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Chapter 1

Seductive sister-in-law, that’s me.  Anyway, it was never something that I had planned, but it was something that happened.  If you have a bit, I would like to tell you the story of how a simple friendship with my brother-in-law Phil, became not only more, but much more.

It was winter, and up until recently the weather had been decent.  The weather had been so good, in fact, that I decided to drive out to my mother’s house for a few days.  There was a chance of snow, but I decided to blow it off and just ignore the warnings.  Recently the weather man, or weather girl if you watch the same news channel that I do, had been wrong a lot.  Inside I felt sure there was a 99% chance that nothing was going to happen, and it was all going to be much-adieu about nothing.  The community of Center Point was a small picturesque town located about two hours from the metropolis that I called home.  I had grown up in Center Point, but left when I started college, and never returned except to visit my parents, just as my older sister Kelly had done, who was a year older than me. 

So, a little bit about myself. I’m five feet ten, thirty-three years old, have dark auburn hair, green eyes, and a nice slim figure that’s fits my frame nicely.  I got my figure from my mom’s side of the family, and the height from my dad’s side. 

By profession I work as a real estate agent.  I was waiting to close several transactions and was in kind of a holding pattern with my real estate deals.  I was in a perfect place work-wise to take a mini-vacation, so I decided to head out to mom’s house for a few days.  I arrived at my mother’s house on Wednesday afternoon, planning to stay with her for a couple of days and then return to the city.    When I arrived, she told me that the previous night her great uncle Tom had passed away and she would be leaving Friday morning to attend the funeral and would be gone a few days.  I asked her if I could stay at the house a day or two after she left, as I always enjoy the serenity of the country and really liked spending time there.  That was fine with mom; she always wanted her children to feel welcome at the family home.

We had a nice couple of days together and had a really great time.  The two of us went into town a couple of times for shopping and dining, and we also spent a lot of time at the house just sitting out on the back porch, enjoying nature and talking about times past.  Before I knew it, Friday morning had arrived.  Mom and I got up early and we ate together before she departed.  Then she informed me:

“Whitney, I talked with Kelly last night.  She and Phil will be over later today.”

“That’s great.  I’ve not seen them in some time.  It will be fun having some company,” I said.

“I told them I will be away for the weekend and that you will be here.  Like you, they need some time away from the city,” mom said.

My sister and her husband live in the same city as I do, but about thirty minutes away from my place.  Even though we live close we don’t see each other very often.  Kelly and I were close growing up, so I always relished the opportunity to get to see her.  An added bonus would be getting to see Phil, her hubby of three years, who I absolutely adored.  Whenever I saw him I think my heart skipped a beat.  There was something about him that was just irresistible, and it took everything that I had not to be too flirty with him.  I may sound like a bad sister with designs on my brother-in-law, but I can assure you that was not the case; okay maybe just a little.  The only way I can describe it won’t make any sense, but it was as though there was magnetism between the two of us.  Despite the fact that I had never had a conversation with Phil about this, I was sure he probably felt the same as I did.  That or I am a completely under-sexed nut job.

Anyway, it was time for mom to leave and I saw her off.  She got in her car and took off down the road.  Mom was in her mid-seventies, but in great shape in every way.  She was very active, involved in lots of organizations, and had many friends.  Mom definitely led a full life, despite that fact that dad had passed on about five years ago.

I spent the day lounging around the house in my yoga pants, just taking it easy and doing a whole lot of nothing.  I’m also an avid reader and was able to get quite a bit of reading knocked out as well.  For some reason, I love reading romance stories, the 'steamier' the better.  (The book I’m currently reading was written by Madison McCall, so I knew it would be super-steamy.)  I can’t tell you why I love reading this style of books, but maybe it’s because I’ve not had a lot of romance in my life recently, and the stories help fill in the lack of love (and other things) that I’ve not been getting.

I had stepped outside to check the weather and noticed the temperature was dropping fast.  A cold front had blown in and the nicer weather we’d had the past couple of days was now a thing of the past.  Being a bad weather pessimist, I was sure that this would pass.

Early in the afternoon it had started to snow which was predicted by the weather man, but I held out hope that this would be short lived.  I looked out the window and saw the snowflakes falling to the ground and not melting.  At this point I was hoping the weather would not prevent me from returning home tomorrow or Sunday.

I continued to sit and read, and it continued to snow, when at almost two in the afternoon there was a knock at the door.  I opened it and there was my brother in law, Phil. 

“Whitney, it’s great to see you.  How’s my favorite sister in law?” asked Phil.

I reached up and hugged my handsome brother in law, then gave him a peck on the cheek.

“Wonderful Phil, it is so great to see you, you good looking devil,” I replied.  “How are you?”

“Better, now that I’ve seen you Whitney.”

“Hey, where’s my big sister?” I asked.

“She’s coming out once she gets off work.  The only reason that I’m here is that I’ve been at a conference in Nash Cove for the past few days.  It made way more sense for me to drive straight here versus going back to the city to meet Kelly, and then two hours back over here.”

“I agree, there’s no need for you to lose four hours of your life just to go home and ride back over here with Kelly when you can drive straight here,” I said.

“Great minds think alike Whitney.  Have you already staked your claim on bedrooms?”

“Of course.  However, I am compassionate.  I’m staying in the bedroom with the queen-sized bed, so you and Kelly can have the room with the king-sized bed,” I said.

“Whitney, did I ever tell you that you are my favorite sister in law?”

“Multiple times Phil. Multiple times,” I replied.

Phil was the best-looking brother in law a girl could have at 5’11, brown hair and blue eyes.  He was a university professor by profession and somewhat of a liberal, but his good looks and charm helped to make up for his misguided political leanings.  My sister had done well in marrying him, as he was quite a catch.  I often wondered how good he was in the sack, but kept my thoughts to myself, as those are the kind of things you don’t discuss in polite company, especially when it’s in regard to your sister's husband.

Phil entered the house with his suitcase on wheels in tow behind him, heading on back to his bedroom.

“Let me get settled in and then and then we can get caught up,” he said.

“Sounds good,” I replied.

Within a couple of minutes Phil joined me in the living room.  He had changed out of his suit and was now wearing jeans and a cream-colored pullover sweater.  Even casual he always looked good.

Phil walked over by the window and looked outside.  “It’s really coming down out there.  I wonder what the weather is like back to the west.  Hopefully Kelly won’t have any trouble driving out here with all this snow.” 

“Let me check the weather and see what they’re saying,” I volunteered.

I got on my phone and began to check out the local weather conditions as well as those back toward the city.  “Phil, it’s not looking good.  The snow is coming down like crazy here as well as back to the west in the city.  They are advising everyone not to travel as road conditions have deteriorated and it’s not safe to be on the highways.”

“I need to check in with Kelly,” he said.

Phil got on his cell phone and dialed Kelly’s number, and then put the mobile device to his ear. 

“Kelly.  Hey babe, how’s it going?”

I could hear Kelly’s voice through the phone as he talked to her.

“Phil, the weather’s just awful here and the roads are just barely drivable.  I left work early to run back to the house and grab a bag that I had forgotten and that’s where I am now.  There’s no way I’m going to be able to make it out there.”

“Same thing over here.  It’s snowing like crazy and they’re calling for almost a foot in the forecast.  There’s no way I can make it back home either,” Phil said.

“Has mom already left?” Kelly asked.

“She has.  I’m here with Whitney.”

“Tell her I said hi.  What in the world are you guys going to do to occupy your time?”

I wonder if she’s asking that because it’s crossing her mind that her husband is alone with her pretty sister, and she’s worried he might try and get in her panties?  Or is she concerned about the reverse?

“I’m going to try and catch up on some reading.  Maybe I will watch a movie or two, as well, to pass the time,” Phil said.

“Ok.  If the weather improves I will try and come out there.  If not, I will see you when it’s over.  Call me later.  Love you.”

“Love you too,” he said.

So, the weekend had started, and I’m stranded in a country house in the middle of a snowstorm with my handsome brother-in-law.  I didn’t know it yet, but this weekend was going to get a whole lot more interesting.


Chapter 2

After Phil got off the phone we had a small lunch together in the kitchen.  We did a little catching up on what was going on in our individual and family lives.

“How’s the real estate business?” he asked.

“Pretty good.  I’ve been busy, that’s for sure.  Right now, I’m waiting on several deals to close and it was the perfect time to come out here for a short break.  What’s going on with you and Kelly?”

“Not much to report.  I’ve been busy with work, which helps to keep me out of trouble.”

“And we know how you’re always getting into trouble, don’t we Phil?”

We both grinned at my remark, both knowing that Phil led a docile and tempered life.

“What about sis?” I asked.

“She’s really busy with work as well.  So busy that it seems like we hardly ever see each other.”

“I’m sorry to hear that Phil.  Am I going to have to get on her for not giving you enough attention?”

We laughed at my remark, and then continued chatting for a bit while finishing up our lunch.  One thing that got my attention was what he said about Kelly.  I began to think, is my big sis not taking care of her man like she should be?  If he were mine you could be sure that the two of us would be spending lots of quality time together, and he would be very satisfied, if you know what I mean.

The afternoon passed rather slowly, and the snow was still coming down.  It was almost 5:30 p.m., and there were about three inches of snow on the ground. 

“The snow just keeps on coming,” said Phil, while looking out the window.

At that moment in time I was in the kitchen pouring myself a glass of red wine.  I called out to him, “I know.  Hey by the way, thanks for starting a fire.  There’s nothing cozier than a roaring fire on a cold winter evening.”

“You’re welcome.  Glad to do it, Whitney.”

“Want a glass of wine?” I asked.

“Why not?  Red wine is good for the health, or that’s what they say anyway.”

I reached up on the shelf and took down another red wine glass and proceeded to fill it with Cabernet Sauvignon.

“Here ya go, Phil.”

Phil walked over to the kitchen counter and picked up his glass of wine. “Thanks Whitney.”

We both held up our glasses and clinked them together.

“Cheers, Phil.”

“Cheers, Whitney.”

I stood there looking at him over the top of my wine glass while taking a sip, thinking how handsome he was.   He just oozed sex appeal.  As I stood there thinking about all the naughty things that he and I could do together behind closed doors, I realized that I was having totally improper thoughts about him and I needed to try and stop.  After all, he is my sister's husband, and not mine.  But it was hard not to think about, with us being stranded alone there together.

“Want to think about having some dinner in a bit?” Phil asked.

“That sounds good.  Kelly tells me you are a great cook.  Are you going to play chef tonight?”

“I will be glad to.  Let me look around and see what your mom has in the house.  I’m sure I can come up with something,” he said.

After a complete survey of the kitchen Phil reported, “I could do up a couple of small salads to start as there are plenty of salad makings.  Then how about I take those chicken breasts in the refrigerator and stuff them with a mixture of goat cheese, pine nuts and spinach and bake them up, and we could have some buttery rice to go along with our main dish.  Sound good?”

“Sounds delicious.  I’m getting hungry just listening to you.  And then maybe we could watch a movie after dinner if you want?” I asked.

“That would be great.  Want to see what you can find to stream?”

“I'll be glad to.  Would you like me to help you in the kitchen first?” I asked.

“If you want to help, that would be great, and it is always more fun to cook with others.

“Okay, I will be your sous chef Phil.  Plus, your dishwasher and anything else you want me to be tonight.”

We both had a good laugh at my comment.

We started working together in the kitchen and got our dinner whipped up in no time.  Phil was an absolute delight and was so much fun to be around.  Until this moment, I never truly realized all the additional great qualities he possessed, beyond being a good husband to my sister and a drop-dead stone fox.  Finally, we sat down at the kitchen table and started to eat.

“Phil, everything is so tasty.  And, I can’t brag enough on your chicken.”

“It’s nothing.  Just a little something I picked up out of a cook book.  With a household of two working professionals, both of you need to be prepared to pitch in and help as needed, and that includes cooking.”

“I can see why Kelly keeps you around.  You’re definitely more than a pretty face,” I said sexily.

We both laughed at my comment.

“So, what’s your story these days Whitney?  Anyone new in your life?”

“I’m afraid not.  Just the same old hum drum.  Work, and then home.”

“I find that hard to believe,” he said.

“Why?”

“Look at you!  You're a professional, successful, brilliant, and beautiful.  There should be men lined up waiting for you,” he said.

Does he really think I’m beautiful, or is he just being nice?  Anyway, it’s sure nice to hear.

“That’s nice to hear Phil.  I definitely appreciate you saying that.”

“Just calling it like I see it,” he said.

“Phil, flattery will get you everywhere.”

I can’t believe I just said that.  I hope he’s not thinking that flattery will get him into my panties, or thong rather, despite the fact that I just insinuated that. Then again, would it be so bad letting him get in my panties? Oh, I think not!

“Hey, did you pick out a movie to watch for after dinner?” he asked.

“As a matter of fact, I did.”

I reluctantly showed him the movie I was interested in, which was a romantic comedy.  How many guys want to watch a chick-flick? I expected him to ask if there were any other motion pictures selections available.

“That will be just fine,” he said. I smiled.

The movie I selected was a total chick-flick.  Phil was such a gentleman for agreeing to watch it with me.

After we finished eating, we cleaned up the kitchen in record time.  It did not take long because we had cleaned as we prepared dinner, which was my idea.  I may not be much of a cook, but I am a great planner.

Afterwards, we moved into the living room, plopped down on the couch, and started the movie.  It was a great romantic comedy, and we laughed so hard throughout most of the film I thought our sides were going to split open.  I was having such a great time with my sister’s husband, I almost felt guilty.  But why?  I knew why.  It was the other thoughts I was having about him making me feel this way, such as wanting to get him into bed.

Eventually the movie ended, and it was time to return to the real world.  As I clicked the TV off with the remote-control Phil said, “That was a great movie Whitney, thanks for picking it out for us.  I really enjoyed it.”

“Well, thanks for watching it with me.  I know that movie may not have been your first choice, but I appreciate you tolerating it.”

“What?  I liked it.  It was really funny.  I’m glad you picked it out,” he said.

I sat there on the couch with Phil, gazing adoringly at him during our conversation.  I thought about how good looking he was, what a great personality he had, and how much fun he was to be around.  The longer I sat there with him, the more turned on I was getting.  Between my legs I could feel that I was tingling and starting to get wet.  What was there about this man that turned me on so much?  All of his great qualities, or the fact that he was my sister’s husband and was forbidden territory? 

“My sister certainly has you trained right,” I said to him with a grin.

“How’s that?”

“You cook, are agreeable when it comes to watching good movies,” I paused for a few seconds before continuing to speak.  “You’re a sharp dresser, have a great personality.  Phil you’re the whole package.  How did my sister get so lucky to land a good-looking guy like you?”

Did I just say “good-looking guy” to my sister’s husband?  That definitely sounded like I was coming onto him, big-time.  I need to cool my jets.

“That’s mighty kind of you to say, Whitney.  I bet you say that to all the guys,” he responded.

“Only the cute ones,” I replied.

There I go again.  Whitney you need to stop, and right now! You're super close to deserving an ass whipping from your sister.

We both laughed at my comment.

“You know Whitney, you’re pretty cute yourself.”

As I sat there looking at Phil I could feel that my heart had picked up speed, and I had become nervous.  It seems that I may have started something with all of my flirtatious comments.  Very quickly I looked down at his lap and could see that he had become slightly hard.  It was clear that I was the cause of all of this, and I had a decision to make.  How am I going to handle this?

At this point I could have shut it down, but there was something inside me that wanted to hear more of what he was thinking.

“Thank you.  I’m just an average girl.  But that’s sweet of you to say.” I paused and then asked, “So you think I’m cute?”

I knew I was potentially heading for trouble by saying that, but I could not stop myself.  I think sitting next to him for so many hours had put my hormones into overdrive, that, and the wine was definitely loosening up my inhibitions.

“Are you kidding?  Of course, you are.  I’ve often told Kelly that if I had not married her that you would have been my bride.”

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“No.  Kelly would kill me for making a statement like that.”

We both laughed at our exchange.

“Okay.  I won’t tell Kelly you said that.  Just out of curiosity, would you have made me your bride?” I asked.

You can see that I’m having a problem keeping my mouth shut, and getting closer and closer to getting myself in trouble.

“What do you think?” he said with an ear to ear grin on his face.

He sure had thrown some compliments my way, and I liked it.  At this point I was pretty turned on and my thong was thoroughly soaked.  I was afraid my dew was going to come right through my yoga pants and leave a spot on the couch.  How will I explain that?

Knowing I needed to cool this off, I stood up and said, “I’m thinking I’m going to turn in early and maybe read a little before I go to sleep.  Hope you rest well, Phil.”

Phil stood up and said, “Thanks.  I’m going to sit in here and read for a bit first.  I also need to give Kelly a call before I turn in.  See you in the morning.  Maybe I’ll make breakfast.”

Wonderful.  I’m looking forward to it.”

I don’t know what came over me, but I stood up on my tiptoes just a bit, as he’s only an inch taller than me, put my hands on the sides of his face, and gave him a quick little kiss right on the mouth lasting about five seconds.  By the look on his face I think I surprised him, and I damn sure surprised myself.  Dazed, I headed off to my bedroom still not believing what I had just done.  I thought, I’m going to take a cold shower and drink some night time cold medicine, so I will go right to sleep, and maybe by tomorrow my common sense will have returned.


Chapter 3

After what had been a long day, I was happy to finally be in bed.  I propped myself up with several pillows and began reading a romance novel.  Being alone with my book felt like the perfect place after I had made a fool of myself in front of Phil.  What was I thinking by giving him a kiss on the lips?  The question on my mind though was what is “he” thinking, more than anything.  Did he tell my sister?  If so, will she kill me quickly, or draw it out where it is a slow and painful death?  Will she tell mom, which will be just as bad?  I’ve always been pretty good when it comes to change; perhaps I could consider entering a witness relocation program and starting over in another town under another name.  Okay Whitney, calm down.  Maybe he won’t say anything to her; after all, he was a little flirty as well.  A little?  No, he was a whole lot flirty!  So, if he rats me out then he’s potentially in trouble as well.  Worrying about it won’t do any good, so there’s no need to even think about it.

The book I was reading tonight was erotica, or shall we say 'steamy romance' in this case, which was exactly what I needed after the evening I’d just had, more suggestive reading material to get me all stirred up.  I’m one of those girls who has a very strong sex drive.  Over my lifetime I may not have had a lot of relationships where I was getting sex on a regular basis, however, the ones I did have were packed with sex and passion.  If I met the right guy I would expect him to 'service me' once a day, minimum, and that would be if one of us were deathly sick.  I know, I sound like a slut, but I really can’t help it.  It’s just the way that I was put together, and I can’t help feeling the sexual cravings that plague and torment me on a daily basis, and so I am often forced to take matters into my own hands, literally.  Wink, wink.  I often daydream of having a partner who will come home from work, reach under my dress, rip my panties off, and take me right on the kitchen counter. 

I read for about fifteen more minutes, and then decided to turn out the light and try to sleep.  I think I drifted off between 11-11:30 p.m. 

I slept soundly until about 2:45 when I woke up for absolutely no reason at all.  I lay there for a few minutes and then noticed that the light had come on in the bathroom.  The two guestrooms on this side of mom’s house shared a bathroom between them, so Phil and I were sharing.  There was light coming through the bottom of the door where it meets the floor, plus I could also see that the door between my room and that bathroom was cracked.  When I had finished getting ready for bed I must not have completely have closed the door.

I walked silently over to the door and took a peek through the crack.  Phil and just flushed the toilet and had now walked over and was standing in front of the mirror.  He was wearing dark blue pajama bottoms and a slightly tight fitting athletic shirt which showed off his form, which was very nice by the way.  As I looked closer I could see a bulge in his pajama bottoms.  He then took his right hand and started to lightly massage himself through his pajama pants.  I could not believe what I was seeing.  He continued to stroke himself for the next couple of minutes and eventually unbuttoned the fly of his pants and set his cock free.  I’ve been out with a few guys in my time and he’s not the largest I’ve ever seen but he’s sure not the smallest either.  I thought he was very nicely endowed, and the sight of his rod excited me greatly. 

He then reached into his shaving kit, which was on the bathroom vanity, and pulled out a bottle of lube.  He put some on his hand and let it warm up for a few seconds, then wrapped his hand around himself and began to make very long, gentle strokes.  His breathing was heavy as he continued to massage his member.

At this point I was so turned on I could hardly stand it.  I was wearing a knee length nightgown and I reached up under it and started to pleasure myself.  Watching Phil through the crack in the door had apparently turned me on, and like crazy.  I was so wet that my right middle finger easily glided inside, and I began to fuck myself with it.  Then, taking my left hand, I started to massage my clit, which by this time had hardened. 

Looking through the crack in the door I could see the head of his cock was very swollen as he continued to massage himself.  He would close his eyes from time to time as though he were thinking about something else, like having sex with a woman maybe, and then open them and watch himself stroke his cock.  His breathing was increasing, and I could tell he was close.  He was not the only one as I was getting ready to come too.  I watched him pound his cock harder and harder and he was becoming more and more excited with each stroke. 

All the while I’m watching this I’m continuing to finger fuck myself and stroke my clit.  I was not able to hold it back any longer and climaxed right there while watching Phil masturbate.  As I came I squirted, my juices running down my legs and past my knees.  The explosion of pleasure I felt as I came travelled throughout my entire body, and it took everything I had not to make any noise from the resulting orgasm. 

Just as I came I saw that Phil did as well.  I could hear him moan lightly as he shot ropes and ropes of cum across the bathroom vanity.  I was amazed at how much he ejaculated, as it was quite a lot.  I imagined he could have filled a ramekin if one had been present.  That was actually the most I had ever seen a man deposit in my life.  He continued stroking until he had milked the last drop of nectar from his cock and balls.  I could tell he was exhausted, and I was as well from getting myself off.  He took a wash cloth and cleaned up his seed from the counter, and then threw it in the dirty laundry basket.  He then turned off the light and returned to his bedroom.

I climbed back in my bed to try and get some sleep and was pretty sure that I would have no trouble resting tonight.  I thought to myself about the events of the entire evening and what I had just done.  I had spied on Phil during a very personal moment, and I had turned it into an intimate moment for myself.  I could not help but think, instead of the two of use getting ourselves off as we did, what if it had happened differently?  What would it have been like to have had Phil in my bed, laying between my thighs, and pumping me as hard and as fast as he could?


Chapter 4

What a great night’s sleep!  I woke up feeling alive and refreshed.  I popped out of bed, pulled back the curtain, and looked outside the window.  The snow was still coming down and there must have been at least nine inches on the ground.  What a great day to be inside.  All of a sudden, I detected the smell of breakfast and I was immediately captivated by the scent and was I ever hungry.

I threw my robe over my nightgown and headed toward the kitchen to find my master-chef brother-in-law engaged in preparing us breakfast.

As I walked into the kitchen, there was Phil in his pajama bottoms, shirt, and bath robe.

I asked, “How’s my favorite brother-in-law this morning?”

“Well better now that I’ve seen you.  Hey Whitney, did you sleep well?”

“Like a rock,” I answered.

“Fantastic.  I thought I would get up and put together a little breakfast for us.”

“It smells so good,” I said.  “What have you got cooking?”

“I baked some biscuits earlier and I’ve prepared some sausage gravy to go right over the top of them.  Thought you might like some bacon, so I threw some in the skillet and it’s almost done.  How do you like your eggs?  I have some scrambled that are almost finished as well.  If you don’t like anything that I’ve mentioned, just let me know and I will make what you want,” Phil said.

“Are you kidding?  What you’ve prepared is absolutely spectacular.  Do you feed Kelly like this every day?”

“I’m afraid not.  Only on weekends and more recently not even then.  You know how it is?  Life and work gets in the way and it often seems like the only time you have to really do fun stuff like this is on weekends and vacations.  By the way, I’ve got a pot of fresh coffee made if you want some.  I ground some coffee beans I found in the pantry.  They smelled fresh enough.  Why don’t you have a cup and let me know?”

I walked over to the coffee pot and poured myself a large mug.  As I took a sip the fantastic aroma of the coffee held my attention and it smelled so good.  I could do nothing but think of how great this morning was.  I’m here in my pajamas, or nightgown rather, sipping on hot coffee while it’s snowing outside.  On top of that I’m here with my incredibly handsome brother-in-law who is preparing a gourmet breakfast, just for the two of us.  As I admired him, I noticed he was still wearing his blue pajama bottoms.  I noticed a bit of white discoloration near the fly area, which totally excited me when I saw it.  The thoughts of last night and of him pleasuring himself started to turn me on as I stood there leaning up against the kitchen counter.  He had no idea of the intimate moment that I shared with him last night, and I think that excited me even more.

“Phil this coffee is great, and it smells so good.  It’s familiar, but I’m having trouble determining exactly what the scent and flavor is.”

“I think the beans are hazelnut,” he said.

“Yes, I think you’re right.  There’s a little store in town where mom buys her coffee.  I bet that’s where she bought these beans.  She always has liked specialty coffee.”

“Let’s eat,” said Phil.

We both sat down at the table at the same time to get started with our meal.  As I looked at the table I noticed all the great food that he had prepared and it all looked yummy. 

I completely stuffed myself at breakfast and let me tell you, it was delicious.  “Did you get enough to eat?” he asked. 

“I could not eat another bite.  Let me help you get this place cleaned up,” I offered.

Phil and I pitched in and had the kitchen spic and span in no time.  Then we went into the living room and sat down.

“Well, the snow is still coming down.  What are we going to do today?” I asked.

“I don’t know Whitney, but I guess we are still stuck here.  According to the forecast it’s only going to snow for a few more hours.  However, we are here until it melts.  We will just have to find ways to entertain ourselves until then.  Don’t you think?”

“What do you have in mind?” I said seductively, even though I should not have.

Phil laughed and then said, “There’s lot of things we could do.  Read, watch some more movies, play a board game, sleep, cook, play on the computer.  There are tons of things we can do to entertain ourselves.”

“You are right.  There’s a lot of stuff to do.”

As I sat there in mom’s living room I looked down at the end table near me and noticed a book cover that had a picture on it of a man and a woman dancing.  I suddenly remembered that Phil and Kelly used to do ballroom dancing.

“Hey, by the way, do you and Kelly still do ballroom dancing?” I asked Phil.

“Yes of course, but it’s been a bit,” he replied.  “What about you?  Have you ever thought about taking it up?”

“It’s something I’m interested in and I’ve been planning to take lessons.  One of these days maybe I will get around to it.”

“How about I give you a lesson or two later?” Phil asked.

“That would be great!” I said ecstatically.

The thought of being snuggled up to Phil and in his arms as he gave me dance lessons made me feel giddy.

We got up out of our living rooms chairs at that point and headed off to get showered, dressed, and ready for the day.


Chapter 5

After we got cleaned up, we both returned to the living room.  Today I had decided to wear my v-neck sweater dress which fell about half way between my crotch and knees so it would show off my pretty legs to Phil.  I left off the tights as the house was plenty warm and being around Phil made me even warmer. 

I must sound like an incredibly horny woman.  Well, that's because I am.

I peeked out of the window and saw that the snow had stopped.  Now all that we needed was a little sunshine and it would start to melt off.  Phil was there when I walked in and was busy surfing the internet with his laptop.   

With my e-book reader in hand I was ready to try and catch up on my reading.  In the story I’ve been reading the romance between the two lead characters is heating up and I’m really interested in seeing what happens next.  Actually, being around Phil gets me heated up anyway so I probably don’t need the book.

A few minutes into my reading I was totally turned on, like you would not believe.  The sex scene in the story I was reading was at full throttle when Phil asked, “Ready for a dance lesson?”

“I’m ready when you are.”

I was just asked to prepare for a dance lesson.  I’m praying that I’ve not soaked my panties and left a spot on my dress from reading erotica that will be visible when I get up.

We both stood up to get started and I said, “I’m warning you, I have two left feet.  Since you’re not wearing any shoes, I had better take mine off so I don’t injure you.”

“Are you really that dangerous?”

“Let’s not take any chances.”

I pulled off my flats and my sock liners and set them aside.

“I like your toenails.  Great color.  Very pretty.”

“I think the color is call burgundy.  I’m impressed that you noticed as most men don’t pick up on details like that.  Do you have some sort of a foot fetish?” I asked.

“Only a small one,” he replied, and as he did so, we both laughed. 

Even if he does have a little bit of a foot fetish, that’s okay with me.  He can suck my toes anytime.

“Okay, let’s get started,” he said.

Phil began by giving me instructions on some of the basic steps that I would need to know in ballroom dancing.  The first of these was the box step, and that’s where the story gets interesting.  Phil put on some music, put his hand in the middle of my back, held my right hand in his, and we began. 

“See how easy this is.  It’s just a simple square.  Nothing to it right?” he asked.

Phil and I were dancing together doing the basic box step.  It’s a simple square, and we were doing it over and over.  I had never done it before, but it was fine just being in Phil’s arms.  God, he smells so good, I kept thinking.

“Hey, this is not too bad at all.  Let’s not speed up too much okay?  Let’s keep it nice and slow so I can stay in step.”

“Certainly.  You’re doing great.  I think you are a natural.” he said.

“Phil there’s something I wanted to tell you.  It was about last night, and I’m so embarrassed.”

“I can’t imagine what you have to be embarrassed about.  Tell me.”

“Do you remember before I headed off to bed last night?  Remember there was something I did just before I walked away?” I asked.

“You mean when you kissed me?”

“Yes,” I replied.

“I thought that was just a little friendship kiss.  I wasn’t worried about that.”

“Oh good.”

“Thank you.  You are a great kisser and have very nice lips by the way.  You can kiss me anytime you want,” he said.

I was already stirred up from him holding me in my arms while dancing.  Now that he had said that I was really starting to get warmed up.  He was definitely flirting with me, and I loved it.

“Do you mean that?” I asked

“Of course.”

At that point I stopped our dance and stood on top of his socks with my bare feet.  I looked him square in the eyes and asked, “Do you really, really mean it?”

Looking back at me, he replied, “Yes; I said yes.”

At that I took my hands and placed them on his neck.  I moved forward and kissed him right on the lips, and continued kissing him which lasted about 20 seconds.

As I broke away I asked, “So, it’s okay to kiss you like I just did?”

“Are you hearing any objections?”

Once again, I started kissing him and after about ten seconds I opened my mouth, and he did so as well.  I let my tongue enter his mouth and he immediately responded in kind.  Our tongues twirled passionately together as we stood there in the living room, it was though we were the only two people in the world.  I had thought about this moment for so long and now it was here.  My sister’s husband in my arms.  It was so wrong, but it felt so good, and so right.

As we continued kissing I moved my hands down his back and let my hands rest on his ass which was well pronounced by the jeans he was wearing.  Phil had a very sexy rear end, one which I had admired many times over the years, and now it was in my hands.

Phil decided he would return this action with an equal response and moved his hands down to my curvy rear end.  He gently squeezed my butt and then began stroking my hips as we continued to stand there. 

I moved my right hand around to his front and grasped his crotch.  I could feel that beneath his jeans he was hard.  Not only hard, but rock hard.  I took his hands in mine and pulled him down to the floor, and now we were both on our knees.  We continued kissing one another and as we did so I reached down and unbuttoned his jeans and lowered the zipper.  I then pulled them down as far as I could and noticed that he was not wearing any underwear which excited me further.  His cock was slightly wet with precum from our make-out session, and I decided to make good use of it by lubricating his tip with it and then started to stroke him.  His breathing became heavier as I continued to massage him faster and faster.  As I reached down I could feel that his balls were swollen and begging for release.

Phil then raised the dress I was wearing and lowered my panties to my knees.  He then took his hand and moved it to my pussy which was already extremely wet.  He massaged my already hardened clit by moving his fingertips in a clockwise motion.  As he did so the pleasure made me moan.  “God Phil, that feels so good.  Please don’t stop.”

He then laid me down on the rug in front of the fireplace and finished removing my panties.  I grabbed him and pulled him down onto me and continued kissing him.  At his point I still had my dress on and he was fully dressed with the exception that his pants were down to his knees.  I could feel his hardness pressed against me and I was ready for him.  I pulled my hips back as far as I could and as I did so my legs raised into the air.  Then I reached down and grabbed his rod, which was already right up against my pussy and slid it in.  The pleasure I felt from his penetration was incredible, and my back arched as he entered me.  We continued kissing passionately and as we did so he began pumping me deeply and firmly.  His cock filled me up completely and felt so good inside me.  I could barely think as my body was alive with pleasure. 

“Whitney, you feel so good,” he said as he continued to pound me faster and faster.

“Phil you feel so good too.  You’re so huge and I love the way your cock feels inside me.  Please don’t stop fucking me.  Fuck me hard.  Fuck me deep.  Pound my pussy as hard and fast as you can.”

Complying with my request he began to give me the screwing of a lifetime.  He hammered my cunt as hard and fast as he possibly could, all the while my pleasure was continuing to build.

“Phil, are you close?  I know I am.”

“I’m not going to be able to hold it much longer.  I’m getting ready to come.”

I already knew that he was getting ready to come as I could feel the head of his cock swelling up inside me.  The thought of him shooting his cum deep inside me thrilled me for reasons I cannot explain.

I began to moan loudly as I orgasmed and cried out, “I’m coming, I’m coming, keep fucking me Phil, harder, faster, Oh God, don’t stop.”

My back arched as I reached the peak of climax and I cried out from the pleasure. 

“Whitney.  Oh God, I’m there.  I’m coming.  I can’t hold it back.”

“Phil, fuck me, shoot it deep into my pussy,” I said loudly.

By the look on his face I could tell he was shooting into me everything that he had.  He continued to pound me and as he did so I used my hips to stroke him back as I had every intention of making sure that the entire contents of his cock and balls were deposited into the bank of Whitney.

After he came he collapsed onto me and as he did, I wrapped my arms around him.  We lay there exhausted on the living room rug, still clothed with just enough apparel removed to have sex.  The fact that we had not completely removed our clothing was clearly a sign that we were incredibly horny, or was it just me? 

“Whitney, that was absolutely incredible.”

I kissed him and said, “Yes it was.” And then I kissed him again.

“I have to admit something to you,” he said.  “I’ve been attracted to you for so long.  You are so beautiful.  Every time that the family has had a get together I’ve always worried that I would get caught gazing at you for too long.”

“What you did not know was that I’ve felt the same way about you Phil.  And I can relate to what you said because for all these years, I’ve been staring at you as well, hoping not to get caught.”

We lay there and continued to look into one another’s eyes and passionately kissed.

“What would you like to do now?” he asked.

“Put on my socks, my feet are cold.”

We both laughed at my comment.

Phil pulled out of me and as he did so a river of his seed spilled out of me and onto the rug.  He grabbed my socks and put them on my feet for me.

“Thanks.  That’s much better.  Now I have a question for you now Phil.  Where do we go from here?”

We both sat there on the living room floor holding hands and looking at one another.  I think what was on both of our minds was: what have we done, and what do we do now?


Chapter 6

Phil and I regained our composure and put our clothes back on and moved from sitting on the floor to the living room couch.  We sat there together and as we did so his right arm was around me.  It felt so good sitting there with him; I felt so comfortable and secure.

“One thing we’ve not talked about is the relationship between you and Kelly.  Was this just a quickie, or are you guys having relationship problems?” I asked

“We’ve been growing apart for some time.  The past year she has been distant, and I just can’t figure it out.  It seems we almost never have sex either.  I just don’t know what’s wrong and she is not interested in talking about it, so what can I do?  It’s like we are just roommates or something, it’s weird.  I was actually kind of surprised that she wanted me to come over here with her to visit your mom.  It seems like she almost does not want to be around me.  I do know one thing Whitney.”

“What’s that?”

“That I don’t want to stop seeing you,” Phil said.

“And I don’t want to stop seeing you either.  Now that I’ve had a taste of you I just can’t give you up Phil.  You may be married to my sister, but I don’t care.  You’re mine too.  I’ll take you whenever I can get you, whether it’s during lunch and we can sneak away together for a quickie or when Kelly’s on business trips.  I just want to be with you Phil.  So, at this point I’m sure that I sound like a total fatal attraction style psycho bitch?”

We laughed together at my comment.

“Phil.”

“Yes Whitney.”

“You know that Kelly would absolutely kill both of us if she knew what we had done?  She would not only kill us but then bring us both back to life and then kill us again,” I said.

“Yep, you’ve got a point.  However, with the mood she’s been in, I almost think that she wouldn't care,” he said.

“In the event we get caught, I’m more worried about you than me.  She’s my sister and will have to eventually forgive me.  You’re a different story.  She can divorce you and take half of your money and possessions.  If we’re going to have an affair, then I really want to help protect you Phil.”

“I appreciate that Whitney.  However, how long do you think we can keep it up before we get caught?  People frequently get busted when doing this.”

“That thought had crossed my mind,” I said.  “However, mister, the one thing that I really want is to be with you, at all costs.  And I will do anything to protect and please you.”

I leaned toward him and kissed him gently on the lips.  We continued kissing and then I opened my mouth inviting his tongue to join mine.  I moved my hand down to his crotch and began to massage him.  Within seconds I could feel him stiffening and in no time, he was hard as a rock.

“Phil, I want you to relax and not worry.  It’s going to be alright.  Just lean back, I ‘ve got a little present I want to give you.”  I unbuttoned his jeans and lowered the zipper.  I then got on the floor on my knees and pulled his jeans and boxers downward and eventually got them off of him and threw them aside.  I moved forward toward his rock hard cock and wrapped my right hand around it.  I moved my head toward his crotch and began to lick the tip of his manhood, and as I did so he moaned slightly.  Then I put the head inside my mouth and closed my lips around it.  I began circling him with my tongue and Phil began to moan. 

“Oh God Whitney, that feels so good.  Don’t stop baby.  Please keep doing that, please.”

With ever increasing speed I continued teasing his cock with my tongue. The salty taste of his precum in my mouth filled me with excitement.  I could tell he was enjoying himself as his moans were non-stop at this point.  I took my other hand and felt of his swollen balls which were being primed by me with every swirl of my tongue around his swollen head.  I then moved my hand down and felt underneath his balls and could feel his prostate and I pressed slightly.  I began massaging it in a circular motion and as I did so he moaned even louder.  He moved his legs apart further, so I could gain greater access to his prostate and as he did, I massaged it even faster.  I then took all of him into my mouth and let his cock slide all the way in where it was hitting the back of my throat.  Keeping my gag reflex under control was difficult with his massive dick in my mouth, but somehow, I did it.  I began sucking him, my tongue still massaging his tip, while my head bobbed up and down, all the while Phil was gently running his hands through my hair. 

I could feel his hips moving to meet my every stroke as my head continued going up and down on him.  My mouth was now fucking him at full speed and he was almost ready.

“Whitney, I’m close.  I’m getting close.  I’m gonna shoot baby.  Oh God.  I’m coming,” he cried.

As I could feel his massive head ready to explode, I reached down with the hand I was using to massage his prostate and pressed down, and the results were instant as he cried out.  He immediately released and shot his cum into my mouth at full force.  I could feel the warmth of his seed as the explosion of it filled my mouth full, and as it did so I swallowed his entire salty load.  Even after he had stopped ejaculating I continued stroking him until I was sure that I had emptied him completely.

I looked up at him and smiled as I opened my mouth.  I then stuck my tongue out slightly to show him some of the gift he had deposited, and as I did so he pulled me up and kissed me.  I stuck my tongue into his mouth hoping to share with him some of the treasure that he had just given me.

“You know what Whitney,” he said, “I think that was just what I needed.  I feel so much more relaxed.”

“Good I’m glad.  You know Phil, all that I want is to please you, and make you happy,” I said while smiling at him and kissing him lightly.

“I’ll tell you this; you’re doing a great job.”

A cell phone rang and I knew by the ring tone that it was Phil’s and not mine.  “I’ll get it,” I said.

I ran into the dining room and picked up his mobile phone off the kitchen table and brought it to him.  “It’s Kelly,” I said as I handed the phone to him. 

He pressed a button on the phone, raised it to his hear and said, “Hello.”

I could hear him chatting on the phone with Kelly for a few moments and then he coved the phone and said to me, “Kelly says she needs to talk to me about something.  I’m going to take this in the bedroom.” He then got up and walked to the back of the house to the room where he was staying, buck naked except for the shirt he was wearing.

I sat down in one of the living room chairs and continued reading my book.  The point where I had stopped was a very steamy love scene and I was dying to see what would happen next.  I continued reading to occupy my mind and my time while Phil was on the phone and the time passed quickly.  The next thing I knew forty-five minutes had passed and Phil came walking back into the living room.  He was now wearing his bathrobe, which I am sure, was to cover up his nakedness.

He had a very serious look on his face and I was wondering if his best friend had just died or something.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Whitney, Kelly just asked me for a divorce.”


Chapter 7

“She what?!”

“That’s right.  She wants to split up,” he said.

I wrapped my arms around him and hugged him.  “Phil, I am so sorry, I know this was totally unexpected.  You must be in shock.”  He hugged me back and as he did I was warmed by his embrace.

“Come on in the kitchen; I’m going to make us some hot chocolate,” I said.

We headed into the kitchen and Phil sat down at the kitchen table.  In no time I had prepared two large cups of hot cocoa with marshmallows on top.

Phil began to talk and told me how the conversation went.

“She said she was sorry, but she had fallen out of love with me.  Apparently, she met someone else about a year ago and has been having an affair with him all this time.  I also found out that the reason she wanted to come out here for the weekend was to tell me she was leaving me, as well as talk to you and your mom.  She said she wanted to get it out in the open and just be done with it.”

“I am so sorry Phil.”

“Don’t be.  This is probably the best for all parties.  Why stay in a relationship with no love and no passion?  What’s the good in that?  Anyway, she’s already talked to a lawyer and filed for divorce and I will be served on Monday, provided the snow has melted and I can make it back to the city.  She asked if I would be okay with splitting everything right down the middle, and I said yes.”

“Phil, you’ve got to be totally broken-hearted right now.  Is there anything that I can do?

“No, and I’m really okay.  The frustrations of the past year are over and now I can really move on with my life.  You just being here with me means a lot.”

I reached across the table and took his hand in mine.  I felt so sorry that Kelly had dumped him, but on the other hand, he was now free of a loveless marriage.  At this point maybe, I really had a shot with him.  I hoped he truly felt the same way about me.

My cell phone, which was in the bedroom, started ringing.  “Be right back,” I said as I ran to get it.

“Hello,” I said as I pressed a button on the phone.

“Hey Whitney,”

“Hey Kelly.”

There was a pause on the phone.  “Whitney, I need to ask you something.”

“Sure.”

“Has Phil talked to about our conversation since I called him?

“Yes.”

“Is he okay?”

“I think in the grand scheme of things he’s okay.  How about you?  Are you okay?” I asked her.

“I am.  I’m just worried about Phil.  He’s such a good man and the last thing on earth I ever wanted to do is break his heart.  However, I just couldn’t keep going on the way we were.  I had simply fallen out of love with him.”

“Sis, I’m the last person on earth you have to explain anything to.  I’m your sister and always here to support you, always,” I said.

I could hear her crying on the other end of the phone.  “That means so much hearing that from you.  You’re the world’s greatest sister and I love you so much.”

“And I love you too, sis.”

“Whitney, I know this is going to sound a bit strange, but please hear me out.”

“Throughout our lives you and I have shared a lot of strange things, so don’t worry about it.  Tell me.”

“Over the past few years, and especially the past year, I’ve noticed the way that Phil looks at you when we are all together.  I’ve also noticed the fire in your eyes when you look at him.  There’s some sort of a magic between you two that he and I don’t have.  It’s like you were made for each other.  When the two of you look at one another the chemistry is incredible and it’s like sparks are flying,” she said.

Women are very intuitive creatures.  There’s not much that slips by us.  I never suspected though that she had ever noticed my attraction to Phil.

“So what are you trying to tell me?” I asked.

“Phil is such a great guy, but I think you already know that.  He deserves someone who is worthy of him.  Whitney, if you feel the same way about him as I suspect he feels about you….”

There was a long pause on the phone.

“Yes Kelly?”

“You often only get one shot at true love, so please don’t let it pass you by.  When two people are right for each other they need to jump right on it and not let it slip by.  If you really care for Phil, I want you to have him.”

My sister had just given me permission to date her husband, who she was divorcing.  How often does that happen?

“Kelly, don’t you think that would make family outings a bit awkward?”

“I think we are all adults and can handle it.  What I had with Phil was great while it lasted, but it’s over and has been for some time.  I will always care for him, but our relationship is finished.  I’ve got a new love in my life now and I want you to meet him.  I think you're really going to like him. He fulfills me."

“Kelly, you know I’m wishing you all the happiness in the world, and I’m looking forward to meeting him, especially if he makes you happy.”

“Thanks sis.  I’ll talk to you soon.”

“Oh Whitney, one more thing.”

“Yes sis?”

“You and Phil will most likely be stranded out at mom’s through tomorrow afternoon.  That’s when the roads are supposed to be drivable again according to the weather man on TV.  During the next twenty-four hours while you’re stuck in the house with nothing to do, why don’t you try and get to know Phil a little better and see if that chemistry I was talking about is real?”

“Kelly, are you saying what I think you are?” I asked.

“Whitney, when we were growing up we shared just about everything.  Is this any different?  As your big sister I’m giving him to you to take care of, however you see fit.  But only if you want.”

“Bye Kelly.  Talk to you soon.  Feel free to call me if you need to talk.”

“I will sis. Have fun.”

The call ended, and I put the cell phone down on the table.  I was still thinking about the conversation my sister and I had just had.  She had noticed the magic that existed between me and Phil over the years and she wanted the two of us to be happy.  I seriously doubted that she had had the same conversation with Phil as she had just had with me, so I had some interesting news to share with my new lover, soon to be ex-brother in law.  Phil and I could now be together.  I knew that was what I wanted more than anything in the world, and I was pretty sure he felt the same way about me.

I stripped off all my clothes, pulled the bed covers back and climbed in bed.  The sheets were cold, but I was planning to get some help in warming them up.

“Phil, could you come and help me with something?” I called.

He entered the bedroom and saw me under the covers, propped up on my side, smiling.

“It sure is lonely in this bed by myself.  Plus, these sheets are kind of cold.  I was wondering if you might be interested in helping me warm up.”

He raised the bed covers and looked at my nude body up and down.  My nipples were erect and at full attention from climbing into the cold bed, and I was sure he had noticed them.  Then he looked upward and said, “Thank you, Lord.”

He stripped down and climbed into bed with me, then he rolled me onto my back and began kissing me passionately.  Phil definitely knew how to kiss, and I loved having his tongue in my mouth.  He was actually the best kisser I'd ever known in my life.  The sensation of his body lying on top of mine filled me with warmth.  As I reached down and started playing with my clit I could feel that I was becoming extremely wet and I once again wanted his cock inside me.

“Not to kill the mood, but who was that on the phone?” he asked.

I laughed at his comment, and then said, “It was your wife.”

“What did she want?  To talk to you about our conversation.”

“That, and one other thing.”

“What was the other thing?”

“Would you believe me if I told you that she wanted me to bring you into this bedroom, and fuck your brains out?” I asked.

“I’m not sure if I would or not,” he replied.

I grabbed his cock and directed it inside my wanton pussy, and as he entered me I whimpered.  The way he filled me up completed me, and my body and soul were full of delight.  I spread my legs as far apart as I could so he could pound me with all of his might as deeply as he desired.

“Phil I don’t want this to ever end.”

“I don’t either Whitney.  I want to be with you, and no one else.”

Hearing those words made me start to tear up.  I was happier than I had ever been.  Now we could truly be together.

“Fuck me Phil, as hard as you can.  I want you to fuck me until I scream, and then I want you to come as hard as you can in my pussy.  I want you to fill up my cunt with your cum, and don’t stop until you’ve given me every drop.”

Looking down at me he smiled and kissed me lovingly.  He then complied with my request and fucked me relentlessly until we both orgasmed.

The man had a sexual appetite as great as mine as he fucked me three more times that afternoon before we finally decided to have dinner.  Phil and I were going to get along great as were very sexually compatible, it seemed.

And besides, I’m simply complying with my sister’s request and trying to get to know Phil a little better, right?

We had sex two more times that night after dinner and then three times on Sunday before we headed back to the city.  Let me tell you, I was sore.  But I loved it!

When the weekend started it was supposed to be a short getaway for an over worked real estate agent.  I was going to spend time with mom, and then return to work on Monday and settle back into my normal groove.  It’s amazing how something like a snow storm can change your life in a flash.  I started the weekend single and ended up in a relationship before it was all over, with my brother-in-law, soon to be my sister's ex.

It was quite a weekend.


Epilogue

Over a year had come and gone since that winter day when Phil and I were stranded at mom’s house and now the entire family was gathered at the family home in Center Point.  Mom was thrilled to have all of us out to the house for a long weekend.  Kelly was there with her fiancée Lance, who she had left Phil for last year.  I could see that she was happy and madly in love with him, and I was so glad for her.

Now, what about Phil and me?  I bet you’re dying to know.

Well, just like in some romantic fairy tale story, while we were all gathered at the family table Phil suddenly got down on one knee and opened a small box which had a gorgeous diamond ring inside.  Everyone at the table, including myself, was shocked.  “Whitney, will you marry me?”

I covered my mouth with my hands as tears of joy began running down my face.  I sat there weeping, trying to talk, but couldn't as I was too choked up, so I simply nodded my head in yes fashion.  I was balling like a baby.

Phil took the ring out of the box and put it on my finger.  I kneeled on the floor in front of him and wrapped my arms around him and continued to cry.

The girls' mom, Kelly and Lance were congratulating us as all of this was going on. 

Finally, regaining my composure somewhat I said, “I’ve got one more thing to add, and Phil you don’t know about this either.”

The entire room was looking at me, waiting on what I was getting ready to say.

“When we meet here at this time next year, I think we’re going to have to add an extra place setting at the table.”

Kelly asked, “What?!  Whitney, you’re expecting?!”

I looked straight at Phil and said, “I’m so sorry to tell you like this.  I was going to tell you sometime during this trip, but I was definitely not expecting you to propose.  That kind of threw my planning off.”

“Baby, don’t worry about it.  I’m glad to be starting a family with you.  You’re going to make a great mom.”

“And you’re going to make a great dad.”

And then Kelly said, “And I get to be an aunt, Lance gets to be an uncle, and most importantly mom gets to be a grandma.”

“And it’s about damn time!” mom said, while finishing off her second martini. “I don’t know what’s been taking so long.  I was actually starting to wonder if you girls were having sex with your men or not.  That’s what it takes to get your mom some grandchildren, so congratulations Whitney.  And Kelly, you’re next.”

The entire room laughed hysterically.

“Okay mom, we will get right on it,” Kelly responded.

Slightly intoxicated mom said, “Be sure you do.  I was raised old school and brought up to believe that couples should not sleep together until they are married.  However, I’m not getting any younger.  Kelly you and Lance share a room while you’re here and get started.  I need grandchildren.”

“But mom, our wedding is only three months away,” said Kelly. “Can’t we start after that?”

“And that’s fine, you can get married on schedule.  But when you go to bed tonight get in there and get to business.  Understand?”

The family was laughing once again.  Sometimes when moms had too much to drink, which is rare, she can be a bit outspoken.  However, we had never seen her like this.

We all got up from the table and started to move around the kitchen talking with one another.  Kelly came up to me and was admiring my ring and we chit chatted.

“So Whitney, you got pregnant pretty fast.”

“It kind of seems so, doesn’t it?” I responded.

“Tell me, do you guys make love often?” she asked.

“Like crazy.  He fucks me at least twice a day.  More on weekends and holidays when we have more time.”

“No way!” Kelly exclaimed.  “When Phil and I were together we never had sex that much, not even close.  Our sexual appetites were quite different.  I do remember that when we had sex that he came a lot, and I mean a whole lot.  Twice a day sex with the amount that Phil shoots, it’s no wonder your pregnant sis.”

“You’re right about that.  Sex with Phil is messy, but I absolutely love it.”

The two of us laughed at my racy comment.

“Kelly, I want to thank you for encouraging me to get together with him.  I’ve never been happier in my life.  Most sisters would not encourage their sister to connect with their former husband.  I’m so grateful sis.  Thank you.”

“I’ve got something to admit to you Whitney.”

“Really?”

“Remember the snowstorm last year where you and Phil got stranded here together?”

“Yes, of course.”

“You know that I already had planned my separation and divorce from Phil.  When I first found out that the two of you were stuck at the house together, I was secretly hoping you guys would get together.  That would make it easier breaking the news to Phil that I was leaving him.  You probably think I’m one selfish self-centered bitch.”

“No Kelly, you’re human.  You’re also my sister and I love you.  And by the way, I’m pretty satisfied with the way that things turned out, aren’t you?  I’m engaged to the man of my dreams just like you are.  I’m getting ready to have a baby and hopefully you will be soon, otherwise mom will never let you hear the end of it.”

We both laughed at my comment, knowing that what I had said about mom never letting Kelly hear the end of it was true.

“Sis, you’re always so positive and always have the best attitude.  You’re absolutely the greatest,” she said.

Phil walked over and put his arm around me and whispered in my ear, “I love you baby.”

“I love you more,” I responded.
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