Samantha at the Farm
When I was in my twenties, I spent about three years working on a family farm in Dorset. The hundred-acre farm was mixed, which meant it grew crops such as oilseed rape and wheat, and also kept animals such as cows and sheep. As a general farmhand my roles were varied, including maintenance, upkeep of the buildings, helping to bring in the harvest, looking after the animals. The farm had been in the same family for generations, apparently, and when I was there the family were deeply attached to it. 
For me, though, the main attraction became Samantha, the only child of Andy and Melissa, the farm owners. The job came with accommodation in a small cottage, and when I first moved in, Sammy, as she later liked me to call her, was just four. At that age she was just another child and so I paid her not all that much attention.
After a couple of years, I began to see little Sammy growing into a cute young girl. She was very much an outdoorsy child and often wanted to spend time with me when she wasn’t in school and I was working out in the fields, particularly with the animals which she adored. That meant we spent increasing amounts of time alone together, often way out of sight of the farm buildings. Her parents were well used to me and knew that I would always take good care of their daughter. For me, spending this time with Sammy had become the most enjoyable part of my job, for two reasons. First, she was just a fun kid to be with, always happy and interested, willing to try something new like riding one of the ponies or helping muck out the stables. And secondly, I loved being around such a sexy little girl. Being so physical most days meant that her body was both slender and toned, not an ounce of excess fat anywhere to be seen, and in her snug jeans and t-shirt she was enormously attractive to me. But for a long while I contented myself with just looking. She was always a treat to look at: shoulder-length dark hair, often in a ponytail; brown eyes; a cute, roundish face with delicate, smooth skin; a sexy little-girl body with such a tight backside that I longed to run my hands over it. She almost never wore a dress or skirt, as she was a bit of a tomboy, so I usually couldn’t see anything of her legs, except for the occasional summer days when she wore shorts. And those days I found it difficult to keep my eyes off her.
Then one day came an opportunity. It was a warm spring day during the Easter holiday, shortly after Sammy’s seventh birthday. Sammy and I had been mending fences around some of the fields (all right, I mended whilst Sammy sort of helped) and we were having a break, just sitting in my pick-up drinking juice and talking. Then Sammy asked me, “Uncle Johnny [for that was what she would call me], why haven’t you got a girlfriend?” 
“Ummm… maybe I’ve not found a girl as pretty as you…” It slipped out before I could stop it.

Sammy looked pleased. “Oh? You really think I’m pretty?”

“I really do. You’re a very pretty girl, I’ve always thought so.”

Sammy looked thoughtful at this.

I was gazing at her, taking in her small, upturned nose, her full, round lips. “Sammy, would it be all right if I gave you a little kiss?”

She looked even more thoughtful. “OK, I don’t mind,” she said, giving me a lurch of excitement in the pit of my stomach. So I leant over to her and kissed her very gently, quite chastely. Her closed lips were warm, Sammy naturally wasn’t yet an experienced kisser so didn’t quite know how to do it. I told her, “You know how you kiss your mummy or daddy goodnight?” She nodded, looking serious. 

“Well, that’s not how you should do it with me. Have you ever seen them kissing each other, or like on TV?” 
Another nod. “That looks really yucky, they seem to do it for ages.”

“Who, your mum and dad?”

Sammy had more to tell me. “Yeah, I saw them once when I think I wasn’t supposed to. They were  like, eating each other, it was really gross, and then my dad put his hand under my mum’s blouse and I think he was touching her titties, it was awful, but my mum seemed to really like it.”

I was fascinated at her revelation. “What else did you see them do?”

“Oh, it was lots, they were on the sofa when I was supposed to be in bed an’ I sneaked downstairs to see what they did when I wasn’t there. My daddy took mummy’s blouse off so you could see her bra, and he had in hands under the bra, touching her titties, then mummy took her bra off so you could see her titties, I’d never seen them before, they looked really big.”

“What did you think of that, what they were doing?”

“I dunno, I don’t know why anybody would do it, but they both were really into it. After that, daddy took mummy’s jeans off and she helped him take all his clothes off, so he was naked, and I’ve never seen that anywhere. His willy was big, really big and, like, hard and stuff, it stuck up in the air, that was really weird. But mummy seemed to like it, she got in front of him and, this was really gross, she put it in her mouth, wow! Why would anybody want to do that? But daddy liked that too, he made all sorts of noises. Then after a bit, mummy took it out of her mouth, and daddy took her knickers off so I could see between her legs, mummy had loads of hair there, which Joanne at school said we all get when we’re about ten or eleven. I can’t wait for that, I want to get hair there and grow titties.” 
She was almost out of breath with all her sudden monologue. I was completely fascinated and aroused, it was amazing to hear what seven-year-old Sammy made of seeing her parents making love.
“OK, what did they do next?”

“Oh it was weird, really funny… daddy put his head between mummy’s legs and I could see he was, like, licking at her private bits with his tongue, oh gross, yucky! An’ then mummy started making noises like what daddy had done, though she put her hand over her mouth I think so I wouldn’t hear it in my room, where I was supposed to be, and then she made a big ooooh like it hurt or something but I don’t think it did ‘cos after, she had a big smile and said thanks to my daddy, and then he, daddy, made mummy lie back on the sofa, and she put her legs, like, up and apart a bit, an’ then he sort of got himself in between and I think he was pushing his thingy into her, just like I’ve seen the bull do to a heifer... and I saw a sheep an’ a ram do it too, so I s’pose everybody does it, just it looks really weird when your mum and dad do it. And then he was doing this, like in and out for a long time, then he got faster and faster and then he and mummy both made this, like, big oooooh, and then they stopped and got dressed.”

“Ah,” I said, not being able to think of much else to say. “Well, you don’t need me to tell you much about that kind of thing, now you’ve seen it all for yourself. But it does feel really good when you’re doing it, even if it looks weird when you’re watching.”
Sammy made a face. “It looked really gross, I don’t know why anybody’d want to do it.”

“Well,” I said, “when people love each other, or they just really like each other, they want to do this ‘cos it feels so good, it really does. I’m sure you’ll feel the same when you find somebody you like enough like that.”

She looked at me slyly. “I bet you want to do that stuff with me.” Coming from a farming family, Sammy was completely pragmatic and unfazed by anything physical, despite her lack of age or experience.

I could feel myself getting hot. “That’s not what you should be thinking about somebody as old as me.”

“Ahhhh!” she exclaimed, looking triumphant. “You didn’t say no! I bet you do.”

I had to admit it. “Well, it’s your fault, ‘cos you’re so pretty and look nice in your jeans.” I smiled at her. “But I would never, ever make you do anything you didn’t want to do.”
Sammy seemed a little worried. “I don’t think I want to do all that stuff I saw mum and dad doing, at least not yet. Is that OK?”
“We’ll only do things you like, Sammy,” I reassured her. She looked relieved. I think she’d assumed I’d be leaping on her and doing all sorts to her. “Can we just try kissing again, would that be all right?” She nodded at me, smiling. I asked her to move so she was sat right by the door (the truck was quite wide with two passenger seats), and I sat next to her. This time I showed her how to open her mouth when we kissed, which she soon got right. Well, I know I liked it, and Sammy seemed to, because she returned the kiss with what felt like real passion. It did feel a little weird to be kissing such a little girl, but very, very arousing too. I could feel her hot breath on my cheek, and I could see she’d closed her eyes. To spice things up a little, I slid a hand under the front of her t-shirt to gently stroke first her flat belly, round her belly-button (which made her giggle), then up to her chest and circling her tiny nipples. “Mmmmm, Sammy, you feel nice under there,” I murmured to her. In response she snuggled up to me and said, “I like it too, it feels all tingly round my titties. Do you mind that they aren’t growing yet, Uncle Johnny?”
I told her the truth. “No, I really like them this way, you are very sexy you know?”
“Oooh, I’m getting all goosebumpy,” was her response, whether from my touch or my talk I wasn’t sure. To my intense pleasure, she then said, “You can touch me down there if you want, I don’t mind.” By that, I was sure she meant her vagina. So I reached down, unbuttoned and unzipped her jeans and opened them. Sammy was wearing cotton panties with a pink flowery design, to me very erotic. Oh, that was a sight to see, and was I turned on! Well, yes, actually, I was. Lots. 

Sammy opened her thighs a little to let me in as I slid my hand under the panties. Her skin was warm and smooth, and I could feel her breathing quicken when I felt further down to the slit between her legs. Now, I hadn’t done anything like this with a little girl for a few years, so perhaps you can understand how excited I felt to have my hand down the panties of a really cute, willing seven-year-old. Although I’m sure Sammy was more curious about this than any other reason for letting me do it, she was obviously enjoying the feelings from my hand on her body.
With my fingertips, I found the small nub of her undeveloped clitoris and slowly, gently stroked it. I felt Sammy’s whole body jerk slightly and she said, “Ohhhh, that feels funny, but nice, don’t stop it.” With that encouragement I began a rhythmic movement of my hand across her clit. After a minute or so, Sammy slightly leaned back on the seat, I could see her eyes were again closed, and she was moving her hips just a little in time with my motions. Then I heard her gasp, “Uhhhh…. uhhhhh… mmmmmmm!” as what I thought might be her first orgasm coursed through her slight frame. A few seconds later, her eyes fluttered open. I took my hand, reluctantly, out of her panties. “Did you like that?” I asked her, teasing her a little with a smile.
“Oh that was magic. What happened, Uncle Johnny, what did you do, it felt like a big warm feeling sort of came all over me.” She was grinning, excited, she had discovered something new and really special.

“Well, that was the nice feeling people get when they make love to each other. “ I didn’t want to give her any new words like “orgasm” yet, as she might repeat them elsewhere and people would wonder where she learned them. “Maybe now you can see why your mum and dad do those yucky things with each other.”

Sammy didn’t say anything for a short while. Then, “Yeah, I think so, if it feels as good as that I suppose.” 
Although I wanted to do more there and then, I knew I must restrain myself. “Sammy, there’s lots more where that came from, but it’ll have to wait till another day, all right?” She looked disappointed, but nodded and fastened her jeans back up as I slid back into the driver seat. We did some more work on the fencing for a while longer, though my mind was not really on the job at all and I managed to hit my thumb with the hammer more than once, which only made Sammy laugh… and then laugh again. But I was happy that she enjoyed my company, and that she was both interested and willing in my sexual play with her. No doubt it was little more than another game to her, but it seemed she was getting some idea of the fun to be had and I was certain she’d get to understand how good it could be. I made sure she was aware that she must never tell anyone about the “naughty stuff” we did, to which she replied, “Duuuh! Course I won’t.” Then I drove back to the farm and dropped her off.

The second time

My job on the farm was pretty independent, mainly to make sure everything ran smoothly. I had a very good relationship with both Andy and Melissa, Sammy’s parents. I think they were glad that I could look after her during holidays, weekends, whenever they were busy with farm work and needed to be sure Sammy was both safe and occupied. I’m not sure if they would have felt the same about me if they could have peeked into my mind when I was thinking about their younger daughter, imagining her little body naked.

It wasn’t for another couple of days, though, that Sammy and I were able to find an opportunity for her to be back out with me in the fields. As I was being paid for this, I made sure I got all of the important work done before I even thought of playing with Sammy. Well, not really. I had been thinking of little else since two days previously, and now that Sammy was with me, giggling and messing around whilst I got the repairs and maintenance out of the way, I was feeling quite excited. I hadn’t planned anything, I just wanted to see how it would go. I had, of course, been looking her way quite a lot, appreciating her slim, childish form in her now-quite-mucky jeans and t-shirt. Sometimes she caught me looking and smiled at me.
“Time for a break, Sammy,” I told her, as we walked back to the pick-up. “Ooooh, I want to play like last time,” she replied, looking mischievously at me. 

“I don’t mind,” I said, pretending not to care either way. “Whatever you want, you are the boss’s daughter, you know.” Sammy put her nose in the air like she was a queen. “You do what I tell you, mister Uncle Johnny, or you get the sack!” she intoned, mock-imperiously. We both cleaned our hands on the soap dispenser inside the van (all mod cons these days) and sat together on the passenger seats to have a drink from my flask of juice.
I asked her, “Sammy, did you like what we did the other day? I just wanted to be sure that I wasn’t making you do something you didn’t want to do.”

“Oh, you silly Billy,” she said, grinning at me. “It was really good, I’ve never done anything like that and I’m really glad you did it.”

“Oh, well,” I said, feeling a little foolish but pleased. “Can I kiss you again? Do you remember how I showed you?” It seems she did, because as soon as I turned to her she was kissing me like a veteran, her small lips pushing against mine. I tentatively let my tongue explore her mouth, which made her stop and say, “Ohhh! What was that? Was that your tongue?”

“Yeah,” I told her. “That’s called French kissing, it’s special. Just give it a go, you’ll like it.” We tried again, our lips together like randy teenagers, and I felt Sammy’s tongue in my mouth. Oh, that was nice! She’d soon got how to do it. After a minute, we pulled apart, her face flushed with the pleasure of our canoodling. This time, Sammy herself undid her own jeans, pulling down the zip to let me again slide my hand under her knickers. I looked down and could see that today she was wearing light blue, plain panties with a little frill around the top. It wasn’t long before my fingers had found her clit, and I stroked her to a climax whilst she lay back on the seat. To feel her tiny, bare pussy under my hand was ecstasy itself.
Then I said, “Sammy, darling, I want you to take off your jeans and panties, all right?” She looked inquiringly at me, but did as I asked and laid them neatly past me on the driver seat. Now I could see her properly, apart from the t-shirt covering her upper body. Oh wow, I thought, she is just so special. Her slender thighs were slightly parted, showing me the tiny slit running down from below her hairless abdomen. I wanted to make love to this small child so much it was almost an ache in me. But the only way was little by little, I was very aware. 

I told Sammy, “I’m going to show you another way to give you the warm feeling again. All you have to do is open your legs a bit more.” As I spoke I moved so that I was kneeling on the floor in front of her. Judging by her mystified expression, Sammy had no idea what I was about to do. She did part her thighs as I asked though, so now I could get closer. I took hold of her cute little backside with both hands and pulled her a little towards me, so that I had my mouth right over her crotch. There was no place I’d rather be, with the arousing smell of her immature sex so close to me. Her small vaginal lips were light pink, the whole area naturally bald and undeveloped, just as perfect as could be. I breathed lightly, carefully over her vaginal lips, feeling Sammy respond with pleasure, her body shuddering as I blew ever so softly over her little cunt. I looked up to see her looking down at me, a smile on her lips. “Mmmmm, mmmmm, it’s nice, it’s nice, mmmm,” she told me softly. Encouraged, I brushed my lips around the outside of her vagina, then lightly licked her small vaginal lips. “Unnnnhhhh…” I heard Sammy moan. Gradually, I increased the movement of my tongue over her childish cunt until I was going as fast as I could. A few seconds later, my little lover bucked her hips up (nearly jarring my lips against my teeth) and climaxed, gasping and groaning. I stopped licking and just gazed at her little vagina, its lips now quite red with arousal. Who says children can’t really enjoy sex?
Pleased once again, I lifted my head to her. Sammy had a dumb grin on her face. “Oh, yummy, that was really nice Uncle Johnny, I liked that so much,” she told me. “Well, I like to make you happy, Sammy,” I replied sincerely. As is apparently almost universal for children in sexual situations, it would never occur to Sammy to want to do something to, or for, me, for which I didn’t blame her at all. Why would she think of it? The whole process was completely new, she was pretty much out of her depth. I was completely satisfied to help her get to enjoy her own body first. For what could be more thrilling than to introduce a cute, seven-year-old girl to the pleasures of sex?

I sat next to her and handed over her jeans and panties. “You’re a very special girl, Sammy,” I said, “and I really like making you feel these special feelings. It makes me feel really good too.” Sammy looked happy, then curious. “You’ve seen my private bits, but I’ve not seen yours,” she said with a cunning grin. “Come on, I wanna see it!” With that she had a hand on my jeans, under which was my very erect penis. “Ah! I can feel it’s gone big like my daddy’s did!” What could I do? I let her unbutton and unzip my jeans, then she put her small hand on my boxer shorts. “I can feel it here,” she said, looking at it, fascinated. So I slipped my jeans and boxers off, as Sammy watched with great interest.

My cock was really hard, naturally, from my being so intimate with a little girl. It stuck up in the air, and Sammy put both hands on it, just to feel what it was like. “Ohhh… it’s warm… and hard…” she exclaimed. I showed her how to stroke and rub it with one hand, whilst her other fondled my balls. Whilst she was quite clumsy to start with, she soon got better at it as I guided her. I told her that if she did it right for a while, I would get the same warm feeling she got, but stuff would come out of my penis, the stuff which makes babies in a woman. Sammy really wanted to see this, so she closed her fingers around my shaft and rubbed it whilst I told her how much, how fast… it felt fantastic to have this child bringing me to orgasm, and soon I came with a long gasp, my cock spurting over her little hand. When I finished, I told her to let go and I took some tissues from the glove compartment so that we could wipe ourselves. Sammy was very interested in what had happened, telling me, “It’s all sticky and funny, it’s sort of like milk isn’t it, Uncle Johnny?” I said it was and that this was what goes inside a woman to start a baby.
Then she asked a crucial question. “Uncle Johnny, are you gonna put your thingy in me? It looks too big to fit.” As you might have guessed, I had given this a lot of thought since we started playing around. “Errr… yes, I want to, Sammy,” I said. “But I know you’re still only small, so I wouldn’t do it if it would hurt you. So what I want to do is make your cunny bigger. It’ll take some time, but you’ll like it in the end, I promise you.”

Sammy was dubious. “But how can you make it bigger?”

I’d done this once before, so for once I was on safe ground. “Well, you start by putting something small into you, like a finger, and then something bigger each time until your body is ready for my willy.”

“Oh, I see,” she said with a look of relief. “Can we start now? I wanna try it, pleeeeease?”

“Sure, I’d love to,” I said, feeling that, if nothing else, we would have some fun. It turned out that Sammy wasn’t even sure which hole I was talking about. She had to take off her jeans and panties once more, then I got her to spread her legs and I guided her into putting her forefinger into her vagina. “Ooooh, it feels all sort of warm and squishy,” she said with great interest. “Yeah, that’s how it should be,” I told her. “Now try it with two fingers.” She did so. It was amazing to watch this little girl, lying on my truck seat, naked from the waist down with her fingers inside her bald, hairless cunt.

“It feels nice, Uncle Johnny,” she informed me, as I showed her how to push her fingers in and out like a cock would. 

I had an idea. “Now use your thumb just above your hole, ‘cos there’s a spot that feels really good.”
As soon as she found her clitoris, it was like an electric shock went through her. “Ah! Oooooh! Wow, that’s….. gooooood!” she exclaimed in delight. I let her keep going, and within a minute or two she had made herself climax, her little body shuddering as the pleasure overcame her. “I liked that, a lot!” she said when she had finished and taken her hand out of her cunt. “Well, people do that all the time,” I said, “especially when they don’t have someone else to make love to. You can do it whenever you’re alone, Sammy, but don’t let anyone else find out, or you’ll be really embarrassed.”
She looked deep in thought, and said only, “OK.”

That was all we did that day, but I hoped there’d be plenty more to come.

Sammy scores
The next time I spent time with Sammy was the following week. She was back at school for the summer term after the Easter holiday and her parents had asked if I could take her to the Saturday morning football game she was playing in for her school. I was pleased that they both trusted me and needed me for these practical arrangements as it meant Sammy and I could spent more time together, even if not always alone.
When I arrived at the farmhouse in my pick-up, Sammy was ready and waiting outside in the early May sunshine. “Oh, she is just scrummy!” I thought as I saw her standing there, already in her football kit of red shirt, white shorts and long socks.  We both waved goodbye to her mum, who was standing at the door, and she climbed in. “Hi, gorgeous,” I said with a smile as I steered down the long driveway to the main road than ran outside the farm. Sammy reached over and gave me a warm kiss on the cheek. “I’m glad you’re taking me to the game,” she informed me. “When my dad takes me, he’s always in a rush, and he never stops to watch me play. Are you gonna watch, Uncle Johnny?”
“I wouldn’t miss it for anything, darling Sammy,” I said, feeling happy that Sammy wanted me to see her play. “And you look really sexy in your football kit, you really do.” I glanced over. Sammy was blushing and looking pleased. I rested my hand on her bare leg. It felt warm, smooth and oh-so-childlike in its slenderness. Sammy took hold of my hand and moved it to her abdomen, then lifted her shorts to move it underneath. I gasped. “Sammy, you don’t have any knickers on!”

“I know,” she said impishly. “Do you like it?”

“I love it, you wicked little girl. You really know what I like, Sammy,” I said honestly. I glanced at the clock. We had a little time to spare. “Do you want to stop and play for a little while?”

“Yeah, please, that’d be fun,” she said enthusiastically. A side road was a hundred yards ahead, so I pulled into it and parked off the road under a large tree. Before I’d even turned off the engine, Sammy had her shorts laid on the seat beside her. Ohhhhhh, I thought as I took in her nakedness, she looks just incredible. I moved to the passenger seat, with Sammy next to me, and kissed her with all the horny passion I felt for this little child. Sammy hadn’t forgotten what I’d taught her and I felt her tongue exploring my mouth. I quickly put a hand between her thighs and stroked her clit.  This would have to be quick, I knew, because of the deadline for her football match. Sammy was ready, though, and I felt her lean back, she parted her thighs further to make it easier for me, and she was soon sighing softly with the pleasure of my touch. A minute or so and she was climaxing, moaning “Aauuuhhhh…..” as I felt her body stiffen for a few seconds, then relax as the childish orgasm passed through the little girl.
“Mmmmm…” she said as she opened her eyes. “That was a good one, thank you Uncle Johnny.” She put her shorts back on and we drove to the match.
Well, it was plenty of fun to watch Sammy play. Not only was there the pleasure of seeing her, in her shorts – and knowing she was naked underneath – running around a field, there was the additional delight of gazing at the other little players. It was a mixed match for the first year of junior school, boys and girls of around Sammy’s age so probably seven or eight years old, and what they lacked in playing skills, many made up for in cuteness. Sammy was one of only a few girls in both teams. A couple of the other girls were, to my eyes, pretty hot too. One was taller than Sammy, clearly an early developer and destined to be a boy magnet within a few years. The other was a red-head, with a very hot backside and a temper to match, as she was told off by the referee several times for foul play. Some of the boys were gorgeous too. Oh, I must have forgotten to mention that I like little boys too, or some anyway, mainly the slender, more feminine ones. There were a few playing here who caught my attention. One in particular stood out: slim, about four feet tall so growing quickly, blond haired with a really cute face and large, kissable lips. I had a little fantasy of seeing him in the shower after the match, kissing him deeply, stroking his hairless little cock, taking it in my mouth… oh God, I must stop there!
The match was soon over, as it was only fifteen minutes for each half. Sammy’s team drew 4-4 and as she headed to the changing rooms she looked happily over to me and gave me a wave, which I returned with a grin.

When she emerged to meet me in the car park, she had changed into her regular clothes of sweatshirt and jeans. “Well done, Sammy, you played really well,” I told her as she climbed into my truck. Her face was flushed, she was very happy to have played a good match, and was full of chatter about it. “Did you see me when I got the ball, Uncle Johnny? I nearly scored in the first half, an’ then in the second half I got a goal, did you see me?” I said I did, that she had played brilliantly. Actually, the truth was that when she scored her goal my attention was on that cute little blond boy in the other team, so I didn’t quite see what she had done.  But I told her that as well as being a great player, she looked gorgeous in her football strip, which made her giggle.
As we drove away I asked her if she’d enjoyed what we did before the match. “Mmm, yeah, it was lovely, Uncle Johnny, you always make me feel nice,” she replied.  
That made me feel good. “Oh, well, I was just wondering if you wanted to come back to my house, you could have an ice cream and we could play some more.”
Sammy was immediately enthusiastic. “Yeah, that’d be cool, if you think it’d be OK with my mum.” I called her mum Melissa on my mobile, told her that the match had gone well, Sammy shouted Hi, and I said that we’d call at my house for an ice cream before coming back, if that was all right? Melissa was more than happy it seemed from her reply, they were very busy with something or other and I think liked the idea of my continuing as unpaid babysitter for Sammy.

Sammy had never been in my house before as there’d never been a reason. So I showed her round it, not that there was a lot to view in the single-bed cottage. I was pleased that it was in a remote part of the farm, at the end of a track, well out of sight of the main farm buildings. Sammy was just happy to be in my house, running around and bouncing on the furniture. I took the ice cream out of the freezer and spooned some into two bowls. We sat at the kitchen table, opposite each other, to eat it. As we did so I was looking at her, when she asked me, “Uncle Johnny, am I your girlfriend now?”
That gave me a feeling of butterflies in my stomach, but it was a very good question. “Oh, well, umm,” I stalled, trying to think of a good answer. “That’s not just up to me. I’d like it, but only if you do. What do you think?”

The little girl was as direct as usual. “Yeah, that’s what I’d like; you can be my first boyfriend then. Am I your first girlfriend?”

I decided to be just as honest. “No, not really, I’ve had one or two, though they’ve all been little like you.”

“Oooh,” she replied, sounding interested. “Who was your first, tell me, go on!”

“Well, that would be… a girl called Julia, when I was still at school, so I’d be about fifteen or sixteen, and she was a girl I was babysitting for some friends of my parents, she was nine.”

“Did you do all that kissy stuff with her?”

“Yeah, but she knew it already, I didn’t have to show her. I think she’d been doing it with a teacher at school or something, so when I started kissing her the first time, she was sort of all over me, and that was nice.”

“And did you put your thingy, your willy in her? I bet you did, didn’t you?” Sammy was staring at me, she was fascinated.

“Eventually, yeah, though it took me a while to get up the courage even to ask her, as I thought she’d not done it before and I didn’t want to hurt her. But when I did, she said that she’d been wondering when I’d finally get round to doing it. That was a lot of fun.”
“So when are you gonna do it to me, Uncle Johnny?” Sammy was so straightforward.

“Very soon, we just have to open you up a bit more, we can do that today if you like.” I was pleased that she wanted more. So I took her by the hand up to my bedroom and laid her on my double bed. I lay next to her on my side so that I could kiss her. We did that for a while, then I got her to take off her clothes whilst I did the same. Now for the first time I saw her completely naked. It was a sight to behold, hallelujah! This little girl in my bedroom, this seven-year-old child who was only in the first year of junior school, was lying naked just for me. Her slight, less-than-four-foot body was the most exciting I’d ever seen. I began by kissing her all over her neck, her chest, round the tiny nipples which when I gently breathed on them, went erect, causing her to shudder with pleasure… then down to her belly button, making her giggle… then finally to her vulva. She looked so intensely erotic down there, it was hard to restrain myself, but I was gentle and unhurried, eventually bringing her off with my tongue.
Then, as I lay next to Sammy, I put my own forefinger inside her vagina, just very carefully, feeling the wetness caused by her orgasm. Then I added another finger, then finally three, which caused her to make slight “Ow!” sounds as I stretched her a little. I had an idea, and fetched from the kitchen a small carrot, which I estimated was a little thinner than my erect penis. Sammy looked in wonder as I brought it to her, but made no protest, clearly trusting me. I covered it in Vaseline from the bedside cabinet. “Sammy,” I told her, “this might hurt quite a bit at the start, but it’s the only way to get you ready. After the first time, it’ll never hurt again. All right?”

She nodded, looking apprehensive. 

“Now, I want you to raise your legs right up, so that your heels are touching your bottom, OK?” She did so. I could see her vagina exposed and ready, its little pink hole glistening with the juices from her climax. “Now I’m going to push this in just a bit at a time. Eventually, you’ll feel it break something inside which will hurt, but that’s just what all girls have before they become a woman.” Sammy looked even more worried, but nodded OK. So I put the tip into the entrance of the vagina and slowly pushed it in so that about an inch was inside her. Sammy moved a little on the bed, but said nothing. I pulled it out, then back in again, this time a little further, which caused her to groan, “Ahh, ohhh… it feels really big, Uncle Johnny, is it OK?” I reassured her that it was perfectly fine, then did it again, further inside. I could now feel the tip being held back by her hymen, so I said, “Sammy, are you ready for this?” She nodded, closing her eyes. I pulled it out a little and then pushed harder back in. Sammy exclaimed, “Owwwww! Owwww! That hurts, that hurts…” and I could see tears running down her cheeks. It hurt me nearly as much to see my darling little lover in pain because of me, but I knew there was no other way. I left the carrot inside her, not touching it. She had about three inches of it in her. I stroked her cheeks and her hair, murmuring comfort. 

After a couple of minutes, she stopped crying and reached down to the carrot inside her. She wiggled it a little, experimentally, then pulled and pushed it some more. “Oh!” she exclaimed. “It doesn’t hurt any more.” 
“I told you,” I said, relieved that Sammy was no longer in pain. I let her play about with the carrot for a little while, then got her to take it out. It was covered in blood and her lubrication juices, as well as the Vaseline. “Why is there blood on it?” Sammy asked worriedly. I explained about her hymen breaking and that it was normal, and also that she must not let her mum find out that it had happened, because she was a woman now. This phrase made Sammy look very pleased and important. “Will I grow titties and hair, now, Uncle Johnny?” she asked me. Her naivety was touching. “Oh, no, sorry, not yet, darling,” I replied. “You’ll start those in about three years. But I love your body like you are now, you are absolutely perfect.” I knew that Sammy just wanted to be the first girl in her class to grow breasts, it’s a common desire amongst preteen girls.

“Now there’s one more thing to learn before next time, when I will put my willy into your cunny. You know how you like me to lick you down there?” Sammy nodded, looking curious. “Well, a man likes the same thing, he likes the woman to put her mouth round his willy and suck it until he gets the warm feeling. Do you think you could do that?”

This was not entirely unexpected for Sammy, given that she’d watched her mum do it with her dad. She looked as if she was thinking about it, then said, “OK, I don’t mind, if it’s not too yucky.”

So I showed her what to do. I lay back on the bed and got her between my raised legs. She looked so small there, my legs so hairy and masculine against her childish, girly body. She gingerly took my cock, now achingly hard after all the sex play and talk, in both hands and lowered her head to it, then took the plunge and closed her lips round it. After a few seconds she raised her head, saying, “It’s sort of warm and a bit salty, it’s all right.” I guided her into how to do it, feeling her lips and tongue on the head. In a few minutes she was sucking away like an experienced woman, her small head bobbing up and down on my very willing prick. Then I could feel my orgasm building, so I gasped, “Sammy, keep sucking, till I tell you to stop, ohhh, I’m coming, just swallow when I say… ooooohhhhhh……” I climaxed with a loud gasp, my prick gushing its load into her small mouth. Sammy tried to swallow it, gagged on the taste and lots of it spilled out on her hands and down to my cock and balls. But, bless her, she tried gamely to lick up the remains on the tip of my prick as my orgasm finished and it slowly softened.
“Oh, thank you darling Sammy,” I told her sincerely. “That was fantastic, you did it really well.” She looked a little embarrassed and made a face. “It tasted nasty,” she said, “I don’t like it, but I tried to swallow it, I did, sorry.” She was genuinely apologetic about not being able to swallow all my cum.
“Nothing at all to be sorry about,” I said. “It takes a while to get used to the taste. I’m just really pleased you made me get the warm feeling like that so well.” Sammy looked happier, so I found some tissues and we wiped ourselves down. Taking her to the bathroom, I made sure that her vulva was as clean as I could get it, so that no-one would guess that she’d had a carrot up there to break her hymen. To be sure, I took a wad of tissue and placed it inside her panties under her vagina, to take care of any remaining drips of blood.
Making love at last

It took several more days of anxious waiting before I was given a reason to be with Sammy again. Of course, there was never any way I could ask. That is the frustration of child-loving in our society: it has to be hidden, surreptitious, at the whim of a parent needing a favour. Anyway, the following Tuesday, whilst I was working out in a field, I got a call from Melissa, asking if I was, just perhaps, available that evening to babysit Sammy because she and Andy were going out and the regular babysitter had just called to say she couldn’t make it. Melissa said, to my gratification, that she was really pleased the way that her daughter was getting on with me, that the girl was learning lots about the farm from me and just was a happier girl these days, because she didn’t have many friends her own age, the farm being so far away from other children’s homes. As you might have guessed, I said I’d be glad to help at any time; it was always a pleasure to spend time with Sammy who was never any trouble. I didn’t want to sound too enthusiastic, just enough to be asked again.
So there I was at 7pm that evening, in my smart-but-casual clothes, in the lounge of my employers. They were off to the cinema for a rare night out together, the farm keeping them so busy it was often difficult to get away. Andy, a friendly, genial man in his late thirties, told me that Sammy should be in bed by no later than eight o’clock, and I should help myself to snacks from the kitchen cupboards. Then off they went.
Sammy was already in her pyjamas and a pink bathrobe, sitting innocently on the sofa. “It’s nice to see you again, Sammy,” I said with a smile. Sammy smiled back and asked, “I like having you look after me, Uncle Johnny, ‘cos we always do fun things. Are we gonna do stuff like last time?”

I had hoped she hadn’t been scared off by the quite painful breaking of her hymen, and it certainly looked like, despite this, she wanted more. “Yeah, I’d really like that, Sammy darling,” I said, sitting on the sofa next to her. I was anxious to get started, having fantasised about this for several days. I got her to take off her robe so that she was clad only in her pyjamas, which were nicely-fitting, pink with a Disney design. “I don’t like these,” she told me seriously, “they’re Disney, yucky. I wanted plain but my mum thought these were more girly.”
“Oh, you look really beautiful anyway,” I said, making Sammy blush. “Now sit on my lap, facing me.” Once she was settled, looking into me with her oh-so-cute brown eyes, I pulled her close and kissed her tenderly, open-mouthed. Sammy knew right away what to do and I felt her soft lips responding, our tongues touching and exploring the other’s mouth. Sammy was kissing like a grown-up, I thought, not that I have much experience of them. Whatever, it felt deeply arousing, and I soon had to pull away and take off her pyjama top. Sammy helped me, but as soon as it was laid on the sofa, she was trying to unbutton my shirt, saying, “If you get to see me, I should get to see you too.” I let her continue, just enjoying the feel of her little fingers on me, then the shirt was off and we were both bare-chested. The tiny pink nipples on her undeveloped chest were just so enticing. I leaned her back so that I could gently lick, suck and nibble on them, making Sammy gasp and giggle. Then she wanted to do that to me. I sat back on the sofa and Sammy, in her childish, clumsy way, kissed my chest and nipples, then took each nipple in turn in her mouth and sucked. Oh, that felt sexy, she was good at this. I could feel my erection under Sammy’s little body, I was sure she must have too.
“That’s… really… nice… Sammy,” I managed to gasp. “It’s funny,” she replied, “your chest is all hairy, but it’s nice, I like the feel of it against me.”

I could resist no more. Taking the little girl by the backside and top of her back, I lifted her off me and returned her to the sofa. Then I took the elasticated waistband of her pyjamas and began pulling them down her thighs. Sammy lifted her hips to help and soon they were off, lying on the sofa next to us. A shock again – no panties. 

“Oh, you naughty little girl,” I pretended to scold her, whilst stroking the inside of her thighs.

She looked at me with fake innocence. “Did I do something wrong, Uncle Johnny?”

“I’m not complaining,” I said, smiling at the little girl. I parted her legs further and began to fondle her whole bare vulva, feeling the immature clitoris, the dampness of her tiny vagina. Soon I was lightly caressing the nub of her clitoris, making Sammy gasp, and within a couple of minutes she was cumming, her back arching as she moaned, “Ohhhhhh… Uncle Johnnnnnnyyyy!... that’s niiiice….” and the orgasm flooded through her.
“Mmm, yummy,” she smiled at me. “Uncle Johnny, I’ve been practising making my cunny bigger with my fingers, I could get four fingers in it last night in bed, and it felt so nice too.” I realised that little Sammy was ready, we both wanted to fuck. I asked her seriously, “Sammy, do you want me to put my willy into your cunny now?” She nodded, looking serious too.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll be as gentle as I can, but it might still hurt a bit. Is that all right, Sammy darling?”

She nodded again, her eyes wide. I stripped off my trousers, boxers, shoes and socks so that I was standing naked before her, my penis stiff and erect. Sammy was looking up and down my body, obviously very interested. 

“Do you think we could do it on your mum and dad’s bed?” I suggested. Sammy replied, “Uhhh… okay, so long as we tidy up after.”

I picked her up and carried her up the stairs. Sammy pointed to a half-open door and we entered. The large bedroom was comfortably furnished with a king-size bed. I laid Sammy on it, then had a thought. Looking in the bedside drawers, I found a pack of condoms. No way was I going to fuck little Sammy and leave my semen in her, for two reasons: health and security. Sammy looked fascinated as I took out the condom and carefully unrolled it on my penis. “This is so that you don’t have a baby, Sammy,” I told her. “I think you’re not old enough yet, but this is just to make sure, so when I get the warm feeling, you won’t get any of my stuff left in you.” Sammy nodded her understanding, such as it was.
Sitting on the bed in front of her, I told her, “Now, a girl’s first time is always not so much fun as later. It won’t be easy now, but next time it will be better, all right my darling Sammy?” She looked a little nervous.

I got my little girl to pull her legs up as much as she could, so that her vagina was exposed in all its childish glory. Then I moved so that I was lying over her, resting my body on my elbows. We both looked down and could see the tip of my stiff penis in the condom was pointing near her vaginal entrance. “You’ll have to help me start,” I asked Sammy. She took my prick in one hand as I moved myself up, and helped me push it just a half inch or so inside her vagina, the bare lips tightly encasing my adult cock. “Is that OK, darling?” I asked. “Mmm,” she nodded at me. Just like I had with the carrot last week, I began the process of carefully pushing, pulling in, out, in, out, until about half my prick was into the child’s vagina. Sammy was grunting a little with the effort of taking me into her immature cunt, but she was helping all she could by spreading her legs as wide as possible. 
“That’s good, you’re doing it right, darling,” I said, feeling her oh-so-young, undeveloped cunt pressing around my mature, hard penis. Then I pulled out almost all the way and pushed swiftly back in, until almost all my cock was inside her. Sammy cried, “Ow! Ow! It’s too big Uncle Johnny!” as she writhed in some pain under me. I just held myself absolutely still until she stopped moving, and then I heard her say in a muffled voice, “Oh… it doesn’t hurt now… I can feel your willy inside me, it feels so big, but it’s all right, it doesn’t hurt any more.” 

Looking down at her, she was smiling up at me. I smiled back and resumed thrusting in and out. This time, I could feel little Sammy starting to naturally move her narrow, boyish hips in response to the rhythm.  It was intensely erotic to see my large cock in its nest of hair against her tiny vagina, the pussy lips pursing out and indenting back in as I slid in and out of her little cunt. That was enough to bring me to orgasm. I groaned and climaxed, my prick deep inside her gushing its load, but leaving no trace in her immature body. 

I pulled out of her and lay next to her, my cock softening as my orgasm subsided. Looking at Sammy, I just had to raise an eyebrow when she chattered, “I liked that, Uncle Johnny, it wasn’t nice to start with like you said but then it was all right, and I liked you getting your warm feeling inside me. When can we do it again?”

Oh dear, what have I created? I explained to Sammy that a man can do it only once, that he needs to wait a day or so until he can do it again. Sammy looked disappointed, but said, “Well, you’ll have to be my babysitter all the time, then.” I hadn’t thought of that, but it sounded like a good idea and I told her so, which made her very pleased.
We dressed, tidied the bed so it looked unused, and went back downstairs to enjoy a film and a snack. Before her parents were due, I made sure Sammy was showered and tucked up in bed with a goodnight smooch and a fondle between her legs under the covers. I could feel myself getting aroused already. When Andy and Melissa returned, they were full of the film they’d seen. I told them that Sammy had been well-behaved, that it had been a pleasure, and if they wanted me to do it on a long-term basis I was more than happy to do so. This was good news to Sammy’s parents and we agreed on a rate there and then.

The call to look after Sammy wasn’t as often as I wanted: usually once a week at most. But we had to make do with that, and perhaps it was for the best, as both Sammy and I were always hungry for each other when we got our time alone together. This happy state of affairs lasted for about a year, and ended only because I was offered a much better paying job elsewhere. Sammy was heartbroken to see me leave and, really, I was too. I had grown deeply attached to the little girl and perhaps I loved her, though that’s a difficult thing to say when it’s between a twenty-seven-year-old man and a seven-year-old child. But I’ve met her again, now she’s almost an adult, and she tells me that she doesn’t regret anything of what we did, that it was wonderful and taught her so much about sex and love. 




