The three’s little bear

Goldie was a bear so amber and shiny!
A cub; as adorable as a rosebud.

Making her way, lost and astray.

In the forest, gloom and darkest!

Abandoned by her family; weary and hungry!

On a log cottage she stumbled upon.

An open door she found welcome!

Over the wooden floor she padded upon.

The farmer’s wife she bumped and startled.

Down her thin apron, her porridge spoon slipped.

“Oh dear matron!” Said Goldie.

“I am so famished; I shall perish!”

“Would you allow me to dine on this porridge lost?”

“You’ll see; you’ll find my table manners … most soft!”
Said the waist-high bear, grabbing maiden’s, hips looking her up, eyes in the air.

Sporting a devilish tongue, cleaning her up didn’t take long.

A quick breath betrayed the maiden’s longing.

A pull of her skirt showed the cub, where her tongue to bring.

Warm salty flow, deep in her meadow.

Goldie was thirsty; she delved deep and strongly!

Inside the mother she found wanton desire!

Her tongue she twisted and with it made her sigh!

Lick and dip, rub and tug, nibble and tickle!

The raspy tentacle raked until throaty tremors.

Flow the flood waters flowed!

Lapped the little cub lapped!

Spread-eagled the matron felt… paws on her inner-thighs to keep the cub fed.

Shaken the farm mother said; “This golden cub’s thirst, my furrow can’t help!”

“Oh naughty Goldie!”

“Don’t you know only a devil girl-child laps upon a maiden’s thingy?”

“I know not of the devil.” Answered Goldie.

“But I can smell when a maiden is needy!”

Mom always said “Never complain of free meal out of the box!”

“But this honey-pot is just too hot!”

End parte one.
