
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Little Red Lise

Nick Armbrister



I M P R I N T

LITTLE RED LISE by Nick
Armbrister

© 2021. Nick Armbrister. All rights
reserved.

Author: Nick Armbrister

Contact:
nickgoth555@yahoo.com

If you liked the book, then recommend
your friends to download their own copy. Thank you very much for
respecting the work of the author!


This ebook, including all its parts, is
protected by copyright and must not be copied, resold or shared
without the permission of the author.


Copyright 2009-11 Nick Armbrister. All
rights reserved. This version 2021.


No part of this work may be reproduced
or transmitted in any form or by any means without listing Nick
Armbrister as the author. The only exception is using a single
paragraph for reviewing purposes where the author, Nick Armbrister,
must be quoted as author and holder of the copyright.


This is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the
products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious
manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or
actual events is purely coincidental.



Contents

Little Red Lise

Bio



LITTLE RED LISE


Lise went into the summer forest not far from her
native St Petersburg. She wondered at the wildness of the trees
totally untouched by the human world. For a few short hours each
weekend Lise got away from her busy bustling city of over six
million people and her hectic job in a small art gallery. Being a
girl from the outer suburbs she was used to the wilderness and
trees, her brother was a farmer who wanted Lise to farm the land
with him but she strongly refused his demands. No it was the arts
that stole Lise's heart and this was her main devotion. Her mother
admonished her daughter, "Why dear babushka, please find a man to
marry and bear our family many healthy children."

"My mother I want to work in the arts
and continue my painting, you know I sell a few and then there is
my job in the gallery which I adore so much. You know what that
means to me caring for my city's art. I promise one day I'll find a
man and get married. Just not yet mamushka," replied Lise with
tearful eyes. Her mother meant so much to her with her large family
but art was such a powerful pull and was the way to the
future.

"Ok my dear Lise but I take your word,
one day meet a nice man and be wed. I love a good wedding and
you'll look beautiful in a peasant wedding dress," soothed her old
mother, her wrinkled face cracking into a smile.

"Yes my mother, now please let me
concentrate on my art, marriage comes later. I know it's important
to you."

In the forest Lise wasn't bothered with
her mother or her old fashioned views; she humoured her on getting
married but not yet for her career and creativity was more
meaningful. Trees arched up and over the young girl, she was at one
with nature in the time that was now her own, no one interfering or
meddling in her life and affairs. Lise smiled and looked around her
seeing a myriad of trees of several varieties and sizes, her grey
eyes took in the happy scene and a smile appeared on her pretty
twenty one year old face. How nice and tranquil to spend her time
here. Her red summer dress covered her body with just enough fabric
not to be indecent, any man would immediately want her, this she
was aware of but there were no men here this was virgin woodland.
Did her mother think that her only daughter Lisa was a virgin? That
was her little secret, her mother never knew of her secret liaisons
with the boy over the other side of the city or her old college
mate. Lise didn't notice hidden eyes watching her from the
bushes.

Walking through the trees was hard but
rewarding going, it took her to a quiet world where the only sounds
were animals scurrying about in the undergrowth and branches
snapping under Lise's boots. Coming to a small forest clearing she
saw her hidden place known only to her; a little forest pool just
twenty feet across by fifteen and thirty deep situated in a fault
in the land. Lise loved this place it was so natural and the home
of Mother Nature, the water was crystal clear and pure enough to
drink.

Bending down at the edge of the pool
Lise cupped her hand and took a sip of the cool clear water, then
putting her hands together she poured some over her face gasping
when she felt its coolness on her warm skin under the hot sun.
Looking up Lise saw tree branches forming a canopy over her pool
from the trees growing either side of the water; only a small bit
of sky was visible in the middle where the branches left a gap.
What a magical place!

Looking around to make sure no one was
watching Lise lifted up her thin red summer dress and removed it in
one swift motion. She was only wearing a pair of panties a former
lover had sent her from Britain; their time together was brief and
they made love at this very spot two summers ago. Folding and
placing her dress by a rock she undid her boots and put them with
her dress, her socks and pink panties followed till she was naked
under the sunlight that filtered through the swaying
branches.

In one leap Lise jumped into the water
landing with a splash in the middle of the pool, she went under the
surface sending ripples to every side unsettling the water. Turning
round under water she swam down towards the depths into deep water,
she noticed sunlight filtering down from the surface giving a
sparkling affect which continued to the very bottom. Would she be
able to reach the pool bottom thirty feet down on one breath of
air?

Half way down she felt her lungs
burning with exertion but she didn't let up, Lise's powerful arms
drew her down to the sandy bottom like a mermaid descending into
the ocean. With a single touch Lise scooped up a handful of fine
sand from the pool bottom and speedily turned and arched up to the
surface and freedom. She had done it! Thirty feet of water with a
single breath and she hadn't even dove into the water. Breaking the
surface Lise yelled and smiled in delight as water cascaded from
her naked smooth shoulders, what a wonderful place this was!
Throwing the sand onto the bank Lise smiled when it joined the
other bits of sand she had deposited there after each dive to the
bottom, marking this place as hers.

Breaking into a crawl she swam the
short length of the pool touching the rock sides and turning under
water to swim to the opposite side to ease any knots out of her
muscles. She knew swimming was the best exercise next to love
making to keep her fit and in shape. For ten more minutes Lise swam
and dove in the water until she was feeling tired.

Looking at the only part of the pool
with a small shore she swam, left the water and flopped down taking
deep breaths. She was feeling a little horny so she decided to play
with herself; lying down on the warm sloping rocks she moved her
hand to her own hidden place, her own little pool of lust and love,
her pussy. A nice Russian peasant pussy that was born into a poor
family but that now belonged to a gal who was a talented artist
with a job at an up and coming art gallery. Nicely shaved with no
stubble, even her piss flaps either side not torn from child birth
like some of her mate’s private bits.

Lise was careful not to get pregnant
and always took precautions, being on the pill and insisting on
condoms when she slept with strangers. It was different when she
was with one of her selective mates who doubled as lovers with no
strings attached sex, erotic lovemaking in the most stunning
extremes.

She brought a few of her trusted lovers
to her secret pool and made love and swam in the clear crystal
water. They never ejaculated inside Lise, always pulling out. Her
middle finger tickled her clit opening up a feeling of enjoyment a
tingling slowly coming up from below to the surface. From nearby
beady eyes flitted over her lithe little body, unknown to the girl
who moved and writhed while her finger did its work. Low moans came
from Lise’s mouth, she closed her eyes and thought of Adam who was
one of her recent conquests here in the early spring. What fun that
had been...

Lise brought Adam to her pool back in
April when the season was getting warmer and the snow finally
melted bringing life and warmth to her pool. His wife wouldn’t ever
know of their amorous encounter in the wilderness, they hiked
through the trees holding hands at times when the going was easy,
helping one another when it was tough.

Lise knew the way to her dark
mysterious pool but she had an advanced hand held GPS receiver just
in case they got lost; the forest was a large place belonging to
nature. Stopping to kiss by a large tree on their way Lise melted
into Adam’s tough frame. He supported her weight and hungrily
snogged the smaller woman before him. His brown eyes ran over her
face taking in her pretty features. Lise closed her eyes closely
followed by Adam. Their tongues clashed in a slow dance of coming
lust, suddenly Lise broke their embrace and smiled wickedly,
shrieking she ran off through the trees to her pool and
fun.

Adam closely followed his lover and
thundered past large trees knocking smaller branches out of his
way, glimpsing the agile gal who was like a summer nymph in her
element. Reaching the pool a moment before her man Lise leapt into
the water in a smooth dive like an arrow plunging into the
water.

He was close on her heals jumping in
one big movement. A splash echoed through the trees, Lise was out
of sight hugging the bottom of the pool ten metres down in strong
swimming strokes that Adam struggled to follow. His breath was
almost gone but he grabbed her by a wrist and brought her towards
him; she allowed him a single kiss on the lips before his breath
was gone and he ascended to the surface.

She swam a circle away from him over
the sandy bottom and serenely followed to get air. Adam kicked out
and swam a metre over to Lise and embraced her to finish their
kiss; both treaded water and kissed passionately. His shorts clung
to his body she briefly felt his cock brush her leg, his vest
flowed in the water loose just like her cotton skirt which billowed
upwards revealing her nice wet cunt - she wore no
panties.

With skill and experience Lise removed
his shorts and grabbed his hard cock with her small hands, it was
rather large and solid in her fingers. Quickly she brought him
closer and placed him inside her making love very slowly so not to
drift apart in the water, treading water and fucking.

In delicate movements Lise and Adam
made love in the most unique way he had ever done, buoyancy helping
their slow actions. Kissing him Lise brought her hand up his back
so he wouldn’t lose his way when he thrust in and out matching her
speed, almost coming but holding back.

Gasps came out of his mouth mirrored by
her low moans, she started to come and increased her speed risking
his cock popping out but she allowed for this firmly keeping their
position. Her body free floated barely in control of herself just
enough to make love.

Adam fucked her more aggressively,
shouting while his spunk shot inside the peasant artist’s tight
cunt. She bucked and writhed like a water goddess her orgasm
climbing up to explode into her life like a bomb, then it was over
and both lovers collapsed into one another’s arms and a caring
embrace.

He swam over to the shore holding Lise
in his arms. Lying down on the rocks he stroked her hair while she
dozed in the afterglow of love...

Lise played with her fanny thinking of
that time wishing Adam was here, she came with images of him
swirling through her mind. In the bushes a hidden figure
masturbated in joy at this hidden sight he was watching, soon he
would have the young naked girl as his own.

Wanking over her past encounter Lise
started to cum her body experiencing one its most joyous feelings,
she gasped and panted like a dervish her finger probing and rubbing
her red firm clit. Minute nerves sent tender delicate signals to
her brain filling her with enjoyment for minutes she played with
herself not stopping, her breathing became ragged when her orgasm
peaked and she came in a loud sigh shouting her old lover’s name
one time, “Adam!” before falling back knackered. Oh how she wanted
to be fucked by a man who knew how to do it and satisfy my cravings
screamed her mind though her body was satisfied, for
now.

Quietly dozing on the edge of sleep
Lise didn’t notice the stranger who observed her in his act of
voyeurism but she heard the twig snap when he moved and his
subsequent curses in guttural Russian. There was someone there with
her! At her most secret place and watching her do her equally
secret act, how could this be? She was so careful and had never
been followed, not this time either for she checked every few
minutes over her shoulder. And it wouldn’t be any of her previous
lovers, she led them here by long confusing ways so they would
never know the way here alone or again except with Lise. No there
was a stranger here in the trees watching her!

“Who is there? I know you’re there, I
heard you! Show yourself now!” demanded Lise in a steely voice,
hardly that of a slim sexy young woman. For a few seconds nothing
happened and she was on the verge of thinking she’d imagined the
whole thing when a ghostly figure emerged from behind some thick
bushes and trees. She was always right!

“What do you want? Who are you?”
shouted the naked girl not ashamed of her nakedness or the watchful
eyes of her intruder, Lise was in control.

“I am Count von Wolf and I live in the
forest


































































cover.jpg





