Saturday Girl. 

I own a television and hi-fi store. Most of the week I can cope on my own but on Saturdays I employ a young girl to help out in the store. Her job is to look after customers who are buying just leads, batteries etc. leaving me to look after the higher spending customers. Sarah can wear what she wants providing its not jeans. She usually wears dark trousers and a teeshirt. 

On Saturdays when the weather was atrocious and customers seemed thin on the ground we usually just chatted. Sarah was 16, tall and slender with long blonde hair. She was very pretty and looked extremely sexy. This was the reason I’d employed her. Most of my customers were young men and they were better spenders when a pretty young girl was around. It was secondary that I enjoyed looking at her as well. 

One wet Saturday Sarah was unusually miserable. It took me most of the day to discover that her boyfriend had dumped her. It took a bit longer to find out why. She wouldn’t put out and he demanded that she did. 

‘It wasn’t that I didn’t want to,’ she argued, ‘I do want to find out what it’s all about. But no-one is going to tell me when or how.’ 

I’d already discovered the best way to get Sarah to do something was to ask not tell. 

‘He just wouldn’t wait and it seemed every moment we were together we were arguing about it. He said all his mates were having it off and all his previous girlfriends had given him sex.’ She explained. 

‘Somehow I don’t believe him, but it doesn’t matter you’re better off without him.’ I advised, remembering what my mates and me were like at that age.

‘Oh I know that, but it still hurts. Are all boys the same?’ she asked. 

‘Unfortunately yes,’ I answered, ‘and most men. Every man would want to make love to a beautiful young woman like you, so you can’t blame them for that. But a real man will know to wait for you to be ready. He may try a little seduction but really seduction is simply persuading a woman to do something she wanted to do anyway’ 

Sarah laughed at my definition. ‘Is that what you do. Seduce your girlfriends?’ 

‘Well I’ve never made love to a woman that didn’t want me to,’ I answered ‘although a few have said we shouldn’t, which is not the same’ 

‘What do you mean by shouldn’t?’ 

‘Well a married woman may want you but feels she needs “persuading” to ease her guilt.’ 

‘You’ve been out with a married woman?’ Sarah asked a little shocked. 

‘Quite a few actually.’ 

Just then a customer came in more out of the cold and wet than anything else. I tried hard to sell her a TV she didn’t really want. I came close and she left promising to return. 

As I returned to my chair behind the counter Sarah picked up from our previous topic. ‘You said any man would want to have sex with me. Does that include you?’ 

‘Of course it does. Do you think I’m gay?’ I admonished. 

‘But you’re older than my father’ Sarah said still trying to understand.

‘That’s an excellent reason why I wouldn’t expect you to fancy me, but it doesn’t work the other way round,’ I laughed. 

‘But you’ve never made a pass or tried to touch me up.’ She stated. 

Not knowing if that was a question or not I answered anyway. ‘That’s the difference between an ordinary man and a pervert. We both admire young women but only a pervert tries to do something about it.’ 

‘So all men with young girlfriends are pervs.’ She said simplistically. 

‘Not if the girls are willing participants’ 

‘I like the idea that you fancy me but are strong enough to do nothing about it. It’s better than that prat of a boyfriend forever trying to get into my knickers.’ 

I smiled ‘It comes with maturity’. 

The door opened and a couple of young girls came in. One was about 15 the other a bit older, probably 22. They both looked quite cute but heavy raincoats hid the figures. Sarah sold them some blank tapes and when they left asked me ‘What about them did you like them?’ 

I answered honestly ‘Nice enough figures from what I could see and they were both pretty so yes I did’ 

Even Lucy, she’s only 14’ Sarah obviously knew the girls. 

‘Lucy was the smaller one I assume? Well I can look and appreciate those looks. A young girl’s body matures well before her mind does, that’s why we have laws to protect them.’ 

‘What about her sister then, do you fancy her?’ she probed. 

‘Yes. She looks very tasty indeed’ I said. I didn’t actually think that but I thought I’d give Sarah something to ponder. 

She came back with a question I wasn’t expecting ‘Better than me?’ she demanded with a touch of sharpness. 

That threw me. I knew the answer instantly but how to phrase it was a different matter. I decided that, as Sarah was trying to probe into my feelings I’d return the complement. ‘I don’t know her of course, but she oozes sex appeal whilst you’re just a young girl. A very pretty one but a young girl’ I answered and had to look away to hide my grin. 

Sarah reacted angrily ‘I’m not a girl, I’m a woman, a young woman I’ll admit but still a woman. And I can be a lot sexier than she ever...’ She didn’t finish because I could no longer contain my laughter. ‘Bastard!’ she called me before joining in. 

‘I suppose I deserved that,’ I nodded agreement. 

‘Do you really prefer her?’ she still insisted on asking. 

‘Of course not! How could I prefer anyone to my beautiful little helper.’

The next Saturday looked a brighter day when I opened the door to Sarah. Her first task was always to make a cuppa for the pair of us prior to opening. As we sat down I noticed what she was wearing; a nice red blouse, my favourite colour on a woman, a short black skirt and bare legs. I whistled my appreciation, ‘off out after work then. Who’s the lucky fella?’ I knew I’d be lucky today. The job required a lot of bending which is why Sarah usually wore trousers or at least a long skirt. 

‘No nothing like that, I just wanted to feel a bit more feminine.’ I accepted this having long since give up trying to understand the female psyche. 

The day was very busy and we had little time to talk but I had many great flashes of thigh and even one of bright red panties, only the many customers prevented a permanent erection. The day flew by and we were soon locked up. Our usual routine had me cashing up and Sarah tidying up. I had to count the money three or four times as I got distracted by Sarah bending over whilst she tidied the shop. My cock was trying to tell me something as it stirred. The more it grew the more I watched Sarah’s fabulous legs. The more I watched her legs the more blood reached my cock. She finished before me and then came to lean on the counter directly in front of me. The blouse fell forward allowing me a clear view of her firm breasts held in a small red bra. My cock was rigid and when she moved to sit down at my side of the counter the bulge in my trousers was impossible to hide. 

Sarah looked directly at where my erection was fighting to escape, smiled and said ‘I told you I could look sexy.’ 

Slowly realising that this was a carry on from the previous week I began to laugh ‘You little vixen. You planned this all along’ 

Her smile grew even wider ‘I thought I did quite well don’t you. Just a little flash here and there’ 

My cock was so uncomfortable that I had to reposition it. Sarah watched my hand and enjoyed my embarrassment. ‘Bugger off and make a cuppa then.’ I shouted before adding ‘Hussy’ 

Sarah laughed turned round and bent over. She flipped up her skirt showing me the delicious sight of her young little arse covered by bit of see through material. 

I finally managed to finish the cashing up and lose my throbbing erection before Sarah returned with our drinks. She was still laughing. 

‘My little hussy seems pleased with herself.’ I quipped. 

‘Are you complaining.’ she retorted. 

‘Not at all,’ I answered then said, tongue in cheek, ‘of course not all the men will be back next week but most of them. Just think of the extra business.’ 

‘That’s not what I meant’ she said before realising I was teasing her. She put her cup down and stood up. ‘What do you really think?’ she asked doing a slow twirl. 

I looked at Sarah’s body and swallowed hard before saying unintentionally ‘Exquisite. Just exquisite,’ and she was. Her small pert breasts pushed up by her bra, her tiny waist and her shapely hips leading to sensational legs. Needless to say my erection had returned. 

Sarah blushed at the complement and when she saw the tent in my trousers giggled. ‘I thought you said you could control yourself?’ 

I said a little hoarsely ‘No man can control his desire. What I can control is what I do about it. Although right now that is mighty difficult.’ 

‘Do you think I’m really desirable?’ she asked suddenly serious. 

‘Yes, very nearly too desirable; I think it’s high time you went home young lady before I drag you upstairs’ 

‘Why do you want me to go if you say you want me?’ 

The conversation was quickly becoming way too serious. 

‘I didn’t say I wanted you to go. Sarah, as you so kindly reminded me last week, I’m older than your father. I’ve enjoyed the day, ‘ I looked at her eyes and grinned, ‘including your teasing, but it is beyond that, I’m now looking at a very desirable woman. I want to make love to you. I don’t expect you to feel the same so now is the time to leave’ 

Sarah once again smiled, this time it seemed different though ‘Thank you, but I’d rather stay’ 

‘Are you sure’ I croaked. 

‘Yes I’m sure,’ she said and walked to the stairs.

I followed her up the stairs to my flat. I watched her long legs with increasing desire. Knowing I would soon be caressing them turned my stomach to jelly. Sarah stopped on the top stair turned and asked if I was enjoying the view. I put my hand on her sexy little arse and squeezed it. ‘This thing you mean’ I said as my hand explored her shapely backside, ‘it doesn’t really bother me’ I croaked. 

Sarah leaned forward pushing her arse toward me. I let my hand drop to stroke the back of her thigh. The feeling of softness and warmth her flesh had on me was so powerful. I continued to caress her bare skin before moving my hand under her skirt to feel her lace panties. Sarah permitted me just a fleeting feel before moving toward my bedroom. I deliberately waited a few moments before following. I knew that my heightened state of desire had to be controlled. I wanted to go to Sarah, rip her panties off and take her with no further ado. I also knew that to do so would betray the trust Sarah seemed to be putting in me. She was a virgin who for some reason had chosen my to deflower her. I owed it to her to make her first time as pleasurable as possible. 

Sarah called to me ‘Are you coming?’ 

‘I will be very soon’ I managed to joke. Sarah giggled. I reached for her and took her in my arms. Sarah rested her head on my shoulder and clung tightly to me. We stood like that for a few minutes before Sarah looked up at me. ‘Are you sure?’ I asked again. I hoped I had the strength to pull away if she answered negatively. 

She didn’t answer at all. She put her hand behind my neck and pulled my down onto her waiting lips. Her tongue welcomed mine as we kissed with the unusual combination of tenderness and passion. The kiss was luscious and normally I would have wanted to prolong it. But my body was burning with desire for this young girl. I knelt down in front of her, allowing my hands to briefly fondle and massage her arse. They quickly moved under her skirt and lifted it up to allow my gaze to fall on the red panties barely covering her hot pussy. I took in her blonde pussy hairs sprouting from the holes in the lacy material. I put my hand between her legs and cupped her sweet sex through the material. 

Sarah moaned as I first touched her. Impatiently I slid my fingers into the top of her panties and swiftly lowered them to her ankles. Her skirt fell back to once protect her virgin pussy from my gaze. My hands moved to push it back up but Sarah had other ideas. Her own hands undid the skirt and she allowed it to fall to the floor. She kicked her discarded clothes aside and stood with her legs apart for my hungry eyes. If my eyes were hungry then my mouth was ravenous as I began to kiss and lick her pussy. My tongue delved into the wet valley between her swollen lips to relish the taste and aroma. My tongue found the wet entrance to her body savouring the flow of femininity before trying to trace its source. My hands were gripping her naked buttocks appreciating the softness of her skin against the taut muscles below. Sarah was moaning, telling me how good she felt. I moved my tongue up her pussy and felt her jerk as I licked her clit. 

‘God. That’s wonderful,’ she cried. 

I gave her bud all my attention taking it into my mouth and flicking it with my tongue. After a while Sarah’s hands grabbed my head and locked my mouth onto her pussy. Her body stiffened and her breathing became extremely erratic. I continued to attack her clit with my tongue as Sarah’s orgasm overwhelmed her. 

Sarah screamed out her pleasure before gradually relaxing. She pulled me to kiss me. I broke the kiss to remove her teeshirt and bra. Her breasts were small but her swollen nipples were not. They demanded attention but they would have to wait. I lay Sarah onto the bed before quickly undressing. I positioned myself above her. Her whole body required worship but first I needed to satisfy my own desire. I held my rigid cock to her entrance; She was so wet from her climax that the head slipped into her pussy effortlessly. For a moment I’d forgotten her virginity but I soon felt its barrier. I knew of no way to break it that wouldn’t hurt so I quickly thrust my hard cock through the thin barrier. I felt Sarah tense briefly but quickly relax again as my cock continued to explore deep into her pussy. I was surprised at how wet she was. Her pussy was so tight I felt close to coming but her wetness helped me hold on a bit longer. Knowing that I’d be unable to last too long the first time I tried to move slowly in and out of her fabulous body but when Sarah’s legs wrapped round me and she cried ‘Oh Yes. Harder’ I just fucked her for all I was worth. The harder I rammed my pulsating cock into her tight pussy the more she cried out in pleasure. Her legs went rigid as she screamed out ‘Shiiit! Ohhhhhh!’ as her orgasm overtook her. As soon as I knew she was coming I gave in to my own need and with one last powerful thrust let my hot spunk fill her demanding pussy for the first time. I collapsed on top of her spent body and lay there, my cock still buried deep into her hot body. 

After a while Sarah asked ‘Is it always that good?’ 

‘Only with me,’ I joked. 

Sarah smiled and said, ‘I’ll just have to see for myself then.’ 

Sarah pushed me off her and knelt looking at me. ‘Seriously,’ she said then nodding to my cock said, ‘how long before he’ll be ready again?’ 

‘The right attention and it’ll only be a few minutes.’ 

‘And what’s that?’ Sarah smiled. 

‘He needs a woman’s soft mouth and delicate tongue, if you know where there is one.’ 

‘I think I just might’ Sarah said before bending over my limp cock and licking its length. ‘A bit too much salt for my taste,’ she said, ‘I need to get rid of that.’ Then she took my soft cock into her mouth and quickly sucked our come off my cock.’ 

It didn’t take much of her mouth’s ministrations to get me hard again. I was soon fucking her mouth. To my disappointment she pulled her head away. ‘I’m not wasting that hard cock for your pleasure. I want to feel it inside me again.’ 

As if she’d done it a thousand times before, Sarah straddled my prone body and in one easy movement took my cock and impaled herself on it fully. The wonder of my cock going from the soft warm wetness of her mouth, to the relatively cold air to the hot tightness of her cunt in just a few seconds was indescribable. I lay back and watched this beautiful young woman ride my cock. I saw the rapture in her face as she experienced control for the first time. I saw, and reached forward to caress her wonderful pert breasts. I kneaded, squeezed and stroked each breast, rubbing and pinching each dark nipple. I watched with awe my cock appear and disappear into Sarah’s hot pussy, partly hidden by her own hand as she rubbed her clit. Best of all was when I sensed her orgasm approaching I watched her face contort in pleasure, saw her mouth scream out in joy. My own need was superfluous to that of Sarah and I found that I gained as much out of Sarah’s pleasure as she did. 

It was my turn to push Sarah off me. I positioned her on all fours and quickly entered her from behind. My cock went deeper into her dripping pussy as my ball swung against her sensitive clit. Once again Sarah moved her hand to her clit. I drove my raging erection hard into Sarah’s pussy, still very tight but so wet it was ecstasy. Sarah’s hand and my cock brought Sarah to yet another climax. As she came her pussy muscles contracted squeezing my cock, demanding that I give up my seed. I had little choice but to comply and for the second time I emptied my balls into Sarah’s hot cunt. Sarah had quickly learned how to control her pussy and each thrust of mine was met with a squeeze of her cunt. I fell back on the bed, more drained than I could remember, but so, so happy. Sarah curled up beside me. 

I slept the sleep of the innocent although I was far from it. I don’t know how long I slept but I woke to Sarah’s bright blue eyes watching me, and her hand gripping my erect cock. She kissed me on the nose and said ‘I was right. You are the right one to show me’ 

Sarah worked for me for another eight months before going away to law school. Every Saturday the day finished in my bed, as well as the odd other evening. Unusually for me I never even looked at another woman during that period. For the first time I was in truly love. The problem was I could never let on for I knew Sarah had her own life to lead and I was not prepared to complicate it further. We still talk a lot but we agreed, actually Sarah said it and I accepted it, that the physical side was over. 

Rider On The Storm. 

Please comment, especially any ladies reading it. 
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