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		Foreword

		

		The Cerulean Archives

		

		While finishing off the Cuckold Collection and No Angels Stories, I delved into my back catalogue of stories written by me before I started publishing. They were a mix of notes, scraps, ideas and stories - and as I read through them, I realised some of them were good enough to publish.

		

		So, with a bit of spit and polish and more than a hint of rewriting, here is the second in the ‘Cerulean Archives’ - Hannah’s Helping Hands.

		

		If you’re not already aware of my other books, feel free to check out my other series; ‘The Cuckold Collection’ (six novels), ‘No Angels’ (six novels and six novelettes), ‘Cerulean Erotica Presents’ (six novelettes) and ‘Sexy Season Stories’ (two novelettes), all available from your favourite digital eBook retailers.

		

		Thanks for reading and I hope you enjoy Hannah’s Helping Hands!
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		Chapter 1

		

		Everyone has a story about how they lost their virginity, but I really think that mine is a bit special. I was eighteen, not exceptionally young compared to today’s generation. The situation took a while to develop, but boy was it worth it.

		My brother Mike was three years older than me and a bit of a hit with the ladies, whereas I was still a virgin which was something he teased me about every day. Something which worked out to be quite ironic really, considering what happened.

		He’d just passed his driving test and our dad had bought him his first car, so as you can imagine, he was out almost every night in it, hanging around with his buddies and taking his ever-changing girlfriends out for ‘quiet drives.’ Of course, I knew what these quiet drives entailed and I was as jealous as hell, but I figured that in a few years my own time would come. I wasn’t a bad looking lad, if I did say so myself. Five foot nine and of average build, with dark hair and eyes, I often got attention from girls. I just didn’t know to approach them.

		Then Mike started to see one girl steadily, even bringing her home to meet our parents. Her name was Hannah, and she was a stunner. A little over five feet tall, with a beautiful petite frame, I couldn’t take my eyes off her ass the first time I saw her. She was wearing a pair of light blue jeans that were so skin-tight that they looked like they were painted on. Her straight, dark brown hair ran down to the middle of her back and framed an exceptionally pretty face with a rosebud mouth and the brightest green eyes I’d ever seen.

		If it was possible to get any more envious of my big brother than I already was, then I did from that day onwards. Hannah was just over a year older than me, and younger than Mike by roughly the same period, so being not that far apart in ages, we had quite a lot in common and once I found that I could speak in her presence I found her easy to talk to and we got on well.

		One warm summer’s day, after Mike and Hannah had been going out for a couple of months, our parents went on holiday, leaving the house in our care for two whole weeks. It was only the second time this had ever happened, and the first time around our mother had her brother; my Uncle Terry, check on us a few times through the fortnight. This time however, she trusted Mike and I enough to behave ourselves and look after the place until they came back. I knew that Mike would probably bring Hannah to stay the night, but I wasn’t prepared for what actually happened during those two weeks.

		It was only the second night that our parents had been away, when Mike and Hannah rolled back in from one of their ‘drives’ just before midnight. I had been asleep for a while, but I heard his keys rattle in the lock and at first I thought he was on his own, but when I heard whispers and giggles as they climbed the stairs I knew that Hannah was with him as well.

		“I’ll check,” I heard her say and then the bedroom door opened. I quickly closed my eyes and pretended to be sleeping. “He’s asleep,” I heard Hannah whisper and then my bedroom door clicked shut again and the giggles tailed off as they headed into Mike’s room.

		After that, I simply couldn’t sleep. Hannah was so hot, nothing short of gorgeous with her beautiful long hair, slim young figure and tight ass, and she was probably having sex with my brother right then, not twenty yards from where I was laying. As I pondered that, I heard a moan. It was quiet and muffled by the wall between the two rooms but it was definitely a moan, and a distinctly female one. Then there was a bump, and another, and another. It was probably the headboard banging as my brother screwed her.

		Another deeper moan made my dick begin to stiffen. As I listened to them, I couldn’t help but reach below the bed covers to play with myself. I felt dirty, wanking to the sound of my brother having sex, but I wasn’t thinking about him, I was imagining the beautiful Hannah, naked with her legs open, hands fondling her small breasts and stroking her nipples.

		Just as I was nearing orgasm, I realised that I didn’t have any tissues nearby. Not fancying a walk across the upstairs landing with a handful of spunk, I tucked my hard dick back into my boxer shorts and climbed out of bed, then tiptoed out of the room and towards the toilet for something to catch my cum in. Pulling off several sheets of toilet paper, I turned to head back when I noticed a glimmer of light coming from Mike’s bedroom. Walking closer, I realised that door was open. Only an inch or so, but wide enough to see through.

		I crept to the door as quietly as I could and risked a peek. I could quite clearly hear Hannah moaning so I felt safe they weren’t going to walk out and catch me. Putting an eye to the door, I saw that they had the television on, with the volume turned down quite low. Presumably this was to cover up the noises they were making, but it would have been more successful if they had turned the volume up rather than down. Still, the television had its purpose, casting a bluish light around the bedroom which was enough for me to see the lovemaking couple.

		I took a deep intake of breath when I saw them. Mike was laid on his back on the bed with the back of his head towards me, totally naked and Hannah was straddling him, facing me and almost naked except for a pretty white thong. Her body was as fabulous as I had imagined it to be; smooth, pale skin and a smallish but perfect pair of breasts. They weren’t as small as I thought though. She must wear tight bras or perhaps they were just disguised by the baggy tops she usually wore. They were just about a handful, which was enough for me in my opinion. I wasn’t an expert on breasts back then, but looking back now I would put them at around a 34B. Her puffy nipples were pink and erect in the cool night air, and pointed upwards slightly because her breasts were so perky. They looked firm too, in fact they hardly moved at all as she rocked back and forth on Mike’s dick.

		Right at that moment I would have given an arm or leg to swap places with my lucky bastard of a brother. He had his hands on Hannah’s hips, holding them as she rode him and although I could only see the top of his head from where I was, I imagined he was staring in awe at the goddess fucking him, just as I was.

		Unable to resist, I pulled my cock out of the fly of my boxer shorts and started to stroke myself as I watched them have sex. I couldn’t see Hannah’s pussy because her white thong was partially in the way. It was pulled to one side enough for Mike to get his dick inside her, but along with the shadows and the dim illumination from the television; I couldn’t see a great deal between her legs.

		Then suddenly, I froze. Hannah’s eyes were looking straight at me. I panicked and bolted straight for my room, closing the door as quietly as I could behind me and then I dived into bed, threw the covers over my head and pretended to be asleep.

		I lay there for a little while, waiting for the inevitable - Mike coming in and giving me a rollicking for spying on him and his girl, but after about fifteen minutes of waiting, I started to doubt Hannah had seen me at all. Perhaps she had just been looking in my general direction, and hadn’t actually seen me. After all, the door had only been open by an inch at most and the landing where I had been standing was pitch-dark.

		Another five minutes went by with still no angry brother storming in to kick the crap out of me, so I lay there wondering whether or not I dared to risk going for another look. In all probability there were asleep now; I hadn’t heard any noises from the room next door for some time, so I guessed that they had finished and fallen asleep.

		Curiosity got the better of me. Hannah could have fallen asleep on top of the covers, totally bare naked and I could finish the wank that I desperately needed to get rid of the huge erection I was still sporting. Toilet paper still in hand, I climbed out of bed, cock in hand once again but just as I was halfway to the door, it opened. I almost jumped out of my skin and dropping the tissue on the floor, I dived into bed again, pulling the covers right over my head. I laid there cringing for a moment, waiting for a punch or a kick, or just Mike yelling at me but all I heard was footsteps as he walked around the room. Then I remembered the tissue on the floor - how embarrassing! I could just imagine him taking it back into the bedroom and showing Hannah, while telling her what a dirty pervert his little brother was.

		“Paul?” It was Hannah’s whisper that broke the silence. Hannah! I didn’t respond, but then she whispered again, louder this time and a hand prodded me gently through the bed covers. “Paul?”

		Cringing in embarrassment, I tentatively poked my head out from beneath the covers to see Hannah standing next to the bed, alone. No angry brother, which was a good sign.

		“It’s okay. I didn’t tell him you were watching us,” Hannah gave me a reassuring smile, “In fact, I waited until he was asleep before coming to see you. I thought maybe I should have a word.”

		“I’m sorry,” I said, trying to look as contrite as I could, “I went to the toilet and heard you. Then I noticed the door was open and I wondered what was going on. I wasn’t watching or anything…”

		“Yeah right.” Hannah was wearing a long white t-shirt that looked like one of Mike’s, because it came halfway down her bare thighs. I couldn’t help wondering if she had anything on underneath.

		“I had only just looked through when you saw me,” I lied.

		“Yeah right,” she repeated, “I saw you the whole time. You were there for what? Maybe five minutes?”

		“I’m sorry,” I mumbled again, grimacing in shame, “Please don’t tell Mike.”

		“Like I said before, it’s okay,” Hannah sat on the bed next to me, giving me another reassuring smile. “It’s perfectly natural for a virgin to be curious about sex.”

		I was going to deny it, but before I could say anything she put a finger to my lips.

		“Don’t try to tell me you’re not,” she explained. “Mike’s told me and there’s nothing wrong with that, you shouldn’t be embarrassed. But spying on your brother and his girlfriend is a little bit naughty.”

		“So, can we keep this… talk… a secret?” I asked. Being so close to Hannah while she talked about sex like this wasn’t helping the painful erection I was sporting beneath the sheets and I had to adjust it with my hand. She looked down at the covers as I moved my arm and gave me a considering look.

		“Of course, it’s our little secret, but if you ever want to talk about sex or ask any questions, you know can come to me, okay?” Hannah was only just over a year and a bit older than I was, so I felt a bit patronised but I didn’t say anything. After all, she was obviously more sexually experienced than me because it certainly didn’t look like her first time from what I had seen, not the way she had ridden him with such abandon.

		“That would be great,” I said, hoping she would go and leave me so I could do something about the massive hard-on in my hand.

		“Is there anything you want to ask now, before I go?” she said, and when I shook my head vigorously she stood up and turned to leave, but then stopped and turned to face me again. I knew she didn’t have a bra on now, because she was standing at an angle to me which showed the profile of her breasts through the t-shirt. I could clearly see her nipples standing erect through the thin material.

		“Good night,” I said, trying to get her to go as my cock twitched in my hand at the sight.

		“I wasn’t going to say anything, but…” Hannah took a step towards me again, then held out her hand and I cringed again in embarrassment at the ball of screwed-up tissue which she was showing me, “I suppose I should have a word with you about this. If you’re going to play with yourself while you watch your brother and his girlfriend have sex, you should really be more careful. You could get in a lot of trouble if you get caught.”

		“I know, I’m sorry.” That was the third time I had apologised but there wasn’t any point in denying it. I had been caught pretty much red-handed. My cock was aching for a wank, and I squeezed it to try and make it go down a little bit because the way Hannah was walking towards me, she wasn’t going away just yet.
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		Chapter 2

		

		“Just be more careful if you’re going to do things like that again,” she said with a chuckle, then stopped and looked at the bed covers again. I lifted my knees up a little to try and disguise the tented shape of my arm and cock, but she had definitely noticed something. “Wait. Are you still… While I’m talking to you about..?”

		“No!” I said, but it was too late. Before I could stop her, Hannah grabbed the edge of the quilt and pulled it back, to reveal me laid there in just my boxer shorts with my dick sticking through the buttons at the front, and my hand wrapped around it.

		“You are!” she gasped, “You dirty little…”

		“I’m sorry,” I said for the third or fourth time, quickly tucking my erection back into my shorts. “I wasn’t playing with it - I was just trying to make it go down, honestly!”

		Hannah gave me an appraising sort of look, and then sat down next to me again with a sigh. “Wanking is perfectly normal; all guys do it, even Mike. But really Paul, you can’t go around doing these sorts of things, you know? Wanking while watching us is bad enough, but doing it while I’m in the room trying to talk to you about it? You’re very naughty.”

		“I wasn’t. Really, I wasn’t.” I was telling the truth now, but I had to admit that if I were in her shoes, I wouldn’t believe me either, so I gave up and just went quiet, inwardly cursing my bad luck.

		“Okay, if you say so,” Hannah gave me that smile again, as though she felt sorry for me. “I guess you got pretty worked up back there though, watching us do it. If you’re anything like your brother, once you get a hard-on, you’ve got to do something to get off, or else you’ll have it like that all day.”

		What could I say to that? I just nodded dumbly and Hannah giggled at my discomfort.

		“So I guess I should leave you to do it,” she tossed the crumpled tissue towards me, and it landed on the swollen front of my boxer shorts. “Well, there’s one thing you don’t have to worry about when you get a girlfriend,” she said, pointing at the lump.

		“Um, what?” I said, wondering what she meant.

		“Your dick? From what I saw, you don’t have to worry about it. It’s not small,” she chuckled and then when I didn’t say anything, she explained herself. “All guys worry about the size of their dicks, don’t they?”

		I had often wondered about my dick and if it was okay or not, like most guys I suppose. But I had measured it quite a few times, and at nearly seven inches I had assumed that I was okay. So it wasn’t up to the standards of some of the porn stars I had seen in dirty movies, but from what I had read on the internet, the average was from five and a half to seven inches, so I was reasonably happy with my length. The thought of a girl seeing my cock for the first time still made me nervous though, so Hannah’s words did bring a smile to my face.

		“You’ve got a nice body too,” I said, wanting to somehow repay the compliment.

		“Nah,” Hannah said, “I guess I’m all right, but I wish my boobs were bigger.”

		“No way!” I spluttered, “They’re really… lovely…” I finished lamely, wincing at my poor choice of words. Luckily Hannah didn’t seem to notice. She cupped her modest breasts in her hands, lifting and squeezing them together until her t-shirt was creased between them.

		“They should be up there, like that,” she said, looking down at her forced cleavage, “Mike says I should get them done, you know? Made bigger?”

		“No need. I think they’re fine as they are,” I insisted and Hannah smiled at me.

		“Really?” she asked, “All of the boys I’ve been with say they like women with big boobs.” She let go, and then rubbed them gently. “My nipples stick out too much as well.”

		“I’ve noticed,” I said honestly, which brought a giggle from Hannah. That boosted my confidence somewhat, enough to ask a more personal question. “Have you been with many boys then?”

		Hannah looked at me for a moment, probably wondering if she should answer and for a moment I thought perhaps I had been a bit cheeky asking and offended her, but then she gave me that beautiful grin again. “It depends how you define the word many.” When I shrugged, she continued. “Six, including Mike. I don’t know if that’s a lot for a girl my age, but hey - I like sex! Sue me.”

		“I could tell,” I said. My confidence was running really high now.

		“Cheeky,” she chuckled, “So, you liked what you saw? Enough to play with yourself, eh?”

		“Um, yeah,” I admitted, all too aware that my cock was still raging hard, and only concealed by the cotton of my boxer shorts.

		“Do you want to… you know…? Play with yourself now?” she must have noticed me glance down at myself.

		“Well, yes, but don’t go,” I said, then realised how that sounded.

		“What?” she appeared shocked at first, but then a naughty smile came on her face as she misinterpreted my words, as I knew she would.

		“No, I mean…” I struggled to explain, “I’m enjoying your company, and talking to you. I can do that afterwards, not while you’re here, I mean…”

		Hannah saved me from the agony of having to explain myself. “I know what you meant… Relax.” That naughty smile was still there though, and then she dropped a bombshell. “You can do it now though, if you like. I don’t mind.” I didn’t say anything for a moment, I was that stunned.

		“I…”

		“You weren’t so shy earlier,” she teased, “Doing it outside the bedroom door, and watching me and Mike the whole time. Besides, wouldn’t it be a turn on for you, doing it in front of me?”

		I still couldn’t say anything, so Hannah took matters into her own hands. Literally.

		“Come on Paulie,” she said and suddenly reached across and tugged down my shorts. Before I could stop her, they were around my knees and I quickly covered my erection with my hands. “I’ve already seen it, remember?” Hannah whispered. She was kneeling on the bed now, and her legs were apart so that I could almost see up under the t-shirt. Almost.

		“Naughty!” She saw me looking and lifted the t-shirt up, so I could see the front of her lacy white thong. “Sorry, I’ve got my panties on. Good try though.” Hannah took one of my hands then, prising it away from my groin although my other hand still covered my private parts. “Don’t you want to?” she asked, looking all hurt.

		“You know I do, but you’re Mike’s girlfriend and…” I really did want to, but I was too nervous.

		“Here,” she said, prising away my other hand so that my dick was in full view, then she took my fingers and wrapped them around it. “Up and down,” she purred, holding my wrist and beginning to pump my hand along my length. After a moment, she let go and I reluctantly continued to slowly stroke myself.

		“That’s it,” she giggled, “You can make yourself cum, if you want.”

		I wasn’t far off already. This was the single most erotic thing that had ever happened to me and I was loving every single moment of it. Wanting to milk the moment, I slowed my hand down even further, trying to make it last as long as possible.

		“So, you’re really a virgin?” Hannah asked, watching my cock the whole time. “What’s the most you’ve ever done with a girl?”

		“I’ve kissed a few girls, but that’s all.” Why was I being so honest? I sounded like such an idiot every time I opened my mouth, so I promised to myself to keep it shut from now on. Why couldn’t I be more like my brother? He always knew the right thing to say to girls.

		“So a girl’s never done that to you?” Hannah looked up at me, with a look of disbelief on her face. “You’ve never had a hand job?” I shook my head, feeling my cheeks burning with embarrassment. “Would you like me to? As a treat, before I go back to bed?”

		All I could do was nod. My head was spinning. Was this really happening? It most certainly was, because Hannah took off her t-shirt then, lifting it over her head and throwing it on the floor. This beautiful girl was sitting right next to me, in just a tiny pair of white panties and then she reached out and pushing my hand out of the way, took hold of my aching cock.

		“It’s bigger than your brother’s,” she whispered. “Don’t get me wrong, Mike’s great in bed; one of the best I’ve been with, but his dick could be a bit bigger. In fact, yours is probably the biggest one I’ve seen. Or maybe the second biggest. Either way, it’s a nice dick.”

		“Thanks,” I mumbled, trying to control myself as she started to stroke me up and down. The feeling was exquisite. The only problem was I knew it wouldn’t last long.

		“Shush,” she said quietly, “Just enjoy this, okay?”

		Then her other hand came across, cupping my balls and beginning to gently squeeze and roll them as her wanking hand went faster and faster along my cock. That was it. I felt the familiar, sudden rush of my orgasm and before I could warn her, I came. I looked down as streams of cum shot from the end of my cock, some landing on her hand and some on my belly.

		“Woo!” giggled Hannah excitedly, “Look at that.” She carried on jacking me off, running her hand right to the tip, so that more cum ran over her fingers and hand. Only when my cock had finished twitching and was starting to soften in her hand did she let go. Taking the tissue, she wiped her sticky hand and then tossed it onto my spunk-covered belly. “Okay, big boy. Clean yourself up and get some sleep. I better go back to bed before he wakes up and wonders where I am.”

		I was speechless, so all I could do was smile stupidly at her, as she pulled the t-shirt back on over her head, and wishing me good night, left me alone in the dark. My heart was beating so fast that it took me forever to fall asleep, but when I did, I had the dirtiest dreams I’d ever dreamt. And they all featured Hannah. What I didn’t realise at the time was that they were going to come true.
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		Chapter 3

		

		When I awoke the next morning, Hannah was gone. Their bedroom was empty when I risked a quick peek through the open door, so I wandered downstairs to find Mike getting ready for work.

		“Did you sleep okay?” he asked as I yawned, stretched and helped myself to a cup of coffee.

		“Um, yeah,” I said, trying not to give anything away. I knew he was making sure that I hadn’t heard him and Hannah at it last night, and I decided to spare him any embarrassment. A more relevant question would be if he had heard anything – I couldn’t remember making any noise as Hannah wanked me off, but I thought I should check. “How about you?”

		“I slept great,” Mike said with a grin, before taking a big bite of the slice of toast he had just finished buttering. I knew what that grin meant, but again I kept my mouth shut. I was dying to ask about Hannah but I couldn’t because I wasn’t supposed to know that she had slept here last night.

		We sat in silence after that until Mike went to work, and I was left to wonder when I might see her again.

		

		* * *

		

		I didn’t have to wait too long. That night Hannah came around, and while Mike was looking for his car keys I managed to have a quick word with her, out of earshot of my big brother.

		“Um, about last night…” I stammered but Hannah interrupted me.

		“I’m sorry,” she said, “I was a bit drunk and I guess I shouldn’t have teased you like I did.”

		“No!” I said, slightly louder than I intended. I glanced at Mike but he was still in the other room, hunting through the settee cushions for his keys. “No, I was about to say thank you. I… enjoyed it, and…”

		Hannah spared my blushes. “It’s fine,” she smiled at me warmly. “Let’s just keep it our secret, okay?”

		“No problem,” I smiled back. “I just thought that, maybe, if you ever perhaps, stop over again, then…” I was stuttering like a total idiot and again Hannah came to my rescue.

		“If I do sleep here again, like I might be doing tomorrow night,” she whispered, also glancing at the still-searching Mike, “Then I’ll see if I can leave the bedroom door open again for you. Maybe by watching, you’ll learn something useful for the future. But as for doing what I did last night, that was strictly a one-off. It was wrong of me to do what I did, you understand?”

		“Totally,” I replied, trying to hide the feeling of disappointment rising in my gut. Mike had found the keys and was now jingling them on his finger as he waited by the front door. The gorgeous Hannah gave me a hidden wink as she left, and I was left trying to console myself that watching them fuck was better than nothing at all.

		

		* * *

		

		The next day came and as promised Hannah turned up, this time dressed up to the nines ready for Mike to take her out. Mike had mentioned to me earlier that they were going uptown for a drink.

		“Don’t wait up for me,” he’d said with one of his smug smiles, “I’ll be home pretty late because we’re going to a club.”

		I was sat in the front room watching some TV, when Hannah came in and sat down on the chair opposite.

		“Hi,” was all she said, then after a moment she spoke again with mirth in her voice. “You can close your mouth now, if you like?”

		“Oh, sorry,” I hadn’t realised I was staring and I turned my attentions back to the television, cheeks burning hot. She looked fantastic; so hot that I felt my dick hardening in my pants. She was wearing a silver dress that came down in a ‘v’ at the front, low enough that I could see some of the lacy white material of her bra; the bit that held the two cups together. The dress was short too, only coming midway down her thighs, showing off her slim, bare legs. A pair of similarly coloured high-heels and silver jewellery at her neck and wrists finished off her outfit to perfection.

		“So are you going anywhere nice?” I asked Mike as he came into the room.

		“Just going around town for a drink, then maybe to a club,” he repeated then stopped and stared at Hannah just as I had been doing a moment before. “Wow! You look stunning, babe.”

		“Why, thank you,” said Hannah before Mike turned back to me.

		“Remember Paulie, don’t wait up!” he said as they left but before they did, Hannah looked over her shoulder and winked at me again.

		No matter what my brother said, I most certainly would be waiting up.

		

		* * *

		

		One of my friends came over that night and we shared pizza and played a few games on the PlayStation for a while but my mind was elsewhere the whole time. After he left, sometime before midnight, I hung around for a little while wondering what might lay in store and then finally went to bed, reading for a bit to pass the time until my brother came home, hopefully with a drunken Hannah in tow.

		I tried to stay awake after putting the book down but by two in the morning I was so tired that I dropped off, however I was awoken a hour later by the noise of keys rattling around in the door downstairs, and then a familiar male and female voice, both giggling and whispering.

		My heart was thumping in my chest as I heard them come upstairs, and just the same as last time I heard the door creak open. I lay there as still as I could, trying to keep my breathing deep and even as though I was asleep.

		“He’s bang out,” I heard Mike say.

		“Come on then,” whispered Hannah and then the door closed, leaving me once more in the silence of the darkened bedroom. The only noise was the beating of my excited heart, which sounded like a drum pounding in my ears. I gave it a good five minutes or so, until their whispers disappeared from the landing, and then just as I was starting to wonder if they had fallen asleep or something there began the familiar squeaks from the bed and a series of muffled female moans. They were at it again.

		Trying to be as quiet as possible, I got out of bed and quietly opened the door to the landing. It was pitch-black, so I shuffled my feet along in the direction of Mike’s room, making sure I didn’t trip over anything in the dark. Reaching the door, I leaned in close but disappointment hit me squarely in the face as I realised that it was closed. I listened for a moment and although I couldn’t hear the bed squeaking now I could still hear Hannah moaning, now louder and more urgent. Satisfied that they were well into their session and hopefully their attentions fixed firmly upon each other, I risked a soft push on the door but again I was disappointed when I found it firmly closed. I tried the handle as gently as I could, but as soon as it began to turn it made a clicking noise and I stopped immediately.

		Damn it! I had been looking forward to this ever since the other night, and to be denied like this was gut-wrenching. My cock had been hard from a combination of anticipation and the sounds coming from the room, but I felt so let down now that it went soft even as I continued to listen to the thumps, groans and moans coming from within the room.

		I listened for a few minutes, but listening alone didn’t cut it for me. Sadly, I shuffled back into my room, quietly closing the door and got into bed. I thought about having a wank, but I felt so gloomy that I just lay there and despite the sounds of sex emanating through the wall I soon dropped off.

		

		* * *

		

		“Paul? Paul? Wake up.”

		At first I thought I dreaming, but then I heard the voice again.

		“Paulie?”

		I opened one eye to see Hannah standing at the food of the bed.

		“What time is it?” I rubbed my eyes and looked at the clock on top of my chest of drawers. My vision was blurred with sleep.

		“Half past four,” whispered Hannah, “I’m so sorry.”

		“Huh?” I said, hauling myself into a sitting position. “Sorry? What for?”

		“Mike closed the door,” she said quietly. Hannah moved a little closer, standing right in front of me. It was dark in the bedroom but enough moonlight was filtering in through the thin curtains for me to see her clearly. She was wearing just one of Mike’s shirts, so big that it covered her almost down to her knees, but even dressed like that she looked stunning. It was impossible to tell what colour the shirt was but it was pale, maybe light grey or blue so her long, tousled, dark hair stood out in stark contrast where it flowed loosely around her shoulders. The shirt was only loosely buttoned down the front, flaring open at the chest and revealing the inner slopes of her modest breasts. I sat upright, dressed only in my boxer shorts and I adjusted the bed covers where they were bunched around my waist to make sure that she wouldn’t see my growing erection.

		“I heard you try the door,” she continued, “Don’t worry - Mike didn’t notice or hear anything - he was a bit lost in what he was doing to me,” Hannah gave me a naughty smile.

		“What was he doing?” I couldn’t help but ask.

		“Wouldn’t you like to know? Cheeky!” Hannah giggled, “Oh, I should tell you, I suppose, seeing as I did break my promise to let you watch.” She sat on the edge of the bed right next to me, the unbuttoned bottom of the shirt opening up momentarily to reveal the uppermost parts of her thighs. For a moment I thought I saw a flash of bare skin between her legs, but she pulled the shirt closed before I could really see.

		“Do you know what the sixty-nine position is?” she whispered in the darkness, her eyes bright as she looked at me.

		“Of course I do,” I said somewhat indignantly. I was young and a virgin, but I wasn’t an idiot. “I’ve seen porno movies and stuff.”

		“Well,” she giggled again, “I was sucking him and he was licking me when I heard the door handle click. I guessed it was you and I felt really bad.”

		I shrugged, feeling increasingly uncomfortable as my dick grew harder beneath the quilt. “I could hear you moaning, so I didn’t think you would notice.”

		“My head was at the end of the bed nearest the door, and I’ve got good hearing,” Hannah explained, “I bet you were listening, weren’t you? Were you playing with yourself, like before? While you listened to us?”

		“I, um… no.” I hadn’t played with myself – I wasn’t lying but I didn’t want to tell her the reason; that I had been upset and disappointed, because that would make me look a bit of a sap.

		“Really?” Hannah looked at me skeptically, “Not even when you could hear us having sex? He gave it to me really good tonight. Hard and fast, just how I like it. I think you would have enjoyed watching.” I knew she was teasing me, I could tell by the half-smile that was tugging up one corner of her full-lipped mouth. It was hard to tell in the dim light, but it looked as if she still had her make-up on. Smoky, dark eye shadow made her bright green eyes look almost luminous.

		“I was looking forward to seeing you again,” I said somewhat lamely, “You know – doing it?” My dick was throbbing, it was that hard now.

		“I didn’t tell you this last time,” she whispered, “But you watching last time made me feel really naughty. It turned me on a little bit.”

		“Really?”

		“Yes, really. I shouldn’t be saying this,” Hannah suddenly berated herself; “I’m drunk. This is all wrong. You’re Mike’s brother and…” She stood up, turning and walking away.

		“Please don’t go,” I urged her and she stopped and looked at me. I didn’t know quite what to say but I had to stop her from leaving. Something was going to happen tonight.

		It had to.
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		Chapter 4

		

		“I won’t tell Mike, not ever, I promise. It’s just that I really like you and well… I’m curious and want to learn… stuff… you know? I…” I knew I was babbling and so I was relieved when Hannah turned to face me again and silenced me by putting a slender finger to my lips.

		“Sshhhh,” she whispered, “You’ll wake you know who!”

		“I’m sorry,” I whispered back, when she finally moved the finger and sat back down.

		“It’s okay,” she looked down at the shirt she was wearing, rearranging it to cover her exposed thighs again, “You want to learn… what? About sex? Do you mean by watching us?”

		“Well, y-y-yeah, I suppose,” I stuttered, “And what you did to me the other night, making me squirt and everything, well that’s the first time a girl’s ever done that to me, and the first time I’ve seen a girl…”

		“Naked?” Hannah cut me off just as I was starting to babble again, “I know. I could tell. I’m sorry Paul, When I saw you watching the other night, I knew I should tell you off but it felt sort of naughty and so I let it carry on when I shouldn’t. And now, even though I know I shouldn’t be here, here I am, teasing you like this which is really, really wrong…”

		She took a deep breath, and I guessed she was doing her best to think straight, knowing she was drunk. “It’s wrong of me to tease you if I’m not going to do anything,” she whispered as though she was talking to herself, “You’re a really nice kid, a virgin as well and I’m just acting like a nasty prick-teasing bitch.”

		“No, you’re not,” I told her, “I really appreciate what you did the other night. You weren’t a… what did you call it? - a prick tease? – the other night. You’re a nice person, well I think so anyway.”

		“Oh, thank you,” said Hannah softly, “But I’m being a prick-tease tonight, aren’t I? I’m just drunk… and still horny… I suppose.”

		“I thought you said Mike gave it to you good tonight?” I asked.

		“He did, but…” Hannah shrugged then changed the subject suddenly, “I guess I should go to bed, but it’s unfair of me to leave you without doing anything, especially the way I’ve been teasing you.”

		“So…?” I didn’t want to actually ask her for a wank. No, that would just be plain cheeky, but I really, really wanted her to do it again. I didn’t say anything; I just sat there and hoped.

		“So…” Hannah stood up, which for a moment lowered my hopes, but then she reached up and unbuttoned the shirt. At first she just let the shirt fall open, and then she shrugged her shoulders, letting it fall down her arms and on to the floor. She was totally naked beneath it. “No knickers this time.”

		“Yeah,” I managed to say, “I can see that.”

		Hannah climbed on to the bed, kneeling at the side of me. “Have you ever seen a girl’s pussy? You know, up close?”

		I couldn’t speak. All I could do was shake my head, as she moved across the bed so that she was right in front of me. She sat down between my feet and then opened her legs so that her feet were wide apart, her legs looped over mine.

		“Do you still like my body?” Hannah asked, putting her arms behind her and leaning back so that I could see her fully. Her breasts were small but perfectly shaped, the pink nipples puffy and erect in the cool air. My gaze moved down, savouring every inch of her flawless skin until it came to rest between her legs. Although I had seen her fucking my brother just two nights ago, because of the angle they were at I hadn’t been able to see much of her pussy. It was smooth, almost hairless apart from a thin landing strip of fine, dark hair, no wider than my finger which ran from the top of her small, tight-looking slit upwards about two inches or so.

		“You shave it,” I commented, not knowing what else to say.

		“Yep,” she said, looking down between her open thighs. “A lot of girls do nowadays. The boys love it. I used to shave it all off, but now I like to keep a little bit of hair.” Hannah ran a hand down to her pussy, rubbing her fingers through the thin line of pubes, ruffling them up slightly.

		I leaned forward to see better, and Hannah moved the hand in front of me, like a barrier.

		“No touching,” she warned, “You can look but not touch, okay?”

		“Yes, sure,” I said. “I wasn’t going to touch. I was simply moving in for a better look and trying to get a little more comfortable.”

		“You can play with yourself, if you like,” Hannah’s hand went back to her pussy again, rubbing herself softly, “I don’t mind. You can make yourself cum, while you look at me.”

		“Um,” I wasn’t sure if I was comfortable doing that, but Hannah didn’t give me much choice. She jumped off the bed, and grabbing the covers, she yanked them away and onto the floor. “Uh, okay.”

		“Take your shorts off,” she asked softly, “I bet you’re all hard.”

		“Uh, okay,” I repeated, and did as I was told, throwing my boxers to the floor to join the quilt. I was rock-hard, but I didn’t feel as embarrassed as I might have because she had already seen it the other night.

		“Ooooh,” she giggled, climbing back to the bed and sitting back where she had before, spreading her legs once more. “Go on then – if you want to, that is.” Hannah wiggled her hips at me, suggestively.

		I took my cock in my hand, and began to slowly tug it up and down, enjoying the moment. I couldn’t believe my luck. Here I was, stark naked with a beautiful girl in the same state, her legs wide open and my dick only a couple of feet – if that – from her bare pussy.

		While I wanked, Hannah started to rub herself again with one hand, her eyes fixed on my dick. After a couple of minutes, she told me to stop.

		“I’m going to give you a treat,” she said suddenly.

		“What?” I asked but Hannah didn’t answer. She didn’t need to. She sat up and moving on to her knees, she leaned forward towards me. Instinctively, I leaned back and watched as her head moved towards my dick. I moved my hand as she replaced it with hers.

		“Just don’t squirt in my mouth,” she warned, “I hate it when guys do that; it tastes vile. Tell me when, okay?”

		Was this really happening? I wanted to pinch myself, but as her lips wrapped itself around the tip of my dick, I realised this was no dream. The warm wetness of her mouth felt like nothing I had ever experienced before.

		“Oh my god,” I whispered, making Hannah giggle – a stifled giggle with a mouthful of dick. She still had her hand around the base of my cock as she worked her lips slowly downwards, her tongue flicking against the tip, but she moved her hand away as she took more of me into her mouth. Then she raised her head up, moved it down and then continued to bob up and down like that along my length.

		It was so exquisite that it was almost unbearable. My first blow job. Without realising it, my hand moved down to her head, pushing her deeper on to me and my hips started to buck, thrusting into her mouth. After a moment, she pulled away, leaving me gasping with shock as the cool air hit my wet dick.

		“Don’t ram your dick down a girl’s throat,” she reprimanded me gently, “It’s the cardinal sin for most girls. It’s nice sometimes to suck a dick, but no one wants to gag on it, okay?”

		“Sorry,” I panted, “I won’t do it again.”

		Then Hannah took me in her mouth again, and while I did start to fuck her face again, I did it very slowly and restrained with the minimum amount of movement I could manage. Finally after another couple of minutes, I felt myself about to explode.

		“I’m gonna…” was all I managed to say, but it was enough. Hannah yanked her head away, grabbing my cock and wanking it straight upwards as my spunk shot out, splattering up my lower belly and running into my pubes. She kept stroking my pulsing dick until every last drop of sticky white cum had been milked from me, and then she wiped her hands on the bed sheet, and moved back into her sitting position.

		“Do you mind if I cum?” she asked, carrying on without waiting for an answer, “You can watch?”

		I was that out of breath I couldn’t answer, so I just nodded and managed to haul myself into a sitting position so I could see. Hannah’s hand moved south, and began to rub harder on her slit, her fingers slipping into the wet crack of her pussy occasionally. Then she used just one finger, now wet with her juices, to rub the little pink bud that had started to protrude from the top of her tight crack. I watched entranced as she closed her eyes and fingered herself right in front of me, slim legs wide open and her head tossed back. Some of her dark hair had fallen into her face; the rest tumbled down loosely, framing her beautiful features and sweeping over her slender shoulders. To me, right at that moment, she was a goddess.

		And then she came. At first, I didn’t know what was happening. She seemed to convulse, thrusting her hips up off the bed, her hand rubbing her pussy frantically in rapid circular movements. Her legs began to shake and she let out a quiet but deep, long moan as she thrust her hips forward one last time. Then she sagged to the bed, with a huge smile on her face. Her chest was flushed bright pink, a crimson patch between her breasts and I saw a trickle of sweat run down her stomach from one of her petite breasts even though it was cool in the bedroom.

		“Wow,” she said breathlessly, after a moment or two. Then she raised her head to look at me. “Did you enjoy that?”

		“Hell, yeah,” I said enthusiastically.

		“Did you learn what to do?” she asked, as she rolled off the bed, and began to wrap Mike’s shirt around her once again. “Did you see what I did? I rubbed my clitoris – that’s the most sensitive part of any girl’s body.”

		“Okay. I think I got it,” I replied. Would she be willing to let me practice on her sometime, I wondered?

		“Okay,” Hannah leaned in and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. “I enjoyed tonight.”

		“Me too,” I said. She had kissed me!

		“I’ll be stopping over again this weekend,” she announced with one of her winks.

		“Yeah?”

		“Yep,” she smiled and then with one last look over her shoulder, she slipped out the room as quietly as she had entered.

		I looked down at the mess on my belly. The cum was already drying, matting together my tangle of curly, dark pubic hairs. I got up and quietly went to the bathroom to clean up before returning to bed. Firstly, Hannah had wanked me off, now she had sucked me and even played with herself and orgasmed while I watched. What lay in store for me this weekend?

		Not even in my wildest dreams could I ever have imagined what was to come.
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		Chapter 5

		

		After my first hand job, I was hoping for more and was surprised when our second secret session involved her giving me a mind-blowing blow job. Another first for me, and the most amazing thing that had ever happened during my whole life at that time.

		So as you might imagine, I was looking forward to the forthcoming weekend, when Hannah told me she was staying over again. She had promised to leave the door open to the bedroom so that I could watch her and my brother fuck, but I was hoping for another hand or blow job afterwards with a bit of luck. But I really wasn’t expecting what did happen on that fateful Saturday night.

		Our parents were away on holiday, and had stocked up the freezer before they went but amazingly, by that weekend, me and Mike had somehow munched our way through most of the food in there. As a result, Mike had to use the ‘emergency money’ to go to do a shop on the Saturday morning. Hannah went with him, even managing to look beautiful in just a plain white t-shirt and her usual skin-tight jeans. When they came back, laden with shopping bags, I went into the kitchen to help them unpack and put the stuff away.

		“Are you still going out tonight?” I asked innocently, and I saw Hannah glance at me with a small smile on her face. She knew why I was asking.

		“Yes, Paulie boy,” Mike confirmed. “It might be a late one again.” Then he turned to Hannah, who was trying to find where we put the tinned food. “We’re meeting up with the lads tonight, if that’s okay?”

		“Are there going to be some other girls there?” asked Hannah, “I hate being the only girl.”

		“Yeah, I think Sam’s bringing his girlfriend,” Mike reassured her, “And maybe some others. Don’t worry, I won’t leave you out like last time. I promise.”

		While Mike’s back was turned, Hannah looked at me, nodded and mouthed silently, “Okay, I’ll try.”

		I gave her a discreet thumbs-up, and then we went back to putting the shopping away before Mike could see our secret communication. Once finished, Mike took Hannah out for the afternoon and that was the last I saw of her until later. Mike was picking her up this time, so before she left I said, “See you later,” aiming the comments at Mike, but of course it was meant for his girlfriend. Hannah picked up on that and gave me one of her little winks that I had grown to love so much.

		That night, I was full of anticipation, excitement and not a small amount of nervousness too. I was scared that I might be disappointed again like last time when Mike had shut the bedroom door, denying me even a peek. Hannah had come into the bedroom later and made it up to me, but I really wanted to watch them fuck again. I knew I’d never get a chance to screw Hannah myself, so seeing her get fucked by Mike was the next best thing. If I got a hand job or a blow job afterwards, then that was a bonus, but this particular night, all I really wanted was to see some sex.

		It was half past eleven, and I wasn’t expecting Mike and Hannah to come home until well past midnight, so when they returned they caught me in the room watching some late night TV. Luckily, I wasn’t watching a porno movie, which I often did when my parents were out.

		More to my surprise, Mike and Hannah weren’t alone. His friend Steve followed them in through the door with a six pack of beers under his arm and then his friend Joe, who I didn’t know so well, came in with a good-looking blonde girl on his arm. Finally, another guy walked in, asking where the toilet was and then dashing off to relieve himself. Within just a few minutes, it was obvious that they were all pretty drunk - with the exception of Joe, who I was informed was the designated driver for the night. Steve was shouting instead of talking, both Hannah and Mike were staggering all over the place, and Joe’s girlfriend had a severe case of the giggles.

		The mood was a happy one as the mini-party started, the guys and girls raiding the newly stocked fridge for food and booze, but just as I was opening a can of beer that Steve had thrown my way, Mike did his best to spoil it.

		“Hey,” he said, grabbing the beer from my hand, “That’s not for you.”

		“Huh?” I asked, “Why?”

		“My fault,” said Steve, looking every bit as surprised as I felt, “I didn’t think you’d mind. He’s old enough isn’t he?”

		“Yes,” said Mike but he didn’t give me the beer back, “But that’s not the point. He’s my little brother and he should be in bed by now.”

		“I’m not a kid, you know?” I almost shouted at Mike, but he stood his ground. “Mum and Dad left me in charge, Paul, so you do what I say. Now go. Hit the sheets.”

		The rest of the guys had walked away, leaving us to our family argument but I did see Hannah staring over at me. I felt slightly humiliated and when the realisation that Hannah was there hit me, the feeling escalated to me feeling like a complete idiot. My cheeks burning red hot, I stormed out of the room and upstairs. I lay in bed for a while, absolutely fuming but there wasn’t anything I could do. Mike was right, our parents had left him in charge, and it was late but I’d been hoping that, for once, my big brother might include me in something. I put on some music, loud enough to drown out the sounds coming from downstairs but not too loud to wake the neighbours and settled down on the bed to read for a bit, but I couldn’t concentrate. I changed into my pyjamas and got into bed but after an hour or so of trying to relax and go to sleep, curiosity got the better of me and I decided to and see if the party was still in full swing.

		Quickly changing back into my jeans and t-shirt I headed downstairs in the pretense of needing a drink and I was halfway down the stairs when I realised it was actually pretty quiet. Briefly, I wondered if some of them had gone home, but then I heard a huge round of laughter, a cheer and then some enthusiastic applause.

		“More!” shouted one of the lads. What were they up to? I grabbed a glass of water from the kitchen, and then eased open the closed door to the living room, just enough to peek through.

		What I saw shocked me to the core. The six of them were all still here, four guys and two girls, but they were all sitting down now, in a big circle at the far end of the front room. Each of them, apart from Joe, had a drink in their hand, bottles, glasses or cans but one empty bottle was laid on the floor in the centre of the circle. I didn’t understand what they were doing at first, but when a shirtless Steve leaned forward and gave the bottle a spin, I realised they were playing ‘spin the bottle.’ The most shocking thing was that Steve wasn’t the only one shirtless. All the boys except for the kid whose name I didn’t know were without their shirts, although they all had their jeans or trousers on. The two girls weren’t as fortunate. Joe’s girlfriend was just in her bra and panties, a matching white set, and poor Hannah was faring even worse. She had only a black pair of panties on, but was covering her bare breasts with her arms firmly folded across her chest.

		The beer bottle was still spinning on its side, until finally it came to rest, pointing at Joe. The other five all cheered as Joe stood up, unbuckled his belt and dropped his jeans. He had a pair of tight Calvin Klein boxer shorts on, and Steve immediately started ribbing his friend about the obvious hard-on that he was sporting beneath.

		I kept watching, and it seemed that the rules of the game were that each time they spun the bottle, the forfeit alternated between necking a shot or taking off an article of clothing because when Joe spun the bottle next and it landed on Steve, Joe’s girlfriend poured him a rather large shot of Jack Daniels, which he duly downed while the others cheered.

		So was the next spin for an article of clothing? I watched as Steve, still grimacing from the large glass of whisky that he had just consumed, spun the bottle on its side once more. Round and round it went, slowing as it pointed at Hannah and then creeping around slowly to land finally on the blonde girl.

		“Lisa! Lisa! Lisa!” the others all started to chant and clap encouragingly, except for Hannah. She chanted as loud as the rest of them, but she kept her arms folded across her modest breasts. The blonde, Lisa, turned bright red in the face, but duly stood and unclasped her bra, letting it slip down off her shoulders and then as carefully as she could, she removed it with one hand while trying to cover herself with the other. She was partially successful, but before she dropped it to the floor behind her, and then covered herself with both hands, I got a clear glimpse of her full, round breasts and small, pink nipples. Lisa looked about the same age as Hannah, but her tits were a lot bigger, hanging down a little whereas Hannah’s smaller breasts were much perkier. All that could be seen of Hannah’s was her forced cleavage, exaggerated by the way she was crushing them with her folded arms.

		I watched for another ten minutes or so. Hannah lost next, and had to down a shot of whisky just like Steve had before her. Somehow, she managed to keep her breasts covered while she did so, despite the lads’ best efforts to make her give them all a flash. Then Joe lost again, the guy who was just in his shorts. At first he complained, saying that this wasn’t fair, and even going so far as to accuse a very amused Hannah of cheating, as it was her that had spun the bottle, but after a minute or so he gave up, and pulled down his boxer shorts to reveal a long, hard dick that pointed straight out in front of him. Everyone laughed again, and Joe gave them all a comical dance, waving his erection in the two girls’ faces, making them both jump out of the way in fits of giggles. As Hannah ducked out of the way of his swinging prick, her hands slipped from her breasts for a moment, giving the lads all a good if somewhat brief look at her firm, small tits. That of course, got another loud cheer until Hannah managed to recover, sitting there blushing demurely.

		“So what now?” asked a naked Joe as he sat back down. “Can I get dressed?”

		“You’re out of the game but you have to stay there like that until the game’s over,” replied Mike, taking a long swig of beer.

		“Which is when?” asked Lisa.

		“When there’s only one person left with any clothes on,” Mike explained, “They take the cash, but until then everyone who is out has to stay naked.” It was only then that I noticed a small pile of money, a few five pound notes and some pound coins, off to one side of where they were all sitting.

		“Right,” said Joe, “Can I get some more beers in the meantime though?” When Mike nodded, the naked Joe got up and headed towards the kitchen, from where I was watching, so I had to depart quickly. I shot upstairs as quickly but as quietly as I could and gave it five minutes before returning. When I did, the kitchen door was left fully open, so it was much harder for me to peek through without being spotted. I risked a sneaky look, to see that the guys were all in their boxer shorts too, and Hannah was now completely naked. She was kneeling on the floor, legs shut tight together so that the lads couldn’t see much and her arms were once again folded across her chest. I cursed silently because I would have loved to have seen her take her knickers down in front of the four guys and Lisa. Then suddenly, Mike got up.

		“I’m going to go check on my pain-in-the-arse little brother,” he announced, and strode straight towards me. I ran up the stairs and dived into bed fully clothed, pulling the bed quilt around my neck tightly so he wouldn’t notice. A few moments later, I heard Mike walk in to the room, pausing for a moment and then he left, the door closing with a click behind him.

		I didn’t get up straight away, giving it a few minutes before daring to sneak back downstairs. Unfortunately, one of the guys was walking around in the kitchen; I couldn’t tell who from the back, but his semi-hard dick was swinging between his legs. I went back to my room, getting changed into my pyjama bottoms in case I got spotted walking around on the stairs or landing and after another short wait I ventured downstairs for another look but again the kitchen was occupied by a naked male. By the time I went back to the bedroom, gave it five minutes and went again, the kitchen was once again occupied, but this time by a fully dressed Hannah and Lisa. The game must have ended.

		I walked back to my room, somewhat glum that I had missed out on the fun, but hopeful that maybe the others would now go home and Mike and Hannah might come to bed. I got into bed, and indeed fifteen minutes or so later, I heard a round of ‘goodbyes’ and ‘see you soons’ from downstairs, and then the front door banged shut a couple of times, as the people left.

		Some ten minutes later, I heard the music downstairs cease, and then Hannah’s familiar giggling as Mike brought her upstairs. I was starting to get excited as I heard Mike say he was going to check on me, and I lay there with my heart thumping excitedly again as I heard someone first enter and then leave the room, closing the door quietly behind them.

		Leave the door open. Leave the door open. Leave the door open… I repeated it over and over in my mind like a mantra, trying to will Mike or Hannah to leave me a gap to see through. By the time I was thinking about climbing silently out of bed, I was hopeful because I hadn’t heard the sound of their door closing at all but I wasn’t going to move until I could hear them fucking. Only when I knew they were doing something would I feel safe enough to risk a look.

		I seemed to be lying there in bed for ages, only hearing the occasional muffled voice through the wall before finally it went quiet; the lull before the storm, and then the first female moan drifted through from next door. My cock instantly went hard. Was the door open? I couldn’t wait to find out, but I waited a little longer until Hannah’s quiet moans became regular - a repeated pattern of ‘oh, oh, oh,’ before I pulled the sheets back and tiptoed out on to the pitch-black landing.

		It took a moment for my eyes to adjust, but then my heart missed a beat out of pure excitement when I saw a dim glimmer of light coming from the direction of Mike’s bedroom. A thin vertical slash of light between the door and the frame, but wide enough to see through. Carefully I shuffled nearer, the sound of Hannah’s gentle moaning getting louder as I approached. Just as I reached the door, Mike’s voice became audible too.

		“Go on, baby,” I heard him say, “Suck that big cock.” My brother had such a high opinion of himself, it would be hilarious if he was to find out that his little brother was better endowed than him.

		I looked through the door then stepped away from the door in surprise.

		There was no way I’d just seen what I thought I’d just seen.
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		Chapter 6

		

		I looked through the door again, making sure that I wasn’t hallucinating. Hannah was on all fours on the bed, totally naked but facing away from me. Her gorgeous arse was pointing straight towards the door, but I couldn’t see anything of her pussy underneath because of the shadows. The only light was the dim yellow glow of the street lights outside, filtering in through the thin curtains that were dragged unevenly across the windows, probably in haste by one of the two men sharing the room with her.

		Two men.

		Hannah was sucking a dick. A big dick, and it didn’t belong to my brother.

		“She gives great head, doesn’t she?” said my brother, who was kneeling on the bed next to Hannah and opposite his friend Steve, the recipient of the blow job. Mike had one hand on his own stiff cock, tugging it while he watched Hannah suck his buddy. His other hand was underneath her belly, and as my eyes adjusted to the low light I saw his fingers playing with her clitoris between her slightly parted legs, causing the little moans she kept letting out around Steve’s dick.

		“Oh, yeah,” said Steve. He had one hand in her hair, guiding her head backwards and forwards along his length. I couldn’t see it all, but his dick looked pretty big. Maybe not as long or as thick as mine, but bigger than Mike’s for sure. “Yeah, that’s it, take it all in.” He pulled Hannah’s head right onto his dick, and I saw her try to pull away as she gagged a little, but Steve’s big hand held her head right there. “Fuck, yeah!”

		He was committing Hannah’s cardinal sin of blow jobs - gagging the girl. What an idiot.

		“Deep throating?” Mike chuckled to his girlfriend, who in response swung a hand sideways at him and smacked him on the leg. Steve let go of her head then, and Hannah pulled away, gasping for breath.

		“Are you trying to choke me to death?” she said, but she wasn’t really upset because she had a huge grin on her face. She studied the big dick still levelled at her face, which I estimated as being slightly smaller than mine. “That’s thing’s too big for that sort of stuff. I can handle Mike’s mini but yours is too much. I’m only petite, you know?”

		“Not too petite to fuck it though?” said Steve, which made my brother laugh even though he had just been insulted about the size of his dick. Hannah moved so that she was kneeling next to Mike. She looked gorgeous in the dim amber light; her dark hair was all tousled and tangled, messed up by Steve’s hands. Her small breasts looked perky and her puffy, pink nipples were stiff and erect, either from the cool night air or the excitement of the threesome she was facing.

		Both of the guys were naked too, but annoyingly my view was blocked by Steve’s hairy backside as he moved up the bed to join Mike and his beautiful girlfriend. Although his body blocked most of my view, I saw him reach down between her knees, which Hannah parted obligingly for him as his hand went to her pussy. Mike stood up on the bed, and offered her his smaller, less hairy dick and Hannah wrapped her full lips around it, just as she started to moan a little at whatever Steve’s fingers were doing between her legs. The scene was so erotic that I couldn’t help but slip a hand into my pyjama bottoms, taking my rock-hard cock into my hand and beginning to pump myself slowly.

		After a few minutes, Steve pushed Hannah backwards onto the bed and Mike moved so that Hannah could lie out on her back. Steve waited as she edged upwards until her head was on the pillow, and then he pushed her legs further apart, giving me a clear view of her pussy for the first time tonight. It was just the same as when I had seen it last, a tight, totally hairless slit but with a small tuft of dark, fine pubes above the bud of her clit and a half-inch wide strip stretching upwards over her mound. I also noticed that her small breasts almost disappeared when she lay down.

		Steve knelt between her parted legs, partially obscuring the view but I could still see her pussy and I watched in fascination as he slipped first one, then two fingers inside her. As he began to work them in and out of her, I could see her juices glistening wet, both around her little crack and on his fingers and knuckles as he thrust them in and out of her tiny hole.

		“Don’t you just want to fuck her?” Mike said. He was stood next to his friend, watching as intently as I was.

		“Hannah?” asked Steve, pausing for a moment in his finger-fucking of her. Hannah didn’t answer. She took a hold of the hand which was hovering above her pussy, and pulled him towards and then on top of her. As his weight settled on her, I heard the soft wet noises of them beginning to kiss and then his backside began to move up and down, as Hannah wrapped her legs around him.

		“Oh, oh…” she began to moan again, as Steve screwed her. I moved a little, making sure to keep my brother in view. I could only see him from the back, but I could see his right arm moving as he played with himself while he watched his friend fuck his girl.

		To say I was shocked and stunned would be a huge understatement. If Hannah was my girlfriend I wouldn’t let any other man within a hundred yards of her, but here was Mike not only letting his friend fuck her, but watching and presumably enjoying it by the way he was tossing himself off rapidly.

		Even more surprising though, in a night full of surprises, was that Hannah seemed to be going along it quite willingly. Apart from when Steve had stuck his dick right down her throat, not once had she seemed uncomfortable with the situation, or tried to stop what was happening. In fact, from the way she had quite willingly opened her legs and wrapped them around the tall, broad Steve, she seemed to be as much up for this as they were. I remembered her words, the first night she had come to me.

		“I just like sex.” She hadn’t been kidding.

		“Oh! Fuck me! Oh! Oh!” She was groaning loudly now and Steve was panting as he started to screw her harder and faster. I saw Mike move to the side of the bed, and Hannah craned her neck so that she could reach his dick with her mouth.

		“I’m going to stop,” I heard Steve say, “Otherwise I’m going to cum, and I don’t want to yet. Do you want to take over?”

		“Get out of my way,” said Mike, as a sweating Steve climbed off the bed, “Get back on all fours, babe.”

		Hannah did as she was told, and Mike pulled her backwards towards the edge of the bed, so that he could fuck her standing up where he was. Hannah was facing me now, and I saw her glance towards the door. At first I wasn’t sure if she could see me because it was so dark on the landing, but then she smiled and winked. As Mike started to screw her from behind, I moved so that my cock was in line with the gap in the door, and I stroked myself as fast as I could. I saw her face change as Mike began to do her hard, the smile fading into a look that I could only describe as lust. She began to bite her bottom lip, and I saw her eyes glance downwards. Could she see my cock? Could she see me wanking myself? I edged nearer the door, so she could see it better. I was so intent on what I was doing and watching that I almost didn’t see Steve approaching the door.

		“I’m going to get a beer and cool down for a minute,” he said, stopping right in front of the door. “Either of you want one?”

		I ran. I didn’t even try to be quiet, I just flew across the landing and jumped into bed, where I wrapped the covers around me. I was sure that neither of the guys had seen me, but I stayed there as still as I could to make sure. It was a good job I did, because I heard my bedroom door open and softly close again, as someone, presumably Steve, checked on me again. I listened to Steve’s footsteps as he went downstairs, then I began to hear Hannah and Mike again, groaning and grunting respectively as they did whatever they were doing to each other.

		Being almost caught by Steve had really scared me. I couldn’t begin to imagine what might have happened had he opened the door to find me beating myself off wildly while watching them. The two lads would probably have hammered me to a pulp right there and then on the landing, and certainly the possibility of me ever getting a blow job from Hannah again would disappear, probably forever. Even when I heard Steve come back upstairs and re-enter Mike’s bedroom, I daren’t get up to watch again for fear of being caught. Even my hard-on had shrivelled from the fright I’d been given, but as I heard Hannah’s moans, even louder than ever, start up again, my cock soon began to grow once more. Now I could hear both the lads grunting and talking, although the actual words were indistinguishable, muffled as they were by the wall between the two rooms.

		Shortly afterwards, the sexual cacophany became pretty loud. I could hear Hannah almost screaming, the guys voices were just low rumbles, but over it all I could hear the bed squeaking and the headboard drumming on the wall as though someone was trying to knock their way through. I began to play with myself and just as I was tempted to get up and risk another look to see what the hell they were doing to her, I heard Hannah cry out, so loud that I could hear exactly what she said.

		“Ohhh…. My….. Gg-oooooo-dddddd!” she wailed. “Ohhhh… Fuck…. Meeeeeeee!”

		I was so jealous that I was probably turning green with pure envy. I tugged on my cock hard and fast, not far from cumming myself, and then suddenly the squeaks and the bangs and the moans all stopped, replaced minutes later by low talking and giggles. Had they finished?

		I laid there waiting for some indication, and received one not too long afterwards.

		“Thanks Hannah,” I heard Steve say from the landing. “See you soon, Mike.” I heard him walk down the stairs, the front door open and close, and then complete silence. There wasn’t even so much as a murmur from either Hannah or Mike next door, so all I could do now was wait and hope that my big brother fell into one of his deep, drunken sleeps, and that his beautiful but naughty girlfriend didn’t.
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		Chapter 7

		

		“Paulie?”

		I was having the best dream ever. I dreamt that I was stood at the door of my brother’s bedroom, watching him and his best friend fuck a gorgeous, dark haired young girl.

		“Paulie? Wake up.”

		She was laid on her back while the bigger of the two guys moved above her, pumping hard and fast between her legs. My brother was at the other end of her, eagerly feeding his cock into her mouth which she greedily sucked on with wild abandon.

		“Paulie? I’m here.”

		I sat bolt upright in bed. It hadn’t been a dream. It had happened.

		“Whoa!” said Hannah, taking a step backwards at my sudden movement, her face concerned. “Are you okay?”

		“I’m… fine,” I said, “I must have dropped off. What time is it?”

		“About half past three,” she said as she moved to sit down on the foot of the bed, “Mike took a while to fall asleep tonight, but he’s well gone now. Sorry it’s late, but I’m here now.” Hannah was talking slowly, and her speech was quite slurred. As the fuzz of sleep disappeared from my mind and my vision came finally into focus, I could see that she was still very drunk. Her pretty green eyes were glazed and she wobbled clumsily, almost falling from the bed as she tried to sit herself on the end of it. She had a t-shirt on again, this time a black one, presumably my brother’s.

		“I saw you with Mike and Steve,” I said, just in case she hadn’t really seen me and I had imagined the wink and smile.

		“I know. I saw you too,” she smiled, a slightly lop-sided and drunken smile. “Did you like watching? You looked like you were enjoying yourself, playing with your… thing…” she laughed then, and for a moment I thought she was laughing at me. “I’ve been a very naughty girl tonight.”

		“Yes, you have,” I propped a pillow behind my back, so that I could sit and talk to her properly. “I can’t believe you had a threesome. I didn’t know you liked that sort of thing.”

		Hannah just waved a floppy hand dismissively. “It was just a bit of fun,” she explained, “I used to go out with Steve before Mike, so I’ve slept with him before, you know?”

		“Ah, I see,” I said, although in my mind that didn’t really justify having a threesome.

		“I must admit, I’m a bit drunk,” she giggled, “And he’s got a big willy.”

		“Yeah, I noticed,” I admitted.

		“Not as big as yours though,” Hannah giggled again, “I bet seeing me like that really got you horny?”

		“I would have been just as excited seeing you with just Mike,” I said as a horrible thought popped into my head, “You didn’t do that just for me, did you?”

		“No, of course not,” Hannah reassured me and I noticed that she was slowly moving up the bed towards me. Or possibly away from the edge of the bed which she had nearly slipped off from. “Steve just asked, and because I was in the mood for some fun, I thought ‘why not?’ Plus, Mike had really pissed me off just before, so I kind of got him back.”

		“He didn’t seem to mind though,” I commented, “Why were you mad with him?”

		“I should have known he would enjoy it,” Hannah said with disgust, “I was cross because we played a game of spin the bottle downstairs. Have you heard of it before?”

		“Um, no?” I said. I didn’t like lying to her, but I wasn’t going to admit to having spied on them doing that.

		“Basically you spin a bottle and whoever it lands on has to do a forfeit,” she explained, “Our forfeits were to either down a shot of some whisky or other, and then to take something off.”

		“Take your clothes off?” I enquired as though I didn’t know.

		“Yeah, well, I ended up naked in front of all Mike’s friends and when you were naked that was supposed to be it - you were out of the game, but…” Hannah sighed, “Your wonderful brother told me to stay in the game, but the next time I lost I had to do a different forfeit.”

		“A different forfeit?” I didn’t know about any of this part, I’d been forced to return upstairs before this bit had happened, “Like what?”

		“Like me showing the boys my boobs, or pussy…” Hannah went on to say, “And then after that, he told Steve and Rich that they could have a feel.”

		“He let them feel you up?” I asked, genuinely surprised though I shouldn’t have been after what I had seen earlier.

		“He let Steve feel my boobs, and Rich touch my pussy but luckily Lisa lost her panties just after that, which meant that Mike won and the game was over.” Hannah was still edging closer to me, so that by the time she paused next, she was sat right next to me. “I wonder if your brother cares about me at all, the way he was passing me around his mates like that.” She looked upset suddenly, and I wondered if I should put an arm around her to comfort her or something.

		“So when Steve said about a threesome, you just agreed hoping that Mike would stop it,” I guessed aloud, “That would prove he cares, right?”

		“Not really,” said Hannah, “Sort of, but like I said, I was just feeling horny and up for some fun. I’ve done a threesome before, so…”

		Another surprise for me. “With Mike and Steve?”

		“No, no, no,” Hannah’s hand was resting on the quilt, right next to my fully-erect dick, “With my boyfriend before Steve, and his friend. It wasn’t very good though. Mind you, neither was Mike really. Steve was good. He’s always good, but Mike was a bit drunk. He takes forever to cum when he’s drunk and he just pounds away…” Then she giggled, “Sorry, I’m going on, aren’t I?”

		“Just a bit,” I agreed with a grin.

		“Well, I’m mad,” she complained, “I didn’t get to cum, but they both did. In fact, Steve came inside me, when I told him not to.”

		“Oh,” I said, not quite sure of what to say. Then I remembered the long wail that she had let out, just before they stopped. “I thought I heard you cum though? You screamed pretty loud, I’m sure the whole road heard it.”

		“Ooops,” Hannah said, “I faked it actually. I was getting a bit fed up of Mike battering away behind me, and I know he likes to make me cum before he cums himself, so I pretended. It worked, he came straight after, but at least as he was a good boy and didn’t cum inside me as well, or I would be really gooey. That would be horrible.”

		What could I say to that? Luckily, I didn’t need to say anything because Hannah stood up just then, pulled the t-shirt off over her head before sitting back down.

		“Do you want me to get you off again?” she slurred, talking in a way that I could tell was a drunken attempt at being seductive. She didn’t need to try. Hannah was utterly sexy even when dressed, and here she was, completely naked, her slim figure completely bared to my hungry eyes.

		“Only if you want to,” I said. No sooner had I finished the sentence than Hannah was pulling the quilt off me, and then tugging at the waist of my bottoms. I raised my backside and helped her take them off, and then I laid there with my painfully-hard erection standing straight up against my belly. Hannah threw the quilt on the floor and climbed up on to the bed next to me.

		“Urgh,” she said, just as she knelt at my side.

		“What?” I asked, puzzled.

		“I’ve still got his… stuff… leaking out of me,” she said ruefully, “Not a nice feeling.”

		“Really?” I was learning new things all the time; I had no idea that cum dribbled back out.

		“Yes - look,” Hannah said, leaning sideways so that she was leant over me and then raising one leg up and exposing her pussy. Her tight slit looked very pink and puffy, but I wasn’t surprised considering the hammering it had taken earlier from the two boys. I could see a trickle of sticky white cum, running from the bottom of the crack and down her thigh. “Yuck,” she said, before taking my cock in her hand and beginning to stroke up and down.

		She didn’t put the raised leg down straight away and I couldn’t take my eyes from her swollen cunt as she wanked me. I was dying to touch it; to feel the wetness of her, but I was too scared to ask.

		“Is that turning you on?” she whispered, “Looking at my cummy pussy? You’re so big and hard.”

		“Um, yeah,” I admitted, and then she giggled and put her leg down, but it was only so that she could turn and lower her head into my lap. “Oh my god,” I moaned as she took me into her mouth. The feeling of warmth and wetness around my dick, along with the alternating sensations of suction and her tongue running over and around my cock’s head and shaft was just amazing. It felt even better than I remembered from last time, and I could soon feel myself getting harder and harder as my orgasm inevitably approached.

		“I don’t want to cum yet,” I said to her after a few minutes, gently easing her head away from my dick which was starting to throb.

		“Okay,” she whispered, looking up at me as she pulled away, “What do you want to do?” I thought about it before answering, while Hannah moved back to a sitting position, right in front of me on the bed. She had her knees drawn up to her chest, with her arms around them. Her green eyes shone brightly even in the darkness. “Well?”

		“Can I see again?” I asked, and I touched one of her knees, hinting for Hannah to open her legs. Last time I had done anything like that she had immediately stopped me from touching her, but this time all she did was move her arms, putting them behind her and as I pressed on her knee more firmly, she eased them apart. Putting both hands on her thighs, I gently pushed her legs as wide as I could.

		Hannah leaned back, resting on her arms so that her small, perky breasts jutted out. Now that her legs were splayed as wide as they could go, I had the most spectacular view of her naked body.

		I was leaning forward, my hands still on her thighs. “Can I touch?” I had to summon all my courage to ask, and still the question came out as an almost inaudible whisper, but just loud enough for Hannah to hear.

		“Do you really want to?” she asked. “Remember Steve squirted in there, and Mike’s stuff shot all over me. It’s mostly dried but I’m still a bit sticky, you know?”

		“I’m not bothered,” I said honestly. It was worth getting a bit of spunk on my hands to touch Hannah. I leaned further forward, slowly sliding my hands downwards across her smooth thighs until they rested on her lower belly. I didn’t know what to do first. Should I just go for the pussy?

		Deciding that might be a bit hasty, I slid my hands up over her stomach and onto her gorgeously firm tits. Although they were small, they fitted into my hands perfectly as I cupped and gently squeezed them. I wasn’t sure how hard to squeeze, but I guessed I was doing okay because Hannah sighed and closed her eyes, so I just kept doing what I was doing, rolling them in my hands and then stopping to brush my fingers and thumbs over her erect, pink nipples.

		“I guess it’s okay,” Hannah said quietly, reassuring herself. “Mike let his buddies all have a feel, so why shouldn’t you?”

		I slid one hand down across her belly to her pussy and she pushed her hips forward nearer to me so that I could slide my hand between her legs better. She was really warm down there, and the soft strip of hair felt fluffy to the touch. I ran one finger down her slit, which felt damp and sticky and then I pushed hesitantly against her. My finger met little resistance, slipping inside her easily, and growing in confidence I began to work it in and out of her slowly.

		“Come here,” Hannah said, moving slightly nearer again, and then reaching out she took hold of my still-throbbing cock. At first I thought she was going to pull me on top of her, but she didn’t. She just started to wank me off slowly, while I continued to finger-fuck her pussy.

		This was awesome, but it got better.

		“You’re so hard and big,” she slurred to me, then bit her lip and moaned as I wiggled my finger inside her, “Mike’s not that big but Steve’s got a nice dick. That’s why I let him fuck me, but yours is really nice - bigger than both of theirs.”

		“Thanks,” I said. I was getting more confident by the minute, and I decided to try and play with her clitoris, like Hannah had shown me the other night. I moved my fingers from her hole and slid them up her slit until I found the swollen hot bud at the very top of her wet crack. I rolled it in my fingers, and then pushed and rubbed it around. Hannah grunted in pleasure as I found a rhythm, and she began to roll her hips in rhythm with my circular rubbing motions on her button. She still had her hand on my dick, but she had stopped pulling on it, as though she had forgotten she was even holding me.

		“Do you want to lick me?” she asked suddenly, and without waiting for an answer she laid back on the bed. I was a bit unsure, but seeing her laid there I thought ‘What the hell?’ and moved forward on to my front. At first, I just planted a few tentative kisses over her mound, but she pushed my head down.

		“Lick my clit,” she whispered, and so I did. Using one hand to open her wet slit until I could see the small, pink nub, I leaned my face forward and began to softly lap against it. “Ooooh,” she said softly, “That’s it.”

		My confidence grew even further, and I put my lips over the top of her slit, and drove my tongue harder against her clitoris, pushing it around in a small circle with my tongue, just as I had with my finger.

		“You’re going to make me cum,” she said into the cool air of the bedroom, “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”

		I had no intentions of stopping. I kept sucking and licking on her swollen little pleasure button, savouring the moment and enjoying the surprisingly pleasant taste of her juices. It had slipped from my mind that Steve had spunked in her just a short time before, but even when I got a slight salty taste in my mouth which I presumed to be his sperm, I didn’t stop. I wanted her to cum. It didn’t take long.

		“Aaahhhh,” she moaned quietly, biting her lip to restrain herself from making too loud a noise. Her hips strained upwards into the air, pushing my head backwards and her whole body quivered and shook for a good thirty seconds with her orgasm, until finally she slumped back down on to the bed.

		“Oh, I needed that,” she said softly and breathlessly. Then she raised herself up onto her elbows and looked at me with a naughty smile. “I really need some cock now. I’m… just… so… horny! I bet you’d absolutely love to fuck me, wouldn’t you?”

		Her voice was still slurry so I knew she was drunk, and that I was taking advantage of her, but I couldn’t resist nodding. “Yes. You know I would.”

		She didn’t say anything for a whole minute or so. Hannah just lay there and stared at me. Finally, she took a deep breath and said just what I wanted to hear.

		“Mike can’t be that bothered about me, if he let Steve fuck me,” she mused to herself, “In fact, I bet he would have let all his mates screw me tonight, if I had been up for it. It would serve him right if I slept with you.”

		I gulped down a big gulp of air. Was this it?

		

	
		8

		

		Chapter 8

		

		“Come on then, virgin boy,” she whispered and wiggled her hips and pussy suggestively at me.

		“O-okay,” I stuttered slightly, and then asked with all seriousness, “Are you sure?

		Hannah didn’t reply, she just laid her head back down and waited for me. It was too late to back out now. I moved over her, positioned my knees between her legs and reaching down, I took my cock and pointed it at her tight, little pussy. What if I came too fast? What if I did it wrong?

		All those doubts were swept away as I pushed the head of my dick against her soft slit. She was so wet that I slipped into her first time. The feeling was even better than the blowjob, and as I sank down on top of her, I felt her arms wrap around my back and her legs move to accommodate me better. Finally, our groins bumped together as my cock was totally enveloped inside her hot cunt.

		“Oh, that’s it…” Hannah whispered into my ear, and then giggled, “Hey, congrats - you’re not a virgin now.”

		It was like the heaviest burden you could possibly imagine, being lifted from my shoulders. I wasn’t a virgin anymore! A feeling of happiness surged through me, and I couldn’t help smiling to myself where my face was nestled in Hannah’s neck. I kissed her there, in the crook of her shoulder and she sighed in pleasure as I started to move my hips up and down on top of her. I moved in and out of Hannah slowly as I really didn’t want to blow my load prematurely. It was difficult to hold back though, especially with Hannah making sexy low, encouraging noises in my ear.

		“Fuck me,” she whispered, and I felt her wriggle her hips upwards urgently against me. I lifted my face and turned it towards her, and as I did she closed her eyes and pressed her mouth to mine. As we kissed, I felt her tongue pushing against my lips, and I opened it and let her flick it against mine. In turn, I explored her mouth with my tongue, which was a strangely erotic feeling, like I was fucking her with both my dick and my tongue. I had kissed girls before, but never like this. Hannah pulled her mouth away for a moment, and groaned slightly louder. I realised that as we kissed I had instinctively began to screw her a bit harder. Again, I slowed down, fearing that I might cum at any moment.

		“No,” Hannah whispered to me in response, “Fuck me fast. Come on… Fuck me with your big dick.” Her hands were on my arse, and I felt her dig her nails in slightly, just short of painfully, as she urged me to speed up.

		“I might cum though,” I said, “And I don’t want to yet.”

		Hannah looked at me and smiled. “Roll over then,” she said after a moment, putting one hand against my chest. I reluctantly rolled off her and onto my back and she moved with me until she was kneeling above my cock with her legs spread either side of my hips.

		The dim amber light coming in from the street outside illuminated her and I stared in awe for a moment - she truly was beautiful. Her long, dark hair - her bright green eyes and full lips - the smooth skin of her graceful neck and slight shoulders - her small but firm breasts with her erect, pink nipples - her perfectly flat stomach, tight waist and slim hips - the thin strip of dark pubic hair that ran down to a little tuft of her just above her clit and her wet, narrow pussy slit - her toned thighs and shapely legs - there wasn’t a flaw anywhere about her.

		I realised I was holding my breath, and I let it out in a long sigh as she reached down and took hold of my dick in her small hand. Pointing it straight upwards, she lowered her pussy gently until the tip of my cock was pushing against her small, pink slit. Then she lowered herself down, sliding over and down my cock so that she took all of me fully inside her.

		“Ooooh,” she sighed, smiling as she began to rock gently on me, “You’re so big; I can feel you really deep in my pussy.” I pushed upwards slightly with my hips, lifting off the bed an inch or so and pushing even deeper inside her.

		“Oh god, that feels so good,” she sighed, tossing her head back as I continued to push up into her in rhythm with the forward and back motion of her hips. “Does it feel good for you?” she asked, not bothering to open her eyes or look at me.

		“Yeah,” was all I could say. As Hannah leaned back slightly, my eyes were transfixed on the sight in front of me and the root of my cock buried in her tight little cunt. I slid out slightly as she rocked her hips, and momentarily I saw her small pink pussy lips wrapped around my cock as it drew out, and then disappear again as my dick slid back in. Hannah’s hand slid down between her legs, her middle finger beginning to rub the swollen pink nub of her clit. I could feel myself growing more excited, my cock going rock hard inside her, and so I grabbed her hips and began to thrust upwards into her as hard as I could.

		“I’m going to cum,” I warned her, remembering how angry she said she was with Steve for spunking inside her.

		“Okay,” was all she said. I looked at her for a moment, and saw that she was biting her lip in excitement, her fingers working quickly on her clit.

		“Oh, fuck!” The words came out of my mouth involuntarily as I felt my buttocks tighten and then my cock exploded inside Hannah. I can’t think of a better word to describe it. My entire body seemed to tingle and burn as my dick pumped for what felt like forever, but Hannah never stopped what she was doing the whole time. She kept rocking as my dick continued to pump and throb inside her, and even when I was spent she carried on rubbing herself.

		I could feel my cock starting to soften inside her but she kept moving her fingers against her button in ever-quicker circles, until finally, she suddenly convulsed again. Her hips raised right up, causing my to now limp dick to fall out of her with a wet popping sound, and she gave her pussy a final frantic rub as she came. I got a great close-up view of her cunt, my sticky white cum dribbling out of it as she thrust it almost in my face, her legs splayed open grotesquely wide as she orgasmed, before she finally rolled sideways and collapsed at the side of me on the bed.

		We both lay there for a little while, I don’t know how long for, but in complete silence except for the sounds of our breathing. Finally, when we had both recovered somewhat, Hannah raised herself up on to one elbow.

		“Was that all right for you?” she giggled into my ear.

		“Mind-blowing,” I said honestly.

		“I’m all sticky now,” she whispered, “I’m going to the toilet to clean up, and then I better go back to Mike.”

		“Sure,” I said softly. All I wanted to do was go to sleep because I felt both exhausted and yet totally relaxed.

		Hannah sat up, sliding down until she was just perched on the end of the bed, where she picked up the discarded t-shirt, pulling it on over her head.

		“This has to be our secret, Paulie,” she whispered, “Promise me, you’ll never tell anyone, not any of your friends or anybody.”

		“I promise,” I said, and Hannah left, closing the door quietly behind her. If had known that this would be the last time I saw Hannah, I would have tried to say something more meaningful.

		

		* * *

		

		The next day, as always, Hannah was gone. What I didn’t know is that she was gone for good. I didn’t want to ask Mike when she was coming over next, but when he didn’t even mention her for a couple of days, I brought her up in conversation.

		“How’s Hannah?” I asked, while washing the dinner pots one evening. I was aware that my parents would be home by the coming weekend, and I wanted maybe one last night of fun with his gorgeous girlfriend.

		“I don’t know,” said my brother as he dried a plate, “We broke up the other day.”

		“You… broke up?” I stammered, feeling a huge swell of disappointment rise up in my gut. “Why?”

		“None of your business,” he snapped at me, then seeing the look on my face and probably misreading it as being upset at his reaction, his face softened, “Sorry, Paul. It just didn’t work out.”

		“Oh,” I said. I felt like crying, I was that gutted. “Do you think you might get back together? Or is it over?”

		“It’s over,” he replied. This verbal confirmation was like a knife in the stomach, but I tried not to show it. “It wasn’t anything serious, so I’m okay. Don’t worry about me, little bro. I was never that into her, and there’s another girl who I really like, so it was time to call it a day, you know?”

		He’d dumped her for another girl. Would this girl be as hot as Hannah? I couldn’t see it personally; Hannah was the sexiest girl I had ever laid my eyes on.

		“Yeah right,” I said, trying to recover from the body blow. “Plenty more fish in the sea, right?”

		“Exactly,” Mike said, as I tipped the water out of the empty washing bowl and dried my hands. I walked into the front room, a plan forming in my head. Leaving him to dry the remaining pots and pans, I searched around until I found what I was looking for - his mobile phone.

		Quickly, before could catch me, I found Hannah’s number and typed it into my phone and hit ‘save’ then put his phone back where I had found it just as he walked into the room.

		“Been fun while Mum and Dad have been away, hasn’t it?” Mike said with a grin as he sat down and switched on the television.

		“Yep, I’ve really enjoyed myself,” I said. If only he knew why I had enjoyed it so much. Briefly, I considered telling him that I had fucked her, but a vision of his meaty fist bloodying my nose made me swiftly dismiss the idea.

		

		* * *

		

		I managed to summon up the courage to ring Hannah, although it took me a couple of days to do so.

		“Hello?”

		“Hi, Hannah?”

		“That’s me? Who’s this?”

		“It’s me, Paul?”

		“Oh, right. How are you?”

		“I’m fine, but how are you? I’m sorry about you and Mike.”

		“Hey, shit happens,” she said after a moment, “But I’m fine. Really it was for the best. Sure, I was a bit sad, but he just wanted me for sex, so I’m better off without him.”

		“That’s right. I’m glad you’re okay. Listen…” I wasn’t sure what I was going to say, and I paused for a moment, but Hannah interrupted me before I could say anything further.

		“Plus I’ve met this really nice guy,” she said, making my heart sink, “And he’s got a big willy, maybe even bigger than yours!” I listened to her giggle down the phone at me, and I forced out a laugh, even though I was crushed.

		“Good,” I managed to say, “That’s good.”

		“So what did you want to say, Paulie? You were going to say something.”

		“Right, yeah. I… um…” I felt like such an idiot. Who was I to think she might be interested in me?

		“Yeah…?”

		“Sorry. I just wanted to say thank you.”

		“Thank you?”

		“Yes,” I looked over my shoulder to make sure no-one was around. I was in the house, on my own, but I wanted to make sure. “You know - for helping me lose my virginity?”

		“That’s so sweet,” said Hannah softly. “I really enjoyed it too, but Paulie..?”

		“Yes?”

		“I really like my new boyfriend,” I knew what she was going to say, but I held the phone to my ear and listened anyway, “And I want to make a go of it, so we can’t meet up or anything, okay?”

		“Of course not,” I said glumly.

		“Sorry. I just didn’t want you getting any ideas, you know?”

		“Oh no, that’s not why I phoned,” I lied, “I just wanted to say thanks. Really, that’s all.”

		“You don’t have to say thanks. I always wanted to make love to you once I saw that big dick of yours, and I enjoyed it too. But now we have to say goodbye.”

		“Okay. Goodbye then.” I wouldn’t quite describe it as heartbreaking, but it felt close.

		“See you around,” Hannah said. Her final words to me. And then the line went dead. I stared at the screen of the phone for a couple of minutes and then put it into my pocket, just as Mike walked through the door.

		On his arm was the most gorgeous girl I had ever seen.

		“Paul, meet Jodie…” Mike said.

		Jodie smiled at me. Maybe things weren’t so bad.
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