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For
my girl.

 


You
are always in my thoughts.

 



Preface



 


This was my first attempt at writing. I was
travelling to Asia for work and leaving my young family behind. It
was tough on her, on us, and I thought this was a great way to show
how much I would be thinking of her and have her think of me, as
cheesy as that sounds. For me it’s never cheesy, it’s just the way
it is.





The Tale

 




She
was on her knees scrubbing the floor with a horse hair brush, the
bucket filled with well water now blackened with dirt beside her.
Her hair was held back with a tattered white bandana, but a few
strands teased her eyebrows while the sweat of her efforts dribbled
down her neck. A few droplets would gather between her exposed
upper shoulders before pooling together into a solitary larger one
tickling a meandering path lazily down her spine towards the “V”
formed where her deliciously round buttocks pressed
together.

Her
dress was that of a simple maiden, soft under things protecting her
perfect skin from the coarse wool of her ankle length dress,
however they also caused the loose pleats to flare outwards,
emphasizing her tiny waist tightly bound in a strict but functional
corset worn by the common folk of her time. Her delicate arms
belied her inner strength and she worked hard, waiting, hoping that
her man would come home to her safely from his travels afar. He was
a lone wolf hunting for bear meat in the mountain wilderness of
their homeland, and parts of the bear brought much needed money
from the strange men who lived across the ocean.

Suddenly the door flew open allowing the winter’s cold bitter
wind to scream through the doorway. He stood there, outlined by the
sunlight glaring around him, feet planted, beard and hair wild and
unkempt, taking in the room with the cooking pot hung over the fire
before coming to rest on his woman. His eyes blazed with lust and
before she could stand up he’d slammed the door behind him,
crossing the wooden plank floor in a few quick strides. The floor
reverberated with each step, dripping mud and snow all over its
freshly scrubbed surface, though neither of them
noticed.

The
brush fell from her hand as she rose to get up off her knees, but
he was already there, lifting her up like a doll, sweeping her into
his arms and spinning her around the room as he kissed her with
unbridled need. She could smell the open trail on him, his manly
scent mixed with blood and dirt and sweat and the savageness of him
quickened her already fluttering heart. As he ran his mouth down
her neck onto her shoulders he drew in her soft pure scent losing
what little control remained. Tearing open her dress revealed her
heaving bosom and his sense of everything that was her
overwhelmed him, catapulting him over the edge.

Grunting, he carried her over to the straw mattress in the
corner, tossing her roughly down onto it. Bending over he yanked
off his sheepskin boots and stood up just enough to tear off his
bear skin coat and send it flying across the room with his coarse
wool shirt and pants quickly following.

She
caught her breath as his manhood sprang free, bouncing slightly,
quivering in anticipation, rock hard and ready to claim her, denied
for far too long.

His
eyes held hers as he pushed his knees between her yielding legs,
pulling up her skirt and running his finger just under the
drawstring enclosed within the waist band of her under leggings. He
pulled downwards, manoeuvering them over her hips then under her
wriggling ass cheeks, until they were free and clear of further
obstacles. Tearing at them, he pulled the leggings down and off,
followed by her underpants, catching his breath then huffing it
back out faster than he’d taken it in as the furry muff of her
womanhood was exposed to him. It wasn’t a grunt so much as a
growl..

He
could no more stop himself than a fox in a henhouse and he buried
his face between her legs, probing her with his tongue as deeply as
he could. Her scent filled him as he mashed his nose against her
pubic bone, tasting her, rubbing her all over himself as she moaned
and ground her hot wet hungry slit against him.

He
crawled up over top of her dragging his tongue, slick with her
juices across her throat, then back down on to her breasts. He
teased a dance around each nipple then lifted his lips to skim them
over the silky landscape of her skin upwards to her shoulder. The
side of her neck beckoned and he followed that to the underside of
her jaw, her delicate bone structure presenting an irresistible
path to her lips. From there his tongue found hers and their mutual
hunger intertwined into a common need. Her soft maiden flesh
pressed fearlessly against his rough cracked lips, burnt and dried
out by the relentless kiss of the winter sun and wind.

His
cock was screaming for release and as its head pressed into her
special space he could feel the heat of her teasing his sensitive
skin. It was intoxicating and it seared his mind as he lay just
barely inside her, being with her, craving her heat and desperate
to continue their journey in this serendipitous moment of passion.
He pushed harder, easing past the moist loose opening of her outer
lips, and then giving just the slightest hint more of a shove to
move past her tightness. She gasped he as entered her fully,
rolling her hips upwards towards him, meeting his fervor with her
own unbridled lust. They held each other tight, kissing deeply, as
his cock spread her lips yet further apart, pushing and probing,
relentlessly seeking her innermost secrets. The only sound to be
heard was that of her breath catching and his grunting. Each thrust
of his manhood as she wrapped her legs around him and rode the
beast inside him, was a thrust declaring I’m home, I need you, I
want you, I love you.

Her
body writhed and moved with him, desperately trying to draw his
seed from him, welcoming him home, pulling him further into her
with each thrust and roll of her hips. He could prolong the
pleasure no longer, he had been away for weeks and his manhood
would be denied no further. As he gave a massive thrust inside her
she dug her nails into his back, oblivious to anything but his
engorged shaft impaling her with primal need. The pleasure
overcoming her, she screamed out as his cock relentlessly pounded
her into the mattress. Working her womanly muscles up and down its
length, riding his passion, she convulsed as he spewed ropes of
hot, thick seed deep inside her.

He
lay on top of her spent; his manhood still rock hard and pulsing
slightly inside her, relishing the warmth of her moist womanhood
enveloping him. Exhaling a satisfied sigh, he pulled himself from
inside her, running his tongue down her neck as the cool air
feathered across his wet shaft. Her breath caught at the emptiness
from the loss of him inside of her but she kept her arms wrapped
around him and pushed her neck back against his probing
tongue.

He
gazed down into her beautiful brown eyes as she looked back up at
him, still panting, sweat teasing her brow, and as he caught her
smile with his own, he said ‘Woman, I have missed
you’.

 


 


 


The
End.


 


 


These and other exciting stories can be found in the deeper
nether regions of my mind. I hope you enjoyed it and will read some
of my other work.

I
would like to dedicate this story to my darling wife, whose
heartbeat I hear when I lay still at night.
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