Rick and Susan

As usual my stories are entirely fiction.

Chapter 1
Rick watched as she approached from the far corner of the field. She warily made her way across the ruts and hollows where the tractor had during winter months buried itself in to the mud. He knew that she was one of his younger brother’s class mates and that a few of them horsed around and smoked in the old hay barn.

She was in for a surprise today. Little brother had gone to market to help with the sheep sale leaving Rick to tend the farm. To hell with his work he thought when she arrives I will have some fun. His cock stirred in his pants in anticipation, as he hid himself in the top bales.
He heard her calling his Brother Tom’s name but silently waited for her to come to him. He knew she would and sensed her climbing the ladder. He saw her appear at the top of the stack and knew she would not see him way back in the corner.
She sat down in the corner with her back to him. He had seen her many times before whilst picking his brother up from school in the old Land Rover. He had always lusted after her trim little body; he remembered her bubble bottom and her slim hips. Today she was wearing a pink candy striped summer frock. He eyed her shape trying to determine if she wore a bra.

He watched as she leaned across and pulled a blanket from a secret cubby hole between bales. She stood up then to spread it out giving him the chance to drool over her creamy legs. She bent forward and revealed her navy knicks as she straightened corners. His cock throbbed as he glimpsed them and knew he would have some fun.

Susan sat down again and looked around herself ensuring she was alone. Rick watched as her hand disappeared under her dress. He guessed the little madam was about to play with herself. He wasn’t wrong as he heard her grunt as she touched her pussy. Rick couldn’t see what was going on but decided to wait to see what would develop.

He heard her gasps as she played on the outside of her knickers. It made him hard and he felt himself leak into his pants. He imagined her on his finger as her squelchy little pussy gripped him. He would be having fun with her, how dare she trespass on their land.

He watched her fall on to her back as touched and played with herself. He could see her navy tummy but that was about all, her hand worked between her legs. He watched her chest rise and fall with her excitement, he saw too her little tennis balls tits and desired them greatly. Time to make a move he told himself.

He crept out from behind her. She did not hear him until the last moment. Startled she called Tom’s name. Shock and horror came onto her face as she realised it was not him. Susan’s face reddened as she covered herself up guessing that Tom’s brother had witnessed her playing.

‘You‘re trespassing on our land’, he said in a demanding manner.
She stumbled with her words, trying to work out in her head how much he had seen, ‘I was looking for Tom’.
‘Well he ain’t here and won’t be’, was Rick’s short reply.
‘Well I had better go then’, she got to get up.
Rick pushed her back down and she looked at him with astonishment. ‘Not before you explain what you are doing here and how much of a mess you make and the danger you put us all in smoking’, he demanded.

Susan was lost for words, still wondering how much of her little game he had seen. He watched as her face flustered an ever deeper shade of red. He eyed her with contempt and lustfully stared at her body. He wondered if she had noticed the stiffness in his trousers. Her silence was piercing and he knew he would have to say something.
‘Show us your knickers and I might let you go’ he demanded.

She looked at him shocked and cornered as he stared at her, his eyes transfixed on the hem of her skirt. She guessed he could see her navy triangle and wriggled uncomfortably at his gaze.
 ‘No’, was her prompt reply.

‘Well you ain’t going any way until you do’ he said menacingly.
Reluctantly she pulled up the hem of her dress.
‘Further’ he demand, ‘I want to see them all’.

She did as he was told and watched as his eyes lusted into her body. She tried to look away from him and lowered her head. It was then she noticed the lump sticking out of the front of his jeans. Unashamedly he adjusted himself in front of her as he towered above her.

Susan sensed the danger she was in but she was also recognising her excitement. Here was Tom’s older brother lusting after her and her knickers, in one way she felt flattered by his attention. Coyly she opened and closed her legs and she watched as he adjusted himself again.

He was down on his knees beside her now. She panicked and tried to edge away. His hand forcefully grabbed her knee and held her where he wanted.
‘If you let me touch them, I might let you go’ he demanded.
Susan wasn’t going to give an answer, she couldn’t, and she knew he would do whatever he wanted anyway.

Indeed Rick didn’t wait for any answer he had already started to fondle her legs. He felt their creamy smoothness as his fingers danced their way to her thighs. She felt their warmth as the pads touched the ribbing of her knickers. He played with them gently and it reminded Susan of Tom playing with them. It excited her now and she closed her eyes thinking it was Tom’s hands that were exploring her.

Rick was stroking her tummy now and he could feel the warmth of her body. He sensed she was as excited as he was too as she now laid back on the bales and spread her legs giving him easier access. He needed no more encouragement as he found her pussy and began to probe the folds of her navy knicks. He found her little peach and pushed against feeling her dampness seep through. In Susan’s head this was now Tom and she didn’t care, what the fingers were doing to her was nice.

Rick wanted more and was going to have it without objection he told himself. He stopped what he was doing and unzipped himself. Before she could object Rick’s cock was now against her navy peach as he knelt before her. He pushed at the material with his slippery knob head and nudged her pussy apart.
His cock now frotted her and her knicks, trying to push the material inside. Susan was enjoying the attention and was not about to object.
‘You have a lovely cunt’ he panted, as his glands were tickled by the damp material and the little V of her peach. He pushed on his upward strokes feeling the material give and her little cunt below grip him with a sticky dampness.

 Susan felt her wetness squelch as the material spread her apart, her knickers pulling in all directions and send ripples of pleasure through her body as his cock pleasured her through them. Naughtily she thought of this bigger boy’s cock sheathed in a ‘Jonny’ and exploring her little hole. At this moment in time she did not know if she would object to reality.
Rick’s foreskin was tingling with excitement as her knicker clad cunt gripped him, god why did it feel so good, maybe it was the sense of her smallness.
He panted and grunted at her, ‘oh I love your little cunt’.
 Susan responded to his rough but praising words pushing her hips and bottom at the stiffness that was giving her please too. She and Tom had fooled around but nothing like this, yes he frotted and fucked the back of her knickers spunking himself off on her little bum split but nothing felt as good as this.

Rick held her hips now, his cock demanding more of her body.  The sensations of her wet and creamy gusset and the grip of her little cunt were sending him wild. God this was better than the quick fuck he had had with one of the girls from the village. He marvelled at the little navy frame that he held below him as it responded to his demanding cock. ‘She is going to be mine’, the thought ran through his head, ‘that little cherry will be mine when it is ripe to pick’.
Rick’s own pre-cum slipped and slithered in her V and he knew soon he would spunk into her sopping crotch. He sensed too that Susan was experiencing a near the edge sensation as he watched her head dance back and forth and her hips and bottom willingly coming up to meet his. She moaned and grunted on his up stroke and he guessed his dome was finding her little button. He held himself there as he spunked deliciously into her knicks and felt her cum too as her body fought under him.

Susan felt his gush splash over the bare skin of her tummy and subsided with blobs all down her knickers until finally she felt her little man swimming in her spunk filled knickers. Delicious she thought as her spasms subsided, realising too that soon nature would make this little game dangerous.
She closed her eyes and dreamed. His fingers were now tickling her tummy and pushing his spunk around dispersing it into the navy cotton. She felt warm and cosy as he teased it around her little button. She opened her eyes to find him sucking his fingers from his and her stickiness. ‘How disgusting’, she thought wondering why he was doing it.

Susan soon found out why though, as his cleaned and wet fingers now hooked the navy ribbing to one side and started slide around on her wet peach. She tried to close her legs but her aching wet little cunt decided no and spread itself wide for him as he slipped his middle finger inside her. He squelched around in her tightness feeling her grip him and hold his knuckle.

‘I love your little cunt’, he panted at her. She watched as his cock as it throbbed to attention, glistening from its spunking. Susan wantonly played on to his finger letting him navigate her inner contours. He slipped and slithered in her little gripping tunnel and knew that this little cunt was his!
Chapter 2
The old Land Rover sat in the lay-by with its dirty diesel engine on tick over. He’d passed her a while back and knew she would come ambling along shortly. He eyed the rear view mirrors and sure enough the distinctive maroon of her uniform came into view. I’ll have fun with Susan he thought checking the condom he had secreted was still in the Land Rovers handbook in the glove box.

He stretched behind him, pushing the half dozen pieces of angle iron he had collected from the forge to one side. Rick then scattered the folded and newly laundered horse blankets roughly over the back to form a crude little mattress. He checked his mirrors she was still ambling along in her own provocative way.

He heard the wolf whistles from a van as it passed her a hundred yards back. No wonder he thought, the lazy little slapper had not even bothered changing from her PE kit and her gym skirt bounced around on her tight little backside. Rick’s cock began to bounce too as he visualised the little game he was preparing to have with her.
When she was 10 yards off now, he stretched and pushed the passenger door open and waited. She drew alongside him and peered in.
‘Would you like a ride’, he grinned knowing she would understand the meaning of his suggestion.
Susan gave him one of her salacious looks that quickly turned into a ‘butter wouldn’t melt in my mouth’ innocence. She didn’t answer but she was in sat alongside him slamming the door. He watched as she comforted herself on the old plastic seat trying to show some modesty at least. It wasn’t just enough though and as she slid herself into place Rick got the first glimpse of her maroon crotch.
‘Nice’ he said, ‘your little pants’ as he crunched the gear leaver into its box. ‘So have you been playing netball then’, he enquired lustfully.
‘Of course’, she said making it sound such a stupid question. She loved having the upper hand or so she thought.
‘Slide closer, into the middle’, he demanded.
She knew what the game was and was rather hoping it might go further today. She did as she was told but teasingly adjust her little pleated skirt so as not to reveal her puffy little V.
He took his hand off the gear leaver and rested it on her knee as he negotiated the old Landy back towards the farm. The roads were quieter now and his fingers teased her skin half way up her inner thigh. It was soft and velvety and reminded him of the fine down on a Labrador’s ear. She squirmed in her seat at his touch; her little cunt had been getting quite some exercise this afternoon running up and down the court. She was already wet with excitement knowing that older boys had watched her play and wishing they could finger her little cunt and of course the attention she knew she got when walking home in the tantalising kit. She slipped down the seat exposing herself and waited for Ricks move.

He didn’t wait to be asked and slipped his fingers between her legs to swoon over her gusset. Obligingly she parted her legs knowing that her musk would soon hit his nostrils. He disappointed her occasionally taking his hand away to change gear and getting them safely to their destination. When he did return his hand the little slapper pushed herself onto his fingers making sure she was wide enough for him to play with her puffy lips. If he didn’t know by now that she was very wet then he never would.

‘Would you like Rick to finger you’, he asked.
He looked at her for a response; she nodded and bit her lip.
‘Well pull them to one side then’.
She did as she was told exposing her bare little Mons. He gasped as he caught sight of her mound and she watched as he had to adjust his throbbing member in his trousers.
Back to the action, the Landy on the straight but narrow now he slid his pads into her peachy wetness.
‘My you are fucking wet’, ‘you horny bitch’, he said.
She greedily pushed against his fingers so he would open her up. She desperately needed something inside after her afternoon of teasing and now his were most welcome. Her little cunt muscles seemed to bite him and hold his pads in place. Her lather and the movement of the Landy made it difficult though but his sliding around made her think maybe she wanted something else inside. He turned into the lane of the old coppice; she guessed her luck was in.

As he parked she let her knicks fall back into place and sat herself up all prim and proper.
‘What are we doing here’, she asked feigning her innocence.
‘Well young lady, I was kind of hoping that you would toss me off while I played with your virginal little cunt, you remember the barn don’t you.’ 
She tried to act coy and look away but knew he was getting closer to her as the Landy’s engine spluttered itself to a stop. He gently tugged on her cheek bringing her face round to force his tongue deep into her mouth. She felt him sliding his hand up under her aertex polo shirt and hook her bra up to cup her breast. He stopped to unfasten it at the front and she felt it fall open and leave her hardened nipples. His hand moved away for a second, grabbing hers and placing it into the lap of his combat trousers. She got the message and struggled with the button fly as he resumed his play palming her budding breasts.

He gasped deeply in their continued kiss as her little pencil fingers grasped hold of his erection through his pants. A fear went through her mind, how was such a monster going to fit into her little cunt. He left her breasts now and was deliciously pushing the maroon cotton deep into her split. She quickly forgot about that big thing inside her and concentrated on pushing on his finger pads.
 She pulled the elastic down on his pants and got him out. He got the message she thought, I’m in control as he hooked his fingers under the elastic to find her sopping cunt again. No Landy movement now to torment and help them slip them out, her little muscled cunt gripped his knuckles as they explored inside her. He explored her deeply too, squelching in her lubrication as he swooned over her walls. Her rolling his foreskin with such schoolgirl innocence pushed him on.

‘Let’s get in the back’, he said pointing to the scattered horse blankets. He looked at her face, ‘it’s alright they are laundered’, satisfying her look of horror.
They were round the back of the Landy now and he helped her up into the open door. He had a delicious view of her sweet maroon clad bottom and helped its softness into the back. He climbed in behind her and shut the door. He sat down and pulled her on to his lap. He lifted her slightly and got his cock between her maroon crotch. He kissed her deeply encouraging her to hump him with her wet gusset. The sopping maroon tugged, slipped and pulled on his foreskin in such a delicious way. He slipped his hand under her polo shirt again and gently palmed her nipples as an appreciation.

Their tongues danced in each other’s mouths. Susan liked the feeling of his cock down there but it seemed to go on for an age. 
She wanted more, forwardly, she asked, ‘will you kiss me down there’.
Rick didn’t need to be asked twice, he had her quickly on her back with her legs open feasting on her little peachy gusset. Susan bit her lip as he sucked the already wet cotton. The sensations that ran through her body were new and un-describable. Her hips felt so warm and tingles ran through her body. Her peachy lips were being pulled together by Rick’s mouth as he sucked and tongued her little cunt. Rick devoured her; he loved the taste of her nubile freshness, the smell of her musk combined with her sweaty exercise of netball.
He slipped both hands up the tunnel legs of her knickers greedily wanting more of her. He manipulated her bum cheeks in a frenzy of lust that opened up her sex sending pulsating rivulets of her little girl lubrication into his mouth. Susan was on the verge of exploding onto his face and thrashed around forcing herself on to him.
Rick sensed her impending nearness and being a spoilt sport backed off leaving her gasping for satisfaction. She chased his face with her hips but he held her bum cheeks to a distance and watched as she squeezed her own cunt muscles desperately trying to succeed in an orgasm.

‘Not yet little lady’ he smirked, ‘not before I have fucked you and you have ridden me with your gripping little cunt’. ‘Turn over’, he demanded, forcing her to her knees.
He settled her head on the blanket to project her backside towards him. He folded her gym skirt upwards exposing her beautiful maroon clad bottom to face him. He marvelled at her slim little hips, the double panel of her school knickers that accentuated her perfect bottom.
He took in the creamy smoothness of her legs and thighs and mouthed at her, ‘you fuckable little creature’.
He leant forward to meet her face forcing his tongue into her mouth, at the same time she felt his cock push against the wet cotton. Desperately she pushed her hand between her legs to hold it where she wanted it, pulsing against her quivering and as yet unsatisfied cunt. She wasn’t going to let it go now and deprive herself of the orgasm she missed. Her palm held him there, pushing his cock head into the cotton and spreading her peachy lips. If she could, she would have forced him and the wet cotton into her little cunt, such was her desperation to fly over the edge.

The bastard withdrew again and she watched him between her legs opening the packet and rolling the Johnny on. Yes she thought, at last! He pulled the maroon material over her hips exposing the baby soft bottom below. Slowly and teasingly he exposed her naked anus and cunt and she sluttily opened her legs to receive him.
His hand disappeared under the waistband at the front releasing the wet material from around her squidgy lips. His fingers swam in her, prompting her to rear her bottom upward in readiness. The two of them naturally found each other and he gasped as he slipped a little way in her tight little hole
Her muscles gripped him pumping his foreskin sensationally even within the condom. She wasn’t going to let him go now as she edged onto him. He felt himself glide into her but with such tightness he was sure to cum soon. Equally her little maroon pants tickled his scrotum has the found themselves sat in the waistband.
This wasn’t a game now or a challenge of who had control; both Rick and Susan were too far gone. She liked his size inside her and was greedy for him to be in deep. He like the way she controlled her muscles even rolling his foreskin in the protective latex. There was no dramatic finish, instead the both of them throbbed and fidgeted on each other until their bubbles burst together. She felt the little bulb of the Johnny pump and fill with his spunk as she milked him with her ring. They lay panting together desperately trying to reach each other tongues.
Rick had pulled a maroon pants back up over her hips and was greedily feasting on her tongue, breaking whisper in her ear. ‘Did you like that fuck’, he asked.
She moaned and panted as his tongue forced its way between her lips again and his finger greedily worked the cotton into her cunt. He still had her with her backside in the air and every now and then she would feel is half hard cock smear is gooey cum on the inside of her thigh.

‘I have to go’ she pleaded. Rick had a cunning plan as his finger entered her from the pulled back elastic. He deviously was pulling her soaping wetness out on his fingers ensuring it was distributed around her gusset.
Susan half heartedly pleaded again to be released; secretly wishing his cock was inside her again. He had heard her words and was leading up to obeying them but his finger had one last task as it swished and slipped along her little button.
‘I want your gym pants’; he demanded ensuring that the finger pad teased her little cunt.

 She panted, ‘don’t be silly, I can’t walk home without any’.

Cunningly his spare hand extracted the ten pound note from the breast pocket of his shirt. He waved it under her nose and slid his finger back in her as an encouragement. Susan’s head worked out the calculations, it was more than enough to by a new pair and there was at least double her pocket money left.

She had one last plea of sense, ‘but someone might see’, she protested.
He countered her, ‘I’ll drop you in the back lane near your house’.
She took the money from his hand, the deal done he slipped the maroon knickers slowly over her hips and down her thighs. ‘The bastard’, she thought, ‘he’d planned this’, his fingers still worked her little cunt confirming the contract, ‘and how did he know where I lived’. 

They were back in the Landy now winding their way back through the lanes. Susan had snuggled up beside him and when opportunity arose he fingered her bare little cunt. He found himself actually going slower on the straight bits as he played in her lubrication bringing it to the surface. She had purposely slid down on her seat and opened her legs for him. The air was pungent with her musky cunt juices, Rick could smell her on his fingers too and he knew the maroon knicks in his pocket was covered in them. She panted and pushed against him disappointingly watching them disappear now again to change gear. Even the black gear knob was now coated in her cunt lube.

‘I’ll pick you up next week’, he confirmed.
He watched her almost drunkenly stagger off into the lane at the back of her house. Oh what fun he would have with her cunt juiced filled knicks.
Chapter 3
She sat day dreaming about him now, abusing the teaching time thinking about him devouring her little cunt. She looked around at her classmates, pious in the knowledge that her little peach was being devoured and matured like theirs never would. It was him that was developing her she thought, exercising her little muscles to grow and make her into a woman. He too was nurturing her little tits, his delightful sucking bring them on to be the little tennis balls that they were.

She sought him out too, by being in the places she knew he would be. No longer was she the hunted but now the hunter. That’s how she found herself here now in this farm cottage, lying with her legs apart while he feasted on her maroon clad cunt below. It was to be his he told her, well, when he turned 21. She imagined being here forever with him has he hungered on her body.

Her little gym skirt was well and truly hoisted around her waist. She wore too the fresh clean school knickers he had insisted on. Her games blouse was dishevelled around her chest and her trainer bra pushed up and over her budding breasts. He busied himself on both and when he wasn’t sucking and French kissing her juicy little mound below he was milking her breasts like an infant while his man cock frotted the maroon cotton. She bit her lip and tossed her head as he brought on the crescendo of feeling that always tingled her body when he played with it.

He sensed her ascending climb to her cum and teasingly stopped. He had all afternoon he wanted to taste her cunt on his lips long into the evening whilst he wanked himself in the knickers she would leave him.
He had her stood now whilst he was on his knees sliding his hands under those super soft gym knicks and manipulating her sweet bubble bottom. It teased her cunt opening and closing her maturing lips, the one’s he was helping to grow. She felt his hot breath on her cooling cotton as he kissed and nibbled her baby soft inner thighs. His nose would nudge her now protruding lips and she would push forward in her greed to be satisfied.

Today she had lost the will to gain the upper hand. They had been at it for an hour now and he had kept her deliriously on the edge of her cum. He could do what he wanted developing her into a woman.
He had her up now, on to the bed and kneeling whilst his cock parted her and nudged into the juicy cotton. Part of her wanted him to spunk all over the back of her knicker, feeling the hot seed splash between her creamy soft thighs. Perhaps it was this that was developing her fast; he had told her it was good for her skin.
He wasn’t going to come though, she knew that he was playing, making her wet beyond reason. Yes she would receive his seed later, in the her condom filled cunt but for now she knew he was milking her juices into her knickers for his own ends. She had visions of him with her knicks over his head taking his breath through the smell of her fragrant love juices. For now she would have to put up with his little games as he stopped to repel his own orgasm.

Now he lays on his back, turns her round away from him and insists that her delightful little bottom should sit on his face. He supports her weight with his strong arms and continues to tease the baby skin between her thighs with kisses while his nostrils are filled with her cunt.
He stops again, this time to ask her if she has sneaked out her sisters navy blues. Finding out she has them he insists she tease and roll his cock in her sibling’s virginal cotton. Crudely he stops to ask what her little sisters cunt is like, is it peachy and bare like hers. She has to lie to satisfy him but knows she has the trick up her sleeve for later as he stops her from exploding him into little sisters  navy cotton.

Finally she is to get her wish as he moves her back to the edge of the bed. He’s had enough wants to spunk inside her. Back to where she started, legs dangling over the edge. He pulls the school knickers to one side exposing her puffy glistening wet lips. It pulses and winks at him in anticipation as he rolls the rubber down his shaft.

He nudges at her entrance, slip sliding around in her afternoon’s work of lubrication. Her head is filled with the impending feelings of being entered. His entry is so long and slow allowing her little cunt to accommodate his thick shaft. Slow enough for her little ring to open its door and grip him, sending her off to a million delicious tingles. He’ll sit with his cock teasingly placed within her while she grips and milks his bouncing throb. He’ll watch her little maroon cunt mound heave and rebound as he grows her cunt to maturity. And they’ll both have their orgasm in a uniform of lust and desire.

She sits at the desk dreaming knowing its own her little cunt that is growing, she smiles inwardly whilst those around her work.

Chapter 4
Rick led Susan to the bathroom. She needed to fake her afternoon of supposedly doing P.E. with a wet towel and damp her hair. He explained how to get the best out of the shower but said the water would have to heat up for at least 20 minutes before it was ready. He was lingering too, was he going to stop here whilst she showered? She had never had a boy see her completely naked before or was he planning something...
He looked at her pensively asking did she want help undressing. Of course she didn’t, it was another of his games but before she could answer he was on his knees helping her roll down her socks. She leant back propping her bottom on the bath and he looked up at her for acceptance. She saucily winked at him in acknowledgement, anticipating more fun. Secretly she wished he would fuck her again as in her head it elevated her above her class mates, she was sure none of them had even had fingered yet, never mind a cock in their cunts.
Ricks mind was lusting; he couldn’t help it, with this delicious creature in front of him. Just looking at her had him hard in his trousers again and the thought of undressing her sweet body had him oozing more pre-cum. He marvelled at her creamy skin as he knelt in front of her caressing the little creases behind her knees.
Susan thought this was fabulously sensual and already her own juices responded into the already soaking maroons under her gym skirt. He played with her calf teasingly edging her sock down and exposing her beautiful form. Down over her calf now he felt her taught muscles that made up her athletic body. He wondered how it could feel so supple if she skived off games. The sock round her ankle now, he looked up and into her eyes to acknowledge that she had to lift a foot for him to extract it. She did so willingly, parting her leg to give him yet another glimpse of her maroon clad cunt.
Spurred on by the sights he was being taunted by he slipped off the sock exposing her delicate toes. Overwhelmed with passion he picked her foot and began nibble her big toe swooning his tongue around its tip. She giggled complaining it tickled but also had thoughts about of how clean her feet were.

Not discouraged he started kissing upward along her body, French Kissing the velvet skin as he travelled. He had one goal as usual, to eat and taste the little treasure between her legs, drinking in the little juices that spilled into her gym knickers then maybe her cunt.
She parted her legs as he moved upwards and held his head in appreciation of the tingles he was sending through her body. The V of her knickers exposed its self to him spreading her gym skirt wide. The little pleats tickled his nose as he lapped and kissed each creamy thigh in turn. Her sex scent filled his nostrils once again and her heat radiated outwards to warm the air that he breathed.

She pushed his head where she wanted it, enough teasing, it needed to be on her maroon peach, tasting her and setting her running. He gasped as the soaking cotton savoured his tongue sending signals of lust to his brain and cock. A blob of his own pre-cum leaked in uniform with the taste that was now being swallowed into his throat. He was consumed it with desire and knew they would fuck again this afternoon. Not before though his brain was satisfied that he had had her body in every way he wanted.

He tongued her cotton gusset, opening her up again exposing her little split, the one that would   soon would be pumped by his cock. 
He told her ‘I’m going to fuck you again, in the shower’.
She knew now that he would see her naked. Her pulling his head further into her cunt confirmed her acceptance and pushed him onward. His hand manipulated her hips, massaging her towards another orgasm. She felt his fingers slowly lowering the waist band of her knickers. At the same time the loosening material allowed his tongue to push more cotton into her deeply flooded cunt.

Slowly they came down; Rick was torn between eating the material and the little peach that sat below them.  He wanted to taste her proper too, dip his tongue into her little babbling spring, and taste the source of its freshness. His nose nudged her parting lips exposing her little cunt. He left the maroon pulled down below her exposed sex, the wet cotton interacting with the day’s stubble on his chin. He parted her, opening her and lapped like a thirsty dog. His cock bounced around wildly in his trousers throbbing itself into a lather.

He stood up now and dropped and stood out of his trousers and pants. His member flopped forward to be tickled by her gym skirt. He French Kissed her deeply, whilst desperately lifting her arms to release her of her games blouse. They had to break the kiss to complete taking it off along with her little cotton bra. He was sucking her tennis ball tits now while she wanked him, rolling his foreskin backward and forwards.

He had to stop her though, his lust would have had him spunking onto her gym skirt and spoiling his destination. He resumed their French Kissing lifting her forward so his cock nestled between those delicate little cunt lips. He pulled her knickers up too, as best he could, feeling their elastic waist band encapsulate his balls. He palmed her bottom with both hands working his cock into their combined lather so they slipped and slod on each other’s sex. 

She wanted him inside now lifting and pushing herself to get him to slip into her wet cave. But he didn’t want it yet; he wanted to play at her entrance and was going to fuck her later as the water ran over their bodies. He teased at her entrance feeling her heat with his cock and sliding himself to the edge of a cum. Better stop he thought to himself, control it; I want to have her in the shower.
This seemed exceptionally gross to Susan, she wondered how far Rick was taking her, why wasn’t he putting it in her cunt now, and surely they both wanted it. He was pulling her knickers down now and she was quite naked but why wasn’t he fucking her. 

He urged her to where he wanted her to go, directing her to stand in the bath and switch the shower on. He dispensed with the remnants of his own clothes and he eagerly joined her. She looked scared, and out of her depth, it reminded her of being wildly stared at by some of the butch girls in the showers at school.

She was taken aback when he started to soap himself up and began to wash her shoulders. Her hair became wet as he stepped towards her and she stepped back under the shower head. 
‘Shampoo’, he asked?

She nodded and he began to wash her hair. She relaxed as he planted little kisses on her nose and gently massaged her scalp. He left her to rinse it whilst he soaped her breasts. She began to tingle all over as the new sensations ran through her body. 

He soaped all her upper torso and she watched intrigued by his gentleness and the rampant cock that bounced in front of him. Suddenly he had finished with her upper body, massaging his way down her spine to her bottom. He worked the soap into her little cheeks and pulled her towards him. He French kissed her deeply and she felt his hardened cock slip between her legs. The sensation was tenfold to anything she had experienced before, his wet cock slipping and nudging her with warm water and their own wetness.
He was pulling her bum cheeks apart and she felt his fingers manipulating a little bar of soap lubricate her inner lips, he was washing and finger fucking her at the same time. His kissing gained an urgency as his cock excitedly busied itself between his own fingers and the soaping of her cunt lips. He was making moves to enter her cave but she knew not how, she was much too short and he too tall for it to be possible. Suddenly he was there with a little child’s plastic footstool urging her to stand on it.

Obligingly she did and they both found it was now possible they could fuck. He lifted her slightly feeling himself enter her. She was so fucking wet and the water from the shower ran down between their legs.  He eased himself onto her, she making it possible with her movements. They could not move far, for fear of falling and slipping but both started little manoeuvres to satisfy their own needs. His tongue found hers again and he pushed himself into her, her little cunt gripped him like a vice pumping him in her own moment of desire.

‘Fuck’, he said, ‘I have forgotten a Johnny’.
She whispered into his kiss that it didn’t matter, all was safe. That urged him on; he felt her muscles close around him as she sought her cum. She pumped him selfishly taking herself to a new world. It had the effect on him too. as her orgasm set him spunking deep into her body.

To be continued.
