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"Let's go to my wood." Sally announced.

Mark looked out of the window and down the slope of the garden to the trees at its bottom. "Your wood?" Now he noticed the fence was broken by a stile.

"It came with the house. Mum and Dad planted a load of conifers along the motorway side when they first moved in, some of them are like twenty feet tall now. There are apple trees and a few old oaks. Come on, I'll show you around."

They walked down the garden from the bungalow. "The river runs around a couple of sides, and there's a fence. With the motorway it's completely enclosed and private." As Sally climbed over the stile Mark couldn't help but glance up the wide legs of her culottes, just catching a glance of her knickers. Sally stood on the other side of the stile, smiling back, "I used to come down here and take my clothes off and run around naked. I was only caught a couple of times."

"Really? How old were you when you did this?"

"The last time was last summer. I think it's time to do it again. Catch me." Sally ran off into the wood, disappearing behind a tree.

Mark was over the stile in a bound. When he rounded the tree Sally was nowhere to be seen, but her culottes had been dropped on the ground. There was a rustle, and Mark caught sight of Sally's black and white striped top and long legs as she skipped between smaller trees. She knew her way through the trees- it was her wood after all- he had to bumble through hoping not to trip over a root. He cut across toward the area she had been heading for.

Up ahead a fallen trunk leant against a much larger oak. Mark jumped up and grabbed one of the oak's branches, swinging over the deadwood. He tripped when he landed, tumbled and came to a halt staring at Sally's knickers, which hung from a branch. She was across a small clearing, smiling at him around a tree. With a giggle she disappeared from view.

Mark reached the tree in a few long, fast strides, but Sally wasn't behind it any more. A path, marked mostly by the grass being shorter, arced off from the tree and rounded a mini copse of hazel. Mark spotted movement in the gaps between the thin switches of wood. He trotted along the path to find it lead to another, larger clearing. Sally was in the middle of the open space, sat on a wooden picnic table.

She still had her striped top on, and her socks and shoes. When she stood up her exposed skin appeared far paler than normal against the dark greens and browns of the wood. The black triangle of her pubic hair stood out. "They've replaced the picnic table." she announced, "The old one was rotten through, though."

Mark advanced on Sally. "Is this one good and sturdy?" he asked with a grin.

"Well we didn't put it together, so maybe it can handle a little action." They had wrecked a small table when they had moved in together and been wary of furniture sex ever since. Sally reached down for Mark's belt when he was close enough. As she pulled it loose he pushed her back against the edge of the table. They kissed.

Sally fumbled with Mark's shorts. When she'd released the belt and unbuttoned them they dropped to his knees and then, after a shake of his legs, to the ground. She grabbed the waistband of his boxers and tried to tug them down, but they were hooked by the large hard on inside them. Sally tugged the elastic out and pushed it down. She ran the fingers of both hands up and down Mark's warm, stiff cock and giggled, "I found wood."

"Very funny." Mark just managed to keep a straight face. He helped her up onto the table and she reached down and helped guide his hard on into her.

Mark leaned Sally back as the head of his penis pushed at her pussy lips. With her guiding his aim he eased into her and they both let out a happy sigh. She lay back on the table and he lifted her legs, clasping them against his chest with his left arm whilst his right hand reached down to play with her breasts through the material of her top.

Her nipples were tight and hard and he could play with them through her top and bra. As he started thrusting gently in and out she began pulling her top up. Together they pushed the black and white stripes over the rise of her breasts, which were flushed with excitement. Mark eased the cup of the bra from her left breast and pinched the stiff nipple that popped out. She squeaked with joy and held his hand to her with both of hers.

Mark eased almost completely out of Sally then pushed slowly but forcefully back into her. She lifted her hips to help him deeper in. His thrusts sped up. He freed his hand from Sally's grip and grasped both her ankles, pushing her legs up and against her chest. She helped him by wrapping her arms around her knees and clasping her legs to her.

Mark gripped Sally's thighs tight and thrust hard and fast into her. Their breathing was short and sharp as they headed toward climax. Sally shivered as her orgasm built. She couldn't hold her legs back any longer. She let them go, Mark held them in place, and she clasped the edges of the table to keep herself from flying away.

Mark pulled Sally's legs back against his chest as the tempo of his thrusts changed again. He could see that she was close to orgasm, her eyes closed, head to one side, mouth wide open to let out little sounds of joy. Her legs tensed against his chest and the little sounds became a cry. Her back arched, her body shook and he could feel her pulsing around him. He gave a few more thrusts and couldn't hold back, coming deep inside her with a victorious shout.

They stayed like that for a while, gently coming down, until Mark eased his still half hard cock out of Sally. She let out a sad sound as it popped out of her. Mark let her legs slide easily down his arms until her feet lightly touched the ground. He stepped back and stripped out of his clothes.

"I've always wanted to do that." Sally sighed. She looked up but couldn't see Mark. Confused, she pushed up onto her elbows. But she didn't need to search far. Before she saw where Mark was she felt his hands running up the inside of her legs. She watched the top of his head as he kissed the inside of her thighs and worked his way to her warm tender pussy lips and reddened with the thrill and a little embarrassment.

Sally's crinkled lower lips were red and engorged and slick with their combined juices. Mark licked along them, tasting the combined tang of her pussy and the saltiness of his semen. Sally got self conscious whenever he licked his cum out of her, but she never made him stop and she always came hard. He ran the tip of his tongue the length of the lips and she shuddered with pleasure.

Sally draped her left arm over her flushed face, but reached down with her right to grasp Mark's hair and guide him. His tongue pushed deep into her, lapping up their juices. He moved further up and the flat of his tongue pressed against her mons and squeezed her clitoris. She loved that, panting with pleasure and urging him to press harder there.

With her legs crossed behind Mark's back, Sally let his head go and savoured his movements. She voiced her ecstasy loudly, far louder than she ever would indoors. Mark's right hand reached up and squeezed one then the other breast in time to his lapping. She found the hand, laced her fingers with his and clasped it tight as her orgasm mounted.

Any wildlife nearby would have scattered at Sally's scream as she came. She was always vocal, but this was astounding. She came down, catching her breath in little sobs, and realised she had Mark's head clasped tight between her thighs. She released him and he kissed his way back down her legs. When he stood she grabbed his hands and pulled him to her to kiss all around his face. "Thank you, thank you, thank you." she punctuated every kiss breathlessly.

Something warm and hard tapped against Sally's thighs as she kissed Mark. She broke off to look down and emit a low "Ooooh." of desire. Going down on her got Mark really, really hard, and even bigger than normal. The deep red bulbous head of his cock was just begging to be put in her, and she wasn't about to deny it. She could just lie back on the table and let him do her in the same position again, that had been glorious, but she wanted to try something else. She remembered another favourite part of this clearing and glanced across to check it was still there.

Sally stood and helped Mark pull her top and bra off. Now neither of them wore anything more than their shoes and socks. They stood in the sun for a moment, kissing in its warmth, before Sally stroked Mark's cock and led him across the clearing.

Two hemp ropes hung down from a large branch of the oldest oak in the wood and were tied to a thick plank which was just above knee height from the ground. Sally turned Mark and indicated he should sit on the swing. When he was settled on the smooth wood of the seat she took one of the ropes in each hand and moved to straddle him. Mark had other ideas. He looked up at the glory of Sally's slim body then kissed her belly. Two fingers sneakily and easily slid into her, stopping her in her tracks.

Sally grasped the ropes tight as Mark's fingers slowly moved in and out of her. She couldn't resist this interruption of her plans. Only as the shivers of orgasm started building in her did she look down and say, just
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