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Little Bo Peep

Little Bo-Peep has lost her sheep, and doesn't know where to find them; leave them alone, And they'll come home, wagging their tails behind them.

...she loses more than her sheep...


[1]

Little Boy Blue doing something dirty

Little Bo Peep wasn’t doing her job, and that was going to cause problems.

She wanted to be good (except when she wanted to be bad) but something


very interesting was going on behind the haystacks. She just wanted to sneak a

peek, she’d seen it before, several times in fact, but she still found herself drawn

to it.

Overhead the sun was a lemon yellow circle in a pale blue sky. There were

thin ribbons of white clouds high up, just enough to accentuate the sunshine. The

grass in the meadow was the deep, rich green of early summer and she was

warm in her light linen dress. Behind her the wall of trees marking The Woods

was a dark, mysterious barrier.

As she walked toward the split-rail fence, some of the grazing sheep in the

meadow bleated softly toward her, questioning where their shepardess was

going. There were no sheep in the hayfields for the young woman to watch.

But sheep weren’t what Bo Peep was interested in watching.

Leaning her long crook against the railing, she slipped over the fence and

made her way through the yellow mounds of haystacks, some as big as little

houses. She was a beautiful young woman with big blue eyes and long blonde

curls tucked under her bonnet. Beneath that linen dress her body was a curved

sculpture capable of invoking sinful thoughts.

Bumble bees droned lazily and the hay smelled sweet as she crossed the

hayfield to where the wagon was. Little Boy Blue, who wasn’t so little anymore,

was nowhere to be seen. That was her first clue. Whenever she looked over her

herd and across the fence only to not see his broad shoulders hunched and


flexing in work, she knew what he was up to.

As she drew closer to the wagon, openly sneaking now, she wondered what he

thought about while he did it. Does he think about me? She thought, then

blushed furiously. Stealthy as a doe coming to a brook to drink, she edged

around the wagon.

She heard him before she saw him and her heart began beating faster. She

knew that sound, she knew what he was up to. Curiosity burned through her

belly, powering her like an engine. And something else, something lower down

than her belly.

Slowly, she peeked around the edge of the wagon, breath baited in

anticipation, a warm, tingling feeling growing between her legs. Blue sat on the

ground, legs sprawled, pants around his knees, back to the wagon wheel.

He was handsome, with square jaw and wavy blond hair. Throwing hay and

other farm chores had helped him develop into a lean, well-muscled young man.

Now he laid his head against the rough wood of the wagon wheel and moaned

softly to himself.

In his lap his strong hand worked his erect cock as he masturbated. His fist

pumped up and down in an easy, rhythmic motion as he jacked off. His cock was

a thick, mushroom headed pole and his thatch of pubic hair was as blond as his

head.

Carefully, Bo knelt down on the ground, wide eyes glued to the scene


unfolding before her. He groaned again, safe in the assumption he was alone, and

his hand began moving faster on the hard-on.

She was fascinated by the cock.

It looked a little ridiculous, and much different than ones she’d seen on farm

animals. It was pink and though quite stiff still looked like it would be soft to the

touch. As Blue’s hand worked it up and down she saw fingers of blue veins swell

under the pressure, making the pink helmet of the cockhead expand.

Her curiosity was an insistent, driving urge moving inside her. She wanted to

touch that cock, to see if it was hot, to get a feel for the flesh there. Was it so very

different from a finger? She wondered,

Recalling visions of stallions mounting mares and bulls cows, she

wondered what it would feel like moving inside her. Would it hurt? Would it feel

good? Do I get on all fours like mare, or do we do it some other kind of way?

Could we do it that way and other ways?

The questions burned in her and her stomach fluttered with butterflies as

she watched Blue stroking his dick. Curiosity wasn’t the only feeling moving

inside her however.

Unaware of her own actions until she felt her curious fingers slid past her now

inexplicably wet panties, Bo jumped in surprise and pleasure when she touched

the hard little nubbin nestled between her labia.

She sighed softly as she rubbed, feeling tension easing from her body like


warmth from a fire. Her finger moved back and forth, rubbing her clit as she

watched Blue jack his dick.

Her thighs grew wet with her juices and she bit her lip as she felt a burning,

building pressure up inside of her. Just a few feet away Blue groaned openly

now, shaking his head back and forth, eyes squeezed tight. His hand was a blur

on his cock now and he was so warm Bo smelled his body scent, a musky trace

mixed with honest working sweat.

She thought about what it would feel like if his hand, big and rough, were the

one between her legs now. She slid a finger down between her sticky lips and

into her wet pussy, shuddering as she did. She wondered what it would be like to

have not her finger, but a fat cock like the one between Blue’s legs moving

inside her.

She moved faster between her legs, heel of her palm grinding into her swollen

clit as she moved her finger in and out. In front of her Blue’s body locked up

tight, muscles flexing hard and his ass came off the ground. He grunted with a

hard, animal noise and in the next instant she saw jets of pearly white cum shoot

out of his pee hole and splash on the rigid, well-defined wall of his abdomen.

Something was happening inside her, something terrifying but wondrous. A

ball of molten lava dropped down from inside of her rolled through her

quivering pussy. She bit her lip hard to keep from crying out but she still

moaned, deep and low and raw.


The sleek muscles of her inner thighs spasmed up as more hot fluid dripped

from her an gooseflesh rippled up her arms and neck like surf running up a

beach. Her body shook and, unable to control herself, she ground down hard into

her own hand.

Her head went back and she closed her eyes, riding out the waves of pleasure

as her orgasm slid through her. There was a rushing in her ears and her heart

banged inside her chest, and, speaking of her chest, her nipples were so hard

they ached and it felt like relief when they rubbed against the inside of her dress.

A small, distant part of her mind didn’t understand that—she wasn’t cold.

After a moment she finished cumming on her hand and slowly lifted her head

and opened her eyes. As soon as she did she locked gazes with Blue.

He looked at her with shock, dick forgotten and growing limp in his hand, his

cum dribbling off his belly. His eyes, clear and pale blue as the sky overhead,

were stretched wide open in amazement.

“Bo?” he asked, voice hoarse.

“Oh my god!” she shouted.

In a rustle of skirts Bo jumped to her feet. Her cheeks burned, almost as hot as

the button of her clitoris had during her orgasm, and she realized she must be

beat red.

“Bo!” Blue repeat.


“You weren’t supposed to look!” Bo shouted over her shoulder. “You weren’t

supposed to look you big stupid dummy!”

He struggled to rise as well, dropping his dick and yanking at his trousers. He

took a step, got his legs tangled up and went down. Already on the move, Bo

gained her feet and took off, skirt hiked up in her hands.

“Bo! Wait!” Blue begged.

Something in his voice sounded so sincere, so earnest, that she momentarily

forgot how compromised she was and laughter bubbled up out of her in musical

giggles.

“I saw your thing!” she taunted over her shoulder.

Coming to the split rail fence dividing the hayfield from the sheep paddock,

she hiked her dress up, giving Blue a flash of long, smooth legs and her ruffled

nice-girl-underwear before sliding over the top and snatching up her crook.

“Bo!” Blue’s voice was hoarse from his shouting now.

Bo laughed again, she hadn’t had this much fun in a while, and teasing Blue

was the most interesting thing to come her way since she’d taken over watching

the flock full time. If he’s nice, and doesn’t screw it up, she thought to herself, I

might let him pull it out in front of me again. It seemed to her like a very

generous gesture on her part.

As she entered her meadow pasture her black faced sheep began bleating in


recognition and welcome. As she ran forward they parted before her, white

clouds of wool scrambling this way and that. She cast a look over her shoulder

and saw Boy Blue trying desperately to climb over the fence.

She turned and icy adrenaline surged through her body as fear gripped her.

Her feet faltered and she stumbled to a clumsy stop as she looked on in horror.

Across the field, where the fence ran up against the dark wall of old growth

forest making up The Woods, she saw a little lamb scrambling between the fence

rails.

“Pikachu!” she yelled.

The lamb bleated in response, wiggled its tail, and slipped through the fence.

Terrified, Bo Peep dropped her crook to the ground and snatched up her dress

with both hands. In the next moment the lamb disappeared between two gnarled

tree trunks and she began running in earnest.

She’d messed up. She’d messed up big time and Old King Cole was going to

be furious at the loss of one of his prize lambs. This was a serious situation. If

she could just reach the lamb before it got too far into The Woods, everything

could still be alright, if she lost that lamb she’d never live it down.

And, oh God, what if they ask why I lost it? What if they want to know what I

was doing!

The blood drained from her face and she fell into panic. Sprinting across the

meadow she hurtled toward the fence. Reaching it she grasped the top rail in


both hands and hoisted herself up. She had to get the lamb Pikachu back at any

cost.

Strong hands grasped her hips and pulled her back into a powerful embrace.

She felt herself fall back into Boy Blue’s arms, felt herself press up into the hard

wall of his body, her mind racing to the image of his cock, of the cum shooting

out as he pumped it.

“Let me go!” she shouted.

“Bo!” he cried.

“Don’t you know how to say anything else?” she shrieked, frustrated.

She struggled wildly to break his grip, thrashing in his arm. His crotch pressed

against the curve of her ass cheeks and she felt his bulge squash between them. It

just made her all the more furious. She was embarrassed and ashamed and

racked by guilt. She had to get the lamb back.

“Bo, stop!”

“No! I have to get Pikachu!” she shouted right back.

“It’s not safe! Bo, please.”

“Fuck off!”

Her heel came down and crushed his big toe. He cried out in pain and surprise,

bending in pain and loosening his grip. As soon as her feet touched the ground

Bo Peep drop her heel into his shin, then her elbow into Boy Blue’s stomach.


“Oomph! Yow!” he grunted.

His arms fell away under the unexpected blows and Bo Peep spun free of his

arms. Turning, she shoved and he stumbled down. Stumbling, he stepped back

into a fresh pile of sheep dip and his foot slipped out from under him. He went

down on his ass, landing hard and sprawling out in the grass.

Bo Peep didn’t wait. She launched herself over the fence, hearing her dress rip

as she leapt. Landing on the other side of the fence she cast about, looking for

the lamb. Off to her left, around a rotten log in front of a Mulberry bush, she saw

Pikachu disappeared into the trees.

“Bo!” Boy Blue yelled from behind her.

Plunging into The Woods, Bo Peep ignored him.


Just a little, ahem, bit lesbian

For untold miles the forest stood supreme before her. Ancient giants, Sequoias

and Redwoods centuries old thrust branches toward the sky, seeking sunlight and

open air. Beneath the dense canopy of their foliage spread the twilight of the

forest flood, shadowed, eerily silent.

Here and there diffuse blades of sunlight slipped through the ceilings, the rays

penetrating the cool gloom. The floor was a soft, silent carpet of pines needles

and leaf mold. No undergrowth grew between the massive pillars except where

one of the gargantuan timbers had fallen, tearing open a gap in the ceiling. There

knots of underbrush thrived in the decaying humus of rotting bark.

On the ground insects rustled through the carpet and crawled up trunks.

[2] Dryad –


Snakes slithered, hunting the innumerable small rodents who dwelt among the

tangled knots of roots. Birds sang to each other and fluttered from one perch to

another.

Despite these signs of life, The Woods felt oppressive to Bo Peep. She caught

a flash of white off between some trees and hurried in that direction. There was a

steep bank above a creek and she slid down, skirting beneath a tangle of

branches.

She came out from underneath them and it was as if she’d crossed a threshold

of some sort. She stopped moving, looking around, confused at the sudden

dangerous ambience that cloaked the woodland. She felt eyes upon her.

Something shifted off to her left and she turned to look.

Bo blinked, uncertain her eyes weren’t playing tricks on her. But in the

dappled light playing across the trunk of the ancient oak tree, a naked woman

emerged onto the forest floor. Narrow, inhuman eyes locked gazes with the

shepardess.

Bo felt the small hairs along her arms lift as an aura of supernatural other

worldliness washed over her. The nymph, a dryad, was a magical being,

something she never imagined she’d see. The Woods were already proving to be

a miraculous experience.

The dryad seemed to float toward her.

When she spoke the voice of the otherworldly creature was a soft, lyrical


sound and Bo Peep was captivated by it. And by the fact that the wood nymph

was utterly naked.

Too fascinated to be bashful, Bo Peep looked upon the creature with open

amazement. Small mounds of perfectly shaped breasts came to conical points

above a smooth, flat stomach. The stomach swept down in a lithe wall to a

thatch of walnut pubic hair that covered the junction of her long, feminine legs

in a tight bush.

“Hello,” the Dryad said. She smiled and Bo Peep wasn’t sure she trusted that

smile. “Why, oh my, what has wandered so willingly into my woods I wonder?

Is it a blushing virgin?”

The dryad came to a halt before the flustered Bo Peep and the shepardess

breathed in with amazement. She felt her cheeks coloring as the dryad’s eyes

roamed across her figure. She must look a mess.

“I, I, I must look a mess,” she stammered.

Her eyes were drawn back to the naked breasts of the female fey, she’d never

seen a woman cavort so shamelessly before. Before her eyes the pert, pink

nipples suddenly length and deepened in color, growing hard.

“You look very good to me,” the dryad whispered.

Bo Peep realized with a sudden start, like a sleeper awakened from a dream,

that the nymph had come quiet close. Her breath, which smelled of clear-water

brooks and wild flowers, played warmly across Bo’s cheek.


“Such a pretty girl,” the dryad said softly. “Such a pretty dress.”

The nymph’s hands came out and rubbed against the soft material of Bo

Peep’s dress. Small, strong hands slipped across the swell of her bosom and the

curve of her ass, feeling her up.

Shocked, Bo Peep pulled away. “Hey!”

“So soft,” the nymph pouted. She grinned, and the smile reminded Bo Peep a

little too much of a feral cat. “Did you miss your little lamb?” The vamping

nymph purred.

Bo Peep stiffened in surprise. Her heart leapt with hope to such a point that for

a moment she didn’t notice the nymph was behind her, pressing her naked body

up against her. The soft swell of the fey creature’s soft pressed into her shoulder

as her breath tickled her hair.

“You’ve seen my lamb? You know where he is?”

She felt insistent hands cup her ass and a tongue licked her ear lobe, sending

little shivers through her. Her nipples grew hard in her dress just the way they

had when she was watching Boy Blue jacking off. Now why would that happen?

She wondered.

She stepped forward, sliding out of the dryad’s grasp and turning to face her.

The wood-nymph moved with her so that when she turned around the beautiful,

naked, fey creature was right in front of her. Bo Peep tried stopping short but her

breasts still butted into the soft globes of the other female’s.


“Will you stop that!” she took a step back.

“Stop what, dear?”

Bo Peep took a deep breath, bringing herself under control. Mother Goose

often gave good advice about dealing with the fairy kind. Focus, Bo! She told

herself.

“You’ve seen my lamb?” she repeated. “I ever so don’t know where to find

him.”

“Oh I saw the wee little thing,” the dryad admitted. Her eyes were a deep,

deep green. The green of rich summer moss, or the water of a high mountain

lake. Looking into them made Bo Peep thing of the wilderness...and of writhing,

straining bodies...

Bo Peep blinked herself out of the image, blushing again. “Where, where has

my little lamb gone?”

“Sadly,” the dryad stepped forward. “The cock-atrice took it.”

“What!” Bo Peep shouted.

This was not good news. The cockatrice was a sort of small, two legged

dragon. Basically a large snake with wings who had the feet and head of a

rooster. Bo Peep had never seen one, but she knew they occasionally haunted

The Woods near the settlements and stole farm animals and pets when hungry.

“Yes,” the dryad sad, apparently sadly.


“Oh no1” Bo Peep wailed. Tears built up in her big blue eyes and threatened

to spill down her rosy cheeks.

The nyad pressed close to her and gathered her up in her arms. “There, there,”

she shushed. “I know it’s bad news, though...”

Bo Peep looked at her, so suddenly suspicious she forgot for a moment she

was held in the other’s embrace. “What do you mean ‘though’?” she asked.

“Sometimes the cockatrice doesn’t kill its prey right away. Unlike bears or

wolves or cats that keep a kill in some safe place for a while after it’s dead,

cockatrices often simply leave them in their nest, to keep the blood fresh.”

Bo Peep didn’t quite understand how, but the wood nymph had managed to

make the last word sound very dirty, filthy even. It was very confusing.

“Wh-wh-where is the cockatrice then?” she asked. She artfully extricated

herself from the dryad’s Sapphic embrace.

“I don’t know,” she said, voice husky. She stepped closer. “I’ve never been

that deep in the forest. My tree, after all, is here.”

Bo Peep pulled away and stamped her foot. “That’s no help.”

“You want me to be helpful?”

The dryad was directly behind her again, breasts pressing into her back. The

fairy wrapped willow arms around Bo Peep and hugged her close.

“Well, I would like to find my little lost lamb.”


“I suppose I might know something that could be helpful,” the dryad said. Her

lips gently brushed Bo Peep’s neck. “But what would you do for me?”

“What would you want?”

“A kiss.”

“A kiss!” Bo Peep felt quite scandalized.

“A kiss,” the dryad repeated, voice firm. “Like you mean it.”

“What does that mean?”

“You’ll figure it out.”

“You’re really quite sinful.”

“I’m pagan, the stigma isn’t as ingrained.”

“Oh.”

Bo Peep didn’t know quite what to make of that. It seemed to alter things,

though she wasn’t precisely sure how. She really wanted to save her lamb. The

poor thing could be dead, ripped apart bleating by a savage cockatrice all

because she hadn’t been a good sheppardess.

The dryad pressed against her body, breath hot on her skin. “Tick-tock-

tick-tock, Little Bo Peep,” the wood nymph whispered.

“If I kiss you, you’ll help me? Bo Peep was dubious. The reputation of the

fey in negotiations was not stellar by any means.


“Kiss me like you mean it,” the dryad said, voice husky, “and I’ll tell you

everything I know.”

Bo Peep stood very still, trembling as the dryad ran her hands over body

in lascivious caresses. Her nipples ached and she felt the familiar tingling in the

pocket between her legs. She looked into the wild nymph’s eyes and breathed

faster.

She nodded once, quickly, closing her eyes. She parted her lips and

pressed her face forward.

Nothing happened.

Confused, she opened her eyes and found herself staring deep into the

dryad’s translucent pools of deep green iris. She took in an excited breath as,

gazes locked, the wild forest creature kissed her.

Her lips gently brushed Bo Peeps and her arms, thin and strong, encircled

her, drawing her in, crushing the soft pillows of their breasts together. As the

embrace tightened, the kiss grew more impassioned.

She let her eyes droop as she kissed the dryad back, the full, soft curves

locked together. The dryad bent her slightly back and she felt the tip of her

tongue slip playful into her mouth. She jumped in the fairy’s arms, surprised by

the action, but the wood nymph held her closer.

Tentative at first, and then with more passion, she relaxed and let herself

be kissed. Her tongue moved playful wrestling with the other and their kiss grew


heated, sexual. Holding her tight, the dryad reached down and grabbed her ass

with one hand, pushing Bo Peep into her, grinding their mons Venus into each

other so that lightning bolts of shocking pleasure shot through the shepardess

and she gasped into the other female’s mouth.

Without thinking, Bo Peep’s arms came up and went around the dryad,

clinging to her for support as the kiss turned into something more. For a long,

incredible moment Bo Peep lost her ability to perceive time, and she didn’t know

if she stood there for moments or minutes or months. Their tongues swirled as

the dryad groped her, feeling her up, and she began leaking pussy juice as the

other continued grinding into her, dry humping her toward some unidentifiable

and dimly understood climax to the encounter.

Suddenly Bo Peep came back to herself.

Startled, she squawked in protest and broke the embrace. She stumbled

away, gasping for breath, tasting the other girl on her tongue, her clitoris

protesting the sudden absence of pleasure.

“That’s,” she gasped, “that’s quite enough, I think.” She looked down and

smoothed her skirt. “Yes. Yes, that’s what I think...that it’s quite enough.”

“Are you sure?” the dryad chuckled. Eyes sparkling the fey creature

stepped forward again. “There are several other things I think you might like to

learn.”

“Please!” Bo Peep said, distressed. “I have to save my lamb, and you


promised.”

“Oh, fuck your sheep, you little tease!” the dryad protested.

“You promised.”

“Fine,” the wood nymph snarled turning away. “Cross the creek, take the

path to the west and follow it through the meadow until you come to the house

of the witch. She can tell you where the cockatrice makes its home.”

Cross the creek—west path—meadow—witch, Bo Peep repeated silently to

herself. Got it.

“Wait, I have another question!” she called after the dryad as the nymph

flounced away.

In front of her eyes the fairy walked into a giant willow tree, slipping into

the trunk as easily as Bo Peep slipped into her covers. At the cry from the other

girl, the dryad turned and looked over her shoulder.

“One question, one kiss,” the dryad said. “You want to keep talking,

human girl, then you’re going to have to use those pretty lips for something

more than boring me with your stupid questions.”

Taken back, Bo Peep blinked. “I really have to find my lamb,” she said

finally.

The dryad shrugged in a dismissive gesture. “Then go ask the witch.”

Bo Peep blinked. The dryad was gone and all that remained was the white,


parchment-like bark of the willow tree. She looked around in confusion. Off on

her right, to the south, a little brook babbled and gurgled. Just beyond it she saw

a path meandering through the trees, butterflies floating in little white and

yellow clouds over the crystalline water.

She touched her lips, still she still felt the pressure of the dryad’s kiss, still

remembered the feel of her hands roaming her body. She looked back at the tree

for a moment.

Her lamb needed her. Determined, she hopped the creek and started down

the path.

[3] Woodsman –

Things begin to escalate

Bo Peep walked quickly through The Woods.


She walked fast because she was worried about her lamb, of course, but also

because the deeper in she went, the more nervous she grew. Her settlement was

an old, well established one, but the The Woods remained a wild, dangerous,

magical place.

Here inside the towering pillars of old growth, beneath the thick canopy, she

felt transported to another world, a less friendly one. As she hurried along the

worn trail, never straying from the path, she felt eyes upon her. Several times the

building tension proved too much and she spun, thinking to gain some glimpse

of her stalker, but each time she turned, she found nothing.

After a short while she heard familiar sounds coming from ahead. Just up the

path she heard the ringing of an axe as it bit into wood, falling with a rhythmic

cadence that was tireless. Picking up her pace she rounded a bend, emerged

between to gatepost-like Poplar trees and entered a clearing.

A burly man with tangled black hair and a wild, bushy beard swung an axe

with machine-like proficiency. Muscles rippled beneath his clothes as he worked

and great chips of wood flew with each stroke of his big axe. She didn’t take two

steps into the clearing before he stopped chopping and turned to face her.

He had a broad, honest face and intense blue eyes. He was her father’s age

with great scarred knuckles and massively thick wrists. Having been so intimate

with a penis for the first time not so long ago her thoughts flew, unbidden, to the

idea of the possible differences in cocks between the Woodcutter and Boy Blue.


Her eyes traveled to the crotch of the man’s lederhosen. It bulged in a most

unseemly way. The material, damp with the sweat of his exertion, clung to a

cylindrical-lump that ran down the inside of the man’s big leg, seemingly almost

to his knee.

“Oh,” Bo Peep said in surprise to herself. Her little hand covered her mouth in

a gesture of wonder.

Then she remembered why she was here and straightened. Taking her dress in

either hand she give a shallow curtsey of greeting. The Woodcutter’s gaze

roamed across her body like a butcher picking out a choice cut, but when he

grinned the Woodcutter seemed friendly enough.

“Hello, young lady,” he said.

His voice, as to be expected, was deep and just shy of booming. Inside his

wild beard his teeth were large and square and very white. Bo Peep wondered

how kissing such a masculine beast would differ from those of the dryad. She

blinked, shook herself from her revere and nervously cleared her throat.

“Hello, good sir,” she managed. “I’m Bo Peep and I’m looking for my

little lost ship.”

“You’re just a wee lamb yourself,” the Woodcutter said.

He casually swung his axe into a stump, sinking the blade deep, and left it

there. When he did the muscles of his forearms, thick and knotted, flexed and

relaxed with easy strength.


For whatever reason, Bo Peep found herself disgruntled at being

dismissed so easily as a mere child. She was a young woman, to be sure, but she

was a woman. Or was ready to be one, or could be ready to be one. Sometimes it

was confusing getting all the aspects straight.

“I’m old enough for King Cole to entrust me with the village sheep,” she

said.

Her cheeks colored in her anger and she wished she was a little better at

hiding her emotions than she was. Her eyes gravitated toward the Woodcutter’s

crotch of their own volition.

“And you you’ve lost them,” his voice was grave.

Bo Peep looked down, chastised, and her cheeks colored darkly. It was

true she had lost her sheep. And, more importantly, she didn’t know how to find

them. The Woodcutter sank the blade of his axe into a log with a single, loud

chop and she looked up.

How, exactly, did this happen, girl? And don’t lie, I’ll know.”

Her cheeks burned now, furiously, they were so hot she felt sure they

would burst into flame. She shifted from one foot to the other and looked down.

“I, uh,” she trailed off.

“Come on then, out with it.”

“I was, uh, watching Boy Blue.”


“Watching Boy Blue...” she bit her lip.

“Don’t lie,” he warned.

“Well,” she stamped one foot. “I don’t know exactly, but I was watching

Boy Blue.” She crossed her arms.

“Don’t get uppity with me, missy. What in Mother Goose’s name was Boy

Blue doing, exactly, that caused you to lose the one thing you were put in charge

of?”

“I don’t know!” She waved her hands in the air, searching for words. “He

had his jiggy out and he sort of,” she made a wanking motion, “churned butter

with it until stuff came out and spilled on his stomach. I don’t know what he was

doing.”

“Caught him beating off did you?”

“Is that what you call it?”

“Amongst other things,” he said, voice wry. “And what were you doing

while you watched?”

“Well, at first I just watched. It was all very curious you know.”

“And then?”

She avoided his eyes. “Uh, I guess I beat off too.”

“It’s not called beating off when women do it.”

“What is it called?”


“Again, lots of things,” He rubbed his chin. “We’ll call it diddling for

now.”

“I was diddling?”

“Yourself.”

“What?”

“Diddling. You were diddling yourself, that’s how you say it.”

“Oh. I see.” She considered this. “So then I diddled myself until stuff

came out of me and then he sort of heard me and I ran back to my flock...” she

trailed off and shrugged. “You sort of know the rest.”

There seemed little need to tell the Woodcutter about the strange acting

Dryad and the kiss.

“I may be able to help you,” he said. He rubbed his hands together. “But

first, as Appointed Tradesman by the King, it is my duty to punish you for losing

my lord’s sheep.”

Bo Peep’s eyes grew wide. He really was a very big man. “Punish me?”

she stammered.

The Woodcutter frowned and nodded. “Sooner begun, sooner done, I

always say. Go fetch me a switch, a good young, green branch that won’t break.”

He made himself comfortable on a stump. “Hurry now, I don’t have all day.”

“But—“ Bo Peep protested.


The Woodcutter clapped his hands together loudly, cutting her off. “Do

you want help or not? I have wood to chop and we both know you’ve brought

this on yourself.” His eyes gleamed a little in the sunlight. “You’ve been a very

naughty, naughty, girl.”

“Oh,” she wrung her hands. She remembered how she felt watching Boy

Blue jacking his cock, the feelings between her legs. “I have been very,

naughty,” she agreed, reluctantly.

“Then get me my switch,” the Woodcutter barked in a rough voice.

“You’re burning daylight and there’s things in these woods you don’t want to

meet at night.”

She knew that was true enough and, desperate to find her little lost sheep,

sprang to obey. Taking up her skirts in her hands she followed the path a little

ways out of the clearing then entered into the forest. It unfortunately didn’t take

her that long to find what she was looking for.

An ancient oak had taken a lightning strike some time ago, charring it

badly until one side of it rotted and fell. The falling heavy boughs left a window

in the canopy where a ray of sun big as a king’s table penetrated to the forest

floor.

There, among the dead and rotting branches, a knew young sapling grew

tall. One of its branches was exactly what was called for in a switch. Looking

around to be sure she wasn’t being watched, she quickly swished it back and


forth in a couple of swings.

It was pliable but sturdy. She swallowed, butterflies dancing in her

stomach. It was a good switch. Resigned to her fate, she carried it back to the

clearing and presented it to the Woodcutter.

He took it from her, dubious. He considered it, hefting it in his palm for a

moment.

“Hhmm,” he murmured to himself.

He took it in both hands and gently bent it, released one end and watch it

spring back. He took a few cuts with it. Bo Peep bit her knuckle as she watched

him and, between her legs she felt a stirring she didn’t understand.

It had partly to do with that bulge in the Woodcutters lederhosen, it for

sure was no green sapling. But it also had to do with the switch and its promise.

Finally, the Woodcutter nodded and lowered the switch.

“Come,” he said, his voice gruff. “Lay across my knee.”

He patted one knee at the end of a massive thigh with a hand big as a

dinner plate. With trepidation, and a secret, growing sense of curiosity, Bo Peep

moved toward the man.

As she got close he reached up and took her firmly by the arm, guiding

her forward and down across his lap. His crotch radiated heat like a campfire. As

she knelt submissively across his legs she felt the soft but firm swell of her


breasts press into the unyielding muscles of his thigh. Her arm, trapped between

their bodies brushed that monster bulge. She shivered.

A big, rough hand found the back of her leg and ran up the inside of her

thigh. She jumped at the touch and he made a growling sound. Once the

searching hand found the round curve of her ass, he flipped her dress up over her

hips.

She gasped as she felt cool forest air on her bare flesh. There was no

denying it, her pussy fairly tingled with anticipation now. Against her arm she

felt the Woodsman’s cock shift. Surreptitiously, she pressed her arm against it,

felt it shove back a little as it started growing.

She jumped in surprise as she felt the cool length of fresh wood make

contact with her skin. The Woodsmen didn’t spank her, just rubbed the length of

switch along the groove of where her asscheeks met the back of her legs.

She closed her eyes at the sensation. She made a little sound, low down in

her throat, as if she’d just swallowed a dollop of fresh, sugared cream. The

Woodcutter lifted the switch and brought it down lightly, like a conductor taping

his baton against the podium to center the orchestra’s attention. Then he rubbed

it gently across her ass again.

Again Bo Peep made that satisfied, well fed sound.

Nothing happened for a moment.

She opened her eyes. Just across the meadow a humming bird floated,


drinking nectar from the goblet-shaped bouquet of a trumpet creeper. A nut

brown hair emerged from the bole of a tree and began grooming its ears.

She gave a gentle little sigh.

The switch came down. She heard the swish as it cut through air. She bit

her lip and closed her eyes. The switch landed in a stinging wind on the soft

flesh at the bottom curve of her ass cheek. Adrenaline flooded her body as pain

raced along her spine and exploded into her brain. Fire ignited along her

backside.

“Ow!” Bo Peep hollered.

She jumped, electrified. The Woodcutter grabbed her on her side with his

free hand and pinned her against him as she squirmed. She felt the hard iron bar

of his cock press against her upper arm.

The switch fell again, biting into her soft flesh with just a little more force.

She felt her body flush, grow hot, and then endorphins flooded her bloodstream

and circulated through her body, leaving her lighted head and euphoric.

“Ouch! Ouch!” Bo Peep cried out.

The white hot lance of wood fell, landed, and rose three more times. The

switch danced up and down the length of her backside the explosions of stinging,

smarting pain, heating up her skin on every stroke.

More adrenaline, more endorphins, and further mixtures of hormones


surged through her system, leaving her panting and flushed. She gasped as he

leaned across her, tossing the switch aside. She felt alert, alive, but also slightly

inebriated, like when she’d picked up Jack Quick’s cup at the village feast last

summer. Shame burned through her, fighting with that sort of confused euphoria,

leaving her confused and flustered and bothered.

She lay across the broad platform of the Woodcutter’s lap and tried

bringing her gasping breath back under control. She knew the rapid rise and fall

of her chest was pushing her tits into his legs and she felt her nipples stiffen

against the stimulation. There was no denying the size or rigid attention of the

cock pressed into her side.

“That should do,” he said. He sounded a little breathy himself.

She made no move to rise. For a long moment they sat there, in the sunlight.

In the trees she heard a bird call. Closer at hand a bumble bee bounced from

flower to flower. Finally, the Woodcutter broke the silence.

“What are you doing, Bo Peep?”

Bo Peep didn’t know herself, not for certain. Everything was too confusing, a

strange whirlpool of swirling emotions, some too new or too strange to

articulate. But curiosity, the need to know what was beyond the door, was chief

among them. It drove her.

“What will you do?” she asked in a small, soft voice.

“Do?”


She pressed her arm into his erection by way of reply. “With this. Boy Blue

seemed quite bothered with his, like he had to make it go back to normal no

matter what.”

“I’m afraid it is very distracting,” he admitted.

“I would think so,” Bo Peep said. “It’s quite big, I can’t imagine how you even

fit in your pants.”

He laughed. “It gets difficult at times, I will admit.”

“Let it out,” she said quietly.

“What?”

“If it hurts, let it out.”

“Help me,” his voice sounded as if someone were strangling him.

“I will, I will help you.”

Turning so her knees were on the ground, Bo Peep slid off the Woodcutter’s

knees. Kneeling before him she reached out with her little hands toward the front

of his lederhosen as he leaned back.

Curious, she pressed the palm of her hand against the lead pipe shape outlined

so clearly against his garments. He moaned and she rubbed up and down the

length through the fabric, getting a feel for the thing.

It was a club, easily as long as a hatchet and much thicker than Boy Blue’s

looked. She was very curious to see what it looked like and her fingers worried


at his buttons and eyehooks until she’d formed an opening.

The hard-on popped free and thrust up like a tower. The Woodcutter sighed in

relief and eased back, presenting it to Bo Peep. The shepardess made a little

exclamation of surprise and excitement. The head, shaped like a helmet was very

pink, the shaft milky white and crisscrossed with big, fat veins.

“Go ahead,” the Woodcutter urged, voice tight. “Touch it.”

Slowly, Bo Peep reached out with a finger and traced the underside of the

shaft. The dick jumped a little under her touch. And she pulled her hand quickly

back in surprise.

“Oh my!” she laughed.

“Don’t stop,” the Woodcutter begged. “Not now, please.”

Hesitantly, Bo Peep reached out again. This time her fingers curled around the

cock, gently squeezing as she took the feel of it. The outer sheath of flesh was

soft and giving, but beneath it the inner core was ramrod straight and unyielding.

She squeezed harder.

The Woodcutter closed his eyes and growled his approval deep in his chest.

He pushed his hips forward slightly, presenting the cock to her grip. Curious, Bo

Peep pulled the dick toward her, testing how flexible it was, then moved it side-

to-side, inspecting it.

“It’s so hot,” she said, voice soft. “And so big...” her voice trailed off.


A glistening pearl of pre-cum emerged from his piss slit. She reached out with

her other hand and touched the bead of sticky moisture with a single finger. She

pushed the secretion around, smearing it across his glans.

“Please,” he asked, teeth gritted. “Don’t tease, girl.”

She remembered how Boy Blue had pumped his cock and began to mimic the

action. Her fingers curled more tightly around the Woodcutter’s dick down low,

at the base of the shaft where it got so fat she could close her fingers around it.

She took hold of the erection with her second hand, getting a double grip on the

thing with both fists.

Slowly, she began beating him off, moving her hands up and down. He began

breathing more quickly as she pumped him. She smelled the heavy, aromatic

musk of his crotch and listened to him begin to pant, like he was chopping down

a tree and starting to get tired.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop,” he growled.

She leaned back a little and began pumping faster, double-milking the big

dick. Amazingly, she felt the shaft grow even harder on her touch and begin to

vibrate a little. As she watched, fascinated, his great, hairy testicles drew up

tighter, pushing themselves out from his lederhosen.

Above the sounds of his breathing the sound of flesh on flesh filled the little

clearing. Her fists flew up and down, she remembered how vigorous Boy Blue

had been and she tried to beat the Woodcutter off even faster.


“Mother goose, take me!” he snarled. “Do as I say!” he barked, clearly

aroused past the point of thinking.

He stood quickly, towering over her as she knelt before him. His bat of flesh

pointed at her face, both her little hands still clinging to his massive cock. It was

bright red now and almost painfully swollen. The fat purple head was inches

from her.

“Put it in your mouth,” he instructed, and she heard the lust-inspired tremor in

his gruff voice. “Put in your mouth, girl!”

She leaned forward and her breath blew across the dick and it suddenly jerked,

seeming to spring directly at her face. It throbbed, thick and hot in her hand, and

she became acutely aware of just how moist she was down between her legs.

Still uncertain, she gently stroked the cock, and as she looked at it another

drop of pre-cum oozed out of his piss slit. Slowly, she leaned in, lifting the big

organ slightly, and ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft.

The dick jumped in her hand and above her the Woodcutter snarled under his

breath. Some part of her realized that he could become so aroused, so hungry for

release that he might be pushed into doing anything. She understood on a deeply

intuitive level that she needed to finish getting him off before the situation spun

beyond her ability to control.

She felt flush with the power she held over him.

Surrendering herself more fully to the moment, she traced the edges of his

corona with her tongue and then opened her mouth wide. She engulfed the head


and closed her mouth around it in a warm envelope. She sucked gently on just

the head, swirling with her tongue as she tightened her grip on his cock and

began jacking him slowly.

“Oh, oh. Oh, thank you,” he whispered slowly.

Letting her mouth fill with spit, she began pushing her head forward, taking

more of him into her mouth. In a moment her head started bobbing in time with

her hand strokes.

She spread her spit along his shaft, drinking in the scent of him. Her tongue

swirled and the hard-on jumped and twitched under her ministrations.

Adrenaline amplified her senses as hormones dumped into her blood stream. She

heard the wet sound of her mouth on his cock, the motion of her arm as she

stroked him off, his fast, almost savage breathing.

“Mother goose,” he cursed. “Where did you learn to suck a dick, girl?”

His arm came down and he batted her hand clear of his shaft. In the next

moment he took hold of her head in his big rough hands, fingers curling in her

hair. His hips started moving, slowly at first, as he pushed and pulled her mouth

along his cock in time with her own bobbing motions. But as more and more of

him slipped further and further into her mouth, he moved faster.

His hands tightened almost painful on her head, pinning her in place, and he

bucked into her face. She gagged and spit came out of her mouth. Oh my, she

thought. This seems like very bad manners.

Eyes watering, still gagging, she opened her throat. She wasn’t sure she


was doing it right, she’d never done it before. Immediately the Woodcutter

shoved his cock into her throat, pushing his erection in to the base with a single

thrust.

He almost snarled with passion as her body tried coughing the obstruction

clear of her throat. The grip on her hair tightened further, until he pulled her

blonde curls hard enough to hurt.

“Yeah,” he grunted. “yes, yes.”

Her nose pressed into the kinky bush of his pubic hair, and his balls brushed

her chin. Saliva leaked out her mouth and dripped down the nutsack. He pulled

out then pushed forward, throat-fucking her. Her gagging grew louder, and her

eyes spread wide, watering as she struggled to draw breath in around the fat

shaft.

Her hands found his legs and she gripped them for balance. His whole body

swung with the motion, ass pushing in on each, deep stroke as he fucked her

face. She continued to cough and sputter, spittle flying wildly and soaking his

lederhosen, and the front of her dress.

She curled her tongue around the underside of his dick, giving it a slick, soft,

ramp to plunge into her throat. Suddenly, something in her clicked over and she

no longer felt like she was suffocating, she’d learned how to breath with a dick

down her throat.

As it grew easier to breath, her panic response submerged and she relaxed her

throat even more. She stopped coughing. She still gagged as he made it down the


wet tunnel of her throat, but it was the natural, organically wet sound of a cock

slamming into something moist, soft and yielding.

She felt flushed, there was something satisfying about the taste of his cock in

her mouth, her ability to take all of him on each thrust. Persistent sensations

radiated up from between her legs. Unconsciously, she reached up under her

dress and spread her knees on the ground. Her searching fingers found the slick,

damp material of her panties.

She moaned against his cock, vibrating the shaft in her throat, as she found the

tender, swollen bud of her clitoris and began stroking it. Just like when she’d

watched Boy Blue, electric currents shot through her body, curling her toes, and

making the hair on the back of her neck stand up in tingling waves.

She rubbed harder, matching her movements with each stroke sliding in and

out of her mouth. She was so primed for the experience, that in only a few

motions she teetered on the edge of cumming. She took the cock plunging in and

out of her mouth, sensed the Woodcutter’s on rushing orgasm, and redoubled her

efforts. The slurping sounds of their oral copulation filled the clearing and

bounced off the trees.

“Ahhh,” Planter swore. “You did it, girl! You did it!”

She felt his load roll up through his cock, followed hard by squirting jets of

warm salty liquid in her throat. He plunged his cock into her mouth, to the balls,

and froze in that position, quivering almost to the point of convulsion. The grip

in her hair trapped her head up against his body as he pushed every last inch of


cock he could manage, down her throat.

So rude! She managed to think.

Her fingers worked and in the next moment, even as she choked on his meat,

her orgasm rippled through her. She felt light headed and it was as if someone

had turned on a faucet below her belly. Her legs quivered and her toes curled up

as her body locked up through a spasm of pleasure.

Slowly, the waves of pleasure receded like surf running off a beach. Her body

relaxed and she melted into the warm grass. His grip in her hair loosened and he

stepped back, pulling his cock from her throat. It slid out of her mouth and a

long line of spit came out with it, one head anchored to the head of his prick, the

other to her lip.

He tugged his lederhosen up and the strand broke, coming to rest in a loose

coma on one side of her dress, over one of her breasts. Self-conscious, she wiped

her face with the back of her hand. She tasted his cock on her tongue, her body

still warm and aroused from her orgasm.

The Woodcutter didn’t look at her as he buttoned his clothing. His face was

flushed and he still breathed heavily. Without looking at her, he ran a shaking

hand through his dark, tangled hair.

“Did I live up to our bargain?” she asked. “Was that enough for you to help

me?”

He still wouldn’t look at her. But he nodded. “Aye and it was, girl,” he said.

“Don’ let anyone tell you different, you have a real talent there, I ah, I, uh,” he


colored. “Thank you,” he added lamely.

She decided not to mention how much she’d enjoyed her own orgasm, or how

wet her panties were. She cleared her throat.

“My lamb?” she asked. “The wood sprite told me the cockatrice took him. She

told me to ask the witch, do you know where the witch is?”

Obviously surprised, and looking a little uncomfortable, the Woodcutter

turned back toward her. He couldn’t meet her eyes and turned away as she

regained her feet and smoothed her dress.

“The witch? The cockatrice?” he repeated somewhat lamely.

“You do know how to help me, don’t you?” she demanded.

“Ah, now, Bo Peep, I do, it’s just...”

“Just what?”

“Just if you’re chasing the cockatrice then you’ll have to cross the forest, to

the edge of the swamp. Though, if anyone knows where to find the damned beast

it’s that whore of a witch. But she has dangers all her own.”

“Will she help me?”

“Aye, likely, but for a price. Still, she makes her home deeper in the Woods,

not here on the edge where it’s relatively safe.”

“I must find my lamb,” she said. She left him no room for compromise.

“Ah, oh, hell’s bells!”


The Woodcutter walked over to his stomach where his big black metal

lunchbox sat. He pulled his hand ax free and walked back over to Bo Peep.

Meeting her eyes for the first time since she’d pulled his cock out, he handed her

the tool.

“Take it,” he said. “When you leave this clearing the path will take you to a

stream.”

She took the hatchet from him, it wasn’t big but it was heavy and the edge

looked quite sharp. “Go on,” she told him.

“Leave the path and follow the stream down to where it runs from a waterfall.

There you will find the hut of the witch, she can help you from there.”

“Okay,” Bo Peep said. “I don’t like leaving the path, but it sounds easy

enough.”

“I warn you now,” the Woodcutter said. “Eat no food, nor drink no drink in

her company, and know this most of all, her pets may not seem to be all that they

seem.”

“How wonderfully obtuse!” Bo Peep smiled brightly. “Thank you!”

“Be safe!” the Woodcutter warned.

But Bo Peep was already on the move. Overhead the sun began its slow slid

toward the west and shadows grew longer in the forest. She was better of now

than when she’d started, she had a plan, and a shiny new hand ax.

Things were starting to get interesting.
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