forcing its way in. When he is in, Fabio neighs loudly, rearing back, his front legs in the air, kicking, as he thrusts forward, his cock going so damn fucking deep.

I scream as he pierces my body, cock impaling me as he plunges deep, stretching my insides – forcing muscles and tendons and body tissue tight, pulling in ways it's never been stretched and pulled.

He goes deep, oh Lord, so painfully deep. 

Fabio comes down, his front legs slamming onto the ground on either side of me as he begins thrusting, over and over, ramming that huge, Alpha-Pony cock up in me. One time he trusts so deeply, leaning back as he did, that he actually lifted me a few inches off the ground, impaled on his cock. 

He rammed over and over, and I was screaming now, sobbing, tears running down my face. He was fucking me, brutally, his beastly manners far more than my body was built for.

Yet my screams, my tears, were only partially from pain, only partly from fear. Mostly, though, the longer he pumped, the more my body responded, wild shudders running up and down my body, fire flowing through my veins.

I was sweating now, heavily, panting like a beast, my own sense of orgasm building.

Fabio neighed out loudly, his voice high and tight, his cock going just a little bit deeper, and I swear it felt like he was ripping me open, splitting me apart, yet I couldn't get control of my own body, intense desire gripping me, orgasm building.

Fabio cried out, like I've never heard a horse cry out before, his cock exploding inside me, firing a hot, thick, forceful stream of cum inside me, filling me, seeding me. He thrust and thrust, I screamed and screamed, my vision gray, my own body lost in climax, my mind blank, the only sensations that of his cock ripping into my body, cumming, the scent of horse, the feel of horseflesh and hairs, pressing in all around me. 

I beat the ground, rip grass up, begged him to stop, pleaded with him to NEVER stop, my body out of control, my mind lost.

Fabio fucked and fucked – how long can a pony cum? – until he was done, then with another long, great neigh, he pulled out, the last bit of his semen spraying up over my back, down over my ass, thighs.

I lay there, gasping, crying, my body still in the last throes of its own orgasm as Fabio trotted away, maybe ten or fifteen yards. He stopped, looked back, and I could swear he nodded his head.

At that moment, the other ponies fell on me, ramming a cock in my pussy, another forcing his cock into my mouth – his massive, long cock filling me, stretching my jaws, feeling as if  he might just snap those jaws apart.

Of course, that didn't happen. He just fucked and fucked until he came in my mouth, shooting his cum down my throat, while the other pony came in my pussy, others in the small group slamming their cocks against my body, cumming on me, or waiting their turn for my pussy, my mouth. Over and over they fucked me – the first couple of times I actually came, my body still so sensitive from Fabio's fucking that the mere touch of another cock sent me into convulsions of deep, almost painful orgasm.

Finally, though, I had nothing left, lying there, like a rag doll, like a sex toy, an equine cum dump, as the rest of the males in Fabio's little herd made me their slut.

Eventually, they were done, having all emptied themselves in me or on me. I lay there, my body sore, my pussy on fire, my mouth tired and in agony, body covered in sweat and drying, crusty horse cum, grass and dirt and leaves clinging to me. 

Fabio came over, standing next to me, snorting gently. I climbed to my weary feet, looking around the clearing – not a soul in sight, other than Fabio and his gang of sex fiends, off in the distance the rest of his heard, the mares and fillies – waiting, grazing.

What do I do? I look around – my shoes are on the ground, still usable, but the rest of my clothes are in tatters, worthless. Do I hike back to town, naked, looking like this? I feel my legs wobble, and realize I'll never make it. Go in search of the park rangers? 

Instinctively, my arms cross my body, trying to cover my boobs, my pussy. No, I don't want those men to see me like this.

Just then, Fabio nudges me. I flinch, afraid he's going to fuck me again. But he's much more gentle now, nudging me again, turning his head to the side, pointing his snout at his side.

What does he want?

Just then he kneels next to me, leaning against me.

He wants me to climb on”

Tentatively, I grab his mane, swing my leg over him and settle down on his back, fresh pain flaring from between my lets, the hair on his back prickling my sensitive, sore pussy. 

Gently he climbs to his feet, and then we're off, trotting across the meadow, into the forest, his entire herd surrounding us, protecting us.

Just then I feel a stirring, down deep inside me, almost like a movement inside.

Could I be pregnant? With Fabio's colt? Already, this fast?

Who knows? But what I do know is he's taking me off, to be his ... something. And I'm going, and maybe I'll rejoin the world one day, maybe I'll just stay hidden away with the Mountain Ponies, raising Fabio's seed that's growing inside me.

The End
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Humped Hard By The Horse

A Tale Of Beastly Rape & Barnyard Sex


Deborah Cockram
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Josiah yanks on the chain, and I stumbling, struggling to keep my balance. I'm glad my hands aren't cuffed, as they were earlier, or I would have fallen. He's leading me back to the pen – a wooden fenced-in area, with a couple of young hogs there, wallowing in the mud. 

Every step is agony – my pussy is raw, my ass sore, both feeling as if they've been ripped open, stretched beyond what is physically possible, fucked multiple times already today – by goats, by his big Great Dane, – he even let a smallish bull cum in my mouth last time at the milking station.

As much as my ass and pussy ache, my jaw muscles hurt from being stretched so wide, my tits are in more agony. He shoots me up with that solution he has, and my boobies fill with milk, growing so tight and hard they feel like they might explode, then he hooks me up to that milking machine, hands bound, like I'm nothing more than a sow, that thing sucking oh-so-painfully on my tits while he lets his barnyard animals fuck every hole I have. (If you want to see what happened to Angela, in all its sensual, sordid details, see Becoming a Bestiality Slut: Milked & Gangbanged By The Farm Animals Again!)

I hear a small whimper slip from my mouth as he yanks the leash, but I don't resist. The time for that passed long, long ago. Hell, I've twice left Josiah's farm after being ravished by his animals, milked until I was in agony, yet I come back. Something's wrong with me,  I know, but I can't help it. I grave the abuse, the sexual poundings, being reduced to a nothing, less than an animal.

This time's different, though. This time he's kept me all day, and he tells me he's going to keep me like this, nude, filthy, penned with some of his animals, all weekend. 

I shiver at the thought, genuinely afraid, not sure what's becoming of me.

He guides me across the small field to the pens again, just outside one of his big barns, puts me in the pen, then unhooks the leash and walks away without a word, going into the barn. This time he doesn't tie me, so I can move around easier, if I want to. 

Instead, I just lean against the fence, my body aching, got and dog cum drying on my body, still dripping from my ass and snatch. I wipe my face, trying to get the sticky, drying cow cum from my lips.

Finally, I give up, just leaning against the fence, tears trickling down my face when I hear it – the loud neighing of a horse – a very upset horse. I hear Josiah's voice, yelling, angry, and then the barn doors fly open and the huge, gorgeous horse comes beast comes running out. 

A large, powerful, magnificent horse.

He's golden-brown in color, with a white streak down his chest, a little white just above his hooves on three of his feet, his coat shiny in the late afternoon sun. He runs across the small yard, between the animal pens and barns, Josiah running from the barn, a rope in his hand, one end shaped in a large loop, as if he's trying to lasso the horse.

“Thor!” he shouts, as if he expects the horse to turn and trot to him.

Instead the horse continues it's circle, running around between all the farm structures, dirt and mud kicking up with each step. 

Josiah gives chase, the horse easily outdistancing him, stopping momentarily, as if he's ready to be captured, only to raise his head and trot away just as Josiah steps with a few feet of him. I watch, smiling, seeing the glint in the horse's eyes, the playfulness in its trot, the way it watches Josiah grow closer then scatter away.

I laugh, then stop quickly, hand to my mouth as Josiah turns to me, anger in his eyes.

“Who said you could laugh, you little slut?” he asks. “I'll fix you so you don't ever laugh at me again,” he said, dropping the rope, storming off to the barn. “A good bit and bridle, and maybe some tight tit clamps, will teach you,” he said, disappearing into the darkness of the barn,

Fear grips me, a hard, painful shiver running through my body. I instantly regret laughing, regret even seeing the horse, as I star at the gaping, blackness of the open barn, waiting for Josiah to emerge, torturous binding instruments in his hand.

Suddenly I'm aware the horse – Thor – is there, against the other side of the fence. He snorts, jerking his head back, eye on me, as if telling me to climb aboard. I glance back to the barn, hear noise inside, then another snort. I turn back to Thor, who's shaking his head back, stamping one foot, clearly wanting me to climb on.

I look back to the barn to see Josiah emerge. He's got a bridle in his hand, a huge bit for my mouth, clamps hanging from a small chain, and plenty or rope. Fuck, this is going to be bad.

He stops when he sees Thor there, against the fence. 

“Angela, grab him. If you hold him, help me catch him, I won't use any of this on you.”

Relief washes over me. I reached up over the fence, grab Thor's bridle, suddenly feeling guilty as I do. I'm selling out the horse's freedom for my own. Hell, not even for my own – I'm still going to be Josiah's little animal slut all weekend. 

Thor neighs, shaking his head, stamping his feet, clearly trying to help me, yet I'm going to steal his freedom?

I don't know what came over me in that moment, but I climb to the top of the fence, swing one leg over Thor's massive body, coming down on hims, legs splayed as I sit on his back, leaning down, wrapping my arms around his neck, fingers locked into the bridle.

“No!!!” Josiah screams.

Thor neighs loudly, then is off, running across the yard. I hold on tightly, the sound of Josiah's voice fading as we pull away.

We run – I have no idea how far, how long – the wind whipping my hair, air refreshing against my face. I can't help myself, I laugh loudly, then let out a whoop – I feel free, freer than I've felt since that first day I visited Josiah's farm so long ago, that first day he shot me up with that milk-producing serum, tied me to the fence, stripped me naked and let his filthy farm animals ravished my body.

Slowly, carefully, I loosen my grip, sit up, holding onto Thor's mane, hair whipping around, boobs bouncing wildly. My ass and pussy are so damn sore, yet it almost feels good, the sensation of Thor's muscles rippling under me, between my legs, that golden-brown hair of his tickling my pussy. My boobs and tits are terrible sore, but the freedom, of them bouncing and flopping around in the wind, as Thor runs, is almost sensual.

We continue on like this, running, for some time, until Thor eventually slows. He turns, trotting to the edge of the woods. The horse slows to a walk as we enter the forest, ambling between the trees and underbrush for a while, until we emerge in a small glen, thick soft grass growing there, a small, babbling stream running along the edge of the glen. 

I sit up, taking in the scene – it's beautiful, almost magical, one of those little hidden places you see in movies, secret get-aways where a person can leave the world behind for a while. 

I slide down off of Thor, stepping to his face, wrapping my arms around his neck, giving him a hug. We stand there like that for a while, the only sound that of Thor's quiet breathing, and brook babbling along, the occasional bird call off in the woods.

I let go of Thor, walk over to the stream – at one end is a series of rocks, with the water running over them, like a small waterfall. The water pools into a big, open area, almost like a natural bathtub, the water crystal-clear before the stream narrows again, disappearing into the forest. The water is so clean  – crystal clear in the tub area, where I can see to the bottom. It looks to be a couple of feet deep.

I tip my foot into the water, yank it back. Damn, that's cold. I don't care – I'm filthy, with dog and goat and bull cum all over me, mud from the pig pen covering much of my body. I step back into the water, body shivering as I do, little chill bumps breaking out over my skin. I walk until I'm knee-deep, then I just go in – head first, not down, diving into the rocks, but gliding across the water's surface, body covering in the cold water.

I stop, pull my feet under me, stand up – I'm in nearly waist-deep water now, screaming in delight at the cold. I sit down, like I'm in a tub at home, relaxing, body getting used to the cold water. It feels good, the cold does, against my sore tits, aching pussy, painful ass. I run my hands through my long, thick hair, then hold my breath and go under completely, staying as long as I can before breaking the surface, gasping for air. I shaking my head, hair splaying wildly, water spraying. I laugh, suddenly feeling free, energized, clean. 

Just then Thor steps over to the water, head down, drinking. I stand up, shivering again, air cold against my wet skin, as I walk to the horse. He's dirty, where the mud from my body came off on his beautiful coat. I stand next to the great beast, my feet still in ankle-deep water, I ran my hands along where he was muddy, trying to wash it from his body, only to smear the mess. I looked around – there was nothing to use, then an idea struck me.

I stepped back into the water, leaned over and let my hair submerge, fully soaking it, then I stepped back to Thor, using my hair as a rag, scrubbing the mud from his fur.

Thor neighed softly, tapping one foot on the ground – he liked the feel of me washing him with my hair, I think.

I repeat the process over and over – stepping into the water, rinsing the mud from my hair, then stepping back to Thor, taking a pause every once in a while to give the horse a hug, or a kiss on his snout. 

I continued the process – hell, it might have been an hour before I was done – and then I went back into the water one more time, sitting, soaking, relaxing, letting the clear cold soak into my body, numbing the pain of everything Josiah and his farm animals had done to me.

After a while I figured it was time to go – I had no idea how Josiah would react, what he might do to me once I returned, but I had to go back, Hell, if I had no intentions of staying with him, of remaining his little Hucow bitch, his barnyard cum dump, I still had to return – he has all of my clothes, my car keys, everything,

I walk from the creek, step to Thor, but he steps away. I laugh, say soothing nothings to the horse, then step to him again, hands on his mane, but he moves away, neighing loudly, shaking his head up and down, excited.

That's when I see it. 

His cock.

Thor's enormous, hard cock, unsheathed, pulsing, ready.

I look at the horse, his eyes on me, stare boring into me.

“Oh, Thor,” I whisper. “I don't know.”

He rises up just a bit, front feet a couple of feet off the ground, then comes down, tail swishing, cock bobbing back and forth. 

I step to him, reaching down under the horse, taking that giant thing in my hands, rubbing up and down, up and down.

He groans, snorting, excited. I rub up and down, faster and faster, the horse working himself up into an increasingly frenzied state.

A thought crossed my mind. I squatted, still rubbing that horse cock, then I climbed partially under hi, leaning forward – lips touching the end of his cock. I kissed, and he neighed loudly, and I could swear his body shuddered. 

I kissed again, then opened my mouth, taking in the tip of that cock, sucking.

Thor let loose with the loudest horse cry I've ever heard from a horse, a definite tremble running through his body. I sucked harder, taking in a little bit more of his cock – it was hard to get my mouth around it, he was so thick – and that's when it happened. Thor thrust down, his cock going deep in my mouth, stretching my jaws until I thought they might snap, cutting off my air. I panicked, trying to pull off, get away, but the cock was so damn deep, so bit, stretching me so tight I couldn't get my mouth off. 

He thrust, shoving deeper, and I felt and taste this salty, musky little trickle of precum filling my mouth, going down my throat.

I screamed, though almost no noise came out around that cock, and then, suddenly, violently, he yanked out of my mouth, so hard it stunned me for a moment. Thor kicked me – not hard, not with enough force to injure me, but he definitely flipped me over, face down on the ground. I curled up into a ball – one of the things I learned as a child, taking riding lessons, a way to make yourself smaller, less likely to get injured if you fall from a horse – but turns out that was exactly what Thor had hoped for no doubt.

He stepped over me, straddling me, his cock raking across my back as I huddled there, knees drawn up under me, ass in the air. Before I knew what was happened Thor mounted me, that enormous, weapon-like cock finding my sore, aching, pussy.

Thor rammed hard, that cock impaling me, stabbing deep, parting my pussy, my entire body suddenly on fire, my boobs bouncing wildly with each thrust. 

I scream, tried to scramble away, but could move -—his cock was so far up in me, so deep, so big, it was as if I'd been impaled on a post, unable to climb off.

Thor began humping, every movement feeling as if he were tearing me apart inside, splitting me in two. He stamped his feet all around me as he fucked, his cock plunging deep, pulling back, going deep, pulling back – I would guess no more than a third of his cock was actually up inside me, but holy fuck, it feel like the whole thing was in there, piercing me inside, going so deep it would eventually come up through my mouth.

Thor thrust and thrust and thrust. I screamed. Sob, Begged. It was the fucking most painful, agonizing experience of my life.

Yet my body suddenly began responding, trembling violently, fire running along my veins, sweat breaking out over my body. 

Fuck, I was cumming!

Just then the horse called out, and I felt this power, jet stream-like eruption inside me, Thor cumming violently, his seed filling me, cock feeling as if it were exploding, the cum was so powerful. 

Thor thrust even more violently, and for a moment I feared he was going to rip me apart, but my own ecstasy, my own body cumming, quickly pushed any rational thought aside. I scream, beat on the ground, my body a mass of fiery, hot sensations, every muscle contracting violently as the horse continued humping me, spraying his thick semen into me body, coating me inside, the gooey substance now spilling from inside, running down my legs.

He pumped and pumped and pumped, until my body was raw, my heart about to explode, my lungs burning, every muscle contracting so violently they felt as if they might tear to shreds.

Oh fuck, I'd never had an orgasm like this, never cum like this, and it felt like I might die, right there in the glen, under that horse, and I didn't care. If this killed me, I'd gladly go out like this.

But I didn't die, didn't explode with ecstasy. 

Gradually Thor's pumping slowed, he pulled out, cum spraying along my back, even up into my hair, and my own body eventually slowed, climax fading.

I lay there, in the grass, gasping, waiting for my muscles to stop convulsing, my heart to stop running wildly. I was waiting to die – I mean, that cock was so big, so far up in me, he had to have ripped me to shreds inside, right?

Eventually my gasping slowed, my heartbeat returned to something near normal. I sat up, then stood, a little unsteady at first, dizzy for a few moments. I reached out, hand on Thor, leaning against the horse until the dizziness passed. I reached down, hands between my legs, sliding my fingers up inside my pussy, body shuddering at the touch – I was so damn sore down there. When I withdrew my hand, there was a little blood on my fingers, but nothing major. Hell, I bleed more than this sometimes during my period.

I turned to look at Thor, then stepped toward his head, patting him, planting a kiss on his snout. I grabbed his mane, climbed aboard – little waves of intense, yet somehow pleasurable waves of pain rolling from between my legs, as I straddled the big beast, settling down on him. 

He neighed softly, then began trotting slowly, going back to the farm.

I had no idea was Josiah had planned, and didn't care. I'd found my true beast, the animal who would always be my master.
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The End
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Thank you so much for downloading and reading my work. I hope you enjoyed it, and that you'll look for others I've written, either under my name, Deborah Cockram, or my pen name, Traci Wilde, under my publishing banner, After Midnight Press. You can check out my entire catalog right here on Smashwords.

You can keep up with the LATEST RELEASES, Special Offers, and other news about my writing and publishing, as well as the occasional special from my friends at After Midnight Press by subscribing to my special newsletter, chocked full of specials and new releases...just join our mailing list.
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Check out my biggest collection ever! 200 Tales: Incest, Bestiality, Gangbangs, Sleep Sex, Hypnosis, Body Snatching & more! That's right, 200 sordid, carnal, wicked stories of the most depraved erotica you'll find anywhere. The best part? You can get the collection for less than a dollar a story! Enough scintillating erotica to keep you busy for days and days...
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If that's a little too much too much to swallow, try another collection of mine – Taboo 102: 102 Tales of Raw Incest, Bestiality, Hardcore Bondage & Reluctant Gangbangs.
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If Bestiality is your thing, check out these titles:

Get all of my growing collection of bestiality tales, including some vicious, violent action with werewolves, dogs, horses, goats and more by downloading: Bestiality Erotica 9-Pack: 9 Tales of Beastly Sex: Women Mounted By Dogs, Horses & Werewolves

Care for your beastly sex stories in smaller bites? Then try out my smaller collections and singles:

Big Dogs, Bigger Cocks The Trilogy: 3 Tales of Brutal Canine Cocks Ravishing Fresh, Virgin Victims

If you prefer your Big Dogs With BIG COCKS one at a time;

Big Dogs, Bigger Cocks: Tied Up & Gang Fucked By My Son & His Dog

Big Dogs, Bigger Cocks #2: Mandy's Pooches Pop Her Cherry

Ravished in the Rear by My Rottweiler: Big Dogs, Bigger Cocks 3

Gangbanged & Milked By Goats: Angela is Tied Up, Stripped, Milked & Pounded by Goats

Bound by Hubby, Pounded by the Dog

Banged by the Great Dane

Banged Like an Animal: 3-Story Bestiality & Bondage Bundle

Big Dogs, Bigger Cocks The Trilogy: 3 Tales of Brutal Canine Cocks Ravishing Fresh, Virgin Victims

Check out these other Ultra Smut Incest Titles By Deborah Cockram
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If you're looking for incest, more incest, and nothing but incest, download my bunble The Best of Incest: Ultra Taboo Daddy Daughter Brother Sister Uncle Niece 54-Pack
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See our other PURE INCEST Titles (just click on the title to order!):
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You can get the ENTIRE Pure Incest Collection (at least all published through January 2019) right here: 48 Tales of Pure, Raw Incest, Bestiality, & Body Possession
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If that's a little too much family love all at once, check out our Pure Incest Bundles:

If you want ALL of the first 16 of our Pure Incest titles, this collection is for you: Pure Incest 16 Tale Mega Bundle of Family Incest And One Story of The Dog Fucking Mommy

And once you're doing with those naughty, wicked family erotica tales, check out the next 16 of my Pure Incest Titles: Pure Incest Mega Bundle! 16 Tales of Family Incest, Body Possession, Granddaddy-Daughter, Pregnant Pounding, Sleep Sex & More!
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Even Better...get the first 32 of our Pure Incest Titles in Ultra Taboo Pure Incest BIG Bundle 1: 32 stories of Pure, Raw Incest

If you have a larger, more insatiable appetite for those naughty, wicked, scintillating incest tales, then try out our latest collection – ALL 48 tales in the Pure Incest series – 48 Tales of Pure, Raw Incest, Bestiality, & Body Possession

If that's a little too much to swallow, try these smaller collections or the singles:

Pure Incest Daddy Bundle #1: Eight Tales of Dirty Daddy-Daughter Debauchery

Pure Incest Mommy Bundle #1: Eight Tales of Filthy Mother-Son Smut (& A Bit of Bestiality)

Pure Incest Uncle Bundle #1: Naughty Nieces & The Uncles Who Knock Them Up (Eight Tales of Naughty Nieces & The Uncles Who Knock Them Up)

Pure Incest Story Bundle #1: Ultra Taboo Daddy Daughter Brother Sister Uncle Niece Mother Son Four-Pack Vol. 1

Pure Incest Story Bundle #2: Ultra Taboo Daddy-Daughter Brother-Sister Uncle-Niece Mother-Son Four-Pack Vol. 2

Pure Incest Story Bundle #3 Daddy-Daughter Brother-Sister Uncle-Niece Mother-Son Four-Pack Vol. 3

Pure Incest Story Bundle #4: Daddy-Daughter Brother-Sister Uncle-Niece Mother-Son Four-Pack Vol. 4

Pure Incest Story Bundle #5: Daddy-Daughter Brother-Sister Uncle-Niece Mother-Son Four-Pack Vol. 5

Pure Incest Story Bundle Vol. 6: Ultra Incestuous Four-Pack of Daddy-Daughter Brother-Sister Uncle-Niece Mother-Son Erotica
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If Bestiality is your thing, check out these titles:

Get all of my growing collection of bestiality tales, including some vicious, violent action with werewolves, dogs, horses, goats and more by downloading: Bestiality Erotica 9-Pack: 9 Tales of Beastly Sex: Women Mounted By Dogs, Horses & Werewolves

Care for your beastly sex stories in smaller bites? Then try out my smaller collections and singles:

Big Dogs, Bigger Cocks The Trilogy: 3 Tales of Brutal Canine Cocks Ravishing Fresh, Virgin Victims

If you prefer your Big Dogs With BIG COCKS one at a time;

Big Dogs, Bigger Cocks: Tied Up & Gang Fucked By My Son & His Dog

Big Dogs, Bigger Cocks #2: Mandy's Pooches Pop Her Cherry

Ravished in the Rear by My Rottweiler: Big Dogs, Bigger Cocks 3

Gangbanged & Milked By Goats: Angela is Tied Up, Stripped, Milked & Pounded by Goats

Bound by Hubby, Pounded by the Dog

Banged by the Great Dane

Banged Like an Animal: 3-Story Bestiality & Bondage Bundle

Big Dogs, Bigger Cocks The Trilogy: 3 Tales of Brutal Canine Cocks Ravishing Fresh, Virgin Victims

Check out these other Ultra Smut Incest Titles By Deborah Cockram
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Need more incest in your reading life? Try these:

The Best of Incest: Ultra Taboo Daddy Daughter Brother Sister Uncle Niece 24-Pack

Ultra Taboo Daddy Daughter Brother Sister Uncle Niece 12-Pack Vol. 1

Ultra Taboo Daddy Daughter Brother Sister Uncle Nice 12-Pack Vol. 2

While You Were Sleeping: 3 Tales Of Sensual, Sleepy Incest

Daddy's Trailer Park Slut 1: Pounding My Virgin Daughter, Twice

Daddy's Trailer Park Slut 2

Banged Like an Animal: 3-Story Bestiality & Bondage Bundle
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If  you're not so much into incest and bestiality, but still want to see some hardcore BDSM, wife sharing, and nasty filthy wicked erotica, download my other work:

Check ten more tales of hot, submissive, bondage-loving wives in Deborah's collection,

Make Her Beg 25 Tales of Hot Wives, Sexy Coeds, Submissive Women, Gangbangs, Harsh BDSM, Public Encounters & More

Make Her Moan: 25 Story Mega Bundle of Sinfully Scandalous Taboo Erotica Tales

Dirty Wife Tales: 20 Stories of Naughty, Nasty, Hot Wives

Taboo Tales of Wives, Sluts, and Their Steamy BDSM-Laced Stories, Vol. 1.

Taboo Tales of Wives, Sluts, & Their Steamy Stories 2: Ten More Scandalous Stories

Taboo Tales of Cheating Wives, Gangbang Sluts & Their Steamy Stories 3

Taboo Tales of Wives, Sluts & Their Steamy Stories #4: Ten Tale Bundle

The Making Of A Slut Wife: The Trilogy 

Hot Wife Shared by the Loan Shark (An Older Man-Younger Woman Cuckold Group Encounter Tale)

Hot Times With The Three Handymen (A Tale of 3-on-1 Erotica, BDSM, Submission & Much More)

Teacher's Tied Up Twink: A First-Time Gay Bondage Tale

Even Better – Get FIFTY (yes, 50!) BDSM tales in our massive collection, 50 Shades of BDSM
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That’s 50 BDSM tales, at a price that's less than $1 a story!
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***

Check out some of our other work by Super Smut writer Deborah Cockram

Daddy's Little Bondage Girl

Cassandra just turned 18, and she decides her first Big ADULT decision is going to be to answer an ad for a BDSM model for a short video.

It's just a little harmless fun, right?

That's what Cassandra thought, but once she was bound, gagged and helpless, Cassandra learned some of those naughty videos are for real – and the intensity jumps up a hundredfold when she discovers her very own DADDY is in charge of the shoot, and DADDY is always very Hands-

On with his work... in Daddy's Little Bondage Girl

Get a 25 percent discount using this code...YN35S (Coupon expires Dec. 31, 2020)
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Ultra Taboo Incest 8-Story Big Bundle

EIGHT scintillating, wicked, shocking tales of FAMILY love and lust.

EIGHT tales of the tabooest of taboos...Daddy-Daughter Incest, Brother-Sister rendezvous, Reluctant First Times and Savage Gangbangs, Two-On-One, Three-On-One, FOUR-On-One...and always, always, always with the Closest of Kin right there in the middle of the steamy, scorching action.

And it's all waiting for you, just a click away, in Ultra Taboo Incest 8-Story Big Bundle

Banged Like an Animal: 3-Story Bestiality & Bondage Bundle
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