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1.

 


Alisha

 


Summer was the worst time for
me.

Home for the summer, anyway. Away from
college. Away from my new friends.

Away from my boyfriend.

Worse, most of my old friends from high
school were also gone. Away in Europe, staying in summer school.
Rooming with new friends of their own far away.

"I'm so bored!" I said to no one in
particular.

I lay on my bed in my room. My old
bedroom, at home. It made me feel like a kid again.

Which I wasn't. I was 18, almost 19. An
adult. It felt wrong somehow to be back home.

"And why is it so hot!?" I
said.

My dad said the A/C was out of
commission, and had instead installed a big box fan in my bedroom
window.

The fan blades churned air across the
bed, which helped a little. But not much.

I wore only a spaghetti strap tank top
and a pair of Daisy Dukes.

I didn't know why the A/C was broken.
Dad used to have a lot of money. I knew he won it playing poker,
which he was pretty good at.

I made a mental note to tell him to
call whatever repairman we needed and get this fixed
ASAP.

The cotton of the shirt clung to my
skin, tracing the shape of my breasts.

My nipples showed through pretty
easy.

I took out my phone and snapped a pic
of them, which I then texted promptly to Mike, my college
boyfriend.

Let him see what he's
missing out on, I thought while I
smiled.

My breasts weren't very big.
Handful-sized, really. But they were perky and symmetrical and Mike
loved to squeeze them and suck on my nipples until they got so hard
they ached.

We were both pretty inexperienced at
the whole sex thing, but college was a learning experience in more
ways than one.

Though sometimes I did wish I could be
with someone who knew what they were doing.

I had a dorm mate, Ash, who said that
she'd fucked an older guy back home and he'd made her cum so crazy.
Knew how to use his hands. His tongue. His cock.

I could barely convince Mike to go down
on me. And when he did it was halfhearted lapping while he stared
at me until I relented and told him to just fuck me.

Not that he ever objected when I went
down on him.

Still, he was hot at least.

He texted me back.

 


Hey babe. Nice. You get me
so fucking hard.

 


I smiled. My pussy started tingling. I
texted him back.

 


Really? Show me how hard it
gets you.

 


He sent me a picture back pretty quick.
My eyes widened. My pussy went slick. I glanced over at my bedroom
door and listened hard. I wouldn't want my dad to walk in on my
sexting my boyfriend while I was two knuckles and three fingers
deep in my quivering gash.

I didn't hear him.

I pushed my shorts down my thighs and
slipped my fingers down beneath the waistband of my
panties.

"Oh..." I said when I felt how ready I
already was.

 


2.

 


Rob

 


"Tell me what the fuck you're going to
do about this," I said.

For extra emphasis, I grabbed John by
his shirt collars and shoved him back against the wall of the
alley.

We were just outside our usual joint, a
dive bar called Mick's. The place where we got together a few times
a week to get a few hands of poker in.

We used to call John "Lucky J," because
the sonovabitch always went away with a good chunk of our
paychecks.

"Whoa, whoa," John said, his face white
and his lips pale, "I'll get you your money! Just... I need more
time, okay?"

I slapped him. Backhand. His head
whipped to the side and he flinched in pain. My knuckles
stung.

If he didn't give me what I wanted, the
slaps would become punches.

"I gave you two weeks already. No way
in hell you're getting any more time. Don't you get paid every two
weeks like a normal person?" I said.

John looked at me. Quickly. He glanced
back down. He didn't have many tells, which made him a good card
player, but this was one of them.

He was in the shit and he knew
it.

"I... I thought I could make it all
back at once..." he started.

I grabbed him by the shirt again. I
slammed him back against the wall. I was a big guy, lots of muscle
earned from working construction. Lots more of it earned from a
nickel I did in the joint.

A bunch of tats, too, hidden under my
crew neck shirt.

I wasn't a guy to fuck with. Most guys
knew that just from looking at me. John and I went way back, and he
should have known that but he didn't.

I knew I was going to have to teach him
a lesson. A harsh one.

"What the fuck did you do with my
money?" I said. I put my face right down into his, stared him right
in the eye.

He swallowed audibly.

"I... I went to the track. I got a hot
tip, thought it would pay us both nice..."

"And instead you lost it all, didn't
you? How much did you bet?" I said.

He swallowed again. Looked at me, tried
looking down.

I shook him hard. "Look me in the eye!
Be a fucking man for once."

"All of it. More. I may have borrowed
some from other people. You gotta understand, Rob, I thought it was
a sure thing."

I brought my fist back, about to plow
it into John's stupid numbskull head.

He flinched. "Wait! Not the face. My
daughter's home. Please, don't make me have to explain to
her."

"Is she, now?" I said. I didn't lower
my fist. Alisha, I remembered. Known her most of her life. She
called me Uncle Rob sometimes, even though we weren't related at
all.

"Yeah, please, Rob..."

I thought about it some
more.

"Don't have the money?" I said, "Fine.
But you're paying me anyway. We're going to go over to your place
and see what shit you have that I want. If you're lucky there'll be
enough to call it even. With me, at least. Don't know what you're
going to do about anyone else."

"But Alisha's home! How am I going to
explain that to her?" John said.

"I don't care. That's your problem.
You're going to be explaining to her in either case. Your face
bashed in or me getting the pick of your stuff. Your
choice."

He sighed. Then he took his sweet
time.

He made up his mind when I slapped him
around a little more.

 


3.

 


Alisha

 


Mike sent me a video of him stroking
himself. I liked his cock. It was a good size. And there was just
something so sexy about watching him grip himself.

Watching the way the skin moved on his
hardness. The way the lube let his hand slide around on
it.

It made my little pussy so wet. I
thought about what his cock looked like buried in me. The way the
skin on it moved because of my youthful tightness gripping him
hard.

Of course, I always made him wear a
condom. So it looked a little different.

Part of me really wanted to try without
a condom. Wanted to feel the bare hardness of his cock inside of
me.

Just thinking about that got me even
wetter.

"Oh baby, oh baby..." I
moaned.

I tortured the little bean of my clit.
Rubbed my fingertip against it, pinched it lightly.

I came. My whole body going stiff. My
back arched up off the bed while the muscles inside of me clenched
and relaxed around my fingers.

It wasn't as satisfying as I wanted. I
needed a real cock inside of me. But Mike was 400 miles
away.

He promised to text again later and we
ended the conversation.

Which was good, because the front door
opened and then slammed shut.

I didn't like it. Usually I went out to
greet daddy right away, but this time I stayed in bed and just
listened.

"Let's see what sort of shit you have
now."

I recognized that voice. One of dad's
old poker buddies. Rob, I thought.

When I was younger Rob always had some
hot biker chick hanging off his arm. I was usually jealous of
them.

But now he sounded pissed.

"There's my TV, my computer..." dad
said.

I went over to my bedroom door and
opened it a crack, and as silently as I could.

Something was going on. Something
bad.

"This is all trash. I couldn't give
some of this shit away," Rob said, "let alone sell it. Why in the
hell's it so hot in here?"

"Trying to keep my power bill low,"
daddy said.

What? I thought. I thought it was broken. Something is wrong. Really
wrong.

My heart started slamming against my
chest. The doorknob, still clutched in one hand, went from cool to
hot against my palm.

"Fine. Whatever," Rob said, "Let's have
a look and see what's worth any money here."

"I don't know what you're looking
for..." my dad started.

Then something crashed. My dad moaned
in pain.

"Daddy!" I said.

All the other thoughts went out of my
head. I rushed downstairs.

My dad looked up at me from the living
room floor, where he lay on the splinters and broken boards of what
used to be our coffee table.

Rob looked at me and smiled. "Looks
like you're going to have to do that explaining sooner rather than
later, John."

I ignored him. I went to my dad, knelt
down beside him. I took his hand. There were bruises on his face.
One eye puffed up all dark.

"Dad? What's wrong? What happened to
you?"

He swallowed hard and looked down.
"Baby... I'm sorry, but poker hasn't been going well lately. I owe
your Uncle Rob some money."

I turned and looked up at Rob, who'd
crossed his arms while he watched us. "Did you do this to him? How
could you?"

He shrugged large shoulders. "He's owed
me money for a while. He has to learn not to fuck with me. Isn't
that right, John?"

"Yes..." John said.

"Then take what you want and get the
hell out of here!" I yelled at Rob, "Or I'm calling the
cops."

"No!" my dad said, "No cops, sweetie.
It's okay. We're working it out."

"Are we?" Rob said, looking around at
our stuff, "I'm not sure you have enough here to make up what you
owe."

I glared up at him. Inside, I was
scared. So scared. John was a big guy. Strong. I knew he'd been in
jail at least once. "Please, just take what you want and go. Leave
us alone."

Rob looked at me, then. Really looked
at me. I became aware of the way my shirt clung to my breasts, my
nipples still hard and perky and plain to see.

The way my shorts showed my
thighs.

Rob stroked his chin while he looked at
me.

My dad understood before I did. He sat
up in the pile of splintered wood. He shielded me.

"No," he said, "Never."

"Do it and I'll count it all paid.
Every cent," Rob said.

"No! I said no!" Daddy said.

"What? What's going on?" I said. I
didn't like this one bit.

"She's an adult now. Why not let her
decide? You are, aren't you sweetie? 18?" Rob said.

I bristled. "Almost 19 now!"

He held up his hands in mock defeat,
"Oh sorry. Forgive me. Let her make up her own mind. What do you
say? Want to help your daddy out?"

"How?" I said.

I stood up. Daddy tried tugging me back
down behind him but I shook his hand off my wrist. My heart felt
like it wanted to explode out of my chest.

Rob looked me up and down again. I
could feel my stiff nipples perking hard against my tank top, but I
ignored them.

Tried to, anyway.

"We go up to your room," Rob said,
"Just you and me. If I like what happens, you and dear daddy are in
the clear."

"Oh... Oh!" I said, understanding
dawning on me.

"You can't!" Daddy said, "I won't let
this happen!"

I ignored him for a moment. I looked at
Rob, "And what happens if I say no?"

Rob shrugged, "Doesn't look like he has
enough to pay me here. I'll take it out of his hide. After I finish
taking what stuff you do have, that is."

My heart pushed itself up into my
throat. Everything felt even hotter all of a sudden. Like I'd
stepped into a sauna.

An electric tingle started between my
thighs.

I looked down at my dad. Back at Rob.
Then around my home.

"Okay," I said, "But I have your word?
No more debt?"

He held up one hand and crossed his
fingers, "Scout's honor. Your girl's smarter than you,
John."

Daddy grabbed me again, "You can't,
baby! We'll find another way!"

"There is no other way, daddy," I said.
I shook off his hand again.

Rob stepped out of my way and then
motioned up the stairs. "After you."

 


***

 


God, is this really
happening? I thought as I walked up the
stairs.

I could sense Rob behind me. I knew he
was checking me out. Watching the way my ass moved in my Daisy
Dukes as I mounted each riser.

A tingle went up my spine. Not entirely
unpleasant.

We got into my room. Rob closed the
door behind him. He looked around. Saw my old Teddy bear collection
on the dresser. Saw my closet and my bed.

He sat down on the bed.

"You know the deal," he said, "Show me
what I'm getting."

I stood in the middle of the room.
"Will... Will you be gentle?"

He shook his head, "No. But I know what
I'm doing."

Before I could psyche myself out, I
took a deep breath. Then I pulled off my tank top. My small, perky
breasts spilled out. My nipples stiffened even more, from the
excitement, from the rubbing of the cotton against them.

He leaned back on the bed. My eyes
tracked down his body.

I stopped breathing for a second when I
saw him. Saw it.

His cock. The impression of it, anyway,
as it pushed out against his jeans. He was big. Bigger than
Mike.

He smiled when he saw where I looked.
"Don't stop. Are you a virgin?"

"No," I said, somewhat
defensively.

In spite of everything, my body
responded. My pussy quivered. I felt the heat, the
wetness.

Couldn't stop myself thinking about
what it would feel like to have a cock that big stretching me
out.

"You want it, I can tell," he said.
"Now, take off the rest of your shit. Slowly. Give me a good
show."

I swallowed down the lump in my throat.
"Okay," I said.

Mike never told me what to do. He was
always asking if everything was okay, always making me take
charge.

There was something kinda hot about
being ordered around.

Not just for play, either. I had to get
this right or he'd hurt my daddy.

I unbuttoned my Daisy Dukes. Then
pulled the zipper down slowly.

I started pushing them down my
thighs.

"Leave the panties on for now," he
said.

I did what he told me. I pushed the
shorts down by themselves. I saw the way he looked at me. Naked
hunger and desire.

He rubbed at the bulge of his cock.
Made it even bigger. "You grew up hot, little girl."

I wondered how hard he could get before
stopping myself.

It was me doing that to him, I
realized. He wanted me. Wanted my young body. Wanted to use me, to
wring every ounce of pleasure out of me that he could.

There was something hot about that.
About being wanted. About being used. Taken, by a man who wouldn't
take no for an answer. Mike would never do that. Not even in
play.

Without being told to, I moved my body.
Stuck my ass out, bit down on my lower lip, while I slid my shorts
down.

In spite of the circumstances, I liked
this. Liked feeling sexy, wanted, needed.

In spite of the circumstances, the
crotch of my panties moistened against my pussy.

That tingle between my thighs
intensified.

"What now?" I said, kicking my shorts
off my feet.

"You know what," he replied.

His cock looked about ready to burst
through his jeans. Fuck, he was so big.

I ran my trembling fingers up my bare
thighs. A trail of gooseflesh followed them. My nipples ached from
hardness.

 

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband
of my panties.

Started pulling them down, nice and
slow.

He saw how I kept myself smooth down
there.

Saw the way my body betrayed me. The
plump, flushed desire of my sex.

He stood up, grabbed me, and threw me
on my bed. The headboard slammed against the wall. The springs
complained.

My panties stayed partially
on.

"I want to know how you taste. You're
wet for me already, aren't you?"

I shook my head. I could feel my whole
body flushing with heat. Feel my skin go rosy with it. Betrayed
again.

"We'll see. I want you to beg for my
cock. You will."

He grabbed my thighs. He pulled. I
gasped again. He let my ass hang off over the edge of the
bed.

Then he hooked a finger through the
crotch of my panties. My pussy tensed up and then relaxed again.
Got wetter. Slicker. I shivered at the sensation. Mike never made
me feel like that.

"You smell delicious..."

I felt so exposed. So vulnerable. I
could feel the wetness glistening between the lips of my
pussy.

Could feel the heat of Rob's breath as
he moved in closer to the source of that heat and
wetness.

I trembled, my legs shaking a little
when he teased me. He teased me with his lips and tongue. Kissing
all around the ache of desire but never on it.

He let his breath wash over me, all
hot.

"I could eat a pussy like this all
fucking night," he said.

He used one thumb to pull my lips
apart. I felt them part. Felt him drink me in with his eyes while
he stared at the desirous pink flesh.

He knew what he was doing. Knew just
how to touch me. How to taste me. He started slowly, letting the
tip of his tongue slide up and down my slit. Stopping for just a
moment to toy with and tease my clit.

I watched wide-eyed, unable to
stop.

Incredible pulses of heat and pleasure
ran up the front of my stomach, made my whole body
quiver.

He pushed a finger up into me. My eager
little pussy quivered around him, tightening. My wetness let him
slide back and forth at will.

He sucked my clit up between his teeth,
held it trapped there while he lashed it with the tip of his
tongue.

Then he curled his finger inside me,
against my flesh, against my wetness.

"Fuck!" I said. Mike never made me feel
this way.

"Cum for me. Let me taste you," he
said.

His tongue moved so nicely against me.
I felt the texture of it, the pressure.

He lapped at me. Lapped and sucked and
licked. He did it until I came.

Until the ball of heat low in my tummy
exploded. Until my hips bucked against his face and I screamed, my
lips peeling back from my teeth.

"You like it. Tell me you like it. Tell
me you're my little slut," Rob said.

His finger kept curling inside me. No
matter how tight my pussy squeezed around it. His whole hand was
soaked with my pussy juices. His cheeks glistened with
it.

"Yes!" I said, my orgasm still building
power.

"Yes what?" he said.

"I'm your little slut," I said, my body
bucking against him.

My whole body went rigid. My pussy
squeezed his finger so hard he couldn't move it anymore.

He leaned in and tasted me again,
punishing my clit with his tongue.

I squeezed my eyes shut.

Then it ended, the wave washing over
me.

"And now my little slut's going to suck
my cock, isn't she?" Rob said.

I slid down onto my knees. My thighs
were soaked. My legs trembled. The floor was hard on my knees but I
didn't care.

He pulled off his belt and unbuttoned
his jeans. I unzipped his fly.

I grabbed the waistband and pulled
down. I revealed his long, thick shaft inch by inch.

The elastic waistband of his briefs
slipped down over the head and he popped out.

He was big. So fucking big. Much bigger
than Mike.

Rob smiled when he saw the way my eyes
widened. "Haven't ever seen a real man's cock, have you? Well,
today's you're lucky day. Now, do as you're told."

He grabbed the root of his cock with
one hand and the back of my head with the other.

He pushed the head of his shaft against
my mouth. There was already a glob of precum on the tip of his
cock. It was salty and warm.

"Open," he said.

I did. His cock slipped between my
lips. He was so hard already. So thick.

I gagged when he hit the back of my
throat. I looked up into his eyes. He kept his hand locked in my
hair. "You can take more than that, I know it," he said.

He pushed.

I started gagging. He didn't
stop.

I tried relaxing. Let my throat open
around him. My pussy quivered as though jealous when he slid
himself down into my throat.

He held himself in there until the
tears started in the corner of my eyes then pulled back.

Then I realized I liked it. I liked him
holding me here. Liked him using me, taking me. Making me pleasure
him.

My pussy tingled and quivered I liked
it so much.

"That's what I thought," he
said.

He fucked my mouth. He fucked it and
the saliva started squirting into my mouth.

He pulled his lips back over his lips.
Fucked me harder.

So hard I thought he might cum in my
mouth. Shoot his load right down my throat.

My stomach tightened up at the
thought.

Then he pulled himself out. My spit
covered his entire shaft. Hung off the bottom in little beady
ropes.

My lips ached. Felt stretched and raw,
almost numb. He was that big.

"Ready to pay off your daddy's debt?"
he said.

He wants to fuck
me, I realized. He's going to fuck me.

Then:

I want him to fuck me.

My body craved that monster even while
I feared it.

He asked again.

Quietly, shyly, I nodded.

He grabbed me and threw me down on the
bed. He pinned me beneath him, pushed his hips between my
thighs.

He used my slick slit to guide himself
down into position.

"Wait! We need a condom!" I said. Said
even as my body betrayed me again, my hips angling of their own
accord to let him slide in. My pussy quivering and sopping wet in
anticipation.

"I never use a condom," he said, "Trust
me. It's better this way. You'll like it."

He pushed. His cock, rock hard and
thick, forced the tightness of my pussy to part around
him.

I pushed my head back against the
mattress. My back arched up beneath me so that only my shoulders,
head, and ass touched the bedsheets.

It hurt.

It hurt so good.

I could feel my tight, taut body
stretching around him. Yielding to his girth and
hardness.

He kissed my exposed neck. His cock
throbbed while he sheathed himself in my pink cunt.

"Give it to me! I need it!" I
said.

"I knew you would," he breathed into my
ear.

And he sheathed every inch. Pushing
until I thought I couldn't take anymore. Thrusting in until my body
swallowed his entire length to the root. So that I could feel his
big balls resting against my ass.

And still I stretched. I shivered,
every bare inch of my skin tightening and pebbling with
goosebumps.

"You are so fucking tight," he
said.

"Is... am I too tight?" I said, barely
able to get the words out.

"Not for long," he replied.

He fucked me. Slow at first. Slow, even
strokes so that I could really feel him dragging back and forth
inside of me.

It was a delicious friction.

One that had me moaning like a little
slut beneath him. Moaning and writhing, rolling my hips to make
sure I took his whole length every time.

And the sensation! This felt so much
better than with a condom. So raw and real and primal.

He kept savaging my neck and shoulders
with hot wet kisses and love bites. He reached between our bodies
to squeeze and knead my breasts and play with my
nipples.

And still I moaned.

I was his little whore. His little
slut. His little sex doll.

"I'm going harder," he said.

Not a request, not an order. Just a
statement. Like he didn't care what I thought.

And harder he went. The bed rocked and
shook, the headboard slammed against the wall.

I could barely take him. Barely take
it.

And then he leaned back so that he
could get a better look at my pussy while it stretched around him.
While it left him slick and soaked with my wetness.

He grabbed my legs and pushed them
together.

"Oh!" I gasped. I felt him even more.
Felt even tighter.

He crossed my ankles and then rested
them against one of his shoulders. He pushed my knees back against
my chest.

Pushed his cock even deeper into my
body. Buried it balls-deep on each thrust.

I tried not to cum. Tried to retain
some sort of control. Show him some defiance.

It didn't work.

He grinned when I moaned
again.

Smiled when I came.

And I came hard. My pussy clenched down
around him. So tight. For just a second. Then relaxed.

Then tightened again.

"That's it. Cum all over me," he
said.

My body shook. My hips bucked. I arched
up off the bed again.

He bore it all. He slammed down into
me. Jackhammered until i screamed. Until it felt so good I thought
I might pass out.

Then he came.

He grunted. His teeth pulled
back.

He shoved himself all the way into
me.

His cock jerked. I felt the warmth of
each spurt.

Worse, I felt the way my cunt drank it
all up. Felt the way the quivering muscles inside of me milked
every drop from him. Pulled it all up into my guts, into my waiting
womb.

He kept himself sheathed inside of me
until he was certain he was empty.

Then he withdrew.

I gasped at the sudden feeling of
emptiness.

My pussy ached right away, the deep
ache of the soreness running up through my stomach.

I glistened with sweat and so did
he.

"I should have done this sooner," he
said.

"Is... was that enough?"

I caught my breath, held it even though
my overtaxed lungs wanted all the air I could gulp down into
them.

It had to be enough. It better be
enough.

I better be enough.

"For now. Guy like your dad has a lot
of debt, though. I'm thinking we could come to some sort of deal
about that," he said.

He pulled his jeans back on, hiding
that magnificent cock of his.

Then he grabbed my panties. He put them
to his nose and breathed deeply.

My body trembled again.

"And I'm keeping these," he
said.

I didn't say anything. Not after he
left the room. Not after he left the house.

I went downstairs a while later and
found my dad. He looked at me.

"Done?" he said.

"All paid. I'd do anything for you,
daddy. Anything," I said, hugging him.

He hugged me back, hard.

"You're an incredible daughter," he
said.

"I'll fix all this for you," I said,
"I'll pay all your debts."

Rob and I had more deals to work
out.

And I thought I'd be dumping my college
boyfriend shortly.
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1.

 


I couldn't tell anyone. It was a
secret.

And everything I thought about
it—thought about him—it made me sopping wet.

I'm talking wet enough to have to
change my panties.

I went over to my dresser and opened
the top drawer, shoving aside a pile of sports bras (b cups) and
found my diary in its usual hiding spot right at the bottom left
corner.

I went over to my bed and flopped down
on my stomach on top of the duvet. I just had to reread what I'd
written about that night. Even just the anticipation left a hot
ball low in my stomach.

I flipped the pages to the last entry,
dated for that last Saturday.

 


It read:

 


Dear diary, I got kissed
today.

By a man. Not a boy. It was
a real kiss. It made me feel things that I never thought I could
feel. Is this how being with a real man makes you feel?

Because I like
it!

It was Hannah's dad. I know.
I should be like eew! But it was great!

And I think one thing that
made it really great is that we both know we shouldn't have done
it.

I always kind of had a crush
on him. And I'm 18 now so it's not like it's illegal or anything. I
just never thought anything like this would happen to
me.

I went over to see if Hannah
wanted to do anything but she wasn't there. Just her dad. Mr.
Campbell. But he told me to call him Steve.

It was really nice out that
day so I wore a pair of tiny, skimpy shorts and a spaghetti tank
top.

I knew it was super skimpy.
And I think part of me wanted to go over just to see how Mr.
Campbell might react.

We were in the kitchen. He
gave me a Diet Coke. Our fingers brushed. I could feel the blush
crawling up my neck.

And I definitely felt the
way my pussy got nice and slick. And the way I quivered on the
inside and squirmed on the outside.

He noticed.

Then it happened.

He took the can out of my
hand and set it on the counter. He's like a good foot taller than I
am. Really towered over me.

I could feel right then that
he wanted me badly.

And I'm not sure I could
have stopped him when my grabbed me by the hips and pulled my body
against his.

God, my heart felt like it
was going to hammer out of my chest!

And I ached. Deep inside I
ached.

He kissed me then. He hadn't
shaved that day and his stubble prickled at me.

I felt it then. His... his
you know. It was big and hard and it bulged against my stomach and
I couldn't think of anything but how it might feel to slide inside
of me.

But then Hannah came back
in.

We both jumped apart from
each other. When we went out Hannah asked me why I looked so
flustered and I said I'd jogged over.

I think the crotch of my
shorts stayed moist until I got home later...

 


I closed the diary. Rolled over onto my
back so that the beam of sunlight coming in through the window cut
across the flatness of my stomach.

I hadn't told anyone what had happened.
Especially not Hannah. She would freak.

But every night this last week I dreamt
about the feeling of his strong hands holding me close.

I dreamt about that big, hard bulge and
the way it seemed to strain to get out of his jeans.

But I could never let it be any more
than just a dream. Right?
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