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Kenny sat in
the doctor’s office. Surprisingly, there was no one waiting but
him. This was good; the pain in his shoulder was bugging him again,
and he let out a little groan every time he stretched.

It had
been from working out. He’d been trying to impress a girl who’d
been watching him at the gym. Just a bit too much weight
and he’d hurt
himself.

He smiled at
the thought. She’d given him her phone number after fawning over
him, thrusting her chest into his face and giving him a good look
at her ass in those tight workout pants…

Kenny leaned
forward, crossing his legs. He would have a lot of explaining to do
if someone walked in and saw he had a hard-on.

Hopefully this will be a quick in-and-out, he thought, glancing at the clock. He
and gym-girl were supposed to be having a dinner date, and there
wasn’t anything that was going to make him late.

He’d just
started to pick through back issues of some sports magazine when
the nurse stepped into the waiting room.

“Doctor Weiss
will see you now,” she said, stepping aside to allow Kenny to
pass.

There
wasn’t anyone coming from the examination room. Why he’d even had
to wait, Kenny didn’t know. Just another mystery of the doctor’s
office, he thought with
a smile.

When he stepped
in, the doctor wasn’t there. This was a new doc, taking over the
practice. She didn’t seem to have changed much. There was a display
of surgical tubing, as well as anatomy posters and those cut away
dioramas that seemed to fall apart as soon as you look at them.
There was a desk and an examination table. Kenny sat at one side of
the desk, frowning at the doctor’s empty chair.

Just before he
was about to start drumming his fingers, the door opened and shut
behind him.

Turning
around, Kenny said, “Thanks for seeing me, doc. I –“ his jaw shut with a click.
Doctor Weiss stood by the door, clipboard in hand, smiling at him.
Even her white coat couldn’t conceal the feminine curves of her
body, and Kenny felt his mouth dry out when he saw those full, red
lips and their friendly smile.

She flipped the
clipboard open, glanced, and shut it. “Oh, it’s no problem, Kenny.”
She walked over to the desk. She ran her fingers over his shoulder.
“A work-out related injury, it says? You look nice and strong. Not
trying to impress someone at the gym, were we?”

Kenny’s
heart returned to a normal-ish rate when she stopped touching him
and sat in her chair.

“No. Of course
not. Just trying to break through a work-out plateau, you
know?”

His eyes
strayed down to her open doctor’s coat. She had a red blouse on.
The top few buttons were undone, revealing her rounded
cleavage.

When his eyes
went back to her face, she had one eyebrow cocked in amusement.

Kenny felt
himself blush as he sought for something to say.

“You know what?
It actually doesn’t hurt that much. I have a date. I’ll just go
grab some painkillers and –“

“Sit down on
the examination table and I’ll be the judge of how badly you’ve
hurt yourself.” Dr. Weiss pointed a stern finger.

Biting back his
reply, Kenny sat down on the table. The sanitary paper on it
crinkled as he shifted into a more comfortable position. Dr. Weiss
leaned forward a little as she stood, and Kenny got another glimpse
of her breasts. He started getting hard again, wondering what she
looked like naked. A fantasy arose in his mind of being blown by
her while all she wore was a stethoscope.

“You’re going
to need to take off your shirt,” she said, her eyes flicking to his
torso before returning to his face.

“What? Oh
yeah,” Kenny said, lifting his shirt over his head and leaning
back. With his shirt halfway off, he realized he was still
hard.

“Are you
experiencing problems with stiffness?” Dr. Weiss said as Kenny
finished pulling off his shirt. She was looking him right in the
face, and he couldn’t tell if she was talking about the stiffness
in his pants or in his shoulder. He started to smile, then
frowned.

“Umm… Yeah, my
shoulder is felling pretty sore actually. I have to stretch it, but
when I do, it hurts.”

Dr. Weiss
leaned in she put her hands on his sore shoulder, moving her
fingers around, prodding and poking. Kenny’s heart picked up again
as he caught her scent. It was something that went right to his
brain. His eyes widened when he looked down. He could see her
cleavage as she checked him over. He could also see his cock
hardening, moving down one leg of his pants. He tried to stop it,
but, if anything, it just seemed to stiffen faster.

Kenny shifted
nervously, trying to breathe through his mouth so he wouldn’t smell
that intoxicating perfume.

“Is there
something wrong, Kenny?” Dr. Weiss said.

He watched as
she slowly ran the tip of her tongue around her lips, leaving them
shiny and supple looking.

Damn it, I can’t take it anymore! Kenny thought. Reaching through her doctor’s coat
and wrapping his hands around her back, he pulled her in close. Her
eyes widened and her mouth opened as though she was about to say
something.

Kenny
silenced her with a long and wet kiss, all thoughts of his date
today driven from his mind by how warm she felt against
him.

“Kenny!” Dr.
Weiss said, finally able to pull back from him enough to speak,
“Why didn’t you say that it was the stiffness in your pants that
you wanted me to help you with?” She grabbed his hard cock through
his pants.

“Well, Doc, I
wasn’t certain if you were certified to handle that type of ache,”
Kenny said, playing along.

“You’d be
surprised. So many times I meet a patient who just makes me soak my
panties and I can’t do anything about it because they aren’t into
it.”

Kenny slid his
hands down her back until he held her by the ass. Her cheeks felt
firm, and he was very happy with what he found. “I would like to be
into you,” he said.

Dr. Weiss
pulled away from his grasp, a mischievous smile directed at Kenny.
She pulled the shoulders of her coat down, and let the coat fall
slowly to the floor. “Well, Kenny, I am still your doctor. And I
will need to give you a very thorough cardiovascular examination.
Take off all your clothes while I get the things I’ll be
needing.”

Hopping off the
table, Kenny struggled with undoing and shoving down his pants
while he watched Dr. Weiss collect things. Every time she picked
something up, she undid another button on her blouse.

Soon, she was
taking her blouse off. She had a stethoscope on her neck, and a
bunch of surgical tubing in one hand. Setting her doctor’s bag near
the table, she pushed down her pants and looked at Kenny, who was
standing beside the table with a huge erection. She smiled.

“Well, it
certainly seems like you’ve prepared yourself for this,” Dr. Weiss
said.

She shoved him
back against the table and knelt down onto her knees in front of
him, his cock mere inches from her warm lips.

Taking a
small bit of surgical tubing, Dr. Weiss tied it around the base of
his cock, trapping all the blood and keeping him rock-solid.
A drop of precum formed at the
end of his quivering shaft.

Dr. Weiss undid
her bra and slowly pulled it off. Kenny’s cock jumped when he first
saw her naked breasts. They were perfectly formed, and her nipples
looked stiff enough to cut diamond.

Then Dr. Weiss
stood up. She grabbed the back of his head and pulled him into a
kiss. As her tongue entered his mouth, he felt her fingers wrap
around his solid shaft and stroke him. Kenny’s hips began thrusting
against her grip almost of their own volition.

Letting
go of his shaft for a moment, Dr. Weiss grabbed one of Kenny’s
hands from where it gripped the examination table. She slid it up
between her thighs and pushed his fingers against her pussy. She
was already wet. Kenny began massaging her lips and slit through
her panties as she returned to stroking his member. She ground her
hips against his fingers and they both started to moan.

Keeping her
hips pressed against him, Dr. Weiss let go of his cock and leaned
back. He watched as she grabbed her stethoscope, putting the
earpieces in. Before putting the cool disc of metal against his
chest, she opened her lips and breathed slowly against it. It was
still cold on his flesh. She moved it to different spots, her
closed eyes scrunching every few moments as Kenny’s fingers
continued working her between the legs.

“I think I know
the source of your problem,” Dr. Weiss said, “Sexual
dissatisfaction. I have just the thing for that right here,
actually. Please turn around and face the table.”

Taking his
fingers out from between her thighs, Kenny turned around. Dr. Weiss
grabbed his hands and pulled them behind his back. He smiled as he
felt her wind more surgical tubing around his wrists, tying the
length securely.

A few moments
later, Dr. Weiss said, “Turn around.”

When he did, he
saw that she’d stripped off everything except her stethoscope. She
went back down on her knees in front of him, grabbed him by the
hips, and pushed him back against the examination table. He wanted
to reach down and stroke her breasts, feeling just how stiff those
little nipples of hers were, but he was startled to find that she’d
tied his wrists together quite well.

“Oh,
don’t struggle,” Dr. Weiss said, “Fighting doesn’t help at all.
Just let the therapy happen. I promise you will feel better
afterward. Maybe I can even arrange for a lollipop,” she said the
last part after gripping his shaft with one hand and slowly running
her fingers up and down his length.

“Oh, Doc,
it hurts so bad. Please hurry!” Kenny said, trying to sound as pained as he could. Now that
he thought about it, the pain in his shoulder did seem completely
gone.

Dr. Weiss
used her thumb to get the glob of precum from the tip of his cock
and spread it down his shaft, letting her hand move more freely
over his stiff member. She grabbed his balls with her other hand and gave him a
wicked smile.

“Turn your head
and cough, Kenny,” she told him.

He did so. He
tried pulling his wrists out of the surgical tubing, but it was
just too well tied.

He turned
back in time to see her full lips close over the head of his cock.
She jerked his shaft while sucking on the tip, her tongue prodding
that sensitive part between the head and shaft while soaking him
with her spit. She squeezed his balls and he squirmed as he felt
his cock get even harder. The makeshift surgical tubing cock ring
didn’t let any blood out, and his dick felt so hard that he thought
it might burst. Dr. Weiss could barely fit her lips over the ridges
at the back of the head.

“Doc, you’ve
gotta help me out with this stiffness. I don’t think I can take it
for much longer,” Kenny said. He felt a little sore, but he’d never
had a blowjob that felt so good. Being at full hardness like he was
seemed to make him extra sensitive to every movement of her fingers
and mouth over his shaft.

Dr. Weiss gave
his cock one last suck and stroke before standing up. She stepped
up so that their bodies were pressed together, moving her legs
apart so that Kenny’s cock pressed between her thighs and rubbed
against her wet slit.

“I think
I have just the thing for stiffness right here. I need you to stay
leaning just like this against the examination table. I’m going to
insert the stiff part of your body into a warm, wet, and tight
compress. After you’ve been treated for a while with it, you should
notice the stiffness going away. Temporarily, at least.”

She
stepped away and then turned around, giving Kenny a great view of
her hourglass figure and ass. He couldn’t wait for the therapy to
begin.

Looking over
her shoulder as she pulled her chair close for something to lean
again, she said to him, “I call it ‘Pussy Therapy.’ Please withhold
all comments on the effectiveness of the procedure until after it’s
been completed. Okay?”

Kenny managed a
nod as she bent over and spread her legs apart. Looking at her ass
made him stiffen even more, and his face contorted as the soreness
in his cock increased. He really hoped that the pussy therapy was
going to work.

Grabbing his
cock, Dr. Weiss guided it between her legs. First, she ran the tip
up and down through her slit, getting it nice and wet with her
juices. She pressed the tip against her hole.

“It’s going to
be very tight at first. You have to give it a little time to adjust
to your girth.”

She pushed
back, moaning as the head of his cock entered her. Her tightness
was almost unbearable with his cock as sensitive as it was. He
could feel the muscles in her pussy squeezing him as she eased her
hips back a little at a time. His cock trembled as her pussy pushed
the skin on his shaft back. Kenny balled his hands into fists
behind his back, gritting his teeth and pressing his nails into his
palms.

“Oo,” Dr.
Weiss breathed, “This is a bigger problem than I thought.
We’ll need to try easing you in
a little more slowly.”

She arched her
back more, giving Kenny a good look at the opening of her pussy and
how it was stretched around his hard cock. He pulled at the
surgical tubing, the desire to grab her firm ass cheeks and squeeze
them overpowering him.

Dr. Weiss
pulled herself forward a bit, exposing part of his shaft that had
just been inside her. It was already slick with her juices.
When she finished pulling
forward, she shoved her ass back towards him, lodging his cock even
deeper in her than before. They both grunted as she stopped to let
her pussy clasp him tightly for a moment before relaxing
again.

She repeated
this procedure until her pussy bumped against the surgical tubing
cock ring.

“How is the
stiffness now, Kenny?” Dr. Weiss asked. Her face was flushed red,
and he could feel her pussy trembling around his member.

“Well, the
warmth is helping. I think if we move up and down some more, the
stiff will work itself out,” Kenny said. Her pussy felt positively
hot on him. His cock felt so hard, the nerves so sensitive, that he
wasn’t even certain he’d be able to last more than a few strokes
inside her tight little cunt.

With her
bottom lip sucked between her teeth, looking up at Kenny, she began
fucking him. Her pussy gripped him tightly, stretching his skin
forward and then shoving it back when she pushed
her pussy all the way
back to the cock ring each time.

Kenny felt
sweat break out on his forehead as her fucking grew more insistent.
He couldn’t believe that he’d already lasted this long. He threw
his head back and scrunched his eyes closed as she got tighter
around him. The next moment, she moaned and he felt her pussy juice
around him.

Looking down,
he gazed at his sopping shaft and the lips of her pussy as she
moved faster and faster up and down his length.

Arching
her neck back, he saw a
look of strain on her face as moans and whimpers escaped through
her clenched teeth.

“Okay,” she
said, “This next part is the hardest part of the therapy. You’re
going to feel even more tightness and wetness for a few moments.
Don’t worry, though. It’s supposed to happen.”

She finished
with a moan as she came on him.

“Oh, damn!”
Kenny said.

It was the
tightest a pussy had ever squeezed him. She kept fucking, too. He
could see her cunt get pulled back along his shaft a little, like
he was going to turn her inside out she was gripping so hard.

Her hips bucked
spasmodically a few times as her orgasm ran its course.

Dr. Weiss wiped
at her forehead with her arm as she looked at him. Her shoulders
heaved up and down. “Good job, Kenny! There’s only one part left to
the therapy, and then you should feel much more relieved.”

She groaned as
she pulled her pussy forward off him. She’d left him so wet that
her juices ran down his shaft.

Getting back on
her knees, she grabbed his cock with both hands and began sucking.
He could feel his balls tightening up as he watched her lips suck
all her pussy juices off his shaft and leave it soaked with her
spit instead.

He wanted to
come, but he wasn’t certain he could with the cock ring still
on.

It was like
she’d heard his thoughts. With a deft move of her fingers, the ring
of tubing fell off his member.

“God!” Kenny
said, his stiff cock finally free.

His shaft
jumped in her lips as he came. She moaned around his girth as she
slid her lips more slowly up and down his member, letting him fill
her mouth with his cum. When he stopped spurting, she milked him
with her hands, then swallowed. His body trembled as her tongue
moved around, cleaning him off.

“How are we
feeling now?” Dr. Weiss said, standing up. She put the stethoscope
back on his chest and listened at various spots.

Kenny couldn’t
feel any pain in his shoulder at all. His cock felt sore, but he
didn’t mind that at all.

“Much better,
doc. I think that new therapy of yours is a big success.”

She
wrapped her arms around him, leaning in to kiss him, “I thought it
would work. It was risky, but well worth it.”

As their lips
touched, he felt her start pulling at the tubing binding his
wrists. A few moments later, his hands were free.

The first thing
he did was grab her butt, squeezing her cheeks. He worked his hands
up her back, grasping her for a deeper kiss.

She
leaned back. “Now, we need to set up some follow-up appointments.
Unfortunately, there’s no cure for the type of stiffness
you’re experiencing. We
just have to keep treating it with pussy therapy to make the
condition less of a nuisance to you.”

“How’s dinner
at my place every week?” Kenny asked. He really liked this new
doctor. He hoped they’d be seeing a lot more of each other.
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Looking for another story a little rougher?
Try this sample:

 


Rough Sex With My Best Friends
Sister

 


It was the
summer after my first year of college, and I was back in my
hometown. I hadn’t really visited home during the school year, and
I forgot how much I liked the place. I stood in front of the mirror
in the bathroom, admiring the beach body I’d busted my ass for in
the gym over the past year. My cell phone was on the vanity, and I
was waiting for a text back from my best friend, Charlie.

Charlie had
gone to a different college, and we’d only seen each other for a
few hours once over Christmas break. Thinking of Charlie made me
think of his sister, Eva. She was a year younger than us, so she
was somewhere between 18 and 19, and she’d been accepted to my
college. Thinking of how cute she’d gotten over the last few years
made me get hard. I watched my cock stiffen in the mirror, and I
gave it a few strokes.

As I was just
getting into fantasizing about Eva’s cute ass, my phone went off.
It was Charlie. He wanted me to meet him at his house. I had to
blueball myself, quickly finishing the bed-head look I was going
for with my hair and throwing on my clothes. Charlie’s house was
kind of far, and I didn’t have a car yet.

It took me
about 20 minutes to get to his place. I knocked on the door, waited
a few seconds, and went inside.

Eva was the
first person I saw there. She’d come out of her room and was
standing at the top of the steps, looking over the banister at me.
Looking at her, I swallowed. She had on some tight jeans and a
t-shirt that showed off her petite figure. She smiled down at me,
and I smiled back. She looked really pretty without the braces. The
dirty part of my mind immediately started undressing her, wondering
how large her nipples were and whether or not she shaved her
pussy.

“Hi,” I
said.

Her face
flushed red, and she replied, “Hi,” then spun around and marched
back to her room. She seemed so shy and meek for how pretty she
was. I tried to lock the image of her round ass in my mind for
later.

“Hey, Logan,”
Charlie said, coming up from the basement. He had the necks of some
beers between his fingers, and he offered me one, which I gladly
took.

We cracked the
beers and went into the living room. He and I shot the shit for a
while, catching up with each other’s lives. It turned out that
Charlie had a real knack for history, and would be changing over to
that major from English. I was doing anthropology, and felt
uncertain whether I would be continuing in it for my undergrad.

“Get laid a
lot?” Charlie asked, a big grin on his face.

I shrugged, “A
few times.” There had been one girl that had decided to use my
heart as her plaything for a while before throwing it out. I didn’t
feel like sharing that with him.

A few hours and
about five beers later, Eva appeared at the door. She leaned
against the frame and looked down at her feet. We both looked at
her.

“Logan,” she
said, “I have a few questions about your school. Would it be ok if
I asked you about it?”

“Sure!” I said,
scooching over on the couch and patting the cushion.

She sat where
I’d indicated. This close, I could smell her perfume. It was very
light. It felt like my stomach got lighter while my cock got
harder. I leaned over to hide my erection. She smiled at me. Had
she been wearing lipstick before? I couldn’t remember. She’d also
changed shirts, this time to a low-cut one that showed off a
startling large portion of her firm-looking breasts.

Charlie had
drank at least twice as much beer as me, if not more. He had a
vacant look in his eyes as he sat there.

Lurching to his
feet, he said, “I am gonna go fall on my bed for a few hours.
Logan, man, you can crash in the spare room.” He slurred the last
few words so that they sounded like “sare oom.”

Eva and I
listened to him make his way laboriously up the stairs. There was a
thump that I hoped and assumed was him falling on his bed as
prophesized.

She started
asking her questions, which were pretty standard things about life
on the campus and school groups. But her words fell on deaf ears as
I noticed her running her hands slowing up and down the inside of
her thighs. I so wished that I could just reach out and stroke her
right then, but even a little drunk I couldn’t bring myself to do
it.

That’s when she
said, “Hey, I have my acceptance letter up in my room. Can you take
a look at it? There’s a part I don’t get.”

I nodded and
followed her up the stairs, my eyes glued to her ass the whole
time. I was so hard that I had to quickly pull my cock up into the
loop of my pants to keep it from showing.

“Isn’t Charlie
asleep?” I said as we went into her room down the hall from
his.

“Passed out
more like it. I’ve seen him like this before; nothing short of a
bomb going off is going to wake him up,” she said.

I noticed that
she wasn’t even looking for her letter. Instead, she was leaning
against her desk and looking at me with her bottom lip sucked in
between her teeth. I had to go for it; I knew if I didn’t make the
attempt, I would never forgive myself.

Walking right
in front of her, I wrapped my arms around her waist and rested my
hands on the small of her back. She felt so warm, even through her
shirt. Bending over, I kissed her. She kissed back.

Then she
started rubbing my hard shaft through my pants.

Pulling back, I
said, “Are you sure he won’t wake up.”

“I’m sure,” she
said, “Watch this.”

I frowned, not
knowing what to look at. Then she slapped me across the face. Hard.
The crack of her palm on my cheek sounded like a gunshot, and there
were no sounds of stirring from Charlie’s room.

I started
saying, “What the—“ but Eva went up on her tiptoes and sucked my
bottom lip into her mouth. Her teeth sank into the soft flesh of my
lip and she looked up into my eyes. My grip around her tightened as
the pain mounted, and my cock got so hard that it was pushing the
waist of my pants away from my body.

 


 


Maybe what you
need is another rough cowgirl story? Try this sample:

 


This Cowgirl Likes It
Rough

 


It had been too
long since Sally had anything between her legs. The men folk
wouldn’t let her ride a horse for fear of running away. The men
themselves ranged from ugly to old. None of them made her feel that
special heat and wetness.

But it was
paying work, and they let her wear pants instead of a skirt. Though
a few of them did grumble at that.

Sally frowned
in effort as she pumped water into a bucket. The hot sun beat down
on her, and she wasn’t in the big shadow cast by the barn.

That was
another of the perks; there was no more room in the house, so she
got to sleep in the loft of the barn. It could get drafty, but at
least it was private. No one could hear her moans when she sank her
finger into her warm and wet hole.

Sally lugged
the heavy pail of water back into the barn. It was pretty quiet in
the large, shadowed space. The animals were all out cropping the
fields or scratching at the dust. A perfect time for a nice
shower.

She’d set up a
makeshift shower in one corner. There were a few old horse blankets
set up in case one of the men came in. They hid a bucket hung on a
peg with a few small holes punched in the bottom. Sally stripped
down naked, putting her clothes in a neat pile. Hefting the bucket
up over her head, she poured the water in. It started tinkling down
onto the floor.

Jumping in,
Sally squealed and shivered. The water was cool on her bare skin.
Her nipples perked and her chest and breasts pebbled with
gooseflesh.

Soon enough she
became used to the coolness, getting down to the real business.
Leaning against the poll the bucket hung on, she parted her legs.
She teased her fingers around the lips of her opening, feeling how
warm she already was.

Oh, how I wish there was someone here worth
fucking, she thought,
pressing the very tip of her finger in.

She wanted a
real man: one who could use his mouth and fingers. One who wasn’t
afraid to make their loving rough. So often, she told a man to
spank her and was refused.

She felt her
pussy open up as she fantasized. Slipping another finger in, Sally
thought about the things she wanted to try, like light biting,
having more than two or three fingers in her. Sucking in her lip,
she imagined a strong cowboy tying her up with some reins and
taking her any way he wanted.

Her breath
shuddered out of her as she got closer to coming.

“Howdy!” Anyone
in here?” An unfamiliar masculine voice called. It sounded like he
was close to her shower.

Her whole body
shaking as she interrupted her fantasy, Sally opened up the horse
blankets and poked her head out.

He was tall and
broad. His sleeves were rolled up past his elbows, revealing thick
forearms. He had saddlebags thrown over his shoulders, and wore a
dusty hat and travel-stained jeans.

“Right here,”
Sally said.

When he turned
to face her, Sally’s breath caught. She crossed her legs and
squeezed them tighter at the tingling in her pussy.

He smiled at
her. “Didn’t expect no pretty girl.”

Sally
just wanted to drag him in with her right then, but she wasn’t sure
he was the type. She smiled. No, he’ll be in need of some seduction,
first, she
thought.

“What can I
help you with?” Sally asked. She let a bit more of her flesh show
through the opening.

“Uh… The old
guy said to see you in here about a place to sleep. I’m Jessie, by
the way.” Jessie’s eyes shot down to the skin she displayed, then
back to her face.

His
uncomfortable shifting made Sally wet. In the shade, she couldn’t
see if he was starting to get hard. How big is it? She wondered.

“I’m your girl,
then. Name’s Sally, and ‘til you came, this barn was my bedroom.
Guess I’m going to have to share now.”

Jessie’s mouth
opened, then shut with a click. He looked at his shuffling feet
bashfully.

“Gee, Sally,
I’m real sorry. Look, just tell me which patch of ground outside’s
the softest and I’ll bunk down there, K?” He finished by giving her
a lopsided grin.

“I’ll have none
of that,” Sally said, “You can sleep in here. I’ll find a good
place for you. Say, would you hand me my clothes? The water’s all
gone and it’s getting cold in here!” Sally sucked in her bottom lip
and let it slowly pull out of her mouth.

Jessie walked
over, grabbed her clothes, and held them out to her.

With a sly
smile, Sally “accidentally” let one corner of the blanket she was
holding up slip, revealing almost all of one curved breast. His
Adam’s apple bobbed up and down, and he leaned forward. The thought
that she was making him hard again urged her to take him right
there, but Sally wanted the time to be just right.

It turned out
that Jessie was being brought on as a wrangler, since the ranch
owners were planning on sending a herd out to auction soon. He was
basically sitting around for a few days until the owners got
everything sorted out on their end. Sally just couldn’t believe her
luck.
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