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“Let me get everywhere,” she said.  “We can’t have you aching, can we?”

She looked up at Harris again briefly before pulling at his boxer shorts.

Harris kept his face turned down on the scene, watching as his big cock burst from his underwear and bounced in front of Alice’s face.

Alice tried to remain professional, focusing on downing Harris’s underwear to his ankles before lifting her head and drinking in what she’d exposed.

His cock looked untouched by the nettles.  It was long and hard, jutting out from his body like an alien being.

Alice could feel her heart rate increase ten-fold as she stared at the forbidden thickness in front of her, salivating at the sight of Harris’s lust-filled veins as the beat blood into his cock.

“Let me soothe it,” hushed Alice, and she wrapped him in a dock leaf and started to tug at him slowly.

Harris swallowed and then closed his eyes as Alice’s tight grip slid over him.  His foreskin moved up and down over the swollen, taut head of his cock.

Alice peeled it downwards until the crown was completely exposed.  It was a deep pink and unblemished.  As she pulled the dock leaf back towards the tip, she noticed a bead of precum announce itself through the small eyelet.

“Oh, Mr. Clarke,” she whispered, thumbing carefully at the pearly liquid.

She rubbed it around the head of his exposed cock, smoothing the liquid against his skin before continuing to tug with the dock leaf.

“You tell me when it feels better,” Alice said gently.

Her chest was turning red with arousal as she tugged.  She felt her breaths become longer and deeper, and her breasts filled the front of her dress as her lungs inflated.

Harris looked down into Alice’s plunging cleavage, knowing that a pair of beautiful tits sat just out of reach beneath.  As she tugged, her breasts rocked against the front of her blue-checkered dress.

“Ooh, that looks like it’s working,” said Alice, putting her face close.

It was as though she was waiting for Harris to protest, but he remained stoic and calm.  He wanted more from Alice, but he couldn’t bring himself to say it.

Finally, Alice went farther than she ever thought she might, letting the head of Mr. Clarke’s cock touch her lips first of all before opening her mouth over him when he didn’t say anything.

Harris moaned and put his hand on Alice’s head, moving her further onto him to finally let her know how much he was enjoying her touch.

Alice took the touch as permission and drove his cock as deep as she could, discarding the leaf to the woodland floor now that it was unnecessary.

Instead, she soothed Harris with her warm, wet mouth, flicking her tongue up along the underside of his stiffness as she drove it in and out of herself.

She pushed as deep as she could and started to tickle at Harris’s heavy bally, relishing how his heady, masculine moans turned the still forest into prelude of sin.
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English gentleman Harris Clarke was out for an early-evening’s stroll with his nineteen-year-old pupil, Alice.

Harris had been enlisted by Alice’s parents to help the wayward younger woman, trying a dose of outdoor therapy in an attempt to rid Alice of her devilish streak.

The pair were strolling through the woodland close to their village, taking in the sights and smells of a beautiful, hot summer before the nights drew darker as winter approached.

Alice wasn’t exactly a typical example of a nineteen-year-old English woman.  She had naughty, rogue-like traits that Harris worked hard to try and iron out of her.

Despite his efforts, Alice still regularly got in trouble with the local police, having exposed herself on several occasions on the village green during a Sunday afternoon’s game of bowls.

It had embarrassed her parents something rotten, and the villagers felt as though Alice was tarnishing the good name of Hartington, where they presided.

A mobile-phone video of a naked Alice sprinting through the sedate game for the elderly had gone viral online, not only for the jarring juxtaposition of such a wild scene at such a slow-paced activity, but also for the fact that Alice was quite the stunner.

She was an athletic blonde with big, round breasts and a shapely butt.  Even Harris had had to double-take when the video was shared with him via WhatsApp.  At first aroused, he soon felt shame at having looked at a woman thirty-years his junior in any kind of sexual way.

Consequently, her parents had asked Harris to spend more time with Alice, right when his wife Julia had decided to do the opposite.  Harris thought it would be difficult to influence the headstrong Alice but felt a duty to her parents and the villagers of Hartington to at least try.

So now they strolled beneath the swaying trees, sheltered in the shade of the lush, verdant branches, with Alice bouncing ahead gaily.

Harris shook his head as she skipped along the dirt path, thudding her sneakers against the dry dirt as she bounced over exposed roots.

She wore a checkered, light-blue dress, and as she bounded along the track her short skirt floated upwards, showing Harris that bare, milky ass that he’d coveted in the viral video before he realized it was hers.

He thought of the comments that came beneath as awful men described the awful ways that they’d take the playful teen and teach her a lesson.

“Come on, Mr. Clarke,” Alice shouted, and it shook Harris from his dark thoughts.  “Keep up!”

Alice turned and skipped, and Harris started to jog after her slowly.  At forty-nine he felt as though he still had it, despite the fact that age was catching up with him.

Alice giggled, her blonde hair bouncing with her as she sauntered through the woodland like she was in an angelic music-video.

The moment was cut abruptly when she stood on her untied laces and stumbled forwards, tripping on an exposed root from an ancient tree.

Harris stopped in his tracks and covered his mouth as he watched Alice scream her way to the dry earth.

Her legs kicked out as her chest hit the path, with her skirt trailing so far upwards that nothing was left to the imagination.

Harris stared, realizing instantly that Alice wasn’t wearing panties.  Alice hadn’t yet remembered that fact, and she was kicking her legs in a playful strop.

“Fuck!” she cried, and Harris raced to her aid with his hiking boots thudding beneath him.

He looked down on her peachy, bare ass and shook his head, kneeling to the floor and pulling Alice’s skirt back down over her butt.

“You’re not wearing panties, Alice,” he huffed before holding out his hand.  “Here.”

Alice took his palm and turned, smirking as she got back to her feet.

“How am I supposed to flash those prudish old men if I’ve got panties on?” she teased.

“You’re not supposed to do that,” said Harris, brushing at the front of Alice’s pretty dress.

Alice stood there pouting while Harris smacked the dust off her top.  He caught her breast accidentally and noticed how freely it moved.  Alice bit her lip and turned slightly red.

“Forget your bra too?” asked Harris, leaning away from her and raising an eyebrow.

“I didn’t forget,” countered Alice.

“Alice, you can’t keep going around with hardly any clothes on.  It’s not how people act.”

“Then I guess I’m not like people,” Alice stropped.  “Why won’t they just let me be, Mr. Clarke.”

Harris sighed.  It was tough to argue with that point.  If Alice’s nature was one of a budding nudist, then who was Harris to ask her to be otherwise?

“You mean this isn’t just a phase?” asked Harris.

“What’s a phase?”

“Flashing people, being coarse and crass, going viral with naked videos of yourself ... it’s just all a bit much, Alice.”

“Then maybe you should stop watching them,” said Alice.

It was Harris’s turn to be embarrassed now.  He didn’t know what to say, shifting his eyes off the path and looking at one of the flowering bluebells that lined it.

“Besides,” said Alice.  “Where’s the fun in life of being normal?”

She skipped ahead and this time she purposefully pushed back her skirt, showing off her ass to Harris who could only click his tongue and shake his head.

Despite his disappointment, he couldn’t possibly ignore the sight that Alice was offering.  Something about her toned, firm butt ignited something inside Harris.  It reminded him of youthful fumblings with English beauties, but that felt like a lifetime away now.

With Julia the most he could hope for was a quick late-night session before bed, in which his wife would work herself to climax with her vibrator while Harris would try his best to get involved, sometimes finishing long after his wife had rolled over and gone to sleep.

Alice’s cherubic ass reminded him of a more fulfilling time, when his conquests cared just as much about his climax as he did theirs.  He wondered if Alice enjoyed the same sexual frivolities as he did in his youth.  He realized he’d lost his virginity around her age and couldn’t help but be curious.

Alice danced like a woodland nymph, meandering through the beautiful forest as though she was at one with it.  That was until a local cat startled her from a bush nearby.

Harris was some way back, but he heard the commotion.  The cat rattled in the undergrowth and let out a defensive hiss and screech that caused Alice to stumble away quickly.

She shrieked, tumbling off the beaten path and submerging herself into a thicket of grass and nettles that sat alongside the track.

“Mr. Clarke!” she burst quickly.

Harris couldn’t believe how careless Alice was.  He ran to her aid, quickly and befell the same fate as his heavy boots hit a stone and he stumbled towards her.

Alice looked positively beaming at the thought of Mr. Clarke falling over on top of her.  The last thing Harris saw before he fell into the pile of nettles was Alice, grinning like the Cheshire Cat that had startled her.

He fell with a thump, trying to keep his body off Alice as she lay up-turned in the thicket, her dress riding above her waist and her pussy exposed.
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