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PROLOGUE

 


They were naked, lying in
the long, soft grass, down by the river. Away from prying eyes. Away from the rest of the world. They
were making love.

 


And then Takoda, the
native, did something that no man had ever done to her before,
again. He slid his whole body down, until
he was lying between her legs and his head was hovering over her
womanhood. The white woman looked down, confused. He smiled back at
her. "I learned about this during my year in France," he said. He
leaned down, and let his hot breath warm her clit. She shuddered at
it. Then he looked up, his grin even wider. "Trust me. You'll like
it."

 


Takoda lowered his mouth to her pussy and
started to lick. It was incredible! Prudence – at the mere initial
touch of his tongue to her clit – felt an enormous amount of
pressure instantly build up in her snatch, and then it exploded!
Her whole body arched as a tremendous wave of pleasure rushed
through her entire being. She shuddered deeply and found it nearly
impossible to breathe. She was tearing out handfuls of grass by the
roots as she experienced her first-ever orgasm.

 


Until now, she didn't even know such a
wondrous thing existed.

 


Instinctively, she wrapped her long, lean
white legs around her native lover's torso and squeezed him tightly
as she struggled to breathe. As her breath came back to her, she
humped his face with her whole body, but Takoda was not to be
dissuaded, and he kept up oral assault on her greedy-for-more
pussy.

 


With a loud gasp, she was breathing
again. She loosened her grip around his chest and back, and ran her
fingers through his long, black hair. She knew that she had gushed
out more juices and that her lover had sucked them all up and
swallowed them down. He had been wrong. She didn't "like" this. She
LOVED it.


Stuff the
Pilgrim

 


by Syndy Light

 


 


 Chapter
1

 


Prudence grasped the hard
shaft firmly, and made long, masterful up-and-down strokes. Her
thoughts were lustful and wicked, and the air was filled with a
sound not unlike the churning of butter. Mostly because Prudence was a Pilgrim. And she was churning
butter. Also, she was thinking lustful thoughts of Takoda, the
handsome native man who had been helping her people to survive in
the rugged, untamed wilderness that was their colony in the New
World.

 


Things to know about Prudence: She was
twenty-four, and 5'4” tall. A brunette, with beautiful long,
flowing hair. Under her long, mostly shapeless dress, lay a hot
body, with 34-C breasts with dark pink nipples, a firm ass, and a
dark, triangular bush of pubic hair. With her dark (for a white
woman) complexion, and her lush, full lips, she was definitely too
young and beautiful to be a widow. Sadly, her husband, Nathaniel,
didn't fare too well during the crossing, and had died shortly
after starting their cabin. It was Takoda, and his two friends, who
finished it for her.

 


It was risky for a woman to be alone here,
and Prudence knew that. But she was young, attractive, and many
eligible men had lost their wives on the crossing, as well. She had
no shortage of suitors. The problem was, she wasn't much interested
in them.

 


Before they had arrived in the New World,
she probably would have picked any one of several of them. But that
was before she met the natives. That was before she saw them in
their skimpy summer wear – small bits of clothing that showed off
their lean and muscular bodies, and left very little to the
imagination.

 


Prudence was no virgin. She had done her
duty for Nathaniel. She didn't even find it that objectionable. And
she had had a couple of dalliances before him that were quite fun.
But – and she was completely unaware of this fact – she had never
had an orgasm. All she knew of sex was that it was something that
men wanted and needed, and if you wanted to keep a man, you had to
provide for him.

 


So she was surprised at the feeling she felt
the first time she met Takoda. Before him, she had feelings in her
heart and in her mind. But the feelings she felt this time were
located much further down. Specifically, between her legs. She felt
a tingling, and a fire that she had not felt before. She felt…

 


Wet.

 


Takoda was 6'2" tall. Muscular, and sinewy.
His face was handsome and rugged. And his whole body was brown from
the sun. He was mostly a very serious man, but once in a while you
could catch him with a smile on his face. When Prudence saw that,
her whole body warmed to the sight.

 


He had been kidnapped as a young man and had
spent time in England, where he had learned English. Eventually, he
had made his way back home, only to find the straggling remnants of
his once mighty village. A natural leader, though, he found other
villages that had been similarly decimated, and brought them
together. A forgiving man, he welcomed the pilgrims when they
arrived, and even instructed them on the best place to build their
village, and which crops to grow in preparation for the long, cold
winter.

 


As Prudence pumped the rod of the butter
churn, she watched Takoda as he made his way around the village,
assisting folks wherever he could, and wished that it was his own
rod that she was pumping. She was a little sad when she realized
the butter was now ready.
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