
        
            
                
            
        

    
Swapping Seeds

A Naughty Fairy Tale

Carry Cockburn


Swapping Seeds

A Naughty Fairy Tale

Copyright © Carry Cockburn

Published by Carry Cockburn

All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without prior written permission of the author.

This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to actual persons, alive or dead, are purely coincidental.

The stories found in this eBook contain sexually explicit language and material. It is intended for a mature audience only.

All characters portrayed in this eBook are 18 years of age or older.


Seeing his mother looking out of the window when he stepped into the main area of the log cabin brought Jack to a stop. His lips clamped tightly together. Even without seeing her face, he could sense her disquiet. It was there in the way her hunched shoulders were tensed, while she watched the sun slowly dropping towards the horizon. He tried not to let her mood affect his, but the prickle of unease was impossible to stop.

“It’ll be dark soon,” she said.

It showed that she knew he was watching her. His lips tightened even more to put a grimace on his face and he tried to relax before speaking.

“You’re not helping me.”

“You know how I feel,” she said when she spun around to face him. “I’ve made that all too clear.”

“We’ve been through this,” he snapped a little more harshly than he intended and softened his tone when he went on. “It has to be done. You know that.”

A crestfallen expression flashed across her face, but she didn’t dispute his assertion.

“You’re too young to do this,” she let out quietly.

“I’m almost twenty-one now,” he replied. “That’s old enough to be...”

“I wish your father was here,” she interrupted before turning back to resume gazing at the scene outside the cabin.

Jack moved over to stand behind her and put a hand gently on her shoulder.

“But he’s not,” he said. “And he probably won’t be for at least another week. We can’t wait that long now. The broken bottle means Cassandra’s potion will run out tomorrow. The visit to the forest has to be done tonight.”

“But…”

“No buts,” Jack interjected and tried to make his voice reassuring when he went on speaking. “Trust me, everything will be fine.”

He could almost feel the concern wash over her and squeezed her shoulder. She remained silent for a few seconds longer and the angst showed in her voice when she finally spoke.

“The night doesn’t belong to us.”

Despite his best efforts, the remark unnerved Jack all the more and a chill shiver trickled down his spine. He breathed in deeply through his nose to make his chest puff out then relaxed to let the air slip back out through his mouth.

“Can’t do it during the day,” he said. “You know that. They only open up and flame in the hours of darkness.”

His mother simply nodded this time. She knew his words were true. He looked past her out of the window to inspect the evening sky and saw the hues of orange and red starting to tinge the growing darkness.

“I need to get ready,” he told her and pulled his hand from her shoulder.

Turning away from her, he walked back to his small bedroom and closed the door once he was inside. He then moved over to the bed to pick up the belt he’d laid out earlier, so he could strap it in place around his waist. Reaching down again, he grasped the butt of his father’s large hunting knife and lifted it right in front of his face to look at the imposing blade.

“Just you and me,” he muttered and ran the fingers of his free hand along the flat side of the steel blade.

He did the same again before sliding the knife into the scabbard on the belt. He then picked up the small, green bag to place the long strap over his head and got it sitting comfortably in place on his shoulder. Kneeling down at the side of the bed, he brought his hands together and bowed his head. The silent prayer he invoked was short and to the point. He could only hope the almighty heard it to give him some protection, but his mother’s last words came back to him.

“No,” he spat out. “This night is mine.”

He rose to his feet purposefully and left the room, but the sound of his sister’s feeble voice brought him to a stop right away. It took away some of his resolve and he lifted a hand to rub his forehead. He’d hoped to get out of the cabin, without seeing her. That would have been preferable, but he couldn’t ignore her now that she’d called him. Going to her room, he pushed the door open to look in. Her face was ashen and he heard the guttural rasp of her breath when she spoke.

“I’ll be fine until…”

“No you won’t,” he cut in. “You need a stronger dose of the potion to get you back on your feet.”

“But father will return…”

“We discussed this already, Cassandra,” Jack interrupted again. “It’ll likely be another week at least before he returns and you’ve rationed your medication the best you could. It’ll be finished by tomorrow though. I don’t want to see you getting steadily worse day after day, so I’m going tonight.”

There was a long moment of silence before she spoke again.

“I’m sorry I dropped the bottle.”

“Accidents happen,” he told her with a shrug of his shoulders. “It’s not like you meant it.”

He saw her reach out towards him and couldn’t refuse, so went in the room to take her hand. The clammy cold of her skin was another sign of the illness taking a stronger hold on her frail body and it made him determined not to fail her.

“Be careful,” she told him.

“I will,” he assured her and leaned down to kiss her on the cheek. “Don’t worry, I’ll be fine. Get some rest and I’ll see you in the morning.”

Nothing more passed between them and he let go of her hand to walk back across the small room. He looked over his shoulder to smile at her before he stepped out to the narrow hallway and closed the door.

“OK,” he let out under his breath and took a moment to gather his thoughts.

He then made his way back to the main area of the cabin and saw his mother waiting for him by the front door. It was a sign that she’d resigned herself to the situation and wasn’t going to stand in his way.

“Remember you need to put the flames out right away,” she told him.

“I know,” he replied. “I’ve listened to father’s tales often enough. It’s time for me to get one of my own to tell.”

He walked across the room to be pulled into an embrace he was held in far longer than he wanted.

“The quicker I go, the quicker I get back,” he eventually said.

It made her let go of him and she opened the door. Jack stepped outside into the cool evening air, but didn’t get the chance to hurry away before anything else passed between them.

“Come back to me,” his mother said.

He heard the despair in her voice and put what he hoped was a confident smile on his face when he glanced over his shoulder.

“Don’t worry about me,” he said. “I’ll be home before you know it.”

It was the last words they exchanged before he walked away from the cabin and for the first time in his life prepared to enter the forest in the darkness of night.

***

Coming to a stop at the treeline, Jack glanced back towards the cabin. He could still see it in the pale, silvery glimmer of moonlight, but kept his gaze on it for only a second. Going back wasn’t an option, so he returned his attention to the landscape in front of him.

The murky gloom ahead felt ominous and he steeled himself for the first step then took it to move a little into the woodland before stopping again. He was no stranger to the forest. However, his visits had always been during the day when dappled sunlight filtered through the overhead canopy to light the way. There was none of that now and it put his senses on high alert. Walking into the trees felt like being swallowed by an inky blackness and the sense that there was danger all around pervaded his mind.

“It’s just another walk in the woods, Jack,” he told himself. “Nothing to worry about.”

The words didn’t really provide any solace though. A glance upwards showed the thickly gnarled branches of the large oak trees intertwining overhead. In the dim light they looked to him like the giant, tangled fingers of hands that appeared ready to reach down and snatch him up at any second.

He knew it was a ridiculous thought, but his gaze stayed on the swaying boughs as he waited for his eyes to adjust to the darkness. Once they had, he forced the idea of giant hands from his mind. He then brought his attention down to the way ahead and set off along the narrow trail that led further into the woodland.

An urge to hurry was there in his mind, but he knew it was too risky to move with any real haste in the shadowy surroundings. It was unlikely there would be any obstructions in his way on the trail. However, one wrong step and a fall resulting in an injury might make it impossible to complete the task in hand. He couldn’t allow that to happen.

The cool of the evening air didn’t stop him from sweating and it wasn’t long before he started to feel sticky. It made him loosen the buttons of his shirt to bare his chest. That helped some of the sweat to evaporate from his skin, but he was still bathed in it by the time he reached the fork in the trail. He took a large handkerchief from his pocket to wipe his forehead then did the same to his torso as he inspected his surroundings.

It was as far as he’d ever gone during the day. He’d always been warned not to walk beyond it and had never gone against his parent’s wishes. He was about to go further for the first time ever though and it wasn’t just the exertion of the walk that made his heartbeat run faster now. A mixture of excitement and trepidation took hold as he peered ahead in the gloom.

He knew he had to follow the right-hand trail, so took only a brief moment to catch his breath properly before setting off again. His senses were now fully attuned to his surroundings and he felt hyper-aware of every rustle of noise around him. Growing up in the area meant he was used to the sounds of the countryside. He’d always heard them in daylight, however, and they felt all the more foreboding when he couldn’t see what was making them in the darkness.

It wasn’t long before he was brought to a stop by another fork in the trail and his heart sank. His father’s stories hadn’t mentioned it. He’d hoped that once he passed the first one it would be a straight walk to the open meadows that were his destination.

“This isn’t good,” he muttered grimly as his gaze flitted back and forth between the two routes he could follow.

He was still mulling over which one to take when he heard a fluttering sound. The sudden burst of adrenaline ignited a panic that made his hands shake and he fumbled his first attempt at grabbing the butt of the knife. He managed at the second attempt to pull it out of the scabbard, but the clamminess of his palms made him lose his grip and his attempts to catch the weapon were in vain as it tumbled to the ground.

In an instant, he was down on all fours scrabbling around in the leafy undergrowth. The fluttering sound growing louder gave urgency to his movements and he grabbed the knife when his fingers brushed against the handle then leapt back to his feet. A hooting sound made him curse and he looked up to the sight of a large, white owl already settled on the sturdy branch of a nearby tree.

The relief swept through him as he looked at the ghostly outline of the bird. It wasn’t going to do him any harm. His gaze stayed on it for a few seconds before he looked down at the knife he held. Although he didn’t actually need it to defend himself now, he’d made a real mess of getting it out and shook his head at the ridiculousness of his slapstick efforts.

“Slick moves, Jack,” he berated himself. “Real slick.”

His gaze went back to the owl, which remained sitting on the branch surveying its surroundings.

“Left-hand side,” he muttered.

The tree on which the owl had landed was beside the left-hand trail and he wondered if the bird’s appearance was a sign. In all likelihood, its arrival on the scene at the same time as him was nothing more than sheer coincidence. It wasn’t like he had anything else to go on though. His gaze flitted back and forth between the two ways ahead a few more times, but he finally went with his gut reaction.

“Left,” he repeated and slipped the knife back in the scabbard before setting off again.

His hope that the remainder of the walk would be over quickly didn’t come to pass. He wasn’t sure how long he’d been going when the overhead canopy of greenery finally began to thin out to let some of the pale moonlight filter down to him. It made it a little easier to see ahead and allowed him to quicken his pace. He could eventually see he was almost at the edge of the woodland and came to a stop when he reached the treeline.

The expanse of open land that stretched out in front of him brought a modicum of relief. It was surely the meadows his father had talked about and that meant he’d got lucky in his choice at the second fork in the trail. He was at the correct place, but reaching it was only the start of the night’s endeavors.

The real work was about to get underway, but he’d have to move out from under the cover of the trees to do it. As he gazed over the meadows, he grabbed the sides of his open shirt to flap them. It got the air moving to cool him down a little bit, but there was no doubt it was going to be a sweaty night of effort. As he was about to move, the thought of his mother’s warning flashed through his head.

“The night doesn’t belong to us,” he murmured to repeat what she’d said.

The unease he’d felt when she made the remark came back to him and his gaze flitted restlessly around the dark sky above him. There was nothing to see though. He eventually brought his gaze back down to the vista ahead of him.

“Can’t stop,” he muttered.

The stakes were too high and he didn’t want to think of the consequences if he failed. He tried to clear the unwanted thoughts from his head to focus on what needed to be done. Wiping his palms on the sides of his breeches cleaned the sweat from them. He then patted the butt of the knife and there was a reassurance to feeling it there. His hand slid to the small, green bag hanging at his hip to make sure he still had it before he dropped onto his belly to crawl out onto the meadow.

***

The long grass Jack scrambled through provided cover to make it less likely he’d be spotted, but staying so low to keep himself out of sight also made it more difficult to locate what he wanted. It was a good twenty minutes or so before he came across the first circular clearing in the meadow. A curse spilled from his lips when he saw it was empty. Moving all the way into the center, he turned on his back to take a quick rest.

A flash of white in the inky blackness overhead startled him for a second before he realized what it was. There was no sound this time, with the owl gliding silently across the sky. He couldn’t be sure if it was the same bird he’d seen landing on the tree not long before and he didn’t have time to worry about it. He needed to keep going, so did no more than take a breather for a few more seconds before rolling onto his belly to move back into the longer grass.

It didn’t take so long to find the next clearing and the rush of euphoria was intense when he saw the plant standing tall at the center of it. He scurried across to the white rose on all fours and was struck by how beautiful it looked in the silvery shimmer of moonlight. Lifting a hand, he wiped it across his mouth. He then pursed his lips, but the sound wouldn’t come out and he cursed before licking his lips to wet them.

“Calm, calm,” he told himself and took a second to gain his composure.

When he pursed his lips again, he managed to get out a low whistle. Nothing happened.

“Come on,” he muttered and tried again, with the beautiful, open bloom doing nothing more than swaying a little in a gentle breeze.

The thought that he’d come all the way just to fail brought a swell of panic that he fought to keep at bay. Scrambling up to a squatting position, he leaned in to put his lips right next to the rose. He crossed his fingers then pursed his lips to whistle again. The low drone of the note filled the air around him, with the sudden flare of bright, yellow light catching him completely off-guard. It rocked him back on his heels to make him crash down on his butt.

The burst of flames lit up the pretty white petals and golden flutters of fiery luminescence lifted from the flower to dance in the air around it. He found himself mesmerized by the breathtaking display for a good few seconds before the reason he’d come to the meadow flooded back into his mind. It made him react.

“Shit, shit,” he blurted out as he scrambled up onto his knees then leaned in to blow out the flames.

Had he done it quickly enough? He wasn’t sure and berated himself silently for what felt like another slapstick display of ineptitude. Tendrils of smoke rose up from the petals as he grabbed the stem to bend it towards him. There didn’t seem to be any heat as he used the fingers of his free hand to locate the four black seeds within the center of the bloom.

Holding them in his palm to look at them, he debated whether he’d put the flames out quickly enough. He couldn’t be sure and didn’t want to risk going home with some duds that wouldn’t provide the medicine his sister needed. Opening the bag at his hip, he slipped the seeds into a small pocket within to ensure he kept them separate from any others he found. He then took a moment to steel himself and carried on.

He made sure he set himself properly for the second rose he found. The last thing he needed was to make the same stupid mistake again. As soon as the low whistle ignited the pretty flower in a burning conflagration, he blew hard to put the fire out. This time he scorched his fingertips getting the four seeds out and was sure he’d done things right.

“OK,” he let out under his breath, but unwelcome thoughts came to mind.

His father had always said that raiding two flowers on a visit was the smart move. It produced sufficient potion to last a good few months and minimized the time spent on the meadow. The risk that the first two flares of light would be noticed meant hanging around longer brought the threat of being discovered. Jack knew that. Messing up the first time still had him concerned though and he contemplated trying to find a third flower.

Getting up to knees, he lifted his head above the tops of the swaying grass to have a quick look around. Everything appeared still in the quiet of the evening darkness and a glance upwards showed the sky was empty. It made him decide to take the risk

Finding another clearing took him longer than he wanted though. He finally came across one and set himself up by leaning in close to the petals then steadying himself. His low whistle lit the blossom up and he was ready to blow out the flames instantly. The heat singed his fingertips again, but he got the four seeds out and stashed them away inside his bag.

A slow breath spilled from his lips as he lifted his head above the tops of the long grass again. He’d tried to keep track of the way he’d moved since leaving the trees, but it took a short while for him to get his bearings. It showed him the way back to where he wanted to go and he took a moment to prepare himself before dropping all the way down onto his belly.

Before he even moved, the distinct fluttering sound of wings came to him. The expectation that he’d see the owl was all he was thinking about when he rolled onto his back to look up. There was a relief when he caught a glimpse of the ghostly white, but it lasted only a second before he realized the bird wasn’t alone on this occasion. It flew down towards the clearing, but changed course at the last second and soared back into the sky.

What it had brought to him came to a stop hovering just above the clearing, with the buzz of rapidly beating wings filling the air. The prettiness of the smile aimed in his direction didn’t stop a shiver of dread trickling down his spine as he remained rooted to the spot. The breath caught in his throat, but a gasp burst out of his mouth when what felt like an oppressive silence finally came to an end.

“Hello,” the fairy greeted him in a high-pitched trill.

***

The soles of Jack’s boots scuffed on the short grass as he reacted to the unexpected greeting by scrambling backwards on his butt. His eyes never left the pretty fairy for a second as she fluttered in place over the clearing for a few seconds longer before descending gracefully to the ground. Once landed, her wings came to rest out of sight behind her back. She stepped over to the flower and held a hand out to it.

Her gaze flitted to his. It rendered him completely motionless, as if he were made of stone and it felt like his heart leapt up into his throat. The meeting of eyes lasted only a split-second before her attention returned to the white petals. She leaned in closer and he saw her lips move, but couldn’t hear the faint words she spoke. A burst of flames erupted, with burning sprites dancing in the air around the blossom for a few seconds before they faded away as the blaze died down. The fairy then leaned right in to look inside the center of the flower.

Jack couldn’t take his eyes from her. A laurel wreath ringed her head, with long, straight hair spilling across her shoulders to hang down over the short, green gown that covered her slender figure. Her skin seemed pale to the point of luminescent and contrasted with the darkness of her tresses.

“Well, well,” she commented when she set her gaze firmly on him and this time it stayed locked in place.

His feet scuffed on the ground once more when she moved away from the flower. The flutter of her wings lifted her up a little from the ground and she drifted slowly towards him.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

The constriction of Jack’s throat meant he couldn’t get anything out as he scuttled towards the edge of the clearing.

“I’m Rosemary,” the fairy went on to fill the silence. “Are you going to be one of those ill-mannered oiks, who don’t even have the decency to properly introduce yourself?”

“Jack,” he blurted out in a hoarse rasp when the long grass brought him to a stop. “My name is Jack.”

“It’s such a pleasure to meet you, Jack,” Rosemary went on pleasantly, but her tone of voice was distinctly less friendly when she went on speaking. “And what would you be doing on my meadow in the dead of night?”

“I, I…”

“You what?” Rosemary interrupted when she came to a halt beside him.

Jack’s mind ticked over furiously as he sat up. He’d never contemplated being caught and, despite his best efforts, couldn’t come up with something that would even sound remotely like a plausible reason as to why he was there. It was another stupid mistake to add to the others he’d made that evening and his voice was forlorn when he finally spoke.

“Don’t know.”

“What’s in the bag?” Rosemary demanded.

He pressed his palm against the green bag to pin it to his hip.

“Nothing,” he blustered.

“Then you won’t mind me taking a look,” Rosemary went on and held out her hand.

He knew he couldn’t let her see inside the bag and his instinctive reaction was to slide his hand to the butt of the knife. It was a mistake.

“Like that, is it?” Rosemary said and let out a high-pitched, tittering laugh that quickly turned to a screech.

Before Jack knew what was happening, his ankle was grabbed. Rosemary’s slender physique belied her strength and the rapid beating of her wings lifted the pair of them easily into the air. He dangled precariously under her as she soared up into the sky.

“Let me go, let me go,” he bellowed desperately as the ground disappeared beneath him.

His cries grew louder until Rosemary came to an abrupt halt high above the clearing. Things had gone spectacularly wrong and the sense they were about to get even worse came to him when he looked up to a wicked smile on her face.

“Your wish is my command,” she trilled and released her grip on his ankle.

A sensation of being suspended motionless in mid-air disappeared in a heartbeat when he plummeted back towards the clearing. His arms and legs flailed around as the fall picked up speed. He’d royally fucked up and the utter despair that he’d failed his sister hurt him more than his impending demise. The agony of being brought to a jarring stop with his face less than a foot or so from the ground made him wince and another tittering laugh made him look up to the way Rosemary held onto his ankle again.

“Oops, I’m such a butterfingers,” she mocked.

The breath was ripped from Jack’s lungs as he was whisked back up into the blackness above. He kept his mouth firmly shut this time until he heard the comment.

“Want me to let you go?”

“No,” he yelled. “No, please don’t.”

Rosemary’s grasping fingers unwrapped from around his ankle, but she caught hold again before he hurtled downwards on this occasion. It was a threat. There was no doubt about that. He could either give her what she wanted or take the fall and there was no guarantee she would catch him a second time.

“What’s in the bag, Jack?” Rosemary demanded.

He squeezed his eyes shut. The whole night was turning into an epic catastrophe and he wasn’t sure he’d survive it. The grip on his ankle was released and caught for a second time.

“Third time unlucky,” Rosemary warned. “You better tell…”

“Seeds,” Jack shouted to give up the information that Rosemary likely already knew. “It’s rose seeds.”

There was a pause before they started going back down. The descent was measured now, but his fears grew. He remembered his mother’s words that the night doesn’t belong to us. It was a brutal reality he was fast learning, with a fairy showing him who was in charge.

The grip on his ankle was released when he was about five feet above the ground. He braced himself, but still let out a wheezing grunt when he crashed down into the clearing. It winded him and he sucked in heaving breaths. His gaze went to Rosemary when she landed daintily on the ground, her eyes never leaving him for a second.

He glanced towards the edge of the clearing, but quickly rid the idea of fleeing from his mind. Even in the longer grass, there would be little chance that he could escape from a creature of the night who could fly above it and easily spot him.

“What to do, what to do,” Rosemary mused and pressed her fingertips together in front of her face before going on. “With a dirty, thieving oik stealing my precious seeds.”

Jack slapped a hand on the bag to press it against his hip.

“I can’t go home without them,” he whined.

“You think I’m about to just let you spirit them away from me?”

“I need them,” he went on. “My sister is ill. The potion we make helps…”

“That’s no concern of mine,” Rosemary cut in harshly. “Did you come and ask for help? No… you crept here in the dead of night to steal from me, to take what isn’t yours.”

“Please help me now,” Jack implored.

Rosemary’s eyes narrowed as she dropped her hands from in front of her face. Her silence gave Jack hope that she might have sympathy for his plight. He wanted to keep pleading, but suspected it would cut no ice with her. It kept him quiet to see how the situation panned out as she fluttered closer to him.

“Let’s say I allowed you to keep them,” she eventually said. “What do you have in your possession that you could give me in return?”

The comment made Jack’s heart sink. All he carried on him was the knife and his bag. He was in no doubt that Rosemary would want neither of those. Thoughts tumbled through his mind as he tried to come up with a way, but his efforts were futile and he felt the brief moment of hope melt away.

“I have nothing,” he muttered forlornly.

“That’s not strictly true now, is it,” Rosemary said and a smile played on her lips.

Jack wasn’t sure what to make of her expression or the comment she’d made. The confusion showed on his face and didn’t go unnoticed. It brought a tinkling peal of laughter from Rosemary’s lips and her gaze fixed intently on him.

“Such an innocent,” she mocked in a sweet voice. “Of course you have something… we could swap seeds.”

***

A silence stretched out as Jack digested a remark that made no sense to him.

“I… I don’t understand,” he eventually let out. “I have no…”

“Such an innocent,” Rosemary repeated to mock him again and put a hand in front of her mouth before letting out a derisive titter. “Surely an intelligent young man such as yourself understands what I’m talking about.”

Jack’s mouth flapped open, but his confusion grew. It showed on his face and got him more derision.

“I mean, you are a man, aren’t you?” Rosemary went on. “Well, almost a man if we’re being honest about it, but you’re old enough to know the facts of life surely.”

The sudden inkling of what Rosemary was talking about dawned on Jack and it registered in his expression.

“You do understand,” Rosemary trilled and dropped to her knees at his feet.

His attempt to scramble back was stopped by a grip on his ankle.

“Please,” he let out.

“Do you want to go back up there?” Rosemary threatened and motioned her head up to the dark sky above.

“No, I…”

“Then just do what I want,” she told him. “If you really want those seeds to restore your poorly sister to good health, well, you have to give me something in return.”

Jack swore under his breath. He knew he couldn’t go back without the seeds. Cassandra was depending on him and letting her down wasn’t an option. The grip on his ankle tightened and he gave in to letting his legs be dragged apart. Rosemary flapped her wings to flutter forward then settled back down on her knees.

“All men possess the seeds of life,” Rosemary went on and brushed a touch on his inner thigh.

It made his muscles quiver and he let out a gasp.

“You’re a fairy,” he exclaimed. “Why would you want…”

“Why not?” Rosemary butted in. “Your seeds are as good as anyone’s. I get the distinct impression they might even be the purest kind of all.”

Jack’s lips tightened together. He wasn’t completely innocent although his experience was limited to his own hand and a bout of fumbling with one of the girls from town. That hadn’t amounted to much more than some groping before she’d decided she didn’t want to go any further.

“Have you been with a woman?” Rosemary asked as she trailed her hand higher on Jack’s thigh.

The light caress of her fingertips let her feel the spasms of his muscles through the material of his breeches and her heartbeat quickened. Her gaze fixed on his crotch and she saw the tell-tale sign that her touch was igniting arousal. There was no answer to her question, so she eventually lifted her attention to Jack’s face. The blush of red on his cheeks told her all she needed to know.

“You are pure,” she said and clapped her hands gleefully.

Her gaze latched onto Jack’s and she held the eye contact when she dropped her hand back down to trail fingers all the way up his leg until she felt the hardness of his swelling erection.

“My, my… so easily brought to life,” she scoffed. “I’ll have to be careful I don’t make you lose that perfect seed in your underwear. I mean, we don’t want to waste it.”

Jack’s buttocks clenched as her fingertips brushed along the outline of his erection through the material of his breeches. That a fairy’s touch had stiffened his manhood in an instant felt shameful to him, but the pleasure was undeniable and he bit his lip hard to stifle the sound of gasps that threatened to come out.

“So, do we have a deal?” Rosemary asked. “Are we going to swap seeds?”

Pleasure turned to pain in an instant when she grabbed his testicles roughly through his breeches and squeezed. The ache made Jack curse, but it did nothing to take away his erection. Her grip on his balls tightened to make him wince, with the agony heightening as she tormented him. It was more than that which made him answer though. He knew there was only one response he could give. Cassandra was relying on him and his voice came out in a hoarse rasp when he spoke.

“Yes, yes… deal.”

Rosemary let out a tittering guffaw as she loosened her grip on his testicles. She grabbed at the buttons of his breeches to loosen them then dragged the material partway down his thighs. Jack’s burgeoning erection tented out his underpants and it really put on show how excited he’d become.

He squirmed around as slender fingers hooked under the waistband of his underwear, but his gaze went up to the ghostly white of the owl swooping down again. For a second time, it wasn’t alone and the shock of it made him grab Rosemary’s hand to stop her pulling down his underpants.

“Wait, wait,” he uttered.

“You made a deal,” she screeched.

“With you,” he replied and saw the frown that crossed her brow. “Not her.”

He let go of her hand to point up to the sky and Rosemary’s curse was loud when she looked up to the blonde-haired fairy now fluttering just above the clearing.

“Get lost, Faye,” she spat out harshly. “This is no concern of yours.”

“Sure you can handle him alone?” Faye retorted. “He looks like a strong one to me.”

“I’m sure,” Rosemary said.

“OK,” Faye replied. “I was on my way to see Rowan, anyway. I’ll be sure to give him your best regards.”

Rosemary’s gaze came back to Jack and he saw the last comment rankled with her. The tightening of her lips ended when she heard the flutter of wings.

“Wait,” she snapped and turned her attention back to Faye. “You know you’re a scheming bitch, right?”

“Who… me?” Faye said in a sugary sweet voice, but the expression on her face was devious. “I can’t believe you would think such a terrible thing of me.”

Rosemary shook her head and let out a loud, frustrated rush of breath. A smile widened on Faye’s face and she wasn’t stopped as she dropped down to land at the side of Jack.

“Stealing seeds?” she asked.

“However did you guess,” Rosemary muttered sarcastically.

Jack’s gaze flitted back and forth between two pale, pretty faces. There seemed to be no love lost between the two fairies and it appeared that Faye’s comment about going to see Rowan had been taken as a threat. Rosemary clearly didn’t want an encounter with a human male to become public knowledge.

“Naughty boy,” Faye said and let out a tinkling laugh. “You seem to be well on your way to making him pay for his crime.”

“Shut up,” Rosemary warned.

Jack’s felt the hot rush of adrenaline in his veins when her hands returned to the waistband of his underpants. Faye dropped to her knees at the side of him and reached out. His shirt was already open from when he’d unbuttoned it earlier in the evening and it allowed her to graze her fingertips on his bare, sweaty skin.

“Who said you could touch him?” Rosemary complained.

“You can’t keep him all for yourself,” Faye said and patted her hand on Jack’s bulging chest muscles. “He’s a strapping boy and surely virile as well. He’ll have plenty to offer.”

“If you want to help then keep him quiet,” Rosemary spat out.

“Gladly,” Faye replied and slid her hand down onto Jack’s rippling abs. “But let me see it first.”

Jack tensed when the grip on the waistband of his underpants tightened. All the drama of the last few moments hadn’t dimmed his arousal, with his swollen manhood still rigidly erect. He could feet the hot, pulsing throb of it straining against the material of his underwear as the gazes of two pretty fairies fixed on it.

His buttocks clenched as his underwear was dragged down. The waistband caught the head of his erection, but it finally sprang free to slap noisily against his belly and he heard the delighted murmuring of the two fairies as they stared. Their eyes stayed firmly fixed on his crotch for a few seconds before they looked at each other. The silence lasted only a split-second longer.

“Get him naked,” Rosemary ordered to take charge of the encounter.

***

Becoming the captive of two pretty fairies wasn’t how Jack envisaged his night panning out. If he wanted the rose seeds there was no choice, however, and he did nothing to stop them stripping him completely naked out there in the open. It felt utterly shameful to give in so easily, but there was also a heady exhilaration to being under their control. Memories of being with the girl from town flashed through his head. He’d really thought that he was going to experience his first time with her until she got cold feet and backed off.

That wasn’t going to happen with Rosemary and Faye. Their longing for his naked body was all too obviously on display and it revealed how much they wanted what he could give them. He looked to see his bag being put on top of his clothes. The rose seeds inside were all he cared about and if he had to give in to the desires of two fairies to get them then so be it.

He knew that wasn’t the only reason he submitted though and his gaze went to Rosemary when she shoved his legs apart again. His heartbeat started to hammer when she moved in between on her knees. Her fingers caressed on the inside of his thigh, but there were no breeches between her touch and his bare skin now. A ripple of pleasure burned up to his crotch and he heard the giggling of both fairies when pulses of hot blood made his erection twitch and jerk uncontrollably.

Faye got by his side again on her knees and reached out to pat her hand on his brawny chest. It finally settled in place, with her fingertips brushing on a nipple. She wasn’t watching what she was doing though. Her gaze flitted between his thickly swollen manhood and the touch sliding higher on his leg.

His hips bucked when Rosemary’s hand brushed against the underside of his testicles. He tensed when she cupped her fingers around them, but there was no pain this time. She didn’t squeeze. Instead, she slowly massaged them as she leaned in.

“Oh, he likes that,” Faye murmured as her fingertips trailed back and forth between his stiff nipples.

Jack couldn’t hold in the sound of his excitement and his grunt was loud when he felt Rosemary’s kiss on the base of his erection. She released her grip on his balls when she lifted her head. Sliding her hand higher, she pressed her palm down on his erection to pin it against the tautly clenched muscles of his belly. The throb of his arousal grew stronger and he couldn’t keep still as the soft caress of her lips slipped right in between his spread thighs to get him squirming.

She pressed harder against his erection to hold it down as she wrapped her lips around a testicle to take it in her mouth. It held what she craved and she gave it some love with her tongue before letting it go to bring her attention to the other one. Jack’s groans split the air in the clearing while she pleasured him. She used her free hand to shove his thighs wider still and the fluttering touch of her tongue finding the sensitive spot just behind his balls made him let out gasping cries.

“I told you to keep him quiet, bitch,” she snapped when her head popped up.

A smile spread across Faye’s face.

“Your wish is my command,” she said and rose to her feet. “I know just how to do that.”

Jack looked down his naked body. It showed him Rosemary’s fingers wrapping around his swollen girth to make his erection stand up straight from his groin. The chance to watch more was taken from him when Faye moved into position to straddle his head, so she was facing down towards his groin. She wore a similar outfit to Rosemary and the way her legs were spread gave him the perfect view up the short gown to her naked pussy.

The girl in town had shown him hers, but he realized he was about to do more than look at Faye’s when she dropped down to her knees. It put her tight slit a matter of inches above his face and he was captivated as he watched her pull her gown all the way up around her waist.

“Isn’t that pretty?” she said when she got a hand between her thighs to brush fingertips on her bare flesh.

“So pretty,” he replied in a hoarse whisper.

“You like the taste?” Faye asked.

She wiggled her fingers between her pussy lips to wet the tips and Jack saw the glisten on them when she eased them back out. They were wiped across his lips and the eagerness with which he licked at her taste made Faye giggle.

“We’ve got a keen one,” she said. “He’s going to give everything we want.”

She pushed her fingers in his mouth to let him suck them clean and he did so with gusto. A first taste of a fairy’s sweet honey excited him all the more and his buttocks clenched to make his bum lift up from the grass.

“Good boy,” Faye teased him when she pulled her fingers free of the vigorous sucking.

Rosemary cleared her throat to get the attention back on her when she spoke.

“What the hell did I…”

“OK, OK,” Faye muttered petulantly.

Jack shuddered as the pretty, blonde fairy sat all the way down on his face. His nose buried between her soft, rounded cheeks as her pussy squashed down on his mouth and he went after more of the taste. Faye bit her lip to hold in the sound of her excitement as his tongue wiggled against her flushed pussy lips. Feeling the touch slip inside a little made her start squirming to grind down on him and she grabbed at her breasts to grope them through her gown.

“Slut,” Rosemary taunted.

Faye’s retort was instant.

“Look who’s talking.”

Rosemary slid her tongue around her lips as she watched the way Faye’s bare pussy soaked Jack’s lips. She wasn’t about to admit it, but the sight was getting her hotter although she eventually turned her attention back to what she could get for herself.

Tightening her grip around Jack’s rigidly swollen shaft ignited fiercer throbbing as she leaned in to stare at the slick glans. She stuck out her tongue to flicker the tip at the point where the shaft and head joined.

“Oh yeah, he likes that,” Faye groaned as she squirmed around on Jack’s face to force herself down on him.

She could feel the way he tried to plunge his tongue deeper, with the hot rush of bliss sweeping through her slender frame. It made her lean forward to slap her hands down on his brawny chest and that gave her a closer view of the action. Her gaze fixed on the way Jack’s erection jutted up proudly from his groin. Thick veins stretched along its length, with a drop of pre-cum bubbling up to roll across the head.

She wasn’t the only one who noticed it, with Rosemary sliding her tongue across the little droplet. The taste brought out her desires and she held on tightly around the base of the shaft when she started rolling licks more eagerly around the head. Her breathing grew ragged as she let herself get caught up in the action and shivers raced down her spine as she kept tasting the droplets of pre-cum.

It ended with her kissing on the tip then parting her lips to let them slide all the way over the swollen head. Jack’s pelvic muscles clenched as he pushed up and he felt the delicious sensation of his erection slipping into the wet warmth of a fairy’s silky soft mouth. His libido was on fire to make him wiggle his tongue deeper still in Faye’s wet pussy and she pushed down harder to keep his mouth smothered.

Rosemary eased her lips lower to enjoy the sensation of them grazing across the bulging veins on the shaft. Feeling the heat of a human’s lust for her was intoxicating and knowing his seed was pure made her want it all the more. She got her free hand to his testicles as she started to give a blowjob and pulled down on them to make sure Jack didn’t lose control.

The rush of arousal got her so wet when she forced her lips lower to make the tip of Jack’s thickly swollen erection slide to the back of her throat. It wasn’t her first time taking advantage of a man, but she’d never been with an innocent one. Knowing that she’d be the lover who took his virginity to get the purest of seed brought out her naughty side.

She started making herself gag on Jack’s erection to soak it with her spit and her head kept bobbing until the need for air finally made her back off. In an instant, she was stroking the fingers of one hand along his slippery length, while she clutched around his balls with the fingers of her other hand to pull on them.

Her gaze went to the way Faye squirmed on Jack’s face. It was so dirty to see and she didn’t take her eyes from the oral action until she squeezed her fingers tightly around the thick base again. Flicking out her tongue, she rasped the flat of it up his full length and liked the way it made his hips buck.

“He looks fit to burst,” Faye said breathlessly.

Rosemary stopped licking and pushed the fingers she had wrapped around Jack’s straining manhood down against his groin. The sound of his muffled groans came to her as he kept licking out pussy, but her eyes never left his swollen, throbbing manhood. She gripped tighter around the shaft and the need to have him inside her became an intense longing she couldn’t contain.

It was time to take what she wanted from him. Holding on to his erection, she fluttered her wings to move forward and settled down again straddling his waist on her knees. A shiver trickled down her spine when she brushed the tip of his erection along her tight slit.

“He’s so big,” Faye murmured.

It made Rosemary look to the rapt attention on a pretty face. There was a thrill to being watched she hadn’t expected and it got her wetter. Her breathing quickened as she rubbed the tip of Jack’s rigid erection along her slit to make it slip in between the slick folds of her labia. Her grip tightened around his shaft to hold it in place and she let out tremulous gasps as she pushed down.

“Oh yeah,” Faye mouthed as she watched wet pussy taking cock.

Rosemary ignored the other fairy this time. She had what she wanted and intended to take full advantage. Her eyes rolled back in their sockets as the swollen head slipped inside, with the thick girth stretching out her tight pussy.

“So good,” she gasped.

The flutter of her muscles made the slick, velvety walls of her pussy grip around hard flesh and the pleasure it brought stretched out her body. She rocked her head back to look up to the darkness above as she savored every stiff inch of Jack’s engorged manhood easing into her slick depths. A hunger for all of it made her pull her hand from around the base and she let out a squeal as she pushed down to sit on him.

“Slut,” Faye said.

A shudder rippled through Rosemary when she leaned forward to slap her hands down on Jack’s midriff. The sinuous contortions of her belly made her hips rock back and forward, with groans spilling from her lips at the feeling of such a hard cock moving around so deeply inside her.

“What does it feel like?” Faye asked.

“Shut up,” Rosemary retorted as her movements became more vigorous.

Her body responded to the sensations assailing her and she closed her eyes as the hot pleasure of the sex flooded her veins. She wanted Jack’s seed, but a craving to get a release from the growing pressure between her thighs made her bring a hand to the top of her pubic mound. A convulsion ripped through her when she used fingers to expose her clitoris.

Her gaze went to the way in which Faye began to force herself onto Jack’s mouth with more fervor. He writhed around under them as he let himself be used as the fuck toy of two horny fairies. It was a thrill to make him be bad and he was clearly savoring the moment.

Rosemary circled her fingers more ruggedly on her clit as she swiveled and rocked her hips. It put a burning ache between her thighs that made her muscles tighten around the hardness of Jack’s rampant erection as she held herself down on it. Her body stretched out as she teased and tormented herself to the very edge. It left her breath spilling out in ragged gasps.

“Finish it,” Faye urged.

Rosemary groaned as she pulled her hand away from her clitoris to slap both down on Jack’s midriff. Pushing down against his six-pack let her start riding his cock and she didn’t hold back. The calls to finish it grew louder to spur her on and she let out mewling groans as she forced herself down on him to make their sweaty, naked skin slap together.

Jack’s erection pounded into her savagely as she rode him with a growing need and the tension in his muscles made his back arch to lift his butt up from the grass. It showed he was close. Rosemary knew it and drove herself down on his erection furiously, craving a release that finally came when she made him lose control. She convulsed as she forced herself down on his full length to take every hard inch at the moment his fertile seed exploded powerfully inside her.

It was perfect and made her lose her mind as she writhed around on his spurting manhood. Pleasure coursed through her veins as the strong contractions of her inner muscles left her shaking and she rode the orgasm all the way up until it caught her in the high of her passion. She pushed down hard as Jack pushed up and she could feel the last bursts of his cum emptying his balls completely inside her.

He pushed up harder still to leave her impaled on his full length for an earth-shattering second of pure bliss before he slumped down in a sweaty heap under her. She could feel the pulsing throb of his manhood as she held it inside, with the last throes of their arousal slowly melting away from their bodies.

“You slut,” Faye said in a giggling voice that ended the silence in the clearing.

The cheeky comment registered in Rosemary’s mind and she looked to the sheen of elation on Faye’s face.

“I’ll leave you some, so you can taste it,” Rosemary said, with a mocking smirk. “It might be all you get.”

She lifted herself up Jack’s fading erection and held herself at the tip to let a little of the cum spill out from her pussy. Rising to her feet, she kept her legs together to hold the rest of the precious seed inside her and the smirk returned to her face.

“Better be quick,” she said as a parting shot. “Maybe I’ll go see Rowan now to pass on your regards.”

***

Jack gasped for breath when Faye’s pussy lifted off his mouth. He heard the flutter of wings and caught a glimpse of Rosemary soaring up into the dark sky. She’d got what she wanted from the deal, but the encounter wasn’t over. Not that he was complaining. He’d lost his virginity to one pretty fairy, but it seemed another wasn’t finished with him yet.

Faye leaned forward to get on all fours, so she could take hold of his fading erection and he groaned when he felt her licks taking the cum rolling down his softening shaft. She smacked her lips afterwards, but didn’t move away. It kept her pussy above his face and he took the opportunity it afforded him.

Her gasp was loud when he got hands between her thighs to dig his thumbs into the soft flesh of her labia, but there was no command to stop. It enabled him to spread her pussy open to get a view of the glistening, pretty pink within. She kept licking and only spoke when she pulled her tongue from his cock.

“Kiss it.”

Jack jerked his head up to give her what she wanted and she let out another breathless gasp. The giggle that followed was infectious and he felt his excitement returning. It got him something he didn’t expect.

“It’s not my only pretty hole,” she said.

He dropped his head back down and licked his slick lips. There was no need to ask what she meant. It seemed that being alone with him in the clearing was going to bring out her naughtier side.

“Do you want to kiss the other one?” Faye went on.

She dropped her head down to press her brow against the top of his thigh and it freed up her hands to let her get them to her cheeks. Pulling on them spread them apart to completely expose her tiny, puckered hole.

“You can kiss it if you want,” she told him.

“No way,” Jack muttered under his breath.

His gaze fixed on her asshole and he knew it was a chance he couldn’t miss. He lifted his head up to kiss on puckered skin then swept his tongue across it. The groan that spilled from Faye’s lips excited him.

“Do it again,” she urged.

He dug his fingers harder into the soft flesh of her mound. That she was letting him play with her so roughly was an even bigger thrill and he took the chance to try more. Sliding a touch to the slick entrance of her pussy, he eased it inside when he licked across her clenched asshole again.

There was no missing the quivering ripple of her thigh muscles. He gave her what she craved again by rasping his tongue across her asshole and she pulled harder on her cheeks as she pushed back towards him. All he had to do was keep his fingers still to make them slip deeper into her pussy. Being allowed to act like that with a pretty fairy brought his excitement roaring back and he felt the pulse of heat return to his groin.

“Good boy,” Faye said in a gasping breath. “Get it wet.”

She slid her cheek to his groin and the softness of her silky skin rubbed against his manhood. He’d cum so hard for Rosemary not long before, but youthful virility meant he started to get hard for Faye. Veins bulged on his neck as he held his head up to keep lapping his tongue across asshole and her whimpering moans brought back his arousal.

“Stretch it open with a finger,” she gasped. “Let me feel it.”

Jack shuddered as he fucked his fingers deeper in the slick wetness of Faye’s tight pussy. He dragged his head back to end the licking and it got him a sight of what he was doing. He kept stroking touches in until she encouraged him to stretch out her asshole again. It sounded almost like she was begging him for a taboo touch and it felt thrilling.

Pulling his fingers out of her pussy, he wiped the slick honey on her puckered skin before pressing a fingertip in place. The clench of her sphincter resisting made Faye groan loudly, but she pulled harder still on her ass cheeks. Jack pressed harder and felt the give as he wiggled his finger.

His mouth opened wide as he watched the way his slippery finger broke the clenching to slip inside and hearing Faye’s whimpering groan reignited his libido. He felt the power returning to his erection as she rubbed her cheek against it, but his attention focused on the way her tight, puckered hole squeezed around his finger.

She showed just how much she liked the sensation too by rocking her hips back and forward. It made his finger stroke into her asshole and all he had to do was hold it steady for a naughty fairy to chase the salacious pleasure she so obviously craved. Her whimpering moans grew louder as she pushed back harder, but the moment came to an end when she pulled forward to end the anal fingering. Releasing the grip on her cheeks, she scrambled forward to get from over him then turned to face him when she was on her knees.

“Get up,” she barked.

Jack wasn’t about to refuse. His feet scuffed on the grass as he scrambled up to a standing position before her. He was all too aware of his nakedness. It felt awkward, but that disappeared when she reached out to take hold of his erection.

“Mm,” she cooed. “Such a virile boy for me.”

She squeezed her fingers around his shaft and felt the throbbing response as it stiffened in her grasp.

“Hard again in no time,” she said when she looked up. “Are they filling up for me?”

She got her free hand cupped around his testicles to show what she was talking about. Her gaze came to his and the eye contact was an aphrodisiac for him. A hot-blooded lust for a pretty fairy took hold and she didn’t look away as she leaned in. She was still staring up at his face when she kissed on the tip of his cock. It quickened the pulsing swell to bring back his erection.

It was only when she took the head in her mouth to suck on it that she dropped her gaze to what she was doing. He’d been given a blowjob by Rosemary, but there had been no chance for him to watch that. Now he did and it made the oral sex all the more thrilling. As Faye’s lips grazed along his erection to make it slip deeper into her mouth, his legs began to tremble and he slapped a hand down on her shoulder.

Each bob of her head slid her lips lower until they brushed against her fingers. The trembling of Jack’s legs worsened when she pulled her hand away. It got him more and he groaned when his full length fucked into her mouth to make the thick head slide down her throat. She closed her eyes as she held the deep-throat, with spit spilling from her bottom lip as she let out hoarse, gurgling breaths.

It was a growling titter that spilled from her lips when she jerked her head up. She got her fingers wrapped around his erection again, with the slipperiness of her saliva making the stroking silky as she worked to get him rampantly hard again. When she slid her lips back over the tip, she got them grazing up and down in combination with her fingers and the dirty delight of the sloppy action made his buttocks clench to push his groin forward.

She eventually gripped her fingers around the base to hold on tightly and worked her tongue on the underside of his rigid shaft as she kept giving the blowjob. It was only when she ended the oral sex that her gaze came back up to his.

“Nice and wet,” she said as she slid her fingers up to the bulbous head then back down again. “Perfect for what I want.”

She turned away from Jack and dropped down to all fours. Balancing herself on one hand, she reached back with the other to yank her short gown up around her waist then grabbed her cheek to pull on it.

Jack cursed as he dropped to his knees behind her. He’d been in a submissive position when he let two fairies take advantage of him, but that wasn’t the case now. Shuffling forward he got in place and took hold of his erection to rub the tip on slick, flushed lips.

“Not there,” Faye said in a gasping laugh. “I’m not like that bitch, Rosemary. She wants a baby. I don’t.”

Jack pushed forward to slip the head of his erection between soft pussy lips, but Faye pulled away from him. She dropped her face to the grass to free up both her hands and used one to spread her cheeks again. With the other, she grabbed hold of his erection to bring the tip to her asshole.

“There,” she let out in a breathless rasp. “That’s where you give your seed this time. I want it there, I like it there.”

Jack let out a curse under his breath. He’d come to the meadow with nothing more on his mind than finding the seeds he needed then going home. That hadn’t happened, but being caught in the act of stealing by a fairy hadn’t become the disaster he envisaged. He’d arrived a virgin, but would leave the place having been made to give and get so much.

His cock had been in a fairy’s hand, mouth and pussy, but he was now about to engage in a taboo act he didn’t think any female wanted. It definitely wasn’t true of Faye though. She’d already made him lick and finger her asshole. Now she wanted more and he was on the cusp of giving it.

His gaze fixed on her pert bum as she pressed the tip of his erection more forcefully against her puckered anus. The clench of her sphincter held him at bay. She wasn’t about to let that stop her getting what she craved, however, with the sound of her gasps becoming a long moan when the slippery head of his erection stretched her open.

“Yes, yes,” she groaned when she let go of his cock.

As he’d done with his finger, all Jack had to do was hold steady to let her push back onto him. His gaze fixed on the way his swollen girth made her asshole gape and the rush of excitement brought out his lust. He grabbed hold of Faye’s hips to pull on them and shuddered when his groin slapped hard against her ass.

“Oh god, yes,” she let out in a husky, gasping voice that revealed her longing for the sex.

She pressed her hands on the grass to push back against him and their bodies stayed locked together, with his erection buried in her tight hole. Jack clung on to her hips and tensed his muscles as she rubbed her cheeks against his groin. He could feel the straining pulse of his erection and knew it wasn’t only him enjoying the sensation.

Faye groaned louder as she started to rock her body to make his rigid manhood fuck into her asshole. That made it gape all the more around the thick girth of his swollen member and he held himself steady to let her sweaty skin slap against his. He closed his eyes as she forced herself back harder until she impaled herself on his full length again.

“Need it, need it,” she babbled as she pressed her forehead on the cool grass.

She slid a hand between her thighs to get fingertips on her clitoris and he gripped her hips tightly to pull her back onto him. The straining pulse of his erection inside the grip of her asshole felt so good and he held himself in place as she went after the high she craved.

Her groans rang out as she tormented her swollen clitoris with forceful, circling touches. It brought the little bead fully out of its protective hood to expose it completely and the quivering ripples of her muscles set her body trembling as she quickened the rhythm. The way her asshole gripped around hard flesh as she played with herself brought her close to the edge and she slowed the pace to hold herself there until her need was too great.

“Finish it,” she called.

Jack took his opportunity. His grip tightened as he started to thrust to enjoy the thrill of his erection fucking into tight asshole. It slapped his groin hard against Faye’s cheeks and she held her fingers forcefully against her clitoris. The swell of pleasure in the little bead reached breaking point as she was taken roughly from behind and it gave her a moment she wanted.

Her body tensed in the last seconds as she was fucked hard, with Jack’s raging erection pounding deep into her asshole to give her the final push that sent her crashing over the edge. The fast, explosive burst of pleasure ignited shudders that ripped through her. Her world became the feeling between her thighs, with the spine-tingling euphoria taking her climax soaring to a high.

Strong contractions made her asshole ripple around Jack’s erection as he kept slamming forward and she was still caught in a breathless high when his excitement spilled over to a release. He drove forward a final time to hold their bodies tightly locked together, with his balls giving up another load of his seed.

This time it erupted in asshole and he forced his hips forward to enjoy every last streaming spurt as he kept his erection plunged deep in the silky tightness. It took his excitement to a high that he never wanted to end, but the convulsions melted away as he gave Faye the last of his cum.

She held herself against him to enjoy the throbbing pulse of his arousal inside her, but the sensation eventually began to fade. It made her rock her body to push herself back onto his erection to make the sex last until his power melted away. She then pulled herself forward, scrambled around and cupped his empty balls.

“All gone,” she teased him and he winced when she squeezed hard.

She let go and rose to her feet, with a shove on his forehead making him slump down to the grass.

“See you again,” she said, with a mischievous wink.

She pulled down her gown to cover herself up and Jack watched as her wings spread out. In the blink of an eye, she soared up into the blackness above and disappeared. He lay for a few seconds more staring up into the sky before rousing himself to action. Scrambling to his clothes, he hurriedly put them back on then strapped the belt around his waist and got the bag in place over his shoulder.

There was no thoughts of crawling through the long grass now. Jack ran. He didn’t stop until he reached the treeline and his heartbeat hammered as he leaned forward to catch his breath. When he finally straightened up, he looked out over the meadow. It appeared quiet and still.

“Some night,” he let out under his breath.

That was an understatement, but he patted the bag at his hip. He’d got what he needed to help his sister and a lot more besides. Whether he returned to the meadow would depend on his father, but he knew he’d look for the opportunity to do so in the hopes of being caught by a pretty fairy intent on swapping seeds again.
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Erotic Exotic

Demon in Heels

Little T

His Body Was Hers: Pink Panties Feminisation

Her Body Was His: Forced Submission of the Girl Next Door

Her Body Said Yes/Her Body Said Yes 2

Tokyo Groping

Rear Examination: A FemDom Fantasy

The Doctor's Fantasy/The Doctor’s Fantasy 2

Erotic Flashes (6 Stories)

Erotic Flashes 2 (6 Stories)

Jeannie’s Tales: The Sex Stories of a Very Naughty Girl (3 Stories)

Jeannie’s Tales 2: A Naughty Girl Gets Naughtier (3 Stories)

Pick Your Kink!
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