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Introduction
It has been a very strange year, but exciting at the same time. Really a complete turn around from last year. I am in my third year of college, and had to move back home. The circumstances that led to this included my roommate disappearing one weekend and leaving me with rent and all bills. I replaced him but with a roomie who wanted nothing to do with me. Then my best girlfriend from high school fell in love with some guy from Chicago, they got married and moved away. I ended up dating my roommate-who-disappeared’s girlfriend, and when he came back she went back to him. Needless to say he ceased being my roommate or my friend. So in about a month I lost my roommate, my best friend and my girlfriend. Did I mention that school is very stressful and I have a shit job. I needed to be in a ‘safe’ environment. I needed to save some money, and like all good twenty something’s I moved back home for awhile. This also allowed me to quit my job.
My parents are semi retired and are gone most of the winter, and really most of the time. They have a big house which is a long way from school, but I can take the bus or drive and the cost is way less than trying to maintain an apartment. Then there is my sister. She is one year younger than me but two years behind me in school and she never left home. She was always one of those people who was very into herself, very sensitive, just very cautious in relationships and with strangers. She took a year off from school, basically just laid around the house, before starting at the same college as me. This meant that in addition to saving money on living expenses we would probably save money commuting as well - maybe.
I always got along with my sister, and really we were falling into an exactly similar state of affairs that occurred to us once before, but when I was about ten and she was nine. My parents moved us to a very small, isolated little town and we found ourselves having nothing in common with the kids our age. Neither of us knew anybody nor did we really want to, and so we had only each other. This circumstance had brought us very close. We used to play every manner of games, monopoly, tickle, hide and seek, house, it was all fun, great memories. We sometimes crossed a few boundaries probably, but at the age we were it was always quite innocent, and in the absence of our parents (even then) we made up for the lack of affection in our lives with each other. Holding hands, watching tv with our arms around each other, just physically close, that sort of thing.
My sister is thin, very blond, large blue eyes that can look right into you, very pretty - unusual looking. Pretty quiet if she doesn’t know you but a real talker when she does. Naive, innocent, but sarcastic. Small breasts and thin waist, long legs but not tall, very beautiful from behind. That was the setting of my home coming.
When I arrived she helped me move my car load of stuff and get organized. She was very excited to have me back home. Lots of questions and wondering how long I was going to stay. It wasn’t very long that the comparison was made to ten years prior. “Just like when we lived in that horrible little town.” We reminisced a lot and it was this reminiscing that set the whole year in motion. Our many games were fondly recounted, some of which I could not remember at all.
The Quarter Game
The first few weeks Laura even made me many nice dinners, and we set up a regular little family - which included mom and dad when they were there. We did our homework, had some days when we could commute to school together, and we liked to watch movies in the evening like old times. One of those evenings after cleaning up, we put the DVD in and sat on the couch. “Have I told you how much I missed you last year,” she slid over to me and just wrapped her arms around me. “About a hundred times. This is working out though, it was really a hard year.” I leaned against her and put my arm around her, stroked her hair a little. I had totally forgotten how good she smelled. “Me too,” she said. “I pretty much lost track of everyone I was close to.” She looked at me, “I haven’t been very close to anyone since college started. Everyone from high school has moved away.” We started the movie. After just a little while, she said “Do you remember when we used to watch tv and I would hide a quarter somewhere on myself and you would try to find it.” “No, I don’t remember that, oh wait, yeah. Most of time we could never find it.” “That’s because it would slip out while we were searching.” She reached in her pocket, held up a quarter, “well here’s a quarter.” My memory of this game was totally innocent, but this time after ten years, there was a change to the equation somehow. I felt my mouth go slightly dry, my heart raced a bit. “While we watch the movie,” she added. “It’ll be fun. Just like before.” Yeah, uh, just like before. I paused the movie.
She went in the other room for just a minute and came right back in. She was wearing a simple little top without buttons, a cream colored v-neck, and a pair of jeans. Socks no shoes. Probably a bra. She laid back down on the couch with her feet up on my lap, started the movie again and said, “ok its your turn first.” I absently and softly rubbed her feet over her socks, checking carefully for the quarter. Then rubbed up both sides of her legs, slowly, methodically, every inch. I was remembering just how hard it was to find this quarter, especially through jeans. Nothing. I shifted to the other side. She was laying on her front. I stroked and pressed her back and up both arms - she definitely was wearing a bra. “You’re going to have to turn over.” She complied. I checked her arms again and she just looked up at me and said, “nope.” I ran my hand over her stomach, this could get weird I thought, but I was definitely enjoying the old game. Was I getting aroused? Nothing. I lightly ran my hands up her sides and under her arms avoiding her breasts completely. And there under her arm beneath the bra was the quarter. “Aha.” She clapped her hands and laughed, “my turn!”
I though of where to put the quarter and basically picked the spot that was right at my belly button. I even found a little piece of tape and taped it right there. I Laid on the couch, and she placed her hands on me and touched me basically as I had. It felt really really nice. I hadn’t felt so close to anybody in a really long time. I said, “I feel like we are just a pair of preening monkeys.” She laughed, “well we are tonight.” She got to my belly and there it was! “Found it,” and she laughed again. God I loved her laugh.
While the movie played we did this a few more times, hiding the quarter in similar ‘safe’ places. Once I put it at the bottom of my foot and she spent a long time looking, but found it. By now though both of our faces were burning. And you could clearly see that I had an erection through my jeans. The touching, rubbing, stroking was definitely having an effect on us. It was her turn and she was gone a little longer. She came back in and said, “you won’t find it this time.” She laid down at the couch. I pulled her blond hair back and carefully checked there (that was actually a hiding place I remembered from when she was little when I could never find it). Not there. I checked her feet, her arms her legs carefully, a long time on the legs. I was even kneeding and giving her long strokes along her thigh and butt this time. I checked in her pockets. “Just in case,” I said. “Nope”. “Turn around,” she flipped over with a slight smile on her face, head turned and just watching the movie intently, her cheeks were red. I rubbed her stomach very slowly with the palm of my hand and reached up under her top so I was brushing her bra. I checked her sides all very slowly and carefully. She kept laying with her head turned, she didn’t look at me like other times. Then, I so softly, barely a touch, set my hand on her right breast, looking at her face, and massaged outward to the edge, over her shirt and bra. Wonderful, soft, my heart pounding. She didn’t move. I checked her other breast and rubbed carefully in circles now. Still nothing. I reached down to her upper thighs and around her abdomen and hips, pushing and massaging her through the jeans. Slowly. Methodically. This was not like before. My mouth was dry. I let my fingers run along the top of her inner thighs, my fingers pressed in tight right at the fold of her crotch and then up the center of her hip along the pelvic bone. She was so hot there and I watched her breathing catch in her throat.
Then, I simply lay my palm onto the flat of her stomach and slid it under her jeans, under her panties. I could feel the beginning of soft hairs on her little mound, they feel blond I thought. And I kept sliding down, the heat, the moisture, not very much hair there at all, whispy, soft. I could see her open her legs slightly and just kept her eyes on the TV. And there right at the top of her puss, where the labia divides - her pussy lips, (and which I could not see because she was fully clothed) was the quarter held there by her thighs and the pressure of her panties. She said nothing. “I found it!” Really, almost embarrassed at this now, after my single minded ‘search,’ I held it in front of her eyes, her burning cheeks and said with my dry mouth, “I did find it.” She nodded.
Board Games
We never talked about what it is we were actually doing with our little quarter game, but it was something that occupied our evenings on occasion, and had even included her wrapping her hand around my erect penis from time to time, to ‘find it.’ I was studying one evening, and Laura came in my room. She watched me for awhile, and asked how long I would be. She was bored, I could always tell her mannerisms. I really did know her well. “Do you remember how we used to play board games?” I looked back at her on the bed, “all the time, every kind. Are they still here?” “I think so, somewhere. Mom never throws anything away.” She was getting me interested. It was Saturday, I had been studying for something like three hours. It was a sunny beautiful day. “Yeah, lets find one and set it up in the sun room.”
We did find the games, and picked out the Ultimate. The one we used to play for days. Monopoly! Cards out, money exchanged. Houses getting built and hotels. She had the Boardwalk this time, which was the one I always wanted to own. And she was winning. But then I got a whole side of the board, and the tides were turning. To the point that she landed on my hotel and New York and did not have money. She would have to cash in some hotels, mortgage some properties. She was not happy. “Ok, well, you need to cash in your Boardwalk Hotel.” “How about I give you a kind payment?” Oh yeah. My dad was in sales and he sometimes received ‘payments in kind.’ My sister always called those kind payments, she would also sometimes call it ‘bartender’ for barter. “You mean bartender” I laughed. “Exactly,” she said. “I could wash the dishes this week” (which had become my chore since she cooked). “Ok I’ll accept your kind payment.” And we played on.
But I definitely had the edge and she was soon in the same position. And again was offering a kind payment. I said, “naw, this game could go on forever.” “So, they always did before, come on just like before.” She paused, “I’ll do just about anything.” Then, “Please.” Something about that anything. She was looking at me with those beautiful blue eyes, and my mind went right to what had been on my mind for weeks now - really because of the quarter game thing. While we touched each other pretty much anywhere now during the game, I had never actually seen any of my blond, blue eyed sister. We always remained fully clothed. And I had become really curious about the image of her body, and mainly that soft blond puss. I could practically picture it by my touch alone, but only in my imagination. I had to try.
“Your kind payment is,” I paused - “I really would like to just see you without your pants on.” Her eyes got big for just a moment and then a pause. Interesting. Not an immediate no way. “You mean in my underwear?” “Actually, uh, no underwear either.” I smiled sheepishly. “That’s the kind payment, or you can cash in hotels.” Silence. She was reasoning this out now. “I’ll go get my robe and just hold it open so you can see.” I was literally shaking a little now. “Ok.” was all I could manage. She got up and left. She must have been gone 15 minutes. When she got back she was standing in her robe. I could see that she was barefoot and not wearing jeans anymore. Just her robe. The sun room was so bright and clear, the sun shining right on her. “Sorry, I couldn’t find my robe.” I laughed.
She stood right in front of me, and then sort of held her breath, closed her eyes and slowly opened her robe. She kept her top on (true to her word), but no pants and no panties. She had such a small soft waist, and gentle widening hips. The sun cast these wonderful shadows on her skin. And the soft hair, wisps of blond, hardly any there and tufting a little right at the bottom. I gazed at her for a nice little while, she had opened her eyes and was looking at me but with the same look as the quarter game. “And the back,” I said as I looked her right in the eyes, I couldn’t believe I had said it. She looked at me like she couldn’t believe it either, “you drive a hard bargain, sir. New York better be worth it.” “Oh it is. Wonderful.” I rejoined. She turned around and lifted the hem of her robe up to her waist. Her butt was definitely her most beautiful attribute. I had always loved looking at her from behind. She looked back at me, “Enough?” “Yeah.” She let the hem drop, closed the robe and sat back down, “Do you think I am pretty?” she asked. “I think you are, yes, spectacular,” I said, and continued “Really. . . and Your cuffs match your collar, that’s sure.” She hit me with an open hand and we laughed. We played the rest of the game with her in her robe, a very amused smile on her face, fluttering her eyes on me, and not exactly keeping tabs on the proprietary lay of fabric which clothed her now. I could tell she was feeling pretty, desired, and proud of her effect on men - in this instance me. She was really feeling good about herself. It made her even more attractive. I guess this was my ‘reward.’ I had many lovely peeks up those long legs, and of her bare belly reaching down low through the robe, during the remainder of the game. From there on out, there were no kind payments, only the cashing of hotels, houses, mortgaging property - and then she lost.
Doll Making and Dress Up (Sculpture)
I was getting ready to leave in the morning when Laura bounded into my room. She was in a very good mood. “I have a game for us this evening!” “What is it?” “Surprise! One of my favorites.” Since Monopoly, we had kind of backed off a little. More like evenings studying, dinners, going out separately with friends or evenings watching tv, though we still would wrap around each other and sort of snuggle on the big couch, make casual comments to the screen. In another respect, we were becoming more natural around each other, really more intimate than ever. I could look at her now, see the small of her back - and know what it felt like in my hand. And an evening laying on the couch with her smell was the most relaxing thing in the world to me now. Still, it had been weeks since we had played any of our games. So what could it be?
I had a very normal day at school, and basically forgot about the morning conversation. On the way home though it came back to me. I had already eaten, as I had a later class and got home around seven. “I thought you would be home earlier,” She said pulling me into the house. “You know my schedule, today is the chemistry class that lasts three hours.” “Ok, but come over here.” I sat down. “Do you Remember what my favorite of games was?” I blinked. “Umm, oh god. Dress Up. Oh no, not dress up.” “Please,” She was down on the floor now rolling around. “And” she added, “doll making - like pinnocchio.” What I remembered was my little sister doing whatever she wanted with me, picking out my clothes dressing me up. She Loved it, I never told her, but I thought it was pretty stupid.
“Come on in here, in here,” and she had me by the arm. “You are in pieces.” “Yeah, I feel like that all right.” We were in her room now. “No a doll, you are all in pieces and I have to put you together, and then dress you. Okk....ok?” “Just Give me a minute and let me get freshened up.” She relented and I went to my room. I thought about this. Dress me. I’m twenty. Ok, see what this is about.
I took my time, I took a shower. When I got back to her room she was reading but pacing at the same time. She was blushing. “Ok,” I said and sat down on the bed. “Umm, first you have to take off your clothes.” What?” “You are in pieces, I have to put you together.” I remembered now being stripped down to my underwear when this started. “I’ll turn around.” So, I took off my shirt, my socks, my pants, my T shirt, laid on the bed and said, “there, ready.” She looked at me without a smile, a serious look. “I guess that’s fine.” “What? I said. “Well I thought you would be, you know, I said take off your clothes.” “Naked!” “Well, you did see me . . .right.” She was blushing again. This was quite a plan she had. I laughed. “So that’s it.” “No. No, this is just fine.” I had on boxers, I could feel the start of an erection. I looked right at her, stood up, and slid them down to my ankles. Kicked them across the room. And lay back on the bed with my arms behind my head. “Ta Da.” She put her hands together. But now my erection was almost painful. I could not believe my position right now, while at the same time trying to be totally nonchalant. Laura’s eyes were as big as saucers as she walked up to the be. She said, “Alright then, I need to put you together then.” She had even put together a little makeshift tool kit. “Damn, you have been working on this.
She sat down on the bed and set her hand on my stomach. Very natural. I was surprised at the naturalness of her touch now. For one moment she glanced down at my little guy, now not so little anymore. She said, “remember how sometimes I used to go into the bathroom when you were taking a bath when we were little and ask to touch your pee pee and you would let me. I used to try and do it really quickly so that I could touch your penis when it was still soft, before it started to, um, get stiff.” “I remember you used to tell me you liked it soft,” I said. “Yeah, I’m starting to think I like it better, hard now.” Did I hear that right?!
Anyway she did not touch me then, she sat on the bed and took my hands. Each finger needed to be attached, the hand attached to the wrist. I remembered it well. She brought out little tools, screwdrivers, ruler, nail files, plastic toy implements. She brushed her hands down my fingers. ‘Built’ my hand, my wrist and then elbow. Slid the arm into my chest socket rotated it around. Then my toes, my feet, my ankles, my knees, my knee caps. She was loving this, breathing hard, burning. When she sat at my center I would reach my hand up and gently rub her back, her hips, whatever was right there. At first she would stop me, “you are a doll” she would say scolding me. But after awhile she said nothing at all, and then I even slipped by hand under her top so I could feel her skin. No bra.
When the legs were to be attached, she said she had to ‘prepare the opening.’ I laughed, “really now.” And she looked at me very seriously, “yes.” She took her hands and wrapped them around my thigh, with each hand extended in each direction and one hand wrapped into my crotch as I spread my legs. Back and forth back and forth, then up and down. Oh, God did that feel good, and it made my penis want to be touched in the worst way. I could feel her brushing my balls, but that was all. Oh God it felt good and she could tell the effect it was having on me, which was probably why she did it so long. I was dripping precum onto my belly, which she definitely noticed. At one point she smiled at me, took her finger and slid it around in the puddle just above the head of my cock. Then back to work.



She took each leg and motioned as if she were sliding them into their sockets. Then she took my legs and bent them up to my chest a couple of times. Oh this was all so amazing. I was doing whatever she wanted now. She threw me a towel. “I think you better lay this on the bed. I need you to turn over now.” She looked at me, smiled, “Having fun?” “You have no idea” I said. “Good, it was always MY favorite.” I turned over - onto my little towel.
She worked on my head, put it on. Then massaged my back forever, I have know idea what dollmaking purpose was served by this wonderful back rub, aside from the ‘installation’ of my shoulder blades, but I just lay there and took it all in. I was getting so relaxed, almost asleep in fact, when she started to work on my butt. She was using her fingers in a careful sawing motion together with a kind of cupping and molding massage. I could just imagine she was making my butt crack! Wow! Down and deeper with those slender fingers, pushing along the surface toward by anus, and then over the top back and forth scrapping lightly across my opening, causing me to involuntarily push my ass in the air. Oh, my god. “You are one hell of a doll maker dear.” I sighed. “It takes time to make quality,” she said quietly back. Her mind was on other things. She took one finger and right at the surface of my anus she pushed, she pushed again as I raised my hips. She pushed her finger down to the first little knuckle. I could feel her nail. I could not stand it anymore. I was actually on the verge of coming. I could barely breath. She lifted her finger back out and turned me around. I complied.
“That leaves just one thing,” she said. “I think I am going to make you a boy doll.” She said so seriously. “Reeaaaly. . .” I said back. We both laughed. I had been laying naked on her bed for over an hour. It was like no foreplay I had ever experienced before. She took her finger and touched just the tip of my penis and rubbed the precum around the whole head. I just said, “oh, just push down on the end, do it just once.” I think I said it with such a need that she complied. Oh, that was what I had needed for quite awhile. “Oh, once more,” It felt so good. She went back to sliding her finger around on the tip. “Now I got to see you, so now we’re even,” but more to herself. She wrapped her hand around my penis, it was so wet she could slide it up and down. She took her other hand and laid it between my legs and held my balls. She looked at me and she looked at my little (not so little) guy. I alternately closed my eyes, lifted my hips, and looked back at her.
She was sitting right at my side now, sort of on her knees, and so I had managed to insinuate my hand underneath her bottom, and despite the fact she was wearing jeans had managed to work my hands between her legs and was rubbing her from the top of her puss back to her ass, in the same rhythm that she was rubbing me, and which I could tell she liked. Several times I heard an involuntary moan, and I know I was making them as well. Heaven. Heaven. I wanted this to last and last.
She was still sliding her hand on my cock up and down slowly. “If I am going to finish you and dress you up now, I believe that you are going to need some release. I can tell this boy doll needs to be emptied out a little.” And she took a firmer grip (as I took a firmer grip of her). And she started a kind of wrist twist with her fingers across the top of my penis, and pointing it straight up at my chest. “I’m going to cum,” I whispered. “I’m going to cum.” “I know, you bad little boy,” she smiled. “Me?” I protested. But then I could feel myself coming, pushing my hips up into the air turning my head back and forth, “Oh god, oh god” and I came. Ribbons of cum spread up onto my chest. On and on, I completely vanished - spent. She was watching my face, the desire on my mouth and in my eyes. I then just lay back motionless with my eyes closed. I reached under myself, grabbed the towel and started to wipe myself off. “My God, Thanks,” I said. “That was nice,” she got up, glowing, literally glowing. From my rubbing between her legs, and how hot and wet she had to be, I basically knew she needed a release as much as I had. But, I was spent, still ‘recovering.’ “Now I can dress you.”
She brought out a fresh pair of underwear, boxers. She slid them up my legs, I lifted my hip and over my now soft member. She did an amazingly sweet thing then, she took the palm of her hand and cupped it over my penis and gave it a nice little pat. Considering what we had just done, I was still pretty amazed. She brought out some pants, slid them on same as the boxers. She took a T shirt pushed me up in an upright position and got behind me and slid on the T shirt - kissed me lightly on the neck, and then an open shirt, buttoned them and then ‘tucked’ them into my pants. So intimately, so slowly. Her hands were totally aware, totally comfortable now with my body, my stomach, my hip bone. I even became aware of my own hand wrapped around her thigh, not even realizing I had done that.
“There, my boy doll. And now a kiss to bring my doll boy to life.” She sat me on the bed, leaned in slow and kissed me softly on the lips. Looked at me again, and then bit lightly my lower lip. I touched her tongue with mine, leaned in and kissed her as well with my hand finding hers. We played with each others fingers. I reached up and just lay my hand on her breast, could feel her firm little nipple. “Good game I said, way better than I remember it.” She laughed, “I thought you’d like it. And there IS your version of this game - remember.” “Oh, my god, that’s right - sculpture!”
I can imagine what each of us did when we went to bed that evening.
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It had been a few days since the doll game. Every time I thought about that evening I got hard. I have to say it was probably my most erotic experience ever up to then, and I just could not get it out of my head. Our evenings at home, our dinners, commutes, everything continued however as it had. Our conversations were natural and close, but not sexual in any way. The games were their own little hermetically sealed moments or fragments in time. The only exception to that now were the simple and natural little touches that had been added to our daily routines. When I went into the kitchen in the morning and she was standing at the counter cutting an orange, I would walk up behind her and place my hands on her waist, say good morning, and feel her press her back into me as she said good morning back. When I handed her her backpack I would brush my hand along her wrist. When she sat down next to me on the couch she would lay her hand on my thigh or touch my hair behind my ear while she was making an important point.
Winter was passing and with spring the days were getting longer, some of the mornings were actually warm now. And that also meant that Laura started wearing spring clothes. I even helped her get her spring wear out of the basement and lay it out on the bed. It excited me to think that she was going to start wearing this stuff. But I said nothing. Her confidence was definitely high with me. She knew her effect on me now, and I know she enjoyed it. Hell, I enjoyed the effect I knew I had on her. So the games in their hermetically sealed little moments were separated from our normal day to day and it seemed to work. One evening however, I tested the bounds of the game/non-game line a little bit.
She was actually laying on the floor in front of the TV on this evening and the sun was just setting, so the lights were not yet on. As the sun set the brightness in the room continued to dim, with the glow of the TV increasing. She was wearing a red half top and a fairly loose pair of khaki shorts, no shoes and no socks. I was sitting on the floor with my back against the couch and her feet were laying along the side of my legs to my right. I had my hand on her calf and she was sort of swishing her foot back and forth with her head set on her hands up on her elbows. On this evening my mind was focused on her body, on our games, and basically on my horny little self.
I started to rub her calves, and she did not react at all. No game here, just us two, together. None suggested. I let my hand wonder up to her thigh, and she just said, “Could you rub my feet?” “Sure,” I said. And back down to her feet. So I rubbed her feet for quite awhile and pushed my thumb into the center which I knew she liked. I could see the small of her back, I could see up her loose fitting shorts just a little ways, though less and less as the sun continued to set. After a goodly interval I let my hand wander back onto her calves, back onto her thighs. She said nothing. I have to say I was more nervous than ever before now. There was even a slight tremor in my hand.
I was stroking the inside of her thighs now and she did not move at all. Her legs though were sort of close together and in the absence of any movement on her part, there was certainly no invitation. Uncharted territory. I was thinking about our quarter game, about her masturbating me in her room, about the kiss. And rationalizing to myself that this was nothing compared to those things, ok then. I slid forward a bit and let my hands wander up under the legs of her shorts, and then up over the surface of her butt and then slid my hands as best I could between her legs over her panties. She still did not move or respond at all though, and so I backed off again. Even stopped altogether at one point.
The room by now was dark except for the glow of the TV. Neither of us made any move to turn on a light which we normally did. After about five minutes or so, she started shaking her foot again, and once or twice let it kick me lightly. Ok. What is this? I was running every little thing through my fuddled brain, my heart pounding again, had a nice little erection now going. This would all be worth it for later this evening anyway. What the hell. I scooted forward again and once more slid my hand into the leg of her shorts, but also under her panties, first onto her butt and then pressing my fingers downward and into her puss. She was so wet, and this was the first time that I had felt her wetness! I let my fingers slide upward and then down again, could literally feel her pussy lips swelling and then opening across her middle. I was splitting her open. God was she wet. But again she did not move at all. She kind of shifted her head around a little bit, and I just kept at it. I wasn’t being stopped after all, and I intended to continue unless directed otherwise. That was the plan. And so it continued.
I almost jumped when she said, “hey. . . what you doing back there?” Friendly, noncommital. “Um, nothing, just playing a little.” She shifted a bit, enough that I stopped and took my hand back. She lifted her hips a little and just reached down with her right hand and undid the button on her shorts and then undid the zipper. I could hear it. She also at the same time opened her legs a little bit. The result of this shifting around, while nothing was said, looked like a pretty convincing invitation. I therefore slid my hand back into her shorts, back under her panties, back into that unbelievably wet pussy of hers. I found her clitoris and drew small soft circles, and I could feel her hips moving. I stopped moving my finger and felt her hips continue to draw the circles on her own. I left my finger where it was and let her movements direct the motion now. Wow! I was probably as wet as she was and probably could have cum just from the touching alone. Laura was no longer watching the TV but had her head hanging down between her shoulders but still holding herself up by her elbows. She did say, a couple of times, “It feels good.” And, “oh. . ., you are a bad boy.”
I got somewhat bolder and moved my fingers upward from her clitoris and found her vagina. I took my index finger and just pushed it inside. She was so tight and so wet. I could not believe how good she felt. I heard her gasp as I pressed into her and she gave an involuntary push onto my hand. She let me stroke her and with my thumb I worked her pussy lips and clitoris, and I could really tell how worked up she was getting. Squirming and moaning against my hand. Heaven again. But Apparently, too worked up.
Suddenly, she pulled forward with her elbows and literally was just crawling away from me, saying “Oh god. . . that’s all, now, oh, ok.” I was sitting there with my sticky fingers and obvious hard on. I was somewhat confused, I knew she was almost ready to come. She then started to pull herself together, smoothing back her hair, zipping up her shorts, buttoning back up. Then, she sat back up while I had moved back against the couch, and she scooted back next to me, her breathing was winded, “wheewh,” she said and her hips were still wriggling around, she fluttered her eyes at me, smiled a wry little smile (that I loved). Maybe she HAD come? I wasn’t sure.
We sat there another little minute when she took my hand in both hers and said, “See ya, I got something I got to take care of,” and put my hand on her abdomen just above her crotch. “Anything I can help you with?” I responded. “Uh, No, I think you’ve done enough,” and then she wrapped her hand around my penis through my pants, gave a squeeze, got up and left. Oh god, why did she have to go and do that?
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Part 3 from Games We Played, and Games We Played - Interlude.
Hypnotism
Friday Night
Earlier in the evening while my sister and I watched TV, I had managed to insinuate my hand into her panties. She had actually unsnapped and unzipped her shorts, and lowered them slightly so I had easier access (which is encouragement to say the least!) But then she had suddenly moved away from me, obviously going to bed as hot and bothered as me. I asked, "Can I help." To which she responded, "I think you've done enough." Since moving home we have developed a history of playing our childhood games, with interesting results. This evening was my first attempt at 'outside the game play' with mixed results. It nonetheless has left me about as horny as I think I've ever been in my life.
12:00 Midnight - Still Restless. I couldn't sleep. I felt hot, was still burning. Laura, my sister, had literally crawled away from me on her elbows, when not a minute earlier she had been grinding her puss into my hand.
12:15 a.m. - Still laying awake in the dark. I still have an erection. Can you get too aroused?
12:30 a.m. - There was no 'game' this evening. I was outside the box (so to speak) . . .
1:00 a.m. - Hey, I just remembered MY favorite game! Among all of our various childhood antics, one that had particularly stood out with me was Hypnotist. It brought back a flood of memories. The late at night darkness, sneaking around, the silence, whispers, the smells, the warmth of our beds.
Late at night one of us would steal into the others room, and whisper in their ear, "You are getting sleepy. You are getting sleepy." We were 'hypnotizing' each other, and that was the game. We would come up with some crazy behavior, or sound, or something that the other would have to do the next day. Only WE would know. Our secret. It was hilarious. You would spend the whole next day waiting for the hypnotized act! And when you saw it, the certain walk, the somersault, the asking for a certain ride, you realized that secret connection. Nobody else knew, just us. I could hypnotize her tonight! I could. I could do it.
Now if I could just get my legs to work.
2:30 a.m. - It IS a brilliant idea. NOW would be the perfect time.
I wear a lose pair of boxers and a grey T shirt to bed, and I just stayed in these as I crept down the dark hallway to her room at 2:30 in the morning. This was crazy, she could freak. I could feel my heart pounding in my ears. It was pitch black. Her door was closed. I, as slowly as possible, opened the door to her room. The noise of the door opening sounded unbearable, but in reality was just a click and a swish on the carpet. I was standing in her room. Two windows on each side of her bed let in thin bands of light from the street lamps. Her shades were blue, and as my eyes adjusted, there was a soft blue white light glow to the room as an outline of everything became clear. I could see her laying on her back, head turned lightly to the side. Her blonde hair raised up around her head, disheveled. I walked over to her bed sort of bent over and then kneeled by her night stand.
She slept in a double bed, and she had a sheet and light blanket pulled up under her chin. I could see her soft white cheeks and chin, blonde hair, closed eyes. She slept with a little pout as she lay on her back. I could see the rise and fall of her breathing. I sat there, settled in, sort of getting myself comfortable. I needed to calm down. I wanted to start laughing out loud to relieve some stress, and at one point I was even just shaking my arms in the air with my mouth open silently. She didn't move. I was sitting at the side of the bed where she was closest to the edge, which was the left side as I reached the point of no return. Lifting myself up to my knees, I leaned over the edge of her bed and put my mouth next to her ear. In the split second I was about to speak, it all came back to me: the darkness, the warmth, her hair, her breathing, her smell.
In barely a whisper I said, "You are getting sleepy."
Pause. I watched her intently as I continued, "You are getting sleepy. I am going to count to ten, and at the end of ten, you will be Hypnotized."
I was really shaking now, I just thought this could all go so wrong somehow. She turned her head away from me, paused a moment, and then adjusted herself slightly and brought her head back exactly where it was. But absolutely no reaction, no change in her expression.
I proceeded in a soft whisper, "One. Two. Three. Four. Five. You are falling into a hypnotic trance." I think I just noticed a bit of a smile - who knows. "Six. Seven. Eight. Nine. Ten. You are asleep. Totally, deeply asleep. Can you hear me?"
She did not move a muscle. I waited, Nothing.
"Can you hear me?"
She shifted around just a little bit, sort of a stretch.
"Yes," she just barely whispered, her speaking was directed straight up, not at me.
I continued, "You will not remember this tomorrow. But you will remember to do what I say. If you understand, nod your head."
She slowly nodded. I could also tell that her breathing was changing.
"Without waking answer me, what you are wearing?"
A pause. She softly whispered, "Gray flannel bottoms. . ."
Another long pause, I was almost ready to speak again.
". . . and, uh, a white undershirt."
I asked, "Are you wearing panties?"
"Um, yes - but, not a bra."
"Did you touch yourself before you went to bed last night?"
"Yes."
"Did you make yourself cum?"
"Yes - But, I came another time too."
"When?"
"This evening, while I was watching the TV."
"Did you touch yourself there too?"
"No, I had help from my bad little brother."
"Did you let him touch you?"
"Yes, I did."
I could feel her hips moving around on the bed, I could see the covers rising a bit. She was shifting her hands.
I whispered directly into her ear, "Tomorrow, you will be touched at various times during the day." I added, "Inappropriately. But you will not notice when it happens." "And, you will decide to go to bed without your pajamas on - or your panties, tomorrow night. Can you do that?"
She turned her head just slightly to the right, which had the effect that her cheek was brushing right against mine, and it placed her mouth right by my ear. I could feel her warm breath.
She said, "Yes. What do you mean - inappropriate?"
The way she said that word with her mouth was somehow amazing. Her lips were swelling, wet, were pouting and I could feel the warmth of her breath.
"I'll show you, just a little what I mean."
And I reached under the covers toward her warm body. I felt her flannel pajama bottoms that tied at the top, and reached my hand under the edge feeling for her blonde puss. I could feel her legs opening, felt her stretch, arch actually, and saw her mouth open; but she kept her eyes closed and said not a thing. Her labia actually felt swollen, bruised. The lips were so open and she was wet, soaking even on the inside of her panties. I let my fingers slide down through her center and to her backside, and just ran my finger over her anus.
I held my mouth right at her ear, her cheek on mine, as I breathed my warm words on her, "this is what it might be like."
"O,Ok," she turned her head left.
I brought my hand back up through her center, and with my middle finger, pressed it briefly into her vagina and continued rubbing upward around her clit, as she pushed her hips up into my hand.
She just said, " mmm, Ok."
I could smell her sex rising from under the sheets. God she smelled good! Her warmth, the warmth of her body under the sheets, her legs open in the dark pushing against my hand. I wanted this to last forever, but I pulled my hand from her panties, and let it drift up her abdomen, let it rest just below her navel. Softly stroked her.
"I am going to count in reverse now, sweet." And as I said that, I let my hand wander up to her breasts, feeling one then the other under her T. Felt the nipples contract under my touch.
"Ten. Nine. Eight. Seven. Six. Five." I let my hand wander back to her abdomen - I just had to feel that blonde little pussy one more time. I reached just under the edge of her panties. "Five. Four." I withdrew my hand. "You are waking from your hypnotism, you will now continue in your normal sleep. Three. Two. One."
She lay there quietly, and then slowly turned on her side away from me as I withdrew from her and stealthily moved back to my room.
Saturday
It was Saturday, and I slept really late - not a surprise since I basically had not fallen asleep until about sunrise this morning. Immediately though I remembered what happened. Did I do that? It just all seemed too unbelievable. Yes, I could still smell her on me.
I got up, put on a pair of sweats and left my grey T shirt on. I went into the kitchen, and there was Laura leaning over the counter on her elbows with a newspaper and cup of coffee, still wearing her gray pajama bottoms and t shirt (no bra). She was normally dressed, but this was her typical morning position, especially on weekends.
I walked into the kitchen as nonchalant as I could, and said, "Good morning. Sleep well?"
I came up behind her as I was talking to her (as was my habit these days) and just lay my hand on her waist, but then let my fingers slip lightly just beneath her bottoms and panties to the point where I could feel the wisps of her blonde hairs rising up from between her legs. She pressed her back into my chest (as also was her habit), but then she also tipped her head back onto my shoulder and turned her head so that her cheek was touching mine.
"Oh, I slept pretty good. I had so many dreams, but I can't remember any of them." I could feel her warm breath on my ear, could feel myself getting hard.
She remained lightly pressed against my chest and I could smell her hair. I reached a little lower and inched my fingers between her legs, and sort of rolled her puss lips in my fingers, one then the other, very slight and very light. God she was wet already. She pressed her bottom against me as well, and I knew she could feel my cock rising against her.
I stood there and in as casual a voice as I could manage, "Can you believe it's going to be the start of finals. I actually have a paper I need written by Monday - and I haven't even started it."
She, lifted her head while still pressed against me, and without skipping a beat (though I could feel her heart) responded, "I have about half a book to finish from Sociology. Couple of Hours - shouldn't be too HARD." She emphasized that word.
Then she added, "Do you want some coffee? It's over there, I made it nice and Hot for you." She leaned forward as my hands slipped out of her bottoms, went back onto her elbows and continued to read the paper some more.
"Great. Thanks. I think I will," I answered. I could barely walk to the counter. I poured myself a cup. Damn, She was 'hypnotized' today!
We both actually did have a tremendous amount of homework to do, and so our paths did not cross as much as they could have, but really it was that much better somehow. While she was at the breakfast table eating some toast and jam, still with her paper (she read the thing practically cover to cover in the mornings), I stood behind her and could see her T shirt opening at the top giving me a great view of her little titties. And so while she was reading I actually slid my hand right inside her top and started playing randomly with her bare breasts. They felt great while she was sitting up.
She didn't shift or move from her paper, just said, "Mmm, you smell nice."
I said, "I haven't taken a shower yet."
She said, "Neither have I."
Another time during an afternoon break, Laura was on the couch, sitting with her legs wide open - one foot touching the floor and the other along the back of the couch cushion. I lay at the other end of the couch with my head on cushion, my feet bent at the knees.
I started to make conversation, "I've written all of One page. I somehow have to fit fifty years of the fifteenth century in four pages. I don't even know why they do that."
As I was speaking, I reached my foot out toward her crotch and lay it right between her legs and started to roll the ball of my foot back and forth. I saw her eyes flash for a moment to my foot and then she looked straight at me with those wonderful blue eyes. A nothing going on look. Blushing now and pressing her hips just lightly against my foot. I could tell she was horny as hell.
She responded, "Well they have us reading, uh, reading about Marx still. I know that from a sociology perspective he contributed a lot, but they go into the politics and . . ." I was still rolling my foot over her puss and she was starting to breath heavier, "and ..uh, . .oh, I lost my train . . . of thought." Her voice went quite low just then and she gave a quick hard grind of her crotch into my foot, but she kept her eyes on me, those beautiful blue eyes that betrayed nothing.
It was really an amazing idea. I was a genius. Even just passing her in the hall I was letting my hands freely roam over her hips, onto her breasts, down the center of her back, between her legs, the crack of her ass. She didn't change her outfit all day, which she never does, but just kept wearing that gray flannel bottom and the T shirt top.
The best moment of the day though was when I noticed her going into the toilet. I thought why not, it sure qualifies as inappropriate. I waited a beat from when she went in and opened the bathroom door, walked in and closed it behind me, smiled at her on the toilet and sat down on the tub edge opposite her. Her head had swung immediately to the door, and she watched me with wide eyes as I sat down. She didn't know what to do, but left her legs parted slightly and her arms rested on each leg, the elbows sort of bent in the middle and her pants down around her ankles. I could hear her peeing now.
I said in a casual tone, "I got my second page done. What's happening with you?"
She sort of assumed a backstage voice whisper, "Uh, I'm trying to take a shit here."
I just wagged a finger and said, "Ah, ah, ah."
She let her shoulders drop along with her head, and her elbows went together. I could hear her under her breath, "you little shit,"
I just said, "How's your reading?"
She looked at me, "Goood. I got three chapters done." And we continued in a casual banter, while ignoring that we were sitting in the toilet with my sister taking a dump, and me watching her in just her T. I could hear pauses, pressure and a soft release, drops into the toilet. She was blushing red. When she reached for some toilet paper, she looked at me like - 'are you leaving NOW?' But I reached out and took the tissue.
"Allow me." I said.
She just shook her head, and started to Giggle, "You are such a help around the house, Who knew?"
I started to reach between her legs, but she said, "No, uh, from the back."
She scooted forward and sort of lifted her ass in the air. I reached down and wiped her middle, front to back with a steady pressure, and dropped the tissue in.
She said, "Again. And you got to check it."
She was smiling now, kind of getting into the process and giving some guidance. The whole thing was kind of awkward with two people doing the task of one. She was turning at the waist toward me and had her arms on my back and craning her neck watching me, and said "Now you do a good job, dammit."
I started to laugh, "pa-ractice makes perfect dear."
I wiped her ass again, checked - it was clean. She started to get up, and I said, "ah, one more - make sure," and I quickly patted her little puss dry with the flat of my hand.
She got up, pulled up her briefs, her bottoms. She rolled her eyes at me, batted me as we walked out and we went back to our rooms.
Saturday Night
I put in rather early this evening. I WAS really tired. And I actually set an alarm for 2:00 a.m. just in case I could be stupid enough to fall asleep and not wake until morning. I did drift off after awhile. I was really very tired, I didn't need the alarm though. Somehow at 1:50 a.m. I was wide awake.
Again in my boxers and T shirt I went to Laura's room. I quietly opened her door and moved beside her bed. She was in the exact same position as last night, only tonight there was a comforter on the bed. I moved up beside her, leaned in and whispered the exact same incantation of last night - 'hypnotized' her.
Then, I whispered, "what are you wearing?"
"I'm naked."
"Are you wet?"
"I've been wet all day."
"What happened today?"
"Um, uh, I read a book, a normal day. I don't remember anything, INAPPROPRIATE." I liked the way she said the word.
"Did you think about this?"
I pushing the covers back a little as I reached for her and lay my right hand onto her belly, then sliding down her hips to her left thigh, back up across her blonde hairs and down her right thigh.
"Yes."
I ran my fingers right through her center opened her labia, split her open, like a piece of fruit. Her pussy lips opened up so nicely, and I saw her mouth open up at the same time.
I whispered, "Very nice. You get rewarded for this."
"I do?" She said.
I shifted the covers so that her entire body was exposed to me from her shoulders down. In this low bluish light she just glowed, there were also these wonderful thin slants of light on her skin. I lifted up onto the bed, and I positioned myself so that I was laying now between her legs and could see her puss open in front of me, smell the sex. A wonderful earthy smell, delicate, so relaxing. I laid my cheek on top of her little blonde bush and didn't move for awhile. I want to be here forever I thought. She lay one hand on my head.
"Don't wake up," I whispered.
I had been thinking about this for awhile. Since seeing my sister and touching her, smelling her, I really wanted just a little taste. Lowering my mouth softly onto her little mound, I started to lick her with a flat tongue. As I pressed harder into her with my tongue I could literally feel her pussy lips enlarge and open, opening her pink middle. She had this wonderful little nub of a clit, it was like a little finger, I could put my lips around it. The first time I did, I heard a strong, drawing in of breath, "huuh."
I felt her hand on my head pushing me down into her, as her hips also pressed up and she arched her back. As I looked at her, her face was turned to its side with mouth open pressing back into the pillow. I could see her white teeth. She was rocking her hips gently in a rythem with me now. My nose was rubbing up and down into her puss as I licked along her center. It would touch her clit as I lapped downward. I was like a little cat at a bowl of cream. I ate her like a fuzzy little peach, her juices were running onto my chin, and when she was really pushing my head down into her I could barely breath. I started to fill her up with my fingers. Her breathing was getting heavy, and she was pulling my hair.
I called up to her, "do you like your reward?"
I could hear, "Ho, yes." And "Fuck, yes."
I took my middle finger and pushed it up inside her soft tunnel and rubbed little circle there, I licked her clit and wondered at her taste and smell. She was letting me do anything. I had all the time in the world dear. Nothing but time.
She started to get fairly loud, short little bursts, little screams. And she started pulling my hair now, and making a sort of motioning gesture, tugging me toward her. Scraping my back.
"Oh, I need you up here. Turn around, turn for me" she said in a light pleat.
I looked at her and then with my right hand, slipped my boxers down easily and kicked them off the bed.
I said as I was moving, "Ok. You want a bigger reward now?"



I shifted around for what she wanted.
"Yes, I have been very good today," she said.
I added, "Yes. You've been my good little girl."
I put my legs on each side of her shoulders, positioned my cock (which was aching now) over her face, and she took it in her mouth with a kind of wildness. She was Chewing on it!
"Careful." I whispered.
She laughed, "Oh, sorry."
"Hungry?" I said.
"You have no idea."
I started licking again, but from the other direction. She was still rocking her hips and I was now rocking mine into her wet little mouth. I was so aroused I was not sure just how long I could last. The fact that she was biting me a little, I thought, would actually make me last longer. We lay like that, licked and chewed, stroked and rubbed, filling each other everywhere. She had actually taken her finger and pushed it up inside my ass and was working in and out. With that I could feel the cum rising in me.
"Oh god, Get ready," I said. "Want a little cream."
"Mmmmm" was really all she could say.
So I quickened my pace rubbed fantastic little circles inside her with my tongue, dug my nails into her thighs, pulling her open. We were undulating along the bed. We actually were rising and sinking, up and down, together. I started to fill her mouth, could feel my cum spilling out and into her, and I imagined how it ran down her checks and neck. An electric line was running down me, I literally could not see, just flashes of light, and let my arms just drop down as I felt myself empty into her. She started panting, and moving hard against me, with a series of short cries. I could feel her start to buck her hips into me. We just dropped in a tangled heap on the bed. It was all hair, sweat, saliva, cum, pussy juice, skin, heat. Our mess. No past no future. I had no idea where i was.
As we calmed ourselves and caught our breath, I was still just absently licking her - still had my nose down between her legs. I couldn't move. And she was jerking her puss away from my mouth.
"Ahhh, too sensitive," she said.
After a little minute, I shifted, rubbed up to her tummy and her breasts. I laid my head sideways on her belly and she held me with both her hands.
" . . that was good." She said.
"Un fuckin believable." I rejoined.
"Everything but," She added.
We lay silent awhile. Just breathing. And then I started to whisper up toward the ceiling without moving, "Now I am going to wake you back up. At the reverse count of Ten . . . "
She was laughing and hitting me with an open hand.
". . . Nine. Eight. "
She just said, "You, out of here now!" She hit at me again, but missed. "You were very bad tonight! My God, look at us."
I said "Good too. No?"
"That too. But BAD."
I placed the covers back over her, went up by her mouth, I kissed her lightly. She took her hands and placed them around my neck, and onto my cheeks, opened her mouth. Her mouth was cool as she kissed me. We held our faces together, rubbed each others hair and cheeks as we kissed, and kissed and kissed.
"What am I going to do with you?" as she held my head back from hers and looked at me. She added, "You're one of my favorite people."
"Remember, you will remember nothing," I said as she swatted at me.
"I'll remember that," she said.
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I grew up on a farm with my parents, the youngest of seven brothers and sisters. As the youngest I was the one expected to stay home and care for my parents in their old age, whilst my oldest brother would take over the farm. Therefore, I knew that I would live on this farm for the rest of my life as a spinster. That was before Father Persson arrived, a new priest who had arrived after Father Nilson passed on in his sleep.
Father Persson was in his early 30's, and he stood at least a head above all the other men in the parish. At one of the services he saw me as I was looking at him, and the moment he caught my eye I looked away. Such behavior was wholly unacceptable. But he was knew and I was fascinate by his height. Later that week he arrived at the house, and so I quickly left the house and found chores to do in the barn. He was there to discuss my situation! In a short time he had purchased from my parents a indenture on my behalf for two years. The payment was exceptional, and he being the new priest and all my parents felt they could not refuse. So I, and all my worldly possessions, were loaded on his wagon the next week, and I was traveling to the rectory.
Never in my life had I seen such beautiful accommodations, even been near such things. I was given all new maidservant clothing, soaps, shoes, even undergarments. My room itself was at the back and top floor, and even this was like a mansion to me with tall ceilings, smooth walls. I had a floor under my feet! I was to rise at 4:30 am every morning to do my chores in the house, and there were two other girls - one much older. I worked hard, and avoided contact with Father. But he sought me out, would ask me questions, like “what is your name?”
“Lily” I responded in mortified terror.
He soon made me his personal maid, and moved my quarters next to his with a small passage for anything he required. This seemed acceptable to me. However, one of my chores was not. Never could I even imagine such a thing, but I did not know the world of the church and so had no say. One of my tasks was to bath him once each week. The first time I moved with fear, turned my entire head. I used the soap and rubbed his broad back and legs after I had filled the tub, and could not help but see his nude backside. After a few weeks though it became normal, and even desired. He was an attractive man and it effected me, though I would never admit it, I barely admit it to myself.
All Saints Day was approaching with the cooling weather, and I was mortified of Hallowed Eve, that night before All Saints when all manner of mischief occurred. One night while gathering some wood a group of boys had grabbed hold of me, held me so that two other boys wearing eye covers could kiss me on the mouth. I had never been kissed, and their rough kisses parted my lips and even touched my tongue with theirs. The effect on my body was terrible indeed and I confessed all to the priest who made me say an endless number of Hail Mary’s. From that date on I had this terrible fear. In conversation in the bath I relayed my fears and Father invited me to stay in his room on Hallowed Eve. I accepted.
The night arrived and I wore my heavy nightshirt and went into Fathers room. He was already in bed in his nightclothes. He looked up at me, smiled and patted the side of the bed. It was a double but not wide at all. When I got in I was right next to him. I was shaking now and he asked what the matter was. I answered that I was frightened of the ghosts and monsters out of doors at this hour. He told me there was no such thing and that he would keep me safe. Once settled for the night, with the lights out and all quiet I heard Father,
“Come in close dear and hold on to me if you are afraid.”
I was so I wrapped my arms around him. I could feel his hands on my body and rather liked the feel. But when he began to start kissing me, I pulled away suddenly. “Quiet now,” he said and, “Relax my Lily.” I laid still now and he continued to kiss me, and against all my better judgement I began to kiss him back. I felt his hands running down my side and then lifting my nightshirt. Then my sex was exposed and I could feel his hand there. It was the curse of Hallowed Eve I thought. Same as the boys in the woods. I remained still, afraid. There was no escape. His fingers moved through my sex, I could feel it though I could see nothing and indeed did not even know if it were him. Somehow I had gotten wet and slippery and at the same time dizzy and lightheaded. I was kissing him hard now and seeking his lips, I had completely surrendered to a carnal nature. In the depths of sin. What were the Hail Mary’s for this!
He was on top of me now and I felt the strength of his member, risen in a long pole now (as I must confess I knew his member by sight and feel because of the baths). I placed the pole at my sex and pushed inside of me. It was the most mortifying pain and first and I cried out. He remained still, and assured me that what I was feeling would pass, and that a pleasure surpassing understanding would replace it. Such was the price of Passion - Pain. I remained still as did he. And then his member began to slide within me. I could feel it, and the effect was magical, like a warmth and sensation which lifted me in the air. He continued to move upon me, kissing me softly and then roughly, until he stiffened and began to press into me hard and in successive jerks. And then rolled off to his side again. I could feel a stream running from within me. He has had intercourse with me, I thought, realizing that I was unmarried and that he was a priest. The anger welled up inside me, but I was afraid. I began to cry quietly as he fell off to sleep. I remember that evening praying to god to punish this man for what he had done, and to curse him so that he would be possessed by the devil which he was.
Thereafter, I was to be found in his bed at his pleasure. Three years passed and like all things I grew accustomed to his needs and ways. It became a normal part of my duties. So much so that when I and he slept at night we did not wear nightclothes, even on cold evenings. I can even remember when there were longer stretches of time when he did not touch me or when I would remain in my room, feeling a hunger in my sex for his member. I felt that once opened my sex must be fed as my mouth is fed. I relayed that once to Father saying, “my sex must be fed. It is hungry tonight.” He laughed and took me into the bed and ‘fed me.’ I had even forgotten my curse, feeling him to be a wonderful and warm and caring man, who also happened to be priest of my parish.
Three years hence then, one week before All Saints, a group of men ran to the house. Father Persson had fallen in the church sanctuary dead. There were no signs and no evidence of foul play. They had him in the wagon and he was promptly moved to the house. His body needed to be prepared quickly and as I was his personal maidservant the task fell to me as preparer. This was also very much like his bath, excepting Father was no longer there. He was laid out in one of the back rooms and so I began to take off his clothing. He required a last bath and dressing before being placed in his coffin and final resting place. But when I removed his clothes, what I saw! His member was hard like a pole. It was stiff and ready for entry inside a female sex. Never has such a thing occurred!
I waited one day. But upon entering still the member was stiff and at the ready. I had to speak to someone but did not wish for the parish to hear, as this would be a disgrace to Father. So I went to his superior in a nearby village. “Sir, it is about Father Persson.” “Yes, it is a shame for the Lord to take him away in the prime of his youth.” “Yes sir. But there is more than that.” “Yes my dear, speak.” I relayed to his delivery to the rectory and my preparation for his coffin, and then spoke, “Sir, when I was preparing Father, his organ sir is in an unusual state.” I did not want to convey that I even KNEW what it was, let alone that I had known it intimately. Sir it seems overfilled. “I see” was all he said, and he road with me his carriage behind mine. Three others arrived a little later with him and they went in the room to examine.
I could hear them inside. “This is frightful. He is surely possessed. We cannot give burial to him in this state.” Later that day they brought a priest who was a known exorcist in the area, a very successful one who could remove demons from persons, homes, and livestock. He spent all night with the Father to no effect. The member was yet standing upright. And I remembered. Oh, horror. I placed the curse. It was his member possessed by satan from my curse that long ago Hallowed Eve. I went to the Bishop and relayed to him my early time with Father Persson, to widening eyes I told him about a curse I had placed on the Father in anger, to widening eyes. I said it was done foolishly and in haste with no idea of an answer from God. The Bishop stared in shock at me, mouth open, his hairs literally rising on end. “Young miss, you are not entirely to be faulted. God has answered your prayer, so therefore your concerns were with some merit to God Almighty.” I went on, “I believe sir I know how to relieve the curse. Give me this evening in his room. Close the door and no interference.” He agreed.
I looked at the calendar and this evening was to be Hallowed Eve. I was wild with fright. I went into the room closed and bolted the doors and began to pray. “God forgive me my curse, I did not intend for it to be carried out. If I had only remembered I would have prayed the contrary prayer and alleviated this wretched curse.” I pulled back the sheet and his member was still hard, still ready. Looking on this white statue, with such stately beauty I remembered all of our wonderful, and intimate times together. I remembered washing his soft body, and being wrapped outside and in by his flesh in all carnal desire. In this reverie I felt my sex becoming aroused, indeed his sex was calling to mine. I was hungry and he it was who fed me. I knew what was needed.
I stripped off my clothing so that it was my thin white flesh, still filled with breath and life but whose sex was hungry to be fed. My small sex seemed so much smaller now in the candlelight next to his member - it was so overfilled. How did it all fit inside. I grew wetter at the thought and reached down between my legs and felt the silken moisture forming there. And I lifted myself up on the table on which he lay and straddled his torso. Lifting his sex with my hand I could feel the stiff member ready itself. I placed my sex down at the opening where Father had shown so many times and let my knees bend back and felt once more the rapture of being filled, of being fed. I rose and fell on the hard sex, pressing my arms down on the strong chest. There was no movement, no reaction. I grew wild with excitement and could feel the fluids rising in my body and I began to cry out as I never had when ‘he’ was in the room. I shuddered and fell onto the body. As I lay there I could feel his sex begin to slip out of me, for the last time. I also felt the release of fluids from my own sex, and so with a certain sadness I first held Father, and then let my trembling legs down onto the floor. I could feel fluids running down my legs and wiped myself with towels. I could see his member was no longer a rod, but a curled sex that could be considered as respectable for burial as any other. To be sure though, I convinced myself, I took his sex once more in my hand and felt the softness, squeezed lightly. There were still some drips. So I lowered my mouth, and parting my lips, fed my mouth with what had for so many years been my other mouth’s sole nourishment. I sucked heartily, and then what remained was a lovely small member which would fit inside a child’s hand.
I slowly redressed myself filled with sadness at this last parting, never taking my eyes from this man whose curse three years previously I had made, had also lifted once more on this Hallowed Eve. I left the room dressed, flushed, and tired. “It is lifted,” I said. “He is ready for proper burial.” The bishops and priests assembled sat there wide eyed, nodding, going into the chamber and seeing everything was as I had said. Praising God they left, and next day on All Saints he was buried before the whole parish.
I stood near the coffin, next to priests and bishops, saying goodbye, and knowing that this time I carried his child inside.
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Chapter 4, from a series which includes Games we Played, Games We Played - Interlude, and Games We Played - Hypnotized.
"Do you want to go shopping with me?"
Laura was standing in the doorway, wearing a yellow half top and a white skirt which hung loose about her narrow hips. Her blonde hair was straight and hung down around her face. She had never asked me this before.
"Where?" I asked.
"I just want to go to the Enclosed Mall. I want company."
I wasn't doing anything, and we were spending more and more time together. In fact a person watching us today from eight months earlier would not see the same two people occupying this space. We shared the bathroom now in the morning. It was her standing at the mirror scrubbing and exfoliating, wearing only her panties while I readied for the shower. Some mornings we shared the shower, "to save water." Weekends I would take the morning papers, sneak into her room and climb under her covers and gently caress her soft skin until she woke, kiss her on the nose and feed her coffee as she read the paper. She kissed my neck now in greeting in the kitchen. The house was ours, mom and dad had been in Florida all winter, then somewhere in California during the spring, and most recently, for the hell of it, decided to take a cruise to watch whales somewhere.
She was still in the doorway blinking her eyes at me, smiling.
"Uh, yeah sure, just a second." I was without shirt, just jeans and no shoes.
She drove, we had the radio playing in the background. "Thanks. I really need a Man's advice on some outfits."
I said, "I'm your brother."
She looked over at me, and I realized. "Well, I am," I continued.
She changed the subject, "Do you think I'm sexy?"
"Uh, Yeah, sure I think your s-sexy."
She looked at me.
"You certainly have an effect on me. That's the best kind of sexy," I added as I kissed her cheek then neck. She smiled.
"Well, I want to look sexy this summer. Will you help? I was thinking of starting at Victoria Secrets, we'll work from the inside out."
Interesting, I thought.
When we arrived, the Victoria Secret store was right at the entrance. We went inside and I casually looked around to see if we might know someone. I was very nervous about that for some reason.
"It might be a little odd if someone sees me here with you in this underwear store," I said.
"It's lingerie," she corrected, but otherwise ignored me.
The place is a veritable paradise for a guy. Who cares that it's a bunch of foam models showing off the underwear (lingerie), just the shape of a fine foam ass modeling thong panties can solidly get a guy off, especially one my age. I loved looking around at the women shopping, imagining what they would look like in whatever it was they were perusing or holding. I loved touching the cotton, muslin, lace, silk. . . .
"Get over here, I wanted your help."
She started at the bras. She was touching and alternately holding onto various bras, holding some against her chest, checking tags.
I said, "I would go for saucy wench."
Without stopping her search she said, "you're on the right track."
And so, I helped. I picked out tiger print panties, and pointed out the special padded bras which the ads said would push the breasts together 'saucy wench style.' Then I picked up some thong bikinis and held them out to her. "Have you tried these?" Her eyes got wide. No she never had. So I grabbed several of those. I didn't realize it but she had wandered off.
When she next appeared she said, "How about this?"
She held up a red lace see through nightshirt with a fluffy collar, and then the sheerest matching panties. She also had a pack of black stockings, and a red crotchless garter to hold them up with. "Uh, Yeah, that could do some serious damage." She literally clicked her heels together.
"There, that should be enough. I want to try some of this stuff on."
We immediately realized the logistical problem. She couldn't model anything out in the open for me from what we had picked out. She went to the helper person at the back and talked out of my hearing. I saw her point at me, and I waved.
She came back, "You can come in with me."
I looked around, "What? They let you do that."
"She said so," took my hand and pulled me inside the little dressing room. Locked the door.
The rooms were large and had mirrors on all three walls, with a smaller fourth mirror on the door. There was a little chair in the corner for someone just like me. I sat there and watched as my sister lifted her half top up over her head, unclasped her bra and let it fall in front of her.
"This bra is terrible," she said.
"Glad you got it off then," I contributed.
She was standing so naturally in front of me without any top, just like in the bathroom in the morning, but we were out and about now. Plus with the mirrors it was like there were ten of her, along with twenty swelling breasts and each bearing a lovely little nipple. I was surrounded.
"I'll help you all day like this." I chirped.
Next she kicked off her shoes and unzipped her skirt, letting it slide to the floor. She was wearing no panties! I said the same, and she just giggled.
"If only you'd known, right?" She fluttered her eyelids at me, "There's a lot of things about me you don't know."
Now I had her in this enclosed space at a shopping mall completely nude in front of me. How could I resist? I reached out my hand, "Come here." I took her hand and she walked up in front of me, I wrapped my arms around her butt and nuzzled my face into her tummy right at the navel. "Mmm, you smell nice." I paused, her warmth rising up over me and I added, " I smell sex."
"You just wait! Here." She jumped back away from me.
She slipped on the thong panties first, leopard print. Stood facing me with the smallest of triangle patches covering her blonde puss.
"It does feel good." She cooed.
"I thought you couldn't try those on."
" I told the lady that I would buy them for sure, said I wanted you to see." And she wrinkled her eyes in a smile. Then she turned her back to me, and there before me was just her butt enveloping the string - her most perfect feature.
"Oh my god. I can't believe it. They look Great!"
She came over and leaned down so her breasts were dangling in front of me like fruit. "I'll have one of these," I said as I reached out to her. She kissed me soft on the lips.
Then she tried on the bra, clasped it at the back saying, "This one had the padding," as she lifted the straps over her shoulders and adjusted her hair. And true to form it pressed her lovely orbs together. Definitely the saucy little wench look. It too was the leopard print design same as the thongs.
"You are my little tiger," I said.
"Your leopard." she corrected.
I was randomly reaching out my hand when her back was to me now, and settled my fingers nicely between her legs. She was parting her legs now, giving me full access and without acknowledging my intrusion said, "do you like the way this one looks on me?"
My mind was muddled barely heard her in fact as I had one finger sliding now the length of her little pink slit. It was soaking wet, she took in some deep breaths, pressed her ass back toward me. I drew a small circle at her clit.
"You think it's sexy?" she asked again.
I just said, "yes."
"Next." And she walked just outside my reach carefully removing her *little* outfit for the next one. This one was the sheerest white fabric, so that you could see her soft cream colored skin underneath, even the soft brown of her nipples through the bra. The panty was a bikini 'brief' this time, but left nothing to the imagination.
"Um, I like the way that one wraps around your, um, mound," I said thoughtfully, seriously.
She laughed, "my mound."
"Well what would you like your brother to call it."
"Pussy." She mouthed at me.
In a moment of play, she came over and sat on my lap so that my cock pushed right up against her bottom through my shorts and she wriggled her hips down on me wrapping her arms around my shoulders. Here she sat in the sheerest pair of panties and bra I had ever seen, and she tilted her head to me, fluttered her lashes. We were eye to eye, her mouth inches from mine.
"Mmm, there's something there. That for me?" And she looked down at my lap.
"Maybe someday," I answered.
She wriggled some more, and then wrinkled her nose at me, leaned in and kissed me soft on the mouth. I involuntarily pressed my hips up into her, could feel the center of her pussy. I reached down and unzipped my shorts, and let my little (not so little) guy free. His blue little head popped out. She shifted slightly to let my hand in but then sat down right where she was before. There was only the thin fabric she was wearing between us. I could feel her wet little puss on the head of my cock, and that wonderful feeling of pressure pressing down on my cockhead. She moved her hips in a forward and back motion. Between us we had so wetted the fabric that I slid freely between her legs.
She put her mouth right at my ear, "mmm, my bad little boy. I guess he should get some reward for helping me do all this boring shopping."
I couldn't even talk, could feel my cum rising. I grabbed her hips and started sliding her, guiding her back and forth on my lap.
"Oh, god, do you know what you're doing to me?" I breathed quietly as I looked up into her eyes.
"I have some idea. You must like this one."
"It's perfect, really per - "
"mmm, you like how my pussy feels in this fabric? You like my pussy? Say it."
"I like, your pussy."
She added in a quiet whisper, "You want to fuck this little pussy? Huh. You want to Fuck me?"
I stammered, "yes, oh fuck, yes."
And just hearing those words I started to cum, I was pressing my hips up, holding her against me as I was straightening my knees and started to ride up the mirror. She was wrapped around me, holding onto my neck, and I looked up and could see ten of us in the mirror extending back as far as the eyes could see. Her ass and legs wrapping around me, the sheer panties showing her cream skin through. Her blonde hair falling down along her back and around her shoulders, her head thrown back and then forward again. I sprayed so much cum, and because my cock was sliding upward and basically pointing at me, it sprayed up the entire front of my shirt. I was lost in a reverie, we could have been anywhere.
As I settled down and we started to gain our senses again, she climbed down off of me, stood on unsteady legs and looked at me, "Oh my God. Look at you!" And she started laughing.
I had enormous wet spots covering the front of my shirt. Plus, great long lines of cum still sticking to me, soaking my front. I was in a panic. "What are we going to do?"
There were no answers. We could sit here for ANOTHER half hour more waiting for it to dry.
My sister said, "no one will notice." I looked at her with my mouth open. She kissed me, "Just believe it and it will be true." Then she added, "And . . . I guess I will have to model this one another time."
She held up the sheer red nightshirt with fluffy collar, the matching garters, and the black nylons. Fuck, that was the one I so wanted to see her in!
She mused, "I'm going to buy it anyway. You never know when you might really need to look - Sexy."
She left the sheer panties and bra on, I could see that her panties were wet through as well. She just put her skirt and top back on, then her shoes.
She took my hand, my sorry wet self, pulling me out of my seat and we worked our way to the cash register. I was beet red, following her closely trying to hide my front and trying not to garner any attention, which was not working as all the various women were turning their heads and following me as we moved through the length of the store. It was so obvious.
Laura went up to the counter. All confidence, " I want these, and I decided to just wear the cream bra and panty. Here are their tags." They rang everything up, bagged the goods. The cash register girls kept looking at me and smiling, looking at each other, then turning and looking my way again. Laura also glanced back at me with a sideways glance, smiling the whole time - the proud owner of a cum soaked, disheveled, bad little boy.
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My sister Laura and I continued to enjoy our 'close' relationship in our parents house. If we were on the couch watching TV and I slipped my hand into her pants, she more often than not would unsnap or unzip herself for me, open her legs and settle onto my hand. Conversely, there were occasional mornings when I woke to her wet mouth on my cock as she would drink me dry and then lean up to kiss me saying, "I needed a little Vitamin E this morning." I still loved her perfect butt best of all though, and there were many mornings when she would stand casually in her robe in the kitchen talking away, with her backside just inches from me as I sat at the table and 'explore' that perfect little ass beneath her robe with my fingers. It was our hermetically sealed little world.
But there was something Laura did not know. To fulfill a requirement for my degree I had taken a poetry class, and in the course of small group assignments, various discussions and mainly because of the seating assignment, I met Chrissy. Chrissy was almost the opposite of my sister (why was I always comparing women to my own sister now?). She had dark shiny hair, olive skin, full lips, perfectly coifed and she was sensual and relaxed in her movement and manner. She was a foreign student from Brazil and her father paid for her schooling, everything. She was also very self confident and for whatever reason she had taken to me right away. We went for coffees after class, then before class and it grew into lunch several times before progressing to walks and finally we found any pretense of meeting during the days; but I avoided a 'date.' Why?
Chrissy would press up against me now on our walks and lay her head on my shoulder when we sat. She did not speak the best English, but we really connected and I loved her relaxed and sensual nature. Several times during the week we would find little out of the way corners and make out. She had the most amazing kiss. Soft, enveloping me with her lips, like we had all the time in the world. I was already horny as hell, partly because of the 'games' Laura and I played, but also because for all the sex 'play,' there remained a sort of unspoken barrier of going-all-the- way between us. The end result was that I had had no hard core sex for almost a year now - and suddenly here is Chrissy purring in my ear in a hidden corner of the campus letting me slip my fingers lightly under her blouse as we made out.
The date issue became moot one day when Chrissy arrived in class, sat down next to me with her books, and shifting sideways in her chair (the way she did) said, "I have reserved for us a restaurant near my place I know. It would be so nice. Yes? We can go dancing after."
I blinked, "Ok, that sounds good."
Well the evening went better than I could have imagined. We talked nonstop, drank wine, danced afterward, and then she invited me into her apartment. We had shared a whole bottle of wine between us, which was another thing that never really happened between Laura and I. For all our craziness, we didn't drink. Therefore, it did not take much to feel pretty buzzed. "I'm a cheap drunk." I said as we were walking, her body leaned against mine.
"You are not cheap," She purred in my ear, "You are dear."
I ended up staying the night! I left a single call on our voice message at home, "Uh, Laura, I'm out with some friends tonight. I might be pretty late before I get home." That was it, and I hung up the phone.
I undressed Chrissy on her beautiful velvet sofa, which substituted as a bed and was almost the only piece of furniture in her one room efficiency. We kissed and touched and petted as I undressed her, with movements that were so lithe and slow, graceful - like a cat. But god I was so ready for a good fuck. It all felt so different than . . . *home* none of the trembling and fear, but not so hungry and passionate. Chrissy was all dark, dark hair, dark full lips, rich shining hair around my face as she lay on me, skin to skin. Her breasts were full, curves and flesh. She climbed on top and my cock lay between her legs. She shifted slightly and then rolled onto her back. I ran my hand through her center, down along her stomach and gliding my fingers into her bush, just looking at her full wide hips. She had a wonderful dark downy trail that extended to her navel. Her knees were bent slightly and she looked at me as I paused at the top of her puss.
"Go on. I won't hurt you," She said.
I wrapped my hand around her puss front to back, the whole surface was wet and hot. I insinuated my fingers inside, split her open. "My little flower," I said. It was a flower, and I was thinking with Laura it is more like fruit.
She said, "flor."
"What" I looked into her eyes.
"Flor - flower. It's Portugese. My bichano." She was pushing my hand into her puss as she said this.
I repeated, "bichano."
"Pussy."
I rolled onto her, letting my legs extend between hers. We started kissing endlessly again. I held her breast in my hand, "and this?" I asked.
"My teta," she whispered with a satisfied smile.
I couldn't stand it anymore.
"How do you say fuck?"
"Foda, or we say fuck. The same."
She was opening her legs wider, and I settled my cock between her legs and slid along the length of her bichano. I held my shaft at her open center, and said "and this, what is this?" as I looked down at my cock.
"That's your penis."
I laughed, "Universal language."
I pushed softly and felt that heavenly pressure as I slid inside and was enveloped by her flesh. I pushed deep into her and rose and fell on her soft body, pressed into her hips. She pressed her cunny tightly against the base of my penis and tipped her hips so that I could feel her clit rub into me. She looked up at me with glassy eyes. I sucked her nipples
"Boca,." she called them and continued, "Suck me harder, I love the way that feels."
I just kept saying "my little flower, I'm going to fill you. Oh God I love the way you feel."
It was all so different. The smell, the touch, the feel. In the back of my mind I couldn't get Laura out of my mind, and wondered - what it would feel like. I kept wondering and in a strange way it make me wilder and wilder.
"You are hungry belo menino," she purred. I slid my length in her with her looking up at me, and she repeated, "my beautiful boy."
She said 'boy,' I thought. I just said, "It's been a long time."
"Really? I will reacquaint you."
We lay wrapped around each other, her soft full lips finding mine, her dark hair spread out around the pillow, and we made love in the dark room, pressing into one another, touching our tongues. I could feel myself beginning to come, she tipped her hip up into me and pulled me hard against her.
"I'm going to come," I breathed out as I felt myself release fully into her, pressing my face into her neck and feeling the warm skin all around me. She continued rub her 'bichano' hard against me as I remained completely hard and I held on. Faster she pressed, wrapping her arms around my neck. I just held still above her. She was turning her head and saying "me vinda" and "oh god, me vinda." She was whimpering and shuddering beneath me.
I fell to her side and she wrapped her arms around me, settled her cheek on my chest, and we fell asleep.
Once during the night I got hard, and sidled up behind Chrissy and let my cock slide between her legs, she just lifted her ass to me and I slid inside.
"Oh," she said, "It has been a long time for you. Fuck me then belo, I'm tired. I will sleep."
So I silently fucked her as she lay there in the dark pre-dawn and filled her with my cum.
In the morning though I felt a sort of anxiety, not quite panic, and I slipped out of bed early. She opened her eyes as I slipped my pants on.
"Uh, I've got to get back home. I didn't exactly let my sister know where I was last night. She'll worry."
Chrissy straightened on the bed letting me see her breasts, "I think she'll have some idea. You talk so much about your sister - Laura."
"I do?"
"Last night at the restaurant. You must be close?"
"We are," I said as I kissed her good morning, and left.
My Secret Revealed
I slipped into the house as quietly as I could. I don't even know why. But Laura was already up and in the kitchen.
"Where were you?" she said sounding curious, but somewhat strained.
"Uh, out with some friends."
"Friends or FRIEND?" She asked. "I know you met someone in one of your classes. How come you haven't said anything."
"I was waiting for the right time."
"We tell each other everything."
"I know."
"Did you fuck her?"
I sat silent blinking up at her. She looked tired, her blonde hair was falling in strands, head tilting. I sort of reached for the hem of her robe. She stepped back.
"Did you fuck her?"
I said, "Yes."
She looked at me, leaning against the door frame.
"What? Are you mad?"
She was silent. "It's only just that."
She paused, before silently opening her robe. Oh my God! She was wearing the little red see through lingerie top with red furry collar and the red garters I had helped her pick out at the store, no panties. Her blonde pussy had that perfect tuft of hair at the bottom. The red gauze fabrics on her soft cream white skin and blonde hair. So perfect, with her narrow hips. I could see her small breasts through the sheer fabric.
She had removed the black nylons and so the nylon straps on the garter hung loose around her thighs, "I wanted to surprise you last night."
She let go the edges of her robe, but it continued to hang open. Her face looked downward and then back up at me. She was sad right now. I got up from the chair, and started to walk over to her, I wanted to hold her.
Her eyes widened a bit and she stepped forward, but then stopping she said, "Don't you fuckin touch me. Not now. I got to go now anyway." While pointing back at the table she added, "get back in that chair." I must have had a sort of mortified, busted look on my face which she noticed, and was sort of making fun now as I sat back down easing the tension by saying, "and hands on the table. . . spread those legs."
I laughed, and with hands on the table put my head down and then looked up at her with an attempt at puppy dog eyes, "you usually spread them for me."
"Maybe that's the problem." She pulled her robe around herself and then walked over to the table, and pulled back her robe and let it fall to the floor. She stood 'modeling' the outfit for me. "I've wanted to show it to you. I bought it for - you, I know you wanted to see it before. Well, What do you think?"
"Your beautiful. My little girl."
Her blonde bush was right in my face now, her breasts hanging just above me. I was looking up at her, started to lift my hands from the table to just hold her. She sternly said, "get those hands back down. Don't you MOVE." Then she turned herself around so that her perfect ass was right in front of me, she held her arms out. I could see the place where her ass parted, and the swells of her perfect pussy lips peeking between her legs. She was spreading her legs for me.
"Don't even think about moving."
I stayed still, but leaned in toward her warmth and smell and gave her this perfect little kiss on the small of her back.
There was a moment where I felt her melt and lean against me before, "Hey, you."
She walked away and then over to her robe and put it back on, and she walked out of the room.
Well that went pretty well I reasoned in my muddled little brain.
Chrissy Has a Secret Too
Next morning, I was still feeling bad, and I got up real early and fixed some nice coffee, got some toast and orange juice - the paper. I crept into Laura's room set up the food and crawled quietly into bed with her, slid to the center of the bed where she lay on her stomach asleep, and started to rub her back. She didn't move but I heard a nice soft moan.
She opened her eyes at me, smiled, "It's ok you know. It just surprised me. You didn't TELL me anything."
I let my hand run lower and slid my fingers between her legs, she slid her thighs wide. "She's really great, she's from brazil."
"Is she pretty," Laura cooed as her hips rose and fell with my fingers running between her legs. "She's beautiful. Doesn't speak English too good."
"Figures," she laughed, and turned herself around as the cover slipped down so she was sitting naked on the bed with her legs open to me. "You like blondes or brunettes better?"
"I think I'm still a blonde man."
"Right answer. Give the boy a prize." She said, and scootched her puss toward me.
I leaned forward and began to lick her. She just lay back against the headboard and moved herself along my tongue. "You better fuckin make me cum, you owe me."
"I'll do anything," I said between my sucking.
She started to push my head down, and I was slipping my fingers inside of her. She was working fast against my mouth, her cunny sliding along my tongue, as I slipped my finger inside her and stroked her steadily until she started to whimper and let out her short little moans, but still talking with me. She would alternately talk about the color of her hair. What her mouth was like. And between my sucking I kept telling her.
Just as I knew she was about to come, she asked again, "So you fucked her? Your cock was insider her? Was she on top?"
I answered all the questions.
And then, "Did you think about me at all."
"Almost the whole time," I answered truthfully.
And she came all at once in a wonderful wave as she crumpled onto the bed and slid herself down and I crawled up her body and wrapped around her.
We spent the rest of the morning reading the paper, kissing, and touching before driving to school.
While in the car Laura said, "I'd like to meet her."
When I got to class, Chrissy was right at my side as I sat down. She grabbed my hand and played with my fingers. Then she said, "cut class with me. Come with me, I want to take you home."
I looked at her. We got up and surreptitiously walked from the room. It was about 1:45 PM as we walked into her room, and true to her word she had her little red dress down around her waist, no bra and I began to nibble on her oh so sensitive nipples. She let me take the rest of her clothes off and then undressed me. She sure knew what she wanted. It was so different than Laura.
She lay me on the bed and then crawled toward me like some kind of cat and began to suck my cock, really to get it nice and stiff - which means it was not for very long. She lifted her sensual body over me, letting her breasts drop right over my eyes and settled herself down, rising and falling on my shaft as it slid along the outside of her pink slit. Two shags in two days I thought to myself, unbelievable. I was still a little bit sore at the base of my cock from how hard she rode me, and I mentioned the same.
"You are sore? You may be sore very much then, in the future." She cooed at me.
I rolled on top of her again, and we fucked with such abandon. So natural and free, unselfconscious. And we came in a wonderful arched back wave before I dropped beside her, my cock still hard inside her. It all felt a little faster than the other day, but an afternoon delight - that is what they are like after all. I lay there next to her, a tangled mass of skin and hair. She kept kissing me with her wonderful full lips and looking into my eyes, but after awhile also at the clock. I noticed.
"Do you have to be somewhere" I asked. It was about 2:40 PM
"No, its only just that. . ." She paused and sat up on the bed while I reclined looking at her, "my fiancé is supposed come here at three."
"What! Your . . ." And I started to get out of bed. I am a lot of things, and I have been in some pretty weird shit, but I never wanted to be in a situation where someone would beat the shit out of me. And that was all I could think about.
She continued, "His name is Todd. I hope you are not angry." She sat now looking forlornly at me with her perfect breasts and little triangle black bush all akimbo as I was getting dressed.
This is fucking weird. I was pulling my shirt on and continued with my internal train of thought. "I got to get out of here." I even think I said, "this is fucking weird."
As I was slipping out I could here her, "I will see you tomorrow, yes?"
When I got home and told my story, Laura couldn't stop laughing. "My poor little brother."
I can't say I was that upset. I hadn't really known her long enough, and the whole relationship still had that sort of superficial sheen to it that doesn't let it hurt that much. Besides, we hadn't exactly broken up either, had we? I was confused.
"I can't believe the weird relationships I get myself into." I confided.
Laura came over to me and gave me a nice soft kiss (so different than Chrissy), and said, "tell me about it."
I just wrapped my arms around her, "I still have you." She looked at me but didn't answer.
My Turn (and Laura's Too)
I felt really tired that night, completely exhausted and I think I even went to be around 9 PM. It was a dark evening, very quiet. I was feeling pretty depressed. But the house was nice and cool, with only the hum of air conditioning and I was tired. I was out like a light . . . .
************
"You are getting sleepy. You are getting sleepy. I am going to count backward from ten, at the end you will be completely in my control."
I could hear a soft, quavering voice in the dark, and realized immediately 'My god Laura was in my room, she was going to hypnotize me!'
She was leaning in so close to my side, almost touching my cheeks with her lips. I could feel her warm breath on my ear and neck.
"In two hours, you are going to get up and go to the bathroom. But when you go back, you are going to 'accidentally' go to my bedroom instead and get in my bed, instead of yours and fall to sleep. Understand?"
I waited just a breath, "Yes." I whispered.
"Before you leave your room you will take off your pyjamas. You won't remember anything, and when I tell you to you will go back to your room."
"Yes."
She was gone.
I turned on a small light. My heart was pounding in my ears. It was our game - hypnotized, from when we were kids. We would slip into each others room and tell each other to do silly little things the next day that was our secret. How could I wait two hours?
Part of it was actually spent pacing. After one hour I carefully removed my pyjamas and sat at the edge of the bed with the stiffest cock I had ever had. I would set and look down at it like it was some kind of foreign object. I wanted to masturbate so bad, but knew better. Self control. Slow wins the race.
The two hours finally passed and I left my room. I went to the bathroom only because I knew she would be able to hear the door. There was no way I had to go to the bathroom. I stood inside a beat and then left again and headed for Laura's door.
I lay beside her and could feel her warmth beneath the covers. As I settled in, and lay silently I felt a small hand on my hip. She turned herself toward me and slowly shifted so that her head lay on my chest, wrapping her arms softly around my waist. She started to kiss my chest and down my stomach, further, nibbling and kissing her way under the covers. She took my cock in her mouth and softly chewed and sucked. Then back up to my chest, past my chest and to my face. She held my face between her hands and started kissing me softly. I let my lips part and she was biting my lower lip, running her tongue across my teeth, I felt her leg wrap up over my thigh and right on top of my hard cock. I lifted my arms and also held her waist (she too was naked) behind her back and pressed her down to me.
We kissed and touched like this forever. Our hands running along the entire length of our bodies as we softly pressed into each other. I let my hand wander lower from behind and reached around the curve of her ass and curled my fingers into her puss. No sounds but our breathing.



She slid further on top of me, opening her legs and positioning her pink center along the shaft of my penis, and then sliding along its full length. Up then down, covering me with her wetness. Reaching down I could feel her grasp and guided my shaft to her opening. She slid it along the length of her pussy. Back and back, I could feel her opening up around my tip and the closing pressure around the tip of my cock head then cock, as I pressed my hips upward. Then she let me slip out of her, and then pressing downward once more I could feel her - kissing me with her pussy. Then, soundlessly she let herself settle all the way down as I slid inside.
Simultaneously, we let out this soft low moan, "oh, oh my god." She lifted upward so slowly my entire length and then let herself down all the way again. Time slowed, we had to move slow to allow every nerve to feel every pulse. I was deep inside of her. Could feel her pussy hairs brushing against me and her legs spread on each side. Her hair was fallen all around my face as she looked down at me, biting her lip.
I whispered into her ear as I reached up and pulled her down onto me, "You're the one being naughty now little girl."
She stopped sliding on me a moment, pushed herself upright and in the soft glow of her room was just sitting right on the base of my cock, legs open dripping wet, completely open to me.
She looked down at me, "maybe just a little." Then continued with, "but it feels so good, sweet jesus, you feel so good." And then, "What are you gonna do with your bad little girl then."
"I'm gonna have to spank you."
"On my bottom?" She pushed down on me as she said that.
"Yes," as I lifted her up on my shaft and then down again, up then down. Pressing hard into her each time, feeling her bounce against me, "Like this."
"Oh, I won't be bad anymore." she said and pressing her cunt into me leaned her head to my ear, "Promise."
"You're still going to get a really good spanking, for being such a bad little girl."
I pressed her hips back as she slid on me so that I could feel her clit rub the entire length of my penis. She straightened her legs out along mine. We just moved in this rhythm with each other, she let herself sink down so her breasts were on my chest and she kissed me so that her tongue was touching mine. I also reached back and pressed my finger deep into her ass and stroked her there, while pulling and pushing her against my shaft.
As I pressed my fingers into her ass she said, "you bad boy."
I responded, "just seeing how many ways I can enter you."
"Oh, so many ways. So many. Enter all of them," she cooed.
Rocking her hips onto me, laying her hands on my chest and sliding her cunt back and forth hard at the base of my cock. Harder and Harder. I could hear her breathing get heavier and heavier. She had a sort of whimper, that would intersperse with "are you spanking me? Is this my spanking."
I would say, "yes. I need to spank you real hard. Spank your Cunt."
"You're fucking me. Say it."
"I'm fucking you."
"Fuck me! I'm going to come."
She had let loose these plaintive screams, crying out now and holding and rolling on top of me. I could feel her tightening and contracting on me. Felt her dropping onto my chest and rising up again. Her nails were digging into me. She was getting pretty loud.
"Fuck," she said twice, and then a mad thrash on top of me, and she just dropped onto my chest. Her hair sprawling across my face was wet, she was disheveled. The smell of sex was all around us, wet and warm. She looked up at me. I took my hand and wiped the corner of her mouth, her forehead was wet. She just looked at me, put her head on my cheek, turned it up and so softly kissed me. Her mouth was cool and she bit down on my tongue.
She wrinkled her nose, "YOU haven't come yet have you?" She asked.
I kissed her.
She continued, "Get on top. Fuck me. Do as I say, you are still under my control."
I laughed, "Your wish is my command."
"This always was your favorite game."
I stayed inside her as I held her tight against me and then rolled, she fell onto her back, her eyes wide. I rolled right on top.
She was laughing too now, "I liked that." She let her legs go wide, and whispered, "stay inside me forever. Cum in me."
I started to move inside her, could feel her muscles tighten and contract. She was so wet now so open.
"I like my little peach, can I eat a little peach from my little girl? I'm still hungry."
"Yes, your bad little girl!"
I let myself enter her with my entire length. Kissed her, felt her tongue cool now in my mouth. She let her hands curl around my back let them rest down by my butt. I fucked her, harder and harder, until I could feel her press down into the bed on each thrust, she had her legs up at my sides and her hips were pushing up in rhythm and I could feel the cum rise in me.
I looked at her, watched her beautiful eyes, and said, "I'm going to cum."
"Go on. Yes. Go on. Cum in me, cum in my pussy. You like my pussy?"
She started to sink her nails into my back, down lower and scratch. It really set me off, I had a low groan and could feel the incredible wave. There were flashes of light and my brain reeled like a fire running through me. Time disappeared. I vanished. She vanished, the moment - the little death. And I literally was growling as I pushed into her, cuming in wave upon wave. Emptying myself completely before dropping beside her on the bed.
"So goooood." I said in such a low voice, bringing my lips to hers, kissing her mouth and hair that was draped over her cheek.
Sweat, cum, pussy, skin, hair everywhere. We kissed and fell asleep in each others arms, legs wrapped in a mass of tangled parts. We were in pieces! Laughing together silently before we drifted off.
Morning
About 7:00 a.m. I woke slightly, sun was just coming up. There was a thump somewhere in the house. I stirred lightly, let my hand drift to a little puss that was nearby. Blonde. Laura opened her eyes sleepily.
"Hey you," she said.
We heard another thump - a garage door.
Then her eyes widened, she whispered furtively, "Shit. Their home. Ok. Back to your room!"
You could hear another door - our parents were in the house!
Now I was up! I started to get out of bed, I was naked! What the hell, how do I get back to my room.
"My robe, grab my robe."
It was laying at the foot of the bed. I put it on, it did not fit, but it closed ok. I kind of walked back and forth in the room, then headed for the door, started to open it.
"And you won't remember anything," my sister laughed.
"Yeah right,"
I left. About a minute later you could hear from the first floor as they were coming up the stairs and saw me, "Up already dear. Did we wake you!"
"Uh, I was just in the bathroom mom."
"That robe does not fit you anymore dear. We'll have to get you a new one."
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I live at home in what is one of the larger houses in our area, with wide porticos and fenced back yard, swimming pool. I grew up here with my mom, dad and my sister in a close knit family, which changed somewhat when my mother divorced dad when I turned 18. She was restless and after twenty years of motherhood, in what she had convinced herself was a 'loveless' marriage, she just called it quits. I didn't hold any grudge and we were still close. Her restlessness now though meant I stayed at home with dad in the house. I could stay as long as I continued my education, and so long as I did well in school all expenses were paid.
While I took the break up well, dad took it very hard. He was 25 years older than me, and well, in those years of 'marital bliss' he had let himself go a bit. He would be considered overweight today (along with half the population), somewhat short and also with a thinning hairline. Thirty years ago he was a real catch, today his only saving grace would probably be his domestication by three women - mom, me and my sister. He had been well trained.
Things were completely normal for the first year, but I did notice that dad sort of got an increasing irritability over the course of that year, and I also noticed that he never dated, never even tried to meet women. I also began to realize that my life, my social life, my looks and body, became an outlet for him. It became a way for him to experience the world, through me. Because of his difficult position relative to mine, I was understanding of his pain – my absence of pain – and so I let go some of my boundaries, which may have been a mistake.
I would come home from a date late at night, wearing my red dress (killer), high heels, and looking very good – sometimes disheveled, and there would be dad. He would ask me who I was with, where we went, what we talked about, drinking everything in as I answered – watching me closely as I talked. On one evening I remember he followed me right into my room, which surprised me. I swung my long hair over my shoulder as I stared at him – he just stood in the doorway – and I started to brush my hair. Ok, what is this all about?
He asked out of the blue, "Did you make out with Dave?" (The guy I told him I went out with).
"What!"
"Uh, I was just wondering what you might have done after. After you went to the bar. Did you drive somewhere?"
"Should I be answering these questions?"
"I just.. "and he looked at me plaintively. I complied. My boundaries crumbling...
"We drove over to a little spot near the airport, it was a beautiful night – and yes I kissed him. We Made Out."
"Did he touch you?"
My eyes widened, "Uh, Yeah!"
"Where?"
"This conversation is not happening. Dad! You come in my room at 2 am and start asking me these very private things."
He backed away, and just sort of looked sad for a moment. So pathetic to me. There was a pause, and I shifted in my chair to face him, looking at the floor, and in a low voice recounted my time with Dave in the car.
"He had me laid back in the passenger seat which could be lowered all the way. He put his hands under my top and played with my breasts, my nipples. I didn't let him unbutton my top because he didn't shave and I knew if he did he would want to suck on my teets and I'd have rug burn on my chest (which had happened before). But I did let him remove my nylons and let him put his hands between my legs ( I thought that might embarrass him!). And, if you notice I am still not wearing my nylons – which I was wearing when I left – which means I have nothing on under this skirt, and I have to pee. I need to go to bed. Enough? Happy now?"
I looked at him with my head tilted sidelong and then turned to my mirror. He didn't say anything, quietly slipped out of the room – I watched his reflection leave in the mirror.
These little sessions over time became an increasing routine between us. I broke up with Dave, but was dating Tom, also a few nights with Troy. And on many of these evenings I shared my intimacies with dad (R Rated), and somehow it became normal with me and that was that. Dad seemed happier sharing these additional intimacies, and I thought this little indiscretion with dad would tide him over for the time being. I was wrong. -- It was a Saturday morning, a warm day, not a whisp of a wind. We had our windows open and some areas of the house could be opened up so there is really no distinction between being inside and outside. I was laying in the study area just at the edge of where the house becomes outside, napping. I felt a slight movement on the sofa, but was too tired to move or even open my eyes. Didn't even think about it. Then, I felt it. A light touch on my breast, just a pressure – a palm. 'It' lay still and then sort of slid off the edges and drew circles around my breast. One then the other. I opened my eyes.
"Dad!!"
I sat up and scotched back from him to the far end of the couch. I looked at him with my arms wrapped around my breasts.
"What the hell are you doing?"
"Honey, I think about your stories and..."
I shouldn't have been fucking telling you anything. I knew it! You little pervert."
I had to admit my dad really went out on a limb here. He's not been with any women and it is making him insane. I settled down, and said, "Dad, you got to go out and meet someone. Really!"
He just said, "It's so hard for me right now," and let his gaze wander off.
"It'll be ok." I said and reached out and touched his arm.
A few days later I was washing dishes and he came into the kitchen, and moved up right behind me. I knew he was there.
"Got any dishes," I asked.
"No, I brought them all before."
And he placed his hand on each side of my hips. Ok. I kept washing the dishes as his hands began to move around. I remember thinking, god dammit – my poor pathetic dad. What now? And then, he slid his hands up and cupped my breasts again, sliding his hands softly over my top. I was not wearing a bra, he could feel my nipples. My hands were wet, I had a glass in my hand – so I clamped my arms down around his, started bending my knees lowering myself and said, "knock it off! I'm trying to do some dishes."
"Sorry sweetie," he said and left.
These incidents became fairly regular and no amount of yelling, or insults, or reasoning seemed to help. I was muddled. I love my dad, he is wonderful to me – I don't want to leave this house. He is so sad, so difficult; but really a very gentle sweet harmless little man.
One morning I was again laying in the study, again cat napping on a beautiful day when 'the hand' landed on my breast. It lay there again as still as a stone, and then sliding off and moving around. Again I had on no bra. I just lay there with my eyes closed and didn't move. I could feel my nipples tightening. He squeezed and rubbed endlessly, like a teenage boy.
Without opening my eyes I said, "you fuckin little perv."
His hand stopped.
"What am I going to do with you."
I opened my eyes, but didn't move or shoo his hand off me as I had in the past.
"Just a touch, one touch that's all. You are so beautiful, so much like your mother."
I smiled, he thinks I'm beautiful. I drifted off to sleep with his hands softly caressing my breasts. What the hell. I'm tired.
But within a week, the caressing of my breasts became a new norm as well. I did notice how much happier my dad was, he had that little bounce back in his step that I remembered. Maybe this was ok. If a little tittie can do that for him, well ok.
I would wash dishes now with my dads hands cupping my perfect little breasts beneath my white half top and we would talk about the day. I still called him a pervert and he replied that I was probably right.
There was a whole section of the house which was basically designated as mine. Set up as dining area, living room, my own bathroom. Access to this area was through a single door to the rest of the house. It was designed that way. My room opened into this area, and I felt it to be my space. When I showered or got ready there were no doors to lock, no one there, until...
I was getting ready one morning, had come out of the shower wearing a towel around my body and one on my head. Within a mirror on the wall, I spied Dad!
Oh my God! So my tittes are not enough for him any more – he has to watch me now. But I also was reasoning that if he saw more then he might touch less. I was also struck by the silliness of it all – what an adolescent he is I thought. I was not ashamed of my body, thought nothing of nudity, liked it in fact. It's harmless, who cares.
So I got 'ready' that morning. I let my towel fall to the floor and wandered around my room (probably more than I normally do) and let him get a perfect view of my titties, my nice brown nipples, and as a bonus of my nicely coifed pussy (I maintained a regular bikini wax regimen). I was especially proud of my ass and gave him lovely angles of my best feature as I bent over to pull on my panties, my pants, and then put on my top. I was 'ready.' As I began to move toward the door I had to laugh – in a flash he was running off down the hallway.
Well, today at least he didn't touch me. In fact I couldn't even get him to meet my eyes. His voyeurism continued though, and he seemed to be getting more blatant. And like everything else I got used to this new drop in barriers as well. In fact, this particular invasion of my privacy I had actually begun to enjoy – mainly because of its impact on 'ole dad, how shy and muddled it had made him. I've always been a bit of an exhibitionist.
I still kept a very active social life, I had school, classes, dates, girlfriends. And I kept my dads lechery from them, partly because they wouldn't understand his situation and also because he could get himself locked up! I was out on a date with Troy, came home late and tipsy. I had given Troy a blow job and he had come in my mouth, but it had also spilled onto my top. I had a little cum stain. And, even amazing to me, I was actually wondering if dad would show up at my door and ask me about my evening as I entered the house.
True to form, there he stood, hands in his pockets. I sat in my usual place before the mirror, threw my hair over my shoulder and started brushing my hair.
"Did you have a good evening?"
"Yes"
"What did you do?"
"Dinner, movie, dancing."
"Anything else?"
I let it all out in a rush, "Well, he took me to his place and I was so horny that I literally tore his pants off, I wanted a cock in my mouth so bad. I gave him a great blow job - I think anyway. He came in my mouth. Look. I spilled some cum here on my top."
My dad was flushed, but he stepped a little nearer to look at where I pointed. I had probably had near a whole bottle of wine and felt in a pretty playful mood tonight. As he stood there I unbuttoned my blouse and let it fall open and then slid it down off my shoulders. I sat facing him naked from the waist up, and held the top, balled up in my hand, for him to 'inspect.' He took it in his hand.
"It's warm," he said.
He kept looking at me, and I just said, "Nothing you haven't seen before, RIGHT Dad? Oh, and I'm not wearing any panties again tonight. Didn't bother. But Troy doesn't eat pussy – his loss."
As I was saying this, I lifted up my skirt to show dad my little cunny which was hugging down on the chair where I was sitting. He could only see the creamy skin of my abdomen narrowing to my dark narrow bush between my splayed legs, my mound pressed into the chair. What the hell am I doing? I thought. God, I must be drunk.
Then I said, "Shows over" and dropped my skirt. "Get out of here you little perv. Goodnight."
He left.
Well little did I know. The very next morning I got up later than usual and went in to take a shower. I didn't even bother to close the bathroom door though it was pushed closed, just not latched. I was lathering my hair when I felt a cool breeze and then felt the presence of someone right there in the shower with me.
I couldn't see, had my hands up in my hair, so I called out questioningly, "Dad. Is that you?"
No answer.
"That fucking better not be you!"
I felt a hand on the small of my back. I was frantically trying to wash the lather out of my hair, and yelling, "Get out of here! Get Out! Last night was me being stupid. Out!"
I could hear him saying something but couldn't make it out. Something about wanting to look at me some more.
"Well don't you touch me. God, you are such a pervert. Dad, you got to meet someone."
I finally was able to open my eyes, there he stood naked, which I had never seen before, with a full woody sticking straight out. I had to laugh, I said, "and DON'T touch me with that thing."
"Can't I just watch. No, no touching I promise."
"No touching! God dammit dad. Oh my God." And now, my god, here is dad standing in my shower with a woody watching me shower. I was soaping up and he asked, "here I can do your back."
"No!" But then I relented, "My back, ok, nothing else."
He took the soap and began to lather my back, set the soap down and then using his hands he traced my back with both hands from my waist up to my neck. If felt good, I had to admit. I was even calming down to THIS. He 'washed' my neck and then shoulders, and he let his hands wander down to my butt.
I just said, "watch it," but let him paw at my butt a little (my most perfect feature).
Then – of course – he was sidling those little hands around to my front – to my breasts (of course). He had his hands cupped around my breasts and was playing with my nipples. I thought, what the hell, but said, "Dad, you need to study your anatomy. I don't think that's my back."
But I let him hold and caress my breasts and tummy a little bit longer and then said, "Ok, shows over."
He asked, "can I kiss them?"
"Jesus dad – I'm turning the hot water off now. Time for your cold shower now," and I reached down as I got out and shut off the hot water. He was hit full with cold water and scuttled out as fast as he could. I laughed.
We were both naked now in my bedroom except for our towels, and he asked me again, "Could I kiss your breast?"
I looked at him. He smiled saying, "I've shaved."
I nodded, "So you have" then looked him in his blue eyes, smiled back, "Ok. You little perv. What am I going to do with you?" And I let my towel fall down around me to the bed. I was completely nude, just sitting with my legs slightly opened, feet on the floor, my little bush pressed into the bed, and dad next to me still with a towel around his waist, tenting in his lap.
He brought his mouth to my nipples and gave me the most reverential sensual kisses. I have very sensitive nipples, but it still surprised me. I felt myself go wet. His adoration was total, I had never experienced THAT before. I let him kiss my breasts for awhile, me just sitting on the bed naked with my towel laying around me and him next to me. I felt his hand on my thigh rubbing lightly close to my now wet center. He was just brushing the hairs of my bush. THAT will be next I thought.
He brought his head back, and looked at me in the eyes, "I'm so lonely honey, you have no idea what you, this means to me." Such devotion, it brought tears to my eyes.
I leaned in and kissed him. It was supposed to be a daughter type of kiss – I intended it that way, but I parted my lips and found his tongue. I took his face in my hands and traced my tongue around his teeth, felt his lips on mine, and we tongued like this for awhile. I felt him extend his hand so that it cupped my puss and I could feel myself tingling right up my spine. I knew that he could feel my wetness.
His fingers were beginning to wriggle their way into my slit. I let him feel one then two passes through my slippery wet center before I gently said to him, "Ok. That's enough. I got to get ready – I'm going to be late, and you have work to do. We'll talk about this later."
But his fingers were finding their way into me, and I could feel my hips involuntarily sliding against his hand. Could feel waves of pleasure rising, muddling my brain. I didn't rise from the bed or move, or move him as I said those words. His gentleness was intoxicating. We said nothing, as I continued to part my legs and tip my hips toward his fingers exposing more and more of my nakedness to him. He bent his head and placed his mouth once again on my breast, and with a perfect pressure sent new shivers down my spine.
I just whispered. "Dad. Dad, we have to stop." But again I did not move at all. In fact he was motioning me backwards onto the bed as I said this, and was slowly letting myself fall. His towel had fallen open and I could see his cock rising up from the towel where it opened in front of him. I was letting his fingers slide inside of my pussy now, up inside of me. I could feel that space inside being filled, as his thumb found my hardening clit and I could feel his wonderful tongue swirling around my nipples. Oh my god, my resistance was melting utterly. I started to rock my hips into his hand harder, to push down onto his hand, and he looked up at me, questioningly. I needed more.
"Ok. You, you can eat me. Lick my pussy, but that's it. Ok?" And I again put my lips to his and let my tongue play with his. God I was hungry now. He lowered himself between my legs and I lifted and parted my knees, brought my legs full apart exposing myself fully to him. He pressed his tongue into me and with his fingers separated my labia, my full pink slit was open to him, and I felt his tongue sliding the full length of me, licking my wetness and the bare skin on either side of my pussy (which I Loved). Oh my God that felt so good. I rocked myself against his tongue, and he let his fingers roam inside of me. He had one hand holding my hip, lapping at me with a steady rhythm. I looked to my side and could see his hard cock hanging down between his legs, as he was stooped over me while resting on his knees.
What was I thinking? I reached for his cock with my hand, as I kept an even hip rhythm with his tongue, and began to slide my hand along his shaft. It was dripping with precum and was so wet that I could lubricate his cock, and slide my hand along its whole length. The pressure of his tongue on me was inexorable, intoxicating and I could feel a wildness rise in me. My heart was racing, I was pressing my head back into the pillow, stiffening and arching my back. His fingers were so deep up inside of me, I started to move hard against that hand that mouth. Could feel myself coming. I started to moan and he paused to look up at me, so I just took my one free hand and pushed his head back down into me. And I could feel myself coming, it rose up out of me as I lifted my ass from the bed and began to cry out loudly. I was lost, coming in a wonderful and beautiful wave of passion and release. I settled back down on the bed, feeling peaceful and utterly content. My god I couldn't remember coming like that. As I drew back my senses I could feel hands still laying on my puss and this mouth begin kissing its way up my abdomen.
I looked at him, "That's what you've wanted. You bad old man." I still had his cock in my hand and looked at it now, he was still on his knees. "Come here. I think I owe you a little something now. This is crazy." And I brought him up by me and lay him down on the bed. His cock was sticking straight up and was deep red, almost purple.
"Looks like it hurts," I said playfully. "Lets see if this helps."
And I let my mouth sink around his cockhead. Kissing it lightly. Parting my lips pressing just a little and then backing off. I knew it drove him crazy. He kept pushing upward with his hips as he watched, my breasts hanging down right beside him. I could feel him absently palming my breasts, but don't think he even realized he was doing it. That's what's gotten me into this mess I thought.



I let my mouth sink down as far as I could and took the length of his cock in my mouth. I was proud of my ability to deep throat when I gave blow jobs, and actually think I was showing off a little. I let myself rise and fall with a steady pressure, and in no time he was coming in my mouth. It felt like a sudden surge spraying out at me and I drank as fast as I could, keeping my lips tight around his penis. He was arching now and stiffening on the bed, whimpering and muttering how good it felt. And then he settled into the bed. We were both flushed, sweaty, my hair was disheveled, sprayed all around my shoulders as I brought myself to lay full length beside him. We were face to face, hip to hip, and I had lifted my one leg up over him in a body caress.
I just held the side of his face as I said, "Well, now I am late."
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This is part two of a two part story. Part one was Crumbling Boundaries.
After the events of the past week, I had to put my thoughts in order and give some serious consideration to what my 'boundaries' were. My dad and I without any discussion thus far had gradually slipped into an unspoken pattern which gave him pretty unfettered access to my body, though I had drawn a clear line against our activities of one week ago. But he still liked to touch me as I napped in the study, with his hands now roaming along my body and under my clothes as I 'slept' without limits. And I was conflicted about this. On the one hand it had to stop, on the other I didn't really want it to. The devotion and reverence of my dad now was delicious and intoxicating. My one line drawn in the sand now was related to the area of the house that was mine, where my bedroom was and my bathroom. It was off limits!
Even then, my own internal dialogue played with this line in the sand. This line in fact felt like the sand that was continually moved by each random wave - of desire, or memory, or emotion and its shifting motion washed over me from moment to moment. In fact, tonight here I was laying on my bed with the door closed reliving in my mind the morning that I let dad take a shower with me. I could feel my stomach rise and fall with his touches and pressed my thighs together as I remembered his mouth tonguing my pink center as his fingers worked inside me, and I would slip my fingers back inside myself to that place where he was, and try recreate the orgasm that had washed over me. Who knew what he could do to me, what I wanted, what I could want. I looked into the mirror and watched myself, legs spread on the covers.
Dad was having a hard time with the new 'rules,' and his sullen and surly nature began to emerge again; for while he could hold and touch me I know that now he wanted more. He became outright depressed, and I could not help but feel that it was my fault. I sat down with dad and explained that he needed to see other women, get out in the world and to stop depending on me for his 'outlet.' He explained that it was so difficult, that he was aware of how much things changed in the world of dating and that it scared him, he wasn't ready, etc. etc.
"You're a wonderful, gentle, attractive man," I smiled at him.
"You have to say that, you're my little girl, look at me."
In that moment I did. He was about thirty pounds overweight, out of shape, thinning hair; but nice gentle eyes. He could really look great.
I had inspiration, "I'll help you!" And I leaned toward him took his hand in mine and batted my eyes at him adding, "and I will motivate you."
He looked at me expectantly.
"For every ten pounds you lose, you can, we can . . . you know - do what we did before," I blushed and putting my head down looked up at him as I spoke to him. "And when you lose all those thirty pounds," I poked his belly, "we can go out on a date. A proper date. I'll be your teacher, I'll teach you everything you need to know to get back out there in the dating world and find yourself a woman. What do you think?"
I could see the wheels rolling in his brain, he had a half smile, and I also could not miss the outright lust in his eyes. He reached out with his hands now and lay them in my lap, reaching under my skirt and gently began to caress me through my panties. I didn't move and generally ignored his touch, which was a violation of my rules at this moment, but I wanted to be 'encouraging.'
"That certainly would be motivation. I would do anything to - lay with you again," he lowered his voice at the last part and looked me in the eyes.
I blushed. "Exactly, see! We can work through this." I was teasing him now with my puss, sliding it along his hand. Though again he was getting to me and I added, "of course little indiscretions along the way might be ok, sort of as reminders."
"Of the goal," he finished what I was thinking. I felt his fingers pull my panties aside as he slid his fingers into me. It was delicious, fed right into my hunger (which he did not entirely realize) and I could feel myself spreading my legs letting the skirt slide up to my crotch and pushing, pressing my now hungry pussy into his hands.
Shit, I need Control, I thought and I said, "Ah. Ah. Ah. Little indiscretions only," as I - reluctantly- pulled his wet fingers away from me, though my legs were splayed and my skirt remained up around my waist. "I'm trying to motivate."
This was a good plan I kept convincing myself. Dad went out and bought some workout equipment and dieting books. He really did hit the program with gusto, and I knew that the first ten pounds would be the easiest to come off, so within the first month he had me accompany him to the scale one morning and sure enough he had lost ten pounds!
"Congratulations," I cooed to him as I felt myself going wet. I went up on my tippie toes with him still on the scale, and put my nose up to his and gave him a lovely slow sensual kiss, wrapping my arms around his middle, letting my breasts brush against his chest, thinking to myself, damn he HAS lost some weight. We tongued for a little while that morning in the bathroom, me standing there in my bra and panties, while he had on just a pair of boxers. I laughed as that penis of his sprung to attention.
I took it in my hand through his boxers and played with it as I spoke, "Lets you and me have a nice dinner this evening, and then your motivational reward," and I walked out of the bathroom to finish getting ready in my room.
But he followed me into my room (a violation of the rules), "I don't want to wait honey."
I looked at dad standing there and just motioned him over to my bed.
"This will be it then. What, you want a quickie huh? I don't have a lot of time," I checked the clock.
"Sweetie, I've been going crazy. I just want you so bad right now. It's been . . . " That feeling of lust and need and devotion continued to draw me in. I could feel myself melting.
"Come here," I patted the bed and rolled myself onto my back, "undress me."
He so gently slid my panties off as I lifted my hips to him. Then my bra.
"And those," I said pointing at his boxers and tugging at the waistband. We were naked and I pulled him up beside me on my bed where there was only a light coming through from the bathroom, and we lay in the low light looking and touching each other. He leaned into me and kissed me so softly. God he was good I thought.
"Women are crazy not to fall for you," I said.
I felt his hands slide down into me and let my legs open wider.
"I don't know what you do to me. I feel like it has been forever since I had you - like last time," he whispered.
And I could feel his heart pounding in his chest as his face mottled as his eyes drank me in with pure lust and desire. Feeling so wanted brought out a girlishness in me and I felt a femininity, a wanting to please that was new to me.
"You want me? You have me, at least for this morning." I could feel his fingers insinuating themselves inside my cunt, that luscious feeling of being filled pressed into, but then I felt this hunger rising in me for much much more. <I can't let him know this.>
I curled myself around him, letting my bottom settle solidly in his hand. He kissed me again, and whispered to me, "God you are wet, you really do like this don't you?"
I just looked at him and said, "I'm wet for you, no one else."
"How far can I go?"
I played the flirt, his little girl flirt. I bit my lower lip, like I was thinking about it. He was working my clit furiously and it was certainly muddling my brain but I really wanted this to last - to last and last. Give in now and the game is over. I rubbed my bottom hard into his hand and pressed and arched my back along his skin. What a decision as we let our bodies rub into each other. "You can eat me dad, that was the deal. I want more too. I really do, but you've got more to do." He just looked at me, and then began to kiss his way down my front and in the way I had grown accustomed, opened me right up and settled his mouth on me.
"I'll make you crazy then. You're going to want ME."
He had no idea.
And I could feel that little tongue of his pushing into me like a cock would, teasing along my labia, Oh my god it was making me crazy. I was sliding hard along his mouth, so hungry. He was licking me and saying things like this could me my cock, does my little girl want to be fucked.
"You're terrible," I purred, but then he stopped for a little while just at the point where I was feeling myself rise to orgasm. And he rose back up to me, kissing me again as I could taste myself on his lips. "I can wait too," and he touched me on the nose.
"I want to come. Make me come."
He said, "And I want to fuck you, let me fuck you."
"Nu-uh." I said pouting. He still had his hand between my legs stroking me lightly and I was twitching with desire. My body was liquid against him.
"Well, I'll eat you then," I said. "At least I can fill myself up, the other end up." And I started to suck hard on his cock, as he continued fingering me. I kept trying to position myself on his hand to work myself up to an orgasm, but somehow he knew my body and could keep me right at the edge. It was becoming almost painful. I could not stand it anymore, and was sucking on him furiously until his cock was spraying into me, I could feel the cum rising in my throat and took him all inside. He was spent, but still I had not come. He lay back on the bed, satisfied. I was bouncing on the bed over him, my pussy positioned above his limp cock. You could see my wetness glistening at the bottom of my bush, I was nearly dripping on him now.
"Daddy. You have to finish. I can't stand it. Finish what you started."
But he just reached up and pulled me down on top of him, I could feel his soft cock touching me at my abdomen. "We can both wait," he said.
I rolled onto my back and let him watch me masturbate myself to a full orgasm, he kissed my breasts as I cried out arching my back with my hands between my legs. It felt great, but not the same from what I remembered before. He was still kissing my breasts so tenderly as I looked down at him and wrapped my hands around his head. I loved this attention, and then I looked at the clock. "Oh my God,"I said, "I have to go, I'm late - again." He hopped off the bed left my room and I got ready, but the entire day I was so hot, so horney. My middle just hurt with desire, during one class I was literally rubbing my thighs together. My body needed to be released in the way I remembered, and he held back. God damn him I thought.
That evening, I wore the sheerest little nightgown I had. It fell just below my pubes and I wore no panties. I laid on the floor in front of dad as he was watching tv, with him in his little easy chair directly behind. He had a perfect view of my ass and puss. At one point he came over and straddled my thighs leaning down on me and began to rub my ass cheeks. Two can play this game I thought. "What are you doing?" I said.
"Spending some quality time with my little girl."
"Well, not tonight." I might have sounded a little cross, but I was sending a pretty obvious mixed message here.
"Are you mad at me?" he asked.
"No. Not really anyway." He was still rubbing my ass and I let him now. I continued, "Maybe a little. I thought you would make me come this morning, like last time. That was the deal. You held back."
"So did you."
"That was our agreement, those were the rules."
"Rules. Rules. Rules." He said as he let his fingers slide into my cleft, and I could feel my legs involuntarily open putting my head down and moaning. I couldn't stand it, god it felt so good. I was so hungry. But I willed my legs together, and rolled over now facing dad, showing him my perfect little bush and my titties hard beneath my yellow nightie.
I just said, "I'm trying to help you." He just nodded as he looked at me. "You'll see. You really will. You need to find someone else other than me dad. There's no other way. I have boyfriends you know. I have a sex life you know."
"Like what you feel with me?" He asked.
I had no answer.
I paused and just said, "This conversation is over," and I got up and left with him sitting on the floor looking after me.
We kept our distance for a few days, but after awhile things began to cool off and go back to normal. Normal for us that is. On Sunday evenings, I would spoon with my 'daddy,' playing this very feminine flirty little girl which I had really drifted toward lately, and he would play along perfectly. I would lay and watch TV with him and whisper back at him, "rub my tummy." And he would, but only my tummy. Then after awhile I would add, "Now my breasts."
Then at some point he would ask, "what about your pussy?"
"Ummm, just for a little minute." He complied perfectly as I would move my hips letting myself slide along the length of his hard cock which I could feel along my ass as he lightly fingered me, and he would snuggle his mouth between my shoulder and neck and kiss me there softly - my favorite spot. We would drink wine and watch shows like this for hours. It smoothed over our conflict nicely and did it make me hot. I would go to bed with my cheeks burning and could only sleep after masturbating furiously in the mirror, putting my hands exactly where his had been.
My evenings home after dates were similar to all other evenings with dad sitting near me asking how it went. Only now the stories I would tell were no longer the R Version, they were definitely X and he loved knowing every detail, smells, everything. I complied but tended to exaggerate for effect lately and found myself completely disheveled, with my dress up around my waist masturbating with my legs splayed open and dad sitting between my legs watching my dark bush in the low light, asking intimate questions of his little girl. Little did he know I was actually doing far less than what I shared after I got home. In fact, it had gotten to the point where coming home from evenings out was making me hotter than going out in the first place.
And yet as the weeks passed the inexorable surliness rose in him. This second ten pounds was harder to lose and he knew it, it was taking longer and the wait was difficult. He could touch me, look at me, kiss me sometimes, but nothing more. Somehow I was maintaining this boundary. I was holding up the motivation and it was working, he was working out all the time now. I realized that he was working much harder than before, and it was producing a noticeable change. Dad was building muscle at the same he was losing fat, and muscle is heavier than fat. So while the weight came off agonizingly slow, he was actually becoming more trim than one would think could be the case from the loss of eight pounds. I don't think he knew that. Dad was becoming a hunk. He'd lost eighteen pounds but I bet he converted another ten pounds of fat to fifteen pounds of muscle, though I sure noticed and I was getting ready to bend the rules a little bit.
One evening he came home in a fantastic mood. Completely different than his recent surliness. He was grocery shopping and when he came in the door he said, "some woman - at least ten years younger - needed help picking out fruit. I told her I didn't know the first thing about it. She looked disappointed, but nonetheless she took up with me and said she did not like shopping by herself. I was her shopping partner for the day. We went through the store together. I got her phone number. Look."
I blinked at him. Was I jealous? He looked great this evening, color in his cheeks, broad shouldered.
I just said, "that's great. See you can do this," with a little less than enthusiasm.
He didn't seem to notice my reticence, and holding the piece of paper in the air with her number on it walked out of the room as he said, "I sure can't lose this."
And he stayed in his room. Was he going to call her? I found myself hovering and listening for a phone, but there was no way to hear. This was an unexpected turn and I was reflecting on the feelings I had just now, and I had to decide . . .
It was me now sneaking along a hallway of the house which is essentially off limits. It was near midnight as I entered my dads room, I could see him there sleeping and I stood a moment in my robe.
"Daddy." I sing songed in a little girl voice, and it trilled just a little. God I could feel my heart fluttering, I was nervous.
He rolled on his back, and groggily called out, "Yes. Sweetie, what is it?"
"I was wondering. Could I just crawl into bed with you tonight? I just feel like I want to be close, like when I was little."
I couldn't believe I said that. It sounded lame.
I added, "Please daddy," in my little girl voice.
"Uh, sure sweet. Uh. Just a sec." He was moving around a little and before he could reach the light at the side of the bed I dropped my robe and slipped into his bed.
"Thanks. I was feeling a little lonely tonight," and I scootched to the center of the bed and sort of wrapped myself around my dads back, who was still reaching for the light. He looked around at me under the sheet and settled back against me, keeping his back to me. I knew he could tell I was naked, and I had a surprise myself realizing that so was he. As I wrapped my arms around him I realized once again how toned he had become, and I let my hand brush his stomach and just noticed a brief touch of his cockhead on my hand. He was already hard!
Then I squeezed my daddy, and rolled over. "Hold me. I want you to hold me," I cooed at him. He complied, rolled over and settled his broad chest against my back letting his cock rest right against my backside. That was brave of him I thought.
"There, that feels nice. Just like old times." And as I said that I pushed my ass back against his cock.
"Maybe a little different than I remember," he corrected as he let his hands slide down and find the top of my bush.
"Mmmm, that feels nice daddy." I was his. He might not know it just yet, but he could do whatever he wanted to me. I decided that tonight. I was going to be his first, not someone he'd met in some fucking grocery store. My body was so soft and supple against him. I mewed like a kitten in his arms, felt so feminine. His little girl. I could feel his breath in my dark long hair. And I lay still in his arms. He could do anything, but I wanted him to find that out for himself.
He let his hand lay on my bush for awhile, and I could feel the slightest undulation of his hip as he let his cock move along my bottom. Because he was so wet it quickly became slippery down there, and I just know how worked up he was getting now. I could feel both our heartbeats as we pressed together. He kissed my neck (in my favorite spot), and at the same time began to slip his fingers down between my legs. I moved a leg forward and to his pleasure he could feel me opening up, no conditions. When I slid my hips forward I could feel his fingers sliding on me and when I slid my hips backward I could feel his cock sliding along my ass working its way in until I could feel his tip brushing over my anus. Our warmth and breathing continued rising as our skin to skin contact was working it magic and we steadily became more aroused. I felt such a hunger inside of me and I just wanted to be receptive, to be filled, desired, fucked.
"What are you doing daddy?" I whispered.
"Just helping you fall asleep."
"Oh, ok."
He kept rubbing his fingers against me with a firmness that I could push against as I guided his fingers deep inside of me and then back up through my wetness. My clit was hard, so sensitive now, and he could wrap his fingers around my clit and turn it in his fingers before descending once again and filling me inside. God I was wet, and I literally could feel myself sighing and moaning against his hand.



I was lifting my backside up as high as it would go when I undulated my hips back until I finally felt his cock slip between my legs instead of up along my ass. I clamped my legs around his penis and held his hardness tightly between my legs as he froze for a moment, not sure what he could do next. I was imagining the turmoil running through his mind enjoying the deliciousness of the moment. I just kept lying there, sliding my hip ever so lightly so that his cock slid along my wet center forward and then back again. When I pushed all the way back I know he could feel his own wet cock with his fingers which were still diddling me from the front. My whole bush was wet now, we were both so aroused, pressed tightly and breathing into each other.
I could feel his hips starting to move as well and we undulated so that we were rythmically sliding against each other. His cock was catching right where I opened up, right where I could take him in. Where my hunger, my almost painful itch was.
"I think I have a scratch there daddy," and I moved my hips so that his cock head rested right at my opening and I just held perfectly still. I wanted him to enter me, I would let him. He would find out now. He held his cock deliciously at my vagina, neither of us were moving. I made the slightest gesture toward his cock and could feel myself just start to open up. I wanted to thrust onto him but held myself and then he was pressing slowly, undulating in then out. I swallowed him at the tip inside me, and then could stand it no more and pushed myself back filling my cunt to the hilt with his cock, he was whole inisde me. I could hear him suck in air and we settled into the bed together with my dad deep inside me.
"What you wanted?" I whispered.
Oh god, I was filled, filled to overflowing and I turned my head and kissed and tounged and wrapped my arms around his head as he stayed inside of me. His hips started to slide his whole length first deep inside and then right to the edge of leaving me, and then back into me. I nearly collapsed in pleasure with each thrust.
"Oh, you feel so good," he was cooing. "I'm not going to last very long baby."
I just responded, "go on, go on fuck me. Come in me."
And I could at that instant feel him coming. He was filling me. I felt each spray against my cervix, my deepest recess. It vibrated inside of me and I clamped around his cock, and held onto him as he bucked into me.
I just said, "stay inside me as long as you can, while I sleep in your arms. Just stay there, hold me." And we lay still in the dark, I could feel his cock softening as I held him inside and we drifted off to sleep.
At one point during the night, I have no idea when, I felt his hardness pressing up against me again, and he was positioning his cock behind me at the correct angle to slip into my pussy. I lifted my ass in the air.
"You want a little more of that pussy down there huh?"
I felt his cock slide right inside, but then I rolled onto my back letting him slip out and around so that I was facing him, and I continued to push him back solidly onto the bed.
"My turn," and I climbed up over his chest, god he felt so trim. Like a younger man now. It was strange being in the dark, with these wonderful smells of sex all around, and this hard body beneath me.
I lifted myself up and settled down onto his cock and felt that hunger being satisified again, wonderful waves of pleasure washing along my body and filling me with a heat that kept rising. I slid my center hard along the base of his cock and found a spot where I could slide my clit and catch a steady rythem. "You like my cunt daddy?"
He lay beneath me and held my breasts in his hands before letting his hands slide down around my hips and around onto my ass. I could feel his fingers curl into my ass crack and he found my anus and brushed his fingers over the surface. I pushed against his fingers and guided, encouraged him to keep pressing. Until he had his finger sliding in to the second knuckle.
"Keep doing that. Oh god, yeah. You know me, you know what I like."
And I kept my motions on his cock and felt that exquisite little finger sliding inside of me. I was arching my back and then lowering myself onto his chest as we fucked in the dark, our second time tonight. It was amazing how he seemed to know my body, how well we fit together. The itch grew intense and I pushed and slid as hard as I could, harder and harder my clit drawing circles at the base of his cock digging its way into him. I let out cries that I knew could not be heard outside of this house where father and daughter resided. I whimpered, and moaned, cried out, sighed and let the most beautiful orgasm wave along my body like a wind or fire rising up my spine.
I went utterly black, held my hands out like claws on his chest and dug into him, could feel myself clutching and releasing on his cock, spasming and crying out. And then his cum began to spray inside me again, I could feel it pressing out of me, and opened my eyes wide looking into his and brought my mouth to his ear, "You came again, didn't you?" I just added, "Wow, my little stud."
I fell onto my side with one leg up over his middle. We lay in this wonderful breathless tangle of sex, of hair and sweat and come. He put his arms around my middle. And in the dark we fell right back to sleep between absent little kisses, and fingers finding their way inside the various creases and crevices of our bodies as we slept soundly until sunrise.
My boundaries utterly crumbled, we were in pieces.
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...but come--if ever before
having heard my voice from far away
you listened, and leaving your father's
golden home you came
   Sappho
I recently turned a young 48, have been happily married for 10 years, have been working in the same job for the past twenty years and living in the same house for the past 25 years. This is especially surprising considering how wild I had once been in my teenage and twenty something years. The way in which I met my wife, Sam, our whirlwind romance and how well we still get along has definitely contributed to my sense of well being, and I frequently have felt that my years have been, in many respects, charmed. After ten years of marriage however, we inevitably have settled into a pretty comfortable routine with one another, as often happens and this has included our sex life. While satisfying and diverse, what can I say - you learn one another's bodies, habits, mannerism, desires, and even fantasies pretty well after ten years. We are both successful, both earn good money and have managed to work our way into a house which if we had to come here today and pony up the cash, wouldn't be able to afford it. So that was my life.
I have a very extended, in fact bizarre, family tree and as a result I have had virtually no contact with most of my family. I have whole brothers and sisters, half brothers and sisters, step brothers and sisters, foster brothers and sisters, and probably brothers and sisters I know nothing about. That was and is the kind of parents I come from. They were born in the 30's, coming of age in the 50's, obsessed with themselves - me and mine. I don't know if anyone has noticed, but my parent's generation has got to be one of the most narcissistic ever. My dad in one of his later 'marriages' had a child named Cristy who now was calling me and asking if she could live with us for awhile. She had turned 19 and was explaining to me how she couldn't stay in my fathers house another day, which is something I for one thoroughly understood. So my half sister wanted to come and live with us?
It had been years since I last saw Cristy, not since she was seven or eight years old. I used to baby sit for my dad and his then wife and mother of C (pronounced 'See' -- what I called her). She was an absolutely adorable child who loved to play games, was very smart and if you closed your eyes you would swear you were talking to an adult the whole time. She had a rich full vocabulary, terrific imagination, heartfelt laugh, was touching and emotional, caring of animals - really a great kid. I used to call her C-horse or C-saw or C-weed and she would laugh and laugh, correcting me each time that she was just C to me. My dad had at various times also told me that she had a crush on me, and one time I even asked her about it and she had gotten so embarrassed that she couldn't even talk to me for most of the evening. Later on though she would tell me that we would get married some day, and I had to explain to her that we were half brother and sister and so that we couldn't get married.
She would reply, "but half of me's not. I'll marry you with the half that's not your sister."
Good head on her shoulder I thought for an eight year old. And now here she was twelve years later showing up on my doorstep.
She arrived, somewhat disheveled, at the door carrying a stuffed animal and a small box full of CDs under her arm. Her car was in the driveway filled with all the worldly belongings of a normal 19 year old girl, which amounted to basically one thing - clothes.
We hugged at the door, I squeezed her as I said, "Hi C! Welcome."
She chirped, "You remembered!" And she gave me this smile which reached back into my distant memories.
I helped her carry everything in and up to her new room in a large section of the house which 100 years earlier had been the servants quarters. It made for a nice private area with three rooms along a hallway and only one point of access. I lingered longer and was probably a little more helpful than I otherwise would have been, but for the unexpected effect her presence had upon me. Her beauty and youth was like an enormous wave lifting me. I kept looking to be sure it was HER, it actually shocked me. All my ancient love I had felt for her returning.
The fact that she was 27 years younger than me full of budding youth, combined with her still adolescent-slender-girl figure, smallish stature (which I love), white white teeth, large eyes, red full mouth and baby doll pout. Wow! She was wearing this short red loose skirt set right at the hip exposing her indrawn abdomen, in combination with a white half top which formed a deep V between her breasts (no bra - was I checking?). And her breasts held their shape perfectly no matter how much was exposed to view, no sagging, so the thin fabric simply formed itself around perfect swells of flesh, no sense of weight at all. Her blonde hair fell around her collar and she had bangs which framed her large blue eyes and honey skin.
After awhile she looked at me, fluttered her eyes and tipped her head, "Thanks Jack. Thanks a lot! I Think I got it from here though."
At that point I realized how long I had been hanging around.
"Sorry," I said and then, "I'll be downstairs if you need anything." I went downstairs thinking, that was stupid, where else would I be.
The first week was uneventful, she was trying to find work and get her school situation in order (she would be starting in college in the fall), so we barely saw her at all. One thing that relieved my thoughts greatly was how pleasant and nice she was to my wife, who had been worried that we would be letting in some snot brat kid into our house who would make messes and be obnoxious. Just the opposite, she was polite, kind, helped around the house, kept things clean - just like I remembered her.
The following weekend she wanted to reconnect with some of her friends in the City and asked if she could have a sleep over. I was an absolute pushover and I explained to Sam that this would not be a permanent thing and that we could get off to a smooth start, and that I would go over the rules of the house (which so far I had neglected to do) with her at the earliest convenience. For her part, she was just so impressed with Cristy that she had no problem whatsoever.
"Great" I said, "I'll go down and tell C."
Sam looked at me, "C?"
"Uh yeah, it's what I used to call her years ago."
I think she sort of wondered at my excitement and as I left she added, "It's not your sleep over." I ignored her.
I came back down and said yes she could have a sleep over, she clapped her hands together. "Thanks. It's like so great!" and she leaned in lightly took my arm and kissed my cheek. I felt a shiver run up my spine.
"I just want to invite my three best friends. Caryn, Sil, and Joe. Is three ok?" she said in this little girl sing song voice and was leaning forward, the fabric of her top lifting lightly from between her breasts allowing me to see partway down her blouse. Her hair was falling forward into her face, and her blue eyes looking up at me. (I remember it like it was yesterday). Oh my God, what she did to me! She still had her hand on my arm, and at that moment, I caught her smell - an intoxicating combination of powder-sweet-earth-flesh, and just felt myself melt. I nodded my assent, and quickly went back up the stairs, around a corner and into one of the side rooms letting myself fall back against a wall, my heart was beating hard in my chest and I just shook my head - I needed to catch my breath. Oh my god, there's going to be four of these little nymphs here this evening!
I didn't want to interfere though and so I stayed upstairs and remained generally out of the way and out of sight, though I couldn't help but peek a little. They watched TV, listened to music and really were good kids. I caught a few glimpses and noted that each of the girls were about the same age, and had the same freshness and beauty of youth. Two with brown hair (one darker than the other) and a another blonde. In fact among the four of them, they were equally amazing to me. I couldn't help but notice.
My wife and I had no trouble sleeping that night, there were just these occasional muffled giggles every so often. Later on I woke slightly and noticed how quiet the house had become, and listening awhile - hearing nothing - assumed that they had gone to bed. I had to take a pee and was a little thirsty and I figured they were all crashed in her new room. I sleep naked (so does my wife) and when I first rose I had intended to just slip out into the hallway and down the stairs, but thought how embarrassed I would be if anyone saw me. So, I grabbed my silk summer robe and pulled it over myself (thank god as it turned out) and went downstairs. The room where they had been was empty, generally clean with pillows scattered around the floor, some cd's. The TV was still going but the sound had been muted - I turned it off. Sitting behind one of the cushions was a half empty bottle of spiced rum, ah they found our stash. I grabbed the bottle, mainly to get it out of sight so that my wife wouldn't accidentally see. I then went into the kitchen poured myself a glass of water and sat down. I just had the stove light on and so it was me in the shadows of my kitchen inside a quiet house.
Then I heard a door, it was a muffled opening and the unmistakable fruump! as the door was pushed closed again, followed by whispers and a quiet giggling.
"Did you see his eyes! He could NOT stop looking at you."
"I can NOT believe you did that!"
"They were saucers. Totally. Oh god we need to do that again," followed by giggling.
"We didn't have to pay."
Where else could we go?" "What time is it?"
"Shhh, we have to be quiet." I recognized C's voice.
"Did we remember the food?" they were walking into the living room and I got up and stood in the kitchen doorway.
Someone had turned on a light in the living room, and the four girls were standing, giggling, bending at the waist to pick pillows up, wearing the sheerest of baby doll nighties. In fact when they stood in front of the light they had turned on, their nighties went transparent and I could see these exquisite lithe little bodies in outline! One was clad only in a pair of panties and a half top T! C was wearing this little pink baby doll, and as her hair fell about her shoulders it gave the illusion that the whole outfit was being held up by the swell of her breasts. I couldn't believe my luck. The pink fabric was so thin, it seemed almost see through, and I found myself staring at C and squinting to see everything I could from my vantage point. Her nightie reached down to just below her crotch, and when she was in front of that light I could make out the narrowing of her waist, her hips and follow her thighs up through her center. I could hear my heart. Two of the other girls were wearing nearly the same thing, one red and one white.
C was the first to notice that the TV was off and then that the light in the kitchen was on, and looking over noticed me standing in the doorway.
"Oh, Jack?" I heard her say and then all the girls were silent looking my direction. "Sorry. I thought you had gone to bed," she said as she put her hands together and bent sideways in the living room, as I held up my glass of water.
The girls now all at once fluttered into the kitchen like a flock of little birds, literally twittering as they moved, lighting and settling on all sides of me in the kitchen as I sat back down at the table. There was laughter and breath, the faint smell of rum all around, and these small warm bodies beneath the sheerest of fabric in this bright kitchen light.
C introduced me, "This is Jack. This is Caryn, Sil, and Joe."
I was thinking that I needed a stiffer drink than the water that was in my glass just at this moment, that was sure. I was getting just the beginnings of an erection beneath my robe - god I hope no one notices. I began to adjust and smooth my robe, making out like I was shifting in my chair while secretly trying to adjust myself so as not to be embarrassed. I couldn't take my eyes of panties.
I just said, "Hi," all around.
"You will not believe what we just did! Oh, my god." said red nightie.
"Were you out?" I inquired. What an idiot, they just came in. I knew they were out.
Panties now explained, "We were hungry and there was like no food in the kitchen that we liked. So we thought of going to the grocery store, but then like we were already in our pyjama's so we thought we would need to change, but our clothes were up in Cristy's new room and we didn't want to wake you guys, and then we thought oh fuck it."
Red nightie reached out her hand to Panties, sort of making a 'stop' gesture to her, like it wasn't ok for her to say 'fuck it.' Wow, I am old now I remember thinking, before saying, "No its ok. Fuck it, yeah," I repeated.
"Anyway, we decided just to go to the grocery like this," and panties just held her hands out presenting herself to me. I was staring now at her navel which was centered between cream panties below and cream half top above. "So we were at this store and sort of like moving along the aisles, running our hands along the shelves, and like no one was working. No more than three people in the whole store, but they were all totally in view of us - you know - seeing us!"
Red nightie was laughing, bending her knees.
White nightie then piped in, "And Cristy, well you won't believe!"
C just looked at the floor swinging her foot. I could see a smile as she looked down.
"You tell it," encouraged white nightie with her hand on C.
"It was nothing. It was an accident," C demurred.
Red nightie started again, "After I went up to the manager and asked him where we might find some film, because we had run out. . ."
My mind was reeling at these girls all around me, and now I was thinking - my god, they were taking pictures? I could tell that each one of them was a little inebriated. A little glassy eyed, a little wobbly and over friendly.
"So he helped us by pointing to the end aisle right at the front of the store and then. Then! Cristy walks over and just says 'oh, here it is' and bends over to pull the film off the rack and she's, um, like not wearing any panties. Nothing!"
Peels of giggles and the girls are bending and leaning against one another, like loose rag dolls.
C just said matter of fact, "I never wear underwear."
Red nightie continued, "They got a perfect view - of, like EVERYTHING!"
And all three girls were clapping their hands together, and putting their hands over their eyes. "Oh my God."
This vision of C flashed in my mind, literally was burning into my imagination. I looked at C and she was looking right back at me still swinging her foot, her lips pressed together. She was blushing. I know my stare had pure lust in it, and as I looked at her I saw this mischievous sparkle rise in her eye as she stepped away from the counter, "And THIS is what they saw!" she announced to all as she spun around and without warning bent at the waist letting her baby doll nightie rise up her ass and over her waist.
I was seated no more than a foot away as her full nakedness came into view and I stared openly in front of these girls at C's bare bottom. She stood with parted legs, her pussy swelling open before me like a piece of fruit, downy surfaced cunny lips, flesh and tufts of blonde hair curling along in an arc to her abdomen. It would have fit perfectly in my open hand. And at the moment just before she stood upright, her puss lips parted slightly, like an opening flower, revealing its glistening pink line running up through her center. She was so wet! I could have reached out my hand and cupped her little muff, right there, could have caressed her thighs and ass, stroked her at that moment, pressed my fingers inside - I could have fucked her right in the kitchen in front of these girls. It was quick, like a flash, but also felt as if it lasted much longer. The other girls had their hands to their chins, eyes wide, and I had gone immediately hard and found myself setting my glass of water down and pressing my now extended cock down beneath my robe with both hands as it tented out my front. It was so obvious what I was doing.
All eyes were on me, and I tried my best to act like this was somehow normal, ok, that I wasn't flustered (even though I was now blushing red, holding my cock down into my lap with my hands, and trying to wet my mouth so that I could speak). Cristy, was turned around again and leaning against the counter, her face was mottled and she looked winded, eyes afire, smiling and looking now at the other girls.
They giggled, and someone said, "Like that."
Then someone chimed in, continuing the stories, "That wasn't all though. When we were at the counter to buy our stuff. Cristy scratched her hip and totally lifted her nightie from the front. The manager guy had a perfect view of her then too!"
"From the front?" I asked and looked at C again, with obvious anticipation, half expecting her to reveal herself to me again - from the front! A second demonstration.
C didn't move this time as she looked at me and said, "I had an itch. I forgot." She was swinging her foot again.
"The manager guy just waved us through and said, no charge. I think he had totally screwed up the cash register." Panties clapped her hands together.
I sat there clutching my robe and saying as best as I could, "Did any of you other girls try, uh do anything?" It was my attempt at appearing that all was normal. My mind was completely muddled at this point and I wasn't really hearing anything.
"Well, I reached up to get something high, like this," white nightie volunteered, as she lifted her arms up giving me a perfect view of matching white panties held in place only by thin strips of string, the little triangle held in place before her puss was opaque so that I could see her dark bush curling up at the small V between her thighs, and pubic hairs splaying on all sides. The expanse of white skin above her panty line and vertical line of a navel was intoxicating to me, I could feel my body drinking her in. Jesus, I was getting so I couldn't stand it. I was again just openly staring at this girls pussy. I felt like I was almost going to come, could feel my silk robe stimulating my skin. I wanted to slide my hand along my cock under my robe, I was dripping, but resisted moving. I was hunching over in my chair now in the throes of passion.
"But you got panties on," one of the girls added.
I realized I was still staring at white nightie now whose top remained elevated as I said absently, "Sounds like you girls had fun then." Fun? What am I Bing Crosby? Everything I said was sounding lame in my ears. "You'll have to do that again sometime, and each of you try something daring."
C was leaning against the counter again with her legs extended pressing herself upward and backward toward the counter causing her nightie to wave up and down slightly as she said matter of fact, "you could come with us."
And she pushed herself upright in her nightie, which I knew was all that covered her, that she was open entirely beneath that fabric. I could picture her wet blonde puss when I looked at her, could still smell her wet sex, could smell all of their sweetness, warmth, flesh. I was in over my head. These girls were just messing with me now, and I was sinking fast. My cock was aching beneath my hand and I could not resist making slight undulations along my cock with my fingers through the silk fabric of my robe, my mind swimming. I was afraid I might come at any moment -- and then what would I do? My breathing was ragged, my face was burning, my mind wandered to the thought of watching these girls in some obscure grocery store, watching their 'dares.'



I wanted to see each little bush, run my hands over their smooth bodies, lick my tongue along their wet cunts. Feel their hands on my cock, push into them, feel my skin sliding on theirs, run my fingers inside up through their pinkness. Tongue their soft red mouths and feel them yielding to my touch, opening themselves to me. This room of nymphs, me in silk robes, some kind of ancient painting. I could see this warm pile of arms and legs in the middle of the room, tangled hair and hands. Sweat. I could still see the clear wet cum along C's pussy and wanted to taste her, press into her, hold her in my arms, reach up her thighs beneath her nightie as she stood now at my side and feel the hair that grew between her legs.
"I should get off, uh back to bed." I stood up holding myself together, " It was fun. Nice to meet you," Lame. Lame. Lame. Was all I could think as I moved away from my flock of little birds. I headed into the living room, which under more normal circumstances would have been considered abrupt.
I could hear them chiruping behind me, "Hope we see you again!"
C followed me and as I was just about to head up the stairs, I heard her, "Jack?"
I turned, still sort of holding my front.
"I was just foolin' around. Having fun. Hope it's ok?" she tilted her head, fluttered her eyes and held her hands in front of her, holding her hands at the same place I was holding mine.
I stepped back toward her, could still smell her, her sex. "It was fine. Great! You have great friends. I was just surprised. I . . I sure didn't expect it!"
She stepped forward and gave me a hug. I wrapped my one free arm around her but did not know quite where to put my hand, before finally letting it settle onto the low of her back. She held me so softly and long. I lightly let my fingers wander down her nightie just to the point where her panty line should have been. Nothing. I could just feel the beginning indent of her bottom, what would sink down into pussy if I journeyed southward.
"No panties huh," I breathed.
And then she said, and I will never forget, "Welcome to my world." She stepped back and innocently smiled at me, "Night! See you tomorrow."
"Night C." I headed back up the steps and paused, "Uh, make sure you girls don't tell your story tomorrow morning, ok?"
She smiled, "It's our little secret."
I settled back into my bed and tried to sleep, with a picture perfect memory of C bending before me, her muff, bush, puss open to me, for me. I turned toward my little Sam who was sleeping the whole time and nestled up behind her letting my hardness slip down between her legs from behind, and picturing C's pussy in my mind and combining this vision with the sensations now sliding along my cock in this dark room. I could feel warm flesh stirring lightly and felt her ass pushing back against me, responding, undulating, could feel myself sliding against her.
Little did she know she was going to get the fuck of her life tonight.
Please email me and let me know how you like the story, and any ideas for the future. I write these for your responses. Thanks.
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"a girl whose hair is yellower than torchlight should wear no headdress but fresh flowers” Sappho
My evening with C and ‘the girls’ was two weeks ago now, yet it felt like yesterday. In fact, in many respects it felt more like a dream, and there were times when I wasn’t even really sure if it happened at all. But every time C came home in the evening, or lounged about on the sofa on weekends, my eyes lingered along her length. It was this: almost every single time I saw her she was in a dress. Her favorites were always loose fitting, flowing, or flowery sun dresses which were perfect for the hot summer days we were getting. The fabrics were light, bright, flouncy, short or long, but always dresses and she - in my dream evening anyway - had shared with me her little secret: that she never wears panties. So each time she stood before me chatting about her afternoon class, or when we were having our morning coffee, or watching TV, I could not get out of my mind the image of her standing before me naked (because I could SEE that she was also not wearing a bra) but for the light little dress that hung about her shoulders and fell down to her thighs or knees. And I could see, feel, taste that little pussy before me from my imagination, and I could feel my heart begin to race every time.
It was becoming like an overwhelming obsession, this distant thought always resting in the corner of my mind, filling my thoughts. When I seated myself in the living room, I would carry a mental map of the entire room, strategically setting myself down in positions providing the best potential chance of peeking at C. Knowing that when C typically comes home she normally sits there, which would be opposite from me here. And perhaps, just perhaps, I would be gifted once more with a surreptitious peek up those long beautiful legs, and once more see even just a few hairs growing at her center, her bush, of C exposed once more before me as I remembered.
There was a problem with this plan however, namely that no matter where I sat, when she saw me, would come and sit right next to ME. Her movements were loose, confident, catlike, childlike. She would frequently let herself drop right next to me on the sofa, legs akimbo, open, one leg settled beneath her, and I could work the angles knowing that if I were sitting now in the chair across the room - over there - I would be seeing right up her dress perfectly. But I was not there, I was next to her here, seated at an angle above and beyond any ‘peek.’ Leaving only imagination, which was somehow so much more detailed. I swear I was probably always flushed in her presence - always muddled, what was she thinking?
As the weeks wore on and my obsessions continued, I spied upon one opportunity. Her bedroom, or line of rooms which she had use of, were all on the third floor. The third floor was enormous, all three rooms ran along the entire length of the house, with a hallway to one side. The one entrance was a steep stairway up to that level. On those days she was wearing her shortest skirts, I carefully calculated that a walk up the stairs right behind C would expose her fully to my view. I had even practiced on several occasions during the day. So I waited.
On a lovely summer afternoon she arrived home after signing up for summer classes, wearing a very light loose, and SHORT skirt. I was watching her make a sandwich in the kitchen. This was the one, it’s my opportunity, I thought. I knew she would go upstairs shortly, the trick was to be invited up with her.
I asked, “How was school, did you get your classes?”
“Yeah, everyone is so nice. I really like this school, its size perfect, like I literally went in to my advisor today and he totally took my care of everything. He even walked with me to all the right advisors, got my various paperwork signed, and I got everything I wanted. I took two classes, I thought three, but that would be too much. I even had time to buy the books,” and she pointed at her backpack.
“How many books did you get? It looks huge. . . Is it heavy?”
“That WAS the hard part. I had to carry it all the way back to my car, but it was fine. I just didn’t want to have to go back there again. It’s so hot and the parking like totally sucks.”
I said again, “It’s heavy. Uh, I could carry it up to your room for you. I mean after you’ve been schleping it all around.”
“No, that’s ok. I think I’ll just keep them in the study. It’s not the kind of reading I do in my room. If that’s ok with you?”

I answered her, “Yeah, there’s plenty of room in the study. Fine.”
“What have you been doing?” She asked me now.
“Not a lot. Work gets pretty quiet in summer.”
“What do you do anyway?” She seemed interested.
“It’s hard to explain. I sort of organize unique, exotic, investments for some of the richer folk in town. More like designer investments. The kind wealthy people like to talk about in parties.” She was pretty interested, I continued. “Things like working out investments in movies, or music, or even race horses. I package it up so that lots of folks can put in a bit and then basically pretend like they’re the owner, producer. Like that. They don’t even care if they lose their money. It’s for the story. I enjoy it. It really is fun.”
“Like what, movies?”
“I’ve gotten it so people can say they’ve invested in ‘Caddyshack,’ ‘Matrix.’”
“Too cool! No way! Matrix. Can you watch them make the movies.”
“Sometimes,” I was just lost in the conversation now, not thinking of anything but the two of us in the kitchen on this beautiful summer day.
“What music?” She continued the line of questioning.
“I can never remember them. Everything has these names which are like random words from a dictionary now - Toad Sprocket”
She corrected me, “Toad the Wet Sprocket. If I showed you some CD’s could you tell me, would you remember then?”
I sprung to attention, “God Yeah, that would work.”
She repeated, “This is too cool! I’ll be right back.”
“Where are you going?”
“To get my CD’s and show you the titles so you can tell me which ones you helped produce. That would be so cool to tell my friends. It makes you like very cool Jack.” Here eyes were alive, she had this wonderful smile as she swung her hair back out of her face.
I said as casually as I could manage now, “Why don’t I just come up there with you and we can go through them up there?”
“Uh Yeah, sure. Come on. I got hundreds. We can play some of ‘em.”
And we were walking up the stairs to the second floor. I was like a person in a dream, my heart was pounding, I could barely breath. I was measuring the angle of the flight of stairs we were on, it was not as steep and still I could see so far up the expanse of her thighs, white and creamy. This would work. This was perfect! The bright light illuminating her legs, the thin fabric allowing light right through the fabric. She was still talking up the flights but my mind was not listening at all. I was so hungry just to see her again.
At the first step to the third floor I knew that I had to let myself drop back about two to three steps, so I slowed slightly behind her. She continued, and I paused, second step and I took my first step, looking steadily upward. And her dress was opening like a flower around her hips to me at that moment! I could see up the expanse of her legs, her dress forming a fluid circle around her naked body, supported by her perfect long legs, and I was staring up between her legs. Pausing slightly once more, and staying in pace, I could see her blonde puss perfectly the entire path up the stairway, her legs were working on either side of this unmoving rising center, and the soft swell of her ass cheeks. I could see her slit extending up the crack of her ass, glowing from the light shining from the window at the top of the stairs, lighting and shadowing through her dress. Heaven!
As she reached the top step, she looked back at me. In the process of watching her I had also inadvertently leaned forward for a better view, and when she caught my eye I know that it was obvious I had been looking up her dress. She grabbed the hem and gave it a light pull forward, covering herself briefly, but then let it go again and as it waved back once more I got my last perfect view. As we both reached the top and headed down the hallway, she just kept looking back at me on our way to her room. I kept silent, slightly embarrassed, but pretending like nothing had happened at all.
“Here they are,” she said as she sat on the bed and reached for a little black case filled with CD’s.
She got up once more and kneeling on the floor, she sort of crawled to her stereo that sat on the floor opposite her bed on all fours. At that moment I let myself quickly down to the floor behind her, once more obsessively trying to see what I could of her from what I thought would be a perfect position. My mouth was dry, and I was so aroused at this point, I could feel my erection and was adjusting myself when she wasn’t looking. C opened then closed the CD player, and then turned on some music, it played softly. The back of her skirt barely covered her. I could see blonde pubic hairs wisping down, curling down below the hem of thin fabric which fell directly accross her pussy, but nothing more. She looked back at me again, caught my eye, I smiled.
She just said, “Jack?”
I said, “What?”
And she just responded, “this is fun.”
She got up onto her feet and walked back to the bed, and I in response began to move back to the bed with her as well.
She looked down at me, “No, no, you stay down there. If we find a CD you produced I want you to play it for me. You can put it in.”
I nodded absently and set back down on the floor in the middle of the room. She seated herself loosely, legs spread in the same manner as all other times, only this time I was sitting down on the floor now directly before her looking up at her, and directly up her skirt. She just smiled, fluttered her eyes, clearly letting her legs hang apart, letting her skirt gradually slide up her thighs. Her muff was pressed down on the bed. I could see this small patch of hair pressing into the bed, her long legs, the white of her flat abdomen forming a triangle beneath her skirt. Bare flesh. She was slowly going through her CD’s, oblivious to my rising lust, as I stared apelike up at her.
“How about this one?” She held it out to me, but in such a manner that I would need to move closer to retrieve it. So I slid closer and reached out my hand to look at it. My head was level with the edge of the bed and I could see more clearly than ever up her dress. She was looking right at me as she passed the plastic disc, I examined the CD.
I just sort of mumbled not taking my eyes off her, “I don’t recognize this one at all.” I wasn’t even really looking at it.
“What style? Is there a certain kind of music I should look for.” She was quizzing me and I snapped too.
“Uh, Ummm, Usually, the really really popular. Uh, Lots of sales. I stay focused on names everyone would recognize.”
“Like Mariah Carey?”
“Yeah, I recognize that name.” She was smiling now.
“Bruce Springsteen?”
“Years ago, yeah I did some of those.” I was actually calming down a little and the fact that I was sitting on the floor with a perfect little muff less than two feet before me was almost becoming natural. I was accepting the entire situation.
“Oh my God, I can say my brother is a music AND movie producer! You are totally, this is like too great!”
And she scootched back on her bed leaned herself against the wall and brought her knees up so her feet were both resting on the bed, which had the effect of tipping her hips back, bringing her skirt up around her hips, and opening her center completely to me. My eyes went wide. She had tipped herself so that she was half sitting and half laying against the wall and I could see her cunny lips opening pink from the top of her bush back to her ass, curving in front of me. I was seeing her from the front! There was this delicious ragged line of flesh extending from her puss, her inner lips swollen into view. My god! Her clit was poking out from little tufts of hair. Her dress was just a thin line across her hips and I could also see her indrawn tummy above, and all her body open to me below. It was like she was completely naked wearing just a belt.
My mind began swimming, rising again on that tide washing over me of lust and desire. I could not peel my eyes from her soft supple body leaning against the wall, covered and uncovered, dressed and undressed, opening again to me all alone in her room. My cock was pressing in my jeans. I just kept fiddling with the various CD’s she was handing me, playing some upon command, and trying to maintain normal conversation. Her voice was changing, growing quieter, more relaxed, childlike, moving toward this soft voice as she spoke to me, then finally -
“You like this?”
I looked now up at her, into her eyes, her smile and eyes alive, twinkling; cheeks bright red. I could see her eyes look at me and then glance lower. Her soft voice, knowing what the question meant.
“Yeah, I like this.”
“I’ve noticed, you know.”
“What?”
“Since my sleep over. Ever since that evening, that you have like wanted to, you know, like SEE me again.” She wagged her knees in and out as she said that. “I’ve been a bit of tease. But, I won’t be as big of a one, if you don’t want me to.” She said that in such a girlish feminine voice.
All I could say was, “Ok.”
She now brought her legs down and slid herself back forward across the bed and in a single motion slid down onto the floor in front of me.
“Ok, what?”
“Uh, you know, you, don’t need to be a tease. You know.” As I said this she was letting her knee rise and fall which resulted in her muff flashing in and out of view as she sat with me on the floor.
“I love the time you spend with me. My memories of you Jack are the best that I have you know.”
I blinked at her, knowing it was true given our family. I mumbled a thanks and we sat on the floor talking and listening to music that afternoon.
True to her word, she was less of a tease. My god. Mornings, afternoons and evenings I can remember each of the inadvertent moments of C, at breakfast, sitting on a sofa and then sliding herself lightly forward until I could just make out the soft patch of light hair beneath her skirt. If she noticed me looking and caught my eye would make a quick out and in motion with her legs, and giggle and cover her mouth. Some of these displays even evolved into situations where Sam would be sitting in the room, oblivious to the show I was receiving. It totally turned me on, these moments, and I began to really look forward to them -- but feared them as well.
I was sitting in the study one early evening, Sam had just left to empty and fill the dishwasher. C came into the room and dropped herself on the floor in front of me. The sun was streaming in a slanted angle through the windows behind me and cast a bright light right on her. She had her roller blades, in this little pink outfit
“It’s such a perfect evening. Do you rollerblade?”
“I don’t even have a pair of skates.”
“Rollerblades,” she corrected me.
And then she brought her feet up to put her rollerblades on, lifting her knees which inevitably caused her skirt to rise, exposing herself fully and outrageously to me. She let one knee lay flat on the floor and I could see her cunny lips parting, even see her clitoris extending from its little hood and so wet! She was taking her time, and I realized that she had positioned herself so that the sunlight streaming in could illuminate perfectly her blonde patch, her cunt. I could not take my eyes off her and just let the book I was reading lay in my lap as I stared down at her.
“You need to learn how to rollerblade.” She looked up at me, “we could have some real fun then.”
I was increasingly becoming concerned however. I interrupted, “C, Sam is just in the other room. She could walk in here any moment.”
C didn’t move, responding, “She just started. There’s lots of dishes. No worries.” and then whispering, “You like it?”
I just looked at her.
“Say pussy. Right now,” she said quitly.
I smilingly said, “now you behave young lady.” as I wagged a playful finger at her.
She continued, “Say it. Pussy.” She mouthed the word slowly.
“Will you cover up?”
“Maybe.”
She was playful, happy. I could feel my cock filling my pants and it was lifting up away from me as I sat in the chair. I noticed that she was looking at me now as well. Interesting, I thought.
I whispered, “Pussy.” Then added, “Now C ... cover up. Behave. Sam’s coming.”
She just turned herself so that while just as exposed as before, now I simply could not see her ‘show’ anymore. She said as she moved, “you’re loss.”
And the show was all the more excruciating as she slowly meticulously put on those rollerblades now turned away from me. I was rubbing my cock as I watched her now, she was glancing back at me and I let her see my hand stroking along my length.
I now caught her eye and whispered, “can you say hungry cock.”
When suddenly Sam walked in the room. We both jumped. I pulled my book up over my crotch and C straightened herself as she got up, now taller on top of her rollerblades. Sam didn’t notice a thing, saying to C, “Have fun, don’t be out when it gets dark.”
C rolled in a circle responding, “Ok, I won’t be long.” Then she rolled over by me, bent down and as she gave me a little peck on the cheek whispered, “hungry cock.” And then to both of us, “See you Jack, Sam.” and rolled out of the room and into the yard.
Sam looked out after her, “she is such a great girl.”
While catching my breath, I had to agree.
Please let me know how you liked this story, and any ideas you might have. Your responses is the reason I write these. Thanks.
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Our new house guest was settling into the household nicely. C was also insinuating herself into my life in ways I could never have imagined. Between us had developed this secret little game of peek-a-boo which allowed me delicious views up C’s skirt sans panties. Each afternoon I was like a little animal waiting for my afternoon ‘snack.’ And like anything after awhile you want more.
I rise early in the morning. It’s a habit which has slowly developed over the past ten years, so that now I’m typically up by about 5:00 am, just prior to the rising sun for this time of year. Some mornings I would go for a jog, or read a book, or articles, sometimes I would write. I loved this time of the day - the world was mine, silent and new. This particular morning for some reason my thoughts drifted to C, as I ran through my various mental images and fantasies culled from the last several months. I laid back in my easy chair and could feel myself go hard with the images which danced before my eyes, and began to stroke my cock through my jeans, masturbating myself. A little morning auto erotica. And then, I wondered about C, where she was just then (her room), what she was doing (sleeping), what she looked like (??).
I rose from my chair and stealthily crept up the third story stairs, hardly believing my bravado. I was in my socks and I could move with barely a sound. As I noiselessly moved toward her door I could see it was open slightly. The third floor tended to be a little warm, and C disliked air conditioners so that though she had one, she seldom used it. I could see that she maintained circulation by leaving her door ajar and then opening all the windows. When I stood at the edge of the door frame and placed my one eye at the doors opening, I beheld C completely nude lying on her stomach sound asleep. It was beyond my wildest dreams! Her arm was curled around her face, with her hand bent under like a small cats. I could see her profile perfectly, from toe to head. Her blonde hair was disheveled around her laying about on her pillow, I could make out her soft shoulders, the narrowing of her waist and an unbroken line along the swell of her bottom and then down along her long legs. She had one leg lifted toward the wall and away from me. I stood silently and took her in as long as I dared, before stealing away back downstairs where I breathlessly finished masturbating in the bathroom. She was up by eight and we had a normal breakfast, with me knowingly eyeing her small frame, secret possessor of this additional mental image of her laying supine on her bed earlier that morning.
Needless to say, this became somewhat of a habit. I didn’t go up there every day. In fact on many mornings I resisted mightily, for fear of being found out either by C or by my wife. I thought that either way there would not be too much goodwill toward my aping my sister as she slept in the early mornings. Some mornings, and this was one of them, I was rewarded with her naked form displayed before me as she lay on her back, legs bent one arm raised up over her head and one laying across her belly. I could follow the line of her hips as they formed this concave bowl of flesh which fell to her puss, rising and falling with her breath, and my eyes next beheld that small mound covered with fine blonde hairs. I do not believe she ever ‘shaved,’ but she would forever have the pussy of a child covered in down, always visible in its nakedness, barely covered by hair. Her navel was a thin line, her breasts soft swells of flesh and small nipples above a delicate rib cage. The sun would slowly creep upward along the floor until it would begin to shine on her. It was then that she slowly woke and I made certain to have stolen away before that stirring began. However, the sight of the sun on her flesh, illuminating her skin called to me siren like, and frequently I would wait nervously, or leave only to return on more than one occasion throughout the early morning (yes it had grown to repeated trips to her room).
This morning, as I stood and beheld, she without moving opened her eyes lightly and then closed them, I moved as quickly and quietly as I could out of view behind the door frame. Shit! That was too close I thought, when I heard “Jack?”
I stood silent, my heart in my mouth.
Then, “Jack, is that you?”
I stepped into the door frame again, looking down, somewhat sheepishly. What could I do?
“It was an accident.” I lied, “I just wanted to see if you were awake. I thought of something I wanted to tell you. I didn’t realize . . .”
She made no movement to cover herself, just turned herself gently, slowly so that she was laying on one hip facing me with her left hand flat on the bed in front of her. Her one leg in front of the other. Her hip bent and rising sharply from her middle and then on a long slow decline down her thighs. In the sideways position I noticed the slightest tug of gravity now on her breasts. Her hair was over her forehead. She was smiling, squinting a little from the brightness in the room.
“Come in. It’s all right. I was actually dreaming about you. Isn’t that weird?”
I stepped just into the room saying, “Uh, I should get back downstairs. You need to get ready. . .I’m sorry.”
“What were you going to tell me?”
“I can’t remember.”
She looked down at herself then at me. I could see that twinkle again in her eyes, “I suppose not.”
There was a silent pause. I held a sort of motion to leave but didn’t move a muscle, and I must say I simply could not stop looking at her.
She broke the silence, “Want to hear a story or do you NEED to go?”
I just nodded and sat in a chair she had by the door.
She laughed, “which is it?” obviously pleased with her effect on me just then.
“Go on.” I said.
“I went out with a guy last week. He was like totally into me, everything. Polite. Took me to great places, concerts, bands. Listened to me. He’s like totally smart too, interesting. I like that in a guy. I was really starting to like him - a lot. Anyway, his brother was having this party at his house and he wanted to know if I would go too. I said ok. Well, it was a totally great party and I was really getting into Tom, we were messing around a bit, and then he says you want to go up to a room. And I thought why not, I even thought we could get more serious, take this relationship to a new level. Anyway we were on our way up, and I got delayed in a conversation with someone there who I knew, and as I talked Tom’s brother walked up beside him and they started talking. His brother also had a girl with him who was at the top of the stairs. I have good hearing, and they were like talking in a way that I know they did not know I could hear, plus I maintained my conversation so that like I did not let on that I could hear anything. Anyway, Tom’s brother says to Tom, “I won, mines prettier.” I was like what? Then Tom says, “Yeah, well I didn’t have to pay for mine.” And I was like it was a contest they had of who could bed the prettiest girl that night. I was like so through with him then. I don’t talk to him any more. But I thought that he was really like into me, but there’s no way to know. No way for me to know. It like totally sucked. I HATE it.”
I know I have good looks, I know that men always look at me, stare at me, on the street, on the bus wherever, and like its cool. And like I use my physical to get what I want sometimes. I know that I do that. But guys just stare at my physical, it could be anybody - any body. Not ME. You know?”
I summed up my courage, honesty, “C, you just caught me sneaking up here to stare at your body. That’s what I was doing. I don’t see that much difference I think.” I swallowed. God I said it now.
“ But wait, there is a difference. There is! The difference between you and Tom is that Tom wants any body that comes along, any pussy, any young cunt will do for him just the same. It was a sport Jack - I realize that now. It’s always that way for me, everywhere I go. I hate it. But you. You want - this pussy.” And she lifted her leg exposing that little puss mound between her legs to me before continuing, “And it goes with ME. You look at ME. That’s real Jack.”
I began to stammer and sort of look at the floor, I had been adjusting myself surreptitiously as she told her story, more from the sight of her than anything else. I still let my eyes linger along her length. It was so obvious to her the effect she had on me just now. The sunlight streaming on her flesh, playing in the shadows. She was shining like a golden nymph, like a morning fairy. I wanted to hold her, caress her just then, feel her body melt into me. To lay in the sunlight skin to skin, flesh and bone, and hair and sweat, breath and whispers. I had my hand moving lightly between my legs.
She saw my 'discomfort' (or passion?), and added, “I mean whether anything happened or not, you see ME; and I see you the same way, our passions are connected. Soul to Soul. Not just any Body/Pussy that walks your way. Your passion, you lose yourself, sacrifice yourself, make a fool of yourself, for me, to be around me.”
“Well you certainly lack inhibitions.” (Did that even relate to the conversation)
“What inhibitions?” she said, laughing as she rolled onto her back and lifted her legs in the air, let them drop and turned back to me. “I’m not like this with everyone you know.” She said holding her head low and looking up at me.
“Reaaaaally!” I said.
“Just you. . . Hey Jack!” She put her head down on the bed and lifted her hip, looking very much like a cat ready to pounce, and whispered, “Want a feel. . . to feel me? Just a touch.”
It was like I was standing on a huge ship staring across the sea at a rock shoreline. I looked back at the open door. “Ahh, C -- not, just yet. My Sweet. I better not.”
“You gotta get back downstairs?” She relaxed on the bed.
I nodded, stood up, “Believe me if I could, I’d stay up here all day and watch you, get up, get dressed.”
“Dressed? That’s no fun. I do lots of other stuff when I’m up here you might like to see.”
“I’m sure. You have no idea. ”
As I left I said, “remember this is our secret.”
She twisted a key at her mouth and threw it away. “See ya. You can come up here any time Jack.”
Please respond back to me with how you liked the story or any new ideas. Your respones are the reason I keep writing.
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I took my sister at her word and continued my visits to her room in the mornings, and it felt like a pilgrimage. My magic mountain journey to the third floor inside my own house before the sun rose. I also continued to resist touching her, though she offered each time in that wonderful catlike naked apparition, as the sun sent lights dancing on her soft skin and blonde hair. I was so satisfied yet just to sit and talk - tell stories - in the early mornings, though I could sense a rising frustration in her voice. That single reticence aside, I was growing braver in the rest of our world (downstairs), and during the days now I would let my hand linger on her, feel the curve of her waist, the edge of her breasts, her rib cage and hips when she came to say hello; and I would slide my hand down onto her ass, rub her a little there acknowledging between us our secret of her wearing nothing at all beneath that little yellow dress of hers. And if I were behind her in the kitchen I would sometimes massage her shoulders and let my hand drift down to the small of her back and then across her bottom so that I could feel the swell of her ass in my hand curving into her thighs, nothing but naked flesh beneath the thin material of her dress.
For her part she drank in my touch, I could tell. She would literally lean against my hand, rub into me. In the afternoons when she came home from school now she set down on the couch and lay herself against me, pressing her head on my shoulder as we talked or looked at magazines. That was all ok now, part of the day to day. When she was next to me I was simply mesmerized, intoxicated by her smell and the feel of her hair on my cheek and neck. Sweet perfume and a delicious sense of her warm body, producing an effect of utter relaxation - and arousal. My wife Sam didn't mind at all, it became a seamless part of the fabric of the household. Our relationship was strong, our sex life had never been better. There was nothing really hidden, we would not change positions if Sam were home vs. Sam not being home. Though I will admit the pats on my sisters ass were out of view. And C's displays beneath her skirt, her 'improprieties,' those flashes of pussy beneath her dress were never in the purview of my wife.
I was watching a baseball game, something I never ever do, but it was end of the season and at that point some interest develops. But I don't exactly pay close attention, and I was slouched back on the couch with one hand on the remote, and the other laid out at my other side palm out. My eyes were closed and I was half asleep. Sam was sitting in the room reading a book, not really paying any attention to me. I was oblivious. C came home from school late today, and the sun was beginning to set. The room was somewhat dark except for the light illuminating Sam and her book, and there was the glow of the TV. Anyway, C came right into the room and set herself down by me as she always does, but this time my hand was palm up on the cushion with the unexpected result that it was suddenly cupping perfectly her downy warm puss. I woke immediately!
C's eyes went wide and her mouth opened, it had been a genuine accident on her part, and I rose my head from the back cushion of the couch with a start and looked around, catching C's eyes.
But she didn't move, just nonchalantly looked at me, "Hi Jack. Who's winning?" and she looked over at the TV, again making no attempt to move her pussy mound out of my hand at all. In fact she opened her legs a little working her way onto my hand.
"Uh, I don't know, I fell asleep for a bit."
I was looking over at Sam, she did not even look up, and I let my hand stay where it was - C for her part remained still as well, eyeing me expectantly. I guess we were being stubborn with one another.
I held my open hand in this delicious little cup full of C's puss, her sweet cunny touching down on me, delicate, soft, this little fuzzy peach. It was exactly that size. I could feel her slit run along the center of my hand, could feel her pubic bone with my finger tips, could feel her slit opening to her ass at my wrist. My every sense wakened, my cock grew stiff in my lap and I adjusted it with the remote I held in my left hand, with C's eyes on me the whole time with that slight little smile on her lips I had come to recognize - though I sensed a trembling as she sat near me this time.
Two can play this game, so without moving any other part of my body, I ever so slightly (bravely) curled my fingers so that now I began to brush the top of her bush lightly. She just stared at me with a sideways glance. I know she was surprised, but she responded by scooching slowly back on the couch and settling in next to me, and moving in such a manner that my hand could remain cupped beneath her perfect bottom. Emboldened I next began to press my middle finger upward between her fuzzy lips, working it into her pink center (I could practically see it). She lowered her head letting her hair fall forward and touched her upper lip with her tongue, letting out an ever so soft moan as I made this movement which resulted in both of us comically looking over at Sam. She undulated her hip slightly and I let my fingers trace the valley between her legs, insinuating my middle finger up into her slowly and steadily, pressing into one cunny lip and then the other stretching and pressing her open with my fingers until I felt her wetness on my hand, when suddenly I could slide my fingers easily along her lubricated soft flesh. Splitting my little peach, the juices were flowing. She was having a hard time holding her hips still as she opened to me. I fingered her beneath her dress lightly for quite awhile, as Sam read her book not ten feet away from us, and I could feel her arousal rising in her body. We were both flushing red, the heat rising. C was closing her eyes and licking her lips, but it was not apparent at all as the room steadily grew darker.
"How was school?" I nonchalantly questioned, amazed that my voice even was working.
C opened her eyes, and smiled at me, threw her head back shaking her hair from her face as she answered, "I only had two classes today. One was humanities. That's the paper I was working on, remember I told you about it."
"Oh yeah. It sounded good. You told me I could read it."
"Uhh . . . yeah. I have a copy of it upstairs. I'll show it to you some time."
Sam asked, "What would you two like for dinner?"
There was a slight pause. Could we think?
C answered, "There's some chicken. I can fix it. Uh, in a little bit."
"That sounds good. What's the score?" She next asked.
"I'm not sure." I answered truthfully
As we talked I kept curling my hand into her, moving my hand back further. I had already been pressing lightly and drawing circles around her clit. I had even squeezed it a little when I had said 'sounded good' in our conversation, and I watched her close her eyes and swallow hard at that moment.
So now I was sliding my finger back and back finding her vagina. She was positioning herself slightly forward, lifting lightly, giving me better access - positioning herself for a perfect entry. I already knew that she had the kind of inner pussy lips that really swelled up when they were aroused and I could feel them extending out from her little muff in this line of wet warm flesh which was laying along my hand. And I deftly, finding her hole, pressed my finger up up up inside of her now. She was impaled on my hand, held in place by my fingers inside of her. I stayed perfectly still and listened to her breath which exhaled hard (like a pant) followed by this trembling intake of breath as her mouth lay just beside my ear, punctuated by the sound her mouth made when she swallowed. The lust kept building.
I could feel her hunger rising as I just let my finger turn and bend, rubbing along the walls of her vagina. She leaned her head on my shoulder and we watched the game as I continued to press up inside of her, yet silent and still to all outside appearances. Once she whispered a barely perceptible, "So good," while reaching at the same moment and let her left hand slide onto my lap grasping my cock and she began to scrape her thumb along my cockhead. I myself could feel my own wetness as she touched me, and the steady rhythm matched my own touch on her. It felt so good, her small hand on me. I let her keep masturbating me, thinking it was dark enough, but I can't say I was thinking all so clearly at that point. I just held my hand with the remote over my lap in such a manner that it hid her hand from View.
Sam interrupted us now, "Have you figured out the score yet?"
We hadn't. I didn't even realize there was a game on for a moment
I said, "Uh, it's the ninth inning. I didn't know you were interested in the game hun."
"Well, I'm not, but it's end of the season - you're supposed to be watching it. Could someone turn on a light it's getting dark in here?"
C and I looked at each other, she shook her head at me and gripped my cock at Sam's suggestion. Hunger in her eyes. Neither of us wanted to go anywhere.
I just said, "its fine. I can see the TV better this way."
And I continued, sliding my finger from inside of C I began to slide my hand firmly back up through her center, squeezing her clit, brushing my fingers through her bush clear up to her abdomen which was damp from her juices, and then back down again and up inside of her. She was beginning to press herself down hard against my hand and I pressed back just as hard. I did not want her to move at all, and when she would start to undulate her hips I would grab her with my hand by her pussy and she would stop - getting the message. She simply could not move, it would have been too obvious - this precarious position we had suddenly found ourselves. So this rhythm of my hand and hers sliding upon one another continued with a somewhat greater intensity. For my part, I was trying to also accomplish this without moving my arm now. My hand actually ached but I had no intention of stopping. Thankfully it was pretty dark. I could feel C pressed into my shoulder, her eyes glued to the TV, eyes glazed, and panting, almost whimpering in my ear as her thumb rubbed my cockhead and I stroked her cunt, no let up, just a silent steady rhythm seeking a hungry aching (and also silent) release.
I could feel her muscles tightening, and she whispered to me, "Oh God, Jack." I just whispered back "sshhh." She pressed her clit onto my finger, mashed it into me, and drew circles around my finger as I held it there. She was gripping my cock harder and I could feel the fabric of my pants slide along my shaft tightly - it felt like I was fucking. I could feel myself starting to come, begin to spray, spurt after spurt filling my pants. I was doing everything I could to hold still, and I know she could feel me coming with her hand. I turned the TV up a little and I could see her biting her lips holding her breath. I just kept my hand on her, did not let up, stroking her steadily as I came. I could feel her pussy and body trembling, felt her holding her breath, and press her hips back into the sofa. I could literally feel her orgasm rushing over her, settling my fingers inside her and feeling her vagina opening and closing around my fingers, sucking on my fingers, spasming in my hand. C let her breath out and then began to mimic what I believed to be a sneeze as she fell forward on the sofa, holding my cock tightly as she did, then letting go and falling back again into the cushions. I felt her relax, as she croaked out, "Whoow. God what a sneeze. . . It's dusty over here."
"Gazzuntite." Sam and I both responded. Sam didn't even look up from her book.
When C next caught my eye with her rosy cheeks and glazed - freshly fucked - look she hit me lightly with her open palm; and then said, "Games over. I'll make some dinner now," as she lifted herself up from me.
She reached back once and took hold of my hand, felt the wetness that was her and then I watched her wander off out of the room, could see that her legs were unsteady beneath her as she walked away from me. She held the door frame as she walked through into the kitchen.
"The game was 5 to 3 hun, we lost."
Please email me with what you thought of the story. Also I am accumulating your ideas for future stories. Your responses are the reason I write these.
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You bastard,” C said playfully as I walked into her room for my morning pilgrimage.
“What?”
“What? Oh, Mr. don’t want to touch. Not yet. I like to talk. Blah Blah Blah.”
I could see how pleased she was, released, relaxed. There was an absence of the pent up energy/frustration that had been previously building. An orgasm shared is a wonderful thing.
“I guess I thought it was ‘safer.’”
“Safer? Safer?? Hello, earth to Jack. Fingering me ten feet from your WIFE is not safe. Oh my God, I cannot believe we did that!” She rolled onto her back and held her hand to her eyes covering them. She was laughing and smiling.
“It was an accident, actually it was YOUR fault!” I volunteered playfully now.
“Accident. My Fault!” She sat up on her bed letting the sheet drop away from her breasts with her mouth open letting out a vocal sigh, “AAHH! I am so sure! My fault? All guys use that one. Your such a guy. Like I better watch myself, you might ‘accidentally’ fuck me while I peel the potatoes.” And she fell back on the bed.
“Well, you got a pretty good piece of me too.”
She looked at me, smiled I could see the memory coming to her in her eyes -that distant look, “You liked that?” There was a pause of her remembering, and then she continued, “Hey what’s with this you-see- me-I-don’t-get-to-see-you shit. Equal opportunity buster.” She rolled onto her stomach, I could see the soft swell of her ass in amongst the sheets. She was pointing at me now. “You! Open that robe of yours I want to SEE what you got.”
She was very playful, forceful today. I was sitting in my little chair up in her room wearing my silk robe. The very same one I was wearing that first evening with all of her girlfriends, in the kitchen when she was having a sleep over.
“I don’t know if I should,” I said holding the edge of my robe.
“Yeah right, open it!”
I complied. I opened my robe and let it fall on either side, my legs were open bent at the knees and my cock was sticking straight up, a dark bush of hair extending in a tangled mass on each side of my shaft and around my balls. A trail of hair arced up to my navel. She watched satisfied with wide eyes. I didn’t take my eyes off of her.
“So you’re the brains of this operation,” she said to my penis. She was flushing, moistening her lips. Then she shifted her gaze to my eyes, “We were pretty bad Jack.” She was rolling onto her back again allowing the covers to fall completely off of her so that she was totally naked to me now, and then leaning against the wall letting her legs fall open.
“Yeah, I would pretty much agree. We’re being pretty bad right now too.”
“I would say for about the past four months. . . But, I like it.”
I was watching her now reach down with her right hand and start to cup and rub her puss lightly, up and down up and down. She was mouthing her words carefully, slowly arousing herself with the sight of me and her own self touch. Licking her lips. She was not taking her eyes off of my cock.
“There’s something I’ve always wanted to do, but I’ve been too shy.”
She let her eyes flutter down now across her body and muff.
“Too shy? C you’re a lot of things, but too shy isn’t one of them.”
“I’ve never masturbated in front of a boy. It’s always been a fantasy of mine. I think I have a pretty pussy.” She was staring down at her puss now, “What do you think?” She held her cunny lips open with her one hand and now began to bring her left hand lower and let it slide inside of her, working some of the lubrication up and down through her center.
“A ‘boy’?” I repeated. “That means you have in front of a girl?”
She paused, held her nose in the air, “Uh, I don’t think I’ll answer that. . . Want to join me?” I had already started to touch myself lightly in front of her, almost an automatic reaction from the sight of her self touch, and the invitation resulted in me wrapping my hand around the base of my cock and squeezing precum out of my tip and then working it around. “I’ll be a little braver if you join me. It’s one of those things, I’m like a total exhibitionist but I guess the small town girl in me thinks that this,” she looked down at her cunt, “is Dirty.”
“Dirty! You’re. . . your pussy is delicious.” I purred as I rubbed myself.
“Delicious! You haven’t even tasted it yet.” She started to speak in this adorable little girl voice.
“So you like my pussy? Say it Jack.”
“I love your pussy.”
“This pussy?”
“Yes, not just ANY pussy. Yours. Only Yours.”
“That’s passion Jack.”
Her hand was working circles around her clit now and she had let herself sink down further on the bed, and repositioned some pillows around her to hold herself up. Her breasts were nestled atop her abdomen opening to this blonde muffin filled with fingers and glistening in the morning light.
I asked, “do you have some lotion?”
“You need a little more lubrication?” and she looked around a bit (I don’t believe she wanted to move) and then she placed her finger deep inside herself and sort of worked her hand along her center, as well as her vagina, in then out and in again. Then brought her hand up reaching out to me, “come here, a little closer. Bring your little guy over.”
I scootched my chair closer and she took her hand and wiped her juices along the shaft of my cock. The feel of her hand on the bare skin of my cock was electric. She let it linger there as she wrapped her palm around my cock head ‘wiping’ her hand on me and then curled her fingers down around my shaft and pushed down on my cockhead. I love that feeling and moaned and closed my eyes.
“Here, if you need any more let me know,” she cooed.
My hand slid perfectly, and I started to let my fingers glide and press in a rythem along my shaft, stiffening my legs toward the bed so that my feet were actually underneath the bed frame and C was no more than two feet away from me. Our sexes were so close. Watching her masturbate had aroused me rapidly and her flushed face, the sweat on her brow causing her blonde hairs to stick to her cheek as she licked her lips and worked her pussy furiously, until she was arching her back and I could tell she was coming in front of me. When I saw her buck on the bed and begin the pant and sigh, a sort of plaintive cry coming from her throat, I started to come as well and shot ribbons of semen up my front, grunting in a gutteral tone.
She smiled and said with satisfaction, “we came at the same time Jack.” She took some tissues from her night stand and handed them to me, I began to wipe myself off. “Such a messy boy. How did you explain your pants full of cum to Sam last night?”
I looked sheepishly at her. (What time is it I thought, I got to get back downstairs.) I looked down, now I was remembering, “We are pretty bad aren’t we. What am I going to do with you.” And then I answered her question, “Well before dinner I ran up the stairs like I was going to the bathroom, ran into my closet, grabbed fresh underwear changed in the toilet, cleaned myself up and wrapped my underwear in a towel. I think I like did that in under a minute.”
C was giggling at my story, rolling again onto her stomach but remained completely uncovered and above the sheets. She was beginning to lift her ass into the air with her head on the bed, giving me that familiar catlike apparition that in the past would ask me if I wanted to touch her.
I continued, “THEN I put the towel in the clothes chute, and later got myself downstairs quick as I could and put a load of clothes into the washer. Sam did notice that, and she said ‘you never do the laundry.’ But I played it off like, ‘yeah I do.’ It worked. That’s it.”
“Want to hear a story.”
“Uh, yeah.” I was looking at my watch, and C knew that signal by now.
“No. Another day. Tell you what. Let’s do a Cosmo Questionairre. It’ll be quick.”
She reached for a stack of magazines by her bed and opened a Cosmopolitan Magazine to an article entitled ‘What kind of Kisser are You?’
She continued, “Here. Lets take it together. I love these! This one tests how good a kisser you are?”
This should be interesting I thought, “I’ve never heard of Cosmo Quizzes.”
“They’re Fun. Here. First Question, we can answer together” And she began, “Which activity would most put you in the mood for,” she paused and looked at me, “Lovemaking? -slow dancing cheek to cheek, -an erotic movie, or -a shared activity or evening out.”
“Depending on which cheeks they’re talking about, maybe the first one; but I do like erotic movies. Not pornographic but erotic.” I volunteered.
“With you I’d like to watch an erotic movie sometime. That would be fun. Do you like Last Tango in Paris?”
“One of my favorites.”
“Ok, erotic Movie.” She checked it off in her magazine. “Next: Public displays of affection are, -walking hand in hand.”
I said, “Nah.”
She looked at me and laughed. “I thought not. Me Neither. Ok. -Unnecessary, as affection is shown at home one on one, or - a must let the world know.”
“Well, we’d better not let the world know, and I sure think a public display of affection should be more than holding hands.”
“You’ve shown that to be the case.”
“So its . . .”
And she completed my sentence “Unnecessary. Affection is shown at home ONE on ONE.” She stared at me for a moment, my robe had fallen open and my limp cock hung between my legs as a I sat by the bed. She was eyeing me between my legs, I could see that but sort of pretended not to notice that my robe had fallen open. I was the exhibitionist today.
“Ok. Next: Favorite type of Kiss? -brief touch of lips, -sweet gentle smooch, -long and juicy.”
I looked at her and said, “Lets find out.”
She immediately flushed and her eyes flashed at me when she realized what I was about to do. I leaned into her. She was laying on her stomach toward me naked above the sheets. “First,” I said and pressed my lips chastely to hers, “Brief touch of lips.” It was our first kiss. And she kissed me with her eyes wide and staring at me the whole time.
“That was nice.” She said. “Now, sweet and gentle,” and she reached her head up toward me and pressed her lips softly on mine and then let her mouth slide down and lightly nibble on my lower lip. I turned my head and let my lips press into hers so we were kissing at a right angle to each other letting our lips tremble into one another. I could feel her breath quicken as I reached out my hand and began to brush her hair back from her shoulders. She was lifting herself upward and moving toward me. I opened my mouth and began to draw my tongue across her teeth and we slowly tongued one other. Softly, sensually. Her taste was all warmth, earthy moist and sweet. She continued to lift herself up now and was bringing her legs over the edge of the bed and wrapping her hands around my neck, with the result that her breasts were nearly touching my chest. I reached out with my right hand and caressed her breasts, drew circles around her nipples. I could feel my cock begin to harden, I could tell she was noticing as her eyes were glancing downward without her moving her head or lips from me. We then lightly parted, with her holding her mouth in a pout as she backed from my face, caught her breath and then moved in for one more lip on lip kiss, very brief before settling back once more on her bed.
“Whheeew.” She said, and then we both said simultaneously, “long and juicy.”
We were both still catching our breath, filled with lust, as she made her check in the magazine.
“Next: After an especially long kiss,” she looked at me, “like that one - you usually: -lean back and look lovingly in his eyes, - dive in for another, -take a break and nibble on an ear or neck.”
I looked at her, “Well, which is it?”
“I think I’m a nibbler,” she said seductively as she leaned in to me again with her cheeks burning and rubbed her face against mine as she began to breath in my ear and nibble on my earlobe. I love that and I moaned and pressed my cheek against hers. She also surreptitiously had reached her hand down between my legs and began to slowly trace her fingers along the length of my shaft and to play with my balls. I felt the touch her fingers on the tip of my cock drawing circles and sliding along my shaft. I was also getting wet.
I whispered back. “I might be a nibbler too,” and tipped my head down and began to chew on her shoulder working my way up her neck with light kisses. I wrapped my arm around her waist and was making soft long strokes with my flat palm along her back. I traced my hand around and lay it on her abdomen just below her navel letting my fingers brush her soft blonde pubes. Her legs were not wide, but just open giving me easy access.
We backed away from one another once more, panting openly this time. We couldn’t even close our mouths. Her lips were bright red, she had fire in her eyes. Her hair was completely disheveled. She looked down at the magazine, looked for her pen which had fallen onto the bed and made her check as she said, “Nibble. Yeah.”
“You’ve eaten garlic and your man is moving in for a Kiss, you: -make him wait, -first take a mint, or - dive in.”
We looked at each other laughing, “Dive In!” We both said looking at each other.
“When you kiss a man, your hands usually: -run playfully through his hair, -wrap around his neck, hold him close, or -caress his face, stroke his back or other body parts.”
I smiled at her, then looked down at my cock whose head was still shiny from the precum she had smeared all over, and said “I think that one is pretty obvious.”
She giggled and covered her eyes, “am I that bad.”
I just said, “Pretty much.” And she reached out her hand and began to stroke my cock softly for a little minute, and then took up her pen again.
I added, “I’m pretty much the same way.” And I for my part reached out my hand and let my finger slip between her legs, she immediately tipped her hips back and opened her legs. I could not believe how wet she was. I took two fingers and let them slide back feeling her vagina opening around my fingers and then glided forward again through her slit and back into her bush. My hand was soaked with her juices and I held it up to my nose. “You smell nice.”
She just said, “Thanks.” And finished checking the box as she said “Stroking other parts. Next: During a Kiss, you would like your man to: -run his tongue inside your mouth, -stop to kiss your nose, forehead and neck, -stop and look deep into your eyes.”
I smiled and said, “I think we know that one too.” And I leaned in for still another lovely kiss, as I let my tongue slide in her mouth and play with her tongue, run them across her teeth, as we tongued for several minutes. And then I backed away looked into her eyes ‘deeply’ (she for her part never took her eyes off me) and then I kissed her nose, her forehead and began to nibble on her neck again as she giggled and leaned into me.
I sat back in my chair and said, “All three. Can you check all three?”
She was panting as she said, “Hell yeah.”
“What elements are necessary for a truly great kiss? -Ambiance and perfect moment, -desire and intensity, -affection and joy.”
I said “Well, I like affection and joy, but us two, you and me, in this universe, desire and intensity.”
She bit her lower lip. I could see her moving her bottom on the bed rubbing her pussy into the sheets as she checked the box for ‘desire and intensity.’
“That’s it. Now I need to score the test.”
I moved over onto the bed and sat behind her wrapping my arms around her waist letting my hands fall between her legs, and settling my head on her shoulder and watched her score. Every so often I took little nibbles of her shoulder. She would move her shoulder away when I did that after awhile saying, “wait, I can’t do math with you doing that.”
I laughed, “How about this?” and brought my hands down between her legs and began to open her pussy up and slide my fingers roughly between her legs. I then found her clit again and started to rub back and forth across its top.
She cooed, “you’re terrible. I guess I can safely assume we’re, ahhh (I squeezed her clit as she said this) ‘touching’ now.” She kept working the math as I rubbed her, allowing me to proceed and I could feel her undulating and drawing circles around my finger again, mashing her cunt into my hand. She added without in the least moving away from me, “Ohh, Jack, Jack, I can’t come again this morning. Ahhh, No. It’ll wipe me out all day. I got so much . . . You be good. I’m adding here.”
I lightened a bit and lightly stroked her but let my cock press against her back. She jumped and lept away from me then, turned herself around. “Here. Here it is. I counted all three for the kiss and we scored higher than the top possible score for PASSIONATE.” She continued to slide away from me and sat with her legs crossed facing me as she read from the end of the bed:
“Passionate (24 to 30)” She laughed, “We scored a 33!” And then continued, “You are an enthusiastic and intense kisser. You aren't afraid to throw caution to the wind and kiss like there's no tomorrow, and you don't hesitate to make the first move when you're in the mood. Being passionate is an enviable gift -- it's no secret that passionate people enjoy great sex lives. Plus, you're obviously comfortable with your sexual side -- another enviable quality. But you may want to think about turning down the heat sometimes. With so much passion, there may be little room to make an emotional connection. While sex is important in a relationship, so is being able to relax, talk and just have fun together -- out of bed as well as in! Plus, while the majority of men love a passionate woman, remember that they like to be the sexual aggressors sometimes too.”
C looked at me satisfied, and then we heard, “Jack? Jaaack? I need a towel.”
She tipped her head back, smiled and said, “Well, that was fun, see ya at breakfast.”
I could hear water running for the first time. Sam was in the shower, and I bounded back *downstairs* to find a towel.
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It is Spring.
Vast mists cover the Five Lakes.
My dear, let me buy a red painted boat
And carry you away.
-Wu Tsao
I really liked having my sister-in-law Cristy at the house even though I wasn’t sure it was such a good idea at the beginning. But Jack assured me she was a good girl. Having an 18 year old running around could have been a nightmare, and I did not want to become some kind of wretched disciplinarian. But from the moment she came into the house I changed my mind, she reminded me of myself when I was her age - fifteen years ago. Utterly. In fact I looked almost exactly like her when I was twenty, I wonder if Jack remembers that? I remembered being so depressed when I had realized that my wonderful blonde locks faded to this dishwater blonde, and then my hips grew, my belly expanded, and . . . here I am - even though everyone tells me I still look 21. Fact is, I’m 33 pushing middle age. But we’re the same height, same torso, and I bet we are even close to the same weight, though she’s got to be lighter than me, AND I know she doesn’t have to work out to be where she’s at like I do.
Cristy has this wonderful combination of diligence and care free. Pleasant, no attitude. Having grown up in a family of three brothers I’ve always known how to handle men, but I’ve never had a sister. Her situation is also the same as mine, with two brothers. At the beginning Jack dominated the time with her (as men do), with their ‘catching up.’ But I’ve really been picking my opportunities with Cristy lately. And we’ve found time in the afternoons to go for walks or play Scrabble. She just takes me back, to my younger, my wild years - but I definitely know she’s not wilder than I was. No one was.
On a sunny warm Saturday morning, Jack had left for a meeting with a number of his investors and I knew he wouldn’t be home until nine or ten that evening, and Cristy was sitting in the kitchen with a cup of coffee having just gotten up. I really wanted to do some shopping and I thought this would be a perfect opportunity.
“Cristy, you want to do a little shopping with me this afternoon?”
She looked up from her cup, “I’d love to Sam. It’ll just take me a minute to go get ready.”
We were out the door and in the car in no time, deciding on the indoor mall because that’s where the best clothes shops in the area are. And we were definitely focused on clothes. I wanted a treat for myself and Cristy mentioned that she wouldn’t mind looking at lingerie, which I haven’t thought about for years. After ten years of marriage I come ‘unwrapped’ now. Lingerie shopping would be fun so we decided to do that first.
As we were driving along Cristy had her hand up by her face holding her hair back and I kept glancing at her with a sideways glance and could not get the image of myself-in-her out of my head. Her breasts were definitely smaller than mine, no sag at all. Mine were gradually sinking down now year by year - but I had more to begin with. She had these wonderful little girl hips, and she always wore dresses (just like I once had).
“You like staying with us?”
“Oh yeah, it’s great - Jack and you are wonderful.”
“I really appreciate everything you do around the house. You’re certainly more responsible than I was when I was your age.”
“Thanks.”
“I was actually a lot like you when I was eighteen. I even looked like you.”
Cristy turned and looked at me, “Really! Thanks! I think you are so beautiful.”
I drank in the compliment. “Thanks. I used to have blonde hair like you, almost the same. But now its turned this dishwater blonde, almost brown . . “
“You can always color your hair! I love your hair, the way it hangs at your shoulders mine is so thin.”
“Thin? I would give anything to have hair like you again.” I looked in the mirror. “I could color couldn’t I? Wouldn’t Jack be surprised!”
And we bantered like that on our way to the store. We decided to go into the lingerie shop first.
“I haven’t bought anything like this for myself in a long time. Jack and I are way past this. I come unwrapped now.”
Cristy looked up at me and smiled, “Well it’s time you had a treat for yourself.” She was looking at baby doll nighties, which I remembered seeing her wear.
I went and picked up a nice panty and camisole top set - red my favorite color - almost exactly what I used to wear and held it out to her. “What do you think of this?”
She felt the material, “Mmm, nice.” And she took the panties in her hand and looked at them front then back.
“We can get you some panties too.” Cristy looked at me, “Panties, uh.”
I continued, “My treat.” I figured she had a budget.
“You’re going to get this for me? No, really. I have money.”
No for all you do, let me treat you - indulge you today.”
She reached over for an instant and took my hand. “Thanks. Lets find something for you too.”
We wandered through the store and really indulged ourselves. Cristy was most attracted to a slutty little number that was in the stores ‘naughty’ collection. There were corsets that rested under your bosom, latex and shiny plastic panties and tops. Little nurse outfits, which was funny because I AM a nurse - I said ‘I can get that stuff anytime.’ Cristy said, ‘bet it doesn’t look like this.’ She was right.
Cristy talked me into getting a cream colored corset, with matching garters and stockings. She had been really taken with that one. There were also these wonderful french wrap around panties that i thought would look great on Cristy’s little girl hips and we got those. There were some push up bras which tended to make Cristy bustier so I got two of those for her as well, and then one for myself for good measure. On me it would really be a ‘saucy wench’ look. We knew our sizes and the store was busy so we picked out what we thought we would like and then whatever wasn’t right we could always take back (it would be another outing for us).
“We can model what we got for each other when we get home,” I said to Cristy as we got to the counter and I pulled out my credit card to buy everything.
She just responed, "OK," as she watched everything get rung up.
It came to $364. For some reason I really wanted to see her in the red camisole and panty set.
“Wow!” said Cristy as she saw the bill, “That’s a lot of underwear.”
“At home we’ll model our finds like the fancy shops, and get some wine too.” So we stopped by the liquor store on the way home.
When I got home I went to the kitchen and took the large bottle of Merlot and opened it and then grabbed two glasses. I had sent Cristy upstairs to my room with the bags of stuff, and when I entered with the two glasses and our Merlot, Cristy was sitting on the bed laying out all the various shapes patterns and outfits of lingerie we got.
“We kind of went wild,” she said as she looked back at me. She was excited though, that feeling you get from shopping is so exhilarating.
I walked into the room, “We can take some of them back, but I really like everything. Here . . .” I poured out a glass for Cristy gave her the Merlot, and then poured one for myself. We managed to drain the first glass quickly, I think we were both a little nervous. I loved looking at her, it was a perfect reminder of my past. I was reliving my young body in her, as she stood in my room wearing this slight fine fabric little flower dress, bare feet and fine blonde hair, pink cheeks. Was she blushing?
I poured her another glass and was starting to feel a nice little buzz myself when I sat down sipping my wine and said, “you first.”
She looked at me, “Youth before beauty?”
I just said, “Something like that.”
Then she stood in the middle of the bedroom, pausing and looking my direction. I teased her along, “Go ahead. I can turn around if you want.”
“No no. I’m just a little shy.” And she turned her back to me and lifted her dress up over her head. I saw this lovely heart shaped behind. She wasn’t wearing panties today! I was so surprised to see the immediacy of her nakedness. She turned around and faced me now and I said with surprise in my voice, “You weren’t wearing any panties young lady.”
She just said, “Not today. It’s so hot.”
I just responded, “I’m just not brave enough for that anymore. But when I was your age . . .”
She turned toward me and walked to the bed. I was genuinely getting aroused looking at this little girl standing before me. Her blonde bush had the finest hairs and her breasts were as pert as I could have imagined from looking at her under her dress.
“Which one should I put on first?”
“This one.” It was the one I had picked out first, the one I most wanted to see her in, though I loved them all. It was the flaming red camisole and panty set. Red, silk and very sheer almost see through. The crotch of the panties had a pattern that made an arching V down between her legs with a shiny fabric, and there were these cute little white fluff balls that hung down on the back. Little toys for little boys. I felt like I was looking in a mirror into my past, and I began to untuck my shirt and kick off my shoes. I felt warm sipping my Merlot.
She looked at me as she slipped the camisole over her head and stood directly in front of me wearing only the red thin fabric top which hung down to her waist, her blonde bush was directly in front of me as I sat on the bed.
She pointed at me, “You can take your top off and get ready too. I might not be so shy if I weren’t the only one undressed.”
I drained the last of my second glass and lifted my top over my head. My head was swimming a little.
She was now sitting on the bed behind me, still no panties on, “Here let me get that for you,” and she was unclasping my bra and helping me slide it off my arms.
I sat now in my pants and no top, she in a top and no bottoms. We laughed a little at the juxtaposition of our state of undress. I poured us our third merlot.
“Here,” I handed her the panties, “now these.”
She rose again from the bed and was openly staring at my breasts. I crossed my breasts with one arm as I held the panties out to her.
She took the panties and said, “No let me see. I want to see you.” It was so bold that I let my arm drop and we sort of examined one another in silence. She my breasts and I her body.
I was first to break the silence, “I wish I had your breasts. Mine are beginning to sag,” I tugged at them a little.
“No no, mine are too small.”
She bent now and slipped the panties on covering her bush. I realized she was no longer naked. She was wearing the red camisole and matching panties. It was just how I had imagined it. Oh my God! Her long gorgeous legs, and the way the top and bottom played peek a boo with her middle. I reached out my hand and held the hem of her camisole in my hand, she just stood and let me.
“I feel like I’m looking into a mirror of myself when I was young.” I let my hand wander onto her belly and then lower tracing her panty line with my finger. “So flat! Look at me.” And I held my arms out as I looked down at my own belly which was hanging over the edge of my pants.
She said, “Its just . . . your pants are too tight. I love the way you look! Here. Here, get out of the rest of your clothes. It’s just the pants.”
In a blur she had her hand on the side zipper of my slacks and in no time I was the one stripped naked sitting on the bed, my dishwater blonde/brown bush, wild with hair rising from between my legs. I looked around the bed, “What should I try on.”
“Lets see you in the corset, lets keep those breasts out where I can see them. You know your nipples are exactly the same as mine.” I was dizzy now and turned toward Cristy, she was lifting the red camisole over her head and sat back down next to me, “See.”
She took her fingers and sort of flicked at her own nipples, they stood upright as little round nobs in the center of her small brown aureoles. They were exactly like mine! Then she reached her hand out to me and did the same thing to me, rubbing and flicking my nipples gently with her fingers. I knew what the effect would be. Her soft hand on my breast was electric and a complete surprise. I let my own hand rest on her leg and we sat knee to knee, heads bent together, looking down at our breasts.
I was mesmerized. “They are! Our nipples are the same size too.” I exclaimed. “But how do THEY do that?” And I reached my own hand out now and cupped her breasts, she closed her eyes. “They defy gravity.”
Cristy responded, “But yours have so much sensuality, the flesh” - and she too was rubbing my breasts, tracing her fingers over my nipples, hefting my breasts up in her hand, and letting her hand slide down to my stomach. “And see! Now your stomach is nearly as flat as mine.”
“Think so. . . I don’t know.” I looked down at myself, slight paunch, legs parted, and my dishwater bush sitting down on the bed, and then I let myself fall back flat on the bed, playful, tipsy and said, “When I’m like THIS is the only time my stomach is really flat.”
I could hear Cristy giggle, as she continued to run her hand across my middle, over my stomach and onto my breasts again. I was laying on the lingerie we had layed out and just let her touch me, squeeze me once in awhile. Once or twice I felt her brush her fingers over my wild little bush and I gave a suppressed moan and stretched myself out lifting my arms above my head.
I looked up at her, “That feels so nice, two things I haven’t done - lingerie and a massage. Both in one day.” She glanced back at me, but then was focused once again on my body. For my part I didn’t move. Just silence and soft hands on my flesh.
After awhile Cristy startled me with her voice, “Uh, This might sound a little crazy.”
“What?” I languidly responded turning my head to her.
“It’s only just. Could I suckle your breast? Like a baby I mean. I’ve never. . .”
Now this was really taking me back to my youth. I leaned up on my elbows and stared at her sitting on the bed in her red panties no top, me completely naked. Where am I? I remembered thinking.
She persisted, “Just a little minute?” her hand still on me, caressing now my breasts, drawing circles around my nipples so they stood round and erect.
I closed my eyes, “Only if," and I let myself drop back down on the bed, " - you return the favor for me. Only don’t breath a word of this to Jack. . . Wait!”
She froze.
“This calls for a little more wine.” And I jumped up off the bed and ran over buck naked and poured my fourth glass - drank half - and then pushed all the lingerie to the far side of the bed and lay myself back down in the same spot setting the wine on a table nearby. What the hell I thought, harmless fun. It’s been years since I did anything as crazy as this. My heart was pounding as I lay back down completely nude with Cristy sitting beside me in her lovely pair of red panties, blonde hair falling over her eyes.
She lowered her head onto my chest and nuzzled her face between my breasts rubbing her warm cheeks against my skin and then brought her mouth over my right nipple and softly drew circles with her tongue, wrapping her lips and suckling me. First one then the other. As she suckled I felt her let her hand continue to massage my belly, lower and lower then brushing my bush. Oh god it felt so good. I let her hands just reach between my legs. Had she gone further I believe I would have opened my legs up for her, but she kept her hand just there at the top, my wild hairs splaying up from between her fingers.
I felt a hunger rising in me, could feel myself going wet, and I lifted myself on my elbows again, her mouth still on me, and said, “My turn.”
And I placed my own mouth over her perfect breasts now suckling one then the other as she sat before me. Their taste in my mouth was salt and perfume. I could smell her sex rising and as I suckled her I too slid my hand down into her fine blonde bush. She had already been sitting with her legs splayed open and I surprised myself by letting my fingers reach deeply between her legs over the red silk panties. I heard her draw in her breath and I looked up at her, then let my moist lips press into hers. I opened my mouth and we kissed like that for awhile. I have no idea how long. Exquisite slow kissing. No woman has kissed if she hasn’t kissed another woman, there is nothing like it. A softness and sharing that is utterly unique. I never took my hands off of her as I kissed her and let my fingers wander around to her back and explore her narrow hips, her round bottom, the crack of her ass, narrow waist, her shoulder blades. This body that at one time was me. She returned my kiss, was a good kisser. I was really surprised by that because in all the months here I can count on one hand the number of boyfriends she had brought home or gone out with.
I laid her back on the bed now and looked at her, without speaking began to tug at the last bit of clothing we were wearing save our jewelry. She laid with her hands above her head, she would let me do anything right now, eyes closed then open looking at me - relaxed. Not smiling. She just lifted her hips up and I slid her panties down her long legs and off, dropping them to the floor.
“Open your legs,” I whispered to her as she silently complied. I positioned myself between her thighs and then nuzzled my nose into her bush, breathing deep, rubbing her with my nose. It was also 'My' smell, moist, the smell of sex. Mother Earth. I brought my head up and asked, “Do you shave?”
She just whispered, “no,” and shook her head never taking her eyes off me.
And I let my tongue wander now over this delicate mound of flesh, this flower covered with the lightest down. Short hairs, no skin between her labia and thighs, none between her belly button and the top of her mound, none around her vagina. She had this lovely little hood of flesh draped across the top of her clitoris. I puckered my lips and gently suckled this other little nipple. She wriggled her hips and arched and pressed herself into me. I let my fingers trace the edges of her pussy, and pulled her open with my long nails and began to lick the length of her pinkness. She was so pink, so soft, my smell and taste. After what seemed like forever, sucking and chewing and licking this little girl, I asked, “Do you want to taste me?”
She could barely speak as she nodded. I thought I heard, “oh, yes.”
And I was the one now spread out on the bed with my arms above my head as Cristy nuzzled down between my legs. For some reason I felt like her mother, like she was my little girl. I was teaching her an initiation into womanhood. Into society. I felt like I was making love to myself. I brought my hands down and stroked her hair as she found me, and pressed lightly on her head. I wanted just a little more pressure down there, a little higher. I guided her softly. She was lapping at me like a cat. As I ate her she never moved, her arms lay relaxed, she was this supine statuette receiving me, undulating slightly. I was different. I pressed my mound against her, and stroked her hair, pressed her into me. I was so wet, I can’t remember when I had been this wet. I didn’t know that I could be this wet anymore. Jack drove me crazy, we were good lovers, but I was responding to something else today.
Cristy was growing hungrier and she began to reach into me with her fingers and slide her hands in my wetness along with her tongue. I could feel her nails on my flesh. I was getting so aroused, and I began to stiffen, I wanted to wait a little longer. I motioned her gently with my hands to slide up my body and she complied and then we lay entwined around one another.



She settled in next to my face and I cooed to her, “Would you like to taste yourself?”
She didn’t even answer, just hungrily began to kiss me, exploring my mouth with her tongue. I slid her up right next to me and then rolled myself over onto her little body. We were the same height, we had to be close to the same weight, our breasts matched, our pussies matched, our mouths matched. I pressed my mound down on her so that as our mouths kissed, so did our pussies, our cunny lips entwining into each other. My god I thought, this is my sister - in - law. This is jack’s sister.
I whispered, “Cristy, our secret.” And I touched my finger over her lips.
She still could barely speak, and she just nodded and breathed out, “Oh Sam, it feels so good,” before bringing her mouth to mine.
Our wetness was rubbing together and I had positioned myself so that our clits were sliding, rubbing together in this wonderful little dance. I was pressing down hard into her now and sliding my hips against her like I was fucking her. We were fucking. My hips rising and falling and sliding along her wetness. We were naked laying together in the silence, neither of us talking, the smells of our sex rising around us, liquid and wet, entering one another with our mouths and our sex.
I could feel her beginning to slide back against me as firmly as I pressed down on her now, and she was biting my lips as she kissed me, held my face in her hands and let them wander down my back and hold my hips and ass. I was holding her hips with my hands like a little saucer against which I slid myself and arching back down so that our breasts too were touching, sliding together now as the sweat lubricated our bodies. Our stomachs were as wet as our sex. Our hair was tangled together, sticking to our cheeks and lips, and we bucked into each other in a rising frenzy until I felt first her then myself begin to stiffen and spasm, as we held our breaths and washed into one another on a wave of orgasm shared like I had never experienced before. The world went utterly dark, and I was plunged deep, like being held under warm water, in a mist of pure pleasure, release and sweat and cum. We both cried out as if we were birthing one another, screaming and panting. As the wave lifting us subsided we simply lay staring at one another, trembling, with our mouths open, eyes wide. A sort of shock of recognition on our faces. I had NEVER experienced that before.
Then we more gently and more slowly than at any time before brought our lips together, just slid them together and touched our cold tongues. I could feel her breasts against me, and began to realize we were in a bedroom with lingerie strewn all around us. I laughed, looked into her eyes, and stroked her hair. For her part she lay still as a stone and looked up at me. Neither smiling nor even acknowledging my presence.
I said, “Are you all right?”
“God yeah. Fine.”
I laughed again and began to lift myself up, keeping one hand on her at all times, like I was keeping a current alive between us.
“I didn’t even try on any of the lingerie,” shaking my head.
I kissed her once more, I couldn’t get enough of her and one last time let my fingers run down between her legs, still wet.
She jumped, “Ahhh, TOO sensitive. I’d come in a second, and explode.”
“Not a bad thing,” I touched her nose with the cum that was on my fingers and then sat myself up, threw my legs over the edge of the bed. Could I walk? “Wwhheeew. That was unexpected. Now Cristy, what we did.” I was searching for words “ - wasn’t exactly wrong. But . . .”
And Cristy moved over by my side and wrapped her arms around me, even let her legs wrap around my torso and held me, laying her head on my shoulder. The warmth of her body (my body?) of our skin to skin contact still lubricated with sweat, still sliding together when we touched felt electric and so intimate.
“Don’t worry,” she whispered in my ear and then nibbling my neck. She looked around now over my shoulder at the lingerie which was everywhere around us, "You want to try on anything?”
I looked at her and laughed again, giggled really. I could only giggle now. “Another time. We’ll pick another time. Maybe I’ll actually get something on to show you before . . .” and I was overcome with the need to kiss her again. And we kissed softly holding each others chins and faces for several minutes more.
She just said between kisses, “Sam, Next time, I want to see you in that corset.”
“It's a Deal. Come on. Lets take a bubble bath.”
Please email me with what you think. Your respones are why I write. Also, I have been responding to your suggestions for the story line of Snippets as I go along.
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Setting the Stage
I knew a secret about my sister that I’ve carried for years. Not a secret really, but a collection of memories from her younger years. It was this: She got extremely horny any time she drank. I don’t know how many, if any, of her friends or boyfriends ever noticed this but in my years of growing up with her, sharing the house the way we did - I had. It’s not that she was a slut either. She tended to have regular boyfriends, real relationships and she did not ‘put out.’ But those nights she came home drunk, I could see it in her eyes. The desire, and she would rub herself into the furniture watching TV with me, even touch herself for a little while before she went to bed. I loved watching her those nights, her raw sensuality. And I envied her looks, her sexuality and popularity. Anyway, it didn’t matter much anyway, I was her brother. . .
My sister Teresa moved away at 18 (I was 16) and got married when she was 19 to a really great guy. I was married quite a bit later when I was 24. My sister’s marriage was falling apart the year that Sophie and I were married, and before our first years anniversary we began receiving these frantic calls from T (what I liked to call her). I mostly talked to her, consoled, listened, gave advice; and we got very close, like when we were younger in our teenage years and through it all Sophie was very supportive.
Then came the day I got the call, “Jack, I need a break. I’m too overwhelmed. I’m going to snap. I just need a week away. Can I stay at your house?”
“Uh, sure. I need to check with my wife, but yeah. It should be fine.”
I knew it would be, my wife Sophie and my sister T got along great.
We made the arrangements, she was going to come Saturday night the following weekend and stay seven days. Both Sophie and I were busy with our work and we knew that T did not have a job so she would basically be hanging around our house during the week. But we really didn’t mind - that’s what families are for.
And then I did something two days before she was to arrive. I don’t know why, it was almost unconscious. I went to the store and bought a case of really good wines; and a couple expensive bottles of Irish Whiskey (my sister’s favorite). My wife and I keep virtually no alcohol in the house, and I passed it off as the liquor store having a huge sale (a lie) and the fact that we would be entertaining all week (the truth).
Day One - Arrival
T showed up Saturday afternoon, she is dishwater blonde, petite and still adorable - a little girls face. She had this wonderful loose, innocent and languid sensuality about her. Her mouth was wide and full, red; and her smile broad filled with white teeth. She had wonderful curves, narrow waist and well defined ass. Really great. Actually, I can’t say that when she came to the door I really noticed all these things but that’s T. She walked in with her bags, wearing a pair of jeans and lovely body shaping low cut T-shirt.
Sophie is not like T at all, she is thinner, smaller breasts, very blonde shorter hair, a little bit lighter skin tone, more of that Scandinavian look (which she is). Sophie had deep blue eyes to T’s grey/green.
T was pretty quiet and down as we showed her around, set her up in her room, fixed a nice dinner and sort of sat and watched television. She thanked us profusely, sat on the couch in her jeans and low cut top (was I noticing now?). And it was a pretty quiet evening. She went and changed into some amazing red silky pajamas beneath a thin black robe she let hang open, which is totally her style from my memory. She sat with us a little longer, head laying on the sofa, and then went to bed about nine.
Sophie looked at me when she was gone and said, “Wow, she’s pretty upset. I’ve never seen her that quiet.”
“I told you.”
One other thing to add to this story. We have a big hot tub that sits out on the back deck, set back from the house in amongst some shrubs and trees. We love it, had it installed about two years ago while we were still just living together. Sophie and I have a great sex life and it now includes that hot tub.
We use it about three times a week or so and after T went to bed, Sophie came over sat on my lap and breathed in my ear, “Come on lets go into the tub.” And she started tugging at my shirt pulling it out of my pants and then unbuttoning me. I looked up at her blue soft eyes and wet lips, kissed her and lay my hands on her breasts while tugging at her top. We tongued and undressed slowly.
“We need to keep the lights out though,” I said looking back toward the bedroom where T was. “You can see the tub through her window.”
“Oh, uh Ok, she’s probably asleep now anyway. Come on.” And Sophie rose seductively, taking my hand and pulling me along.
We left a little trail of clothes out to the tub. Needless to say I had a great evening.
Day Two
Next morning I was in the kitchen in sweats fixing my morning coffee and T came out wearing her red pajamas and open muslin robe. Black and red. These pajamas were damn fine, loose silk shorts and silk top and not fully buttoned. I could see her tummy. God she looked good. Then Sophie came out in a robe covering the smallest of negligees which - though it was invisible under the robe - I knew was there. Damn, I’m in heaven I thought. I handed coffees all around.
T leaned against the counter staring at her morning cup of coffee, hair hanging down, disheveled, and said straight away, “I didn’t know you guys have a hot tub.”
Sophie and I looked at each other. I replied matter of fact, “We, uh, put it in awhile ago. It’s great. We love it.”
T looked at Sophie, and then at me, “I bet you do.”
Did she see us?
Sophie just said, “It’s nice,” sipping her coffee and glancing again at me.
T had this expression on her face that was interesting. She kept looking down and then sidelong at the both of us. Somehow the topic raised a sexual tension in the room, and considering how freshly fucked Sophie looked just now I think she got a little shy. There was a pause, and then Sophie just took her cup and walked into the living room.
“Did I embarrass her?” T mouthed at me.
“She’s fine.”
********
It was Sunday and the day was fun really. There were chores to be done, things to fix. Sophie and T went shopping, I watched a basketball game. Great day. In the early afternoon T and Sophie got home and Sophie wanted to take a quick nap. So T came in and sat with me.
“How you doing?” I asked.
“The million dollar question. Everybody asks me that. Truth is I don’t know. I don’t even feel like I’m in my body right now. It all feels so unreal.”
“So what is going wrong between you two. He’s a great guy!”
Her eyes started to glass up.
“Great guy, great guy. That’s what everybody says. He’s a great guy that doesn’t love me anymore, thinks that I don’t love him. He won’t touch me anymore. Hasn’t for awhile.”
“You mean . . . physically?”
She threw her hair back, defiant, “Sex,” she mouthed the word with her red lips. “No sex. Nada. He accuses me of seeing other men. Doesn’t want to sleep with a whore. I don’t know where it came from, out of the blue. Truth is I think it’s a projection. I think he’s seeing someone. Trying to push me away, make me be the bad guy. Cause he’s such a GREAT guy.” And she put her head down again and I could tell she was tearing up.
“You never told me about the physically part,” I said. “How long?”
“Six months now. God. Six Months! What am I supposed to do? We used to have great sex.” She paused, “Great.” She sat over by me and looked at me with her tear streaked face.
“Do you love him?” I asked.
She just started to cry some more and wipe her eyes. The pain was so palpable. I slid closer to her and put my arm around her shoulder, touched her nose wiped some of the tears from her cheeks. She looked softly at me, “I think I still do. I want to. But I don’t know anymore. I’m just always walking on eggshells.”
It was heartbreaking. “You have my support sis.”
And she leaned her whole body into me which was a bit of a surprise. I could feel her breasts on my chest and arm, which was totally fine. But the softness and roundness of her flesh was wonderful. She smelled wonderful and I put my nose into her hair and rocked her.
“It hurts so much,” she really started to cry now. “Do you know how long it has been since anybody has even just held me?”
I just kept rocking her slowly holding her stroking her hair, cooing “It’s ok. It’ll be ok.”
T settled down some, apologized as she sat before me with her streaked face and disheveled hair.
“I’m a mess. I’m so sorry, so sorry.” She got up to go fix herself up.
*********
That evening we had a wonderful time, we had barbecued chicken, corn, a real family meal. I brought out the first bottle of wine. A Riesling, one I knew T would like. We stood out on the back patio sipping our wine and cooking, and T kept looking at the hot tub which was settled in nicely among landscaped pine trees, shrub roses, and privet hedges.
She looked at me and then Sophie, “Maybe we could hot tub later this evening?”
“Uh,” was all I could manage and now my eyes darted to Sophie.
She smiled, “That would be fine. We don’t normally wear anything but we could find some bathing suits. . .”
T interrupted with, “Oh, I don’t care. I didn’t bring a suit anyway. It would be like when Jack and I took baths together.” She smiled wide over her drink, all teeth, sipping on her second glass of Riesling. I could see her cheeks reddening.
“We were six!” I rejoined. Everybody laughed.
Then, “Chickens ready!”
I pulled out another nice bottle of white wine. And by the end of the meal Sophie and I had had two glasses of wine each, and T had put away at least three. We were feeling good, tipsy, relaxed, telling jokes. Truthfully I never drink and so am really quite a lightweight.
About nine o’clock there was this lull in conversation when T rose from the table and said, “I feel like a hot tub,” and walk away.
I saw Sophie reach and pour herself a third glass and down about half in one swallow, and look at me as she did. She then rose herself and said, “OK.”
We went to our rooms where there were robes in the closet and got ready. Sophie and I changed quietly. This was no big deal really; we had many gatherings, many friends and we would all change and run out to the tub and soak together au natural, but the fact that T was my sister was a little bit in the air.
We all stood at the edge of the tub which was steaming into the air and bubbling in a wild foaming cauldron that formed an opaque white surface. I went first, dropping my robe off and standing for the first time in twenty years nude before T and then sank down into the tub. The two girls were next. I wasn’t going to stare, but certainly noted that as T’s robe fell she had the most wonderful full breasts, large aureoles and this cute little triangle patch of brunette pussy. The kind that is set low on the abdomen, and then as she turned to seat herself. Damn! T has the finest ass! And for just a moment this flash of pussy from between her legs as she bent down into the water. It is always a pleasure to see a naked woman, no matter what, or who, for a guy. It’s a reality hard wired into our brain.
We each sat in a corner and let the jets massage our muscles with hot water, and we each had our respective glasses of wine. I had also opened and set out another bottle by the edge of the tub.
“More wine?”
Sophie slid across with her glass, came over and sat right down on my lap. I poured out a little bit more as Sophie wrapped herself around me, tugging at my earlobes, then kissed my neck a little and snuggled in. T watched us earnestly and I could tell by the look in her eyes that she was beginning to feel down. She was the odd one out. Her husband was not here, wanted nothing to do with her - and me with Sophie sitting in my lap giggling and wiggling around reminded her of that.
A few moments later, sensing T’s mood and wanting to do something about it I announced, “Time to switch corners. Each corner has a different set of jets.”
We switched each to another corner. Sophie however began to move again toward me.
T said darkly, “If Bob were here he’d stay in his corner. Even if he were here I’d still be alone.”
Sophie slid back.
I interjected, “Come on. Relax. You’re supposed to relax, close your eyes. Let the water work its magic. Disappear for awhile T.”
“You’re right. Sorry for . . .” She leaned back and didn’t finish.
And then rather than let Sophie move again I went and sat between the two girls, put my arm around Sophie and let it drift down under the water rubbing and cupping her small breasts, feeling her nipples rise under my touch and drifting to the small of her belly. She was sipping her wine some more. Both women were drunk now, and my secret memory of T was being triggered. T was drunk.
Sophie came over then and slipped back onto my lap where I was sitting, and reaching with her hand beneath the opaque water started to rub my cock. She was being very naughty right now. I wrapped my left arm around her waist and let my hand slide down between her legs to her blonde puss, but again there was T out of the corner of my eye. Beautiful beautiful T pouting in the corner.
She was sitting with her eyes closed, but then opening them briefly to look at us, then closed again. Quiet, and I could tell sad. And then I did what I never intended, never dreamed. As I caressed Sophie with my left hand sliding along her front and down between her legs. I reached across with my right hand beneath the water and began to stroke T’s thigh as well. Just the outside edge of her thigh up to her hip where I could feel the swell of her ass and then back down to her knees, scraping her lightly with my nails.
Her eyes immediately opened and caught mine and she smiled a coy little smile, closed her eyes again, and did not move a muscle, said nothing. My heart began to pound and my cock went immediately hard, to the simple joy of Sophie now whose hand wrapped around the head (believing it to be entirely her doing) and began pushing my cock down between her legs. Sophie was certainly preoccupied and in her drunken state was trying to maneuver herself and me in a pretty obvious manner which I’m sure she ‘thought’ was surreptitious.
T for her part shifted slightly closer, closer, giving me better access now to her body. So I continued to stroke her from just under the surface of the water line; first her front and back, even brushing the swells of her breast lightly, and then down around her ass, feeling her hip bone and the start of the crack of her ass. I rubbed my hand again down along the length of her thigh to her knee, which she had also turned and shifted closer to me so that her knee was almost touching us. I let my hand lay on her tummy and palmed her there below her navel sliding lower until I just grazed the top her pubic hairs. I saw her eyes go wide when I touched her there with my now trembling hand, but she did not move or give any outward indication what I had just done. She was ‘resting’ in her corner.
Gradually, she kept shifting her body without the slightest notice of Sophie who was engaged in her own ‘secret’ and drunken activity. And this is how we all sat for what seemed like forever in that steamy heat.
T continued to smile, glancing at me occasionally.
“Isn’t this great.” I said.
Sophie purred, “Mmm, yeah. Just what I needed. Great idea Teresa.”
And T just saying, “I’m invisible, pretend I’m not here.” And then, “These jets are great. I bet they’d be good on my legs.” And she turned herself so that her back was too us now.
I now had unfettered access to T’s back and ass, while I was also slowly sliding my cockhead back and forth along the wet little slit of my naughty wife. She was getting so wet and I could feel her opening to me. I whispered to her, “You are being so naughty.”
She just whispered back, “Shhhh”
My right hand now was stroking T’s ass and sort of testing, teasing her. I was slidding my fingers into the crack of her ass and following it down to the seat. Then back up around her hips and testing testing that edge where she was sitting. She didn’t move, but each time I slipped a finger into her ass crack as far as I could there was a lovely little moan, “Mmmmm,” from the corner.
Emboldened I began pushing harder, pressing lifting, basically attempting to reach beneath her, for her anus and further. I was watching her the whole time with no reaction from her as to what I was doing, when she slowly lifter her ass up ever so slightly, just an inch! I didn’t know what to do! Was she giving me access? My horny little sister? I raised my hand immediately back up and rubbed her hips some more and up her back, but then back down again - my head was swimming - and she was still raised that little inch. So I let my hand keep going this time and with the flat of my hand up pressed into her ass letting it slide along her skin, over her anus and pressing against her until I cupped perfectly my sisters open pussy. I could feel her pubic hairs tickling down on my palm, and with my hand wrapped around her pussy from back to front, I pressed my middle finger upward and stroked into her soft full pussy lips and open her gradually like a flower, slowly stretching her open, then pressing into her wetness. God she was so wet! And I watched as she arched her back with the pressure from my delicate intrusion. “Mmmmm.” But otherwise, no indication of my now intimate intrusion.
Sophie was at that same moment pressing down on me so my cock was now slipping up inside her and I entered her completely feeling my arousal rise in me from all sides. Sophie was completely focused upon her own pleasures now and there was no pretense of ‘secret’ sex in the hot tub as she rose and fell on me. Putting her head forward and back, licking her lips and me pinching her clit, drawing circles around her wet little puss and pulling her tight against me.
As I became ever more aroused however, my movements upon T became more forceful and bold, I stroked her sex roughly, spreading her open with my fingers, and finding her clitoris so that at one point I was pinching and stroking two clits using the same circles and tweaks. And finding her asshole again even pressed my forefinger up inside as she gave a start but even then let me continue pressing into her to my second digit, so that I was finger fucking her ass; and then reaching beneath her again pressing my middle finger deep up inside of her and rubbing her clit hard. We were in a steaming heaven, silent and happy. T content to let Sophie and I fuck (our secret), as she was finger fucked herself (our secret).
I thrust upward, T began to rub herself hard against my hand and little Sophie tilted her hips and with abandon sought her orgasm. I could feel my cum rising and spray up into my wife, as she continued grinding and in silence - painful silence - came in waves with her head down nearly touching the edge of the water, as I felt her spasming around my cockhead. As much as I tried at that moment, and T was definitely trying too as she was mashing her pussy into my hand, but she did not come. So that as Sophie slipped off of me, turned, looked me in the eyes and kissed me sensually; my right hand of necessity drifted away from T and she began turning herself as well back to the corner once again - but reaching and taking my hand squeezing it once tightly before she let go.
Sophie I believe at this point realizing how obvious she must have been became quite embarrassed and said, “Well, I think we should call it a night. I’m getting kind of hot.”
I know we all thought of witty responses to that comment, but T and I bit our tongue and kept silent on that one.



“Great evening,” I said.
“Mmmm, just what I needed.” T glowed and looked me in the eye smiling a sort of thank you so much sort of smile. “Just the thing.”
I was reasoning in my still foggy brain that she in fact did need that and that it was all harmless. My wife was right there the whole time wasn’t she? We rose from the tub, our naked glowing bodies, toweled off in front of one another languidly, slipped on our robes and went each off to bed.
Day Three
Monday morning I was getting ready for work, which is fairly early and the sun was just rising. Sophie was at that time in the shower and I just assumed that T would sleep through our morning routine. But as I sat in the living room reading my paper and sipping some coffee, she wandered in still in those same silky pajamas (no robe today) and sat down beside me. She was beaming, it was the happiest I’d seen her or heard her in awhile.
“Hey Jack.”
I looked up at her.
“Uh, thanks. Thanks for everything.”
I just smiled and knowing the obvious reference, “Glad to help. I think we had a bit too much to drink last night. Sophie got kind of crazy.”
T leaned forward as she got up to get some coffee and as she did leaned into my ear, “Not the only one I bet.”
I could feel myself go crimson and my cock began to spring up in my trousers. Electric.
She sipped her coffee and leaned against the counter, the same as the day before, letting her hair hang in front of her face. God she was so languid, like a cat. I loved her hair when it was disheveled and thought about how her puss felt in my hand last night, grinding down on me. That hunger. I could feel my cock hardening as I sat there.
She came back over and sat by me. I think she sensed my dis-ease and added, “It was fine.” She touched my knee, looked at me. “Fine. It was fun. Don’t worry. We can handle it.”
“I just . . . just. Sophie. You looked sad.”
“I know. I know. You’re fine. I’m not crazy. I’m your sister. I know that. I Love you.”
“I want you to be happy sis.”
“I am today . . . First. First in a long time. Thanks.”
Well. I felt good. Somehow I felt I did the right thing. And I left for work. “See you tonight. Take it easy today.”
**********
That evening, it was another night of entertaining I thought as I drove home. But I also had the memory, the sensual memory of my hands having held two clits at the same time. How I had masturbated my sister in the hot water, and the wine fog I was in. It was really a peak experience. I was bitten.
When I came in the door, I could smell food cooking. Steaks! My favorite. T had taken it upon herself to make the meal this evening and she had set out two Merlots on the table. Sophie came home shortly after me and entered the house in the cutest outfit (which I never know what she is wearing until she comes home in the evening because I tend to leave while she is in the shower). It was a red, short skirt. I did not remember it at all.
“Is that new?”
“I’ve worn it many times.” Slight mock disgust.
That is one you can never win because if I don’t say anything and it IS new, then she’s upset that I don’t notice, but no big deal. She was tired I could tell and wanted to change right away. When she saw the table set though and smelled the food, it really brightened her mood.
“Thanks Teresa I was dreading cooking this evening. I had a very hard day. There were a lot of images that just would not come out in the department today and we had to keep redoing them. It was so frustrating.”
She walked into the bedroom and closed the door.
At that point when Sophie closed the door I came up to T and leaned close to her. “Do you think we should hot tub again tonight?”
She looked at me. Paused. I’m sure she suspected where I was going with this, and in this now sober state she doubted, I believe, the implications. She didn’t answer and I backed off quickly.
As nonchalant as I could said, “Well, We’ll see.”
I continued now to backtrack, “Well, we don’t usually use it EVERY night. Sophie actually tends to decide.” I felt safe with that because she tended to use it less than me and on nights she came home tired I knew she was less inclined because then the tub made her too tired. I was taking it off the table.
It was really a great meal. Sophie was quieter than usual, and she did not have as much wine. She seemed to hint that the problems at work today may have had something to do with all the wine she had had the night before. So I noticed she held pretty firm to one glass. But I had another two, and T had her three. I could see T’s cheeks reddening, that languid look rising in her eyes.
We were back where we were the night before when T piped in to my surprise, “Are we all up for another hot tub tonight?”
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It all started because I wear halter tops. I'm 18 and have three months left before I graduate and I've always worn halter tops. They're comfortable and I like them, but I admit I'm a late bloomer and in the last year they look WAY different on me! Everyone treated me like a little brother, or a tom boy, cause that was the way I was - but not anymore, not since I got breasts! Not like they're huge or anything, but I know they have a really good shape. People notice my physical now and that included dad.
Anyway, what my dad started doing was this: When I was home and walking past him in the hall or standing in the kitchen he would reach up and pull the string on my halter. Never when mom was home. I could feel it right away, "Daaad!" I would yell and reach back, then I would have to run in my room and retie it. The thing was, yeah the little strings hang down the middle of my back - so its easy to untie - but it's SO hard to tie it back up again with my long hair. Plus, I noticed how he was looking at me when he did it, at my body, he was sort of creeping me out. I didn't tell any of my friends, but it bugged me.
THEN I totally noticed the way he would look at me on other days too, like in general, even when mom was around. I am thin and blonde. I like the way I look especially since I filled out. And so when I wear halter tops you can see the cleavage right down between my breasts plus my belly, and some of my halters are pretty narrow so from the side you can even see some of my breast especially since I've grown - and I like to wear low jeans too, way below my belly button.
For awhile I was thinking I needed to dress more conservative, but then was like - NO WAY - this is my house too! I want to wear what I want, no one has control of my life. Once when he was looking at me 'that way' I said, "cop a feel why don't ya." The look in his face was total embarrassment. Busted! He was gone, and was way more careful after that, since he noticed I noticed.
It was this one weekend. I was supposed to clean the kitchen and my room. Twice he untied me, and twice I had to grab my top, run into my room yelling, "Daad! Knock it off! I'm serious." Then when I was in the kitchen doing my chores and cleaning he did it again! He snuck in reached over and pulled the string on my halter. I felt it, but something in me snapped. I was like Drrrrrr. I ignored it. My halter fell forward, and I let it drop down around my waist and I just kept on cleaning bare breasted. When I stood up right in front of him, totally nonchalant, he was looking right at my boobs and didn't know what to do. He went bright red.
He said, "you better tie that up."
I looked right at him, "Why? It's what you wanted isn't it?"
"I was just kidding around." He was looking around now, I know he was wondering if anyone could see us. The patio window was right there. I didn't care.
"Well I don't think it's funny. And I'm going to leave this AND let mom see."
His eyes got wide. "Hon, it was kidding around. I'm sorry. Just tie it back up!" He was so lame and he was following me around the house now pleading with me while I kept cleaning, me topless and him like this busted child. I was firm. Nothing he did would change my mind not this time. Mom was going to see, and he would know where his kidding would get him - I hope jail!
Anyway, I heard the door open - mom was home - but in the end I chickened out, ran for my room and tied my halter back up. Wow! My nipples were hard and pressed through the fabric. My dad was sweating and when I walked out he looked at me quick and I could see the sigh when he saw I had tied my halter back up. I smiled at him, sort of bratty like. He didn't say another word. And he never untied my halter again.
But something changed between us after that day . . .
***********
Ever since I was a little girl my daddy tucked me in. I love it. It is our own special time together. Even though he is a little lame. Like lately. Anyway, when I go to bed all I wear is a T shirt. I mean that is ALL I wear. It is more comfortable. But, ever since the halter top weekend . . . dad had gone totally weird with me. When dad would tuck me in at night and we had our time together, him just sitting there making small talk . . . ever since he had SEEN my bare breasts . . . I could tell he was always stealing peaks at my chest, at my body.
"Did you have a good day today sweet?" He would say, stealing a peak. (And the stupid thing is this: whenever I noticed him oogling me, my nipples would get hard by themselves. I didn't want them too, and then there would be like this additional little show for dad of me totally nipping out. I hated it! But there was nothing I could do.)
"Yeah, Janelle and I finished our project. You got to see it, you could probably help with the design of it," (he's like an architect or something), ignoring the fact that he was looking up and down my body, staring at my tits. Me totally nipped out now.
Finally I said again, "Cop a feel why don't ya," and I will never forget what happened next!
He lay his big hand right on my breast over the thin fabric of my cotton T while looking at my body mesmerized. He said nothing, I did not move. I just stared up at him. I could barely breath, I know he could feel my heart beating, it was beating so hard! He massaged my breasts very slowly and softly for what seemed like no more than a minute and then got up and left.
"Night," was all he said.
"Night Daddy," and he turned out the light.
Next evening, same thing. But this time I said, "Dad, don't. Stop it." I would wriggle under the covers away from him. But eventually I accepted, it got so that we had just normal conversations while he stroked my breasts. I would even say things now like, "Oh, that tickles" or "Softer" or "Ouch" or You're really nipping me out." He would smile and react. It sort of became 'normal.'
I was noticing though that his breast massages were drifting down a little lower too - first to my rib cage, then my tummy and then all the way down to my abdomen. And I was getting pretty worried. My breasts were one thing, but 'down there?' I still didn't want to tell anybody about this, but what would I do? So I just kept my covers really tightly tucked. Finally, the day came, his hand wandered all the way down to the bottom of my T shirt, he even gruffly pulled the covers from underneath me exposing me totally to him. I lay there wide eyes, not moving, my T shirt up around my hips and my blonde pussy, just little whisps of hair between my legs exposed in the low light. His eyes glued to my crotch. Nobody had ever touched me there before (except me). I felt his fingers trace the edges of my thin bush, skin to skin. He stroked it lightly again mesmerized. Basically petting my little bush. Silent. I kept my legs tight together. I didn't smile, I didn't talk or move. And I have to admit it 'felt' really nice. His fingers were so soft and gentle. I was completely wet after he left that first night, though that time he didn't know.
Next night, he came in and began to pull the covers away, I just said "Stop it." And "You Pervert!" He laughed. But I let him anyway.
So each night he let his hands wander over my body until his fingers were sliding along my pussy, inside my thighs (I was opening my legs for him now), under my T, and now he knew how wet I got; and now our evening conversations included: "Slower" and "Up, yeah right there" and "Faster, yeah." It got so his hand was clenched down between my legs as I rocked my hips into his hand and grabbed onto the sheets until I came in these wonderful little panting orgasms.
He would say, "That's for my princess, you liked that?" I had glassy eyes and a breathless smile. Nodding my head, watching him as he went out the door with my red cheeks. "Night."
Over time our secret little thing we did had this weird effect on ME, it just made me hungrier. It was like I was always aroused. I was masturbating every day, even though I let him do it every night. I tingled as the sun went down and I got ready for bed. Damn him I thought. He's making me a pervert just like he is. . .
********
My mom was going to see grandma on a fairly regular basis because she was sick. And one of the weekends she was gone I went into my daddy's room in the morning wearing my T shirt and I sat by his bed - like I had when I was a little girl. But this time I was pulling HIS covers back the same as he did with me.
He was waking up slowly and looked up at me, "What are you doing?"
"It's my turn."
"Honey, no, this isn't . . ."
He was grabbing at the covers as I kept pulling. "Like anything YOU'VE done is ok. Let me see. Let . . . me . . .see!" I playfully kept pulling at the sheet.
And he let go, and there was daddy naked on the bed, and hard! I had never seen an erect penis before and it was pretty big I thought. I guess I had more a picture that they were the size of when they were soft. I had seen my dads penis accidentally - when it was soft. I think every girls first penis she sees is her dads, though probably not an erect one. This was my first time.
I just looked. And reached out my hand. Stroked it a little and he was dripping on the tip. He was staring at my body, at my breasts - I could feel my nipples harden and stretch the thin cotton. The bottom of my T was up so he could see my thighs and my butt. He could see all that - I knew it. So it was me with my hand wrapped round his cock, and him with his eyes on my body, and it made me so aroused. I was squirming in my seat and I could feel my pussy lips sliding together they were so wet. I couldn't sit still - I was totally naked under my T. And I thought, hmmmmmm.
I got up on the bed and with my hands pressed down on his broad chest, straddled his belly, letting my pussy settle down so my bare bush brushed against his skin, and then slid lower lower until his cock was touching between my legs. His eyes got very wide - I was feeling pretty naughty. Mmmmmmm. I had this naughty smile.
He had done all this stuff with me and I was going to get 'even.'
"No, princess. I can't. . . We can't."
"This is what you want isn't it?" I cooed to him lifting up my T shirt so he could see my blonde little muff and my narrow waist, the bones of my narrow hips. Oh, I was so wet.
I gave him no choice and he didn't move a muscle. I kept pressing lower and felt his big cock slide right inside me. Oh, it went WAY up inside. I could feel it perfectly. I slid down completely filled, then lifted myself up again so it was just at my opening again.
"Do you want me to do that again?" I purred. He didn't move a muscle, which I took that as a yes and just kept pumping my little puss on his erection never taking my eyes off of him. I didn't have to ask any more. It was not too long before he let out these low moans, and turned his head side to side and started rocking his hips - back up into me. This wonderful rythem we had. We were fucking!
He had his big hands around my waist and began to tug at my T shirt. I lifted my arms and let him lift it off of me. We were naked now in his room and he had his hands on my breasts again, only now he was inside me too.
I let my hair fall down around his face and said, "I want you to kiss me like you kiss mom."
He brought his lips to mine and I let his tongue in my mouth. I rocked on top of him as we kissed and tongued and fucked. (Another first for me!). We said hardly a word. I loved the way he wrapped his arms around my bottom and pulled me down so any move I made had this huge pressure on my pussy, on my clit and I could feel myself start to come. "I'm going to come," I said and he really started to fuck me fast, pulling me tight against him, and I could feel him spray me inside - wave after wave after wave. And then it was me holding onto him tight as an amazing orgasm washed through me, exploding up my belly. It was like Oh My God! Pure pleasure. I could barely see. I started to moan and cry into his chest; going, "oh my God, oh God," God I was so loud, it was WAY better than when my dad masturbated me in my bed. I fell on his chest, exhausted, filled. Tingling everywhere. He held my face in his hands and pulled me down so we were eye to eye and he kissed my softly, brushing my hair out of my eyes.
"Can I lay here awhile?" I whispered, knowing the answer.
He wrapped his arms around me and let me fall beside him, leaving his cock buried still inside.
He said, "Come here I'll rock my baby back to sleep," and we fell back asleep. That's pretty much how we spent that WHOLE day! Fucking and sleeping.
All because of a halter top.
**********
Please email me with what you think. You're detailed responses are the reasons I write. Plus so many of you give me such great ideas. Keep it up. Thanks.
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My sister and I are one year apart but in the same grade; this quirk is the result of me having been held back one year. So we were both ready to graduate this year. One of the benefits of being in the same grade is that we are more or less taking the same classes and studying much of the same things, and so we have fallen into this tendency of studying at the same time in the evening at our dining room table instead of in each of our respective rooms.
Our parents are pretty conservative and very religious, and School is very important to them, and to us - just not quite as much. And they have tied our TV watching privileges to our school performance, including grades and spending time each evening at studies. Not that it’s a problem because we are both good students and neither of us are much into sports (she more than me). We aren’t what anyone would call popular, but we have friends and are not social misfits - we are totally normal, AND we get along really well for a brother and sister.
The last year has been interesting though, in that my sister Julie has caught up to the rest of the girls in the 'physical' department. She was slow developing compared to the other girls, and was always worried about being ‘flat chested.’ Sometimes she would even confide in me about it. But not this year, there was no doubt anymore as she filled right out and now had really nice full breasts. She was pretty proud about it and started wearing a little bit more show off clothes, though not too much. Like I said my parents were quite religious, and tended to be pretty strict about such things so they kept some tabs on her wardrobe. But she had found ways to rebel.
This evening we were doing math problems and had divided the assignments up (not exactly kosher but hey) and were working out each of our sets. We were sitting in the dining room like every other day, and our folks were right behind us watching TV. A normal evening. After about an hour and a half of study, my sister and I could watch some TV. One thing caught my eye this evening though that was unlike any other.
Julie was working away, her head down with her tongue poking in her cheek the way it does when she is studying. She had on a pretty tight little white shirt, and a loose red skirt. The shirt was ‘tight’ because she was basically growing out of it. But the deal is - she left the top TWO buttons undone tonight and the result was that the front of her top was pulling open and I could totally see her little lacy white bra, and even that would cup open a bit revealing just the edge of her soft white breast whenever she leaned forward. Cleavage and breast always catches my eye no matter what! At my age it’s like a visual magnet, and even if it was my sister, it was this perfect white soft breast swelling so round beneath this fine lacy fabric.
At first I didn’t really know where to look, and I really could not help myself from peeking. I was getting a mild woody - from my own sister! Pretty weird. At one point she looked up at me, caught my eye and smiled before looking back down at her work. Did she notice? I put my head down and kept trying to do the math - somehow it was harder now. I looked up again and she was leaning forward again, I could see all the way down her top this time so that she was exposed even below the bottom of her bra. I could see her whole breast wrapped in the thin fabric and a little bit of her belly. I even thought I could make out the swell of her nipple. Not much, but for me it was heaven. I was completely muddled now. She caught my eye again, and I went back to my figures. I kept my head down after that.
A moment later I noticed a small square white piece of paper sliding into my view. It was a note. I looked and could see my sisters hand pulling back to her books. She didn’t look at me at all. I looked back at my folks. They didn’t like us talking when we studied unless it was related to what we were doing, and Julie had never done THIS before. I took the note and turned it over. All it said was:
PEEPING TOM
I went crimson. Busted! When I looked up at her, she was quietly giggling to herself, catching my eye again and smiling. Her button still undone, her lacy bra still visible, the swell of her breast in perfect view. But truthfully I was pretty mortified and stayed as focused on my homework as I could. After about another twenty minutes though, I began to think how she had noticed I was looking at her, at her breasts even, and still had not adjusted herself. I glanced again, she caught my eye again and smiled at me. She was still ‘exposed.’
I took the note she wrote turned it over, and scribbled:
I CAN’T HELP IT
and slid it over to her. She looked at me as she lay her hand over the paper, slid the note onto her notebook and turned it over. I watched her read it. She smiled slightly as she read it and looked straight at me, then held her finger out and brushed her other over the top toward me: tsk tsk tsk. And I saw her scribble out her first note, then write something else - turn it over and let it sit there for a little while. What did it say? Now I couldn’t do anything, my heart was pounding. Was she blushing?
Next thing I realized, the note came back into my view. I turned it over:
WHY NOT??
My heart was pounding now, my face red. She was teasing me. Flirting even. I took a chance, this was fun, I was going to flirt back:
BECAUSE THEY LOOK GREAT
When she saw that one, her head literally went back a beat and she looked at me her eyes wide and her brows went up, sort of like ‘Wow! I can’t believe you wrote that.’ And then her head went down, she grabbed another sheet and started writing quickly:
U should not be noticing these things - But . . . do U think so? I don’t know?? I think they are too small I don’t think they are even It’s nice to get a boys opinion though Even if it is U J
I read the note. Absorbed everything in it. We were close, but I had never ever made any kind of physical reference to her body before, and I had no idea how to respond to this . . . where it had gone. She glanced at me a little shy this time, her cheeks were red, and damn her top was still open and she was LETTING me see, smiling at me when she noticed me noticing. My eyes were blinking because my face was getting so hot.
I just wrote back:
I THINK THEY ARE PERFECT
She took the note when she got it, and gave me a big smile. She folded that one in half and put it in her pocket - right over her right breast. Our studies were done and now we could watch some TV. Tonight was CSI, and everybody in our family liked that show so we usually watched in the living room.
“Get everything finished up,” Dad said.
“Yeah, they weren’t very hard,” my sister volunteered.
“Good. Good. You two were working pretty hard tonight.”
“Huh, huh.” I nodded my head.
I barely got done with them, with my mind swimming the way it was. My sister sat on the couch and tucked her legs beneath her and grabbed a pillow, looked at me and smiled. She had these cute full cheeks (which were still a little red) and lovely dark almond eyes, very feminine. I was noticing her long light brown hair that fell to the middle of her back and was hanging around her shoulders now. She was playing with her hair. I knew she was pretty. She was barefoot and I looked at her feet, and up her legs past her knees. I noticed the soft swell of her breasts beneath her shirt, the fabric still pulling tight across her chest. Never before had I felt the kind of energy that was between us tonight. Whenever she caught my eye she just smiled tossed her hair back over her shoulders, and I was tongue tied for the first time in my life with her.
I kept thinking about that note - I THINK THEY ARE PERFECT - which lay in her right breast pocket.
I could see the outline of the paper in her pocket.
*********
Our schedules did not allow for an evening study at the dining room table for quite a few nights, almost a week, and I totally settled down from before. But on Monday at school I realized as we were getting our assignment that Julie would be getting the same one and tonight we would probably be at the table again. It would be one of our study nights! I actually could feel myself getting an erection as I got the papers. In fact I had to sit a little while in class to let it go down.
When we settled in for the evening, mom and dad were doing stuff around the house, not watching TV like last time; but there was Julie now in a different top. It was loose, no buttons, but then I noticed. . . It totally fell forward when she leaned over her work. The first time she did it, and then raised herself back up again, she looked right at me. I pretended that I had not noticed - but I had. She did it again. The bra was lacy again, even smaller than before, almost see through silk. I could see the whole curve of her one breast, and definitely the swell of her nipple. We were filling out a questionnaire and then had to write a short paper. What was she doing to me? I could NOT concentrate.
Then the first note appeared:
ARE YOU A PEEPING TOM AGAIN?
At that moment my folks came in the room and sat at the couch. I curled my hand around the paper to hide my words. I could be busted big time. I could barely breath.
I responded:
I CAN’T HELP IT YOU’RE A TEASE
When she got that note she threw her long hair back on her neck and was preening her hair, twirling it in her finger as she wrote:
LOL But You Like it Right?? I had to get a different bra I grew out of the other one!
I turned the note over after I read it, and feeling very brave this time I wrote:
I like it great! I like what’s inside more!
Her eyes got wide again when she read that one, giving me a sideways glance. I laughed this time, and looked down at my work. In no time I was reading her response:
OMG - Jason! I can NOT believe you wrote that! We could get in trouble I still don’t think they are even They look different from each other? What do you think??
Now I was being invited to Look! So I peeked a few more times, and wrote:
I CAN’T TELL
Her response:
WAIT!
And she got up from her seat and ran upstairs. Now what?? I was really confused now.
When she got back I could not believe my eyes. Sitting over from me was my sister in a different top. It buttoned up the front and it was much looser this time - and it had the top THREE buttons undone.
She sat there and I could see her positioning the fabric of her top so that now when she leaned forward I could see her bare breast! She took off her bra! Her breasts seemed smaller now, but it was naked, and I could see her nipple puff out as her breast held this perfect shape. Round like a rain drop. Full and swelling out beneath her top completely fallen forward and open. The whole nipple was totally puffy like a small ball on a bigger round ball. Perfect. Perfect. I was totally hard now and beet red. I looked at her, stared down her shirt. I could NOT help myself. She just kept working on her paper, ignoring me this time, but I knew she knew I could totally see her.
After a little while she wrote another note and slid it to me:
WELL???
THEY’RE BEAUTIFUL
Was all I could think to say.
She quickly wrote back:
NOT THAT!! ARE THEY EVEN??
And I just turned the note over and wrote on the back of it:
I STILL CAN’T TELL I CAN ONLY SEE ONE
She laughed looking down at her own chest and then at me.
When ‘studies’ were over we got up, and Julie said, “Mom, we’re not quite done yet. I need to look some stuff up on the internet. Jason and I will be at the computer for a while. Is that ok?”
She looked at us, not having any idea of our entire ‘conversation’ of the past half hour. “Yeah, that’s fine. I think I left it on.”
The computer is in the study and she looked back at me. We didn’t have anything else to look up. When we got to the top of the stairs, she took my hand and pulled me along behind into her room. She left the light off and there was only low slanting sunlight coming in through her window. We were standing now behind her door. She turned toward me, stood closer than she ever had before.
“Jason. . .You can Unbutton me.” She was blinking at me now, still holding my hand, breathing hard. Then continued, “To check, I mean.”
I looked at her, put my hand upon her shirt right between her breasts to the first button. My hands were trembling and I started to undo each button until her shirt was open up the middle, and then I opened her shirt and looked at her bare breasts. She just swallowed, and I looked into her eyes and then at her chest.
“You can Touch them.”
I lay my hands one on each breast and cupped them in my palms, drew circles around her nipples, held them in my fingers. I was breathing in ragged gasps. We were both hot, red. I was completely hard in my jeans and had no idea if she could see, but it was so obvious. Just the two of us standing close, both our heads bowed over her breasts. Our warm breath between us mixing with my sisters perfume and the smell of her hair.
“They’re completely even,” I said (the pretense for this escapade). And we stood there a little while longer, I even let my fingers trace a line down to her belly button.
“Ok. . . That’s enough.” And she took my hands away from her. “We better go to the study for awhile.” And then she started to close up her top again. “Thanks.”
And I followed her into the study where we sat and looked up some sights for a little while, not saying one word. I sat very near her, and could feel the heat coming off her body. I could smell her hair. I could hear her every breath.
I sat so my cheek brushed the hairs at the side of her head, and for a brief moment let my hand set on her leg, feeling bare skin. She sighed when I touched her and looked at me, but we said not a word.
That night I kept looking at my hands which had touched my sisters bare breasts.
*********
At breakfast we were both downstairs filling up our backpacks, and Julie stood by me. She said, “I was being kind of stupid yesterday. Sorry.”
I looked at her, “Yeah. I mean, I liked it though.” I was openly staring at her chest again as I said that.
She just whispered, noting where my eyes were, “I bet you did. Thanks for all the compliments,” and followed my eyes with a sidelong glance as she went into the kitchen. We never paid this much attention to each other before school. She was being really weird this morning.
I followed her into the kitchen and wanted to continue, “They . . .”
And she quickly went, “sh..” real quiet, and then I heard mom.
Oh man, that was close! I was going to say they were really soft. Oh my God! If mom had heard.
Just as I left, she took my hand again and said, “I put a note in your backpack. Read it and then throw it away!”
“Bye.”
The whole way to school I was in a complete fog. I couldn’t talk with my friends because I kept looking for a place to read this note. It’s not like there is anyplace you can go in school where it would be like private enough to read a note like that. I finally checked out a media room for myself and sat inside and pulled all the shades. I rummaged around in my backpack until I saw a pink piece of paper:
I’ve never let anyone else do that It felt really good I’m glad it was U This might seem totally crazy but lets watch TV tonight in the basement See you in Geography this afternoon I’m wearing my white top again and my red skirt But . . . I’m not wearing anything Underneath LOL J
P.S. Destroy this note totally!
My eyes went blurry for a moment. It was like the room closed in, the floor was moving.
When I got in Geography I tend to totally ignore my sister - because she is my sister. But today I could not stop stealing glances and I had got another erection. I was so embarrassed. I was even blushing. I had to set my notebook on my lap for awhile. She was acting completely normal. And I like did not even believe the note after awhile. I heard nothing of the lecture. I took no notes. I only hoped that Julie took some notes today.
When we left I walked out of the room so that I ended up next to her. I had to talk to her.
She looked at me, and just nonchalant said, “Did you read what I gave you?”
“Uh, Yeah.”
She was being kind of shy and I was totally tongue tied, but we were trying to be totally ordinary, which was already not the case because we were talking to each other in the hall which we never did. She held her books down in front of her, standing with her feet apart turning her hips back and forth in front of me as I just looked at her legs and tried to think of something to say.
She kept looking at me, a sly smile on her lips, “We can watch TV then? Like I said?”
I just said, “Yeah.”
She smiled, “Ok then,” and started to walk away.
I went up behind her and whispered, “Is it true.”
“Huh?”
“What the note said?”
She just smiled and turned her head and walked away, her hips swaying lightly. Do they always do that?
Damn. I had a total woody again.
**********
We were in the basement. It was Friday today and we could hang out in the basement on Fridays until midnight or go out. We rented a bunch of videos (all approved by dad of course). We went downstairs after supper and I sat right next to Julie, after we started the first movie. I was eyeing the red skirt, her body, her breasts.
She looked at me and then pointing said, “Sit over there.”
I was forlorn, and she added, “I mean, not yet silly. It’s 8:00 THEY’RE still up there.”
And so we lounged and watched our first movie. I don’t think that I had retained a single story of the entire show. I kept glancing over at Julie who was sitting on the sofa with her legs curled beneath her the way she does, but now with her skirt up around her legs - and with what she told me - I was watching her soft creamy legs and her top stretching tight across her breasts. She was holding a pillow at her front, her head leaning against a cushion. She was noticing how I looked at her tonight, and I sensed a sort of satisfaction. Of her being watched, of me thinking she was pretty.
At about 10:30 she came over and sat next to me.
“Next movie is kind of scary. Can I sit next to you?” She looked up the stairs, twisting herself and leaning forward in front of me to do so.
I looked down her top again - no bra! Oh my God. I laughed. She looked at me, “Whaaat?”
“When did you do that?” As I oogled down her chest.
She smiled and fell back on the sofa, “Don’t be so bad.” Then a pause followed by, “When we got popcorn.”
Then I looked at her skirt, and asked again, “Is it true?”
She settled comfortably on the sofa, laying her head back on the cushion relaxed with her arms by her side, legs parted lightly, and a very vacant stare on her face looking my way. “Why don't you Check.”
She just sat there, didn’t move.
I paused for a awhile. We watched the movie. Did she say what I thought she did? I just kept looking at her, but she was just watching the movie, not moving at all. Occasionally putting a little popcorn in her mouth.
Finally, I lay my hand on her leg, just as I had at the computer the other day. I slid a little closer. She did not react at all, but was letting me sit close and lay my hand right on her thigh. I was right next to her and could feel the heat coming off her body. She smelled so good, and I could feel her fine hairs brushing against my shoulder and arm. I started to stroke her leg and let my fingers slide beneath the edge of her skirt.
No reaction, she was just sitting there, perfectly still, watching the movie. I know she could feel what I was doing. I kept stroking and sliding my hand on her thigh, including up under her skirt and back down to her knee. I could literally feel her thighs getting warmer and warmer as I let my fingers reach higher under her skirt and in between her legs. She was letting me do whatever I wanted. So I kept reaching . . . higher . . . Until . . . I brushed into her hair, curly, thin hairs. It was true! I traced my finger across the top outline of her pussy as I was watching her and let my fingers fall right between her legs. It was damp. She was breathing in hard now and I could see her heart beating.



I cupped my hand right over her - over her pussy - and let my fingers curl down between her legs. Soft curly hair splaying up between my fingers, and it folded in at the middle. I rubbed my fingers up and down between her legs and she opened her legs wider, pushed her hips up into my hand as she slid herself lower on the couch. I felt my fingers slipping between the folds of skin and she was wet! I kept pressing until it was all soft wet skin and I could slide my fingers easily up and down through her middle.
She looked at me briefly, smiled lightly acknowledging what I was doing, and then turned back to the movie. Her cheeks were bright red. Her dress was fallen down around her legs, looking almost ordinary except for where it rose up and around where my hand was reaching under her skirt. The light was low.
I let my fingers slip through her center, down then back up again until my whole hand was wet, slippery. She was staying completely still except that her legs were extending ever so slightly wider on the couch and she had put her one hand on my thigh brushing her fingers across my leg.
I whispered to her, “Can I see too?”
She said quietly, “Just keep doing that a little longer. It feels nice.”
I complied and rubbed her softly between her legs, letting my fingers slide along her wet pussy, up and down. I was turning the folds of skin in my fingers, exploring her with my hand. Letting my finger push just inside of her vagina which was creamy wet. And Rubbing all the way up to her belly beneath her skirt. She was letting me do anything I wanted.
And she also was letting her hand raise up so that it was now laying right on my penis which was as hard as it had ever been in my life. She opened her eyes looking down at my lap and moved her hand directly onto my penis. Then began to wrap her fingers around my cock, feeling along its length, tracing around its edges. So that’s how we sat there in the low light ‘watching’ our movie.
“Let me, uh, can I see now,” I whispered again as I started to lift her skirt up.
She looked at me without answering. And she turned herself so she was laying on her back on the couch, head resting against the end cushion; and I raised up her skirt slowly up her thighs. Until it was up around her waist and I was looking at a naked pussy. Hers was light light brown, a thin strip of hair running up the middle from her pussy. A very thin downy line of hair continuing upward toward her abdomen, but none on either side of her pussy lips, bare skin. Her puss was shiny wet, and a pink line ran down the center where I had been rubbing her. I stroked her absently, touching her as I stared down between her legs. I had never been so aroused.
She sat herself up again and reached with her hands to unbuckle my pants. I was letting her but then put my hand down on hers, “what if mom or dad come down here to check on us.” She looked up the stairs.
“Go get your robe. What time is it?” She said to me, sitting upright now with her skirt still up around her waist and her legs splayed open in front of me.
“11:00" I answered. She paused.
“Here, wait a sec,” and she reached into my jeans through the top, as she had already unsnapped and unzipped them.
I just let her. She reached her hands under my underwear and wrapped her fingers around my penis. It was wet at the end too? She held me and stroked me, wrapped her little hand around my balls as best she could, tugging my jeans down in the process. I just sat back and let her. Feeling her hand sliding along my penis was really getting me aroused and I was moving my hips so my penis was sliding in her hands. Plus, her skirt was still hiked up around her waist and I could still look straight at her pussy from where I was sitting. She was spreading my wetness around and sliding her hand up and down the shaft of my penis in a steady motion.
I just said, “Keep doing that!”
And she did, and I was so aroused that I felt myself start coming after a little while of her steady motions on me, and suddenly was spraying come all up onto my shirt and even just a few drops on her leg. She laughed. I had white lines of come all up my shirt, up to my collar.
My eyes got wide, “Oh my God! Shit.”
She was laughing, “Look at you!”
“What’ll we do?”
She leaned back away from me, sitting there with my penis sticking out of my pants. She was still laughing, “I’ll wash it.” (Julie washed all her own clothes).
Just then, we heard mom at the top of the stairs, “It’s almost Midnight. Wrap things up and come to bed.”
My eyes were wide as saucers as I heard moms voice, I looked at Julie.
Julie lay there laughing, pulling her skirt down around her legs, “Ok, mom.”
**************
Next day looked totally normal, like every other day. We went downstairs got breakfast and filled our backpacks - but nothing ‘felt’ normal anymore. We were glancing at one another smiling at each other, acknowledging that Friday night before with our eyes. This had to be our secret, and we knew that.
We both left notes in each others backpacks:
J I had a lot of fun Friday Hope you did too I can’t believe it happened! Hope you hid my shirt good Until Next Time J
J U felt so good I never done THAT before either U are the first Love J
When I got home, Julie was sitting in my room with another note. She handed it to me and then went into the hall.
J I want to have an orgasm too I can show you how if you want me to Looks like I already know how with U Next Time? How About Wednesday?? Love J
I sat and read the note over and over. ‘I can show you how. . .’ Wednesday was in two days, and it was the night that my parents had bible study. They were gone for only two hours. We would have two hours.
Our days were pretty normal, and we passed just a few more notes before Wednesday. Things like:
I’M OUTGROWING MY BRA AGAIN WHAT SHOULD I GET?? LOL
And:
I KEEP REMEMBERING THE OTHER NIGHT
And:
DON’T WEAR ANYTHING UNDERNEATH TOMORROW IN GEOGRAPHY IF YOU AREN’T THEN WEAR YOUR FLOWER SUMMER DRESS
To which she replied:
OMG JASON! I CAN NOT BELIEVE YOU WROTE THAT!
(But she complied!)
Wednesday arrived and our parents left. We had about two and a half hours - two hours to be safe. The nervousness between us when the front door closed was palpable.
“Lets put our robes on,” was Julies idea. “Then I can come into your room.”
We rushed to our rooms. I was pulling my clothes off and then decided to arrange them so I could put them on as fast as possible. I wanted as much time as possible. I sat expectantly on the edge of my bed, waiting. It seemed like forever.
What was taking her so long?
She came into my room wearing her green baby doll robe, it was a shiny silky fabric. I could tell she had on nothing else. I could see her bare legs and down between her breasts because she had it tied off low. I just had a blue plaid flannel robe.
She sat on the bed next to me saying, “ok,” and started to untie herself. I followed her evenly.
“Just a sec,” I jumped up, she froze in place, and I turned off the ceiling light and then turned on one of the smaller lamps.
We opened our robes and sort of exposed ourselves to one another at the same time.
I was examining her now and in a matter of fact tone said, “I think your breasts are getting bigger,” and I reached my hand out to touch them. She leaned her breast into my hand letting her robe slide down her shoulders.
"You think so?"
We let our robes fall down around us and then threw them onto the floor, and she lay back on the bed. I was running my hand up and down her front from her tummy up and across her breasts, touching her puffy nipples.
She took my hand, and guided it lower, “Here. Ok. Let me show you something.”
She was guiding my hand between her legs, she was lifting and opening her knees as she held herself up on her elbows holding my hand. I positioned myself between her legs and let my fingers press into her pussy where she was guiding, looking at her naked body the whole time. She was totally opening her legs up to me. I was already so hard it hurt. She was wet again!
“Slide your fingers up and down like this. Feel that. Up...Up. There! That’s my clitoris. You rub circles, like this, around it. Harder, Yeah. Like that. Then slide up and down and keep on doing that.”
She put her head back into the pillow, relaxed into the bed and closed her eyes.
I complied with my hand down between her open legs. She was rocking her hips against my hand lightly. “Now Feel, lower, lower . . .” she continued. “There, now press - IN. Yeah!”
I was pressing my fingers up inside of her. Her vagina. It was soft and rough at the same time.
I heard her go, “Mmmmmmmmm” as she arched her back. “Keep doing that.”
So I did, and she started to breath harder and press harder into my hand with both hands wrapped round mine pushing me down into her, squirming her body around on the bed. I was rubbing her faster and faster, until her hips were rocking against my hand in a rythem to my motions - basically showing me what to do with her whole body. When suddenly she was breathing fast, and panting, “Ohhh, Ohhh . . . I think I’m coming. Oh my God! So . . . Good.” And she had these wonderful breathy, “Keep doing it. Your making me come. . . . Oh . . . Mmmmmmm, I love you!” She was arching her back and pressing her puss hard into my hand, I had my finger up inside her and could feel her puss quivering on my hand, her hips bucking, spasming with her orgasm.
And she fell back onto the bed, smiling and looking at me totally comfortable and natural, both of us there completely naked in front of each other. Her eyes were on fire and she was lifting herself onto her elbows again. Her hair was disheveled around her shoulders, she was smiling, her legs still apart around me when she pulled me toward her. Skin to skin.
“Here come here,” and she laid me on the bed now beside her. “I have a friend who told me about this.”
And without any warning she bent her head low and wrapped her whole mouth around my penis. I had always wanted a girl to do this. It felt so good. I was pressing my penis so it slid in and out of her mouth. It was amazing to look down and see her red lips wrapped around my penis, letting herself rock back and forth on me as I pressed my cock back into her throat. She kept a steady pressure and held onto my thighs, until now I could feel myself starting to come!
“Ahhh. Ahhh. . . “
And I started spraying into her mouth, and when she felt that she pulled her mouth away, but it kept spraying and went all up and down the front of her. She was a mess. I came so much.
She looked at herself and just said, “Oh, I couldn’t swallow it all.”
Her lips were bright red and I took my robe and started to wipe her off. I would never be able to look at her mouth, with those red red lips, the same way ever again. I had come in her mouth!
Even though I had just come I was still hard. So we laid back down next to each other and kept massaging and touching and rubbing each other, exploring, letting our skin slide together. She kept wrapping her hand around my penis and touching, rubbing and pulling on it. It felt so good being together like this.
She cooed to me playfully, “Kiss me.”
I leaned in to her and kissed her mouth. She wrapped her arms around my waist and I could feel my penis touching her belly. We wrapped our legs around each other. We kept kissing like that when she said, “Open your mouth, kiss me like a boy would.”
I did and we let our tongues slide along our teeth and I was getting so aroused again, we pressed so tight together, I let my leg go up over her legs and started to roll on top of her. Her eyes got so wide as she looked up at me pinning her down on the bed with my weight. I let my cock fall down between her legs and let it touch her pussy as I kept kissing and tonguing her. We stopped kissing and both looked down between us as I let my cock slide up and down through her pink middle like my fingers had.
She looked at the clock. “We only have about twenty minutes Jason!” She knew what I was thinking.
“I just want to feel myself inside you.”
She looked at the clock again, “Just a little minute. Then pull out right away!” Her eyes were wide as she stared up at me.
I pressed slowly and felt myself slide right inside of her - god she was wet!
She laid there perfectly still holding my arms, but then she was grabbing me with her nails, “Oh, Wait! It hurts, it hurts. Ow. Ow. Ow. Hold it. Don’t move!”
But I was so aroused that I kept pressing a little harder. I wanted to be deep inside her and felt something give way and then slid so I was all the way, deep inside.
“Ow ow ow. Don’t move Jason, hold it. Hold on.“
I held myself up, she was pushing against my chest like she was holding me in place. Our legs were tangled together and I stayed buried in her puss, we were hip to hip, and I held as still as I could with her vagina pressing all around my cock. Her face was mottled, her lips red, open. I could see her white teeth. She was watching me, and then down between our legs. You could see her little bush rise up from where we were pressed together. And we waited. Not moving, just her arms pushing up on my chest for that little moment as we tried to hold still. One of the most amazing moments of my life. Like the center of a storm.
I loved the way she looked with her hair wrapped all around her head, pressed down into the bed. Her beautiful eyes staring up at me. I kissed her again and she melted into me.
Then she said, “ok. Ok. But SLOW. Move out a little, yeah. Now. . ." and she was wrapping her hands around my hips and pulling me back toward her. "Yeah. Better." She was sliding her hips now, letting me slide deeply inside again. So I rose and fell on her body, as she lay with her legs open and hands pressing on my chest. We were all liquid against each other, sweat and hair, kisses and skin. Rising and falling together, filling ourselves with the other. I never felt such desire. We were one.
She hugged me to herself, kissed me and then said, "We have to stop now. Ok? Slide out.” And I did.
I laid beside her. There was a little blood on my penis, blood on the bedspread.
“What did I do?”
“Oh. Ow.” She was sitting herself up on her elbows again looking down at her bush.
“I think you just busted my cherry Jason!”
“I’m sorry.”
She lay on her back, laughed and smiled at me. Glowing, “A little late for that!" She was cupping her puss with her hand. "It’s ok. It's fine. Hey Jason, you’re my first. Again.”
But then I was like, “We have got to clean up. They’ll be here soon.”
Time was up! It was to the two hour mark, we had only a little longer. We threw everything into my closet (for Julie to wash later) including the bedspread, running around the room both of us naked.
Then she got this mischievous little grin, “Lets take a shower.”
“Now! We can’t.”
“Look I'm, we're both, a mess, we NEED to clean up.” She was standing naked in my room. We smelled of sex. I had to agree.
"Real quick."
************
She took my hand and pulled me into the bathroom, and we turned on the shower and both got in. I was hard again, still totally horny as I was looking at my sisters beautiful ass, her thin waist. I was watching my sister lather herself up and clean between her legs and started to nuzzle up behind her, making it so my penis was pointing up between her legs..
“No. Jason! No! That’s enough now. I’m totally sore. Another time...”
I persisted and she opened her legs a bit and let me slide my penis across her wetness. Then I heard her, “Mmmmm.” And in another moment she cooed, “God, oh that feels so good,” as I wrapped my arms around her at the same time and squeezed her breasts and trailed my hands down to the front of her puss.
Her resistence melted. I guided my penis so that it started to press just inside of her, and she sighed, turned her head so it was right at my ear.
“You’re being so bad. Not very far though. It still hurts a little,” and she gave me a little peck on my cheek.
So I let just my tip inside, then out again so I rested right at the opening, and then pressed back inside just a little bit. We stood there while I pressed inside and then let myself right at the opening again. The water was falling around us and I was kissing her neck as she bent her cheek to me, fucking slowly, carefully again in the shower.
“So good . . .” she whispered in my ear. And she was letting her head drop so that the water was running over her hair and down her back.
I could tell how deep to go because of when she would start to tense up, and I WAS trying to be careful. The pleasure was really rising in her though and I could tell she was really liking it, it was hurting less. She was starting to rock her hips and push against me reaching her hand back and feeling my balls. Until she was pushing against me so hard, trying to get me in as deeply as she could. I had my hands wrapped around her hips pulling her to me, then reaching around and rubbing her clit. She was undulating her hips into my hand and against my cock.
Fucking her from behind like this was tighter around my penis too and I could feel myself starting to come again, I could feel it rising suddenly and then spraying inside of her. I could NOT control myself. I could feel myself spasming as I came, my legs were weak.
She looked back at me, “You’re so bad! Jason, I can feel you coming.”
I let myself slip out of her, still holding her hips.
She turned and faced me with her hands out in the air looking down at her bush again, “Now I’m a mess again.” And she hit me with her open palm lightly. "Pervert!"
And I still felt totally horny, with my soaking wet sister standing facing me.
I said, “Here, let me, I’ll clean you up,” and I soaped my hand and started to rub her pussy again with my open hand and was insinuating my fingers into her. She backed away. And I kept moving toward her and grabbing at her, wrapping my hand around her ass.
She started playfully backing up, play fighting, hitting at me saying “That’s all. . . I. Oh. Oh. . .No!"
I just kept coming closer trying to wrap my arms around her now, struggling a little bit.
She kept getting louder as we wrestled, until she shrieked, "Ahh! Jason! Stop it!”
Just then, we heard it! The front door - fwoomp. Mom and dad at the door!
We stared at each other in a panic. “Shit. Shit. Shit. I told you!” She hissed.
"You wanted to take the shower."
"Well, you wated to fuck me!"
We were both still in the shower.
I jumped out as fast as I could and ran right into my room, closed the door.
For a second, not believing the situation and escaping disaster, I just started to laugh silently. There we were in the shower - together. Having sex in the shower. Our folks in the house. I could not believe what had just happened.
Luckily my clothes were laying in a pile, I had arranged them. I put them on as fast as I could.
Then I started making the bed.
Mom and dad opened the door, looked in. “What are you doing?”
“Making my bed.”
“Take a picture, my boy is growing up.”
“How come your hair is wet? You’re sweating.”
“I was mowing the lawn. Julie was helping with some chores, and she wanted to take a shower and then I will." I was acting as calm as possible.
They looked at me, then around the room, then closed the door.
I just dropped down onto the floor.
*********
A little while later sis popped her head into my room wearing just her yellow nightie. She walked up to me and stood very close without touching me. I could feel her breath as she said, “I need my robe.”
It was laying beside the bed and she reached down and picked it up. She just held it in her hand, and stood before me in her little yellow nightie. I reached my hands up and lay them on her breasts over the nightie. I could feel her nipples tighten and she looked down at my hands, no resistence, pressing lightly against me. I had another erection.



"They're still even sis," I smiled.
She looked back up at me and continued distractedly - my hands still playing, squeezing her breasts - “Well . . . uh. . . Mmmm, that's nice." Before she lay her hands on mine and pulled them down to my side, brushed my cock over my jeans with her hand and stepped back, "You have to stop it!"
We were both still so aroused. She looked back at the bed, then at me and continued, "Uh . . . Oh, mom told me to tell you that you can use the shower now.” She giggled and turned to leave the room.
As she did though she lifted her nightie from the back, exposing her perfect little ass to me, looking back at me as she did it, “Good Night!”
When I lay down on my bed that night there was a little note with a heart drawn around it on my pillow:
J DAD SAID WE NEED TO STUDY TOMORROW
BUT I WAS THINKING MAYBE LATER TONIGHT IN MY ROOM :) LOVE J
Please write and let me know how you liked the story. I write these stories for your responses. Also please send me any ideas you may have. Thanks for all your wonderful responses so far.
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I was home alone getting ready, and had put on my favorite red dress. It was a first date and I was pretty excited. I hadn’t been on like a real date in a long time. I was in the bathroom putting some of the finishing make up touches on, when I heard the front door open then slam.
Shit. Shit. That would be my father home from the bar. Drunk. I thought I could get out of here before HE came home. I was living with daddy for about a year now because I didn’t make enough to live on my own. Neither of us knew where mom was, she left because of his drinking. It just got worse after she left.
I heard him climbing the stairs and then, there he was, standing at the door to the bathroom. I glanced at him with my hand up to my eyes applying mascara. He was tall, rough - a construction worker. Very handsome but difficult to handle.
“What do you think you’re up to?” I could smell alcohol.
“I have a date.”
“A date. A date? I don’t know about any boys round here. Haven’t SEEN any. Must be under your bed.” He laughed.
He stumbled into the bathroom and brushed roughly past me. I looked over at him, now on the other side of me.
No privacy. He was standing over the toilet and pulling out his cock to pee.
“Can’t you wait.”
“It’s my house.” He looked over at me. “Fuck. Can't a man take a piss when he wants in his own house? Fuck.” He glanced at me and noticed my eyes linger a little long on his cock. He smiled, “Am I man enough for you? Hey, You’re looking pretty damn fine for this DATE.”
Wow! A compliment I thought, and I just turned back to apply my lipstick. Smiling inside. Just ignore him.
Next thing I knew, I could see him standing behind me in the mirror, laying his hands on my back, massaging my neck and shoulders. With dad, this past year has been a life without privacy. He would walk in the bathroom when I was showering, when I was dressing any time night or day. Said whatever was on his mind. Lived any way he thought was right for him alone. Did whatever he . . .
But . . . damn, he gave good shoulder massages, and I was always tense. I could feel the strength of his hands. He pressed into my sore muscles with his thumbs. I sighed lightly.
“Feels nice daddy. Do my neck." I was tipping my head back, letting my hair fall over his hand, "Yeah.”
He rubbed for a little while, when he grunted, “You ain’t wearing no bra.”
“It’s hot out daddy, and this dress supports me fine. You shouldn’t be noticing.”
“Little slut! No bra." He was rubbing me now where my bra straps should be. "Going to put out for this little boy of yours tonight heh?”
“Daddy! Don't call me a slut. It's a first date!” I hated when he called me a slut, just because I am pretty. “I hate when you say that. Be nice.”
His hands moved down my back and right onto my ass. He was squeezing me there wrapping his hand around my hip, “No panties either?” I began to blush.
I was trying to wriggle myself away from him now. “Stop it. I have to get ready.”
I could feel his hands now wrapping around my waist and sliding down over my abdomen, laying his big hand right over my puss, from the front. Shit. Rob would be here any minute.
“Just giving the engine a little practice run. Lucky boy who gets you tonight. . . Wearing nothing under that red dress but . . .” and he squeezed me.
"It's hot. It relaxes me."
"I'll say it's hot," and he was curling his fingers around my puss, and then pulling up on the dress until it was basically lifted up around my waist. I had stuff in my hands and couldn’t exactly move away from him. He was pressing me against the counter. I needed to be diplomatic.
“Daddy, I don’t have any time. Rob is going to be here any minute.” I was swinging my hips now trying to shake him loose, but could feel his whole hand cupping my bare pussy from behind right between my legs. I could feel his fingers brushing over my bush, massaging my cunny with his open palm, opening my pussy right up. I was already so wet.

And his touch was lightening now, delicate as he was insinuating his fingers into my pussy lips, his middle finger pressing deep into me from behind. I could feel myself let out a low moan as his fingers were sliding inside me in this perfect rythem. He knew my body - said it was just like moms.
"Mmmmmm.” I couldn’t help myself.
“Mmmm, my little slut is already wet.”
I hated when he did this, but I was so horny and he knew it. I was so busy and didn’t get out much, it drove me crazy and I was this little cat in heat. I was so aroused now, my hips began to undulate back against him.
"Dad! You have to stop. . . Stop it now! We don’t . . .have . . .” I could feel myself sliding my legs apart and drop onto my elbows as I bent over the counter. He found my clit and had the perfect touch - God he knew my body.
“Ohhh. . . .Stop.” But I didn’t move as I began to grind my puss into his hand.
“Hungry tonight little girl?” I could hear his zipper open and then feel his hard cock pressing between my legs.
“If you’re going to do it, then hurry!” I held myself still for him lifting my ass into the air. My head was down on the counter, my hair hanging around my face as I pressed back against his body. I could see his hand working my puss between my legs. So good . . .
“I love your little pussy sweet. It’s always so tight.” And I could feel him sliding right inside, deep up inside of me filling me.
“Ohhh,” he was so big, and damn I was tight with HIM in me. Oh god it felt so good, and I began to press back against him harder now, undulating my hips rocking myself letting him pump inside and out again. He was holding my breasts, squeezing them roughly as we fucked.
Putting his cheek down by my mouth, I could feel his rough whiskers scratch against my skin as he whispered, “Feel nice. If you won’t put out for your date. . .“ and then he raised me up and really began to fuck me, as I positioned myself for him.
“Oh fuck. Christ. Baby . . . “ he was literally lifting me up off the floor, pumping my whole body up and down on his cock. My clit was sliding along his whole length with the weight of my body.
“Oh Christ daddy. . . Come on. Hurry!”
Just then I heard it, the doorbell downstairs. Rob was at the door.
“Hurry up daddy, come in me. Come on! Just . . .come.”
And I felt his cock quivering and this surge of come, and I was so aroused that as it filled me I could feel my own orgasm rise up over me and I fell down on the counter. “Oh god! I'm coming! Harder. Oh . . .” I was panting, whimpering, crushing my puss into him, losing all sense of where I was, spasming against him.
When I came back around from my orgasm, my knees were up on the counter and my head was laying back on his shoulder with my arms wrapped back around his neck, my hair tangled around my mouth. He was literally holding me up off the ground by his cock, with his arms wrapped lightly around my waist. My dress was barely on my body, we were a tangle of flesh. I could feel the heat between us, the smell of sex.
He was cooing, “I love my little girl.” He was always so sweet just after he came. He was pulling out of me, set me down on the floor again and I pulled my dress back down around my knees. I could barely stand as I looked at myself in the mirror.
I heard the door again.
“Get down there!" I hissed. "Hurry up. Let him in. You’re making me late.”
He smiled at me, “Sorry.”
I continued, "Tell him I'll be, uh, another fifteen minutes." I was absently lifting my dress up and looking down at my wet pussy, exposing myself to him - come running down my legs.
He closed his pants up and with one last look, headed down the stairs.
I heard the door open.
“Is Chrissy here?”
“Uh, yeah son. She is. She’s uh, just getting ready. Told me to tell you another fifteen minutes - You know how girls are - always late.
Please email and let me know what you think. I write these for your responses and thanks for all your wonderful ideas!
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This was the first summer both my sister and I were going to be home from college. I was just over my sophomore year and sis was one year younger finishing her freshman year. The annual tradition was a summer vacation and because we were both home dad was going to resume the tradition.
"What's in the bag?"
"Nothin." She was hiding something.
"For the trip?"
"Maybe." Sara turned, holding the bag behind her back swinging herself back and forth.
"Dad told you where we're going didn't he?"
She smiled, "He might of."
"Tell me. Just tell me." And I turned from my books.
"Do the dishes."
"No." I threw myself back in my seat. "I can just wait for dad." She knew I did NOT want to wait.
"Ok then," shrugging her shoulders, holding her lower lip out, and she started to walk away.
"No. Wait!"
And she turned.
"What?"
"Do the dishes, and I'll do something else for you." She was being sweet and pouty, a great skill she had developed.
I just looked at her.
She continued in a sing song voice, "If I do it, you'll know where we are going."
"Ok. Ok. Dishes," I said.
And she ran out of the room.
I yelled after her. "You didn't tell me!"
All I heard was "WAIT!"
After about fifteen minutes, I had started reading my book again, She came back out.
"It's . . ." I stared at her, " . . . a bathing suit!" And she put her hands to her hips, turned to the side, head tilted so her hair hung over one shoulder, smiling at me.
"Ta Da!"
My twenty year old sister was modeling her new swim suit for me. It was very Red, and very very Small. There were just strings at the sides, little ties at each hip bone. The bottoms were the smallest little triangle, and when she turned, no more than an inch covering her backside. I could see the whole curve of her ass. I took in her narrow waist, the muscles of her shoulders, the curve of her hips, the flat of her tummy centered with a little tear drop navel, narrowing to a little space between her long legs. I loved the look of red against her soft white skin, her long dark hair tusseled and falling about her face, red lips, white teeth smiling at me. In that moment, that image of her was permanently etched in my brain.
When did she start looking so hot!
I sat up in my chair, staring. Oogling more like. I could not stop looking at her.
She smiled and faced me, then turning, looking over her shoulder trying to see her ass.
"Well??" Hands on her hips now.
"I like it."
"Does it look like it fits?"
"I like it," was all I could say.
She jumped a little. Excitedly. I could see her breasts tugging at the small fabric with each bounce, the soft swells of flesh at the edges. Her legs were apart, Shit I could see the mound of her pussy. I could see whispy hairs peeking from under her bottoms.
She looked down her front following my eyes and I saw her blush and pull her legs together quickly, and turn her hip to me.
"Sorry, I needed to shave." Turning from me now, but giving me a perfect view of her ass as she did. She looked back again, embarassment in her eyes, I could tell. But enjoying my reaction.
And then as suddenly as she arrived, ran out of the room yelling, "Dishes!"
"We're going to Florida," I yelled after her. "Where?"
"Daytona! And we're driving."
"Driving??"
I didn't hear that right.
********
How it ever happened is beyond me, a curiosity and compulsion that rocked my world. I do know where it started. That simple car trip, three weeks one summer my sister and I together with our parents on our first summer where we were both home after college. We'd never driven for a vacation before, and in the interest of saving money dad decided that we would 'hoof it.' We didn't object.
The plan was that at each hotel, we would reserve two rooms one with a double bed for mom and dad, and another with two double beds for sis and myself. I remember this seeming just a little weird but really it was no big deal, that wasn't it. Though, the first night had its moments since we watched TV on the one bed, Sara in her long T shirt and myself in a pair of boxers.
I asked, "Where's that bathing suit?"
She responded with her mouth full of food, "In my bag." She looked sideways at me and smiled, crinkling her nose at me.
"Have you tried it on, since . . ."
She finished my sentence, ". . .I showed you. No."
"Mmmm." I kept watching the TV. It felt just a little warm in there.
The evening of the second day driving we were somewhere in Missouri, an unbelievable hot muggy day, and we had to stop earlier than planned due to the car 'acting up' a little. The hotel had only one room, with two double beds. So this night it would be mom and dad in one bed, and sis and I in the other. The room was small, and there were four of us sweaty, red and hot.
The cars cooling system was not working properly so dad, in an effort to save the engine, not only had to turn off the air conditioning, but he had to blast the heat into the car. It was 100 degrees with the heater going. While we sat in the back seat sweating buckets, my sister and I were so uncomfortable we could barely stand it. Our legs were sticking to the seat. Whenever we stopped the air would still in the car, heat blasting us, it was suffocating. And I could smell Sara, her body's scent was sweet, better than I had ever remembered for whatever reason. I could feel myself getting slightly aroused even just from the smell of her. Like cinnamon dust, fleshy and earthy, wet, the occasional smell of sex.
I would look over at her shining neck and know that my finger could slide along its lubricated surface, down past her collar bone, drops of moisture running down into her top, between her breasts. She had a half top on, and I could see her shining stomach, wet with sweat, lines of sweat running into her tight faded jean shorts, buttons at the fly. No bra. Her face was flushed, lips swollen, red from the heat. She sat with one leg up, her knee sticking to the back of the seat. I would glance over looking at the crotch of her shorts. . .at her thighs, her shining legs . . . her bare feet, painted toes.
I'd close my eyes, slide myself away to the half open window, press my head to the glass. Let the air tossel my hair, feeling the beat of my heart.
The 'thing' happened that day.
***************
Because of the car, we did not reach our destination, had to stop, still 400 miles short that day, and arrived at a hotel for which we had no reservation. This was great, just great. We had passed two other hotels because they were full. When dad came out, he was smiling.
"Good News! They have a room, but just one. It has two double beds. Looks like you two need to share."
"No big deal." I shrugged. She glanced at me.
She just said, "Is it air conditioned?"
That night Sara wore the same long T shirt, I the same pair of grey boxers. We were all showered now, exhausted but clean, scented, air conditioned and laying on 'our' bed. The covers were still in place, and I was stealing glances, first at my parents, and then my sister. We were tired, bone tired, but I could feel my heart race slightly as we pulled back the sheets and from each side of the bed slid in. As the blanket pulled up over Sara's hips I could see her T ride up slightly, giving me a brief glimpse of her thighs and the soft curve of her ass. The warmth of the bed increased, I could feel the heat emanating from her side, the smell of her washed hair, and I placed my nose beneath the sheets - her scent again. I was happy, this was wonderful. It would never happen again.
We turned the lights out and I lay awake for the longest time, my eyes felt like they were glowing. Each time she shifted I could feel the bounce of the mattress. When she lay on her side away from me I could feel the sheets move away from me, and would lightly pull them back my way, feeling her shift lightly as I tugged. After awhile, stillness, I could tell she was asleep. The sound of her soft breath. Gradually, slowly I drifted off.
I felt her arm against me and woke immediately, and without moving turned my head to look at the clock, it was 3 AM. Her shoulder was pressed against me and she was laying now on her back. There was a light outside the window shining into the room and I could look over at her in the blue light and see the features of her face. Her hair was thrown up around the pillow, her lips pressed lightly together. Her small nose flaring lightly with each breath. Her head was inclined toward me, and I was no more than a few inches from her mouth, could feel her hair touching my face. Our shoulders were pressed together and I kept my hands on my stomach. The mattress was old and curved in at the middle and probably accounted for our positioning, for I was also not at my edge of the bed. I could have easily slid back over to my side, yet I remained.
The more I thought about where I was, where we were, my heart began racing again. I could feel her exhale against my cheek, the warmth of her. And that smell! I turned myself so that my shoulder was now slightly lower than hers and I was just facing her, not on my side but tilted. And I lay my right hand upon her stomach right over her T shirt, let it rest at the center of her tummy right between her navel and her ribs, just feeling the rise and fall of her breathing. She shifted only slightly at my touch, and I could feel her hairs brushing my ear as she nuzzled lightly against me.
What was I even thinking? Why did I do that? Even just to lay my hand upon her. I was listening to her breath and feeling it at the same time, smelling her soft hair, sensing her warmth, the weight of her shoulder on me. It was so soft and sensual. Simple and silent in the bluish dark room. I had never imagined my sister in an erotic or sensual or sexual way, and now touching her lightly, letting my fingers press down into her abdomen, it was all I could feel. I was suffused with a feeling of pure pleasure.
I was drifting off to sleep again.
I woke about two hours later, and realized my right hand was still on her tummy, the same spot. But then realizing that it was no longer on top of her T shirt, but laying upon her bare skin. I had no idea how the T had ridden up. She had her right arm up over her head and was still on her back, still leaning against me to my left. The room was totally silent, and I simply lay there taking in where I was with every sense I possessed.
As I lay motionless however, I began to move my fingers lightly along her downy soft skin, up and down then the smallest of circles, feeling the light hairs across her middle, and I reached to her left side, letting my fingers curl around her ribs, almost holding her to me, pressing my palm into her. At that moment, she took a deep breath and as she exhaled, took my hand in hers and lifted me off, lay my hand back down beside her. I froze, looking at her. What did she think? I held my breath. It was an accident, I feigned sleep, but after another moment she didn't move, she was still sleeping. Her breathing hadn't even changed. The other thing I noticed was that the blanket had been kicked off and we were only covered by a thin white sheet. I could feel that her top was pulled up all the way to just under her breasts, by the bunched up fabric that pressed against me at my side.
And she was still holding my hand, lightly, our fingers intertwined, and I really liked the way it felt. We never had held hands before. I had one other realization. My cock was hard, its tip pressed out the top of my boxers and I could feel myself dripping onto my abdomen. My sisters hand holding mine was right at the side of my hip and because I was turned lightly toward her, the tip of my cock was precariously close to her hand. I lay back a little flatter still holding her hand. I was picturing her beneath the fabric, her soft exposed skin, picturing her hips, her panties, her body right next to mine. The intimacy of our evening, utterly unrepeatable. This would never happen again and I wanted to see her.
So, ever so carefully, I tipped my head under the sheet scootching myself down the bed. The light shined readily through the thin fabric and under the blue light, further shaded by the cotton sheet I could see the soft swell of her tummy, her concave abdomen, her hip bone and the thin fabric - her panties! White, glowing in the low light. I turned slightly for a better view, scrunching just a little lower. Her breathing even, rising and falling. I could see the start of the rise of her breasts, the fabric of the T shirt risen just slightly showing the edges of her breasts, bare skin. I could see where we were holding hands and the tip of my cock poking out the top of my boxers not three inches from her bare thighs. She was so beautiful. It was so warm and the scent of her body enveloped me, the sound of her breathing the rise and fall of her stomach seemed magnified.
I let go her hand and lay my hand once more on her tummy, a little lower this time, covering her abdomen just below her navel. Her breathing was still smooth, slow, rising and falling, still warm, the soft hairs. I could feel the soft downy hairs, coursening lightly to the edge of her panties. My figner tips rubbing the soft white cotton edge.
I felt her hand again take mine, and again lift me off of her and set it back down at her side. I froze, unmoving, holding my breath under the sheet. She squeezed my hand lightly, wrapped her fingers around mine. Her breathing changed slightly. I could not move, hidden under the sheet, such a fool . . . she had to know.
Next moment . . . she let go my hand and . . .
The sheet lifted and I started, her eyes were on me, she looked directly at me and I could barely catch my breath now and my heart raced. What was I doing? What could I say? She noticed how I had jumped when the sheet rose, my eyes were wide, glowing no doubt in the blue light darkness.
She whispered lazily as she stared at me, "What are you doing?" holding the sheet as a tent over me.
And then in this little hermetically sealed world I had created, of scents and warmth, beneath the sheets of our bed and her exposed body she looked around, saw herself - and realized.
She looked at me, a sort of confused and indecipherable smile. And she said it again with a knowing growl, "What are you doing?"
I just stared pathetically up at her. I was so ashamed. She widened her eyes at me, mimicking my own look, "Get up here." And I lifted myself from beneath the sheet, she letting it fall around us again.
She pulled her T shirt back down around herself, lifted her hips slightly, tugging and moving the T back down around her thighs, and without shifting herself away from me turned her face to me, and simply breathed a very light, "You behave. Go back to sleep."
I mouthed to her, "I'm sorry. I . . ."
She closed her eyes, lazily sighing, "Hmm, I bet you are," as she turned herself away from me tugging the sheet as she turned.
But, then reaching back with her hand, gently took my hand in hers. I wanted to be sure she wasn't mad at me, so I gave her hand a little squeeze, and she gave me the same.
I don't know what came over me just then, I was so happy that she wasn't mad, I began to play with her fingers and sort of rub her palm, feeling the skin between her fingers, and she responded in kind rolling on her back again after a moment. We silently lay there holding hands, fondling one another's fingers until we dozed off to sleep once more.
The next day was going to be one of sitting around and waiting, and Sara woke before me, showered and got dressed, and was sitting on a sofa looking at magazines when I walked over in my boxers and sat down.
She looked at by boxers and then me, "Good morning."
"Morning" I said back, uncertain.
No acknowledgment of last night, no accusing stares. I was happy.
A normal day.
That afternoon we were bored and just wanted to get away from our folks, and they agreed to let us explore a little. We found this little park area with benches and an outdoor food court. We sat down at an outdoor table, cars going by in the distance, and ate our burgers and sodas in the heat and dust.
"This is pretty long," Sara yawned and stretched.
"Pretty boring," I replied.
"Oh, I don't mind it when we're driving, I like watching the scenery," she had this tendency of contradicting me.
"Do you know when we get there?"
"Dad said just two more days once we start again."
I looked at her, "He tells you everything!"
"What??" She said in mock surprise.
"He told you WHERE we were going before me."
She smiled and touched her nose, "I asked," and then reached over patting my hand, "Try it sometime, it works wonders."
"Here." I handed her my drink.
She tilted her head back and threw her long hair over her shoulders and settled back in.
"First thing I do when we get there is find the beach, I want SAND between my toes!"
"Ahhh," I said like a sage
"What?"
"Bathing Suit," was all I said, picturing her.
"So? I want sun and water and sand for one whole week. We've already lost a day."
I stared at her.
"What?"
"Nothing. Nothing."
"Come on. It makes me crazy when you do that." She was leaning toward me, sipping from my soda.
"It's only just. When you said that. It's . . . I picture you in that bathing suit."
She paused, remembering her show, then smiled.
I continued, "Laying out in the sand. I can picture it, that's all."
"Yeah well. . ." And she leaned low and forward looking up at me, "You can probably picture a lot after last night."
I went beet red.
Then whispering, "You like looking don't ya!"
"Shhhh," I looked around. "I didn't . . ."
She was smiling, playing with the straw, looking daggers at me.
"It wasn't like that. I didn't SEE anything."
"I Bet! Head under the covers," and she held an imaginary sheet over her head and looking down over her body. "Nope. Nothing!" And she put her hands back down.
I looked around. No one noticing.
There was silence.
She tipped her head down lower, let the edges of her dark hair touch the table top all around.
"What are you doing?" I asked.
"Blocking the light. Trying to see if I can get it to where it was and see what you saw. There!"
"Stop it!" I looked around again.
And talking down into the table, "Hmm. I think you saw quite a bit," before she tipped her head back up, with an air. "And Hey! She swatted toward me, "How did my nightshirt get up so high?"
"Shh. Shhh," and I was ready to get up now. People could hear. I was bright red. So embarrassed. I did not think this would ever come up today.
"I didn't have. I had nothing to do with THAT. I swear."
She seemed to sense going to far just then, and in as disarming a voice as possible, "I was just kidding. It was, no big . . ."
I was just staring down at the table now. Ashamed. She knew it.
She softened her voice further. "Jason. It's no big . . .Jason. Jason! Look at me."
I looked up.
"Listen. Truth. I sorta liked . . .you know, holding your hand. Having you there. It was nice. I haven't held anybody's hand in a long time."
"Yeah, well, I'm your brother."
She shrugged. "It's just hands, And . . ." for a moment her eyes twinkled as she was lifting her hands to look under the imaginary sheet, glancing down and then back at me.
I moved to get up.
"Oh, I won't go there. Sit." She shifted in her seat and leaned to me again, "Come on Ok? It was ok. It's just holding hands. I haven't . . . I haven't done a lot of things in quite awhile. . ."
"What? What do you mean?"
" . . . Probably why I liked it."
I looked up at her.
"You know -- THINGS!"
"Thing?"
"Oh God. Boys!" Her eyes got big, "That I held hands with boys. Boys. THINGS! With boys. . . Forget it."



Then I pressed further, "When have you last . . . held hands with a boy?"
She laughed, "Last night -- you!"
"I'm your brother."
She shrugged, "You asked."
"When's. . . the last time you been kissed."
A twinkle in her eye, turning her head at the other tables and back again, she licked her lips and smiled. Put her chin up, "I kissed Sue Niels last week."
"What?!" The surprise in my voice took her back. "You're kidding . . ."
She glared at me. "I should NOT have said that. You have to swear. Never. . ."
I nodded, "Wow!"
"Swear!"
"I swear," I liked where this was going just then. "What did you . . .?" I was still nodding my head
"We were just practicing. It was stupid."
"With tongues?" I whispered. By her look I got my answer. Now it was Sara who was blushing crimson.
There was a pause. She pressed and pulled the straw out of the lid of the cup. She continued, "You meant, kissed a boy." Began thinking, "A boy. . . That would be. That would be Jack."
"When?"
"He took me to a movie, he kissed me . . ."
"That's it?"
"Pretty much. He was lame." She stretched, and shifted, "I didn't like him much, anyway." And she looked around, leaning in close to me.
I tried to press further, "Have you? Uh . . ."
"What?" Her head tilted to the side.
I tried to continue, "Have you, ummm," her eyes were playful. "You know. . ."
"Say it!"
"Been, with a guy."
"Been?"
"Yeah, uh, you know. The last time."
"When did you become the Church Lady. God, Jason. I do not believe we are having this conversation." But she continued to sit there, leaning close to me with her hands laying flat on the table.
Silence.
"Sex." She said the word almost as if to herself. "It's been two years." She said lifting her brows giving her a surprised look, listening to her own voice and then nodding her head up and down once. "Two fucking years. Not since Prom."
"Prom?!"
She let slip.
I breathed out, "Brad?! Not Brad!! I can't believe . . ."
She looked around. I had said that a little loud. She pointed her finger at me, "Swear that one too!"
I was chuckling. "You hated him. You treated him like shit."
"It was Prom."
"That's your excuse."
"I had a little that night," she lowered her voice, "Ok? He got to be not so bad, uh looking that is." She started to laugh. "God. Actually he WAS that bad." She held her hand over her face. "God, I am so fucking pathetic." She was going on. "Brad, Jack, holding hands -- with you!"
Silence again.
"AND What about you?"
I knew I had to over-share now too. "Well, not since I broke up with Laura."
"Well, that was at about the same time, when I graduated."
"Yeah. Last time was at the end of your party. We snuck upstairs."
"Are you shitting me."
The Third Silence, as we thought back to our respective relationships.
She took a deep breath and then, "So, you thought my bathing suit looked nice huh?"
"Yeah." I smiled.
She looked down at her body again. I know she was thinking about what I saw.
Repeating my answer, "Yeah." She looked right in my eyes, said matter of fact, "The bottoms look a lot like the panties I have on right now."
I was blushing again. I could feel heat rising up my whole body.
"Not the same as last night though. The ones you saw. THESE are a lot smaller," and she smiled wickedly at me.
I remained calm and croaked out. "You looked nice."
"Last night, OR when I modeled for you?"
I paused, "Both times."
She smiled. I saw her blush a little, "You're a good brother."
*********
The next night we were in the exact same place, the exact same situation. The car had to wait for parts, so we could not even travel at all that day. We had lost a day.
This time as I slid under the covers, she readily took my hand. We looked over at our folks who were already dozing off.
I gave her a squeeze, she smiled at me, "Goodnight."
It was our secret.
I woke again at about 3 AM, and my mind immediately drifted to Sara, whom I could hear softly breathing next to me. Was her shirt lifted up again? I was so curious. She was not leaning against me tonight, I let my hand shift over toward her side of the bed, slid lightly to the middle. Touched her over the surface of the sheet and slid my hand softly over her body. The feel of her skin was unmistakable, bare skin beneath the fabric. I let my fingers drift lower, could feel just a string crossing her hip bone. The panties! The smaller pair she had told me about today. My heart was beating fast, I could not seem to catch my breath. I could feel the desire rising in me, I felt hot, already an erection pressing against my waistband as I tucked my arms beneath the sheet, and turning myself to her traced my hand lightly along her side, bare skin. What was I doing?
Her top was lifted all the way up to her breasts again. I lay my hand at her tummy, then sliding my hand down her abdomen I could feel the smallest of panties scooped low, tufts of hair right at the elastic. I lay my palm down on her abdomen again, and began to draw small soft circles on her skin, felt for her hip bone and traced its edge around her side and back again, just touching along the edge of her panties, feeling the thin string open to a small patch of fabric, felt the curve of her ass. Damn. She was right, and I rose my hand back up to her belly again, just below her navel. When, she took my hand in hers and lifting it off - back to her side.
When I glanced at her face, her eyes were open, she was still half asleep. She smiled at me lightly, whispering, "Our parents are right over there."
But she still held my hand in hers, and I played with her fingers again. We let our hands slide along one another, rhythmically stroking our hands together. I let my fingers trace the center of her palm and up her wrist. We were holding hands just like last night, my right hand and her left hand. We were inclined toward one another, both with our arms reaching across ourselves to the other. She let me stroke her hands, responding to my caresses, holding her palms up for me when I stroked her there, curling her fingers for me, yielding each finger as I touched, just laying there with her head above the sheets, eyes closed. She was falling asleep again.
"Mmmm," she was content.
I kept on touching her, stroking her wrists, tracing her arm to the elbow which crossed the center of her chest, between her breasts. Tracing my finger along her arms, across her collarbone and down her arm again, watching her lift her chin as I touched her there. I remembered that she slept with no bra. I could see her nipples through the T shirt beneath the sheet. I was feeling so close to her and for reasons I do not understand, other than it FELT right at the time, I let my hand which was tracing the path of her arm, drop onto her T shirt, onto the swell of her breast and opening my hand, squeezed my palms around her sweet soft breast. Squeezing her softly. I could just feel her nipple tighten beneath the fabric, pressing into my palm. Her eyes got wide, and I know she wanted to make a quick and sudden movement, perhaps get away. Perhaps say something. But wanting to maintain the silence, the stillness of the room, her only response was a widening of her eyes and a light stiffening along her length. But she did not move, she did not say anything.
For the littlest while longer, she did not move away from me, but while laying there and while letting me press and massage her soft round breasts through her T shirt, she was wide-eyed staring at me, and mouthing, "What are you . . .?"
I just mouthed back, "It feels nice."
"Hmmm, Stop." she whispered without moving.
And just as she began to move her hand toward mine, to 'move it away' I just let my hand settle back down onto her bare tummy as she lay her hand on top of mine. I didn't move then. Nor did she. I didn't look at her anymore. Just closed my eyes, feigning sleep. You could see my heart beating on the sheet which was pulled lightly across my chest, my arm reaching toward her, laying still once more on her tummy beneath, rising and falling to her rapid breaths.
And again we fell asleep like that. My hand, palm directly above her navel and her hand on mine. When I next woke, I could feel her hand on the back of mine, which was still laying on the bare skin of her tummy. She was stroking the length of my hand. I did not open my eyes. Tried to keep my breathing the same. It was so nice, felt so wonderful and warm. I desired her with every fiber of my being, I loved laying next to her, her smell, the warmth of her body, the feel of her hair. I loved holding hands in this silent room. It was no words, just touch, our senses together in the darkness, this odd blue light that filled the room.
I began to trace small circles on her tummy once again. I felt her pause with her hand on mine again holding me to herself. I know she was looking at me just then but I didn't open my eyes. I was Sleeping. As the circling touch of my fingers grew larger she lifted her hand away and let my strokes grow larger on her bare skin. I wanted this to continue, to go all night if it could, last until it could not any more. I stroked her warmth across the softness of her center, beneath her ribs, within her hip bones, pressing and kneading, caressing. She lay still, inclining herself slightly toward me. I traced the line of her panties feeling them dip low between her hips, the top of which was at the very line of her pussy mound, I could even just feel the rise of her mound right at her inner thigh. I could feel the soft hairs below her navel, coursening to pubic hairs splayed above the panty line. And then back up to her navel again, drawing an odd little circle there, and tracing a line along her rib cage. I could feel her breath quicken. I did not look at her, but I knew she was awake, enjoying this as I was. I creased my eyes open, trying to see if her face was turned toward mine. But her eyes were also closed. We were sleeping.
Curiosity rose in me once more, or desire. I let my hand drift higher this time, above the edge of her ribs, along the sternum, and tipping my fingers under her nightshirt, risen up to just below her breasts, and began to trace the edges of her breasts, never rising beyond the soft beginnings of flesh, the foothills to her stiff little nipples. I could feel her heart beating madly, feel the heat which was rising off her body now. If the room were cooler she would be steaming. And then let my hand fall once again, down around her navel, laying my open hand across the plate of her hip, pressing down on her concave abdomen, and tracing, slipping down along the panty line. She was trembling, and I could hear her ragged breathing. Her eyes closed, she had let me, the allowance which had taken me this far. Why? I didn't know. Sharing this secret between us.
And again, curiosity, her yielding, the feel of her body. I let my trembling hand cross right over her panties, tracing the thin fabric, running my fingers over that thin cotton triangle, touching, pressing the down on that mound between her thighs, held lightly together. I could feel the tangle of trimmed hair beneath, and I pressed my fingers onto the mound a little harder, massaging into the top beginnings of her pussy, feeling her opening to my touch, holding my finger tips likely just above my sisters clitoris, only the thin fabric separating my fingers from her. That center of her erotic soul.
And I heard it, the faintest little "Mmmm," a lite growl. The little girl unable to control her senses. Felling into me. Letting me. Surrendering, if only a little. And I traced the fabric along her thigh, teasing, testing, the tips of my fingers sliding just beneath the edge of her panties, following the thin seam of fabric, laying my hand flat across her thighs and ever so lightly reaching in, into her panties. Feeling the bare skin of her abdomen, the mound of her pussy, that little patch of trimmed hair, touching bare skin to hair covered skin. Then sliding my fingers between her legs, touching directly over her bare puss, the folds of flesh, that line, just the other side of which would be wet. I knew because when I had briefly pulled my hand out and traced back along the fabric, pressing my hand still further between her legs, could feel the wetness on her panties.
Then laying my hand flat upon her abdomen glided softly lower and once more slipping beneath that fabric triangle, the tangles of hair rising through my fingers. To feel just once, her wetness. Curiosity, desire, and now obsession. Feeling her sex, feeling her open, her legs opening slightly to my touch. Her yielding. How far could I go? I pressed my fingers more firmly, plying and pressing her open until a wet ridge met my fingers tip, her opening was like a bursting of fruit. Instead of rubbing I was sliding into her. The juices within building along a dry line and now lubricated through her center, pulling her pussy open, feeling that hardening clit, sliding my finger along her slit, flesh wrapping around, and my finger touched into her pussy, the smell of sex rising. . .
And then . . . I knew that THIS had to end. She took my hand, lightly without opening her eyes, or warning or anything. Just took my hand. Wrapping her small fingers around my own wet fingers, and letting her hand slide along her own juces, letting our hands now slide together, wet and lubricated. It was electric.
Softly gliding along one another, and then settling me back upon the surface of her tummy. Safety! Back over her navel, centered beneath my palm. Holding it there like a treasure beneath both hands. A deep sigh rose from deep within Sara, she was smiling and turning herself to me leaning in, lay the lightest kiss upon my cheek, never opening her eyes. Her hair nuzzling around my neck and she lay there. My eyes opened wide in surprise, hers never did.
Again, the third time that night we fell asleep.
*********
"Uh Jason. We need to talk."
I put my head down and looked up at her. Aprehensive.
I knew what it was about, "Uh, Sara, I'm sorry. Sorry about . . ."
"You were pretty out of . . .line last night." She was meeting my eyes and measuring her words.
"It was just. You. . .said you liked when we were holding hands."
"Yeah." A brief pause. "I said I liked that. We talked about that. We can DO that. But you were doing . . . a hell of a lot more than . . ."
I nodded. Looked down, "Ok. Well . . . You were playing with my fingers last night. And . . ."
She interrupted, "That was innocent, it felt nice. I liked that too."
"And . . . I started to massage your wrist, and arm."
"Yeah," she said less committal.
"Well, that was ok?" I made eye contact, watching her soften just a little. I was establishing some culpability on her part. It seemed to be working. I continued, "You liked that. I heard you."
She put her head down. "Yeah. It was . . . nice."
"So when? When exactly wasn't it nice?"
She shot her head back up, recovering herself. And she put her head low looking up at me, was she angry? "Hello! When you put your hand on my" -- and she leaned in whispering, her ear tips were red peaking through her long hair, "Boobs!" She leaned still closer and continued, "Or how about when you slid your hands into my panties and started to rub my pussy . . ."
Did she say that! The tone of her voice aroused me immediately. I was hard, trying to adjust myself without her noticing.
She looked around, "Mom and Dad were IN the next bed. They could have seen us Jason."
I nodded. "I lost it. I'm sorry. I said I was sorry. I won't . . ." and I added, "Your arm was across your chest and I was rubbing your arm and . . . I couldn't help it."
She listened a little, looking around, her cheeks were red. We were both blushing, aroused.
I kept going, "You. YOU let me do it."
She was silent
"For a little while. You did."
"I shouldn't have."
"I said I'm Sorry."
Silence. I was looking away, unhappy. I was ready to end the conversation and began to turn away, when her hand was on my wrist.
"Jason, we can hold hands. We can . . ." her voice trailed off. "That's it!"
I noticed the pause and quietly asked, "What were you going to say?"
"It's just that . . . I'm trying to decide. . . If rubbing fingers, the massaging is . . . was . . ."
"Too far?"
She nodded.
I was curious now, she was clearly conflicted. "How about. Your tummy? I was touching you there?" She looked up. "You held my hand right to your tummy. After . . . everything. And you even kissed me."
Her mouth was a straight line. And she said, "I did."
"Why?" I looked back at her, deep into her eyes. We were in this silent pause of connection.
She sighed, "It's why we can just hold hands." She started playing with her food, throwing her French fries at the plate.
"How about my looking? You knew I wasn't asleep. I was looking at you, you know. You thought it was funny -- yesterday."
She laughed again, put her hair to the table briefly. "When did you become such a little perv. Because I don't ever," and she turned toward me at the table, met my eyes again and immediately stopped. We were connected, her and I, just then.
"Yeah, your hand on my tummy was nice. That's why I kissed you . . . just on the cheek. Nothing more."
I lifted in my seat and reaching out took her hand.
"It's one of. . . one of my favorite spots to be touched. Makes me feel secure. Safe, I don't' know. It's . . . we had a hard day. It was," she paused, "Perfect, alone together in the dark. I've been feeling pretty isolated lately and being held that way is so . . .safe."
"Is that all?" I interrupted.
"What?"
"Holding hands. Playing with our fingers, laying my hand on your tummy. . ."
"We can't be doing this. You shouldn't even know what I like (she whispered)."
"But it's harmless. You said so yourself. Harmless Sara."
"Its just that . . .it led to more. Way more, more than we should be doing. You and I."
"Is that what we were last night? I mean, it seemed like something else."
She just looked at me. "I don't know what you meean."
"I didn't feel like anybody. In fact I had no thoughts. It was dark, warm. We were holding one another, it was light years away. No sound, only touch and smell and . . .no thoughts. It just was."
And she said matter of fact, "It's been two years. We talked about that. For both of us and you know that. I feel things too, you know, when you're doing that stuff. That harmless stuff. Things we shouldn't."
"But what did you FEEL?" I was curious.
"I'm not answering."
"I felt your hip press up into my hand when I . . ."
"Stop it." I could see her heart beating harder, causing her blouse to quiver. She was trembling.
"When did you FEEL it Sara? When we were holding hands. When I was rubbing your arm?"
"This is not a conversation."
"When my hand was on your breast? Your . . ." I mouthed the word pussy. She looked away. "Sara?" I was trying to get eye contact again.
"Well answer me this. Sara, tell me, where is your favorite spot to be touched?"
"Well, your not touching me there again!" She was glowing now.
"No. No. No. That's not what I meant. Safe I mean. Your tummy like you said before? You said 'One' of."
She shook her head no.
"Tell me. I like this too. It is nice. Like you said it's been two years for me too. The last two nights will never happen again. But Sara, I liked holding your hand," and I squeezed her fingers, felt her respond. "It was all innocent." She softly rubbed her thumb along the back of my hand, a little smile emerging as her eyes looked at our hands.
I repeated, "Holding hands," I looked down at her thumb rubbing on me, "Rubbing fingers, your arms, your tummy, your . ." .
She looked at me.
I laughed, "NOT your breasts."



She turned to me then, leaned in close. Still holding my hand, rubbing my hand with hers.
"You wanted to know my favorite place. Safe place I mean. You still want to know?"
I nodded my head.
"Ok. Just above my ass. You know, the small of my back. Just below the small of my back." And she put her other hand back twisting in front of me. Pointing at it. "Right there," looking over her shoulder then at me.
Her breasts were arched directly in front of my eyes, and her top fell away from her body a little as she did this. I was looking down her blouse, she noticing but letting me.
She turned back toward me, her eyes happy again. "That is my secret place. There I told you. Your right, it felt good. I liked it all Jason. See, but we can't . . .it's . . ."
I said simply, "Weird."
She laughed, "Well weird. But in a good way. Special. That's why I kissed you. At that moment in just that little speck of time everything did FEEL ok. It was just when I thought about it, later. . ."
"Well, lets not think about it. Come on," and she took my hand as we walked away.
**************
The car got fixed and we were back on the road again. We left shortly after our morning talk and dad drove about as solid as I can remember, trying to make up time but we were not where we were supposed to be yet, and so we were again trying to get a room for the night without reservations. There was a part of me that was excited, thinking - maybe. But there were two rooms tonight. A double and a double double, just like it was supposed to be. Sara and I looked at each other when we heard that. Sara just said, "back to normal then," so everyone could hear. But it had special meaning for us. It was a relief actually.
We were a little quiet that evening, partly from being exhausted from driving for more than twelve hours. Late in the evening we staked out our respective beds and the one constant in all of this was her long T shirt and my boxers. We weren't cool toward each other, it was more like shy around each other.
She pulled her covers back as she stood by 'her' bed and said, "Well I'm going to bed."
And she stood there a moment, looking at me. It seemed odd somehow.
I nodded, "So am I."
She voiced what I was feeling, "It's going to seem so different having the whole bed to myself again."
I didn't answer and we turned out the lights. The room was a little darker than the other room and I could only see the lightest silhouette of her beneath the covers. I WAS relieved, but at the same time disappointed.
About an hour passed and unexpectedly I could not sleep. My eyes were open, my mind would simply not rest. I could hear her breathing in the next bed. Slight shifts on the mattress. Every sound kept me on edge for some reason.
I glanced at the clock, when I heard a soft whisper. "Jason."
I just looked over into the darkness and paused briefly before saying quietly back, "Yeah." My heart started.
"I can't sleep."
"Neither can I."
"I was wondering. I think the reason I can't sleep is that I got used to your hand on my tummy. Could I just crawl into bed with you tonight? Just that, like we said."
I couldn't believe it. I collected my thoughts. "Well, ok. But. . ."
She was rising from the bed now, smoothing down her long T, "It'll be fine."
"Uh, sure. OK." I pulled back the covers of the other side of the bed, lay back down, closed my eyes.
I felt the mattress compress and spring back up as she slid in toward me.
"Thanks," and she settled in right beside me, actually lifting her T shirt up above her belly and taking my hand and laying it onto her tummy.
The softness of her skin was so intoxicating just then, so unexpected. I could feel the warmth from her side of the bed emanate toward me slowly and I inclined myself toward her slightly. She also leaned her head so that it was just touching my shoulder. Her wonderful smell rising around me.
"We can't make a habit of this when we get home you know," I intoned.
"No. But we're on vacation. I think part of it is being in a different place every night. It's fine. Well night."
I could see her close her eyes, could feel her breath against my cheek. She was right, we both drifted off to a sound sleep.
I woke to an incredible soft warmth, realizing she was pressed up closely along my length, my hand still on her tummy. I could feel her soft warm hair on my cheek and fallen down around my shoulders. It was beginning to feel like habit now. Familiar. Both her hands on mine. Again the blankets were pulled back, and we were simply beneath a single white sheet. As her hands were lightly laying over mine, I reflexively moved my fingers once again drawing those small circles around her tummy. She stirred lightly, and I noticed this time a change in her breathing; but she never opened her eyes, she just tightened her grip my hand.
In her groggy little voice, "Uh, uh. Be good. You have to."
But then rather than drifting off to sleep, she turned away from me while still holding onto my hand, and bringing me along so that my arm was wrapping around her waist. I was holding my hand a little lower, right over her abdomen, my finger tips settling right at her panty line. We were spooning in the bed with my chest against hers and my chin right at her shoulder.
After what must have been about ten or fifteen minutes, of me laying with my eyes open, my mouth brushing into her hair as she was turned from me, I thought about that spot at the small of her back. Her hand was ever so slightly stroking the back of my hand now as we lay there, and I gently tugged it from her grasp. She gripped a little more tightly, but then let go and settled down into the mattress.
I leaned back a little and with my free hand began to rub the small of her back, massaging her there, sliding my hand along the curve of her lower back, down the swell of her ass and over her panties, touching my finger tips to her thighs. And I began to draw small circles right there at the small of her back, playing with the elastic of her panties, tipping my figners just beneath the fabric.
"Mmmm." This little growl was all I heard, and she did not move at all.
As I rubbed her there, she was sort of tipping her ass back into my hand. I knew she liked this. I was scratching lightly, drawing circles, stroking her skin and I noticed that the area as she had said, just below the small of her back, was her favorite. For each time my finger tips passed there I could feel her undulate her hips, responding to my every touch. I realized that the lower I went the more she seemed to like it. The movement of her hips in rhythm to my touch was very arousing.
I began to slide her panties lightly and gradually down her backside, when I heard another girlish growl, she whispering back to me, "Oh, no, don't. You can keep rubbing my . . .back. Just . . ."
But she moved not a muscle, not even turning her head, and I continued tugging her panties to just above where her legs parted. Her bare ass exposed to me. At one point I felt her lift her hips ever so slightly to aid my efforts, and they came down now just to her thighs. She appeared to continue sleeping, groggy, not moving. Only the lightest sighs, and her growl I had never heard before.
"Mmmm."
I believe it was half displeasure and half desire, a mix of equal doses. I was skirting along this edge of what she would allow, though the line was like a liquid line that seemed to shift moment by moment.
I could feel her heart beating on the surface of the mattress as I continued to rub the small of her back reaching still lower, even wrapping my hands around her bare ass, tracing the line of her panties down between her legs, and up crack of her ass, and back up along the small of her back. She developed a regular undulating rhythm to my touch. I was so aroused now that my cock was straining against my boxers and I actually released it, pulling my own boxers down my thighs as well.
Sara turned her head to look back at me, squeeking in her tired voice, "Damn you. I'm sorry I told you. Behave now, I need to sleep."
I whispered back, "Feel nice?"
The growl again, "Mmmm, too nice." And then, "You promised. Behave," as she wiggled her ass, and reaching her hand back took ahold of mine. "Just Hold me."
She grasped my hand and pulled my arm around her waist again and jumped back sharply on the mattress so her body pressed lightly up against my front. The result was that my exposed cock was actually resting right against her bare backside. We were skin to skin from our shoulders to our sexes. I felt her start at the contact, but she made no further response, just settling herself once again into the mattress and me.
"Hmmm, that feels nice," she cooed. And as she said that she pushed her ass back against my cock.
I was afraid to move. I wanted to stay like this forever, I never wanted this moment to end. Beyond all my wildest dreaming. We began to fall asleep once more in each others arms.
She was so relaxed, her body was so soft and supple. I let my chest press against her and with abandon we let our bodies slowly twine together as we spooned one another, our every movement stimulating the other. I felt the rise and fall of her breathing against my whole body. She mewed like a kitten in my arms. And I believe that for awhile we did sleep.
When next I was conscious - if I was - it was from her soft fingertips stroking along my arm. As she rubbed me, I let my hand drift lower upon her, down her abdomen, slowly sliding my fingers into her panties and gently cupped her little bush for awhile, pressing my fingers in between her legs. I did it quickly in a single movement, and I felt the breath catch in her throat as I did it. I could feel just the slightest pressure of her pussy against my hand, as she pressed first forward and then back again.
I also let my cock settle down right up along the crack of her ass, and because I was so wet, it quickly became slippery down there. I could feel both our heartbeats as we pressed together, as I held her to me, my breathing warming her hair. I began once again to press my hand up between her legs, insunuating my fingers into her puss, spreading and opening her pussy lips. Feeling how wet she was once again.
As I was sliding my fingers on her sex, she moved a leg forward and to my pleasure I could feel her opening her legs to me, no conditions. With a soft sigh, she was surrendering to her desire. She was not going to take my hand away, as her hips began rocking forward and backward against me. When she slid her hips forward my fingers slid through her wetness and when she rocked her hips backward, curving her back and lifting her ass up as she did, could feel my cock sliding along the crack of her ass. And with each movement - forward and back - I let the head of my cock press lower and lower until it was brushing right over her anus. Our warmth and breathing continuing to rise as we slid ourselves together. I felt such a hunger inside of me as she passively received my touch, undulating her body, laying still with her eyes closed feigning sleep.
I was rubbing my fingers steadily against her now with a firmness that she could push ever harder against, and I could feel her positioning herself, guiding my fingers along her wetness. Showing me. Positioning her clit beneath my fingers perfectly, this hard little nub and I could tell how sensitive it was now. I was pressing its base, and stroking its length lightly as she pressed hard agains my hand, drawing circles around her wet shining clit. It felt white. God she was wet, and I could hear her breaths catching in her throat, panting and sighing, sometimes gasping, deep moans, the arousal rising and rising. The heat between us and out smells intoxicating us.
She was lifting Her backside up as high as she could and pressing back and back, seaching for the tip of my cock, turning her hips to me, until she finally guided me down between her legs instead of up along the crack of her ass, clamping her legs around my penis, holding my hardness tightly. As I continued to stroke her clit and pressing my finger for a moment into her vagina, feeling the tip of my cock as I did. She reached back between her legs with her hand, pressing her body against me, and wrapping her fingers around the head of my cock began tugging at me, pressing my hard cock deeply between her legs, opening her legs, wanting to be filled. I let go of her then and tipping my hips backward and forward, let my cock slide between her legs - enjoying the feeling of her frustration and hunger as she grasped my penis only to have it slide away. When next I pressed between her legs, I felt her fingerips on me and pressing the head of my cock, I let her press me right up inside. Delicious, exquisite. I pressed myself in. Could feel her close around the head of my cock, opening on all sides. I was filling her, and I pressed myself inside as deep as I could and held myself there. We were both clinging to one another in the dark room, the sheets fallen off of us, naked, sighing and gasping.
There was only this light whispered moan coming from her as I drew myself out and then pressed deep inside, over and over again.
"God damn you Jason." She panted. "Oh, god, it feels so good," as she pushed her ass back hard and I filled her once again.
I began rocking against myself her, sliding in and then out, my whole length as I was holding her puss from the front with my hand, began stroking her there, digging my fingers into her clit. Felling the flesh of her pussy, wet and loose on my fingers, sliding on her. Could feel my cock sliding inside.
She turned her head and I could see the whites of her eyes, "Happy? What you wanted?" and I leaned myself to her mouth, and kissed her. Felt her mouth open to me. Fucking and kissing in that dark, silent room. Deep soul kisses. She was turning herself to me and wrapping her arms around my head as we twisted together as I continued fucking her harder and harder, until we were trembling, shuddering, moving on the other faster and faster.
As I thrust into my little Sara I could feel her stiffen against me, "Ahhh, I'm cumming! Oh, fuck, god, Jas . . ."
I felt her press back her hips trembling against my body, pushing hard against my cock, spasming beneath me, turning so she was face down on the bed and I following, fucking her from behind. I rolled over on top of her, following her ass and fucking her with abandon. Her ass was lifted up in the air, the curve of her back arching down, her arms at her sides and her face lay sideways on the mattress, her hair spread out on the pillow. I fucked harder, sliding my whole length into her until my cum was rising.
"Oh god, I'm going to cum." I was thinking of pulling out, spraying her on her back.
I could hear her, "Cum in me."
Feeling it rise, I held my cock inside her puss, buried myself in her. She pushing her hips against me, wave after wave, filling her. We were crying out to one another in the darkness, sliding together, wetness and hair, and breath, until we collapsed upon the bed. I lay on her, nuzzling into her shoulder, her hair sticking to my cheeks. We were smiling and laughing, and I could see her looking back at me, eyes open now.
"You little shit." As I lay my torso beside her, still inside.
I kissed her.
She reached down and felt my cock pressed inside her cunt, and simply said, "Fuck."
She rolled onto her side and I pulled myself out, and I lay beside her. She just lay there with her arms over her head, still wearing her nightshirt which was stretched across the top of her breasts, facing me, looking at at me. The whites of her eyes. I was still hard and I watched and I took and rolled her the rest of the way onto her back confidently.
I said quietly in the stillness, "I'm not finished with you yet."
She was looking at my cock, realizing what I wanted as I lifted myself over her and was complying now with my every touch and movement, how I directed her body beneath me. I was still so hungry as I lay upon her and settled between her legs, she opened her legs wide, lifting her knees up on either side of me.
Her cunt was gaping, wet and I lay slid my cock between her legs, and felt her lift her hips, letting me press my whole length right inside in a single stroke.
"You going to fuck me all night?" She cooed.
I could look down and see her body beneath me, breasts laying open. She reached her arms to the edge of her nightshirt and pulled it up and off over her head in a single motion as I fucked her.
I lifted hips slowly, letting my cock draw out of her and then slowly, excruciatingly pressing my whole length back in. Slow long strokes.
Her panties were still around her ankles, I could feel her trying to kick them off as well. We were naked. I looked into her eyes, could see her teeth as she held her mouth open, panting with each thrust. Her head tipped back, I began kissing her neck and she folded her arms around my chest and pulled me against her bare breasts, touching the sides of my hips with her thighs.
"Mmmm, not that I mind. Go on, go on, fuck me all night."
I wrapped my arms back around her, holding her at the small of her back, began cupping her ass with my hands and stroking her ass as I fucked her, tipping my fingers between her legs. She held me against her and bringing her mouth to my ear began this stream of words.
"Oh just the way I like it. You fuck. . .ahhh, now what do we do, you bad boy. You like being inside me, this what going to happen when I hold my legs open around you now?"
I lay my mouth on hers and we kissed her soft, she lay her hands on my cheeks as my tongue pressed into her. Rising and falling on her, faster and faster. We were tracing our teeth with our tongues, pressing our mouths and our sex together, rising and falling.
"God you feel so good."
In between kisses she continued whispering in my ear, "Am I your little girl? You know how bad we are?"
"Bad," Said.
"You know. Are you going to punish me? Is this my spanking. Spank me. You like my little cunt. Are you fucking me?"
I lifted myself up and we looked down between our legs, I pressing down into her and rising again. This stream of words in my ear. I held her to me and began to fuck harder.
"That's it. Fuck me, ahhh."
I was pounding her now.
"Oh god. Wait. I'm sensitive. Oh God!"
I was going crazy. Her body meeting my thrusts, her legs held open, taking me. I was so hard for her, wanting her with every fiber of my being. My whole body began to stiffen. She held to me. My hands were on the mattress on each side of her.
"You . . . fucking . . . your . . . sister." She panted out.
And with those words, I could feel myself cuming inside of her, filling her as she bucked hard against me, pulling me tight against her, rubbing her clit along the length of my cock, lifting her hips against mem, holding herself to me as I filled her with my cum. Filling her.
Her voice at my ear as I relaxed my body against her, felt our skin sliding together. Her voice at my ear, "Stay inside me as long as you can. We can sleep like this. All night." and I fell beside her, we lay side by side, our hips together, my cock still hard and pressed inside her. "
Just stay there."
I just breathed, "Hungry?"
"I warned you."
And we lay still in the dark, She could feel my cock softening as I held myself to her, clinging to her and we drifted off to sleep once again.
*****************
At one point during the night, I have no idea when, I felt my hardness pressing against her once again, and I began positioning my cock from behind to slip once more into her pussy. No pretense, I just wanted to be inside of her. She started, and reacted by silently lifting her ass in the air and opening her legs. Positioning herself for me.



"You want a little more of that pussy down there huh?"
She felt my cock slide right inside, but then she rolled onto her back causing me slip out and turned around so that she was facing me and continued to push me back solidly onto the bed.
"My turn," and she climbed up over my chest, and sat across my stomach, legs held wide. God she felt so good. It was strange being in the dark, with these wonderful smells of sex all around, and my body being pressed against the bed by Sara saying words like fuck and cunt and pussy.
I could feel her pussy hair pressing against my abdomen, and the opening of her cunny leaving this wet streak down my front as she slid lower and settled herself down onto my cock. I felt that hunger being satisified again, the delicious warmth of her as she slid down my body, positioning herself, finding my cock and sitting down on me. Wonderful waves of pleasure washing along my body and filling me with a heat that kept rising, as she kneeled above me, rising and falling on my cock. She was leaning herself forward until her breasts pressed to my chest, pressing her cunt along the base of my cock, so that she could literally press her clit against my length and catch a steady rhythm.
"You like my cunt? Say it." She whispered out.
"I love your cunt. Your juicy little cunny."
She just smiled, her hands pressed against my chest rising and falling above me.
I lay beneath her and held her breasts in my open hands, squeezing her, before letting my hands slide down around her hips and onto her ass. She could feel my fingers curl in and press into the crack of her ass. I slid my fingers lower until they pressed over her anus, and brush my fingers over the surface. Her eyes grew wide.
"Oh yeah," she licked her lips. "You are a bad boy."
She pushed against my fingers and guided me, encouraging me to keep pressing. Until I had a finger sliding up to the second knuckle.
"Keep doing that. Oh my GOOD, yeah," she grunted and squirmed on me.
The relaxation in her voice was so intoxicating, the deep trill. The curves of her body above me open in every way. I had never seen her so wanton. Had never known how erotic and wild she could be. She yielded her breasts to me, arching her head back exposing her white neck. She had full red lips and nibbled at my arm as I caressed her neck. She was so filled with desire. I could feel her quivering breath. Her cheeks were mottled, she could barely breath.
"Ohhh, feels so . . . good. You like your little girls pussy? Oh, make me cum."
"Mmm. My good little girl. Such a hungry cunt."
She would whisper, "Finish me. Am I your little girl. Fuck me. Say it." My hands were on her, moving her body against my cock, sliding her against me.
"My good little girl. I'm fucking you every way I can." Pressing my finger into her ass, holding her tightly on me, rocking into her, guiding her clit along the length of my cock, and filling her, deep to the hilt. Faster we washed against one another. She pressing down harder and harder, throwing her hair back and forward.
"Oh, I Love my little girl. My good little girl."
"No bad." And she pouted.
We looked at each other with wild eyes. My little sister who used to take a bath with me, who used to be amazed at our one difference that made one of us a boy and one of us a girl. Who I grew up with and knew so well. Who I watched on so many evenings, and of the times I could have walked over and lay my hands on her. Who was yielding to me completely now. We fucked silently, steady in that darkness, until she began frantically sliding upon me, pressing into my chest, throwing her head down and then back. She was biting her lips so hard. Almost crying.
She quickened her pace and started crying out, her little growl, panting, straining her body against me. We came in one long continuous wave of dissolution, it was wave after wave after wave, until I was almost in pain. I couldn't even tell if we were making noise or not anymore. My body stiffened and I could feel myself releasing ribbons of cum into her, and as it pulsed out of me, her vagina felt like a mouth drinking me in, sucking and quivering when her back arched and she came, thrashing, rising and falling above me.
Until we fell into our wet center of the bed. We were one. The sheet was wrapped and tied around our limbs, we were bound together, wet hair across our faces and in our mouths, between our legs. Sex on our breath. Sweat and her cum dripping from puss, leaking down her thighs. We fell tangled into one another, arms and legs, my cock laying limp across her thigh, and we tongued each other softly. Laughing, pulling her waist and hugging her to me. She was trembling to my touch. I just kept staring into her eyes as I kissed her, wrapping myself around her, pushing my leg between her thighs, rolling her onto her back.
She lay smiling looking up at me, "I just can't get enough now." And she rolled toward me, our bodies having become so united as one that I lost track of what was hers and what was mine. Our skin so soft, and moist, our every movement slippery and warm. Hair and teeth and bone.
We drifted off to sleep a third time.
Next morning we woke to soft sunlight streaming through the window. Laying naked in each others arms. The smell of sex all around us. I opened my eyes and there was Sara now smiling softly, her head settled into the pillow. She had a hand on my cock beneath the sheet, runing her fingers along its length. I could feel myself hardening.
She turned away, her ass settling into my lap guiding me inside her once more.
"Rub my back why don't ya."
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redapple: I hate my life right now :(
SxGrrl: Why??
redapple: Nothing is going like I thought it would. I graduated from high school and now all my friends are gone. I’m in a public college that has like a million people. I know no one. redapple: I’m lonely redapple: I got no money
SxGrrl: You have me!? **Hug**
redapple: Yeah. You’re my life saver right now. But its like, my whole social life is an  online chat redapple: Your in Boston
SxGrrl: Come visit SxGrrl: I know its hard right now. You got your dad?
redapple: So? He doesn’t care. He’s too busy with his own life. Thinks I gotta pay my dues. Wants me to move out
SxGrrl: I live with my dad too
redapple: You do??
SxGrrl: Yeah. We get along great. He gives me a really great allowance and clothes too
redapple: No way! It would never be that way for me
SxGrrl: Don’t be so sure
redapple: What do you do?
SxGrrl: I’m extra nice to him
redapple: I’m nice
SxGrrl: Not what I mean exactly. SxGrrl: When I want some money I sit in his lap and whisper in his ear. Give him sweet little kisses on his cheek. ScGrrl: Shit like that
redapple: No way!
SxGrrl: It’s harmless. He’s lonely. You never talk about your mom. I bet your dad is single isn’t he?
redapple: Yeah
SxGrrl: I bet he never dates
redapple: Wow! Nope
SxGrrl: That’s why he’s mean. He’s lonely. You light up his life. He lights up yours. My dad even takes me shopping
redapple: My dad hates shopping
SxGrrl: Yeah, well I model my outfits for him. Then he buys the ones he likes, and then I wear them for him - special. He gets me anything I want. Oh, and a huge secret
redapple: What??
SxGrrl: Pout
SxGrrl: He’ll love it I promise, lets him comfort you
redapple: I don’t know
SxGrrl: Think about it. At least get your home life in order. Get yourself some money. At least you’ll have money
redapple: I gotta go. redapple: Lots to do. See ya
SxGrrl: See ya.
redapple: I feel better. Thanks.
I sat there blinking at the screen. Sxgrrl was my chat friend. Right now my only friend. My best friend. I shared everything with her for like a month now. But this was a total first, right out of the blue. I would never be able to. At least, I guess I could try being ‘nice.’ Dad was at work and our routine was pretty typical. We sat in the evening and watched tv. We would wander to the fridge and eat when we were hungry. I asked for money, he said ‘No, get a job.’ There was like no contact, no evening meal. I was just occupying this house the same as him. Lonely??
I decided to try a little something, just see. I couldn’t get it out of my head. I decided to fix a nice meal and went into the kitchen and began cooking. By the time he walked in the door, you could smell a cooked meal and he commented, “what’s going on?” 
He stepped into the kitchen, I turned and smiled at him. I was facing the sink rinsing some vegetables. I turned, wiping my hands, and greeted him (something I never did).
“Hi daddy. I’m fixing us a nice sit down meal tonight.”
He just looked over his glasses at me as he set his briefcase down. “Whaa..?”
“I just thought it would be fun. You’re . . . not going anywhere tonight are you.”
I was frowning a little (pouting??)
“No no. Ok. Great.” He was looking around, almost a little confused. “Let me put my stuff away.”
“No hurry, dinner will be ready in about a half hour,” I chirrupped.
I felt better actually, just ‘acting’ nice.
Dinner turned out perfect and we sat down together, I set out some nice dishes, not the nicest, but we weren’t eating out of the pans like we usually did. 
“How was work today daddy?”
He looked at me. Paused. “The usual really. I closed a deal that I had been working on for quite some time. So a good day. Yeah. You must have had a great day.”
“Why?”
“All of this.”
I looked around and smiling, staring at my hands, “Oh, no I just thought we never spend any time - together. We never talk. We end up watching tv or in our rooms. Even though we live in the same house.”
I reached out my hand and touched the back of his. Damn. I’m good at this.
He smiled. “Yeah, we have lost track a little,” and I could see his face, his shoulders softening. Sadness??
He had a dark mane of hair and very thick hands. He was a big man, muscular, like twice as big as me. I looked down and realized my hand was still laying on the back of his. “We don’t have to change all of a sudden . . .I guess. We can still watch our shows, whatever. But . . . maybe we can have a nice meal together in the evenings.”
He rose from his chair, and stood behind me, looking down at me from behind and set his hands on my shoulders. “A nice idea honey. I like that. Yeah.”
I reached up and also put my hands on his.
The rest of the evening went really nice. He was definitely nicer than his usual surly self, and I made a point of sitting right next to him on the sofa, leaning against his shoulder, sort of resting while we watched our shows.
******
redapple: Hey SxGrrl!
SxGrrl: Hey
redapple: What’s up?
SxGrrl: Nothing. I found this great boy in class and I took him home!
redapple: No way!! I wish
SxGrrl: Yes way. He’s here now!!
redapple: How come your chatting with me then
SxGrrl: I saw you on the screen and needed a break :) SxGrrl: He’s great. What I needed
redapple: You doing what I think
SxGrrl: Pretty much. What do you think I’m doing?
redapple: You know
SxGrrl: Say it
redapple: Fucking
SxGrrl: Lots more than that
redapple: LOL. redapple: You lucky shit
SxGrrl: He’s asleep now
redapple: Must have been good
SxGrrl: Naw, boys fall asleep
redapple: I’m totally ~hot and bothered~ now redapple: Picturing you
SxGrrl: That’s cool
redapple: Yeah. Well I don’t have a boy in my room do I?
SxGrrl: No. But you got what every grrl really needs don’t ya :) SxGrrl: >>>>>> O
redapple: Ha Ha Ha. Your making me squirm in my seat
SxGrrl: What ya wearing?
redapple: my shorts
SxGrrl: take them off!!
redapple: oh my god! Your perverted!! redapple wait
redapple: I did it!!!
SxGrrl: So what are you wearing now??
redapple: My top and my underwear
SxGrrl: Take them off ;)
redapple: Ha Ha Ha. I did it. How about you
SxGrrl: I’ve been naked the whole time SxGrrl: Lets do it
redapple: Do it??
SxGrrl: Both of us. Lets masturbate SxGrrl: You said your hot and bothered
redapple: Wait. I got to close my door
SxGrrl: Ok
redapple: we have to type wth one hnd.
SxGrrl: you doing it
redapple: yeah
SxGrrl: what do you do
redapple: touch myself
SxGrrl: no how what do you like
redapple: its hard to tpe redapple: long and slw jus up and dwn redapple: god im wet
SxGrrl: slppry
redapple: hmm redapple: god i wish i had a boy in my room
SxGrrl: what would you do
redapple: god i could fuck redapple: all day
SxGrrl: all night! SxGrrl: how long has it ben
redapple: a yr
SxGrrl: grrl you got to get out there
redapple: where are your legs
SxGrrl: ha ha up on desk
redapple: mine too i got the kybrd in my lap
SxGrrl: wish i had a picture
redapple: ha ha redapple: wait writ smthn drty
SxGrrl: im **fuckng** your pussy, big cock up your cunt SxGrrl: hold me inside you in out in out SxGrrl: mmmm your a great fuck 
redapple: hmm
SxGrrl: your cunt hot SxGrrl: wet
redapple: i want to heat you
SxGrrl: ha ha SxGrrl: wish we were laying together SxGrrl: i could be the one toching you
redapple: oh god!!! cumming OOOO redapple: I needed that. Thanks :)
SxGrrl: Wait. im still =O< call me your little girl
redapple: i want to eat your puss redapple: fuck my little girl
SxGrrl: eat me
redapple: my tongue is up inside you
redapple: mmmm tonguing your clit. Its so hard
SxGrrl: God!! :O SxGrrl: There Great:)
redapple: You cum?
SxGrrl: I came. Yeah!!
redapple: We were bad
SxGrrl: We needed that
redapple: you didn’t, you got a boy in your room!
SxGrrl: :) SxGrrl: started everything didn’t it
redapple: yeah
SxGrrl: we don’t need a boy in the room to do what we did though do we?
redapple: no redapple: Hey. I got to tell you something
SxGrrl: What??
redapple: That stuff you said about your dad. It really works
SxGrrl: I told you
redapple: I started fixing dinners, and we sit and have actual conversations lately. It’s weird. I’m being REALLY nice to him :) I hold his hand and lean up against him. It’s fun. redapple: He blushes. I can just see him relax. We sit on the couch together, it’s nice.
SxGrrl: Have you asked him for any money?
redapple: I didn’t want one thing to seem related to my being nice totally, so I waited , but yeah. On Friday I told him I was short of cash and he gave me a fifty for the weekend! redapple: He told me to have some fun with my friends Not great, but I didn’t even say an amount and he usually says no anyway. So wow. Yeah. redapple: My keyboard is sticky now
SxGrrl: :) SxGrrl: See. Keep it up. Just be as friendly as you can. The friendlier you are the better for you. Believe me SxGrrl: Hey. Is your pussy bare or hairy??
redapple: ha ha redapple: its pretty bare, light and bare. Red now
SxGrrl: Mines all puffy SxGrrl: Oh. He’s up now. Gotta go!!
redapple: You little shit
SxGrrl: **Kiss** Bye!!!
********** After that little chat I was so horny. This was NOT fair. I sat in my room wearing nothing for quite awhile, just looking at my body, when I heard the front door. Shit! I didn’t prepare any dinner. I put on some clothes. Picked a pretty short little skirt and a half top. No time for panties, and quickly greeted my daddy!
I lied that I thought that it would be a good night to have pizza and a movie. My dad said just the pizza tonight because he had lots of paperwork but thanks for thinking of him. So I was sitting at home now in my room looking at my old school year book, dad was in the study working with some papers. I really wanted to go shopping and as usual had nothing. I was still so horny that it hurt and checked online but SxGrrl was still away from her terminal. 
She was fucking and sucking while I sat here alone in my room. So I sat looking at my yearbooks some more when I had a little idea.
“Daddy?”
“Yeah hon.”
“I have something to show you. Got a minute?” I pouted. I held my yearbook in my hand.
He set his papers aside and looked up at me. “Sure. Just . . .”
And he began clearing a space for me beside him.
“That’s ok. Here.” and I moved in toward him - his eyes widening - and sat down right between his legs and backed myself into him. “Here. Just you move back on the sofa.” I sunk into him, "There, yea.”
And he slid to the back of the couch with me sidling up into his lap, leaning back against his chest. He wrapped his arms around me as I held my yearbook open. “I was going through my old yearbook, and just wanted to show you some of my old pictures. I thought it would be fun.”
“It’s only been a year!” He laughed. That was the first time I’d seen him laugh in such a long time.
And I began to turn pages pointing to various images, as I pressed myself against his chest and relaxed against his warmth. I loved the feel of his arms around me, holding them under my arms, resting my arms along his. I let him hold the book with me, and he inclined his head so that our cheeks were basically touching as we went through the book together. Just us! 
At one time I felt his hand rest right on my belly. I was wearing a half top so his hand was right on my skin. It was simply electric. Hard to describe. I could feel his finger tips press into me, stroking me lightly, and after the events of this afternoon I really tried to just ignored it, glancing sidelong at him and smiling. I just pressed tightly against him with his hand right over my belly button and I could even feel the presence of an erection. His erection! The afternoon swirled into me, and I felt myself flush and go immediately wet. This cock pressing at my back, this hand on my belly. It felt so good!
I hadn’t realized before, but I had been devoid of human contact for so long that simply feeling this wonderful warmth made me feel so very relaxed and happy. I lay in this pleasure as long as I could.
I let out the smallest, “Mmmm.”
What a great day. I got to masturbate with my best friend over the internet and be held by my own dad. Soft. Warm. Weird day. But I liked it. I felt happy.
We just sat and paged through my whole book, and I let the heat between us slowly build. Turning my face to his and breathing on him as I spoke. I could feel his breath warming my hair. His stubbly cheeks occasionally brushing my ear. 
“You know what. Look at these!” And I turned to show him the half top I was wearing. The outfit in the photo what the same one I was wearing. And I paged through a number of the photos of myself. “Look! I wore that one yesterday. See, I’m still wearing most of the clothes that I wore in high school daddy, and I was wondering if I could borrow some money to get some newer clothes. I need to look older. For college.” 
I was really squirming around on his lap just then, turning this way and that. My skirt was riding higher. He looked at me muddled, a slight smile on his face. An almost confused expression just then. I was having quite an effect on him wasn’t I? I was being nice! 
“We could both go shopping. You could help me. Help me pick out outfits. What do you think? I think it would be fun.”
“Uh, yeah. I guess. We could do that.” He was pushing up his glasses.
This was working.
“Thanks daddy, that would be great. How about this weekend?” And I leaned in and kissed him on the lips still sitting in his lap. He kissed me back, it held a little longer than normal. It was me that pulled away. But he was going to take me clothes shopping.
“Oh, hon and here.” He handed me a twenty. “Just in case your short this week.”
I rose from his lap and straightened myself out. Could he see up my skirt? I looked back at myself.
Damn. This works. And I took it.
*********
redapple: oh my god!!
SxGrrl: what
redapple: I get to go clothes shopping this weekend
SxGrrl: what happened?
redapple: Whole story?
SxGrrl: Sure
redapple: Well, remember that one day.
SxGrrl: Yeah :)
redapple: Well. I don’t think I got quite as much release as you did. I was pretty squirrelly and got the idea of sitting on my dads lap while looking at old photos
SxGrrl: LOL
redapple: yeah. It was totally innocent. He had his arms wrapped around me while we turned the pages. It was really nice. redapple: and I even let him put his hand on my belly.
SxGrrl:??What did he do?
redapple: nothing. I felt his erection though
SxGrrl: Oh My God!! What would you have done?
redapple: what do you mean?
SxGrrl: what if he had like REALLY touched you
redapple: well that wouldn’t happen. It was innocent
SxGrrl: Grrl your daddy had an erection and it wasn’t from the pictures you were looking at in your yearbook
redapple: well redapple: Anyway I asked if we could go clothes shopping. I said he could come along. He said yes.
SxGrrl: Your going to model for him??
redapple: Yes!!
SxGrrl: Cool SxGrrl: let him pick some of the outfits
redapple: yeah redapple: and he gave me twenty dollars
SxGrrl: cool. See. I told you
redapple: it works. It was fun
redapple: I was wondering???????
SxGrrl: yeah
redapple: I’ve been pretty horny still redapple: REALLY really horny
SxGrrl: you need to meet a boy. We need to work on that too. Money and boys!
redapple: I need release. Could we?
SxGrrl: What we did? :)
redapple: yeah
SxGrrl: what are you wearing
redapple: just a top
SxGrrl: Nothing Else!! what is the top?
redapple: it’s a light blue halter
SxGrrl: so your wearing one thing?
redapple: Well no redapple: my jewelry
SxGrrl: ha ha ha SxGrrl: Ok. Well now I’m wearing one thing too
redapple: what?
SxGrrl: my socks
redapple: LOL. That’s two things
SxGrrl: Wait. SxGrrl: No socks!! SxGrrl: are you wet?
redapple: I’ve been wet all day
SxGrrl: are you touching yourself
redapple: yeah
SxGrrl: so am i SxGrrl: i got my finger in my hole SxGrrl: do what i do
redapple: wait i got to close the door again redapple: dad might get home
SxGrrl: like that would stop you now
redapple: ok
SxGrrl: im sliding in and out now
redapple: mmmmm
SxGrrl: does your clit get hard
redapple: sort of
SxGrrl: stick out
redapple: sort of
SxGrrl: mine does totally
redapple: wish i could see it
SxGrrl: me too
redapple: I want it!! redapple: feels good
SxGrrl: yeah SxGrrl: what are you thinking
redapple: im thinking about your pussy, hard clit
SxGrrl: rub it now redapple: im doing it
SxGrrl: how do you like to rub your clit
redapple: right at the bottom circles
SxGrrl: yeah me too
redapple: mmmm
SxGrrl: mmmm
redapple: fuck me redapple: is your cock hard
SxGrrl: yeah SxGrrl: put it inside me
redapple: wrap your arms around me
SxGrrl: yeah your sitting in my lap showing me pictures SxGrrl: feel my erection?? SxGrrl: open my pants SxGrrl: let me cum inside you
redapple: sit on my cock and fuck me
SxGrrl: oh god daddy!
redapple: yeah im fucking you right now redapple: want me to eat you
SxGrrl: yeah SxGrrl: stretch your twat for me SxGrrl: open yourself up for me SxGrrl: my good little girl your pretty cunt
redapple: oh god redapple: yeah cunt
SxGrrl: let me press into you open your legs SxGrrl: so good SxGrrl: im putting my finger into your ass
redapple: oh god redapple: yea
SxGrrl: eat me and finger fuck me
redapple: i want your pussy rubbing against my pussy
SxGrrl: two little girls
redapple: two little cunts redapple: our clits are touching
SxGrrl: oh god, oh SxGrrl:!!!!!!!!!!!! SxGrrl: I came. Oh my god, that sure did it 
redapple: keep fucking me!!! redapple: you’re my daddy
SxGrrl: im fucking you SxGrrl: show me some more pictures SxGrrl: i took my hand and slid them into your skirt
redapple: i wasn’t wearing any panties!
SxGrrl: what if he would have slid his hand down there???
redapple: he would have felt me :) redapple: all of me
SxGrrl: were your legs open
redapple: mmmm
SxGrrl: open your legs
redapple: sit down on me
SxGrrl: im fucking you SxGrrl: rising falling on my cock
redapple: oh godd
SxGrrl: im squeeaing your breasts
redapple: pusling you on me
SxGrrl: yeah
redapple: oh oh mm redapple: Oh my :))))))))
SxGrrl: :O?
redapple: big OOOO
SxGrrl: i never
redapple: i cant believe it!!
SxGrrl: that was SO great
redapple: we have to meet
SxGrrl: get the tickets
redapple: your in boston right?? redapple: i can’t stand it
SxGrrl: what??
redapple: i want you right now
SxGrrl: me or your daddy??
***********
It was the weekend. The weekend WE were going to go shopping. My dad and I. And I was blushing at the thought of shopping with him, he picking clothes out for me and me modeling for him. I picked some of my favorite shops and picked some items out. He was sitting in a chair sort of waiting like he always did. 
But that was not right - not today!
“Daddy. I said you were going to help me! Pick some things out for me too.”
He looked around, “Ok.”
After a little while I looked over at him and he had some pretty ordinary looking things.
“No daddy.” I whispered, “I think your misunderstanding me. Clothes YOU would like to see me in, for Just you. It’s sort of like your reward for all this boring shopping. Stuff for just around the house.
I watched his face darken. He just sort of stammered, “I don’t . . .”
“Just look around. If anything interests you. Show me. Let me say yes or no.” And I turned away looking back at him, “Let me know.” I took his hand, he nodding back at me, let it slip from mine and went back to my shopping.



About five minutes later he tugged at my purse a little. “Uh, I think maybe. . .”
I turned to him.
“. . . I like this fine.” He held out a bright red little sarong. The bottom hem was uneven. It was a silk wrap around that was the shortest short skirt I had ever seen. The top part was two thin strips of fabric that passed over my breasts.
“You want me to try this on.” I looked around.
I hadn’t thought of this. “Uh, you get me these.” And I held out arms full of outfits. “I’ll get this.” Was anyone noticing us?? And I took the little red sarong out of his hand.
“I’ll model everything for you - at home!”
He just nodded his head.
When we got home I got dad a drink, cause he sort of looked like he needed it. And then I poured myself one too.
“Lets just go to my room.”
There’s a little bathroom attached to my room and I could change there. I sorted out the order, from more ordinary to more racy hanging them in order on the shower curtain rod, and then saving the sarong for last.
Dad was sitting in a comfy chair in the corner of my room next to my desk. Next to my computer and the chair where I sat and chatted. It was weird seeing him right there. My face was burning.
“First.”
And I went into the other room, stripped off all of my clothes. I was standing naked in my bathroom, the door was left open but I was completely out of sight. My dad was not more than fifteen feet away from me. I was shaking, trembling just then. I wasn’t going to bother with any underclothes, since I was going to be changing over and over. I took a deep sip of the glass of my wine and pulled on the black tight skirt, which came just above my knees and a top that had a wide collar with lots of fabric, the kind that hangs down around my shoulders. Without a bra my breasts were perfectly formed beneath the thin fabric. Pointy. I took a deep breath, it was Racier than I thought, as I left the room.
Dad sat with his hands in his lap. “That looks very nice.” He was being all formal. I noticed his drink was gone.
“Want another.”
“No that’s fine.”
“I brought the bottle into the room,” and pointed at it on my dresser.
“Ok then.”
He took another sip from the glass I poured, leaning deeply in front of him as I did so. This was fun. He goggling at me. I was really enjoying myself. My cheeks flushed.
I turned for him directly in front of his chair, his legs were open and I stood just about between his feet.
The next dress was open in the back, a little shorter and flowery. The fabric was very loose and when I swirled I could get it to rise up. I practiced just a little, I didn’t want to swirl too much! The dress rode up my thighs. I was barefoot with a single dress hung upon my naked body. I could feel myself getting wet and my ears were burning. My eyes sparkled.
“I really like this one daddy! I think it was the most expensive one.”
And I stood before him with my hands on my hip, and then twirled lightly. Less than my practice. “Like it!”
The dress rose up mid thigh. He nodded. I could see that he liked looking at my shoulders which were bare in this dress. “Beautiful. Just Beautiful.”
With the complement I swirled once more, and felt the hem of my dress ride higher, and then flip! A sudden flip in the back and I reached back quickly to push it back down. My dads eyes were a little wider and I wondered to myself. Maybe a little bit of a show?? If he saw, then the secret was out. I wasn’t wearing panties. One other thing I noticed was his cock tenting his pants just now with his hand desperately pressing it down when he thought I wasn’t looking. As I went back into the bathroom I saw him pouring another drink. I sipped the rest of my wine, poured another. I was laughing. This was crazy!
Next was a leather suede tight pair of pants and light yellow halter. I looked like a biker girl in the outfit. And I pulled my long hair back in a pony tail. I could tell he really liked this outfit. It had a great effect on him. He leaned forward in his chair toward me. I could tell he wanted to touch the leather. So I stood directly in front of him and purred, “You want to feel the suede? It has a great texture.”
There was no reticence on his part. I could see his hand reaching to me and the pressure from his fingers now wrapping around my hip. I turned lightly and let him rub my ass with his hand.
“It’s soft.” He whispered to me.
“Yeah, softer than it looks. That’s why I liked it so much.”
I could feel his fingers tracing the top of my pants tippling his fingers across my bare back. “The top, what is that fabric?” He croaked out - on the pretense now of touching the top.
“I think its mostly a rayon. Very thin, isn’t it?.”
His hand was gliding over my back up to my shoulders now, “Yes.”
I turned rather slowly for him and he let his hand drift lower so it was rubbing my belly (again). Had he kept his hand where it was they would be on my breasts now. Would I have kept turning?? I honestly didn’t know now. I took a short step closer and let him rub my tummy once again, and back down onto the fabric of my pants which were riding very low on my hips. My best feature.
“You like that.” I smiled at him.
He just looked at me and began to pull his hand away.
“I mean the other day, you had your hand on my tummy. When we were looking at pictures. It feels nice. It’s ok.” I reassured. Smiling my white teeth at him.
And I stepped back away from him.
“Next.”
It was the sarong. I was nervous now. I called out from the bathroom, “This is the one you picked out. For around the house. Just us! . . . If . . . you like it.”
It was sheerer than I remembered, smaller. I tried to figure the thing out. I wrapped it around myself and found the tie. God it was short! It was sheer. I took another drink of my wine and made certain that everything was as covered as it could be. Thank God I was tipsy.
It was a beautiful red, and pure silk. Shiny. My ass looked fantastic in it, flaring out from my narrow waist, and I kept admiring myself from behind. If I bent over it would practically sit up at my hips. I bent to see. There was this perfect view of my pussy from behind, clear shiny come bubbling from between my legs! My puckered little anus. That little space between my legs, my little puss hanging down slightly between my legs. You could almost see my clit. The sarong hung like a curtain around my ass, opening to my little puss between my legs.
My legs trembled as I came back to what I was doing.
I stood back up faced the mirror and straightened myself out again, “Here I come daddy! Hope you like it!”
He could barely sit in his chair. His eyes were wide. He was trying to remain nonchalant and I loved the way he looked just then. His salt and pepper hair pulled back, his broad shoulders relaxed. He pressed back in the chair as I approached with his hands covering his lap. He was smiling.
“I wear this for you around the house. Just for you!” And I twirled in front of him. “Isn’t this fun.”
The back was completely bare. My little breasts hung loosely in the silk fabric which had no ability to retain the sway and swing of the weight of my boobs. My little half lemons. My nipples were tight and readily pressed through the fabric. And in this light the brown of my aureoles were just visible. Thank god my puss is blonde, I thought. I stood a little closer now. Not too close this time. Just within his reach looking down at him.
“It’s silk. Feel the fabric,” I teased. I was offering him my tummy. I knew he liked it there.
He reached out his hand a second time and lay it directly over the silk fabric on my tummy again. My tummy. I liked the pressure of his hand there. It rested below my navel this time, lower down and the bottom of his palm was pressing lightly the top of my pussy mound. He should be able to feel little hairs there through the fabric I thought. I felt his hand press lightly, and the pressure went right through my legs. I was swirling now. It felt glorious, god I wanted to be touched.
I tipped my hips slightly toward him meeting his pressure, but then settled back. I needed to behave. This was supposed to be innocent! I was rewarding him for buying me these outfits. But that was all! I began to turn slowly forcing his hand away from my middle and he let it drift onto my hip, keeping his hand on me at all times.
The feel of his hand sliding along the silk was also much better than I imagined. I turned my back to him and let his hands wander over the small of my back and then onto my ass. Like last time, only now it felt as if he were touching my bare skin. I could feel him tracing the crack of my ass down along the fabric even pressing his fingers lightly between the flesh. It felt so good that again I felt myself involuntarily tipping my ass back to reach him, arching my back in a sort of stretch. Letting my head drop down so my hair hung down in front of me.
“Mmmmmm.”
At that moment I heard this catch in my dads breathing. And I realized the combined arching of my back and dropping of my head had lifted the hem of the sarong. My dad was sitting in back of me and I had just given him the most perfect view of my puss. He kept his hands where they were, at the small of my back, pressing upon me and gave no other indication beside that light catch in his breath, I know I heard it. I remained calm, casual. Pretending not to even notice, just straightening myself up again, pulling the sarong down, and stepping away.
I turned toward him once more, holding my hands together in front of me. “You like it?”
He was looking at me like I was a Goddess.
“More than I could have imagined.” He was bright red.
“Well, then I’ll keep it. It’s for just us - around the house. I’ll wear it the rest of the day!”
He was silent. I loved the feeling of adoration in his eyes. I hadn’t felt that in a long time.
“Thanks daddy.”
It was funny, as I bent to kiss his cheek. I know I was totally exposing myself now, but away from him. He was tipping his head looking out, knowing what the view from the other side was.
****************
redapple: Hey SxGrrl
SxGrrl: I haven’t heard from you in awhile
redapple: I’ve been out. Meeting some new friends
SxGrrl: Boys??!
redapple: Some
SxGrrl: No Way!!
redapple: well i got some money now. I got great clothes. Thanks to you!!
SxGrrl: what are you wearing now
redapple: i was getting ready, my leather pants
SxGrrl: oh those are the ones you showed me in the link
redapple: yeah
SxGrrl: those are great. Hot!!
redapple: Hanging around dad is funner than I thought. I even like wearing the outfits that are just for ‘us’
SxGrrl: yeah your into that more than i was. You like that SxGrrl: i don’t think my dad ever appreciated
redapple: well my dad really does and i don’t know
SxGrrl: what
redapple: well, I have a question? redapple: it gets a little riskier and riskier
SxGrrl: you mean
redapple: he likes to feel the clothes that i wear redapple: i let him do that when i model the outfits redapple: started out partly cause of our stuff i think
SxGrrl: yeah ;)
redapple: which is great, don’t get me wrong
SxGrrl: cool
redapple: our stuff i mean redapple: you and me :)
SxGrrl: I know what you meant
redapple: yeah. Good. Anyway last night i was wearing a bathing suit
SxGrrl: a bathing suit!! SxGrrl: My dad never picked out a bathing suit!!
redapple: Yeah he picked it out and i let him redapple: a string bikini redapple: Brazillian
SxGrrl: wow. You could have said no
redapple: yeah. But I let him. Anyway there’s not a lot of fabric there, when he touches it he’s touching me
SxGrrl: you let him
redapple: well i did redapple: and, oh god, I’m getting wet just telling you
SxGrrl: want to get undressed??
redapple: no not today
SxGrrl: well your making me hot
redapple: i figured redapple: But my getting hot is getting to be the problem
SxGrrl: Not in my world Grrl SxGrrl: well im going to masturbate. Keep telling me your story, K??
redapple: K
redapple: Well, he picked it out and i just said ok. Not really thinking about it redapple: he asked if it was ok, like three times. I know he was thinking that i was always letting him touch the fabric and he just knew where all this fabric was redapple: so i tried it on and was showing him. I turned my back to him. And it was kind of funny
SxGrrl: :)I took my pants and top off:) Hee Hee
redapple: It was funny. He actually laughed. He was getting more relaxed. He laughed and said, well there’s no fabric back here to touch. I let him rub his hands along basically the string that wrapped around my hip and then he was touching my bare ass, following the string down through my ass
SxGrrl: ass floss
redapple: exactly right! Well he was basically fingering me and i felt myself open my legs a little and he cupped my puss
SxGrrl: oh MY god. SxGrrl: My pussy is so wet. I’m totally naked SxGrrl: I have my finger on my clit. Want to see it??
redapple: stop it redapple: TEASE!!
SxGrrl: take your clothes off!!
redapple: just a sec redapple: there
SxGrrl: did you do it :)
redapple: yeah, for you redapple: im wet now too redapple: am i weird? Your going to get me in trouble
SxGrrl: you’re a grrll without a boy SxGrrl: we need to work on that
redapple: anyway i stepped away and being nice just said, “uh uh uh. Be good.” I wagged my finger at him
redapple: He apologized. But i didn’t walk away, I turned sideways and I let him keep touching the string across my hip which were just covering me there, and then i don’t know why but i turned toward him and said, “There’s some fabric there,” and pointed at my pussy
SxGrrl: were you drunk?
redapple: i think so redapple: he paused but then lay his palm over there, he said it's soft. I nodded.
SxGrrl: i cant believe you girl SxGrrl: i have my fingers in my hole right now SxGrrl: you got to be doing this with me
redapple: oh, i am
SxGrrl: lol
redapple: we are bad
SxGrrl: we are really bad
redapple: i need to see you though
SxGrrl: get the tickets
redapple: im going to i promise
SxGrrl: bring your dad
redapple: ha ha
SxGrrl: well keep going i almost came before
redapple: yeah, so anyway, i let him just run his hands and fingers right over my pussy, right over my bikini. He did try one time to slip his fingers beneath the fabric but i just said uh uh uh.
SxGrrl: not so innocent huh?
redapple: it was!! he was like a little boy wide eyed looking up at me, mouthing sorry. But then i opened my legs wider and said “there, but stay over the fabric.”
SxGrrl:!!!!!!!!!
redapple: So he cupped his hand right over my puss, my whole puss fit in his big old hand. I was looking right at his crotch and realized that his cock was pretty big
redapple: so i stood there, it felt so good
SxGrrl: did you let him put his fingers in you
redapple: NO
SxGrrl: good
redapple: thats what i thought redapple: But am I crazy?? redapple: I’m eighteen now, I should be making better choices than this redapple: am I normal
SxGrll: totally normal. Just making your best girlfriend hot, helping her cum with hot as hell stories about shopping with her old man
redapple: Ha Ha. Touche. It gets worse!
SxGrrl: Worse? Or Better!
redapple: :)
redapple: THEN i said what about this fabric? He looked up at my breasts which are not small and in this little bikini i don’t think there was more than a bus card worth of fabric. So then he reached up and lay his hands on my breasts began to massage my tits, drawing his fingers over the fabric. It felt the best ever. I was really horny and didn’t know. I wanted to walk away. I kept thinking, step back! But i didn’t. I even let him slip a finger beneath the fabric to touch my nipples. So he was rubbing my body everywhere. Before I knew it my top was pushed up to my shoulders and he was rubbing his thumb over the fabric of my pussy in this steady rhythm, pressing so it was massaging my clit. I was just squirming in front of him, whimpering and going, “Yes!” I couldn’t help it!!
redapple: I didn’t even acknowledge what he was doing. It made it ok
SxGrrl: oh shit! SxGrrl: :) OOOO :) SxGrrl: You made me cum
redapple: Well I haven’t! I haven’t been able to touch myself cause I’m telling the story redapple: talk dirty
SxGrrl: I want to eat your pussy im so jealous SxGrrl: I’m so fucking jealous. SxGrrl: I want you to come over to my house and let me undress you and lay you in my bed SxGrrl: I want to fuck you and kiss you everywhere SxGrrl: suck on your clit
redapple: oh mmm
SxGrrl: push my fingers inside you and let you sit in my lap SxGrrl: naked together **kissing** SxGrrl: wet so wet
redapple: u making me crazy
SxGrrl: harder and harder
SxGrrl: let your daddy in the room with his big cock SxGrrl: i want to watch you suck your daddys cock
redapple: finger fuck you at the same time! redapple: oh god that did it oh my god!!! redapple: is ee stars
redapple: i don’t know redapple: im going crazy
SxGrrl: it feels good
redapple: it feels great!! redapple: I just got to tell you the rest of the story
SxGrrl: theres more??
redapple: Well while he was rubbing me like that, I asked if i could sit in his lap. “For just a little minute,” I said. He nodded his head and i sat down, me still in my bikini, and the bikini still just up over my shoulders and snuggled into his arms. God i could not help myself i was like in heat, and i found his cock which was so hard and sticking up in his pants with my bottom. He wrapped his arms around me and i purred in his ear. His hands on my tummy and i rocked my hips and slid my pussy along the length of his cock. He just let me. We just sat there silently pretending i was not doing what i was doing.
SxGrrl:!!!! Stop SxGrrl: My pussy hurts
redapple: ;)
redapple: He had his hands on my tummy and was guiding my hips now, pulling me back and forth over his cock. Never touching my pussy, never slipping his fingers in me, and i could feel the head of his cock slide right along my puss, i was opeing up right around his cock the fabrics got so wet it felt like skin, but he never touched my bare puss and
SxGrrl: oh my god i came again
redapple: I came right there in his arms. I started to fall back against him and wrap my arms around his neck, crawling up his body. I had never come so hard in my life and I could feel his body spasm in back of me. He was holding onto me, almost trying to keep control, and he fell back in the seat and could not move. I thought he had a heart attack.
redapple: I got up and just said daddy! Daddy!
redapple: He didn’t say anything then he opened his eyes and got up and left my room
SxGrrl: is he mad?
redapple: i went to see him later that evening and he was still pretty shook up. He said we were both pretty vulnerable and had to be careful. I said that what we were doing was still pretty innocent. He laughed and said, “Is that what you think?”
redapple: I didn’t answer but then he got up and gave me a hug. He said “So far its been mostly.” I didn’t know what he meant but I hugged him back
redapple: i said well its nice. We’re nice to each other now. He said, that was nice but hon we got to cool it. And i asked if i could keep wearing the clothes he picked out for me around the house, and he sort of looked at me over his glasses. Then this long pause. He said yeah - but not the bikini. We laughed. We need to cool down he said again. Control ourselves.
redapple: I said yeah, we can blame the bikini!!
SxGrrl: I’ve never in my life!!! I’ll make a deal with you. SxGrrl: Next time my daddy takes me shopping, I’m going to let him feel the fabrics I’m wearing. I’ll tell you!!! I am so like totally jealous
redapple: Deal! I’m tired



SxGrrl: it’s late
redapple: yeah redapple: ill try sleep tonight
SxGrrl: oh my god i really need a boy. I got to make some phone calls.
redapple: me too
SxGrrl: I think you got one ;) SxGrrl: **French Kiss**
*************
Things were coming at me faster now, this confusing whirl. I felt like a wax figurine that was totally melting. All propriety falling away, dripping off me, and just this body of senses, smells and touch. The pit of my stomach was so warm and my heart skipping along, my cheeks were warm, and when he comes home! I go to meet him like a little bird. This little warm liquid pool waiting at the door.
I came home today from classes and went to my room, looking in the closet at the *special* outfits just for us, just for in this space. I had lots now! He was picking things out and bringing them home even, and i would pout, saying that we needed to go shopping TOGETHER. He would smile, a little forlorn and apologize. But it was on his mind and he would see something, and knew i would like it - if i didn’t we could take it back. I ‘always’ liked them. We never took them back. Though we agreed that the bikini needed to stay in the drawer.
I slipped out of my white top, my bra and skirt and panties and stood in the mirror. I was pretty. Everyone loved blondes and I was blonde, my narrow waist and nice hips, not real wide - enough to tell I was a girl - the curve of my abdomen into my puss was my best asset it looked so great. When I stood a certain way my puss would just pout out between my legs, it was like a little peach hanging there between my legs. Same color even, with little short blonde hairs. I loved my breasts, they hung down slightly which was perfect for the low cut outfits i liked so much. From the side you could see a line under my boobs. I threw my hair back and lay my fingers on my tummy pressing lower and into the light bush cover of my puss. Wish I had SxGrrl online right now. I was always horny but still not a fuck in over a year, a year. I stood in the mirror again and looked at myself from behind. I had really long legs. Even when I stood with my legs together, my thighs parted, you could still see my little pussy pucker. Right at the bottom of my nice round ass!
I was going out more now, but I came to the conclusion that there were plenty of boys around, enough boys, but none that were for me. All so young, so surfer dudy, t shirts and stupid. It was all very confusing.
The events of the last weeks were so intense and close together, I couldn’t process.
I reached in the closet and took the red sarong, slipping it around myself and tieing it up, it fit perfectly. I was barefoot. It was the only thing on me. One thing. The silk felt so light. I still felt naked with it on and could feel myself going wet. My bare puss was just behind, just above the hem. From the side you could see my whole breast, only my nipples were hidden. He would be home soon.
The sarong tended to ride up my thighs when i worked around the house. At first I was very conscious of that and kept it pulled down. Then I started wearing panties but did not like the panty line (or the way I felt not feeling completely naked). Anyway dad would be home working, or helping or watching tv. And gradually i sort of just lost track, and so there I would be vacuuming or something, and realize that it was nearly up to my waist, I’d look over at daddy and just say, “Sorry,” and slip it back down around myself.
Last week i walked by and he was watching me casually, a slight smile.
“Come over here,” he said.
I walked over and stood by him, my heart patting away. My ears red poking out from my hair. I was like this little rabbit. His pet cat. I loved him telling me what to do. He even started calling me his little kitten.
“This is your favorite outfit isn’t it?”
“I like all of them!”
“Yeah, but you wear this one most.”
He lay his hands on both my hips and turned me so my back was to him.
“This was the first one i picked out.” He tippled his fingers down the small of my back.
I didn’t say anything, but i involuntarily was arching my back again. I knew he could see me. But he was always careful. WE were always careful now. His hands slid over my body but remained on the silky fabric. Even though his fingers now would press far into the folds of my body it was always over the thin fabrics i wore.
Then I felt it. My pussy had gotten so wet, i could feel it squishing when I walked. While he had his hands on my ass and i had clenched just a little, this thin stream of cum began to trickle *shining* down my leg, the inside of my left leg. When i felt it release it was like I was about to come, and the cool trickle down the inside of my thigh caused me to clench my puss and ass again, over and over, causing another gush of pussy juices down my thighs. I was trying to catch my breath. The inside of my legs streaked with come.
My dad saw it too! I felt his hands pause, he was trembling. I didn’t move, i too was shaking. All was silent. And i began to step away from him.
He whispered, “Wait. Just. . .”
And I felt his fingers at the inside of my thigh just at my knee touching the come running down my leg, and then he slid his fingers up, softly, slowly sliding up my leg lubricated with my own come.
I arched my back and without being able to control myself sighed and cooed out, “Mmmmm.” Nothing had ever felt so good in my life.
He slid his hand all the way up, up under my sarong, up along my bare skin, sliding along the path of come which was inside my thighs. Up up to my inner thigh, the top of my inner thigh and the edges of my puss between my legs. He was touching the hairs of my bare pussy completely wet now with come.
My head was hanging down from my shoulders. Motionless. He always knew it was bare, he could see me in these outfits. He could basically see my bare pussy any time he wanted to these days. I probably would even have let him lift up my skirt or open my tops. I loved his eyes on me. My nakedness beneath the silk. But he touched me there this time.
“Dad. No. We better not.” But not a move i made, in fact i leaned back and bent forward slightly. Giving him perfect access. I was bending with straight legs exposing myself to him totally. Yielding.
He was cupping my pussy, letting his fingers run along the length of my cleft, pushing my lips open, exposing my pink pussy center. I was sliding against his hand, He was running his fingers from the top of my pussy mound right back to my ass, right over my anus and back down along my thighs again.
“You have to stop,” I said again. Whimpering.
God I wanted at least his finger in me! Put your fingers inside me!! But he didn’t. That was all he did. He said not another word. I turned to him. My eyes were wild. I was glowing, a fire raging through me. He was so still.
My sarong was still sitting up over my ass, my back arched to him. I hurt with desire, just that little finger inside, up into my belly. Instead of on my tummy - In my tummy! But he was just rubbing his thumb across his fingers; feeling my come, the desire in his eyes. Lost. The smell of sex was all around us.
And then he looked me in the eyes, “I’m sorry. You surprised me.”
Later that evening we talked a little about what happened. I was sitting on the sofa, my knees toward him. I was holding them tight together, tugging the sarong down around myself. Still I glowed. And we agreed to cool it off with the idea being that the special outfits were just too much, and that therefore I needed to wear more. Maybe not a lot more, but more.
In our muddled state, and even as we spoke, i felt his hand first on my knee and then my tummy stroking me as we spoke. Then, we agreed I should wear at least three items of clothing, to include my special outfits. I told him I really liked the outfits and wanted to keep wearing them, that I liked our shopping. That I only wanted to cool it - a little. More than we had. So we agreed to cool it.
But even as we were talking, his hand had fallen from my belly and was brushing down into my mound pushing the red fabric between my legs as he did.
I looked at my lap, “Like right now,” I said. “I think that is too far.”
He took his hand back up to my tummy, and kept rising, “Is this?” I could feel his fingers tracing my skin over the silk. I was wet.
And his hands now were tracing the edges of my breasts and then his one hand was squeezing me. Heaven. I tipped my head back, threw my hair back. Threw daggers at him. I pouted. “Maybe a little,” I mewed.
But I wasn’t moving away from him at all. Wasn’t even folding my arms in front of myself. I realized I had opened my legs now and was totally exposed, just beneath the red hem my red puss. I was soaking myself. The back of my sarong was soaking wet.
He turned me around, and lay his hands on my waist and was rubbing my ass, down beneath my seat and curling his fingers and back up to the small of my back.. He could feel my come all over the fabric, “And this?”
His hands roamed over the fabric of my ass.
“That’s fine,” I cooed arching my ass toward him. By the time he was through, just my bare bottom was on the sofa, with the sarong tucked just beneath me.
“How about,” and tugged the hem of my sarong up and lay his hands on my bare ass. The first time I felt his hand there. Curling his fingers around my hip.
I reached back and wrapped my fingers around his hard cock tented in his trousers. I just said, “No not that. Over the fabric,” I scolded. I didn’t move a muscle and was pressing my ass back into his hand while I stroked him. I could feel myself leaning myself into the air, lifting my ass in front of him. He was looking at me, exposed again from behind. His finger! Put your finger inside me! I could hear inside my head.
“Daddy, see this is what we’re taking about.” I turned around. “ We AGREED!. We got to cool down.” And I took his hands from me and placed them on his knees.
He breathed, “Lets try putting you in a few more clothes, and I’ll do my best.”
He was winded, red, his eyes were glazed. I rose, straightened myself out. “Ok.”
Next day I had on panties (first time in like a month), a slippery black little shiny plastic skirt and the smallest half top that just covered my breasts. Three things. There, I was also barefoot. Daddy came home and looked at me, smiling. He reached out his hand and rubbed my ass, feeling for the panty line. “One, two three. Good.”
And he went up to his room. The new rule did seem to work and I was gradually adjusting. We still would watch the tv and i would lean up against him, put my head on his chest and he would wrap his arms around me, and he was being really good. Too good. I was still so hungry. Plus, SxGrrl was so busy these days we were not hooking up as often as in the past, and so there was NO release.
I realized that my covered puss really did help him to control himself, but I felt now like I was in a cage.
*******
When daddy came home today I met him at the door, in my red sarong. No panties, no bra! He looked at me and rubbed my ass. Frowning he said, “Hey. The rules.” I could see the look on his face. Worry? Pleasure?
“Yes I am,” and i looked down at my feet. “One, two.” And there, I was wearing my slippers, my pink mules.
He laughed, wagging his finger at me, “Your bad.”
“I got dinner ready and a movie.”
Movies were a fun thing for us now. We would lay out on the sofa, and I would sort of spoon with him, his arms wrapped around me. And after awhile I loved to feel his hands roam over my body. He stayed nicely on the fabric, but it would get me so hot. It was nice but i got hungrier and hungrier.
His hands were on my tummy and i felt him press lower into my abdomen and between my legs. Normally i would shoo him up a little, but tonight i just moved my leg forward a little and he had better access. I think he was surprised at that, paused a little and then began to move his hand across my puss between my legs, he was learning! He carefully folded fabric over whatever part of my body he wanted to rub now. He was becoming expert at this skill! Tonight i wanted him there.
I just purred in his arms and pressed my hair back into the crook of his shoulder and cheek. “Good movie,” I cooed.
He just said, “Hmmm, Hmmm.”
His mind was obviously elsewhere.
I could feel his erection and rather than press back tight against daddy tonight, I scootched lightly forward and put my right hand behind me. Tonight I was going to touch him. He was very surprised when I did. I lay my hand over his hard cock tenting in his trousers and started to rub it up and down. Squeezing the tip.
“Sweetie, I. . .”
I just said, “shhh, its over the fabric right.”
He was silent and we lay there touching each other. At one point dad got up and said. “I’ll be right back.”
When next he returned, he was in his robe. Sometimes he put his robe on in the evening, but never when we were watching our movies together.
We resumed our position with his hands stroking me lightly, and once more I reached back to take hold of his cock. The robe was so much thinner that i could feel the very hairs, the veins running up and down its length. I could reach lower and feel his balls, loose sacks and I could hold his little (not so little) ‘package’ in my hand. It made me hungrier for cock than I could have realized.
My heart was racing, and with his fingers now pressing tightly to my clit, I was going crazy. What could I do? I did not want to get up. I did not want to stop. But this had to end. We lay there like this and I had this wonderful rhythm going between us, like we were fucking. Not a word spoken. The movie long since ended, there was just a blue screen.
I folded back the middle of his robe, reached between and took his bare cock into my hand. I looked in his eyes. He froze. “Can I?” I asked. My little girl voice.
He just nodded.
The tip of his cock was so wet. It had dripped all over inside his black robe.
I looked back at him in a sort of warning, “YOU have to stay on the fabric though.”
A foolish warning but there it was. God I wanted a finger inside me. He nodded again, and I stroked the length of his cock until his hips were pressing its length through my hands and I could hold my hand just about still and let him slide himself through my fingers. I held his cock behind me still, and at moments it also was rubbing into the back of my ass. So close I thought. Oh my god this feels so good. It had to stop. It had to.
I said, “Fifteen more minutes and We have to go to bed.” . . .
He cleared his throat, “Hon, we better go now.”
I pouted.
************* Tonight he held it out to me, a nylon baby doll nightgown, short as the sarong. It was the lightest softest fabric, sheer white, very expensive. Probably the most expensive thing he had ever bought me. It had been awhile since I got a new outfit, my closets were full. And it was totally see through.
I held it in my hand - weightless. I felt like I was holding a spiders web in my hand.
“Try it on. See if you like it. It can be one of our special outfits.”
No I can’t. Not this one. “Sure, uh, just a sec.” I said.
My eyes wide. I turned from him. Normally I would say to him, “Come on, follow me into my room,” but this time I just silently padded to my room. He followed me there.
I went into the bathroom, put it on. It was utterly see through. The finest fabric I had ever seen. My nipples protruding, a rosy brown. The bottom line of my breasts, my navel. My red swollen puss, blonde hairs curling and matted between my legs. You could see that i had been masturbating that afternoon. I was on fire like never before in my life. My whole body ached for touch, now i would be standing naked in front of him, the sheerest fabric covering me. How did I get here? My legs were wet with come, my pussy ached. You could see it perfectly beneath the baby doll nighty falling and folding over my body.
I came out and stood in the middle of the room “Beautiful kitten! You’re my little girl.” He said and held his arm out to me.
No. I can’t walk over there. And I glided soundlessly and turned my back to him between his legs.
He carefully lay his hand on my ass, the small of my back. He was touching me! There was literally no fabric. Like it was gone. Up over my shoulders. I put my head down, sensing his fingers tracing the fabric on my skin. I was arching my back, tipping my ass to him.
“My little kitten.” He slid his hands over my ass traced the crack of my ass and folded the fabric between my legs, he could feel the wetness, I was trembing.
“Oh god, mmmm.” I muttered, and undulated my whole body, pressing into his hand wherever it touched me. I was melting, sliding away onto the floor, liquid, lust, I was burning up. My hairs were on fire. This hunger rising. I had to. . .
I pouted, turned to him, got down between his legs and looked at him eye to eye.
“Daddy.”
Still pouting, “Pick me up. . . Carry me to your room.”
He just looked at me.
"Kitten, I . . ."
“Do whatever you want. As long as I am wearing this you can do whatever you want to me.”
************
SexGrrl: So what did he do??
redapple: your not going to believe me
SexGrrl: i will. Tell me.
redapple: Are you naked?
SexGrrl: i was naked when i got online. It’s a habit now SexGrrl: with you :)
redapple: well wait
redapple: ok
redapple: i said to him, you can do anything you want to me as long as i am wearing this
SexGrrl: no fucking way!!
redapple: I loved the feel. Everything. It was too much
redapple: well he did he picked me right up in his arms and i wrapped myself around him. When we got to his room he set me on the edge of the bed and slowly pulled the covers back on his bed. He looked at me and then the bed. While He turned the ceiling light out i slipped under the covers.
SexGrrl: No way
redapple: i did. I watched him undress. I said, “I’ve never seen you naked before.” He said i guess i can’t say the same. And as he slid in next to me he said your beautiful and wrapped his arms around me. We lay on the bed with the covers down. I could look at him freely, he looked so strong. His cock was laying on the bed right by my hand, and I was turned toward him. He was so softly carressing me, looking at his hand as it slid down the fabric of my front, and then tipping his hand beneath the fabric. You could still see his hand as it slid on my bare skin back up, with the fabric bunching up and sliding up my body as he did.
redapple: So we were both naked. THIS was our first time. And it felt like all the walls in the house fell down. I was in this place of perfect relaxation. Anything could happen.
redapple: And it was so cute when he got onto the bed!! He leaned toward my puss and just said "hello" to it:)
redapple: So I greeted his cock to. "Well hi there!" Ha Ha
SxGrrl: ROFL. My you look happy to see me. Oh my god!!
redapple: I was completely passive and lay back as he leaned into me. I let him kiss me, he kissed me forever, so slow and soft. My Mouth was open in his. It was so intense. And i was wet, i said daddy you have to put your fingers in me. I want your fingers. . .
redapple: And he traced the front of my body and reached back down, beneath the nighty again and onto my bare skin. I opened my legs and he opened my little cunt.
SexGrrl: Oh wait I need to slow down. I can’t come yet
redapple: slid his fingers through.
SexGrrl: Oh my god. Just Wait.
redapple: What
SexGrrl: nothing nothing. Ok
redapple: and then i felt his fingers open me up and slide up inside me. It is what i wanted what i needed and i ground down on him. Oo i said ooo so good. And he kept finger fucking me while we kept kissing, and i found his cock and started to just stroke him and he rolled onto me then, and i let him fall between my legs. God he is big, this massive strong man. I let him. I was laying my head back into the pillow. I closed my eyes. I just wanted to feel him. He was pressing up inside me. I felt it with every sense I had. It was so far and i could feel the top of his cock right at my navel i swear it. Nothing existed in the world. He was in me.



redapple: And he pressed in and then rose up above me. Tipping his ass back, i pushed against him with my fingers on his chest, and scratched him when he fell back down into me. This big wave on my body. Rising and falling rising and falling. I felt like I was tearing through the middle.
SexGrrl: oh my god SexGrrl: so you totally fucked him. You totally let him inside, you fucked!!
redapple: totally redapple: i let him cum in me
SexGrrl: what? SexGrrl: protection??
redapple: uh uh. It was just all happening. I wanted it.
SexGrrl: Keep going. God I wish you were here
redapple: So we kept fucking in the dark, just the little lights on the dresser, his breathing on me, getting faster. The sun had like totally set by now. He was getting so aroused and i was so aroused, and he felt like he was getting bigger, like he was growing in me, and when he tipped himself above me his cock slid the whole length along my clit as he fucked me. I could feel it sliding right along, like his finger was right on me pressing my clit down. Like we fit perfect together. He was falling on me, rising and falling. Faster and faster, his arms wrapping tightly around me, his hands cupping my ass. He came in a wild moment, he was pounding me down into the mattress, i was open as far as i could, i felt like i was being split up the middle, holding my knees as wide as i could. It almost hurt from the pleasure. And he kept cumming, and then I felt my clit just burning and I came along with him, kept cumming and cumming, i think i passed out. I don’t think i realized where i was i was out for like ten minutes, my dad going “Hon, hon are you ok?”
redapple: I opened my eyes and smiled. “Did you cum?” He looked at me. Nodded. “Did you come IN me,” i said. He nodded. Which was a stupid question cause he was still IN me. In fact he was still hard.
redapple: I just smiled, lifted my arms above my head, my little titties right there under him. I just said, “So did i,” and i reached my arms up and hugged him around his neck. He asked me if I was alright, and I laughed. And then i said, and i can’t believe i said it. “Lets fuck some more.” I mean I could feel him, he was still totally hard -in me! In a way we were still fucking. He looked at me. And i said it again, “fuck me. Fuck your little girl.”
*********
redapple: Later that night I woke up from sleeping when i felt his cock sliding between my legs. We had fucked like four times that night and i just was too tired. So I just pretended that I was still asleep.
redapple: He lay there and i just pretended to be completely out. He wrapped his hand around my middle, and tugged me back to him, and i let my legs fall open a little and felt him slide all the way inside. Again!!
redapple: i didn’t want to make any sound, and didn’t move at all. He silently pressed into me, up inside me. It was so gentle and slow as he kissed my neck and shoulders. He just held me tight against his body, wrapping his arms around me again. It felt like when we were reading my Yearbook. Sliding so deep and then to just the opening with the tip of his cock and back all the way inside. Sometimes he just held me while his cock filled me. Oh my god what i had wanted. Completely filled. It had been so empty there, and now, in the dark I could feel him sliding far inside, filling me there. It had been so long.
redapple: He was moving faster against me as i felt the come rising in me. He was going to cum in me again! I knew it. Oh my god, he pushed me down on the bed. I allowed myself to be tipped so i was face down on the bed, I let my arms fall on either side of me, my face was turned, with my ass in the air but i still pretended to be asleep. I might have been! I was tired. But i knew he was fucking me. He pounded into my puss, long thrusts and i couldn’t help it but i started to meet each one. And then -Oh God - he took his thumb and pressed it into my ass, my asshole, and i could NOT control myself anymore.
SexGrrl: Wait. Wait. SexGrrl: :OOOOOO SexGrrl: Where am I! SexGrrl: Oh I have never come like that in my life
redapple: I started to breath faster, panting. “Oh my god, i like that. MMMMM”
redapple: and he was pounding into me and I was meeting him, pushing against him with my arms my face down in my pillow. I was screaming. It hurt. It felt sooooo good. My hair was everywhere. We were sweating. I could hear his cock slushing into me, we were slapping together, I could feel my puss opening every time he pushed into me. He was saying now, “does my little girl like to be filled up.”
redapple: “Oh god, yeah, keep going.” And i started to scream and cry and push. Writhing my hips grinding into him, crushing into him with my tiny body. We both came in wave on wave on wave. Over and over, my puss was squeezing his cock so hard. He was just about lifting me in the air. I was hitting my head on the wall. My pussy was raw, it would never close up, this open wound, Sucking and pulling him inside, drinking his cum. I swear I could feel my whole insides opening up. I fell into the mattress, I felt like I was still falling, and he collapsed beside me.
redapple: I said, “You have to stop it! I won’t be able to walk.”
redapple: He laughed and kissed me. We were both laughing, we were tangled together and trying to untangle ourselves. His chest was wet and when he lay his hand on my tummy it was soaking wet. And he held his mouth on mine while he talked. We just slid together. He slid him hand right down along my abdomen lubricated from my sweat and began to press his fingers into my puss one last time and i went, “ahhhh.. No no you can’t too sensitive.”
redapple: And we fell asleep again. Just like that.
redapple: That’s the story.
SexGrrl: Where are you now
redapple: I’m in his bed :)
SexGrrl: how can you be?
redapple: he has wi-fi
SexGrrl: wi-fi
redapple: Yeah, the little fucker never told me. But Now. Now I can use his Wi-fi.
SexGrrl: God you made me come like four times!
redapple: You know who needs to really fuck?
SexGrrl: Me! Me and My dad
redapple: That too. No!! Me and You! redapple: Oh. I got tickets
SexGrrl: No Way!!!!!!! SexGrrl: Too Cool
redapple: Yeah I asked him this morning redapple: Oh got to go
SexGrrl: why
redapple: the shower turned off. He’s in the shower :)
SexGrrl: why aren’t you in there with him?
redapple: I needed to chat with you redapple: Besides he might have tried to fuck me again in there LOL
redapple: Besides. I like my cumslut smell right now :)
SexGrrl: :O
redapple: Exactly!!
************
Prologue:
I stood at the kitchen sink, preparing vegetables for the evening meal. As the radio was on, I didn't hear dad arriving home from work. He stood in the doorway and paused for a few moments to admire me. I saw his reflection on the window as he did that

Some of the rules continued. They were fun! There were certain items of clothing that I needed to wear, that I could and could not wear around the house and today I was in my approved outfit - a just for ‘us’ outfit. A very loose, short tank-top, cut off level with my navel and a slightly flared mini-skirt, the hem of which was so short that it only just covered my bottom. And on my feet I wore the pink mules, and that was it. Three items, I had perfected these outfits never wearing bra nor panties.
In the few paces it took him to reach me, his cock grew hard. Placing his big hands on my hips, then wrapping them around my tummy. He bent and kissed the back of my neck as I leaned into him.
I turned my head to him and kissed his cheek, smiling my white teeth at him. Just a normal day.
I wasn't startled because this is how we greeted each other, this was how he approached me now throughout the house and throughout the day.
"Hi Daddy!"
"Hi Sweetheart", he replied, pressing his cock along the cleft of my skirted bottom, "How're you feeling today?"
"I'm feeling just fine," I cooed as I continued washing the dishes.
Raising the short hem of my skirt, he caressed my silky thighs and bottom. I could hear him unzipp his trousers.
"Mmm, I've missed you so much since this morning Hon, I've thought about you all day."
With my back still to him I tipped my hips back, lifting my ass into the air and held myself against the counter, knowing what was coming next. I parted my legs as wide as I could and remained standing. Moments later, Daddy's thick cock was inside. The fuck, as it mostly was nowadays, was slow and gentle, sliding in and out of my still young juicy kitten (his favorite phrase).
After about three minutes, I could feel the cum rising in him, he was stiffening and he was filling me. He reached around to my front cupping my breasts. No longer little half lemons like before, they had grown heavy.
"Don't make me prengant Daddy,"I said, feeling him go tense and come inside. My ass involuntarily rising to drink him in.
"Pregnant, Sweetheart,"he said, correcting me.
The word is pregnant."
At that, his cock slipped out, come running down my legs, and he reached down and gently held my swollen belly.
"You can only get pregnant once at a time Sweet and I think we saw to that six months ago."
***********
Please email me with your comments and suggestions. Your emails are why I like to write these stories. Your ideas and comments are always great and appreciated.
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Sara's Car Trip - Daytona
This is the continuing story of a brother and sister who happened to both come home from college for summer and end up going on a car trip with their parents:
“Rub my back why don’t ya?”
I was just opening my eyes as she tipped her back to me. The sun was streaming in our room and I looked down at the sheet which had pulled down exposing her narrow waist to me and I could just see the crack of her ass. It was my sister laying naked in bed with me. I had an instance where I felt this was one of those times that happen to you once maybe twice in your entire life.
“Come on,” she looked over her shoulder pouting. “You little shit.”
I lay my hands on the small of my sister Sara’s back.
I rejoined, “Little shit? I think you’re the one . . .”
She interrupted, “I don’t think that I was the one who fucked me last nigt. Four times!” She lifted the sheet up and looked at her naked body, “Nope, don’t think that I can do that with this equipment.”
“I was going to say, SEDUCED me.”
“Come on,” she was whining now and bouncing on the bed. I could see her breasts as she turned toward me. “Rub my back!”
I lay there with my hand on the small of her back drawing small soft circles on her. My cock had already grown so hard that it hurt and I began to shift myself so as to slide it into the crease of her ass as I massaged her.
“Ah, ah. No No. Just a . . .”
I kept pressing myself toward her and felt her ass tipping toward me, arching all the way back and I slid along the length of her between her legs.
I could hear her growl again, before she said, “God damn it. Stop!” She growled her growl again.
"I'm going to have to call you Tigger," I laughed.
And we began to slide our bodies together, twining our legs into one another. I held my hands on her hips and began to guide myself into her. She was lifting herself up positioning on all fours and I was following her with my dick. As my cock slid inside she pressed back hard and I filled her entirely. She began to grind herself against me, when just then we heard a loud pounding on the door between our room and our parents.
“Shit shit shit,” I literally leapt back off Sara and off the bed onto the floor, away from view of the door.
My sister tipped her head up at the door and then dropped into the bed and grabbed the sheet up around herself. Luckily we had started out in both beds, so they both lay there with covers pulled down, disheveled.
My mom opened the door and stepped inside, “Are you kids ready?”
And she saw Sarah still in bed. “Are you still in bed?”
“Mom! I hate when you do that. We . . I could have been naked in here! I was waiting for Jason. . . He's. He’s in the shower.”
I was laying flat on my stomach on the floor scootching myself close to the edge of the bed.
“I don’t hear any water.”
“Uh, he just went in there. Give us a few minutes mom.”
“Well dad wants us on the road by seven. We can get there by noon. If we leave on time.”
"We'll be ready in fifteen minutes."
"Ok then," And she closed the door.
I let my head drop to the floor. Fuckin Aye!! that was close.
My sister threw herself back on the bed.
“We didn’t lock the door.” Then she started laughing and rolled herself toward me and looked over the edge of the bed down at me laying supine on the floor my head touching the carpet.
"Yeah, Mom. We could have been naked. Or . . . Fucking."
Between gasps I said, “We’re idiots, you know that.” I could not belive how close we came.
She was laughing, letting the nervousness out. Still hanging her head over the bed she looked down at me and said, “You look like a dork” She lay her hand on my back. “My dork.”
There was just silence. It had been close. So much for that vision of a perfect morning.
“I told mom we’d be ready in fifteen minutes.”
My cock was still rock hard and it stuck out straight as I stood up off the floor. My sis took it in her hand, “Got a problem?”
“You could fix it.”
She was looking at it, “We don’t have time J.”
And she walked over, her naked ass bending in front of me, giving me a quick peek of her puss between her legs, before pulling her panties on. Next a little pair of short jeans and then a half top. No bra today.
She was dressed, just like that, I was still naked. She mouthed to me, “Sorry,” held out her hands.
I got dressed, the horniest I had ever been - ever in my life.
As we walked to the door, she cupped her hand over my cock. I let her. It stood straight up, almost poking out of the top of my pants.
“How is that possible? We fucked like four times.”
I just literally moaned, “I am so hungry for you right now.”
She laughed. Loving her effect on me.
*************
We were in the car again, windows pulled up. The car speeding along -- fast. Dad was mad. The goal was Daytona by noon, and already we were running ‘late.’
Sara was sitting on her side of the car, smiling and stealing glances at me. It was truly unbelievable what we had been doing to each other last night. I was so uncomfortable. I still had this horrible erection. After about an hour Sara slid to the middle of the back seat and sort of hung her arms over the middle of the front seat and started looking out the front window between mom and dad.
“Did you guys sleep ok last night?”
“Oh yeah. It’s not as dark as I like it. Better than the other night.”
She had this adorable little girl voice when she talked to the parents.
“You kids were comfortable last night?” Mom looked back at us.
I lay my hand on the small of her back just then, and she looked a wicked grin at me before continuing.
“Yeah, the beds were really comfortable. Sorry we were. . .”
And she paused lightly as I let my hand slip up and around to her front as I began massaging her breast which was just below and behind the front seat. Out of view. I had to have her. I could NOT stand it and there she was leaning right in front, right beside me in her little half top. I could see her soft swelling breasts pressing against her half top. No bra, just the pressure of her body against the thin fabric.
She continued, “ . . . late this morning.”
But she made no move to shew me away, she just sat with her arms slung over the seat. I massaged down to her bare tummy then and down further trying to press into her jean shorts which were hugging her hips tightly. While they set real low on her tummy, they were still too tight to get under.
She swatted my hand just then, but then after a pause she reached down and unsnapped every one of the buttons that ran down her front and looked back at me, biting her lower lip, and giving me a kind of ‘ok go for it’ look.
I wasted no time. I could not even sit still in my seat. God I wanted her! How was I going to get through this day?
And she opened her legs as wide as she could and sucked her belly in as I let my fingers slide under her panties and reaching reaching between her legs, into the soft tangle of hairs. I worked her shorts down her thighs as far as I could, she wiggling her ass to help me along. I slid my fingers into her puss and pressed her lips open wide. The softness between her legs yielding in my hand. Her pussy hairs were still a little stiff from last night. And I was pressing and slipping into her, as she lay her head down on top of the front of the seat. I could see her blushing, her lips going red the way they did. I was learning my sisters body.
“Why don’t you sit back,” said my mother looking at her.
“No. This feels nice." She took a breath, "Comfortable,” my sister said looking me right in the eyes.
And she stayed like that as I worked her puss, she rocking her hips against me and sighing. Staying silent. I could feel her moving more steadily, slipping back, moving her hips to direct me onto her clit and I grasped it with my fingers, and she about jumped straight up.
She just said in diversion to her suddenness, “What’s that?” She would have pointed at anything just then.
Both our folks looking, “That’s . . . just one of those parks where they do outdoor safaris.”
“Oh.”
She was getting ready to cum, I could feel her creaming onto my hand she was so wet. And then her shuddering shaking hips, her thighs tensing and twitching as she contained her orgasm in silence and fell down into my hand with her bottom. I could hear her exhale deeply. A deep satisfied sigh.
Without a word she closed her jean shorts and then settled back into her seat on her side.
I tried to sit forward a little and hide behind the seat and began to open up my own shorts. 'My turn!' I was trying to silently indicate 'My Turn!'
She just smiled, shook her head 'no.' Then she let her hair drop in front of her face, and turned herself so she was looking out the window.
I was in such agony.
************
When we finally got to our hotel. This was it! We would be here for almost two weeks. My sister and I would share a room for two weeks! We got out of the car, found our rooms and I was after my sister within one second of closing the door.
She was backing away from me holding her hands out in front of her, “If you think I am going to lay in here all day!” She kept backing away laughing, "J!!"
“Oh come on. I did you. Come on. Please.” I was stupidly begging, “I can’t stand it.”
“I am going to the beach,” and she was pulling her half top off standing before me topless now, her perfect tear drop breasts. My cock was tenting my shorts.
She would have none of it. “We have plenty of time. Behave!”
I came around behind her and wrapped my arms around her. “Be-HAVE!” And she squirmed in my arms laughing, strugging against me. I was lifting her, “Jason BEHAVE!. . . I’ll scream. JA-S . .!!!”
I let go, and threw myself into a chair, she walked over to me, and trying to placate said, “I’ll let you undress me."
I looked at her.
“But that's it. Try anything else and I’ll change in the bathroom.”
She stood there topless. Some threat.
But I agreed and she let me ever so slowly unbutton her shorts and pull them down around her legs, down to her ankles and she stepped out of them. Now only in her white panties. I hooked my fingers around the string and slid them down letting my face drop down to her tummy and lower settling my nose into her muffin. The smell of her sex was intoxicating, so sweet. I was so hungry.
“MMMMM”
“Ja-SON!” and she jumped back. “You little fucking pervert.” And she took her swim suit in her hand and held two small pieces of fabric out to me. “Now dress me.”
I purred at the offer. I was this little dog. If I had a tail it would have been wagging.
I took the red top from her hand as she held it out to me. “Top first,” I said.
“Figures.”
And she turned around. I looked up and down the length of her. Her bare back, her narrow waist perfect perfect ass. She had this fantastic pouty ass and wide hips. Her thighs parted right at her puss and you could see hairs dropping down dark between her legs.
“Wait,” I said. "Just a sec."
She waited, and I began to take my own clothes off.
She began to turn.
“Don’t look.”
“What are you doing?” And I stood up behind her and wrapped my arms around her again touching her with my bare cock leaving a wet trail of cum on her bare skin.
“Jason behave. PLEASE.”
“I am." I protested. I’m just putting your top on,” and I lifted the top over her head in front of her.
“Uh, huh,” she looked back at me . . .
and as I let my cock slide between her legs, my arms wrapped around her, she did not move. I brought the top around, she putting her arms through, I clasping the back. Through the endeavor, she was ever so lightly undulating her hips onto my cock. Slippery. Heaven!! I had her . . . But then stepping away.
And she next held out the smallest little red bikini bottom. The same one she had modeled only a week ago.
“Now these please,” she chirruped.
I took them bent down in front of her puss, looking right between her legs, and she stepped in. I pulled them up around her hips and now she was dressed.
She looked at me, now I was the only one who was naked. Second time today.
She pointed, “Sit on the bed.”
I complied.
“Now what are we going to do with you?” She held her hand on the tip of my cock and stared at it, not me, it.
“If I do this, can you PLEASE behave the rest of the day. You fuckin little perve.”
“Depends, what are you going to do?”
And she smiled and just went down in front of me.
“This!”
I watched her open her perfect mouth and take the tip of my cock all the way into her mouth. No warning just slipping my whole length in, letting her white teeth scrape me lightly. It felt as if the room went white, her wet mouth sliding on my head. I lay my hands on her, curling my fingers in her hair. Melting into her.
And then she pulled her mouth back and looked up at me smiling her white teeth at me.
“Is it a deal? I take care of this thing and you behave the rest of the day?”
I nodded. “Promise,” I croaked.
And she tipped her mouth down and so lightly kissed the tip.
“MMMMM,” I was so aroused, every pent up desire was releasing at once. I just said, “I needed this all day. Oh fuck, so good.” I was watching her head tipping back to my cock.
And she said, “I WAS a bit of tease.”
And then she opened and slowly let her lips part around the tip of my cock, slower this time and began to pump her head up and down in a perfect steady rhythm. With her right hand she wrapped her fingers around my balls and let her fingers tipple back so she was rubbing the surface of my anus and she continued to suck on me. I let her set the pace. I wanted this to last forever. Just laying my fingers on her, playing with her soft hair.
As she quickened, she also let my cock sink deeper into her mouth. she could take my full length and I watched her head move back so that her mouth was wrapped just around the tip and then steadily back down the full length of my cock. I felt her begin to press her finger into my anus and slide her finger up into me and then press forward toward my cock.
That was it! I could feel the cum rising inside. And I began to buck lightly into her mouth. She let me. I began to cum in a wave that left me falling back in my chair. She was literally holding me in place by her finger in my ass and pulling me toward herself. She began to suck and drink the cum as it sprayed out, again and again.
“So good. Oh my god,” I whispered, turning my head to the side, tensing my thighs around her, closing my eyes. This wave of pleasure and release.
She brought her mouth back, her bright red lips, now smiling up at me. Her white teeth. That sparkle in her eyes. Tipping her head back, brushing her hair out of her eyes.
I breathed out, “That was the . . .I never”
She just said, “Now get dressed.”
I pulled my swimsuit on and as I was walking out the door she cupped her hand around my swimsuit feeling my soft little member.
“Now that’s better.”
She walked out the door in front of me, sand immediately beneath our feet, and I watched in utter amazement at the sway of her hips as she headed toward the ocean.
Our secret.
************************
We found a nice secluded area of the beach with one of the cabana structures provided by the hotel and lay our stuff out there. I tended to remain in the shade. She was going to sun herself, and I knew that meant very short times on each side at first, and then longer and longer until she was out a good chunk of the day. Tanning was a very delicate art.
Mom and dad came out shortly and settled in, also in the shade their out of shape white bodies plopping down in two nearby chairs. Relaxation. I usually would sit around for a while but then would go around and find the activities of the place. I wasn’t one to just sit around. But Today! Today I could have lain there and watched my sister spread out on her towel surounded by white white sand all day long; but thought I should stick to my routine.
“A day late and a dollar short, but this is what we came for,” my dad grunted as he sat back in his chair.
“Can’t plan for everything,” says mom.
“ I think this has been a great vacation so far daddy,” chirrups my sister. I am looking straight up her legs. She catches my eye and says, “Jas could YOU put on some of this sunscreen for me?”
Fuck. The little bitch.
She knew what she was doing and she smiled all innocence, and looked down at my suit.
“I uh. . .”
“She isn’t going to bite you,” says mom.
“I didn’t want to get up is all.” I was hugging the towel to myself.
She held the cream out to me. “Pleaaase?” Her little girl voice, both parents looking at me.
I rose and carefully knelt by her, whispering, “Little bitch.”
She laughed. “Behave,” she whispered back. And rolled back onto her stomach.
I dollaped a small amount on my hand and began at her shoulders, the soft skin sliding beneath my palm, sliding my hand along the curve of her shoulders, only a thin string for her bikini, and could feel my cock twitch and harden. I let my hands slide lower around the edges of her ribcage, glistening from the sunscreen in the sun. soft white skin. And then that small of her back where I tippled and drew small circles there, she lay her head to the side and smiled at me, pushing her hips ever so lightly into my hand. That curve of her hip back into my hand was so erotic. I was looking at her and could perfectly picture her bare ass laying down before me. I went rock hard.
“My legs too.”
Another dollap and starting at her calves rotated my hands around the back of her legs and up up to her bikini bottom and then even up over her bare ass following the line of her suit to the small string at her hip. One leg then the other. I was down on my knees. She loved that too! I had dressed her naked body not half hour ago and now she had me rubbing her in front of mom and dad. I was going to go crazy.
“Thanks,” she breathed out not moving.
I now could not turn around to go back to my chair, so I simply rose and began walking away from everybody. I looked rediculous.
"Where you going?" Mom called out.
Sara lifting her head to look after me.
I looked back, to see her laughing.
“I’m just going to see what there is to do around here.”
***********************
Sara was laughing so hard she couldn’t hardly sit when we were back in our room. She was bending and clapping her hands together.
"You looked pretty paniked there," she said catching her breath
"You shit," and I swatted at her.
"Uh, I'm just going to see what there is to do around here," she mimicked my voice. She finally wandered to the corner of the room, laughing still as she fell into a chair. "You find anything interesting J??"
She was sprawled out on the chair still in her swim suit, one leg hanging over the armrest and the other sticking straight out onto the floor. The effect being that her legs were held wide open in front of me.
"Ha ha ha. You couldn't even turn around!"
I ignored her simply answering her question directly, "They have jet skis, and para-sailing. I’ll be able to do that tomorrow. I signed up. Pretty cool"
"Good, good." She cooed more to herself, calming down now. Silence. She was looking down at herself rubbing her tummy.
I continued to fill the silence, "I had fun."
"I bet you did." She was looking down at herself. "Do I look tanner?" She pulled the top of her bikini down a bit,showing just a little of her boob to me.
"Uh," I was staring openly at her body now splayed out on the chair her top half pulled down. "Not really. I can't tell." I stepped a little closer.



"I don’t want to burn. It takes awhile, escpecially at first. I think its perfect, for today." She lifted her top back into place.
"So do I."
She looked up, smiled. "This vacation is not what I expected."
"Tell me about it."
"How could we . . . did you expect that we, uh... would, you know." She lay her hand over her puss between her open legs. And then she just made a 'clck clck' sound
"Not in a million years." I was drawing to her like a moth to a flame. Where was this going?
She said half to herself, "We shouldn’t," and she was rubbing her stomach again. She looked up at me, "You know that don't you?"
I was silent. There was quiet for about a minute before I asked, "Well . . . What do you want?"
And she looked out the window for quite awhile, the light of the beach shone brilliant against the shaded room. Her red bikini barely covering the center of her opened legs. I could literally see the swell of her puss, the crease. Her hands stroking her tummy, tippling the edge of her bottoms.
"The question. . . What do I want? What SHOULD I want is more like it. But . . . what DO I want?" And she looked at me again, smiled. "You behaved today." I could see her hips undulating ever so slightly.
"You didn’t."
She laughed put her hand over her face. "I guess I didn’t. But you deserved it!"
"How?"
"Just . . . because. Because . . .I don’t know. This morning!"
"You made me crazy today. All day. All the time all day."
Silence again.
I went back to ask, "What do you want? Sara??"
"Bird Dog." And she made like she was shooting something.
She looked out the window again. Hips undulating lightly. And then at me.
"Right now." She was staring directly into my eyes. I could see her breathing change. She was contemplating her words, "Right now, I Just want . . . you to eat me out."
My heart lept into my throat.
She was still lounging, unmoving, staring at me. "Right now."
I froze.
"Can you do that? Lick my cunt. It’s what I want."
I nodded my head.
She laughed. "I gave you a pretty good blow job, your turn. I haven’t had good cunnilingus since, like fucking forever."
She rose from the chair, "I think You've opened Pandoras box here."
"I think it's your box I opened."
She glided over to me and then took my hand. "Come on. Undress me." She lay out supine on the bed, raising her arms above her head pulling me along behind her.
"Do anything you want to me."
I lay my hands on each side of her bikini bottoms, and she lifted her hips and I slid her bottoms off in one motion.
She smiled and looked up at me. "I love you you know."
I nodded and sat down on the bed between her legs.
She kept looking up at me, half sitting and lay her hand on my arm, "That’s a problem isn’t it?"
She opened her legs around me. I began to massage her tummy, letting my hands carress her thighs, inside her thighs brushing the hairs of her puss. "Mmmmm," stiffening like a cat. She reached back and unclasped her top and then slid it off as well. I
I was trying to find the words, "I . . ."
"Shhhh."
I continued to stroke the inside of her thighs up to her center, her open puss still swollen from being fucked the other night. Moving closer I lay my whole palm over her mound, covering it completely; and then so gently pressed her open with my middle finger and ran it from the top of her mound through her pink line, her pink center. The smell of sex rose around me. She was so wet. And I bent down my face and nuzzled further up into her puss, putting my nose right where it had been when I had undressed her - and dressed her for the beach. She could hear me inhale deeply.
"You like my smell?" she purred to me.
"I love your smell."
"Mmmmm." She pushed herself into my face, lay her hand on my head and I rubbed my nose along her length.
"Mmm, Yes. What I want."
And I began to lightly lick the hairs of her puss, the outline of her cunny. She had cut the dark hairs very short for her bathing suit. Her puss lips puffing out, skin and thin hairs, I pressed my fingers and opened her like a small fruit, pulling her lips wide white with cream and then slid my tongue along her pink center and she arched her back pushed me into her.
I looked up at her, my wet face, cum on my chin and her head was tipped toward me, dreamily eyeing me and smiling, "You look like you're enjoying me."
I lapped at her, nibbled, chewed sucked like this forever. Forever and ever. I never would stop. I lay my hands up around her hips, wrapped my hands under her ass and held her like a platter of milk. She played with my hair, and tugged and pressed directing me silently where she wanted me to go next.
I licked from the bottom of her puss pressing my tongue into her vagina, fucking her with my mouth and then sliding firmly up to her clit with my flat tongue. I tippled around her clit until she could not stand it and would push me lower, feeling her get more and more aroused. Her cheeks glowed red and her mouth was open, I could see the tops of her teeth, her breathing became ragged and she had this steady undulation of her hips into my mouth.
Her clitoris when it was hard would poke out like a little finger and I could put my mouth around it and suck. She would press me down and I could hear her breath catch, "ah, ah." Her clit was hooded and I could lap beneath the edges and around the bottom, and feel her push as hard as she could, I quickened and sucked her there. That hard little tool at the top of her puss, how it loved to be played with.
Between gasps, as I pressed my tongue hard against her, she said softly “Mmmm, so nice. So . . .good. You take your time. Keep . . ."
I tipped my head up and met her eyes.
I let my fingers press up into her and reached inside. She opened her legs wider for me and I curled my fingers up into her and rubbed the rough walls of her vagina until she was undulating around my finger. Quicker now, harder, she was not so sensitive and I pressed my tongue against her, dug my fingers inside. She was bucking against me on the bed, squirming, rolling back and forth squeezing her thighs around me.
I could feel my cock growing so hard again. I had my T shirt off but my swim suit was still on. I backed my backside up by my sis, and said. "Take em off." She said not a word and began to slide them down my legs.
"Cute . . . ass."
"It’s all yours."
She reached her hand out then and began to strock my cock, hanging on as I continued to suck on her little cunny. I could feel the trembling in her belly. The movement, the arching of her back, whispering to no one in particular, "Oh god. Yes. Oh my god. So good." And her cries were tumbling out of her, she went compeltely rigid and squeezed her legs around my head so tight it hurt.
She was utterly surrendering beneath me, liquid. I could do anything to her. And she began to fall into me, and shiver, and cry. Her hair was across her mouth and she panted. Turning to her side, crying out. Oh, This little girl who was disheveled, naked, my hungry little slut sister getting what she wanted. What she wanted: Me eating her out. Sucking on her cunt. And she came, creaming white around my fingers, in my face and crying, then settling onto the bed, relaxing again, falling down into the bed, her one hand fallen on her breast, the other stroking my hair.
She opened her eyes, glowing, exhausted.
"Fuck. What am I going to do with you?"
******************
There wasn’t even a question that night. We went into the bathroom, took off our clothes and crawled naked into bed together - locking the door between rooms. Turning out the lights.
She rolled toward me lightly, expectantly, the mattress shifting beneath us.
"Hold me," was all she said tonight.
I wrapped my arms around her and she settled her head into my shoulder, she lifted her eyes to mine and then kissed me. Lightly, slowly. All the time in the world, we knew what we were doing tonight. This soft tongue tracing my teeth finding and playing with the tip of my tongue. Putting her mouth around my lower lip and sucking on me. Kissing me over and over. We twined our bodies together and trembled beneath the one sheet letting it fall down around our waists. I rolled my chest on top of her and pressed her into the bed, still kissing her wrapping my arms around her waist pulling her to me.
I let my hand wander down as we kissed like this squeezing and pressing her breasts and found her puss again; pressing my fingers into her, opening her again. We could fuck a hundred times and I was unsatiated. A hundred more and still like the first time. She melted beneath me.
"We are so bad. I warned you didn’t I." She was breathless, mottled. Her hair splayed around her. Only sense and flesh and smell.
And she pulled me on top of her parting her legs loosely, relaxed. I pulled the covers down, exposing her. God she was so natural, sensual. I could smell sex rising from her body, the heat rising between us. I nosed down between her legs while pressing and needing her tummy and breasts. She, putting her hands on top of mine. I was hungry and loved her familiar smell, my smell.
I lapped at her with a flat tongue for a little while, drinking in her taste, and then rose back up kissing each of her breasts and then kissing her on the mouth again.
"Do you like the way you taste?" I asked.
She looked at me as we kissed. "I love the way I taste in you." The relaxation in her voice was so erotic just then, the deep trill. That growl. The curves of her body beneath me open in every way. She yielded her breasts to me tilted her head back exposing her soft neck.
She had full red lips and held her mouth open breathing in my ear as I caressed her neck. I could hear her breath, "You going to fuck me?"
And I let my cock slide up into her pussy as she said that, pressing her hard into the bed, rising between her legs and sliding into her feeling the wetness and heat tighten around me. She was so filled with desire. I could feel her quivering beneath me. She could barely breath.
“Ohhh, so . . . good. You like your little girls pussy? Are you going to fuck me all night. Again?”
"Again and again and again."
"Jason? Am I'm your little girl. Your little sister? Say it to me, fuck my cunt.”
And I let myself slide deep into her, filling her, deep to the hilt. “Oh, I Love my little girl. My good little sisters cunt,” I whispered into her ear.
"Oh, So bad."
She brought her knees up around me, I split her open, she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me onto her as tightly as she could, pulling me in as far as I could go. We kissed and carressed. I pressed and slid filling her, holding her down with my cock and began to rise and fall upon her once more. I cradled my arms beneath her waist and then her ass. I was lifting her up off the mattress as I fucked her. Pressing her down and lifting her up again. I let my fingers slide back and back until my finger was sliding over her anus - as she had done to me. Stroking her anus and then pressing my finger up into her little ‘rose.’
She opened her eyes wide and stared at me. "Oh, that feels . . . good."
"You like that? You did it before, remember."
She nodded her head, and tipped back into the pillow, arching herself beneath me and I continued sliding in and out of her with my cock and my finger. "I want to fill you up."
"Fill me up, everywhere."
I was pressing so deeply, cradling her at the same time.
"I never want you to stop. Oh my god. . . What you do to me."
I pressed my second finger into her and she dropped into the bed, I could feel her whole body tense, I could literally feel her heart beating in her vagina.
I held her this way, filling her completely. Sliding into her, and then rising until my cockhead played at her opening and then back and back, over and over so softly, rising and falling feeling her yeild to me. Softening beneath me, holding me as I washed upon her. We were one. I could smell the heat and sex between us, hear her receiving me and letting me go. Her wet cunny slapping against me, over and over.
This little girl just a week ago had modeled that little red bikini, and was embarrassed when I saw the small puss hairs sticking out. We fucked silently, steady in that darkness, until she began to frantically claw at my back and press her puss hard up into me.
I quickened my pace. I pounded her into the bed, she was pushing back as hard as she could. We came in one long continuous wave, until I was almost in pain. My body stiffened and I could feel myself releasing ribbons of cum into her, and as it pulsed out of me, her vagina felt like a mouth drinking me in, sucking and quivering when her back arched and she came again, and thrashed beneath me. We were crashing together. I had to literally pin her to the bed with all my weight.
We lay naked on mattress, sheets laying down at our feet, but we were bound together, wet hair across our faces and in our mouths, between our legs. Sex on our breath. Sweat and her cum dripping from my chin. She was shaking, her hairs in my mouth. I just kept staring into her eyes as I kissed her.
She lay silent, a finger curling her hair, unmoving, eyes closed. I was still hard inside her. I lifted my hand up from beneath her, took my finger from inside her and shook her lightly. She did not move. I took her head in my hands and turned her face to mine. She opened her eyes.
We lay like that for quite awhile. My cock still hard, still inside her and I gradually began to move once again. She looked down the length of her body to see my cock and she laughed.
"You're still hard? Oh my god, I can't even move."
"Should I keep going. You ok?"
She tipped her head to the side, her eyes closed. "Don't ever stop."
I began to move upon her unmoving body. She was exhausted. I don't think she had come down from the orgasm she had just had.
She whispered, "Oh, go slow. I’m sore."
I stopped. "No. Keep fucking, don't stop. I love it, it hurts so good."
Another time she said, "I feel like your splitting me open Jason."
I began to rise and fall, the hard length of my cock reaching up into her. Back and back and back. I could feel the cum rising again, but I had been making love to her so long that it was like it was farther back inside me, cumming cumming a greater distance. And then I was falling on her filling her and she was cuming with me again beneath me, our bodies wet with sweat, sliding against one another. Her tummy was literally dripping and I could slide along her front. Wrapped tightly holding ourselves together, she was scratching my sides as we fell exhausted into one another, and then simply fell asleep.
I have no idea when we actually fell into sleep.
******************
Near morning she woke and snuggled tightly against me. Skin to skin. I wrapped my arms around her so that she was nestled into my chest like a coccoon. Her leg was lifted and set between mine. My cock was laying along the length of her belly. She opened her eyes at the same time I did, and kissed my chastely lightly on the lips. Then she turned herself around and nestled herself back into me, placing my cock perfectly at the crack of her ass.
I, of course, went immediately hard.
I heard her groan. “That wasn’t such a great idea was it.”
She let me slide my cock between her legs. "Just for a little minute, but I'm sorry - I'm too sore," she whispered. So I so gently just let my cock slide between her legs.
After only a little while she growled lightly and said, "Oh God. I am so hungry for you. God damn you . . . Put your fingers in me. Like last time."
I remembered immediately what she meant. And so I reached down and slipped one finger up into her ass.
"Mmmmm God soooo good."
And I let her undulate on my finger which was pressed deeply inside her in the dark, after awhile slipping a second finger inside. She was so wet there still.
"No one ever done that to me before."
After awhile I took my fingers away, and she protested lightly until she realized what I was about to do next and she went deathly silent, still. I took my cock and slid it into the crack of her ass and let it slide around her anus, letting my cum soak her there. Her juices were everywhere and she realized . . .
I placed the head of my cock right at the opening of her ass hole. She reached back and took my arm. "I don’t know about THAT!"
I just said, "I’ll take it slow. See how it feels. Its better than my fingers."
And she let go, laying silent and still, tilting her hips back to meet the head of my cock. I pressed and pressed. She began to press back as well positioning herself, arching herself. I could feel her begin to open to me, her tight little ass pressing, and stretching around my cock; but then she would pull herself away.
And then she would say, "Oh, I don’t know."
I would try once more. Then at a moment that was pure heaven, I felt just the tip, the head of my cock drop into her. Her anus clamping down around the head of my cock, and at that moment I held perfectly still. She also did not move.
I could hear her moaning now. "Oh my god, Jason! Oh that feels . . . Mmmm. No no no further. . . Just stay there."
But I was so aroused, I was shaking now and I began to undulate my hips ever so slightly when she pulled away from me again and turned toward me. "I think. I think I’m just to small for you there. It hurts. It feels good, but just a . . . little. I don't know." Her little girl voice, and she showered me with kisses.
"Sorry."
Oh I needed to cum just then. I was inside her tight little ass just a moment before she pulled away.
I said, "It’s fine. It’s fine. We’ve been pretty experimental today."
She kissed me, and I could see her dropping back off to sleep her breasts rising and falling with her breath, the sheets down around our waist, and my cock harder than it had ever been.
I lay there and stroked myself in the dark, until I came into the sheets with visions of my sisters ass.
***********************
Next day I had decided on a mission.
A secret mission, that would be like a fortuitous accident.
We got up the next day the way we did now. Another comfortable day of dressing, undressing each other. Standing at the bathroom mirror naked as I showered. Kisses and touch, sun and sand. Lotions and shade. Warmth and relaxation.
But I had a mission today.
I wandered into the City near the beach and found the shop. A little sex shop and went inside. At noon we were going to take a little nap, we told our folks. But when we got to the bed, on my sisters pillow was a little plastic box.
"Open it," I said.
"Is this where you went today?"
"Maybe. Just open it."
She lifted the lid and looked at me. It looked like a ring box and I’m sure she thought it was jewelry of some kind.
"What is it?" She took the shiny clear plastic object out of the box. It was tapered and had a soft narrow top that tappered down to a blunt point.
I took a breath, "It’s called a butt plug."
Her eyes went totally wide. Almost a look of panic.
She kept turning it in her hand, sitting on the bed in her bikini.
I continued, "It’s for uh, when your too tight. Uh, it loosens you up.”
"Perverted," was all she said as she stared at the shiny object turning it in her hand.
"I thought you liked it. Last night I mean."
She nodded, kept staring at it.
"How does it work?"
"This end here." I pointed. "You press it into your little rose."
"My rose?"
"Your ass."
She laughed now, clapped her hand together. "You named my ass Jason." And then she asked, "Does it hurt?"
"No."
"It’s gradual. You build up, bigger and bigger for. . ."
"Ohhhh." She gave me a sidelong glance.
"I got the kind with the flat top, so it uh doesn’t show."



She looked at me. "How long do you. . ."
"You put it in as long as you want. The longer the better."
And she was up off the bed, pacing. "Will you, uh, put it in?"
"Sure!" It worked I thought. Smiling. "Here."
I grabbed her bikini bottom and pulled it off, she just stood there without even the slightest resistance. Her little bush standing directly in front of me now.
"Lets try. I want you to put it in." She was still turning it in her hand as I was pulling her bottoms off. "This one is pretty big."
"I thought I would get a medium. I have three."
Her eyes were wide.
"Three sizes. This is the smallest of the ones you got? . . .Um Ok, I want to try it. What do I do?"
"Get on the bed." She did. "Now uh put your ass in my face."
She laughed. "Can do!" And she backed her ass into me, wiggling her hips and looking back at me.
"Be careful," She set on the bed doggy style looking back at me.
I could see the cute little pucker of her ass.
I took the plug, placed a little of the lubricant on the surface and touched her anus and then pressed lightly. Harder and harder. It pressed into her slowly, and she was arching her back to me.
"Oh god. Mmmmm. So bad. Could we be any worse?"
I looked at her with a wicked grin, "Lets wait a few days and see."
And then it pressed all the way in and I could feel her anus clamp around the narrower part, but open now about a half inch.
"Oh my god, I can still feel it." It fells like when your fingers are in me." And she got up and started walking around. "Mmmmm, when I move. I’ve never felt like this before. Feel how wet I am."
And she stood in front of me with her little puss pouting in front of me.
I cupped her puss and pressed my fingers into her. She dropped her hair in front of herself. And she was so wet, I could feel the juices running out of her. This ripe piece of fruit.
And she was cooing the whole time. "Oh my god, press your finger all the way in. Finger fuck me. Oh, yeah. I can feel it when you do THAT."
And I felt her come right at that moment and her knees began to fold as she tipped her ass into me. She began to kiss me then, tilting my head back and we fell into the bed for our ‘nap.’
"Fuck. Oh my God," she cooed.
********************
We were walking along the ocean shore, her hips swaying in an exaggerated motion. I knew she was trying to move so that she could feel the plug at all times.
After about a half mile up the beach she took my hand.
"I hurt." She was looking up at me.
"It hurts?"
"No. Not what I said. I said 'I' hurt. I have never been so fucking aroused my entire life. . . Jason?"
"Yes."
"Can we fuck with this thing still in me?
I want that."
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The sun filtered in slowly, filling my room with a dull glow. Another day, or not. I was lying in my bed, eyes half open contemplating the pain of consciousness. There was nowhere I needed to be, I never had to work another day in my life. I was a wealthy man. I was a broken man too - not that it wasn’t deserved.
Still later, I was staring out my living room window, my perfectly clean *empty* living room. You reap what you sow. I learned important lessons, married after college to a woman I thought I loved, and partied and drank hard, selling and brokering oh so important things; had a horrible temper - and at the same maintained a perfect veneer of hypocritical moralism. My first wife had left me, and each and every child I had by her will have nothing to do with me. And then I remarried a wonderful woman. I had begun to pull my life together, felt this strange sensation of happiness. I had a wonderful beautiful supportive wife who understood me.
She was killed last year in a car wreck, by a road rage incident no less. My life at forty five was a ruin.
And then . . .
*******
“Hello.”
“Hi. Uh. Tom.??”
“This is.”
“Dad! It’s me, Sara. Hi!” My youngest. My God. I started to choke up. I had to think a little bit.
“Yes. Yes. Hello, Sara. Yes.”
“I’m in town - for a conference. I thought I would stop by to see you. I know it’s been a long time. I know it’s . . . I, uh, didn’t even know if this number still worked.”
“Well you got me. Sure Sure. That would be fine. Come over.”
“Wonderful. I can’t wait! I’ll see you then at 2:00.”
My youngest. She was the little accident that kept my wife and I together that additional two years. I turned to the clock - it was twelve noon. I was still in my underwear. I think I could get ready in two hours. I lifted myself from the chair at the window.
I lost all visitation rights for my children two years after our divorce and I lost the thread, had no idea where anyone was. Twenty years later I receive this call.
She arrived sometime around two. Her small frame silhouetted by the sunlight, smiling big white teeth at me. She came up to me quickly, this little bird, and gave me a hug.
“Daddy. Hi!”
I sat and stared at her. My mind was still in a fog most of the time. The last I had seen her she was ten, no more. She was this little awkward, quiet, skinny kid. Now she had on a simple pair of low jeans, and a top that rode above her hips so that her navel was set like a tear drop right at the center. When she moved it peeked in and out of view.
I learned she had graduated college, was top of her class, and had already received her Masters in Psychology. Her Phd program was next and it would be here.
I asked, “How do you get through to a doctorate at twenty? That’s what you are right.”
She smiled, proud, “I got through most of my undergraduate work in highschool and took an accelerated Masters.”
I nodded. “Wow. Smart, like your mother.” I watched her smile fade.
“I need to ask you something. And. . .” She looked down into her perfectly coifed little lap, her blonde locks falling around her shoulders. She was so small I remembered thinking to myself. This little girl. My little girl. She looked up, “You can say no.” She brushed the hair from her eyes.
I waited. I thought of the irony of this little psychology major sitting here and me in the throes of ruin. I was laughing inside.
“See, I thought maybe I could . . . stay here. . . I mean. I could clean. Take care of some things, in exchange for a room. I’ll buy my own food.”
She was leaning forward on the couch. Had her hands together. She was leaning back now on the sofa, throwing her hair back, and it brought her navel out once again - front and center folded in her concave tummy above narrow hips. She wasn’t wearing socks, just a pair of white sneakers, I thought that was somehow odd.
“I need some time to settle in and it won’t be very long. I get an internship in three months and start getting paid. And . .”
I was staring at her feet, no socks. “Ok,” was all I said. Just like that, and, “Sure. It would be fine.”
Then I got up and walked into the kitchen poured myself a red wine from the fridge. I felt the need to unwind. Someone in my life I thought.
“Sure yeah. We . . . uh, I have lots of room. You can help out, yeah.”
I sipped my wine. “Want some.”
***************
She settled in the very next week and in no time it felt, it really felt like she had been there forever. Her temperament, her personality somehow fit so well with me. I felt so terrible about losing out on the years we could have had together.
She had some quirks though. She was so comfortable in her skin and that comfort meant that I got to see a lot of it.
Mornings took the most getting used to on that score. She would come out of her room in the morning and pad into the kitchen wearing these oh so thin tops, these little half T shirts, and tiny matching bottoms; pink, yellow, white. Some kind of cottony fabric. Not panties really, but not much more. One morning I gestured to her standing in front of me sipping her coffee and asked, “What are those?”
She said, “What?” and looked down at herself, “Oh these!” She laughed and tugged at them from her hip. “They call them boypants.”
“I never seen any boys wear them?”
“No. I think they are FOR boys . . to like look at!” She laughed, “Like them?”
Mesmerizing.
She was swaying her hips at me just then, standing on one leg then the other, looking down at me since I was sitting. A sort of invitation to stare at her middle and I obliged, looking at her knees to navel.
She stood on one leg and let her hip tip up and then spun on her foot to the sink. I watched her bottom swirl and then step away. Her boypants today were a light yellow, and her top was so thin I could see her skin pinken the fabric. I didn’t see any bra. She looked amazing and her middle went on and on, her navel was this little thin vertical line.
“Daddy?”
I started.
“You didn’t answer,” She looked down at herself pouting.
“Oh, I like them fine.” She was satisfied then.
When I read the paper she had another habit that was gradually making me crazy. I sat at the table with my coffee to one side and would fold the paper and lay it out on the table to read it. She would come up behind me and lean down holding her cup and read it over my shoulder. I could feel the heat of her breathing, the warmth of her cheek just an inch from mine. I could smell the powder of her skin. Cinnamon.
“Does this bother you??”
“No No.”
It did not bother me. She should ask does this distract you.
Her cheek would sometimes brush mine, rough because I had not shaved, and I could feel her warmth behind me from time to time as I paged through my paper. When she was about to leave she would turn her head and kiss me on the cheek. Once or twice her breathing would catch in my ear and it would tingle up through my center. I could feel myself flush suddenly with her breath in my ear.
For the first time in years I was beginning to feel pleasure.
**************
She had to have known her effect on me. I could see the twinkle in her eyes, of self awareness. The warmth of her body when she brushed the back of my shoulder, her hand right at my neck when she set the coffee in front of me. The little scratch when she would dig her nail into me as she took her hand away, sending shivers down my spine. And this went on for months.
Our morning ritual became for me my addiction. She wore all manner of outfits, a never ending array. She said one time apologetically, "I'm a bit of a clothes horse." And I loved to watch her movements, so liquid as she flitted and glided through the house. Her coy eyes fluttering, little lines when she laughed, and so expressive; eyes opening wide when making some point or about to laugh, and her little girls song of 'good mornings' and 'goodbyes.' The way she clapped her hands together, the way she tipped her head to her shoulder to look back at me. And those teeth. My little girl.
The morning I could not forget - ever - was seeing her, her back to me at the kitchen sink. That image is burned in my memory. I had grabbed my paper. She always made the coffee now, and when I set at the table and looked up at her back to me, I saw her bare legs rising endless up from the floor as they always did. Barefooted, as they always were (I loved looking at her legs).
But . . . but this time rising up up to a little line of red string at each hip. She was wearing this little red pair of panties! The concave of the middle of her back arching over the top edge of her red panties which set right at the crack of her ass. Her white smooth skin curving out from her thighs, and her narrow narrow waist bared to just below her shoulder blades. Soft bare white smooth skin and I felt an immediate erection which led me to pull myself close the table. I did not want to risk the walk to the pot of coffee.
Her top was a silk camisole this morning, and if any other day was a sign it was all she wore. Also red, satin, soft light. And then - She turned around, pivoting on one foot. The camisole hanging loose tipping down lightly between her breasts, their weight filling the fabric, flaring at her ribs. Her panties forming the smallest triangle below her navel. Her abdomen this expanse of flesh rising from the little triangle, showing off the bone of each hip, her little tear drop navel, the frame of her ribs to just below her breasts.
“You forgot your coffee,” and she padded barefoot over to where I dared not go.
“You’re . . .”
She looked at me, her bright almond eyes.
“Your panties. You have on panties.”
She looked down and back into my eyes. Not a trace of embarrassment. She just said, “Its Valentines Day! It’s my little tradition. I wear these on Valentines Day. Like them?”
I did. I nodded my head.
She brought the cup over to me and stood directly before me. I looked up at her, into her eyes. I took a breath, “Thanks.”
She turned and walking back to the counter, stood with one hip up the way she did, sipping at her coffee, and the panties folding a crease down her backside, bunching up between her legs.
What was she doing to me? She didn’t even realize.
******************
Laundry had been MY chore, my only chore ever really, assigned me by my late wife. And, It was important to me. I had never done anything around the house. Never contributed to the family, to the home. She had changed that in me by laundry.
When my little Sara moved in I had continued doing the laundry. Laundry really was a very simple chore but there was an aspect I had not anticipated. When I stood in the basement sorting all the dirty laundry into their respective cold, warm, hot, whites, reds, I found myself holding a pair of Sara’s panties. And then another. Another. I simply took them, held them a moment, felt their fabric, their lightness in my hand, and tossed them into their appropriate piles.
I ignored the fleeting titillation, of holding her undergarments, her ‘privates.’ I could recognize the various items she wore, could picture her in some because she would wear them around the house. She had bras tangling in the pile, her small T shirts too, half tops, boypants, camisoles, white and pink, powder blue. Little animals on some of her panties, one pair that said Thursday. Silk and cotton; eggshell panties worn thin, one or two with small holes in the crotch, some of thin silk, thongs - all small and revealing, all teasing my imagination. The material in my hand each time I lifted a pair, turning them sometimes front to back. No more than one inch of fabric between her legs. It set my heart in motion, I enjoyed the feeling.
But one morning after she had left for her office, alone in the basement - I caught sight of those red panties she had worn on Valentines Day, and suddenly I could see her standing there before me in my minds eye. I could feel my pulse quicken as I picked them up and turned them inside out. Just the smallest lightest little fabric. They untied at each hip. You could simply pull a string to untie them.
I turned them inside out to see just a tan line running down the inside of her crotch across a little white square of fabric. That area of fabric that covered her THERE. *Her pussy* I closed my eyes. And I held it in my hand, touched the stain, the stiffened fabric, glanced at it a moment longer than normal and tossed it in the appropriate pile.
But then went back, picked it up again, looked around. My heart pounding, lifted the little triangle to my nose and inhaled. Her smell.
*********************
What is it about the smell of pussy?
Ask any man who will answer honestly. Fresh and hungry. A smell which is at once like lifting the rich earth itself from damp soil and breathing it in. And every man has done it, whether is was his mothers panties as a boy, perhaps his sisters, or girlfriends one day while sitting in her room, or his friends wife secretly at a dinner party. Or a nieces panties dropped near the hamper spotted on a visit over the holidays. Every man has done it.
The scent gives the same feeling inside the ancient brain as if you were watching a girl lift her ass to your waiting eyes, lifting her skirt above her waist. Exposing her cunt to you pulling her lips open, of letting you in. It is at once clean and dirty; touches that animal part of us. The scent of a woman and of sweat.
And there is something sweet, so very sweet, of innocence, something like honey, like cinnamon on your tongue. My little girl. My little girls smell. I could feel my libido rise, my mouth water, my breath quicken, my cock stiffen as I held her panties to my mouth breathing in.
Of Pleasure giving way to Lust.
I stood down there that day inspecting and smelling her panties, inspecting each one. Feeling the fabric, examining their shape, testing their smell, touching them with my tongue. Some were clean, hardly worn, with a very soft bouquet. But some rich, beautiful, intoxicating! I was so happy that day, deep within this secret.
That evening she came home, set her things in the closet and lay out her papers on the kitchen table as was her habit. Then she was off to her room for a little while, changing into her nightshirt for the evening (also her habit), and then back out to sit a little with her various papers, reading, note taking, talking into her little recorder. So professional she was in the evenings.
I looked at the back of her, now standing and bending over the table, her back to me. I followed the line of her back, arching so softly to her narrow waist, her hips widening beneath the night shirt which set right at mid thigh lifting higher each time she bent over her papers. I simply watched, eyeing where the lines of her panties would fall beneath the fabric.
I could in fact see those red panties in my imagination, I was reliving that morning she stood in the kitchen, teasing me. I was watching her rising and falling over the table, her long hair trailing along her back, falling down around her shoulders. I swear I could smell her just then.
I chastised myself too. Behave.
**************
Then one day it happened. The inevitable. I was in the basement. I was sorting, and at the moment I held a small delicate, lace edged pair of her panties to my nose, breathing in, enjoying her delicate bouquet – she turned the corner, paused a moment.
“Oh, Um.” She stared at me. Then, Eyes Wide. “Sorry. I uh,” at the moment of realization on her face, she turned and left.
I sat down in a chair put my head down in my hands. What had I done? I had gone too far.
When finally I came upstairs, Sara was in her room. The door closed. I waited. Like a child I waited, panic in my eyes. Real pain. I felt tears forming in my eyes. I didn’t want to lose her again, to be alone. It was foolish, why did I do it? My daughter reappears in my life, my empty life, and . . .
. . .
Then I simply heard, “Dad! It’s dinner. It’s ready.” The completely normal trill of my little girl from down the hall. I looked around, I must have fallen asleep.
I rose, lifted myself from the bed. Remembering, I felt depressed, and I slogged into the dining room sat down at the empty table. She was in the kitchen.
She came out with a lovely roast and set it on the table.
I averted my eyes. She did not. She stared at me quizzically, wrinkling her nose. I think she was waiting for ME to say something before finally starting, “Um, about . . .”
And I blurted out a stream of words at the table, “I’m sorry sweetie. I’m so sorry. . .” It came out of me. “I never before. . .you don’t understand . . .it never . . .” I lied.
She stopped me, paused. “Dad its fine . . . relax. I mean it’s not, terribly unusual." Pausing, "There are strong biological reasons. Pheromones. You thought you were alone. It's ok.”
I was silent, mouth open.
And then with mischief in her eyes, “You certainly seem to be doing more than laundry then?”
I looked across the table to her. She was wearing a pair of her sweats that she usually wears when she is going to work out in the gym. “Never again. I am so sorry Sara.”
“I doubt it will be the last time. . .if you are going to keep doing the laundry. And I sure don’t want to start doing it."
Silence.
"There, now we’ve taken care of that haven’t we?” And she reached for a dish, “Potatoes?”
“For your perverted old man,” I mumbled as I reached for the dish.
She even laughed a little when I said that, “Well . . . its more a fetish, really. Perhaps it can find its way into one of my papers. But I don’t think perverted is quite right either. More fetishist.” She was smiling, being clever.
“It really is normal dad. I doubt there isn't a man in the world that hasn't . . .you know. . . Pervert indicates 'per-version,' - it's latin - per- ‘out' or 'not' and -version 'right' - of doing what is not right, not normal. I’m afraid this is COMPLETELY normal. . . It has a completely different psychological source.”
She took a breath, my little psychologist was literally sparkling right now.
I could see her cheeks flush a bit as she went on, as I looked at her. She ate a few bites and then looking at me again and asked, “When is the last time you’ve been out. I mean dating dad?”
I was silent.
“No. Really. I am interested.”
“Not since my wife died.”
I hadn’t even mentioned that to her. I knew she knew.
“And how long is that?”
“Fourteen months now, two weeks.”
“Wow. Dad. God. I’m sorry.” She paused. “That’s a long time to go without sex. No wonder. Well, you should think about it. Truth be told your interest in, uh . . . my panties (her eyes got wide) would indicate you might be ready to think about it.”

She was so calm about this. I don’t really think she even cared. She was teasing me.
I nodded my head.
I looked at her now, her head was turned to one side and I followed the path of her collar bone beneath the edge of her top peeking through blonde hairs.
************************
“Daddy could you spot me?”
She poked her head into my study later that evening.
“I’m upping my weights and need a spotter.”
“Sure hon.”
She had changed somewhat and was wearing a shorter top so that I could see where her sweats set which was down right at her hips. She was all in pink.
She lay on the bench press and I stood right at the top end stradling the bench. Her head came down to the edge of my open legs. It seemed close, very intimate to me. I stood there with my legs open around the bench she was looking up at me smiling. I could see the muscles of her arms tense as she pressed the weight up - all concentration, breathing out as she pressed, then resting the weight in its cradle. I simply held my hands out ready to catch the weight should she falter. Her spotter.



She effortlessly lifted the weight, up then down, gradually slowing, working harder as she counted - seven times. I watched her breathing, the expanse of her white tummy tensing and releasing with each effort. She rested for a short period, before another seven, and one more. The sweat forming on her upper lip. Her legs were open on each side of the bench as well and I could see she had been sweating. Her sweats were discolored between her legs and I could smell her. There was actually the softest scent of pussy in the air, I knew the smell - and of her sweat. She did her three sets and I stood dutifully, spotting her.
“There,” and I stepped back as she sat up and spun around on the bench.
She was looking at me, winded, eyeing me. I was developing a slight erection. My trousers were bulging lightly and she seemed to notice but I did not want to do anything to call attention. I simply stepped back myself.
"Is there anything else you need. Is that all?”
She looked at me again, smiling.
“Uh, yeah. Hold my feet while I do sit ups.”
She lay on another bench that inclined so that her feet were above her head. She lay on the bench with her knees bent and held open. I sat at the top, my legs on either side, and held her feet tightly between my legs. She worked hard when she was in the gym.
With her legs apart and her body on an incline down to the floor away from me, her top fell up higher to just beneath her breasts, her tummy was shining with sweat now, and her legs were splayed directly in front of me, wet from front to back in a line between her legs.
The smell of her was unmistakable. She did something like fifty sit ups but I was not counting. I was watching her, the shine of her skin, her hair falling back onto the floor and rising behind her shoulders, the tensing of her wet abs, flexing with each effort, and the patch of wetness between her legs.
She paused in the sitting position, and smiled at me, and said softly, “Like the way I smell?”
“Pardon.”
"I mean you seemed to like it from what I could see. Earlier. Right?!" Wicked girl.
She was practically laughing now.
I went crimson, and the unmistakable smell of her was all around us. "Cruel girl."
She continued, “I get kind of aroused when I work out.”
I nodded.
“It’s an aphrodisiac. . . Arouses me . . . You didn’t answer me.”
I was still holding her feet.
“Well. You like it?”
I simply said, “Yes.”
I was so fully erect now that it was pressing into my pants at an odd angle and needed to be adjusted, but I couldn’t as I was still holding her feet and she was looking right at me.
She did ten more situps, legs held wide, and then she was sitting up again looking into my eyes and smiled, smiling at my yes. “Ok then.”
And she swung herself around and I quickly turned from her and adjusted myself and asked, “Is that all?”
“That was great,” she said. “Thanks.”
********************
Next morning she was in her usual boypants and half top. All in white. She had coffee ready for me. Her hair was all tussled. She hadn’t showered.
And I noticed when she brought my coffee to me this morning she stood a little closer to me than normal. I could smell her again. This was purposeful. I felt myself harden as she held out my cup.
“Here.”
As we sipped our coffee, she complained about having a little heartburn. She explained that she had had a little scotch from my cabinet before she went to bed and it seemed to settle wrong. She asked me if I had anything for it and I didn’t.
I said, “I could rub it. That sometimes helps.”
“My heartburn?”
Jesus god, she’s practically a doctor. What was I thinking ‘I could rub it.’ I continued, steeled myself and pressed on. “No uh, your breast . . . just your breastbone. I rub you there and just below into your intestines, it helps.” I sounded almost reasonable.
She looked at me, flicking her eyebrows, “Ok.”
And we moved over onto the sofa in the living room and I sat on one end of the sofa. She lay at my side and settled her head into my lap. Not a really well thought out plan because I in fact was a little bit hard, and there was no way she would not recognize that with her head now laying right in my lap. I adjusted her so she was down a little bit, but still. . .
She was looking up at me, biting her lip a little, her wide eyes. Her blonde hair lay spread out on my lap. Compliant. Being daddy’s little girl. “Ok, what do I do.”
“You just relax and close your eyes. Here put your hands like this,” and I moved each of her soft hands to her belly. She let me move her into position.
“There. Now I just . . . if this is ok?”
“Go ahead.”
And I lay my hand right between her breasts, touching the breastbone running up from her tummy to her neck. Tracing that narrow line with my finger tips I ran my hand up and down her center in a straight line. I could not believe I was touching her like this.
“Mmmmm,” she cooed. “That feels nice.”
She kept her eyes closed and relaxed into the couch. I continued to stroke her up and down up and down, widening my fingers so that after awhile the flat of my hand running through her center so the edges of my hand now were grazing her breasts, soft, rising on each side.
“Here now a little lower, down into your stomach,” and I let my fingers drift lower along her body until it touched her skin.
She jumped.
Sorry. I was ready to stop.
“No its just that your hands are cold. Here.”
And she turned and took my hands in hers to warm them, so there we were. Her laying with her head in my lap, turning toward me so her cheek was laying on my cock, both her hands wrapped round mine stroking my fingers.
“There that’s better.” And she shifted herself a little higher and began to lift her half top just a little higher so the bottom was bunched up around the bottom of her breasts.
“This is helping I think.” And she closed her eyes again. “Here you can rub me up under my top. That will be a little better I think.”
Her hands fell back to her belly. I blinked, looking down at her top pulled up and head turned to the side away from me, thinking of what she just had said.
I lay my hand at her tummy. “I’ll start here," I croaked.
She smiled, “your hands are warm.”
“Good.” I could barely speak. My cheeks burning.
And I stroked her tummy at the top, just above her navel and drew small circles with my hand there, tippling her soft skin with my finger tips. And then, I began to let my hand rise higher and up beneath her top for the first time looking at her. She made no move.
And I continued to rise higher and higher through her center following the breast bone to her collar. My heart was beating madly, and my hand was trembling but I continued. Her top rose higher still and I could see her bare breasts almost to her nipples and still she just lay there contentedly. Smiling. Eyes closed.
I let my hands open a little wider too, I let them graze her breasts a little more freely, watching her closely still she did not move a muscle. Just soft little moans and silence as she settled into my lap.
I let my hand fall back down to her tummy, and began to stroke her navel and then below her navel pressing into her abdomen feeling the bone of her hips and then back beneath her shirt. My hand wider and flat up through her center. I let my hand this time wander off center. I had to see, I could barely breath. What was I doing?
Just yesterday she had watched me smelling her panties. And now. Again. What was I doing? Yet, I let my hand wander off the center and caress her breast lightly slowly and softly one side and then the other. Not touching the nipple but the swell of her breast from the top across the side and the bottom cupping my hand around her breast, before falling down onto her tummy. Skin to skin, the warmth of her rising around me.
I rubbed her over and over sliding my hands down her sides, letting my fingers wander over her breasts. One then the other, her soft flesh yielding my touch. Little squeezes, not hard but a pressing of my fingers into her. On a few, very few occaissions I let my fingers close around her breasts and then touching, just letting the edge of my hand slide along the edge of her nipples, feeling the rise of flesh there.
And after about ten more minutes, she opened her eyes and looked at me. I was utterly breathless, unable to talk, my hands falling and resting upon her tummy. Unable to look her in the eye. Her top was almost completely up around her breasts.
She looked at me with a that-was-interesting grin, knowing that she knew what I did just then.
But all she said was, “Thanks, it helped I think.”
And she lifted herself up on the sofa, turned herself so she was not sitting next to me, and tugged her top back down around herself which had been clinging up around her breasts. Her cheeks were flushed.
“Thanks she said again.”
I confidently added, Yeah, I’m good at massage. I’ll have to give you a full body rub sometime.
She kissed me on the cheek.
“Sure.”
********************
The opportunity of the morning she had 'heartburn' did not present itself for quite awhile after that, but I relived it each and every day thereafter. And when I looked at her in the morning the feeling of titillation that rose in my cheeks was something I had never felt before.
Her manner never seemed to change. She was ever relaxed, casual, comfortable with her body. But she seemed to enjoy playing these games with me. I sensed she liked her effect on me. She liked to see me flush and stammer, she was wearing her small little outfits, her nightshirts were getting a little shorter in the evening. She was standing closer, she bit her lower lip and tipped her head and gave me sideways glances. But was it just a game?
The event which seemed to be a watershed for me, mainly because it lifted me to such heights and dashed me to such a low happened on a morning that was very similar to the heartburn incident.
It was another morning, and today she was not wearing her boypants, but a little baby doll nightie that was so sheer that I could just see the brown stain of her nipples through the fabric. These were appearing on occasion, so gradually I don’t even remember when it started, but this morning she stood there in her baby doll. She wore a pair of loose bloomers beneath them, equally thin so that I could see the crack of her ass rising from between her legs when her back was to me. I couldn’t take my eyes off her this morning. Her smell was intoxicating.
But she was quiet, frowning slightly and I took the bait, “What’s wrong?”
She looked at me, “I went to the doctor a few weeks ago for something and he gave me some medicine.”
“Baby. What is it?” I was genuinely worried.
“Oh, its not that, its nothing. It’s a cut, a little cut. . . on my bottom, and it got infected. I need to put on an antiseptic cream, but I’m pretty sure I’m not putting it on right, cause it’s not getting better. This is pretty weird but could you help.”
“Uh, sure. Where is it?”
“Like I said right on my bottom. My butt," and she pointed around to her backside.
“Sure. I guess I can help. What do you want me to do.”
“To apply it.”
My heart was leaping into my throat. I had visions of seeing her bare bottom, and of placing my hands, touching her, rubbing her bare skin.
“Wait her five minutes then go into the bathroom. I’ll get ready and be in there. That way when you come in, it’ll be easier. I won’t be so embarrassed.”
I sat in the kitchen, laughing *em-bare-assed* my mouth dry, my heart pounding, envisioning what lay ahead. I had fantasies of helping her every day.
Five Minuets - EXACTLY - and I rose from the chair and padded my way into her bathroom.
She was sitting on the counter wearing just a thin white silk robe that was set high up on her thighs and opening slightly at the middle. I was looking up between her legs which were held close together. She was looking at me, sitting there on the counter as I entered. I went in and sat on the toilet.
“OK,” I said. “Ready.”
“I can’t find it.”
“Can’t find what?”
“The medicine. I can’t find it. I think I left it at work.” She was rising to leave. “But thanks anyway I’ll figure something out,” and she walked out of the bathroom.
Then she got ready and went to work.
Later that evening when I asked her about it she said, “Oh yeah.” She laughed. “I took care of that. I did leave it at work, and I had my office mate, Jessica, do it for me. She thought it was just as weird as you did. So. It’s fine.”
And next morning I stupidly asked again, and she just said, “You know what I think its clearing up now. Thanks for asking.”
Now I didn’t even know if any of this was even true or not.
************************
I was masturbating furiously now. And she was my sole fantasy, and I could not help it. I could not control myself. I was still washing her panties, drinking in her scent. It was the one thing I had unfettered access to. The one thing in my life I controlled.
The sensuousness of the fabrics, the smells - silk and satin, nylon, lace edges - it was beginning to have a massively obsessive impact on me. She was all I could think about. I was taking her panties during the day now to my room and using the silk fabrics to rub my skin, slippery and soft, sliding the satins along my cock, smearing her scent on my skin, until I came in ribbons into the fabric, catching my cum and using the fabric to wipe myself clean as I lay in my room before washing them - her scent and mine. Picturing her opening her robe. Thinking about the feel of her small breasts on my fingers, and her smell. Picturing her red panties that morning. Of not letting me rub her bottom and my endless fantasy visions of doing just that.
There was one evening which at the beginning of her living with me would have seemed utterly bizarre, but in light of our evolving history, seemed now comically normal.
I was sitting in the study reading some publications, taking some notes. I had on my bifocals. She came into the study wearing only the smallest set of matching panties and bra. Her small frame glowing in the doorway. I looked up at her and froze as she said simply, “Have you seen Tuesday?”
“What?” I could not take my eyes off her small frame as she leaned against the doorway. I could see flowers on her panties and bra, a sheer transparent tan webbing between the petals. The tan was her skin.
“Tuesday! My days of the week panties. Tuesday is missing.”
I in fact still had some underwear of hers in my room, which I had reserved for later tonight. Shit. I didn’t notice one of the pairs had writing.
“They must, uh, be in the laundry still. I have some stuff in the wash.” I lied. I went back to reading, glancing at her as she remained there.
She looked at me, a smirk on her face. “I checked that already.”
She turned to leave, and as she did said, “I’m sure they’ll turn up.”
My mind was all in a muddle now. I was hot, I loosened my collar. I tried to continue reading, but could not get her out of my mind. Why would she ask me about her panties? What was she doing?
I began to think of her, running through various pictures of her in my mind, the feeling of her breasts, her panties. Her scent. I was thinking about her just now standing in my room. I could still see her there. I kept looking at the spot. I'll check I thought.
I silently went to my room because in fact they were likely in my room where I hid them. I tended to keep some of her panties under my pillow. And sure enough there was 'Tuesday.'
I took them in my hand. They had not been washed yet, and I brought them to my nose. Wonderful! My heart began beating in my chest, I wanted to take them to her right then, to go into her room and take them to her. Did she need them?
I began to change, put on my pyjamas, with 'Tuesday' laying on my pillow. I lay on my bed and slid my cock out hard in my hand wrapping the panties around my cock, silky soft sliding its whole length. I began thinking of Sara laying in her room right now, the way she had looked when she stood in my study, and I set the panties back down on the bed and stood again.
I'm going to take them to her and I headed off to her room my heart in my throat. I had never gone to her room at night. I was in a heat. Did not know what she would be wearing. I stood outside the door and rapped lightly.
"Come in."
"Here they are, I found them. They were still in the dirty pile." I was breathless, stupidly standing with her panties in my hand.
She was laying on her bed, a wall of pillows at one end, wearing only a half top reading a book, papers spread out on the bed. Her knees were up touching, her feet spread out on the bed so that I could see the rose panties she had worn in the study peeking from between her legs, and I sat on the end of the bed by her feet looking up between her legs still holding 'Tuesday' in my hand. My hand was shaking, and I did not even know why.
"Here. Here they are. Did you need them?"
And she brought her knees down sideways, turned herself to a half sitting position, sort of a covering of herself but still reclining on the bed facing toward me so I could still see the expanse of her thighs. And I handed them to her.
She let them hang from one finger, let them dangle before my eyes. Mischief in her eyes. "They're still dirty? Noooo. . . I don't NEED them. I just had every day but that one, and thought it was weird."
She was holding them in her hand looking at them then me, and then playfully tossed them back at me again.
"Silly. You can wash them," and she casually twisted herself back around onto her stomach, so that I was looking down at the small of her back and ass on the bed. She began looking at her papers spread out on the bed ignoring me.
I stayed where I was, "What are you reading?"
She looked back at me over her shoulder. What am I doing? I thought. She was making not the least effort to cover herself, almost as if I were not in the room.
"Oh, Just parts of my disertation. Not really correcting, just checking flow." She shrugged, "The usual."
I blurted out, "Would. Would you like a shoulder rub? . . I mean you said you were kind of sore this evening."
She Laughed, brushed her hair back on her shoulder. Smiling her teeth at me, amused at my presence, "Ha! You think I should let you?"
I scootched closer up the side of the bed and reached out my hand, "Just your shoulders, promise. You can keep reading. It looked like it was right there," and I lay my hand onto her shoulders with both hands and began to squeeze firmly the muscles right at the top of her arms, pressing down and squeezing there and then sliding in to the base of her little neck. Her small shoulders melting in my hands.
"Mmmmm. Nail on the head. Ok then. But JUST my shoulders." Her eyes batting back at me.
"I told you, I'm good at this."
"Oh, Mmmm, you did. I still have that rain check on a body rub."
"I can do that."
"Um, lets stick with shoulders, tonight. . . Mind if I keep reading?"
"That's fine."
"Thanks, this is nice. Here I'm going to put on some music."
She reached across to her nightstand and pressed a switch. I thought, this is a dream.
I continued to kneed her shoulders working the length of muscles from her arms to her neck, and then up her neck into the line of hair and pressing my fingers into the edges of her head and neck. Her hair falling around my hands as I pressed into her, it felt so wonderful. Her soft warm flesh. As I squeezed and continued to loosen the muscles, she let her head fall between her shoulders and began to settle herself down into the bed, her shoulders arched up on her elbows, her head hanging down onto the bed.
She was groaning now, "God, I am tight. Mmmmm."



I pressed a thumb deep under her shoulderblade and ran it to the center of her back.
"God that feels so good. Tingles," as she let herself drop flat onto the mattress with her arms at each side. "Keep going, do my back now."
And with that invitation I stroked her shoulders, pressing them until they were soft, and then lower working the muscles of her back over her thin top lower and lower reaching bare skin at just above her panties. I was sitting on the bed close beside her now. Wrapping my hands across her rib cage and pressing in to her spine. Working her muscles slowly, gradually, and pressing, rubbing her steadily.
And I stared at her ass. Eyeing the large rose patterns on her panties, lace edging and at the nylon webbing between the rose patterns that were see through, so trasparent I could clearly see the line of her ass. What was I doing? My cock was hard again pressing in my pyjamas. I had to position myself to keep it from falling out the fly, but keeping my hands on her the whole time. I was in heaven.
Pressing my hands outward from her spine on each side was a little harder with the fabric at the middle which kept me from being able to do it right. She lifted her head up, looking back at me, "You know, if you want, you can just rub my back underneath, on my skin?"
I hesitated.
"Here," and before I could answer, she reached back and grabbed the bottom hem of her top, lifted her self up from the bed and pulled it upward and then over her head with her back to me, and tossed it beside her on the bed and then pushing all the papers off to the side as well. She lay there flat out on the bed before me.
"There. That's better right," she cooed to me, laying with her head sideways on the bed smiling as she look back at me.
Her head was tipped toward me, her blonde hair fallen around her shoulders and down her bare back which was exposed to me, her long legs, her feet hanging over the bottom edge of the bed.
I softly stroked and tippled her skin, sliding my hand over her, so warm. Feeling her shoulders, the ridges down her spine, her narrow waist, the edge of her panties, drawing a line across the small of her back.
At one point I let my hands slide down her sides running along the length of her from under her arms to each hip, and then ever so lightly at each pass tipping my hands around to touch just the edge of her breasts. I wanted to feel her again, I had to, if just to see what she would do. Would she let me touch her like last time?
Reaching, reaching I let my fingers press her breasts from the side and she lay quietly, eyes closed. I was so nervous, crossing this line shaking, continuing to lightly stroke her back and then braver still to reach further, further beneath her, just to touch her breasts. Just to see if she would let me.
She didn't move. But as my one hand pressed around cupping her breast, cradling her nipples between my fingers, without pretense now she said softly, "I don't think that is my back."
I was in such a state, I was breathing in ragged gasps, was seeing spots in my eyes. Seeing pure lust. I just said, "Sorry, I uh . . ."
But then she did not move in any way, not to push me away, not to move away. My hand in fact was still stroking her breast, squeezing the soft flesh in my hand. I simply let my hand slowly drift back to the small of her back drawing circles on her there.
She smiled at me, "This is nice. So relaxing."
So I simply set there stroking the length of her back from shoulders and neck, pushing her hair out of the way, right to the bottom edge of her panties in long sweeps with the flat of my hand for a while and then worked on the muscles right at her waist, the small of her back; and then rubbing her feet and legs one at time. And up higher to her shoulders again, stroking her breasts freely my hands wandering on her. We set like this for about twenty minutes, my hands gliding over her soft skin, legs and feet, her resting, sort of sleeping, pressing her body into the bed arms spread out, legs splayed. Silent reverie, filled with the sounds of soft music and of her soft moans and squeeks. Reverie.
I kept looking at the only part of her that was still covered. I wanted to rub her butt, to touch her there. My mind was whirling, I asked, "How is that cut?" And I lay my hand right on her panty clad behind as I said it.
She whispered out as if rising from sleep, "What?"
"Remember the cut that needed medicine." I was still stroking her bottom as we spoke.
"Oh, yeah, it's fine," she breathed out, letting me touch her there.
"You remember how you wanted me to put medicine on you, I wasn't sure. . ." I did not know how to proceed with this line of conversation.
She opened her eyes, looking at me, my hands lay at her hip.
". . . Uh, How you were going to have me apply it. The medicine I mean."
She furrowed her brow, "I was just going to lift my robe up . . ." And she opened her eyes a little wider, smiling at me, swated at my leg with her one arm. "You. You are funny, you know that. You want to see my butt, don't you?"
I was getting embarrassed could feel my face flush. "No, its just that I didn't know if you were really . . . If you . . . really even had medicine. Maybe you were just teasing . . ."
She let out an, "uhhh" and then "You think I was teasing you," Her mouth was open in mock surprise. "I'm not the one sniffing girls panties, or copping feels, or. . . and she turned her head away from me, "sitting in someones room."
"Well sweet, you're the one laying here in just your underwear letting me. . . You're, you're teasing me now."
She turned her head to me, fluttering her eyes. "Hmmm, my daddy can't resist me." Then reaching down and pulling her panties higher, lifting them up at her hip so that there was this little crease running between her legs, the pout of her pussy, her cunt.
"You like the way I look? Want to see my *cut* dad? I HAD medicine. Go ahead, check. There's a scar."
I was looking at her panties.
"Go ahead, check. I'll show you where it is."
I began to reach lower. She looked back at me, smiling, "Now I'm really teasing you. But to prove a point."
She was lifting herself up and turning a little more just then. She was letting me see her bare breasts, hanging down I could see the edge of her tiny nipples poking out as she looked back at me. So cute I thought. I simply wanted her.
"Go on."
I took the top of her panty and began to pull it down, tugging at the hem, sliding them to the bottom of her perfect little ass, down to the line across her thighs, until I saw little soft hairs springing up into view.
I next was about to grab them at the hip and was going to try slide them even lower when Sara says, "Whoa, that's enough sailor. There, Look! My right cheek. Right there," Her trill little voice, sing songing in my ear.
She touched it, "Theeeere, see it, the red patch there. My cut. It's healed now like I said."
"Satisfied?"
I was still staring at her ass, at the red spot right there on her right cheek. She was naked from her shoulders down down down to the little line of panties crumpling at the line of her pussy. I let my hand rest on her thighs. I remember thinking this is why I came in here.
"See. . . and you thought I was teasing you," and she let herself drop back down on the bed.
And I began to rub her lower back again, leaving her panties where they were and then let both hands drift lower so they were right on her bare ass. She looked back at me. I had to touch her there.
"What are you doing?"
"The Backrub." I said.
"Those aren't my back."
I kept tracing my finger over her hips, clasping my fingers right around her hip bone and sliding my finger tips, tippling her skin lower across the sides of her ass, and drawing wide circles along her ass. Looking down at the panties crumpled in a line at the top of her legs.
Her legs were together, but I could see down between her legs in a small space there. Just the start of pink little lips, I could see her puss pouting between her legs. I wanted to lay my hand between her legs, and I began to press my fingers down through the crack of her ass until I was just touching the pucker of her anus with my finger.
I answered her, "I think its singular."
"That! is not my back." I had her pressed to the bed with my finger held over her anus, and I began pressing her there. The tease was too much, I could no longer control myself. I had to touch her, feel her, press into her.
She began to move away, to slide up the bed away from me, to swing her legs around to the other side of the bed from where I was sitting and turn to the edge of the bed with her back to me. "I think the shows over."
She rose from the bed and stood for a moment facing me drinking in my lust. Me still sitting there in my pyjamas, her seeing my erection tenting straight up between my legs, tenting the fabric. The twinkle in her eyes enjoying the effect she was having. I knew the game now.
Her panties were down in the back, and set low right at the top of her pussy from the front. Short hairs, the glimpse of short hairs. She was not even trying to cover her breasts. She reached down, casually even slowly pulled up her panties and positioned them, and then reached across the bed toward me, both arms extending down and across the bed reaching to her nightshirt while letting her breasts fall, hang right in front of my face, and lifting herself back up smiling at me and sliding the shirt over her head.
"Maybe I do tease you a little?"
********************************
Some evenings we spent winding down before bed, usually on Fridays leading into the weekend, sipping a little wine at the table and nibbling some slices of bread with olive oil. Most evenings were filled with small talk, and sometimes we talked endlessly. God we got along. Touching into one another’s lives ever more deeply, until we truly became aware of the other. I was feeling myself opening, my thoughts reaching back before the white flashes of pain that had so filled my life. And there was a certain eroticism creeping into our evening conversation.
Tonight we were working on an entire bottle of wine, which was not so unusual for me but it was for her. Tonight she was keeping right up with me, her eyes were mellow, we were happy and our patter was bewildering.
“Yes. Believe me, when I was your age, it was so different then. I was so different. There was no HIV or AIDs, drinking wasn’t alcoholism. We didn’t even know smoking was bad for you.”
“There were still sexually transmitted diseases then dad!”
“But we didn’t think about things like that. At least I didn’t. It was all freer somehow.”
“We have more to worry about. I’m the first to admit that my life is probably different than what if it had been twenty or thirty years ago which was your life dad.”
“How do you mean?”
My life was a life that for some reason had that fear in it. The fear you talk about. I remember being afraid, when I was little I took it to heart. I felt it inside. I was always told from all sides ‘not to give it up.’ From mom my step-dad.”
“I never would have said things like that. Well, maybe . . . some.”
“Well it probably would have been better dad. I dreamed of you coming to get me. You were always that white knight that was going to come and get me out of the locked tower. You never came dad. And all I got were lectures of fear. I saw you that one time. One time dad.” She had a tear in her eye. I never saw that before.
“I’m sorry. You don’t . . .”
“Look at me, I’m pretty, right? It’s always the message when you’re pretty. That’s the message for pretty girls. No! No! No!”
She looked at me, waiting for a response. I didn’t know what to say just then - to say she was pretty. I remained still.
“Right? It’s just . . . oh, never mind. You’re my dad.”
“Your beautiful” I stammered.
“. . . I am. God dammit I am. I always hear how pretty I am. Always.” She said it with disgust just then. I was taken aback. “And that led to boys, all boys, all the time trying to . . . you know, get into my pants.” She paused, looked at me, "My panties."
This conversation tonight was taking an interesting turn, and I was feeling very guilty just then. I looked away.
“Anyway. I got really good at saying no. It’s one thing I know how to do. I said NO. No. No. Like I was supposed to. Like the good little girl. Always no. And anyway you get used to NO and sometimes you don’t even know why you are saying no. I ended up being eighteen, thinking to myself do I say no all my life?”
“And then there was this guy.” And she let out this laugh up into the air. It was loud, a surprise and I jumped. This was a side of her I had never seen. She put her hand over her mouth. “He was so into me, so much of what I wanted. But I went out with him, made out with him, teased him. But no. no no.”
She was twisting the fabric of her top. Pulling it up and laying it on the table flattening it out.
“And one day, he took me out. Beautiful roses. We ate at this wonderful restaurant, he was so wonderful, so smart so charming. That night he told me he wanted to make love to me, to feel me, taste me, touch me.”
I could not believe she was saying this, I simply nodded my head and sipped the wine. Got another bottle as she kept talking as I went into the kitchen.
“And I wanted to say yes. Everything was yes. But - no! I had to say no. He was in the car, he went silent. Said nothing. I looked over at him, knew he was mad. I said if you love me you will wait for me. He just said, wait for what?”
“And when I got out of the car he did not kiss me and he did not even look at me. I got out and he said under his breath but i know it was so I could hear it - ice queen, and he screeched off into the night. And that became my nickname the last three months of twelfth grade. Ice Queen. It doesn’t help I have this blonde hair.” She twirled it in her hand. “Ice.”
Her top fell back down off the table.
"And then the very next guy I went out with, spent all his time trying to get into my pants. And you know what I let him. I didn't say no. I didn't want to, I didn't like it at all. So I say no when it would have been wonderful, and yes when it . . . it's just confusing. And then I get so horny I can't stand it. I crawl right out of my skin. I think you know something about that."
She winked at me.
I blushed.
"God, I don't know what I'm trying to say."
She took a long sip of wine, "I AM the ice queen."
“But you are not, not like that at all.”
“You don’t know me.”
“I know some things about you.” We shared a look with one another that included probably things like my panty fetish, the heartburn incident and the medicine incident, my massage. I believed that anyway.
“You weren’t in my life were you? What did you know. Where the fuck were YOU?” She shook her head. She was sad now.
“Well, you don’t know me either. It’s not like I didn’t want to be there. I wanted to.”
“I know the stories dad.”
“From your mother?
“Yeah. . .There’s some things I know about you now too for instance.”
I acknowledged her wicked jibe but continued, “No. I mean. Do you know why I never saw you after your mother left me?”
“Yes. She told me you never wanted to see us again. You were too busy had to move away for a job, and . . .”
“Other way around sweetie.” My voice was rising, “ Did your mother tell you she went to COURT with a bunch of lies and got a restraining order against me. I was forbid contact by that Court. Did she tell you that.” My voice was cracking, now I had the tears in my eyes.
Sara’s eyes were wide, and filling with tears.
“That’s right. Yeah. She got what SHE wanted. I would have been arrested if I saw you.”
“But then how come when I was ten. . .”
“That was a friend of mine and your mothers. He arranged it for me. Just because I was so sad. He did it for me. You never told your mother right. Like I said.”
She shook her head.
“Like I said then. I told you it was our secret.”
“I thought you were going to rescue me.” She looked down and she said more to herself, “You didn’t.”
“Then she turned you all against me. But then so did all my family, everyone everywhere. Your grandparents. My father. That’s my whole life. So that’s what she told you . . . “ I stopped I didn’t want to go there.
“I didn’t know dad.”
I was silent. I was angry staring at the table. The room was filled with silence.
She took my hand, “What were you like then? Dad. I’m here now.”
I looked up at her, calming, “What do you mean?”
“When you were my age I mean what was it like. You said free, and innocent. And ignorant too.” She laughed at that.
I laughed.
“Oh when I was a child, your age. (She laughed at that too) I WAS so innocent. I was thin like you too. In fact, it was that great naivete I had that led to me being so taken advantage of all the time. I felt I was always being cheated. But then did it really matter. I loved life.”
I looked over at her, expectant. She was all listening
“Think about it. You don’t know that . . I loved to write poetry, even painted.”
“Poetry!”
“It was so wonderful. I painted I wrote, I had nothing. Owned nothing. I loved women. God I loved the senses. Let me tell you, poetry class is a great place to meet women.” I looked up at the ceiling. “There was no past, no future. Just the day. Just reading. Just . . .”
Sara was leaning forward in her chair, “Tell me about that. That’s it! I was just the opposite. I had everything planned out for me. I had so much to do, so scheduled. Always a schedule. All this education, all this effort and work. And I got no one, my social life is so . . .”
“You are a beautiful, sensuous . . . “ I stopped there. “But, so was my life - just the same. When you are free, people see that. They use you. No one wants to be with you long term. You got nothing, they don’t want that. That was my discovery. So we’re the same.”
“Not at all. You were open to life. I feel like I was always so closed. No. No. No.”
“All open and all closed, it’s the same. We are both afraid of choosing. Afraid of our choices. Always yes and always no is the same thing.”
We stared at each other. We were sitting now leaning toward one another, just our glasses of wine between us. Our knees were practically touching. A second open bottle sitting off to the side. The light shining low from the living room into the kitchen. The sun was setting. I reached out my hand and lay it over hers. She did not take it away.
“I’m glad you called. Came back into my life Sara. I’m not the best person in the world, in fact I’m probably one of the terriblest.”
“That’s not a word dad.” She looked at me smiled the freshest purest smile. She squeezed my hand. "Your not the terriblest." My big hand wrapping around hers pressing her fingers against the table, stroking her thumb.
“I did love those days though.”
“Tell me something. Tell me a story from then. Tell me about one of those girls that USED you. And then she threw her head back and said HA! "But not mom.”
I had to think.
“Anything. I don’t care. What was it like to say only yes! Yes. Yes. Yes.” Sipping another glass of wine, her cheeks were bright her eyes sparkled. Her teeth were whiter than I had ever seen them.
She turned her small hand over on the table and let me stroke her palm.
“Well whenever I think back. I have one story. Laura. I don’t know her last name. Poetry class.”
“Ah. Poetry. That was my mistake. I never got to meet you at poetry. I was so busy in biology.”
“Yes. A very different energy. I never darkened the door of biology. Anyway. One day she came to class wearing this unbelievable pair of jet black jeans. They were so tight, low on the hips before low riders were even something anybody knew existed. It had the shortest little zipper right at her . . . and she had just bought them. Or, I’d never seen them before. And she wore half tops - like yours.” I squeezed her hand flirtatiously as I said that.



She smiled, “You like my outfits.”
“Love them sweet. Anyway. We sat on the floor reading each others work. And she sat directly across from me, we barely knew each other, with her legs wide apart extending on either side of me, her knees up and open, reading my work and looking at me.”
“I was this little blonde haired boy. She had to be ten years older than me. I was literally drinking her in and I know she knew it.”
“So, after class, I got it in my head to follow her. I could barely speak to her that day in class and I had never had that problem before. But my heart was pounding in my ears. I didn’t know what I was going to do or why. I was in the moment - I had to know where she lived.”
“So I paced behind her as she walked along about five blocks. It was a beautiful hot summer day. I had on just this T shirt and I think jeans. It doesn’t matter. She was in those jet black jeans. She was about half block ahead of me when she went into a little shop. Grocery store.”
I was rubbing the top of Sara's hand now and each of her fingers. She turned her hand over, exposing her palm again, I was stroking her wrist as she sipped her wine with her other hand. This evening was lyrical. Pure magic. What were we drinking. It had to be some sort of secret potion.
“Keep going,” she said.
“Anyway there I stood at this store standing at the door and not knowing what else to do I walked in, pretending to be shopping. Looking at nothing, seeing her pick out some juice or something and heading to the counter. She was going to walk right by me, and I glanced at her, she turned. Recognized me.”
“‘Oh hi,’ I said.”
“‘Hi, you live around here?’”
“‘No, I uh,’”
“I was really at a loss, I don’t think she could have possibly thought I was like stalking her. And I sure didn’t think she would talk to me. I had no plan for her talking to me.”
“Just open to whatever happened,” Sarah breathed, and I saw real admiration in her eyes just then.
“‘Well I loved what you wrote today,’ she said to me again.”
“‘I was going to visit a friend,’ I lied, ‘but they weren’t home. And I. . .’”
“‘You want to come over.’ She said it just like that. And she waved the bottle - ‘Have some tea.’ That’s right it was ice tea. ‘You got any more stuff with you? Poetry I mean.’”
“‘Uh, Yeah sure.’”
“She had jet black hair to go with those jet black jeans. I was so mesmerized, and I think she enjoyed the effect she was having on this little boy.”
“And I followed her.”
“I followed her up a narrow flight of steps to her apartment. I still walk past that building. It stands right next to a church. I can just smell the smells of that hallway. She made small talk as we walked. About going back to school, wanting to better herself. But not in a corporate way. She unlocked the door to an old duplex and up some stairs. I remember walking up those stairs like it was yesterday.”
“We sat around a small table and she pulled her chair up close to me, right next to me, as I fumbled through my papers, leaning her shoulder into mine, we looked down at the paper. I could feel her breath. The whole room smelled like candles and incense. She whispered to me, ‘Read to me.’”
“I loved her smile. Wicked little smile.”
“‘You nervous.’ She said.”
“‘No. I . . .’”
“She laughed. Your trembling. This is fun! It’s Fine. It’s . . .’”
“And she glanced out the window as she said it, and then, her eyes got big.”
“She was all, ‘Fucking christ, shit shit shit.’ She said. Her eyes as big as saucers. She got up and stepped away from me.”
“‘What,’ and I stupidly leaned myself to look out the window.”
“‘It’s my boyfriend. I’m sorry. You got to. . ‘ And she took me by the hand.”
“I could see him standing outside by the door, fumbling for keys as she pulled me away from the window. He was like a big football player. ‘Get away from there,’ she said.”
“‘I’m sorry - fuck - but he’s jealous. He he just won’t understand. You got to get in here.’”
“And she threw me inside this little tiny closet full of coats and junk.”
“So from deciding to follow her and find out where she lived. Here I was standing inside this stupid little closet in her apartment.” I laughed. “With some giant guy coming who wouldn’t understand.” I laughed and laughed just then.
Sara, eyes were wide, she was laughing too, “Oh my god. I can’t believe it. Oh my god!” She was squirming around in her chair holding onto my hands.
She pulled her hand back from mine and put it to her head, pulling her hair back, and shaking herself letting her hair settle around her shoulders. Opening her eyes again, looking at me, her little almond eyes flirting. And then she lay her hand back down on top of mine, we splayed our fingers together and softly caressed each others fingers.
“What then?” she breathed, her head turned toward me, tipped to one side. “Keep going.”
I was thinking ahead, and sort of realizing the trend of my own story now. I was telling it with a lot more detail than I had intended. “Uh, I don’t know. I don’t know if I should continue the story. That’s pretty much . . .”
She hit my hand with hers and took my whole hand in hers again. Sipped some Wine. “Like hell. Keep going. This is one of the most unbelievable . . .I just wish.”
I started, “Well,” then paused once again, and she said through gritted teeth, “Go on.”
I breathed, “Well there I stood, and this big lug of a guy came in. I remember him being just huge. And dumb. Had to be dumb.” She hit me. “Really, No I could tell he was dumb. Like the opposite of me.”
“What, small and smart,” she licked her lips as she said this.
“I could hear him say something like ‘hey baby got any of that left over for me,’ and she was like ‘what are you doing home.’”
“Most of the conversation I could not make out, but then he came near to the closet and I could hear her following him, quick steps and I was like oh shit oh shit. This is it I’m a dead man. I was covering my head with my arms. He said something like, ‘what baby.’ Anyway she must have turned him around, because it sounded like his back was pressing into the closet door - Thump!! - and he would have been facing her when he said, ‘you are so fucking beautiful, baby.’”
I stopped, “Sorry, I just swore,”
“That’s all right. I don’t think it’s not the first time you said ‘fuck’ in this story. Tell it like you remember. Everything.”
“And it was quiet. I knew she was letting him kiss her. He was leaning against the closet door kissing her and I could see the door pressing in.” My mind was swimming now.
“He was saying stuff like, ‘I love your smell. Oh baby. I got an hour. How ‘bout Some afternoon delight.’ Something like that. I heard him say that and I thought shit. An hour! But then. They’re going to have sex! They’re going to have sex! Cause I was this little kid that couldn’t get enough, or any or something like that.”
“And at that I started to see if there was any way I could see out of this little closet. There were cracks of light but no way I could SEE! Plus its not like I could move around cause it would make noise and they were like right outside the door. But I could hear. And the bed was right by the closet and I heard them lay down on the bed. SQUEEEK! He was pulling her clothes off, I could hear the fabric. She was saying ‘yeah, come here,’ like that. He says ‘Oh baby, you are so sweet. Lay back. Yeah. Yeah. Let me look at you.’ And just this Silence.”
"God I wanted to see her, I knew she was no more than a few feet away from me naked. Completely naked! I could hear him settle on the bed and lay with her God I wanted to see her.”
I was thinking about Sara just then in the bathroom that day in the soft white robe, the other day in her panties. I think she knew where my mind had drifted just then. Had to. Her eyes fluttered at me then.Her lovely smile.
Sara was stroking my wrist and softly rubbing my arm up to the edge and beneath the sleeve of my shirt. When I started to talk again she closed her eyes.
“Her voice came through muffled. ‘That’s it yeah come here baby come here, *fuck* me.’"
“She knew where I was sitting in that little closet. She knew I could hear everything and amazingly I could hear her talking through what was happening. God. Oh I remember it like it was yesterday. It had to have been for me. ‘Oh my pussy is so wet' (did I say that??). 'That’s it, come here, no wait, slow down big boy. I’m not ready. Eat me. You got me laying here with my legs open. Eat me. Come on baby.’ Just this stream of words for my imagination.”
I could see Sara blush and sense that she was tensing her thighs, tipping her hips, as her shoulders rose and fell.
I paused. “I’m being pretty explicit here.”
“Keep going, just . . .” her eyes got big. “Quit stopping.” She said that last word through her teeth like a plosive. Her cheeks were flushed, I could see she was getting aroused.
“And I guess he ate her out. I swear I could hear it, standing in the dark hearing everything. She was all ‘ummm so good. Yeah lick me there. Higher, oh you’re making me so wet baby.’ She was talking to ME. It was like my senses were ten times what they had ever been. Seeing nothing.”
“He was not very long before he was laying on her though. I could hear the bed compress beneath them. I heard her once saying, ‘wait honey, a little longer. No.’ They were breathing hard. He was saying, ‘oh yeah now baby. Oh god, yeah,’ and I could literally hear him slapping into her. The rhythm of their making love.”
“Their fucking you mean,” Sara corrected me (Did she say that??)
“But once they were - fucking - I repeated (she closed her eyes when I said that and squeezed my hand), I could hear him call out ‘ohhhh yeahhh, baby.’ So there was the hour, I laughed. And like it wasn’t two minutes later that he was moving away from the bed. He was getting dressed and they kissed for awhile, then a door closed and the whole house was silent again. I didn’t dare open the door. That didn’t take more than fifteen minutes it seemed like to me. I was laughing. But then it was all silence. I stood there and stood there. Like five minutes and the whole house was silent.”
“I did not know what to do. So I just stood there.”
“And then the door opened, this wave of light. I held my hand over my eyes. And she was standing with this little tiny robe on, white, silk. Her outline, I could see her face all Flushed, her lips swollen, she was smiling. Her hair dark and splayed out, with the sun shining behind her.”
Sara looked at me and squeezed my hand. “The same little robe as yours, yeah. Her hair disheveled. She just said, ‘look at you. Its all right come on out.’ And she took me by the hand and led me out, I sat down on the bed. The bed where they had just been - fucking - five minutes before.” I liked saying the word in front of Sara. “I knew that the only thing she was wearing was this little robe, the bottom was not two inches below . . .”
Sara sipped her wine and tilted her head at me, like continue or else.
I looked in her eyes as I said it, “. . .Her pussy.” Sara laughed put her hand up to her face, covered her eyes. Tilting her head down, looking up at me, I could see the whites of her eyes below as she looked up at me. A lttle pout. God she was beautiful just then.
“She kept standing looking down at me. ‘Sorry about him. He never comes home in the day. That didn’t exactly go as I planned. Plus the little fucker left me so . . . horny.’ She looked down at herself, then me. ‘What can I do about that,’ she said. ‘But then, here you are, I have you don’t I?’ And my eyes were saucers.”
"She just stood right in front of me. ‘Go on. Open my robe.’ She said to me. Soft and gentle. She said. ‘Go ahead. I won’t bite.’”
"I put my hands up on each of her thighs, and she said. ‘That’s it. Just do what I tell you.’ but she said it so soft, inviting. She was about to let me do anything to her.”
"I ran my hand up her thighs, lifting my hands higher and under her robe to each side of her hips and she pulled the sash of the robe and let it fall open. Delicate. It just spread open in front of me. It wasn’t open more than an inch maybe two, and right before me was this line of white skin rising up exposing her to me, her black little muff, this little wild triangle of hair. And the smell of pussy. The sunlight shining right on her belly over my head.”
“I said to her, ‘It’s the same color as your jeans.’”
“She laughed. Said, ‘Something like that,’ and I still had my hand on her hips caressing her skin and she was opening her legs a little and pulling open her robe for me and then back behind her. I remember looking at her like it was yesterday, when she said to me, ‘Hope you don’t mind sloppy seconds.’ What a line! And it was right then I could see the cum running down her legs.”
“I actually shook my head no. Ha! No I don’t mind sloppy seconds. I didn’t say that. I just shook my head no.”
“You are so adorable,” Sara cooed.
I laughed, “That’s exactly what she said next.”
“She had me, pure desire, pure adoration. I could smell her sex and as she opened her legs, I could see the wet streaks running down her thighs. She was unbuttoning my shirt and I just let her. Reaching my hands around I cupped her *ass* and tugged her nearer to me, looking at her as I fell back on the bed. She was bending down letting her breasts fall before my face and pressing me back into the mattress. I lay there looking up at her."
"‘Lets get you more comfortable.’ And before I knew it we were laying on the bed, both naked, the white sheets crumpled down at the bottom in this hot little room. Oh, the room was so hot, I could feel sweat on my chest and she was wet everywhere. I could smell her, and incense in the room, the old smell of the apartment, her soft skin, perfume. I remember everything.” I had my nose in the air, “Pure pleasure.”
“‘Just lay back, let me see you.’ She took my penis in her hand and turned her fingers around it, traced up along my chest. She was tracing her finger on my skin as she said, ‘Remember this, take your time when you make love to a woman. A woman loves to be worshiped.’ And she bent down and kissed the tip of my penis.”
“And I said, ‘You are a goddess.’”
“She kissed me, laughing. ‘Yes. Yes.’ And ‘What am I going to do with you?’”
“And she lifted her little frame up over my body stradling me with her legs, and let her puss slide down along my torso. Uhhh, I can still feel those hairs tickling, sliding along my belly as she lowered herself on me.”
I was watching Sara and her head jilted forward, I could hear this light, “mmmm” emanate from her lips. And as I told the story I lifted my hand from hers and lightly, ever so lightly reached to her, began to touch her breasts through the fabric of her thin little night shirt. She didn't move as my voice washed over her. She kept her eyes closed, taking in a deep breath.
I was letting my fingers trace the line of her collar bone as I talked, and drawing my hand lower squeezing her breasts and tracing the outline of her nipples. I was watching Sara as her breath became more ragged, just catching in her throat leaning forward pressing her breasts in my hand when I touched her there, and as she twined her fingers into my other hand holding me tight.
"She was pinning my cock to my stomach and letting me slide along her pussy. I could feel her pussy lips opening around me pressing my cock down flat, feeling her begin to slide on me as she was opening. The wetness of her cunny running down around me. And then she stopped, held perfectly still as she lay on me, just looking down at our bodies together and whispering to me ‘Like that.’ I nodded. I did a lot of nodding.”
Sara was crimson now and drinking her wine languorously, licking the glass when it emptied. I poured her another glass as I continued, setting my hand back on her breast, just cupping her in my hand, she looked at me and closed them again. She was giving me complete license. Yielding.
I reached lower and lay my palm across her belly and held it there, and heard her, "Mmmm." I could feel Sara squeezing her thighs together and loosening, tipping her hips so she was rising and falling into the chair again.
"She said, ‘Now kiss me.’ And so I started to kiss her. ‘No no’ she said, slow down. ‘Slow. Not rough. Softer. Just open your mouth, more, take your time,’ and I kissed her slowly just like she said. ‘Like that. Slow. Feel and taste. Take your time. Feel my mouth, my tongue. Taste it. Here take my lip in your mouth.’ Ummm.”
“And I took her lower lip. ‘Um chew’ she said. And we kissed so softly, soft like I had never experienced. Like two flowers. Quivering flowers. But then I was so young."
Sara just said, “poetry.”
“And she started sliding her hips again along my cock, down and up down and up, and I let myself undulate against her. Oh my god, I was tipping my hip back, arching my back. Getting so aroused. Trying to get into her. I knew what to do. I wanted to be inside of her. I had never felt like this with a woman. It had never felt so sensual, soft, real as that day. Hungry.”
Sara’s eyes were looking at me through narrow slits, blinking slowly as I let my hands wander over her body, stroking her wrist, up along her arm. I touched her cheeks and then let my finger trace a line across her mouth down her chin and neck and lay my hand over her breast, her nipples, and down her front feeling the bone of her hips and then pressing lower still into the top of her puss. I could feel her tipping herself up into my hand. And then I let my hand trace a line back up her side under her arms stroking her neck. She brought her head down and carressed me with her chin.
I was letting my hands wander over her body as she swayed into my touch, never stopping the story, the flow of my words continued as I touched her. I watched her face, her breathing, the tilt her head, watching her holding her mouth open, her soft sigh, licking her lips. I could see her moving on the chair in this gentle rhythm as I stroked her.
“She looked down at me, ‘want something’ she cooed.”
“I said ‘I want to fuck you.’”
Sara opened her eyes, pure desire in her eyes, she opened her mouth.
“‘ummm, Fuck. Strong words for a little boy.’ And she lifted herself up. ‘Slow. Take it slow. If you feel like cumming I want you to tell me. I don’t want you to cum - yet.’”
“And she lifted herself up and I felt myself pressing into her. Oh my god. Her pussy just opening and swallowing me, pressing into her like a tight glove. Oh, that pressure of entering her, her warm glove wrapping all around me."
"And she was so wet. So Tight, pressing onto my cock right up to the base of my cock. Oh my god it was so good." I let out a sigh. "And she just set down into my lap, pressing me into the bed. And held herself still. Perfectly still. ‘This what you wanted?’ she said again.”
“I nodded, closed my eyes. ‘Yes.’”
“‘You cumming?’ She asked and I shook my head no. I can’t believe I didn’t but I honestly think I was afraid to.”
“‘No’ I whispered. ‘Good’ and she started to kiss me again. We kissed and kissed and kissed, she cradled me and rocked me in her arms and we kissed for like half an hour with me inside her. I could smell her puss rise up around me and the warmth of her body, her cum running between my legs, the sweat between us, we slid together. We were so wet together."
"And she started to move again, slowly softly. I could feel her rising and falling, just a little inch upon my cock sliding up inside, her kissing me and wriggling her hips back and forth. Up up up and then down. She was pressing down harder and I could feel her clit press right into the top of my cock. She would roll her hips against me and I know she was working her clit, rubbing her clit along my cock, rubbing it into the bone that’s right above my cock. Hard. And her clit was so long, hard too, I could feel it sliding along my skin."



"I remember how it felt and that she had actually bruised me there. So she rocked her hips against me and we lay sliding together, the whole length of us sliding together. I was deep inside of her and I could hear her begin whimpering, Her mouth was open breathing in ragged gasps, groaning, her head lifting up, looking at the ceiling and back down, her shining eyes looking at me, smiling, her hair falling all around my face. Oh, those bright eyes, that smile. I could watch her teeth as she said, ‘Fuck me. Yes.’ The light behind her and the frame of her hair. 'Fuck me, oh, Fuck me.' as I pulled her against me. Held her there. Over and over. Oh my god.” I closed my eyes.
“She slowly wound up, faster and faster, she ground down harder, even harder, rotating her hips back and forth, sliding side to side, back and forth and was lifting herself up, rising and falling the whole length of my cock. She was consuming me. My cock sliding so deep inside and then out right to her opening so I was entering her again. I could hear myself slapping against her. She sat up straighter her breast hung down, she was sitting on my cock, her knees up on either side of me and she looked down at herself on me, looking at my cock sliding into her between her legs, and leaning forward her breasts hanging down and she said, ‘take them, squeeze.’”
“I did. ‘Want to taste’ and I did. I was suckling on her as she rose and fell on me. Harder, a little harder and I was chewing and suckling her nipples which I could tell she really liked. She mashed her breasts into my mouth and pounded her puss rising and falling down on me, wild and now she was panting, panting loudly, moaning.”
At that very moment Sara actually made a little squeak. I realized she was clutching my hand, rubbing her thumb along the top of my hand and pressing it down into her puss. I moved my hand right to the top of her puss and pressed her there, at a point which would be right over her clit. She then reached and lay her hand right over my cock through my pants and wrapped her fingers around me. Holding me with her hand, she opened her eyes, and lifted her hand back away from me, tilting her neck and just letting her head fall back as I rubbed her there.
Cheeks mottled, Sara said, "I need a little more wine." She took her hand off me and sipped the last of her glass pouring another. She opened her legs a little and let me press my hand between her legs as she poured another glass. I could feel her pussy lips then, the little line between her legs, as I was bunching the fabric of her nightshirt between her legs, she was speezing her thighs around my hand pressing her puss into me and rocking herself against my hand.
She lifted the glass to her mouth as I rubbed her and she squeezed her thighs around my hand and sipped, almost like a toast. She set the glass down and began to stroke my cock again. Her thumb sliding the length of my cock between sips of her her wine.

“And her movements became more frenzied and she was falling on me whispering, ‘oh so good. Feels so good,’ and I could feel her shaking, she was trembling and I could feel her press as hard as she could into me, and this tremble that began at her legs and rose up through her until at that moment I reached back and as I pressed my hand between her legs to feel my cock inside her I pressed my finger into her ass. Just right into her ass as deep as I could."
"I just wanted to feel myself there, it was so wet and I let my hand slide back along the crack of her ass which was wet and felt the pucker of her ass and pressed my finger into her. And she stiffened, went into a frenzy, cried out, just hollered out ‘oh my god, oh my god,’ and she shook the entire length of her body, I held her tight to hold her against me as she was thrashing as she came on top of me. Somehow I still had not cum. She looked at me eyes on fire.”
“‘Oh. Oh my God' she said, 'You cum?’ ‘No! No.’ ‘Oh,’ and fell on top of me, she held me to herself, lay on me like a rag doll. ‘What am I going to do with you?’ and kissing me.”
“And then she rolled, more fell off me onto her back, fell down into the mattress, pulling me along. I turned and lay on top of her ‘You are going to go far. Just go on. Do anything you want. Fuck me.’ She said. ‘Do anything you want.’"
"And she lay with her eyes closed like she was sleeping, her arms wrapped above her head as I pumped into her, whimpering as I let myself slide my whole length into her again rising and falling on her. I was just pounding into her, still so hungery, here whole body was rising and falling with each stroke. I felt ribbons of cum rising from deep inside myself, and pumping into her filling her. She opened her eyes knowing she felt me cumming in her spraying up into her. ‘Yesss’ 'oh yesss,'she hissed. And I collapsed onto her, all sweat and dissolution."
"We were covered with each other, wet in the sheets and cuddled in each others arms. Our kisses were like we were the same body then. Before she sat up and said, ‘three hours! Oh my god.’ She laughed and said ‘I’ve had sex today for three hours and five minutes.’ And she sent me on my way.”
"It's one of my most erotic experiences. Ever."
Silence filled the room
Sara and I let our hands continue to move upon the other. I had my hand on her belly again and she was tracing a line along my chest, opening the buttons of my shirt and tracing her fingers down down back over my cock, reaching into my pants and holding my cock in her hand. I was dripping into the palm of her hand. She squeezed me again. All silence, only our breathing filled the room.
"That’s it. There are more.” No acknowledgement of what we were doing with the other.
Sara finally opened her eyes. Her cheeks were red, she looked at me as she held my bare cock in her hand. The tips of her ears were shining red. She was biting her lower lip. We were sitting before one another just letting our hands wander over our bodies.
“Fucking God” she said finally. “That was good” she said, looking at the glass. “Good story. We've had two bottles of wine.”
I said, “You got plenty of stories I bet.” She took her hands away from me, sat up straighter.
She said, “Not really.” And then, “Well I’m still that age aren’t I?” I was holding her waist with both hands and she was wiggling her hips as she said that, and then turned and moved away from me. She stood up. I didn’t know what she was going to do. I didn’t want the evening to end.
She stepped slightly back from her chair facing me and was reaching under her skirt bringing her skirt almost up around her waist.
She was tugging her panties down her thighs. Small silk little yellow panties. I recognized them. I could see them pull around her knees and then fall to her ankles as she stepped out of them.
She was barefoot, I had never noticed that. Wide eyed, glassy, mottled, a sly smile. “You earned these.”
And she stepped in front of me, right in front of me so we were almost touching again, my nose was right at her pussy separated only by the night shirt she was wearing, not two inches below her . . .
She bent down and softly, so softly kissed me on my mouth. Her mouth parted softly and I felt her tongue trace the edges of my teeth. She put her left hand on my shoulder and her other hand - holding the panties - on the table. I took her lower lip in my mouth and sucked on it. We kissed slowly, touching our mouths, feeling our tongues. Just these slow soft kisses.
She opened her eyes, “mmmm.” We kissed and kissed and kissed. She was touching my cheek, holding my head, running her fingers through my hair as she kissed me, and then settled down her small frame onto my lap, my little girl, with one leg on each side of me straddling me, kissing the whole time.
I let my hands rise up and held her waist with both hands. They almost wrapped all the way around her, pulling her close through the thin fabric. I let my hands fall upon her hips, no panties through the fabric, and I began tracing my fingers along the side of her thighs to the edge of her nightshirt.
And I pulled the nightshirt out, tugging it from between us, from under her where she was sitting on my lap, and then reaching up under the shirt running my hands along her bare skin and wrapping both my hands around her ass tipping my fingers into the crack of her ass. She felt wet there and I began stroking her higher up the small of her back and then holding her waist again, feeling the warmth of her skin. Wrapping my hands around her warm bare skin pulling her close to me.
We just kept kissing, and I was rubbing the ends of my fingers up to her shoulder blades and back down to the small of her back, and along the crack of her ass tracing the line of her ass down to where she pressed against me. She had positioned herself so her pussy was rubbing along the length of my cock, and I wanted to reach down and open my pants but had my hands wrapped around her bare bottom, was holding her against me. We kept kissing like this forever, silent soft kisses. We said nothing at all.
She leaned back from me slowly, opening her eyes as if from a sleep just looking at me, her lips wet and red from our kiss, her mouth held open. I could see her white teeth. She was still sitting on my lap and rocking her hip along my cock, sliding on me softly as I watched her shoulders rise and fall. I could feel her wetness slide on the fabric.
She whispered, "We shouldn't be doing this."
She started to raise herself back up and said, “Mmm. I knew you’d be a good kisser after hearing that story.” But then stopped and fell into me to kiss me one more time, opening her mouth pressing herself hard into me, she was kissing me harder, passionate pressing against me, forming her body to mine and getting as close as she could.
I let my hands stroke her lower until I was supporting her bare bottom and literally lifting her up holding her up off my lap as I began to insinuate my fingers between her legs, palming the soft hairs of her puss.
She brought her feet down to the floor and she held herself up, opening herself to me. I cupped her cunny as it pouted down between her legs, this little peach. I could feel the heat and wetness. She was almost bare down there, just light hairs where her legs opened up, and just the lightest trail of hair along her cunny lips back to the little pucker of her ass.
When she felt my hand there she shivered, pressed her puss into my hand, arching her back and I let my fingers find their way between her legs, pulling her lips open, first one finger then two, to reveal her pink center. She continued to kiss me, our heads were turned pressed into one another, her hands playing with my hair. She whimpered in my arms, "Mmm, feels nice."
Her eyes were open, she was looking right into me, and I could feel her legs trembling as she rocked herself, sliding herself against my hands lubricated now with her cum. She whispered in my ear, "What you wanted?"
I let my fingers press deeper into her, felt the folds of her flesh opening, she was so wet, and I let my hand cup her pussy, pressing my fingers up into her slit, finding her clit, sliding my hand opening her up, feeling her legs spread wide over me, so wide giving me perfect access. This light little frame moving upon me, kissing me, pure flesh quivering against me, trembling, her hairs falling around my face. Her smell rising around us, and her warmth. I loved the way she tasted when I kissed her. All tastes and smells I so recognized.
She was cooing, letting out this low moan, as I touched her vagina, the soft space opening into her, white hot. I pressed my fingers there and entered her, feeling her yield to my hand sliding into her. Just sighs and kisses coming from us. Cum running down her legs, onto her bottom, and I played with her clit with my thumb and pressed my fingers into her, as she moaned and ground herself down.
"Oh, you feel so good right now," I whispered to her, "I think you are teasing me again.
"I don't think this is teasing," she said with her mouth open, panting. "Not anymore."
She had her mouth at my ear, and kissing my cheek finding my lips again. My little girl was wrapped around me, sitting in my lap again, legs open, wet with my fingers pressing inside her, grinding down into my hands.
And then she whispered, "Mmmmm dad. We have to stop."
Breathing in my ear as she said that, and then kissing me again; and back to my ear, just her breath in my ear. "No. No. No. Stop." Each time, over and over. Kissing. No. No. No. Kissing. We have to stop. I could feel us becoming one.
When finally, I blinked at her as she lifted her face back away from me, looking into my eyes. "Daddy, We can't."
I still had my hand playing between her legs, touching her slit, my fingers were still inside her, rubbing her pressing in and out of her softly as she said it.
She began to rise from my lap. I did not know what to say, I just brought my hands back around her waist and held her to me, pulling her down on my lap, struggling with her.
"One more. One more kiss." I whispered. "One more. Just kiss me."
And she pressed her hands to my chest, pushing away from me, continuing to rise from my lap and I let go. She stood finally on unsteady legs. Not walking away, but standing almost in a daze holding herself up by the table, pulling her hair out of her mouth, running her hands over her body, over her breasts, looking at herself and me, smoothing her nightshirt, tugging the hem down.
She said, "I need to go to bed." But she didn't move.
I said, "Do you have to?"
She was catching her breath, thinking. Not moving. She was looking at the yellow pair of panties which was laying by my hand. Then she looked back at me, gave me this sideways glance, I could see the whites of her eyes.
"Do you want to smell ME?" She said in a little girl voice. "I . . . I can let you do that. You CAN'T touch me though. Promise."
I nodded. Anything to keep her there.
And she turned to me and slipped near me again, this little bird, simply standing direclty in front of me her teeth over her lower lip, eyes looking down at me. Her hair was utterly disheveled, a little bit still sticking to her swollen lips. My hands were sticky when I held her hips, wet with her cum.
"Ah ah ah. I said no touching, this time." I let my hands fall to my lap.
She was swaying her hips from side to side, lifting her nightshirt up over her head then dropping it beside her so she was standing completely naked in front of me as she leaned into me.
"There. You like the way I smell?" she was giggling, standing before me with her legs apart and I saw her for the first time, her skin glowing, little perfect breasts, her nipples pointing straight out; her blonde fine haired pussy for the first time, pouting out from between her legs. I could see her cunny lips pink and swelling between her legs. Her soft blonde hairs growing just at the very bottom. So little hair, fine thin white hairs. A little cowlick at the base, where her clit, was growing straight out. I thought how I had felt her before I had seen her. It was a singular moment.
The low light was illuminating her in a soft glow, it was warm, the heat radiating from her body, and her smell enveloped me. That smell which was burned into my brain, fresh and wet and new, as she was simply standing leaning toward me and holding my head to her pussy.
"Like that?" She cooed. "I know you like my pussy's smell."
"Mmmmm. So good." And I smelled her. HER. Her body. Not panties, her with no panties. Her body naked before me. I said, "you are a goddess." She laughed, I asked, "Can I taste you?"
She was sing songing, "For a little minute," wiggling her hips as she spoke.
"How about forever," I said as I let my tongue out to taste her there, touching her with the tip of my tongue keeping my hands in my lap. One taste and tipping my head so my chin was between her legs and licked up through her center. She jumped, tipping her self to my face letting me lap at her. Her whole bottom was wet, her vagina was dripping on my chin.
I was eating her out now, cum was on my chin and I found her clit, this little nob of flesh buried in a pink hood right at the front of her puss, and I lapped at her clit, pushing my tongue into her clit until she was squirming and pressing her thighs tight against my head. I could hear her panting, saying, "Oh, its sensitive." But pressing my head tight against her.
And I reached my hands up finally and held her to me, she said nothing, my hands holding her thighs and pressing her into my mouth.
"You like this?" I was saying up to her, wrapping my fingers up between her legs.
"Oh, I think, too much. Lick farther back. The minute is almost up," but she didn't move and she was rocking her hips against my mouth guiding me.
I said back in a deep voice, relaxed and trilled, "Another minute. Another minute."
And I said, "Your cunt is soooo good" (she laughed); I said, "I want to make you cum." And so many other things.
And I began to tongue her in a firm and steady rhythm, reaching back as far as I could and pushing my toungue now deep into her vagina, she was opening her legs further and pushing herself into me, tightening her thighs around my head so I could barely breath.
I could feel her rocking her hips against my mouth, so that she was sliding the length of her puss along my tounge and was grinding herself into me, holding myself tight against her. She had this quick movement, back and forth against my face and I could feel she was ready to cum.
At just that point she began backing away, willing herself away from me as she was whimpering. But I held her to me tightly. "Minutes up dad."
I knew she was near cumming, and I kept lapping at her, but again she was pushing herself away.
"Wait, wait" she was saying. And she was pushing me away where just before she had been pulling me to herself, I struggled against it; but then, she was moved away from me, standing naked and I was looking at her again like in a dream, my chin wet with cum.
She leaned down and kissed me one more time on my mouth, tasting me, tasting herself. "Mmmmm. Good kisser."
"That's enought dad, I can't. We have to be good." It seemed impossible to watch her, to see her body, her swollen puss right before me. I wanted her, to fuck her, to lay her down or pull her to myself and press my cock into her. To open her legs and feel myself enter her. I wanted her to lay back with her arms around her head. Surrender. I wanted to hear her say, 'you can do anything to me.'
I let my hand drop to my lap and began touching my cock, wet with her cum and rubbing it as she watched. Teasing her as I added, "We already aren't."
She was watching me, "We have to be better."
I began to open my trousers letting my cock come free. I pulled my shirt open and she was looking down at my stiff cock, stepping a little closer.
"Dad."
I was showing her my agony. My cock ached, stood straight before her. The head of my cock laying swollen against my stomach as I stroked myself, and she was like a moth at a flame. She didn't move standing just out of reach and then, stepping a little closer she reached down and held my cock in her hand, stroking me with her thumb again, pulling it out further. I was sliding my pants down to the floor.
She was saying, "We can't. I just . . ." And then she did.
She lowered her face into my lap and took my whole length into her red mouth, looking up at me her hair hanging over her eyes. Her naked frame was first bending over me and then kneeling between my legs. I turned my head to the ceiling and lay my hand on her head, playing with her hair and touching her bare shoulders, pressing her down onto me.
She was sucking me hard, and took me deep into her mouth, bobbing her head up to the very tip and let it loose so it stood up directly in front of her.



She was staring at it, running her fingers along its length. Flying around it like a flame. Her mouth was wet, open, and she looked up at me, her lower lip out and a little smile. "I want to." I could hear her will crumbling.
"Go on. It's ok." My hand was still on her craddling the back of her head as she looked up at me.
"No. I can't." I could see her breasts and her puss as she sat kneeling between my legs.
She was looking at it again, the end dripping with cum, and she kissed just the tip of it with a thin stream of cum sticking to her lips pulling back a thin strand which hung off her chin. And then silence, her staring stolidly at my cock.
I looked around and saw the panties she had taken off laying on the table, laying crumpled next to my wine glass in that moment she was thinking. She kissed my cock lightly one more time.
“Stay and watch some TV with me,” I said trying to think of something to bring her back, just to keep her there.
She laughed, "I don't think we would be watching any TV."
"Sit on it with your cunt then," I said.
And then in one motion she brought her lips around me again, sucking me deep into her mouth again, and rising and falling on my cock. She continued, hungry, rising a falling in a firm and steady pace, holding my balls, pressing her fingers between my legs and scratching down my thighs.
I was pushing her down on my cock now. I was holding her there with my legs open sucking on me, her white teeth grazing my skin, she would nibble and chew and suck. I could feel the cum begin to rise from deep inside and I began to rock my hips into her harder holding her tight against me. She could not have backed away now if she had wanted to.
I had my fingers wrapped in her hair and I was holding her to me by her hair. Once she tried to pull away at the last minute and I pressed her back down, moving her head up and down my cock, literally fucking her mouth. I was pressing her against me harder and harder, guiding her motions. She had her arms wrapped around my knees and I had my feet around her back.
She was moving with my guidance, held in place until the cum was rising and I could see her cheeks filling with the cum that was spraying into her. Wave after wave into my little girls mouth.
Her hair was wet with saliva which was fallen around my lap, cum was leaking from the edges of her lips, she pulled back a little and a spray hit her on her chin and hair. Her chin was wet. She drank and drank, as I held her onto me moaning and crying out.
She looked up at me, still on her knees. I knew she still had not cum. She made no mention of what she had just done, only saying, “I really have to go to bed now. It is so late. I got some business to attend to tomorrow.”
“But . . . ”
“I’m good at saying no, remember."
I stared after her.
"Night dad.”
And she turned and walked from the room naked, cum-filled, her cunny dripping wet, bare footed, her hair hanging in strands. Her night shirt crumpled in her hand dragging on the floor.
She reappeared once in the doorway, just a shadow a good distance away.
"Dad?"
"Yes hon?"
"Would you . . . really fuck me, if I let you?"
"What do you mean?"
"It's a yes or no question dad."
I set there blinking at her shadow. She was leaning by the door. I couldn't tell if she were in her night shirt or not. She still looked naked.
"Yes."
There was a pause, "Night."
I sat there for a long time. It was like there was no possible way to process what happened. I stared at the little yellow silk panties which lay by my hand. Small flowers in the fabric. Little white flowers sewn at each hip. Her flower.
I took them in my hand, opening and spread them in my palm. They were soaking wet, wet from the top of the fabric from one side to the other. The wetness was cool to the touch. They were held up by a thin elastic at each hip. So wet to my touch, and I smelled her wetness, let my tongue touch the cum. Tasting it tasting her in my mouth, feeling it on my fingers. Her smell, her taste.
Pure liquid fire.
Please email me and let me know what you think of the story so far. Your emails are why I write. Give me ideas about where this story should go, and if I get enough interest paired with interesting ideas the story of Sara and her panties can continue for long time.
Thanks
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THE RIDE HOME
“Its like so unfair that they are having this quiz tomorrow.”
She threw herself into the car and settled into her seat with a harrumph as I sped away, lifting her backpack over her shoulder she let it drop into the back seat.
“Julie told me that its just because JB heard that we’re doin email circles for answers to tests.”
She leaned back, and turned herself toward me.
I just said, “Lift your top.”
She looked down at herself and began to pull her tight little angora sweater out from her skirt and roll it up above her tits, continuing her story as she did, “And by having a surprise test TOMORROW he thinks he can beat the circle. I don’t think he knows what email is.”
My hand was stroking her bare tummy now and then rising up tracing a line across her perfect full breasts, the nipples just little puffs of rose colored flesh.
“Are you doing email circles?”
“Hell yeah!”
“Don’t swear.”
“Sorry. Anyway it just sucks.” She fell back into the seat, angling herself toward me with her back to the seat, her top up over her breasts. She was fully exposed from her waist to near her shoulders, the fabric stretched taut in a little line across her collar bone. "Hmmm," she was smiling, “This is relaxing.”
“Pull your top a little lower, its up to high.” I was looking at the other drivers passing us.
She pulled her sweater lower over her breasts and over my hands, looking at me and smiling her sly grin. "Better?"
I could smell the strawberry of her lip gloss. I was pressing her nipples and feeling them tighten as my fingers brushed over their tip, forming these tight little nubs.
“Perfect. . . Where did you take your bra off?”
“In the girls bathroom. Just before end of class. It was pretty obvious today dad, I could have got caught.”
I smiled, “Obvious?”
“With this top,” She pulled my hand away and pressed her breast into the sweater, you could see her nipple perfectly formed beneath the fabric. “You can tell I got nothin underneath.”
We continued driving, I was laughing, said nothing.
“You done yet?”
I took my hand away and held the steering wheel again with both hands, eyes on the road.
She pulled her top back down around herself, zipping the side of her skirt open and pulling it lower. I could see her white panties pulling down wrapping around her hip, tugging a little lower as she tucked the tight knit top back in.
My little angel took a conspiratorial tone, “You shouldn’t be doin that you know. I let you cause . . . I don’t know.”
“You like it don’t you?”
“Yeah. Guess so.” She was staring out the window as she said it.
Her skirt was still unzipped and all her moving around had it jostled up now over her thighs. I was staring at her legs. She glanced at me.
I gestured to her lap, “You want me to make you cum?”
"We're almost home."
"I can drive around."
“Not yet,” as she zipped, tugged and smoothed the fabric back over her body.
"I got homework."
*****
POST IT NOTE
Dinner was a quiet affair, it always was. My wife was a stern woman, and had gradually accentuated every characteristic I loathed over twenty five years of marriage.
“You have a nice day dear?"
"Yes, fine. I washed the car, but now I hear its going to rain again. Always the way."
At that moment a yellow slip of paper was set on my leg, I could feel the pressure of her little hand.
My little angel had pressed a post it note on my leg! It was stuck there as I looked down. It was so cute, I could just make out her curly handwriting.
I was trying to read it, though without my wife noticing.
Angel was sitting there eyeing me, smiling a little when I caught her eye. She thought it was funny.
"Is something wrong?" Elaine was not plussed with our antics.
The slip was still stuck to my leg and I could not make out the lettering.
"Oh, I dropped something and . . ."
Angel was laughing.
"You think that’s funny do you?"
"No ma’am."
"Young ladies behave at the table."
“Yes ma’am.”
"She saw me drop it. It WAS kind of funny. It’s sticking to my shoe."
I took the napkin from the table and brought it down, picking the note from my leg and then bending lower as if wiping something.
"I’ll take it to the kitchen."
When I left the room, I quickly took the little yellow note.
CAN I BJ U :)
Impossible! I felt myself go red, my cock stiffen. She picked the most inopportune. . .
As I sat back down I caught her eye again. She was staring at me, I could see the lightest blush of her cheek. I Nodded.
"Did you get everything," my wife eyeing us, trying to figure out what was going on.
She had no idea.
*******
TEASE
I went to her room later that evening to find out what she had in mind.
She was sitting at her computer terminal as usual, feet up on the desk wearing her gray sweats, loosely tied around her hips with a red cord, and an old worn T shirt hanging loose around her neck that made for her night clothes. I knew she wore nothing underneath.
Her back was to me and I stealthily stepped right behind her.
"Hi."
She jumped. "Oh, god!" Her eyes were wide as she held onto the desk to keep from falling back in her chair. "I hate when you do that." She stared back at me.
I was looking over her shoulder, the computer screen glowing in front of her, some sort of chat link going on. I wasn't staring at the screen.
"Excuuuuuse me. This is private."
She was holding her hands up now covering the computers glow.
"I wanted to find out about . . ."
"Ohhhhh." She gave me this sideways glance, big smile. "That was sooo funny. You had an *erection* you know?" She clapped her hand to her mouth.
"When do you . . .you know?"
"Mmmm, I don't know. But it has to be later, cause I have so much homework to do. Plus! Now JB is going to make us check our cell phones at the door. Somehow now he found out some people are using their phones for answers, and that test is tomorrow and . . . So. . I'll let you . . . Hey!"
As she spoke I had let my hand slowly reach inside the collar of her T shirt and began to fumble once more for her breasts. The soft small swells, pressing into them curling my fingers and cupping them with my hand, and down to her tummy touching the edge of her sweats. Soft, warm.
She was gripping my arm, but more for show, as she let my hand press further - lower, lower - until my fingers were laying across her abdomen inside her sweats. She left my arm where it was.
"Just wait will ya . . . I could have you arrested." Innocently blinking her eyes at me, my fingers just grazing the soft hairs of her puss.
She liked saying that. I took my hand out of her top and stroked her long black hair falling around her shoulders with my fingers.
She took my hand in hers, crinkling her nose at me, "See ya Later. Ha!"
I whispered, "Love You."
She just said, "Yeah."
*******
BJ
But I did not see her later. Not for the rest of the evening. She had closed her door after I walked out. She was just playing games with me, making fun of me. This had been one of the first times I had gotten a little note like that, albeit at a pretty odd moment. But still . . .
I got ready for bed, putting on a light pair of boxers, crawling into bed next to Elaine who had put in one and one-half hours before. I had waited up, waited and waited; it would have been perfect. I turned the lights out, laying quietly moderately depressed and drifted off to sleep.
. . .
I woke to a soft tug from beneath the covers of my bed, and upon opening my eyes saw 2:00 in red digital lettering.
The feeling was unmistakable! Small hands were tugging at my briefs. My little angels hands!! I roused quickly and simply lifted my hip up off the mattress slowly/carefully as I rolled outward to the edge of the bed. As my hip lifted I felt my boxers slide lower in the darkness, lower and lower! She was pulling them down around my ankles, off my feet. I was laying naked.
I reached my hand out into the darkness until I felt a small little figure tucked under the covers at the side of my bed, and slowly softly caressed down her shoulders, pulling her little T shirt up so that I could rub her bare back. She pressed into my hand.
I next lifted the cover lightly and poked my head beneath, and felt lower until I again felt the soft long hairs draping out on the mattress I had stroked that evening.
She wrapped her fingers around my hard cock and held the tip to her mouth, when next I felt the amazing pressure of her closing around my cock, just the head at first as she sucked hard on my cock head, then biting me lightly. I reached lower and swatted her. She thought that biting my cock was funny.
I moved myself quietly, slowly right up to the edge of the bed looking back at Elaine who moved not a muscle.
My Angel began to slide her mouth along my length from the side in a slow motion, licking up one side and the other, and then turning her mouth back onto the tip she pressed me into her mouth closing around my cock again. She was bobbing her head up and down on my cock, gradually increasing her pace and taking me deeper and deeper into her mouth as she kneeled by the side of the bed.
God she was good at blow jobs. I began to reach lower down the side of the bed and finding her bottoms slid my hand into her loose sweats which were just hanging on her hips and in between her legs. She shifted herself toward me on her knees, opening her legs so that I could slide my hand down her abdomen, below her little belly button and finding in the darkness the soft hairs of her pussy.
It was almost as if she had shaved, the hairs of her cunny were so thin and soft, it was like rubbing bare skin. I heard the softest moan from under the covers as she felt me brushing her there. My fingers slipping into the folds of her flesh. Her inner cunny lips swelling so large from inside when she was aroused, and I could feel them hanging down wet between her legs and I began to make an upward stroke on her clit, drawing the wetness from her vagina up through her center and creaming her clit in little circles with her cum as she continued to suck my cock, rising and falling along its whole length.
I began to undulate my hips, fucking into her mouth as she swayed her hips forward and back guiding my fingers as they slid between her legs.
The room stayed perfectly silent, with momentary freezes in everything we were doing any time my wife appeared to shift position, or move. We would lay frozen! My cock halfway in her mouth and my fingers buried inside her cunt, unmoving. We would sit like that for a few seconds before resuming slowly.
Her hips began to grind down hard on my hand and I pressed and rubbed her roughly pulling her open and digging into her with two fingers, cupping her pussy in my hand as I stroked my fingers in and out until I could hear her whimpering beneath the covers and then shivering, her legs trembling on her knees and then straightening out so she was extending from the bed and arching her back grinding into me before falling once more onto the floor. I could feel her body relax, as she continued to pump on my cock and tightening her lips around me, grazing me with her teeth. I could feel the cum rising from inside, I held her head on me and began to move her faster and faster, deeper and deeper on my cock until I was spraying into her.
She held her mouth on my cock as long as she could, drinking me in as fast as I sprayed, but she could never take me all in. I tried to hold her onto myself but could feel her pushing herself away from me, as I continued to spray cum straight out beneath the covers. I knew I was spraying her face and hair. I laughed as I heard this little whispered, “ewww.”
She kept her head under the covers remaining still as I lay there spent, and then these little fingers laying on my cock again stroking me, feeling the softness, and I could tell she was scooping the cum off of herself and wiping it on the sheets.
Then, rising up from under the covers I could see a pair of dark eyes staring at me.
"I told you," she whispered.
And she kissed me soft full on the mouth teasing me a little with her tongue. I cupped my hand around her neck and returned the kiss, her mouth opening to me letting me trace a line on her teeth, softly tonguing one another.
"Night daddy."
******
INVITATION
Next morning we were looking at each other with wicked grins.
Her lips looked so red this morning and just looking at her I could feel what those lips had felt like wrapped around my cock. I could still smell her on my fingers.
"Do you need a ride to school today sweet?" I asked.
“That would be great daddy, yeah thanks,” she chirrupped.
In the car I wanted to stroke my little girl, but she was busy.
“Not now.” She shook me away, holding a sheaf of papers in her lap. “I got to study.”
I respected that. We drove for awhile and then she put her papers away.
“Daddy, the father daughter dance is like next week. Next Thursday. Should we go?”
“Yeah. Why shouldn't we? That would be great.”
“I don't know. . . Can you control yourself?”
She had a coy little smile. “Can you keep your hands off me?” eyes twinkling.
“I'll do my best . . . It’s hard though.”
She loved how I lusted after her, how I looked at her. She shook her dark hair out of her eyes, blinking at me, a light crimson glow. God her lips were red today.
“Well anyway. It's NEXT Thursday and I think I need a new outfit. Something that would be . . . A NICE new outfit. Huh, can I?”
“Sure Angel, I want you to look good. I can rent a tux.”
“Sexy too. I want to look sexy.” She lay her head on my shoulder.
“You already do. You always do.”
She brushed her hair back again. “I feel sooo good today!”
“So do I.”
“Bet I know why.” I caught her sideways glance.
“You probably do.”
“Anyway, so I need some money. Like at least $200.”
I was looking at her in her little dress and white shirt leaning forward and holding out her hands like she was going to get it right there.
“$200! That's an awful lot for one dress you'll grow out of in six months.”
“I'm not that young anymore, I’m 18! I graduate this year. Besides, it's for US,” and she leaned toward me and kissed my cheek. I turned my head to find her mouth. She kissed me lightly and we briefly touched tongues.
“Daddy!” Her eyes were big. “Someone might see us. We are almost to the school.”
“Are you wearing panties today?”
“I might be.” She was rubbing her knees together.
“Let me see.”
She bit her lower lip and settled back, scrunching lower beneath the window as she slid her hips to the edge of the seat causing her skirt to ride higher. We were no more than three blocks from the school.
Then, she grasped the hem of her skirt and lifted it higher, higher. . .
. . . and up over her tummy, looking at me.
"Ha!"
The sun was shining in the window illuminating the most perfect bare little pussy. Short hairs at the very bottom rising up from between her white legs, the little pout rising from her abdomen her little pussy mound. She had her skirt lifted above her navel. That place I had ravished. I could feel my breath catch in my throat as I stared between her legs.
There was a little scratch at the top. She touched it, “You did that to me.”
“You shouldn't be . . . going to school without . . . panties young lady.” I attempted to chastise, but could barely get the words out.
“I know.” She dropped her skirt back down.
“But I'm kind of sore down there.”
******
MISSED OPPORTUNITIES
“Do you need a ride today kitten?”
“Nope.”
“Why not.”
“Cause today I took one of my personal days. I can just relax the whole day. I don’t even know why I got out of bed.” She was swaying in front of me standing on one foot then the other.
The school allowed two personal days per year which could be chosen anytime by the student.
“Thought maybe YOU were going to stay home today.” She was looking up at me.
“You never told me about that. I could have. . .”
“Yes I did! You signed the paper. I gave it to you, uhhhgh, the blue one.”
I had. I had forgotten it was today. My dream was to get the day off. To spend an entire day at home with my Angel.
“I wanted to get my dress today. Can I have $200.” She was holding her hand out to me again. Jumping on her feet. Hopping up and down, this little bird, flitting on one side of me and then the other.
“Pleeaase! Today is sooooo perfect.”
I heard myself say, “I wanted to go shopping with you.” Was I pouting?
“Well, you snoozed you losed. It’s in three days! I got to . . .Daddeeee. I got to.”
I reached into my wallet.
She ran up to me, kissed my cheek.
I handed her two crisp one hundred dollar bills, and then pulled out a fifty and handed it to her.
“There. There’s Two Hundred FIFTY dollars.”
“Oh daddy! I know you’ll like it!”
And she hugged me again, looking over my shoulder, “Where’s mom?”
“Upstairs. . .”
She leaned in and pressed her whole body to me, kissing me softly melting into my frame, lifting herself up on tippy toes. I wrapped my arms around her waist and pressed my mouth into her, yielding open lips.
She stepped back, cheeks mottled, “Whew! Thanks.” She was clutching the money. “It’ll be worth it. Promise. Bye daddy,” and she ran up the stairs two steps at a time.
I said, “Have fun today.”
******
SURPRISES . . .
About two in the afternoon my secretary called in to me. “Your daughter is here.”
“Pardon?”
“Your daughter to see you.”
“Send her in.”
My little angel glided in through the office, silent at the open door. She had on a flowery little skirt with pleats and a white half top. She always looked so small in these kinds of settings. She stood at the doorway, a timid quiet “Hi.” So different than at home.
I looked at her.
“Am I bothering you?”
“No. No. I wasn’t . . .expecting. . . “
She stepped in and closed the door.
“Surprise! . . . I was wondering if . . . you can say no.”
“Yes.”
“Wouldn’t it be great if you could go shopping WITH me?”
Her eyes were wide, a big grin on her face. “Pleeaase!!”
“I’m at work, I can’t just. . .”
She was standing right at the edge of my desk drawing her finger along the smooth wood, picking up my stapler and setting it back down, frowning.
“But wouldn’t it be so much fun! Come on.”
“AND look at this. . .”
And without any pretense or warning she lifted her skirt straight up as I sat at my desk, standing directly before me, showing me a pair of utterly transparent panties dipping low beneath her belly button. Just a little pink flower was stitched in above her pussy mound.
She was still holding her skirt up, biting her lip and swinging herself back and forth, “See!”
“And I have a matching bra. Come with me.”
I pushed the button on my phone. “Uh, I have to go out this afternoon for a little while. I need to bring my daughter to the doctor. She’s not feeling well.”
My little angel dropped her dress and ran around to my chair, laughing.
“Ok, I’ll cancel 3:00 then.”
“Fine.”
As I finished on the phone, this soft little bird was flitting all around me. “I wanted a man’s opinion and . . .” she was saying in the background. She was taking my hand which was still gripping the phone.
“Shhh, now act sick as we walk out of here.”
***********
. . . AND TEST RUNS
I let her pick her favorite shop at her favorite mall, and she was going through and selecting armfuls of dresses. I was at her beck and call.
“Oh, I like them all! I need to try them on.”
I sat down watching her. She was so excited.
She passed between the changing room to where I was sitting, twirling and spinning each new selection, showing me her various choices. Me nodding my head, agreeing or pointing some little thing out. She had a definite preference for open back dresses, and also for loose skirts (she always liked those and so did I), and also for the thinnest and lightest materials.



There was a black dress that she had in her arms that I knew I would like, it was so thin and light, and loose, low cut, low down her back. It really looked beautiful. She would be stunning in it.
I was looking into the changing area. The area had gone quiet, the help had taken merchandise to the stores front, when she poked her head from one of the doors, and catching my eye motioned for me to come over to her.
I rose and walked into the hall of the changing rooms.
“Get in here," and she took my hand and pulled me inside the little dressing room. Locked the door.
“Can we do this?”
“Just be quiet. I’m tired of running in and out. . . I want privacy.”
The rooms were large and had mirrors on three walls. There was even a little chair in the corner for me. I sat there and watched as my little girl silently lifted the dress she had modeled just previous up over her head and stood suddenly before me wearing only that transparent pair of panties. Her back was to me, her thin waist flaring to narrow hips, still a little girls hips, and I could see the perfect little crack of her ass. She was tugging her panties at the hip, pulling them up.
“Where is your bra?”
She turned to me, all business, "Over there, it’s cause the dresses. You can’t wear it, the backs are low," she said matter of fact.
She was standing so naturally in front of me, her pert breasts falling so perfectly down her front, little tear drops clinging to her. The mirrors gave me ample views of her, there were ten of her, along with twenty swelling breasts and each bearing those lovely little nipples. Her flat tummy, the frame of hips, her long legs to bare feet. I was surrounded by her.
She was giggling reaching for the dress. “This is so much fun!” And she began to take the black little dress off the hook, standing before me holding the dress out across her arm, her feet barely touching the floor.
I was not thinking about anything else but that I had my little girl in front of me, her little body in completely transparent panties, standing ‘nude’ before me. I reached out and touched the dress fabric as she held it out. Her eyes staring down at me, like pure erotic energy in the room. How could I resist?
“I’m going to try it on now.”
I reached out my hand, "Come here."
I took her hand and she walked up in front of me, all smiles.
I wrapped my arms around her butt, and nuzzled my face into her tummy right at her navel. "Mmm, you smell nice. Cherries?"
"My lip gloss. You just wait! Here." And she jumped back away from me. Her breasts bouncing away from me.
She slipped on the black little dress in one movement, smoothing it to her thin frame. It hugged her hips perfectly, fell down the small of her back. I could just see the line of her panties at the bottom of the low cut back.
She was looking in the mirror frowning. “Guess I can’t wear any panties either.”
She turned to me, “Well?” facing me with the thin fabric hanging off her frame, holding her arms out, soft shoulders in the back, then a light twirl around and facing me again.
"It does feel good." She cooed.
"It really looks great sweet. I like that one. I think that’s the one."
She came over and leaned down so her breasts were dangling in front of me like fruit, the fabric of the dress dropping down giving me a perfect view down her front.
“Mmmm, Bet you like that!” She teased.
She kissed me soft on the lips. I was randomly reaching out my hands as she kissed me, holding her thighs and rubbing up to her hips beneath the hem of the dress, then settling my fingers nicely between her legs. She was parting her legs now, giving me full access and without acknowledging my intrusion said, "Do you like the way this one looks on me?"
My mind was muddled, I barely heard her in fact as I cupped her puss in my hand. It was soaking wet through the fabric, she took in some deep breaths, pressed her puss into my hand. I drew a small circle over her clit.
"Mmm, it is so sexy.” She was staring in the mirror. You could see my hands up her dress, the fabric moving with my hand, her hips undulating in a fucking motion.
“You think so. Am I sexy?" she asked again.
I just said, "Mmmmm, yes."
In a moment of play, she turned and jumped into my lap facing me so that my cock pushed right up against her bottom through my pants, and she began pulling the dress out from under her so it draped all around my lap, leaving her naked panty clad bottom rubbing directly against me, wriggling her hips down on me.
So here she sat in the sheerest pair of panties, the dress draped around my lap and she tilted her head to me, fluttered her lashes. We were eye to eye, her mouth inches from mine.
Her breath was warm cherry when she spoke, "Lets give this little dress a test run.” She looked down between her legs. “Mmm, there's something there. That for me?"
"Maybe," I answered, my arms wrapped around her.
She giggled and moved on my lap, wrinkling her nose at me and leaning in to kiss me soft on the mouth. Each kiss was making me hungrier and hungrier. She had kept kissing me like this all afternoon. I held her close and we began kissing again, she loved to kiss.
I was involuntarily pressing my hips up into her, rocking myself against her, could feel the center of her pussy open around my cock, sliding against her. We were looking at ourselves in the mirror, the vision of her bobbing up and down on me. It looked like we were fucking. The vision was not lost on her and she looked back into my eyes.
I reached down and unzipped my pants, pulling my cock out for her to see poking up through the fabric of her dress.
“Careful,” she said licking her lips. "Don't make a mess."
She shifted back slightly pulling the dress back up over the top of my cock and then settling her panty clad puss back down into my lap, and sliding herself right back where she was before. There was only the transparent fabric of her panties between us. I could feel her wet little puss on the head of my cock, and that wonderful feeling of pressure pressing down on my cockhead. She moved her hips in a forward and back motion as she wrapped her arms around my neck and began kissing me again.
“Mmmm, Perfect,” she said.
Between us we had so wetted the fabric that I slid freely between her legs. She put her mouth right at my ear, " I guess you should get some reward for helping me do all this boring shopping."
I couldn't even talk, could feel my cum rising, I wanted to cum IN her. I grabbed her hips and started guiding her back and forth on my lap. She was sensing my urgency.
I was panting, "Do you know what you're doing to me?” I was trembling. I had never felt so hungry. I couldn’t help myself. I said, “God I want to *fuck* you," I breathed as I looked up into her eyes.
I could tell her clit was pressing against me, and she was sliding against me keeping pace with my own movements. Sliding faster and faster, she was letting herself go. Her cheeks were flushed and she was breathing hard, her breath catching. She was biting her lower lip, pouting falling against me.
“Oh, we can’t here. We just can’t daddy.” But she didn’t move. “Oh, feels so . . . good.”
She was whimpering, closing her eyes and I could feel her willing herself to stop moving. “You can’t cum. You can’t! It’ll get all over the dress.” She managed to stop rocking, I continued to hold her to myself.
“I could cum inside you.”
Her eyes got big. She paused, began pushing herself away from me, “It wouldn’t stay there. It’d be a big mess. Daddeeee. Nooo.” She was pleading now. “Not here not now,” and she was starting to slide away as I let her go, standing once again before me the dress falling down around her.
I was reaching with my hand back beneath her and pulled the crotch of her panties away from her and slid my hand into her cunny, running my fingers along her slit. She was arching her back away from me but staying in my reach.
She was saying, “We can do lots of stuff! Later. But . . .mmm,” I felt her press her puss into my hand.
She wasn’t moving away yet, turning her head from side to side, letting her hair fall forward grinding her puss into her hand. She reached back under her dress and tugged at her panties until they had fallen around her ankles. She stepped out of them, kicked them against the wall.
Then throwing her hair back and looking me in the eye, hunger in her dark eyes, she said, “Make me cum.”
“Sweet. I want to fuck you.”
“Here? It’s not . . .” She looked around. There were ten of us standing in the mirrors. She was looking at the door you could see the wheels spinning in her head.
“The dress. . . I want the dress to look nice. You like how my pussy feels inside the dress? You like my pussy? Say it." And she was grinding herself down hard on me now, my fingers were pressing deep into her, she was rising and falling on my fingers. I was finger fucking her.
"I love, your pussy. I want . . . your pussy." I never stopped fingering her. I was in agony. I couldn’t stop.
And she began trembling, a deep growl began rising from her, “Ohhhh, Uhhhh, Oh my god.” She was crying out. Plaintive. “Ah, Ah.” in short breaths. Not quiet either. Her knees were beginning to buckle and she fell against me holding herself up by my shoulders. “I’m cumming. You’re making me cum.”
And she was shuddering on me, falling against me. Her hair was fallen in front of her eyes, this glazed look down at me, her mouth open whimpering. “Oh my God. So good.”
Arching her back she looked up at the ceiling and jerking her hips away from me, and then she relaxed. The trembling giving way to deep breaths. “Whheew.” She was pulling her hair out of her mouth, brushing it out of her eyes.
As she stopped moving, my hand was still stroking between her leg, and she began to back away again out of my reach, “Ah, Too sensitive.”
She added in a quiet whisper, "You really want to fuck this?” Pointing between her legs through the dress. “Huh. You SAID that! Fuck me?"
I stammered, "Yes, oh fuck, yes." She loved that word. I was stroking my cock in front of her. She was watching my hand rising and falling gripping my length, my cockhead was blue. I was in agony.
“. . not, not here. Not here. This isn’t . . .Please! You promised.”
I had.
It was my long standing promise. We fooled around but I didn’t fuck her. I couldn’t believe I had said it.
She looked at me and at my cock as she pulled the dress back off herself. I could not believe I was sitting there, my cock poking out from my pants. Seeing her completely naked again made me ache for her in a way I never had. I was simply sitting forlorn in my chair groaning. She was smiling as she continued to get ready.
“What are you doing to me?”
She just said, “Shopping.”
And I watched her throw her bra AND panties in her purse, and then slip back into her skirt, pull the half top back on, slip into her shoes as I began to pull my pants back around myself, but not closing the zipper. I was still stroking myself. I needed to cum. She was smiling the whole time, wiggling her hips at me, arching her back.
She loved this.
“I can’t help it if you can’t resist me. You bad boy! Now get dressed. We have to go!”
She took the black dress again draping it over her arm as I was tucking myself back in. My cock forming a pole up my front.
She was pouting when she held the price tag as we snuck out of the dressing room. “Oh, oh. This one is $450.00.”
I looked at her blinking. “That’s fine. Lets get out of here.”
She took my hand, pulling me to the cash register. I was beet red, following her closely trying to hide from the staring eyes. This old man who had so obviously been in the dressing room with this little eighteen year old. As I paid, the clerk was staring at me.
My little angel for her part was all confidence.
"I want this one!”
*******
READY
The father daughter dance was tonight. She was upstairs putting on her little black dress. THE little black dress. It had formed an icon in my brain.
A test run of that dress, is that what she called it. What a test run! I could not get any of that day out of my mind. Not a single moment. Not the sights, or smells, tastes, the pressure on my lap - I could still feel it. I could see her slipping into my office, her hands lifting the dress and seeing the black hairs pressed flat against her open legs beneath those panties. Not her breasts hanging before me inside that black little dress, not the feel of her thighs as I stroked her, her sliding on my lap kissing me. The rise and fall of her body in the mirrors all around us that day. I had been in a heat all week. My erection never went down. My little angel for her part was keeping her distance, watching me, smiling, enjoying the agony she had put me in.
And her banter about what fun we would have. It was Tonight!
I went and rented a black tux, cut my hair, bathed, and fixed myself up as I hadn’t done in years. Years and years and years. And now I was sitting on the couch waiting for my little girl, eyes closed seeing her in my minds eye. She was running late, the house was silent.
When suddenly she leapt on me on the couch, straddling her legs around each side of me and setting herself down into my lap. I started, my eyes opening to these dark eyes right before me, her big grin, looking at the dress spread out again on my lap. I went instantly hard. I knew she could feel it.
“You scared me.”
My hands reached around her waist and I pulled her to me.
“Remember this!” and she pushed herself down into my lap, leaning forward letting the dress fall forward. I could see her bare breasts hang before me.
I just groaned. “Yes. Yes. I think so.”
This little woman girl, looking so elegant just then but playing, leaping, bouncing around me now, set right in my lap. She was old and young at the same time. My woman girl.
I could smell vanilla and strawberries. Her perfume and her lip gloss. Her lips were shining, red. Her teeth so white. And just the hint of her sex. She was wet. I knew it.
She had eye makeup on. She never wore eye makeup. Her hair was pulled back tight, out of her eyes. Not a hair out of place. Her nails were painted. Her lips shined and she smiled white white teeth at me. Elegant. Utterly elegant.
I said, “You are so beautiful.”
She smiled I could see her lower and upper teeth she smiled so big. Her eyes sparkling.
“Where’s mom.”
“Uh, over there in the kitchen.” I pointed back.
She looked over my shoulder, “Oh.” And kissed me chastely on the cheek, and then hopped off my lap smoothing her dress out again looking over the shoulder at herself. “Like it.”
“Stunning.”
“It’s so light,” she twirled around and then took my hand and pulled me up. “Lets go.”
Elaine walked in the room. “You two have fun. Don’t be too late.”
*******
THE FATHER DAUGHTER DANCE
The dinner was in the school gym, and the fare was chicken, rice and a vegetable. Pretty typical when trying to cater 600 people in a gym. But the decorations were really quite good. The lighting was low, there was the set up of a band on the stage at the one end. The tables stood in long rows, with flowers, and confetti, little balloons floating everywhere, and a sort of mirrored light ball that sent sparkles twirling around the room.
My Angel was so excited, her eyes so open and bright. We walked in arm in arm, looking so elegant. My black tuxedo and her black dress. We really did look good to gether.
She whispered to me before we went in, “Your handsome you know that.”
I said, “Thank you.”
We walked in to the packed room looking around and she spotted someone right away, “Oh Julie. Julie!!! Ahhh.” Both girls screaming with excitement. I had to laugh.
When is the last time I went out with someone and when the couples meet they stand leaning toward one another going, “Aaahhhhh!!” My little girl woman.
She came back and took my hand dragged me over. “Julie!! Oh you look so cuuuute. Love what you did with your hair.”
She was holding my hand the whole time. “This is my dad.”
“Hi.”
Her dad was close behind and he was introduced. We awkwardly acknowledged one another. Julie was a spectacularly beautiful girl. Very tall.
“We’re in Spanish together. Don’t you hate JB.” Their hands were all over each other.
“Uhh, He took my cell phone again yesterday.”
“What is it with the cell phones,” I asked.
“He thinks we cheat with them.”
“Do you?”
They looked at each other, didn’t answer.
“See ya! Ahhhh!!” And they leaned in hugging each other.
We found our seat and I wanted a drink.
“Oh, and there’s Ann.”
“I want a drink hon.”
She looked at me, smiled, licked her lip. We had this moment of silent connection. Her loving our time together, just us. “Ok. I’ll just be a minute. I’ll be here when you get back.”
I went to the bar. That was one great thing about a Catholic school, they sold alcohol at these things. I ordered a wine. A big beefy guy with thick hands walked up and shook my hands. “Brad Peters.”
“Hi. Uh, Jack . . .”
“Your Angels father aren’t you. She knows my little Annie. She’s been over to our house a couple times. Pretty girl. Good to finally get to meet you.” I had never heard the name Annie.
“Oh yeah yeah. Thanks.”
I got my wine and extracted myself. Went back to the table and dinner was served. My little Angel stayed close, smiled at me whenever she caught my eye, so elegant, and I sipped down my wine and had another. The music started and fathers and daughters began to rise for a dance. The music was slow.
She leaned in to me, her breath at my ear, “Can you handle this?”
She was looking at me with a wicked grin, and reached under the table lay her hand over my mostly soft cock.
I started. “I could until you did that! Come on.” And I grabbed her hand and lifted her gracefully from her seat. I was going to treat her as a lady tonight, my date. “Come dance with me.”
I wrapped my arms around her narrow waist and she brought her arms around my neck, breathing on me looking in my eyes. So light. We drifted around the dance floor, our legs entwined, stepping and moving with the other. I was in heaven. I wanted to kiss her right there. I felt awkward though, revealed. Could people tell? The room was full of other fathers and daughters dancing the same, but my hands on my daughters body, it felt different. The smell of her, the warmth, it was erotic to me, and I was stroking her back with my fingers. Did the other fathers feel that?
How many here had ‘our’ relationship? I wondered that as I looked around.
She pressed herself closer to me. “I like dancing with you,” she cooed. “We never done this before.”
“We’ll have to start.” I said. She smiled.
“I feel like an adult.”
“You are.”
And we swayed with one another in this wonderful liquid movement, her hips pressing lightly against me. I could feel her breath quicken. I knew she was feeling what I was feeling. She brushed her cheek to mine and lay her chin on my shoulder. We held hands, let our fingers caress together.
I let my hands drift lower rubbing her body through the thin fabric, lower down, no panty line. She held her head back looking at me. “You can’t do that.” She was looking around at the other couples. “But, no. I’m not wearing anything under this dress.” She breathed those words right in my ear sending shivers down my spine.
I went instantly hard.
The music ended, and she took my hand, “I want to show you my locker.”
***********
SPANISH
We slipped out the gym door and walked down the dark hallways, she turned one way then another, then another, just little indirect lights shining at odd spots. We got to a section of blue lockers, she was still holding my hand. We were silent. Tension was in the air.



Just two elegantly dressed people walking down the halls of an old high school alone, our shoes clicking and echoing each step.
She stood at her locker and I came up right behind her standing so close I was brushing her with my chest, she leaned back against me as she worked the lock. Was she trembling? We stepped back opening the door.
“This is it.”
I looked in. Just piles of books stacked up the center. Some feathers, and colored paper decorating the inside of the door. She pulled something out of a little envelope that was taped to at the center of the door.
“Check this out.” She looked up at me as she handed it to me, a thin smile on her face.
I held a little photo in my hand. It was a snapshot of her standing nude walking out of a set of showers, with her hand out like she was trying to stop the picture from being taken, head down, hiding her face. Her little bush stood out against her washed out skin. I recognized her instantly just by her naked body.”
“Ha!” She threw her head back. “Julie took that.” She was smiling, enjoying the look on my face. I looked at it, then her. She stood close to me.
“Where?”
“During gym, with her cell phone.”
She had her hand on the edge of the photo. I still held it, was still looking at it.
“You kids certainly make use of those phones.”
“I’m probably all over the web. It was digital.”
She took it out of my hand and put it back in the little envelope, twirling her hips and turning to me again, the door was still open.
I put my arms around her waist again, and leaned in to kiss her, the wine did that to me. I was being less than cautious.
“Dad. Not here!” She stepped away and slammed the locker, set the lock.
“Want to see some of my classes.”
“Sure.”
What were we doing?
The tension was palpable. My heart was beating hard in my chest. She was still holding my hand pulling me along. Turning here then there, I had no idea where I was in this dark concrete monstrosity. Only our footsteps. There was no one around.
She opened a heavy door without windows and we stepped into a room filled with desks in rows. It was dark, just a little light coming in through the bottom of the door and some soft filtered light coming through a line of windows that overlooked the gym. It was the same gym where the father daughter dance was. We were one floor up, and I did not recall going up any stairs.
There was just a sort of candlelight glow to the room.
She stepped in front of me. “You look really good tonight dad.” And then she leaned in and kissed me, leaned in close, I could taste her strawberry lip gloss.
“Ummm, You taste good.”
“Strawberry.”
And there we were holding hands in front of us, both hands together playing with our fingers and opening our mouths into one another. Those wonderful soft kisses. I had wanted to kiss her all evening. Our heads were tilted into one another, and then she pulled away and walked over to the window.
We looked down at the musicians, the couples twirling at the bottom of the stage, people milling about, sitting at tables. It was still crowded. You could just hear the music.
We stared out the window.
I said, “They did a great job.”
She dropped my hand, “Hmmm, Hmmm,” as she walked away from me toward the teachers desk.
I followed.
“This is Spanish, where JB teaches. He sits when he lectures, pretty weird.”
“Spanish Class? It’s so bare.”
I went and sat at the desk. The chair rolled easily, too easily. I rolled it back from the desk and then back. The desk was perfectly clean, nothing on it.
“Like I said, pretty weird.”
She came around and sat on the desk right in front of me, facing me as I set in the chair.
“Wish you were my teacher. You would be a NICE teacher.”
“How do you know.”
She leaned forward, put her arms around my neck. We touched foreheads, “Intuition.”
I looked up at her. She continued, “. . . and I’d know what to do if my homework wasn’t done. Uh, Teacher Jack?” She never said Jack. “Um, my Spanish homework isn’t done. I couldn’t get to it, because I was *masturbating*. You think there is something I could do to make it up.”
And she began to lift the hem of her dress higher.
I was staring at her knees and then thighs, and reached my hands up along her legs following a line up under her dress and wrapped my hands around her bare hips, stroking her hips with my thumb and bottom with my fingers, as she set before me on the surface of the desk. She was drawing her knees up higher, set her feet on the arms of my chair on either side of me.
I was liking this game.
“There might be something we can arrange.” I added, “I would be a good Spanish teacher, I know Spanish.”
She said with surprise in her voice, her arms still around my neck, “You do?”
I was reaching up and stroking the small of her back as she arched it, tipping her hips toward me, holding he knees open. I could see the darkness between her legs opening where her pussy would be, just a dark area beneath her dress in this low light. I could smell her scent as the dress and warmth of her rose in front of me.
“Not SPOKEN Spanish, but . . .Spanish!”
And I bent lower as I said it, grasping her hips with my hands and sliding her toward me. She complied completely, was right in front of me; her legs opening wider as I settled my face down between her legs, feeling the hairs of her puss on my face. So warm breathing in her smell.
She leaned back and set her hands on the desk, let her head fall back and sink into her shoulders, her hair falling behind her.
“Oh, Spanish!” She had her mouth open, “Ahhh,” laughing.
She looked down at me, put one hand on my head as I lapped at her with a flat tongue, wetting her pussy lips and fine hairs, kissing her little mound and kissing a little line to her navel. What a cute little belly, I looked up at her, she was smiling, laying back further on the desk.
I lay my head right at her abdomen, my cheeks tickled with the hairs of her puss, just laying there holding her in the silent room. Taking in this singular moment. She looked out the window over the gym
“Wonder what they’re doing now?”
I went back to licking her, pressing my tongue in along her slit, licking along her lips and opening her up, pressing her open with my fingers, she held perfectly still, the inner lips folding out, this little rough line of flesh, I could take the wet skin in my mouth and I began to lick a long line through her center.
“Mmmmmm. Keep doing that. I like Spanish homework now!”
I took my tongue then and stiffly licked at the top, digging into and around her clit. And with my fingers began to press into her vagina, one finger and then two. Finger fucking her again in this black little dress. She was undulating her hips now sliding her puss along my tongue, drawing circles with her hips guiding my tongue in little circles around her clit. “So good.”
I wanted to be careful, I did NOT want her to cum. I wanted to make her crazy. Make HER hungry after what she did to me on our ‘test run.’
She was holding my head and pushing me into her, I could feel her getting more and more aroused, pressing herself harder and harder against me, squeezing her thighs around my head. And then it was I who began to pull away, and she was pressing me, pulling me with her hands trying to keep me between her legs. I still had my fingers inside her as I looked up at her.
“Keep going, I want to cum! Keep teaching me your . . . Spanish!”
I just said, “Kiss me.”
And she lifted herself up and fell into me and kissed me wrapping herself around me, tasting herself.
“You like the way you taste?”
“Kind of. It’s sort of weird. I think it’s weird when you do that. I like it though.” We kissed for awhile, she was licking her cum off my lips. And then she leaned back again, “Keep doing it. Make me cum.” A little whine in her voice.
I rose from the chair and I kissed her again, continuing to slide my fingers into her, finding the rough patch in her vagina and pressing it and stroking it. She was squirming again on my finger.
"Oh god that feels really good, what are you doing?"
“Finger fucking you.”.
“Mmmmm”
Suddenly we heard the door opening.
I stood stock still and she sat upright and threw her skirt down over the edge of the desk. My fingers were still working inside her.
She looked at me with wide eyes, pulling her legs together tight around my hands. We both appeared to be simply at the desk, she sitting and me standing, with her back to the door on the desk.
“Excuse me, is this the Spanish Room.”
“Uh yeah.”
“Sorry for bothering you. My daughter was just showing me around. Sorry.”
“It’s ok.”
********
ARE WE LOVERS?
The room was silent again, I took my hand away sticky with her cum.
“We better get back.”
I could tell she was frustrated and I felt pretty good.
“I can NOT believe you kept doing that while they were in the room. Uhhh.”
She was mock shocked. I could see the sparkle in her eyes, as we clicked along the halls back to the gym. There were far fewer people now, but still at least a hundred.
There were photographs to be taken, and we stood there, her hand on my chest smiling for the camera. I had my arm around her waist. My black tux and her little black dress. We were stunning. She thought we were the prettiest couple at the whole event.
As we were leaving she said, “I feel just like I’m at prom tonight.” And when we got to our parking spot, she turned in front of me and kissed me slow, pressing in lightly and then away again looking at me the whole time before we got in the car.
“I don’t care if anyone saw that.”
As we started off for home, she was running a mile a minute.
“Did you see Stephanie! I don’t know how she could wear that dress. It was stripes. I was so Uhhh! But I said it looked ok. . . But Lisa agreed with me. Her dad wore a tux too. Like you did. We matched, we were both in black. We were SUCH a cute couple. Everyone said so.”
And slowly she was quieting down. I listened. Added a little here and there. Sad the evening was ending.
“I loved your Spanish lessons dad. Ha! I cannot believe what happened. I’ll never be able to sit in that class again without like totally blushing. I’ll always see us up there!”
“Well, I know French and Roman too.”
Her eyes getting big, smiling at my innuendo.
I added, “And Greek.”
“Ha! Oh my God!” She laughed out loud at the implication. “We WERE pretty bad.”
She was looking at me with a sideways glance, and then out the window. I could see her squeezing her thighs together and wiggling her hips.
And then silence.
We got to the house and I parked the car turned out the lights. We sat there for a moment. Neither of us opening a door. I could hear her breathing.
“Dad?”
“Yes.”
“Thanks. Really, Thanks. I know that I can be difficult . . take advantage of you, of our situation sometimes . . . I graduate in three months and then prom, and I’ll probably go to prom with Brad.” She took my hand and whispered, “*Wish it could be you* And I want to go to college, but maybe here. And I’ll meet other boys, other men. I know I have to go out and live my life. Fly off . . . away. But . . . I’ll still be your little girl and I don’t want that to change. I don’t want this year to change - ever - but, I know it will. There’s just so much happening, and it scares me - scares me a lot - and I don’t even know if what I’m doing is good. Right. What we’re doing is good. But this year is my golden year, it’s golden . . .was . . . we are . . . “
She took a breath, “You’re the best lover. You’re the best lover . . . I’ll ever have probably.”
I could see her eyes glowing, these embers shining into me. The sparkle of a tear on her cheek.
I reached and wiped it away. “Lover?”
“If you want to. You can come to my room tonight. . .”
I opened my door.
“If you want. Give me some time.”
She quickly exited the car and ran into the house.
I was still sitting there.
*******
LOVERS
She lay in her room, appeared to be sleeping, not moving, breathing evenly just this beatific vision. The sheet was pulled up around her chin, I could see the outline of her body perfectly.
She had lit a candle on her desk and it cast a low flickering glow. I watched her there and dropping my robe slid into the bed and spooned up behind her. She was naked . . .asleep.
She started, rousing herself and stretching lightly, “Hi.” She smiled, “I thought you might of changed your mind.”
“Shhh. No. I wasn’t sure. . . My promise, I promised. . . .”
“There’s no promises, Daddy. . .”
She did not move she stayed pressed against me, the bed was already warm. She was touching my cheek with hers turning herself toward me.
“What do we do?” I put a finger to her mouth, silencing her.
And I let my hands wander up and down her front over her breasts and then softly caress her tummy, her arms, and shoulders, and across her bare shoulder as I kissed her. We were melting into one another. Molding our bodies to the other.
I pulled away briefly, looking down at her smiling, “Now I’ll teach you some French.”
She laughed, “Oh, my French teacher now. Ok.”
And she pressed her mouth to mine, and took my lower lip in hers. We touched the tips of our tongues together.
“I already know a little French.” We pressed our lips together, tracing the edge of her teeth and playing with her tongue.
I kissed her, caressed her, massaged her, rubbed her for quite awhile before I . . . let my hand slip down and down into her bush. She watching me silently without moving the whole time, her one arm around my neck and her other curled around her head. She was this little girl just then, docile, yielding. My little girl.
And she rolled on her back parting her legs loosely, relaxed. I pulled the covers down to look at her. Her knees were held up just a little and falling out. I could see her pussy opening, the pink line running through her. My cock stood straight out as I bent over her, her eyes went wide. Pulling her arms up above her head.
The walls falling away, we were alone, utterly alone in this room, knowing both knowing what would happen. The cock she saw would slide inside of her. Its hardness enter her smooth walls, she would let me in. Surrender herself.
“Daddy. I never.” Her eyes were so wide. She had this soft little girl voice, quivering.
“You’re a virgin.”
“Well my cherry broke . . . from track. But I never had sex before with a boy.”
God she was so natural, sensual.
I just said, “That’s fine. Ok then.” And my pulse quickened.
“You’re my first.”
I could smell sex rising from her body, her pussy glistened wet. I nosed down between her legs while pressing and needing her tummy and breasts. She, putting her hands on top of mine. I was so hungry and loved her familiar smell, my smell.
She was giggling, “More Spanish.” And she was wiggling and bouncing around the bed. “That tickles.”
“Every language sweet.”
I lapped at her with a flat tongue and as she became aroused pushed my head down between her legs, as I reached inside her with my fingers for the second time this evening. Her pussy was swollen from my earlier ravishing and felt her wetness rise up out of her until she was so wet, her cum was dripping off chin. I sucked on her clit as she pushed my head down hard between her legs until I could hardly breath. The coos coming from her were intoxicating. I loved the warmth of her open flesh.
I slowly licked up her front.
“I like Spanish,” she purred. “We need to study this a lot.”
The relaxation in her voice was so intoxicating, the deep trill of her voice. Coming from deep within her chest, so relaxed, curving herself fallen into the mattress, her eyes on me the whole time. The curves of her body beneath me open in every way.
I brought myself up, kissing up her center, smearing her cum in a trail on her skin to her breasts, fallen to each side as she lay on her back. She was yielding her breasts to me, tilting her head back exposing her white neck. I held her puss cupped in my palm and pressed a finger into the pink line, kissing her breasts and suckling my little girl, kissing her neck. “Keep doing that.”
She had full red lips, the gloss was eaten away but the smell of strawberry lingered, and she nibbled at my arm as I caressed her neck now.
She started, staring at me with eyes wide, as I rose higher leting my cock slide up between her legs and just touch her pussy. Pressing up between her legs lightly feeling her lips opening, sliding along her crack and felt the wetness and heat. She was gripping me tight around my neck staring at me.
My cock sliding up the center of her little cunny. She was so filled with desire. I could feel her quivering beneath me.
“Daddy!” Her cheeks were mottled and she could barely breath.
“Ohhh, . . feels so . . . good.” Her hips were undulating beneath me, she was sliding herself against my hard cock. I lifted myself up and looked down at her, both our heads bent looking at where we touched.
“You like your little girls pussy? You going to Fuck me?” She always liked that word. The dirtiness of it.
“I’m Your lover,” I whispered.
She brought her lips to my ear, “Go ahead. Fuck me. Am I your little girl. Say it.”
And I let my cock fall back between her legs, felt her opening, that little space opening into her and let myself slide into her slowly, my whole length pressing into her vagina, filling her, deep to the hilt.
“Ohhhhhhh, I Love my little girl. I’m going to fuck my little girl." I pressed my cock inside filling her completely, "Fuck you,” I whispered into her ear.
She let her legs fall wide, holding herself as wide as she could. The covers were pressed down around us, we were laying naked on the bed. I split her open like a peach and she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me onto her, biting her lips to stay quiet. I pressed deep inside.
I could feel her heart beating in her vagina. I cradled her light frame with my arms like a baby, holding her around her waist, lifting her hips positioning her on myself and pressed myself down into the bed reaching up into her with my cock, filling her completely. Sliding into her, and then rising until my cockhead played at her opening and then back and back, over and over so softly, rising and falling like a tide. Her coal eyes sparkling up at me, her mouth open, looking at me and up at the ceiling.
We were washing along an edge. We were one then two, then one again. We were lovers, my little Angel, her warm breath on my cheek. I could smell the heat and sex between us, we were sliding together, sliding our bellies together. I could hear her receiving me and letting me go, the wet slap between her legs. This lapping sound like a wave washing on shore, in the silence we shared.
This little girl who used to run through the house in her underwear and let me chase her and tickle her until we were both breathless, who used to run into my room when I was dressing and stare at my cock hanging between my legs and run back out again. Who kissed me on the lips at her eighteenth birthday, and not a kiss I had ever received before. Who waited for me to come home when my wife was out and ask for back rubs while we watched TV and pull her top off showing me her breasts, and of the times I simply walked over and lay my hands on her. Who was yielding to me completely now. We fucked silently, slowly, her hips lifting to meet me in a steady rhythm together.
I quickened my pace, and was lifting myself on her sliding along her clit, she began turning her head to the side, grinding harder into me, raising her arms above her head, her hair fallen around her. She started this regular groan, deep “ohhh, ohhh, ohhh.” with each thrust into her.



I could feel my cum rising, she could feel me stiffening as I was pounding her down into the bed. Her knees were up at my side and she was rubbing herself hard against me, undulating her hip against me. We were pressing and sliding together hard as we could, ragged gasps and cries. Her head bobbing up and down beneath me.
We were fucking each other, wild. Holding tight the other, and then we were coming.
We came in one long continuous wave of dissolution, it was wave after wave after wave. Her body was trembling beneath me, arching out along the mattress, she was jumping up from the bed, and holding onto me tight around the neck, scratching me digging her nails into my shoulders. “Oh daddy. Oh my god. I’m cumming.”
My body pressed up into her and I could feel myself releasing ribbons of cum into her as I held myself deep inside her and rising and falling again it pulsed out of me.
Her vagina felt like a mouth drinking me in, sucking and quivering when her back arched and she came again, crying out. “Oh my god, I can’t stand it!” And was thrashing beneath me. I had to literally pin her to the bed with all my weight until we fell into our wet center of the bed.
We were one. Our bodies completely united then relaxed, fell into the mattress. Utterly spent. The sheet was wrapped and tied around our limbs, we were bound together, wet hair across our faces and in our mouths, between our legs. Sex on our breath. Sweat and her cum dripping from my chin. We fell tangled into one another, arms and legs, my cock laying limp still held between her legs, and we tongued each other softly.
We were laughing.
She was still shaking, looking at herself and running her hands over her body.
I just kept staring into her sparkling eyes as I kissed her.
“Oh my God.” She had this beautiful laugh. I had never heard it before. “That was nice! Really nice. I can still feel you.” She lay her hand over her puss.
It was silent for a little while. I could feel her shifting, facing me. My cock lay over her leg.
“Different than I thought it would be.”
“What did you think?”
“I don’t know. It seems like not such a big deal somehow.”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean at school, it’s all ‘Don’t give it up.’ ‘Don’t Give it up.’”
I didn’t know what to say.
“It’s just . . . natural. Feels completely normal, Feels Great! I was scared. I’m not scared anymore.”
“Good. I wanted it to be . . . “
“You never Taught me Greek though.” She batted her eyes at me. I could hear her giggling.
I had to ask, “Know what that is?”
“I think I do.” She giggled again. I knew she did. “We’ll have to try that some time.”
I reached back and pressed my finger into her anus lightly. She jumped, "Ok." I said. I hugged her to me.
Silence again.
“What’s Roman? I mean I know French and Spanish.”
“Oh. It uh, it's Group Sex. An orgy.”
She giggled.
“I don’t know if we can do that one.”
“No.” She giggled again.
Silence.
I could tell she was looking at me again.
"Daddy?”
“Yes.”
She was reaching down and taking my limp cock in her hand, rolling it in her fingers, gripping my balls. “ I want to do it again. . . Your sticky. How long does it take?”
I could feel my cock stiffen as she played with me. I was satiated.
“That’s you that’s sticky.” I reached down and cupped her puss, it was matted with cum.
She was giggling and rolling around trying to get away from my hand.
“We’ll see.”
"Tonight?"
"We'll see."
*********
PARADISE
And we fell asleep. Pulled the covers up over us.
Her small frame rolled over and she pressed her breasts into my chest and lay her chin in the crook of my neck. We were holding hands. The smell of sex and wet and warmth all around.
She leaned across the bed, I was watching her so thin frame, the bone of her hips, her pussy wet and mashed between her legs, her breasts hanging as she reached to blow out the candle. So fresh and young. I couldn’t believe I was looking at her just then.
I found her lips in the darkness, kissed her softly, we wrapped our naked bodies around one another and we fell asleep.
*********
This is just a fun little romp, a break from some other projects. Please email me with what you think and any ideas you may have. Your emails are why I write.
Thanks
Youbadboy
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The Truth is out there! An adaptation of an urban myth.
************
I am not a normal person.
I hear it all the time, that and how beautiful I am. But I keep my hair over my eyes, my head down and maybe just maybe I’ll get through this life WITHOUT being abducted. But it was too late. My folks were trying to kick me out of the house. They could finally, legally be rid of me. My dad was yelling at me every day, and I was also thinking if I can just lay low they might forget I’m here. But then - the abduction - which filled my terrors - and dreams - through high school, that and the anal probing.
It was this certainty and terror that had become so overwhelming, that finally blinded me; but in *hindsight* what happened actually had a valid explanation. It showed me a way in this world, and I felt grateful for my time on Earth.
I believe in alien abduction and I think I always have. I believe they are coming though I do not know why, and all the literature seems to be stumped on that one as well. I was convinced for instance when I was little (one of my first memories actually), that those lights that scan across the sky leading you to a bar or car lot, were not shining up. No! They were shining down from space. Looking for me.
I remember running for the house when those cursed things were scanning across the land looking for me. Because I knew. I knew!! I was the first candidate for alien abduction. They were looking for me. I watched all the movies. I devoured Star Trek and X files.
The little girl staring into the TV screen saying, “They’re Here.” I looked just like that little girl.
I was so afraid that the black ooze would come out of me, out of my eyes, out of my . . . . I checked myself every morning. That something had been planted in my sleep. I knew I would walk up that plank at the end of Close Encounters someday.
I also knew this: Somewhere in the world there are others like me, but I never met them. Someone aware of their uniqueness, their specialness, someone who shared the special knowledge I had. For one thing, I have a perfect body. Perfect. Mathematically perfect. It is a fact.
There is the Golden Ratio (look it up on the internet) - 1:1.618 - the God Number/PHI/the Sacred Number, its called lots of things. I knew about it even before I read The Da Vinci Code.
I had measured my body, every inch of myself. Standing in my room naked with a tape measure. I measured my height, and then from my navel to the floor, 1.618. I measured from my navel to my chin, and then from my nipples (where they hung perfect like tear drops down my front) - 1.618! The point of my nose set at the center of my head, my mouth between my nose and chin. I even lay on my bed and measured from my clitoris to my anus, then from my vagina to my clitoris - 1.618.
I was perfect, beautiful, blonde, with impossibly long legs, the narrowest waist. I had a little concave belly that set inside my hips, a little blonde pussy that pouted from between my legs, soft curling hairs forming a little triangle, the soft pink flesh peaking from down there, and a little downy trail reaching up for my navel. I had puffy nipples. My friend told me it was because I was still developing.
I was definitely what the aliens wanted to experiment with.
I’m not sure when I was filled with such certainty, but now while my dad was shouting at me and I was standing in my room swinging the door shut in his face, I realized I needed to find someone who understood. And I needed to figure out how to stay in this house, at least for a little while longer. I couldn’t get a job. I Couldn’t! What if they came and got me? I was at a loss.
I swung the door closed in my dads face and took off my clothes, lay back on my little bed covered with stuffed animals and put my headphones on, played Erasure. To clear my memory. Slipping my fingers between my legs, brushing back the soft fine hairs and feeling how wet I was; spreading my legs wide and pulling myself open. My perfect pussy. Reaching lower to my ass, touching myself *there* and pressing my finger in in in - practicing.
Mmmmmm.
It scared me, but it felt so good too.
I reached for the drawer of my night stand and opened it, pulled out a little pink vibrator that I bought from a Japanese web site. A Hello Kitty vibrator, and put some lubricating jelly - that I stole from my mother - on its tip, slid my finger along its length, closed my eyes, turned it on and slid it in.
Oh my god, to be anally probed, god it did feel good. I used to try to explain this feeling to my girlfriends, but all I got was a blank stare. They would be like ha! ha! Gross. Funny!!
But then as I continued to explain, going into more and more detail, believing stupidly that they could understand, there came this awareness on their part I guess. They would say something like, "You really like that?" or “You really believe this stuff.” My eyes were wide, I would be mid sentence explaining and then they would just like get real quiet, walk away. Would have other things to do.
And then it was, “No I can’t come home with you,” just like that.
Pretty soon, I was invisible to them too. And I pulled my hair in front of my eyes.
Boys were another story though. Boys didn’t care, even if they didn’t understand. They were always trying to go out with me. I could have had the personality of a troll, I could never ever take a bath, I could call them stupid, and be mean and angry. I could ignore them, be stupid, whiny, forget everything, stand them up. Be horrible! It just didn’t matter. I was perfect and they were happy just to be SEEN with me. Perfect body, perfect eyes. My breasts pressed so nicely in the little thin tops I wore. They would just want me more. Redouble their efforts. I guess boys are stupid. Definitely abduction material. And boy did they want to abduct me!
I was feeling really good right now, I had my legs open as wide as I could hold them, holding my knees up and open. My pussy lips were pulled wide, you could see the pink line up my center. I imagined myself on a crystal clear glass table, the indirect lights glowing around me. Distant eyes, alien eyes staring at my naked body, my completely naked body. I was trembling in the silent empty room. My blonde hairs curling out from between my legs, my pussy swollen, pouting out pink opening to my wet slit. Just smears of cum on the glass. Up on my elbows trying to see, my long hair touching the glass.
I turned myself onto all fours and pushed the vibrator in as far as it would go. Just Hello Kitty sitting there holding her teddy bear sticking out of my anus. This is exactly how they would do it. I could smell myself, the heat rising between my legs. I would get so aroused just thinking about it; my pussy was drenched, but it’s my ass they are after! I wiggled my hips, undulating on the bed down up down and up, pushing it in as far as it would go.
The G spot isn’t only in the vagina. It’s in the anus too, I can feel it. Oh God it felt good. I pulled off my headphones. I started to moan, reaching between my legs, the gentle buzz was buried inside and I could just barely hear it pushing it deep inside and clenching my ass feeling the buzz vibrate my clitoris, my insides glowing and buzzing and then, “Oh my god! Oh, Oh, Oh, Mmmmmm.”
I could feel myself cumming! I was trembling, shaking and arching my back, making a rhythmic fucking motion, arching my back as far as it would go, turning my ass up - take me! Take me! The orgasm running up my spine, my little death. I looked like a cat as I dropped my head on the bed while on all fours, my blonde mane spread out on the bedspread, and then I just fell onto the mattress, lay flat pressing into the fabric, arms out. Feeling the tingle of my orgasm spread like warm butter through my body.
The little vibrator still sticking out of me. Abduction! It was just a matter of time.
For example, Josh asked me out, and I told him all about the aliens, about their ship, how they searched us out, and why I was the one most likely. The Chosen. I knew what they looked like. AND he seemed interested, really interested, asked me some questions, even how I knew so much about all this stuff.. He was so sweet so good. The asshole.
I was so happy that evening that I let him kiss me in the car before I went in the house. A first date kiss, and he was a little surprised I think.
He was leaning across the seat and I just stared at him. He was moving in slowly, closer and closer, I just looked at him like ‘It’s ok.’ And he touched my lips, kissing me, I thought not a very good kiss - but oh well. So I opened my mouth a little and he opened his eyes, looking at my eyes and we began to tongue, our soft mouths opening into each other. I started to lean back away from him and he followed me crawling across my body until I was laying back against the far side of the door and positioning my body beneath him. We kissed and kissed like that, steaming up the windows because it was cold out. He understood!
My mistake.
I said, “You can touch them.”
He pulled his head away looked at me and caught my meaning. I felt his hands reaching up from around my waist and then press into the softness of my breasts. I asked, “You think they’re perfect.”
He said, “I think they’re per---fect.”
He caressed me through my clothes for a little while and then was tugging my shirt out from my capri pants and reaching up beneath the fabric of my top, sliding his hands along my skin. It felt electric and I wanted to reward him. I purred beneath his touch.
“I don’t normally do this. But you’re different. . . You know that don’t you?”
He said, “Yes.” He was unclasping my bra, I was unbuttoning my shirt.
“You understand!”
The front of my top was open, my bra (which unclasped from the front) was hanging down and my perfect breasts were exposed to his gaze. He looked at me for the longest time. I let him put is mouth on my nipple and kiss them, he suckled me, pulling my puffy nipples into his mouth and it was really getting me aroused. It felt so good.
I began to undulate beneath him, tipping my pussy mound up until I could feel his cock and pressed against it. He instinctively pressed back down against me and began to rock himself against me as he sucked on my tits.
And I felt so wet down there, and was making connections. We were so warm even though it was so cold outside. I could feel his cock, it was hard and poking me through his pants grinding down between my legs. He was rocking his hips against me, and I guess I was letting him do that too. He understood! The asshole.
When finally I went into the house I left him panting, laying across the seat of his car saying, “I’ll call you.”
*******
Yep, I made the mistake of trusting Josh.
We went out again, a couple of times more, and all he wanted to do after was put his hand up my shirt or under my skirt. During a movie I had found for us - Special for US! He spent the whole time just trying to touch me, sliding his hand up under my skirt during the whole movie. He didn’t listen at all to what I wanted to talk about. But I stupidly let him lay his hand right over my puss, cupping me in the palm of his hand over my silk panties. He was stroking me calmly, across the slippery fabric in the dark, we were sitting there looking completely normal. I was feeling myself get wet again, very aroused, and it did feel really good. I had found a screening of the X Files Movie, but he didn’t even watch it.
I slid my legs open and it was feeling a little like what the aliens would do just then - only back there. God it was feeling good and I was pushing myself against his hand, my breathing was getting heavy.
I leaned over and whispered warm in his ear, “You can pull them to the side.”
He caught my meaning. I could see the smile creep over his face, and he did as I asked. Yep, I was wet all right. He was squishing into me, I could hear myself as he rubbed his fingers up and down, finding my vagina and pressing his fingers into me. I dropped my head, and then leaned back far in the theater seat, just letting my head fall back. “Ah, Ah, Ah.” A little moan escaping my lips with each thrust of his finger.
Now I couldn’t even follow the movie. I was sort of mad, but god it felt so good! I was rocking against his hand, steady over and over, and he was really holding me tight there and I put my hand down into my lap holding onto his hand over my skirt, putting it just where it needed to go. I was grinding onto him. His hand became a disembodied thing and it could be positioned in any way I wanted. I showed him where my clitoris was and moved his hand over it just right, moving faster and faster until . . . I began to shudder and shake in my seat.
“Oh, Oh, Oh.” I was panting, my head bobbing at the top of my seat, my head turned toward him so he could watch me cum. Thankfully, they were being chased by the bees and it seemed to fit right in with the movie at the moment and hid all the noise I was making, so I came right there and when he pulled his hand away he was a sticky mess. I laughed when he was eating his popcorn. He had more than butter on his.
I said, “Like the flavoring. It’s my specialty!”
But on the way home I was so mad at him.
“I’m serious. I will be abducted! And You know what, you DON’T understand. You lied to me.”
He was staring at me now, had a confused worried look on his face. We kissed for a little while before I went in the house. But I was cool to him. He knew he was in trouble. Now when he comes up behind me at my locker he kisses me on the cheek and knocks on my head, and laughs. He says that if I ever get abducted, then my head will sound hollow because they will remove my brain and fill it with their devices, so he’s checking. (I have to admit I had not thought of that!!). But he was making fun of me.
That asshole!
Then he started telling some of his buddies what I said, including what I let him do. Asshole. His friends would ask me what an abduction would be like, what it would FEEL like. And I know that Josh *asshole* told them, cause I explained to him the glass table, my nakedness, the anal probe, the glass implements, how it makes you glow and vibrate inside. I could see it in their eyes that they knew and were looking at me, taking off my clothes as they were asking the questions. I felt the anonymous eyes. It was a little what it would be like. It scared me a little. Aroused me.
I was this little slut to them, stupid. I was so mad at Josh, I would not talk to him anymore. He did not understand at all.
When one day he says, “You’re serious aren’t you!”
“What the fuck did you think!” I was amazed. And that’s when I thought ‘Keep your head down.’ I never talked to him again.
So now, I only talk about the ‘facts’ of my life in chat rooms, alt.alien.research or alt.paranet.abduct, conversing with others like myself.
The whole Josh asshole experience taught me to realize the lonely burden of my specialness. And by being invisible I might just make it to my goal. At least chat rooms are completely anonymous, invisible, they have no idea where or who I am when I step out the door of my house. But that leads to a new problem.
Dad is pounding on my door right now.
I realize I am still naked, and that I am laying face down on my bed. That my vibrator is still poking out my ass. That it is still buzzing! That I can’t turn it off until I take it out.
“Just a second dad! Don’t open the door!!”
I pull it out, and there is this moment of loud buzzing. Pretty obvious. I turn it off and throw it into my night stand drawer. Look around, find my robe. Not the right one. It is short, very short. Like a mini kimono with dragons on it. It is not really covering my bottom, but I pull it on. Shit.
“Come in.”
My dad is moving into the room like an animal. Like some kind of bull. He’s a pretty big guy. Like it’s the rodeo and they just pulled open the door. He’s still mad. It’s the usual conversation, why am I still here. When am I going to get a job. When and where am I going to go to college. I’m better than this. You don’t slam doors on my face.
Could I make daddy understand. He’s not like Josh, that asshole.
“We have to resolve this. You’re mother and I . . .”
And he stops. I am sitting on the bed with my back against the headboard staring wide eyed.
“What?”
He is looking at me, momentarily silent. Scanning up and down my body.
And I realize what it is. The bottom of my robe is running in a line across the top of my thighs, and it is not covering at all between my legs, leaving a little triangle of my pussy perfectly framed between my legs. In fact one of the halogen lights on my ceiling is pointing right at the blonde hairs of my puss. Plus! I realize that the smell of my puss and cum in the room is pretty strong. Cause I can smell it, and I’ve been here awhile.
“Sorry, my robe is kind of short.”
I kind of like the silence that has been created. This animal has been confused. Like banging pots and pans together, his head is lurching one way and another. Maybe he’ll run away. He’s already not yelling. And so I stay like that. Lets see him yell at me while I give him this beaver shot.
My perfect beaver!
I’ve ravaged myself only moments before so my pussy is all pink and swollen too. I turn my feet out, sort of a quick twist out, then in, out, in, out - swinging my feet, which has the effect of opening my thighs a little each time. The line of my puss that runs between my legs is I think visible to him, just peaking in and out of view.
He moves himself to the end of my bed - right between my legs!
This is so unexpected. [Maybe he will understand.]
“Your mother and I . . .” He begins again, calmer now, setting himself on the end of my bed looking up my long legs. “. . . Honey, we just want to try and help you. You need to go to college or get a . . .” He loses his words, “. . . Job.” He is all soft now, and he is saying all this as he is so obviously staring between my legs. I let him.
“I have burdens in my life dad. You don’t understand. I want you to understand me, but they are real . . . I can’t ignore them.”
The drawer on my night stand is still open, and then for some reason he looks over at it. The vibrator is laying there. Hello Kitty! It looks like a children’s toy. But then . . .! It’s funny that way. It’s like you look at it and then, OOOOhhhh! It’s the only thing in the drawer, I see him see it, and then he looks back at me.
He says, “The only ‘burden’ you have right now is going through life without responsibility. And that . . . smelling the way you do. . .”
Did I hear that right? Smelling the way I do??
“I mean . . .” My dad is all flustered now, like he is mortally wounded, he is sputtering, turning beet red, “I mean. Your stopping yourself, holding yourself back. You were a . . . ‘A’ Student . .Straight A. I mean . . .and now your graduated. And . . . yes . . . .”
He’s losing his train of thought again. And then he melts, “It is scary honey. I know. Believe me. The world is scary. I think I do understand honey.”
“Do you?? I am about to be abducted. It’s like on X Files where the lights are shining through the windows. And only I can see them. That’s the closest explanation I can give. . . And No one understands. . .”
He’s eyeing me. I tip my feet out one more time.
“It’s hard to start your young life. To be an adult. A young woman, a, uh . . .”
His voice trails off. He’s giving up. I’ve brought my knee up to my chest and let it drop over my leg. I think my whole ass is turned to him right now . . . I’m really not sure what this looks like. Maybe he’s looking right at my anus now. He’s licking his lips, looking down, at me, away, looking back at the door, then rising from the bed.



My God, he has an erection!
He looks at my night stand again. This is an animal about to run. Bang the pots a little louder!! I begin to drop my knee one more . . .
“Uh, We can work this out, honey . . .uh. I better go. We can talk about it later.”
The room is empty. That went well I think to myself.
Note to self, Banging-of-the-Pots stops the yelling. But . . .can I get him to understand, to know the Truth.
*******
I turn out the lights and imagine the super human powers I will possess once I have been abducted. I think about the devices that might be installed into my body. I think about Josh, that asshole. But he had made a good point. They do things with your brain. And they do install devices. I remember that too, X Files makes it very plain. I maybe will have X ray vision, be able to read thoughts.
Wonder what dad was thinking tonight. I think I knew.
All men are the same, like deers in the headlights when a pussy is staring at their mug. Like dogs sticking their head out the car window with their tongues hanging out. It’s pure instinct. Men like pussies like dogs like to run fast.
I think about my naked body on a plate of glass, I think about the smooth metals that will be sticking from my orifices, and feel myself getting wet all over again.
I can picture the one that would run up my anus. It would be long and black, smooth just like the obelisks on 2001 Space Odyssey. But the one that runs up into my vagina. That one will be warm, it will be like a glassy substance, like quartz, and a light will glow through it, vibrate. It will cause my pussy lips to give off a rosy glow, and even shine up through my tummy. Then a thin strand like a hair goes into my urethra, drawing fluids. They go off in all directions, and you can’t see where they go. What device they are hooked to, what they are reading, what is going out what is going in. There’s also the tube that runs into my mouth, its large, hollow, almost like the end of a hair dryer that goes on and on, and there is a round tip on the end of it that sets right at the back of my throat feeding me; my eyes closed feeling the security. I can feel the security of laying on the glass table being filled. Full Filled.
Maybe I could control peoples movements, sort of the opposite of telepathy. Like in 2001 Space Odyssey where the obelisk controls the movement of the pre-humans, making them dance around. I could make Josh fall on his ass and then open his pants, pull his penis out, masturbate himself in the hall in front of everybody. His eyes would bulge out of his head, and he’d be yelling, “It’s not me. I’m not doing this!” Everyone would be laughing.
Thank God I’m out of high school, it’s so immature.
That asshole.
I fall asleep.
Everything makes sense now though, but I had to go through blindness to understand.
*********
So it all started when I got home from a long bike ride.
I had gone down to the river to get the most open view of the City, I scanned the skies looking for anything unusual, ships. It was a clear day and a good day to do it. I got home and It all started.
Dad told me that mom was going to Florida with my brother so they could check out colleges, and then he asked me what colleges I was interested in. Here we go. He said to me that money was no object.
I rolled my eyes at him and walked past him as he sat there in the kitchen sipping on his stupid cup of coffee, that was too cold, that he drank anyway.
He followed me to my room, saying that THAT was just the kind of attitude we don’t need around here, and why can’t I be more like my brother. In fact I am smarter than my brother and . . .
“When are they leaving?” I was staring now at that stupid cup of coffee.
“What.”
“Mom and . . . Putz. When are they leaving?”
He paused, “Tomorrow morning. Don’t call your brother Putz.”
I started to close the door on my dad as he stood there and thought better of it. I let him into my room and he stood there confused again, glancing around, we were alone in the house. He looked more like a little dog this time. He was scared of this room. Waiting, maybe for the pots to start banging that had chased him out the other day.
“Honey, what’s going on. You were saying something about my not understanding. About the truth. About an abduction.”
I looked at him. Understand. Please. I just want you to . . .understand.
I pulled my hair out from beneath my bike helmet and let it fall around my shoulders. I was sweaty and hot and needed to get out of my things. Hmmmm.
“You need to promise me,” I said. Pausing for effect, “This is entirely true. The truth. I know it. I’ve Seen it!” [which was a slight exaggeration]
He nodded, watching me as I reached back and undid the back of my top, pulled it over my head. I was standing there in a red sports bra, kicked off my shoes and pulled off my socks. Just tight little lycra biker pants with flowers on it and my sports bra, I Sat on the bed looking at him. My tummy was shiny with sweat. My cheeks were red. Wheew! My heart began to beat in my throat. Here goes . . .
“I promise.”
“I will . . . someday be abducted.”
He jumped in, obviously not listening, “Sweety no. We keep you safe. Is someone following you?”
“By Aliens dad. THE aliens. The ones with long fingers. You see them in the Scientific Journals.”
“You mean the internet.”
“Whatever.”
And I began to peel off my shorts.
“What are you doing?”
“I need to take a shower dad.” I sort of wanted to confuse him a bit. It was pretty awesome how docile he was. He said not a word and sat silently at my desk, just sitting. he looked funny cause he was too big for my chair.
Now I was standing there in my sports bra and panties. Nice panties too. I bought them at Jeans West, on sale, three for one. Three for one! Who does that? They had just the right cut for my body, the elastic sat right at my hip bone, and they dipped way low in front, showing off the tiny bulge of my tummy. They were light yellow, with a red trim.
I faced him, “Look at me dad.”
He already was, believe you me.
“I have a perfect body. I mean MATHEMATICALLY perfect.” I could tell he was confused even though he was nodding, eyeing me up and down, but I pressed on. “Let me show you.” I walked over to him and reached over his shoulder.
He jumped, what did he think I was going to do? I took my tape measure and handed it to him.
“Here measure how tall I am.” I turned my back to him. He held it at my head, I could feel his hand brushing the hairs at the back of my head and bent sideways stretching his arm to my feet. He was tall, he could do that. I thought wow he’s tall. I was picturing him standing like that, his nose would be practically at my ass.
Anyway, he croaked out - “Sixty-Four inches.”
“Yes, I am five foot four.”
I swiveled around and faced him, “Now measure from my navel to the floor.”
He did, “Be precise dad.” He was trembling, holding the measure, pressing it to my navel with his hand. His palm covered almost the whole of my abdomen. The line of his thumb ran right along my panty line which was set right at the top of my pussy mound. He was breathing hard. He looked like he had been running.
“Thirty Nine and a half inches.”
I handed him a calculator. “Divide 64 by 39.5.”
“1.62.”
“Close enough.”
"Now." I looked down at myself and crossed my arms, grasping the fabric pulled my sports bra up over my head. My hair falling all around me, I stood topless. His eyes went wide.
“Now measure from my navel to my chin.” I did not turn around this time. I held my gaze straight ahead.
He again held his big hands at my navel, holding the tape measure softly against me. He brought the line up between my breasts, eyeing their puffy little nipples. I could feel his warm breath on my skin as he held his other hand up touching my chin with his fingers. He had a soft touch, it tickled.
I was watching a new erection form in his pants as I stood there in only my yellow panties.
Would I let him measure my . . . No!! *But he would be amazed*
“Uh, Fifteen Inches.”
“Ok,” I added a little purr in my voice. “Now from my navel to my nipple. AND it has to be with my breasts sitting natural, just as they are." He looked at them. "They can’t be stretched or pulled. AND straight up, so sort of eye where my navel is.”
And I set his hand where I thought it should go.
I held my arms out away from myself. He put his fingers against me even with navel, held the tape to its right, curling his fingers around my hip as he held it there. I thought he was going to pass out, he was doing this with such intensity. He brought the tape up slowly carefully, eyeing my perfect little breasts. My nipples were these little points, marking the spot. The aureoles were these perfect little puffs.
I was biting my lip, smiling at him, “Careful.”
He nodded his head, touched me *there* lightly, my breasts collapsing beneath the pressure of his touch, folding around his fingers. He held his hand there, “Nine and a Quarter.”
“In sixteenths dad.” He was blinking madly, put his head close trying to see, eyeing me just inches from my nipple. I was getting really hard - so was he.
“A little more than a Quarter. Nine and Five Sixteenths.”
“9.27 Inches” I knew the number.
“Now divide that, 15.0 inches by 9.27 inches.”
He did. “1.618.”
I smiled. “Exactly!”
We did my nose on my face. We did the measurement of my waist to my hip. We did from my hip to my feet and from my knees to my feet. 1.618. He was becoming amazed.
“How do you do this?” He asked at one point.
I smiled and settled onto the end of my bed, facing him and holding my legs apart. He had a perfect view of the yellow fabric running between my legs, “That is the same number which predicts how all life on earth is designed. The Golden Number. 1.618."

I paused for effect.
"Plants, insects, even the orbits of the planets. It represents beauty, the mathematical representation of beauty in DNA. Not every person fully expresses the Golden, the God Number though. In fact, very few do.”
I said in satisfaction, “See I am perfect. So I am what the aliens want - they visit here all the time and they are waiting . . .waiting to abduct me."
And I finally got to the point of the whole thing, "I believe in alien abduction.”
My dad sat in a chair. Staring at me. There was a long pause, “Honey, I . . .”
“Just hear me out. Have an open mind.”
He took my hand, he softened. Gone was the fight, the yelling. “Honey, I just want you to go to college, get a job.”
I rolled my eyes, “I know. AND I will! But dad. I have much greater responsibilities here on this planet.” I stood in close and leaned down, gave him a hug. My breasts brushed into his shirt.
"And I need you, I need you to understand."
He just nodded.
I stood up and left him there in my room.
**************
I was in a fantastic mood that day. Next morning mom and putz left and I went to my dad and asked him if the two of us could have a movie marathon. Watch movies all night long. He agreed, I leapt up and kissed him on the lips.
I was going to get every movie that I KNEW would explain it all to him. I asked to borrow the car and went to Hollywood Video and got, Matrix, X Files the last two seasons, cause that’s when they were closest to the true reality. I already knew that. I thought about Close Encounters but knew that everyone knows that one. I checked out Independence Day because that had the most scientifically accurate portrayal of what they looked like, but I don’t think it was accurate about what the ships looked like, because I knew they would be cleaner.
I also hope they are not as violent as that, Hollywood makes everything violent though. How do you become an advanced species and remain violent. I would be asking Will Smith that one if I ever saw him.
I also got some factual information. I got Ultimate UFO: The Complete Evidence. I liked this one a lot because there were excellent explanations, and actual video footage. The movie is also arranged chronologically and it is presented very open minded. You can draw your own conclusions. The NASA clips are the most remarkable. NASA has much explaining to do.
Then, I went to Sam’s Club and bought a case of reeses pieces, like in ET for fun, and some Juicy Fruits - my favorite. I also bought a fifth of Blue Vodka, a pack of vegetarian lasagne, a case of Red Bull (for the Vodka), a five gallon pail of ice cream, a half gallon of chocolate syrup (it was the smallest they had), some sprinkles, whipping cream and some other stuff I don’t remember right now, to sustain us all night long.
This was so great!! I couldn’t stand how excited I was.
Before the movies were to begin I explained to dad how abductions occur, that they are not necessarily in remote places and that there is nothing you can do. I explained that near as anyone could tell they were conducting research, same as we do when we go to other planets, and that there are certain things unique about humans that really fascinates them. And that they are looking for the most complete expressions of DNA, and that on Earth it is tied to beauty.
I handed him a book called, The Contact Has Begun: A True Story of a Journalists Encounter with Alien Beings, by Phillip Krapf; and Alien Abductions, UFO’s and Bible Prophecies by C. Harrison Smith, because I knew he was sort of religious.
He was pretty interested and held the books in his hands as I asked him to keep an open mind. I was wearing this little pair of boy shorts and a half top, no socks and no shoes. It was hot and the house, and I still was not comfortable.
“I have to go change. You should too.”
I went into my room and was pulling on my pyjamas but thought better of it. I wanted understanding, and I seemed to get it from boys when my *perfect* body was before their eyes. It communicated something that was difficult to explain with words. I wanted the car to be driving fast and I was going to push his head out the window, so he could catch the wind. I grabbed my little dragon robe, and when he saw me I know I made the right decision.
I spent just a little while explaining the order of the movies and what parts were true and what parts were pure fantasy. I explained how the violence any time they appeared tended not to be real, just Hollywood. He was sitting in his pyjamas nodding his head, agreement entirely. I was so happy, and threw myself next to him as we settled into the sofa.
He asked me, “Why do you think the aliens want to abduct you.”
Good question.
“The other day, when you were measuring me.” I took his hand. “I told you, the God number. The aliens want complete samples of human DNA. They take humans on the ship to examine and probe them." And I told him in complete detail how they lay you on a glass table naked and fill all your openings with special probes - the black probe, the glass probe, the mouth probe, and he was listening to every word. I explained the glowing light, the vibrations. He was nodding his head, silent drinking it all in. I was soooo happy.
We finished our vegetarian lasagna, and I pulled out the fifth of vodka and Red Bull walking into the room holding the blue bottle in one hand and a six pack of Red Bull in the other, my little dragon robe tied tight around myself hanging down around my waist right at the top of my thighs. When I sat on the sofa you could see the curve of my ass under the hem.
I said, “This will help us concentrate and stay up for all the movies.”
He didn’t even question that, just said, “I haven’t had so much fun since . . .I can’t remember.” I loved the sparkle in his eyes, and he put his arm around me. We drank two shots of Blue Vodka mixed with Red Bull almost one right after the other.
I actually think they might have been like two shots each, and wheew that went right to my head!
The standout episode in X Files is the one where the little boy goes into the cave and touches something and the black ooze starts coming out his eyes. I explained to dad that this is based on the theory that aliens have actually implanted their DNA in with ours as a virus and that once triggered they simply use us for their progeneration. We are sort of alien wombs and in fact WE are the aliens. Because they were the original inhabitants of Earth. But there are problems with this. For example . . . if this is true then how come they are still trying to abduct us, study us, etc. IF they created us for their own use, there would be no need. A very good point. So this theory is definitely out there, but highly questionable.
“No there is another reason. That is that in the whole universe, evolution is at work. It is the true universal force of Life! And different areas of the universe have specialized in different directions. Just like here."
"That is fact. On Earth, the specialization of evolution is especitally interesting to aliens. Unique. There are those that think humans are the most advanced creature in terms of BEAUTY and SENSUALITY. This truth is very fascinating to other creatures who evolved other abilities. The movie Star Trek: First Contact has the part where the Borg capture Data and put real human skin on him just a little patch. And they blow on it, you see the hairs on the little patch move, and the pleasure ripple through. Watch how it rocks his world!"
"AND you can see that every other alien out there from all the movies, tend to not be as beautiful. And arousal is definitely one of the things they study, all interviews of abductees indicate that one very recurring theme is how aroused they became. Three-quarters cum. ”
I was sitting cross legged now facing dad and my robe was sitting pretty wide open.
“Especially women. Women are especially sensual. That is why women were worshiped for millions of years. Even by aliens. Religion in fact could have been started by aliens, for example 2001 Space Odyssey has that theory.”
And I let him look at my body while I talked, at my wide hips, my long legs, my blonde hair falling down around my shoulders and the robe pulling open at my breasts, joining only where the tie wrapped around my waist. It was part of my point I was trying to make. I was sort of a case in point.
“How does this make you feel?”
Dad was very embarrassed at this and he started to move away. “Honey, we shouldn’t. That’s not a fair question.”
“I MEANT my abduction. What I am SAYING.” I looked down at myself, not realizing I had basically come open. “But yes,” I smiled up at him not bothering to cover myself. “Yes. You just answered me. You think I am beautiful. You can feel how aroused you get.”
He flushed. “You have an erection.”
He covered his crotch, with his hand. It was so funny. He was so embarrassed.
“No no!” I pulled his hand away. “That is the reason. The whole point of what I am saying.”
He took his hand away. He was understanding!!
Then, I put in the movie where Scully herself is frozen beneath the Antarctic. You can see the tube that runs into her mouth. I explained she is being probed every other way that I had explained earlier, but that they can’t show that on TV.
Dad says, “Tell me again about the probes.”
It was midnight already.
I figured it was a great time for some more Blue Vodka. We took two shots each straight and then I cracked open a Red Bull for each of us. And tore open a bag of the Reeses Pieces and filled a bowl with juicy fruits. We had a little more vodka, and I got tired of pouring the little shots so I just filled about half a glass each after that.
“The anal probe is black, and pretty long. It is slid into the anus oh about five six inches, maybe more. It is warm, and it vibrates.” My dads eyes were getting glassy as he nodded his head, his cheeks were red.



I lost track of how much we drank. There was quite a bit out of the bottle of Blue and I was smaller than dad, so I was really feeling it. Plus I was buzzed out of my skin from the Red Bulls and reeses pieces and juicy fruits which were sticking to my teeth and I kept having to work them loose.
I was tugging my robe open a little more because I felt hot, finally just untying the sash. I was glad my robe was silk. My dad took another big gulp of his vodka.
“The glass probe goes in the vachina.” I laughed, “Fagina, I can’t say it . . .” I laughed again. I was getting pretty fucked up. “You know what I mean!” I made my eyes wide. “And it glows, and when they slide it in, up in you . . .” I took my finger and settled my finger between my legs, bringing my one knee up so he could see better. “It lights your whole insides up. It Fibrates!”
“I would glow. My whole middle,” I pulled back my robe and showed my tummy.
My dad was sort of slumping then and he sort of had his head down between my legs, and I laughed. He had his hand on my thigh and was stroking his hand back along the outside of my thigh and was holding onto the back of my ass, touching the edge of my robe.
“There’s another one that’s like a little hair and they put that one in my urethra. That one has me stumped. And a long tube, that's hollow that fills your mouth. I opened my mouth to him, sort of demonstrating.”
My dad just closed his eyes.
We were watching Independence Day now and I spun on the couch because the part where Will Smith pulls the alien out of the ship came on. There was a wind blowing in the window and dad went and pulled the window closed. It still felt warm in the house. I was flushed, really buzzed.
I could see the alien on the screen, and it seemed closer.
It was at that point that I no longer felt alone. My dad had turned toward me. He was holding my hand just then and was watching avidly, eating candy, listening to me - everything I said, sipping on his Red Bull, drinking the Vodka, filling my glass, chewing down the Resses Pieces by the handful.
There were movements in the room.
I felt dizzy. My one leg was draped over my dads lap laying right over his erection, and my right leg was curled up against the back of the couch. I felt wet and squishy. He was rubbing my foot. I realize now we were pretty fucked up, but everything felt so perfect. I had pulled my robe back behind me, so that basically it was ‘covering’ only my shoulders and arms.
I was watching the screen. Will Smith was dragging the alien.
When I was seeing the alien on the big screen TV it felt as if it was in the room, it was there with us. We both understood the Truth. At one point I slid off the couch, and crawled to the TV. I tried to point out all the parts and ways the alien looked but the screen was moving much to fast and each time I touched the screen I kept pointing at Will Smith’s butt. I couldn’t move fast enough.
My dad kept laughing. I would point and dad would say, “The alien is Will Smith’s butt? You keep pointing at Will Smith’s butt.” He was hysterical.
I was laughing too, looking back at him while on my knees in front of the TV and my robe was hanging open, hanging down to the floor. Dad could see the whole crack of my ass, but it was like we were two friends hanging out with each other, cause while he could see my ass all he talked about was Will Smith’s butt.
I redoubled my efforts with the TV, but my eyes were blurry and my head was spinning from the light of the TV, my nose being just three inches from the tube, and everything just looked like dots anyway. It was just too much and I gave up.
I rose, pulled myself up and stood in front of my daddy unsteady, my robe hanging open, my perfect perfect little bush framed between the falling fabrics of my robe. Two dragons on either side looking right at my puss with their mouths open. My navel this little line.
“Want some ice cream.”
“Yeah.”
I stumbled off in the direction of the kitchen. It was dark, and I was really getting confused. When I stepped onto the linoleum and turned on the light, I was suddenly in this totally white room. Why was I here? I could not remember. I opened the fridge, then the freezer. Saw the ice cream. Oh, yeah. I took the pail and it was too heavy. I dropped it on the floor and then took two bowls and sat on the floor scooping the ice cream in the bowls.
I sat there with my legs out around the pail of ice cream. My pussy felt hot, I was totally horny, and I pressed the pail between my legs. Oh God that felt so good! But then, ah ah, too cold. I pushed it away.
I dipped my finger into my puss, drew a line from my anus to my clit. God I was wet, I hurt, horny! I always got soo aroused thinking about this stuff. It felt hot.
I left the gallon of ice cream on the floor cause it was too heavy and put the bowls of ice cream on a rolling tray that we use, and then set the pail of chocolate syrup on the tray and the whipped cream, I held on to the handle to help me walk.
When I came back from the kitchen, I suddenly felt the alien presence in the room again. Also I noticed that the lights had been turned out. One of the windows was open again.
It was dark, the curtains drawn shut, so they were moving a little. Something was out there. I looked back and in the far distance I could see the kitchen lights still glowing from the door.
When I reached across to turn on the lamp by the sofa, I felt a firm grip around my waist. It held me from behind and curled its fingers softly around my tummy, long fingers caressing slowly around my hips.
I froze, and felt myself being pulled back into the sofa. I tried to stay standing but my eyes were still blurry and it was hard for me to stand. I was being drawn backward, I was floating now. It felt like I had lost control of my body.
This was it, the TV screen was showing buildings being blown up, but the mute was on. So it was just silent destruction. Lights flashing. I was trying to say that this is an example of Hollywood violence that has no basis in fact, but instead I felt myself being lifted and laid out on the sofa, my hair was being smoothed back in the darkness, and kissed. I couldn’t sit up or move, this weight was pressing on me, someone or something was pressing me down into the cushions. I yielded and opened my mouth.
Lips were touching me, a wetness rising in my body. Warm breath. This was it! I was being abducted! I had waited my entire life for this moment. There was a pressure on my body, soft touches everywhere, and my heart racing, my body spinning in anticipation and fear. I couldn't breath.
I lay like this in the silence, waiting, yielding. I tried to say something, call my daddy, but my mouth was suddenly being filled with a long object. The tube! I could feel my mouth being opened, filled to the back of my throat and the cushions pressing me lower. I turned my head and wrapped my mouth around the tube. My eyes were wide, and then I just shut them tight. It was firm, but . . . not what I expected at all. Not plastic, it seemed recognizable. I thought I would be on glass.
The tube began to move, pressing deep into the back of my throat and then slide out right to the tip of my tongue, until it felt like it was leaving my mouth. No, don’t stop! I opened my mouth following it with my lips. I was sticking my tongue out to touch it.
"No! Don’t go," I said, “Again.”
And then relief and satisfaction, feeling the warm pressure back at my lips, filling me. I opened my mouth and felt it again sliding in to the back of my throat. I reached my hands up and felt this body, a soft warm body over my face. It was rocking into my mouth and I sucked and sucked feeling it rise and fall into my mouth. It felt just like . . .just like a cock. I was feeling it with my tongue as it slid in and out of my mouth, the ridges, the edge around the tip, like a cock head. I kept touching my tongue to it, licking, trying to feel its surface, the ridge at the tip.
Oh my God!
I tried once more to open my eyes and could just see outlines, blurry shapes, and then in a fleeting moment the face of my daddy. This is just like Contact, I thought! They appear in forms you can understand. I hadn’t thought of that.
He was pumping into me just then and I took him all the way in sucking hard, wrapping my lips firmly around his cock. It was so hard. I smiled when he took his cock out of my mouth.
“Is this alright?”
“Mmmmm.” Was all I said as I smiled up at him. I was being probed, it had begun.
I could barely talk, I just whispered out between my breaths, “I’ve always thought you would focus more down there,” and I glanced down between my legs.
He laughed, I closed my eyes as I watched him lower himself, floating over me, his face moving between my legs. I was in a frenzy, my limbs trembled. The touches all around me, warm. I could feel breathing on my skin.
And I next remembered a cold liquid pouring from my pussy upward, coming out of me in a thin line running up my abdomen and around my navel in a line toward my breasts. I started, looking down could see the black ooze!! My eyes got wide, I was frozen, petrified and I started to move away from the sofa, crawling up toward the arm.
So it was true, we are a virus for the birthing of aliens. It’s that way after all.
Then I heard, “Wait. Wait. It’s alright.”
I said, “It. It’s coming out of me. . .It.” My eyes were wide, terror looking up into the shadows of my daddy.
“No. No. It’s being poured ON you.” I hadn’t thought of that. They always made it look like it was coming out. Hollywood.
I settled down. He smoothed me back out, calming me. He was whispering, “Open your legs.”
I smiled, setting my head back on the pillow pulling my legs open, “Like this.”
“Hmmm. Hmmm.”
And he settled his head down between my legs and started licking the black liquid. I could feel my pussy lips opening, and he was lapping up to my navel, licking the dark line up to my nipples, kissing me so softly, over and over and over. I was melting into the cushions, turning my head from side to side. It felt so warm, so good. The warmth, the breath on my skin.
I could feel a tongue down between my legs again licking from my vagina up to my clitoris, and lips kissing and sucking on my clitoris, digging little ridges in me, turning the little hard nob this way and that, until I was squirming shivering, pushing his head down into me. I was on fire.
This was more wonderful than anything I could have ever dreamed. I was aroused beyond anything I had ever felt before. The pressure of his tongue was so steady, folding and pressing my labia, licking along the line of my pussy, pressing his soft tongue into my vagina, his large hands pulling me open, pulling me wide open.
I had one leg up on the side of the sofa, I felt fingers sliding into me, deep into me curling inside and stroking me pressing in and sliding deep inside and up to the opening back down inside.
I was holding my mouth open, tilting my head back, “Oh. Oh.. . Oh my God, it feels so good. Keep doing that. Keep . . . Don’t stop.”
I reached my hand back to the tray to my side, reaching for some reeses pieces and spilling a whole handful on myself, I could feel them rolling down my belly. I could hear daddy laugh as he went up and took a few pieces in his mouth and went back to eating me. Licking me softly in the darkness, I didn’t move, just my arms laying across my middle stroking his hair.
I was starting to push him into me harder, I wanted it rougher. I was pressing, rolling my hips against him. Mmmmm, I wanted to cum. I wanted it so badly, and I held him still, wildly bucking against this little tongue, feeling myself being fingered and stroked from inside, a rising passion. Hunger inside.
I began to feel it rising in me and I began to whimper out, “I’m cumming, oh my god, I’m cumming. So good.”
In the darkness I held myself to him, I felt like I was vibrating, my whole body shaking, his arms around my legs, and settling me in the cushions. Holding me there.
I was relaxing again. Dizzy. Lost as to where I was and what was happening. I felt completely dissolved. My skin was like a membrane. I was wet, moist, soft. I couldn’t move without waves of pleasure.
I felt him rise up from me, his shadow smiling at me, pure lust in my eyes. He was holding me up in his arms and pulling off my robe. He was lifting me around my shoulders, I was limp, my arms hanging back. I felt his body laying against me, curling around me. My body wrapped around him, feeling his touch against me.
He asked me, whispering in my ear, asking if I wanted to be fucked. Those words were so unexpected.
“Oh fuck yeah. Oh fuck yeah!” Fucked. And I felt his body rolling up on top of me, his hard cock falling between my legs. I held my thighs open for him, could feel the head of his cock touching the hairs of my puss, sliding pressing me open, falling between me, I was lifting my hips to him. Sensuality, arousal. Pure Desire. Kissing his cock with my cunt, he kept pressing and I was so wet so open, ready and he pressed right up inside. Right up inside. I had never thought of it as 'fucking.'
I asked, “Is it glass?”
He just said, “Yess.” A deep smile of satisfaction spreading across my face. His body sliding on me, taking his whole length inside.
I was holding my eyes open, everything blurry. I was crying now. It was as if I had been lifted from the planet, was floating weightless.
“Am I glowing.”
“Like a rose.”
I kept smiling. “It’s happening then.”
I was becoming one with the universe. The stars were flickering in the distance, somewhere the ship was hovering. I was floating in their embrace. Other than the glass table, it was exactly as I had imagined. Better, than any dream. I had waited so long.
He was rising and falling on me, it felt like a fluid. Like I was a fluid in a tube. Filled and emptied. Like a bellows. I was one then two, one then two. That feeling of becoming one, so exquisite, one with the universe, the aliens. I was abducted, yielding, open, filled completely.
The crystal warmth inside, I was glowing like a rose, and I could feel myself begin to cum in a tremendous shocking, ripping explosion. I came and came and came. It stood to reason, when you become one with the universe you’re going to cum.
He was pinning me to the cushion and then, I could feel myself being filled. The fluid was cumming into me. Touching me inside, that warmth. Contact!
I could hear it, slapping hard against me. It was gushing through me, and my cervix contracted hard, I could feel the tip of his cock touch deep inside of me. I was shaking and crying, and so was my daddy, thrusting so hard into me, his body was tense and he was calling out. “My baby. I Love you.”
I kept hearing about how he loved me. How sorry he was. That I would always be there, always be his. He would protect me. He understood.
So it was Love. It had to be about Love. And then he moved off of me. I was still laying on my back and staring at his cock laying limp against his leg. I could see a little better now, but it was such a blurr.
We were both naked. When did my robe disappear? I had been wearing it in the kitchen. It seemed to just vanish off of me. We were naked, our skin wrapped into the other.
I was looking at us, I had cum streaks down my leg, and my hair hung over my eyes. I pulled the hair back from my face. We were sticky.
And He was sitting there naked, curled over me. I turned my head to the TV screen, casting a blue glow in the room.
“Daddy.”
“Yes. Hon.”
“What about my anus. What about . . . My Anal Probe?
And out of the darkness, the silence, “Roll over.”
********
I felt the soft fabric on my cheek. I had never known what this moment would actually feel like. It was pure anticipation.
He touched me so softly, and for such a long time. I was almost asleep. I felt his hands roaming over my back, up and down my legs, touching me sometimes down through my center between my legs, until shivers went up my spine. I was pressing my pussy into his hand when he touched me there. I was pressing against him wherever he touched me. My senses were still so raw, so hungry.
I waited.
I let him kiss my neck and then . . . he was lifting my hips up. I was tired, I kept my elbows down, trying to look back, my ass lifted into the air like a cat.
And I felt first a finger pressing up inside, up into my little rose. I arched my back could feel myself opening.
What I had been waiting for! The movement inside curled inside me, it felt as if something had crawled up inside my belly. I felt like I had to pee. My breathing was soft, I felt myself go limp. Completely limp, utter relaxation.
His finger was curling down, touching toward my vagina. I could feel the tip of his finger run along the length of my vagina.
I asked, “And this one, is it black.”
He just said, “Hmmmm.”
And I felt it touching against me, his cock. It was a cock. It was my daddys cock. It had to be. All slippery with my cum and with the K-9 jelly from my room which, I know it was that from the next day laying next to the ice cream. But I didn’t know it then. And he pressed, pressed hard.
I jumped. “Ow. It hurts kind of. You’ll have to, be more slow.”
He kept pressing and I felt myself opening, slowly opening, slowly opening, yielding my ass. My asshole, and then in a sudden burst his whole head went in POP, and I could feel myself clamp around the head of his cock.
He held like that for a while perfectly still, my ass held in the air. I could feel him continue to press, but not moving. He was moaning from behind, he was telling me how good it felt. I squeezed my ass and tipped my back again, rocking my hips against his cock. Lay my head sideways pressing into the cushions and licking my lips.
I looked back at him, we were both naked now. I was rising, being transported now. I was no longer on Earth, I was no longer an earthling. My DNA was traveling at the speed of light. This was the journey of my life, I could feel myself rising into the heavens, the blackness was all around me now. I closed my eyes, and felt feather light. His hands wrapped around my waist pumping into me, His cock stretching deep inside. It was filling every corner of my body. I could feel myself being filled from behind.
His hands reaching around and cupping my pussy, what felt like fingers pressing inside from the front. I could feel my clitoris being rubbed stroked, and every move filled me with pleasure. Every quiver, down or up, I could not stand how good it felt. My body was melting into pieces. It was just how I’d imagined it.
This cock sliding inside of me, faster and faster. My breath short gasps, my eyes half open. And the orgasm spreading out, I felt it in every organ of my body. It was hurting, the pleasure was beyond imagination.
The room went utterly white. My eyes closed and I was pressed downward. He was pounding in me now. The weight of my body returned. I could feel the gravity.
It felt like my senses were pressing together, pressing in on one another. Overlapping. In that instant I could taste colors, red yellow. My eyes closed tight I could smell the sounds around me, mingling together becoming one. My thoughts pressing in as well, words were gone, no thoughts. And I could feel the utter loss of separation, just this pressing in, becoming one. One! Pure pleasure. Crystal, Clear. Pure light.
White light. It's what it is. I can see it! I see it! All the colors together, light.
The light was just ahead.
I thought to myself, This is exactly what death feels like. . . and I was moving toward it . . .
. . .
That was the last thing I remembered.
*********
When I woke up I was blind.



There was light. I could just make out a rosy glow of light to my right. Red, a field of red. I thought for a moment I was inside a womb that was lit up inside. So I reached out my hand, there was nothing. I was out in the open. I felt myself, I was naked. Sticky, but naked.
But my eyes could not be opened, they had done something with them. My eyes had been glued shut. I brought my hand up to touch them, but my hands were covered in some kind of sticky substance and I began to panic.
My pussy was sore, really sore, everywhere. And I cupped my hand over my puss, the hairs were stiff and matted. Where was I? I could feel the cushions of my couch. There were round things sticking to my body, they felt like ladybugs, I think they were moving and I tried to sit up. My head hurt, I still could not see and began to feel for the floor with my feet. Silent, I moved very slowly. I reached lower, lower, very slowly with my foot extended. No guarantee of a floor. I was gripping the sofa as if I was hanging over a ledge and then I felt . . . the plush carpeting.
I was turning my head one way and another, when I turned to the right I could 'see' the red field of vision, no shapes, just a rosy glow; but darkness to my left.
Both feet now safely on the ground I lifted myself up, God I hurt down there. My ass! I was starting to remember. The abduction! I was getting really scared now.
It was wonderful, but I was beginning to realize the ramifications of alien abduction.
I had such a clear vision of how it would be, the moment of, leading up to; but, I was not expecting blindness and being covered with a sticky substance, being left alone.
And the silence.
The carpeting felt familiar though, so did the sofa. I moved away from the light, away from the sofa toward what on Earth would be my kitchen, because if that was still there then I could find the bathroom.
I padded along the carpeting, and then the floor changed. Cold, smooth. It was the kitchen!
Just when I thought things couldn’t get any worse an alarm sounded just as I stepped onto the kitchen floor, and I dropped to the ground. My brain was sore. It was an alarm all right, and I lay there crouching low, unable to see. But I was in the kitchen, on the floor. I could feel the pail of ice cream. I was starting to remember.
It sounded again! Horrible.
Red Alert! Red Alert! I could picture lights blinking on panels all over the ship.
It sounded again. But it became more familiar. The telephone? It stopped after four alerts and I heard the answer machine click on.
“We can’t come to the phone right now . . .” Definitely the kitchen, I was lurching my head up toward the counter, ignoring the machine, now giving the message I recognized, “Please leave a message after the beep.”
I began to crawl toward the bathroom, listening to the message. “Hi! This is mom calling. Wondering how everything is . . .”
I kept crawling in the hall . . .moving away from her voice, ’I’ve been fucking abducted, that’s how.’
I turned through a door that should be the bathroom. Tiles, yes - and felt up the counter to the sink. As I was blind there was no point in turning on the light. I turned on the water and began to splash water on my face. Cold water. Trying to pry my eyes open, and then a gummy loosening, and a break! Slits of vision.
I could feel them opening, this gauzy cloudy blurry image began to emerge. I turned on the light, and just about fell onto the floor again as the blaze of lights tore into me. My head hurt and I turned the light off again. Shit! Shit!
I waited, turned my head to the floor and tried again, reaching up to the switch with my hand, waiting for my eyes to adjust. Everything was this horrible blurr.
I looked at myself. Holy shit! I stared in the mirror in disbelief. Great streaks of brown goo was caked in my hair. There were white patches of some kind left on me. And my eyes were red! Red like a rabbits eyes, like an albino rat. They glowed red. Completely red through a gauzy fog. I’d lost my pupils.
I thought I was looking at cat like slits. I was being transformed, I was sloughing off my body. I was swollen. I looked down at my body, felt the sticky substance all over myself, I was inside some kind of alien skin. Something white was around my navel, everything else a sticky goo. Round circles swelling from me.
I licked my finger - Chocolate! I hadn’t expected that.
I picked at the round pills on my front. The creatures on my body turned out to be candy, Reeses Pieces and juicy fruits. My pussy was covered in chocolate, matted down between my legs. I took a washcloth and cleaned myself up a little, gently, gently. Ow! Ow! Dabbing myself between my legs.
I ran some warm water over my eyes which were really stinging now. It was hard to keep them open, and I was still trying to see. I could only make out the shape of things. I could see nothing clearly, and slowly made my way back to the living room to the sofa.
When I turned the corner, I saw this blurry figure laying prostrate on the floor. I cautiously stepped closer.
Oh my God!
It was daddy, laying naked on the floor in front of the TV which was still casting an eerie blue glow. He looked like a sacrifice. The video clock was reading 12:00. Noon.
He had a ring of dark goo around his mouth, there was white at the corners of his mouth and his penis, aside from being erect, was a rainbow of colors; bright red, yellow, orange, green, blue, presumably from the juicy fruits and the reeses pieces that were laying on the floor all around him. He had chocolate around the base of his penis and up to his navel. There was garbage strewn everywhere, paper towels, empty cans of Red Bull, video boxes, packaging. Melted ice cream.
I was starting to remember.
Last night I had been abducted, lifted up to the mother ship and probed. Every orifice filled. I had seen it. My heart was patting away. Like a first love.
I saw my robe crumpled in the corner of the sofa, shoved into the cushions. I thought that had vanished, dissolved. I wrapped it around myself sat back on the sofa. I looked around the room, at daddy unconcious and naked on the floor, at his rainbow cock. Hmmm.
My body began to feel soft again, whole, the glow between my legs was still there. I opened my legs, patted between my legs brushing my now clean pussy, and was surprised to feel I was wet again.
Sore but sooo wet! Mmmm, God I just couldn’t get enough these days. I was so aroused again. I was staring at his cock.
“Daddy?” He didn’t move.
I looked around the room. It was slowly dawning on me. I could feel myself being fucked again, I could see his face, feel his body on mine. I had my fingers between my legs, brushing the soft hairs.
My mind was going a million miles a second. . .
Oh my God!
I was abducted . . .
by Daddy??
*********
Prologue
My daddy called our doctor and I found out that I had developed a very serious case of pink eye which had swollen my lids shut and turned my eyes bright red. He prescribed me some amoxacillin drops. I could have gone blind.
My case had most likely been caused by not properly washing my hands after . . . well, you know.
Today I was laying on my bed going through brochures for various colleges all around the United States.
I was turning over a new leaf. I was a new woman. My brother had ended up going to that college in Florida, and I was realizing that my life had to move on. I was somehow older, wiser, and now my daddy had become an important ally. Things were becoming so much clearer.
He came into my room. “Hi Sweetie!”
I looked back at him smiling, throwing back my hair, me in my little pink shorts and halter top.
“What are you doing?”
“Looking at colleges. I’m trying to decide.” I threw my head back down, my hair closing around what I was reading.
He settled at the end of the bed and began rubbing my feet. "Hmmmm."
I lifted my feet up into the air. He was rubbing my ankles and then lower down. I looked back at him. The room was aglow, a bright sunshiny day, all my windows open.
“Where’s mom?”
“She’s shopping.”
I felt his hands sneaking up my thighs, and then clasp around the tops of my little girl shorts and tug a little.
“Daddy,” I growled with mischief in my voice. “I’m busy here.”
But, without turning around or saying anything, I lifted my hips. He pulled my shorts and my panties down to my knees. Then lifting them up off my feet - my feet still dangling in the air.
I wiggled my ass at him, settled myself into the bed, still looking at my brochures.
He then rose from the bed and opened his robe, let it drop to the floor. I could hear the fabric falling but didn’t look back.
“Where are you thinking of?” He asked matter of fact. I could feel the mattress compress as he settled again onto the bed.
“I realize that my grades probably mean I can go most anywhere. With a GPA at 3.8 I’m above every minimum required grade point. Plus my SAT scores were in the top 99%, so. . . Most of the places . . . I’m looking at . . . hmmmm . . . are offering money. They have really good . . . uhmmmm . . . academic scholarship programs. I was first in my class and . . .”
I felt him slide up behind me, brushing my skin on both sides of my legs, and set his cock right at the top of my thighs, down through the line of my legs which I held together, just letting it hang down and sliding along until it was touching *there* right between my legs.
I have a really cool feature on my body, that I can tell is really going to *come* in handy. You can see it when I am laying flat on my front naked, like now. It’s cute. My ass opens right at the bottom, and my thighs right at the top flair open too. And it makes like this perfect penis shaped path right to my vagina. Call it evolution. Part of being perfect.
My daddy’s cock is so hard and dripping wet, it slides right along that path and I can feel it slide right into me. I am sooo wet.
“Mmmmmm!” Abducted.
I just keep looking at the brochures while he silently fucks me, moving slowly upon my body, his legs on either side of mine cradling me between his legs. I lift my ass up a little to meet him, and other than the bob of my head each time he thrusts into me, you’d never know I was being fucked from the waist up.
I’m just laying there reading brochures. But . . . mmmmm . . . it is getting a little harder to concentrate.
I try to continue, “Hmmm . . . You also said cost is no object, uh, but I’d like to get scholarships and - Mmmmm - contribute to my own way.”
I'm catching my breath, tipping my head down.
“I was thinking you could go to a college here in town and stay here, or we could find you a nice little apartment somewhere.”
I was meeting each thrust. He was moving slow, so good.
I looked back at him, smiling, “You think so.”
I was arching my back up to him as I looked back. Holding my mouth open, smiling a line of teeth at him. I was starting to get very aroused now, very wet. You could hear his cock sliding into me, slapping my ass with each push up inside. We were squishing together.
His fingers clasping around my hips, and I brought my knees up. Arching my back and sliding my clitoris along the length of his cock, tipping my hips up and down, up and down. Oh my god, it felt so good.
He took my hair in his hands, something he liked to do, and pulled my head back by my hair a little, like he was riding me. I lifted myself up further, he was on his knees behind me.
Doggy style.
“Yeah." I was agreeing.
"An apartment would be really nice. I could help you get settled in. Somewhere close by.”
"I might need LOTS of help," I cooed.
It's the last thing we said.
He was thrusting harder into me, riding me and pushing me down into the bed again. I lowered myself down, dropping to the bed holding my ass in the air, reaching back and feeling his thighs with my hands, his strength pushing inside me, until I could feel him cum and I began to redouble my efforts grinding on him hard until the pleasure moved up my body.
A soft little orgasm, as he lifted himself off of me and I rolled myself over facing him, wearing only my pink little halter top.
I could feel his cum leaking out of me.
“Look what you did!" I smiled white teeth at him, "You got to clean me up now!”
And holding my legs open, I was pushing his head between my legs.
In *hindsight* everything is clearer now.
Though, I still scan the skies.
I’m still waiting.
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Beginning when I was a senior in high school and on into my college years, my interest in sports was solely due to the cheerleaders who stood on each side of the long line of play; those unobtainably beautiful girls wearing those impossibly small outfits (it was the 70's). I would wait entire quarters for those brief moments when they would come running out onto the field and dance. Shaking their shoulders, stepping on each others knees, and dropping onto the field with their pom poms spread. I always came early for that perfect view. I knew just where they waited, just where they stood pacing their nervous energy. I went to all the games.
My night time dreaming was of dancing cheerleaders, of coming up behind them in their little red pleated skirts, wrapping my hands around their small tummies, touching their breasts, of stroking long legs beneath pleated skirts. I sat out in the cold night air watching those football games, watching the frost form on the seats. Who cares what the score was? I was watching those little birds fluttering at the sideline, giggling, leaning into one another. Applying their lip gloss. Standing in little red, or black, or white jumpsuits waiting to be unzipped before they ran out there with one pom pom in each hand. Shiny costumes, body fitting, halter tops and midriffs, loose skirts; impossibly small waists and bouncing breasts. Long blonde hair, brunettes, kicking their legs high and showing me what looked like panties (but they were shorts). It still sets my heart beating. I can remember it like it was yesterday.
So it was no small shock when my 19 year old daughter came home from her first week in college and breathlessly announced she had gotten onto the cheerleading squad. No small accomplishment in its own right, few Freshman ever accomplish such a feat especially since she had shown no interest while she was in high school.
She decided to stay with us after graduating high school and go to the local University. She had been complaining about how much work school was and that she never had any time to exercise or to do much of anything physical. Joining the squad, she said, solved all her problems. We agreed that if she continued to go to college and maintain good grades she could stay at the house.
I went into my room and closed the door leaned against the wall, held my hand to my chest. I had hundreds of images of cheerleaders in my mind, years and years of them. And then, my little girl wearing those outfits prancing around the house. What would I do? I was sweating.
For my part I looked at her, and in as non-plussed a voice as I could muster, beneath a crackling facade of calm, I said, "That's great sweetheart, just so long you keep up your grades."
"Oh I will."
And she bounded out down the hall.
*****
The inevitability of the moment arrived as she stood in my study wearing her first cheerleading outfit. Oh my god! I was trembling.
She was wearing a maroon and gold pleated skirt no lower than her upper thigh, a half top with a deep V enclosing her breasts perfectly, she had two little pom poms and small white sneakers, gold socks. When she turned I could see her bare shoulders.
"What do you think?"
I could see the little line of her navel, the curve of her hip tracing the edge of the top of her skirt as it dipped low on her concave tummy. She was in perfect shape, I had never realized. Her long slim legs standing spread before me. Her wide smile, bright blue eyes. Breasts held lightly in the maroon fabric.
"You look great. Great." I feigned a sort of calm. "But . . ." I frowned a little. I wanted to look at her longer. Keep her there. I could simply not help myself.
"But what, daddy??" She was standing on one leg, tipping her hip up into the air. Her poms pressed into her middle.
"You have your hair up."
"Oh I won't when I'm out there. It's just. It was up already. When I tried it on." She was relieved.
"You got a brush?"
"Hmmm. Hmmm"
"Here let me, let your hair down. I'll brush it for you. We'll get a proper look."
I had never offered that before, but I was mesmerized. She smiled, jumped up, her breasts moving inside her little top as she turned. No bra, the thought flashed in my mind.
She was gone just a minute, returning with brush in hand.
I set her on the cushion in front of me, and she splayed her legs out. Opening her skirt to unseen eyes. I was behind her. I began to pull the pins from her hair, the little plastic clip and her shiny long brown hair fell loose around her shoulders.
"There that's better."
And I began to softly brush her hair, breathing in her scent with each stroke. Her small maroon and gold top arching so low at each side I could see her shoulder blades. I leaned back and saw the low of her back.
"Mmmmm. This is nice." She breathed.
I was drawing the brush through her long hair starting at the top and to the right and working my way slowly, slowly. I was laying my hand on her shoulder - steadying her.
I croaked out, "100 strokes for healthy hair."
"That's an old wives tale."
"Well just the same. I'm counting."
She laughed and let me brush out her hair until it was soft and silky shining, and I let it settle around her shoulders perfectly.
"There."
She stood up again, leaning forward as she did so giving me a perfect view of her cleavage.
"There, now turn around."
She was utterly radiant. I was watching her red mouth.
I blurted out. "I've always loved a beautiful cheerleader. So . . ."
I paused . . . "skilled."
"You think I'm beautiful."
"You'll do fine."
**********
"Daddy!!"
I looked up from my paper. She was in her little outfit again.
It had been a few weeks and she had been going to practice, but I had not seen her and I was putting it all out of my mind. I was trying not to. Her course load at University had been very heavy and the topic of our conversation was focused on academics. I never brought up the cheerleading squad she had joined. I simply could not. My thoughts were getting too intense. I was stopping myself from thinking about her as . . .
*and then there she stood*
A Cheerleader!
Her hair combed out. This had to stop, I couldn't breath, I was sexualizing my daughter. My only little girl. I couldn't stop looking. At nineteen she had such a thin frame with those still developing hips, such a flat little tummy.
"Can I show you one of our new routines?"
"Uh, I don't know."
"Please daddy?"
"Uh, sure honey."
"Thanks. I need someone who can say what they think, sort of give me pointers and I think you would be perfect."
She walked back to the door and stood in the open area of the room. She turned on the tape, standing still and silent with her hands at her narrow waist. Ready!
At the moment the music began, she burst into her dance. I watched the line of her soft white tummy as she was bringing her elbows forward, arms bent, so that her breasts were squeezed together in the V of her top. And then head up she turned sideways, as her arms were held open, legs apart causing the skirt to flare up and out. Three steps forward, bending forward, touching the ground with both arms, her hair flying forward. All in perfect time to the music.
I felt myself rocketing back in time, sitting in those cheap bleachers, surrounded by kids talking, looking around, and me staring watching the cheerleaders, memorizing their every move. Their lithe little bodies, their smiles, the energy, their beauty.
Watching . . .
She jumped now and I watched her breasts shake in the thin fabric. Step step and kick. Her long legs rising up up and the skirt opening exposing her soft center. Her puss. That's what it was. I could see the line of fabric between her legs, of gold. They called them pants. But damn, they were even smaller than my memory. Kick . . .kick . . .kick. And a turn and bend, a sort of lurch forward and the whole of her ass came into view, the line of her ass down between her legs, the skirt laying up on her back.
"Woops. I lost my balance. It's not supposed to come up that high."
She reached back and pulled her little skirt back down over her ass and thighs.
She was breathless, shiny with sweat by the time she finished, the music was still playing.
"Well . . .?"
"It was . . . It was good. But . . .I think you could. . . use just a little more energy."
She was frowning.
"No no no. You were great, fantastic! I loved it, but . . . I know a little something about these things."
She was moving toward me, sitting. Her knees held together pointing toward me, tugging the edge of her skirt.
"When you move you are supposed to spring into position. Go faster, snap the muscles and then stop them just as fast."
I had my arms up and was trying to snap my elbows back in a mock attempt, my suit coat lifting up exposing a slight erection in my trousers. I quickly brought my hands back down.
"Well not like that. But you know what I mean?"
She stood back up, brought her arms forward, pressing her breasts together, and . . .
"Snap. That's right. That's it. Exactly . . . See how it feels."
She tried it again.
"Yeah."
"See, every move when it has that little snap just looks . . . so much . . ." and I let my eyes graze over her small body. "So much better."
I continued, "And your kicks."
"Yeah."
"You're a little off center when you do it. Try hold your center, stay stiff straight up and down when you kick. You let your legs swing you off balance. When you kick, its you kicking your legs not the other way round. Here let me show you."
And I turned her around away from me, put my hands on her bare waist. I was helping.
I kept telling myself - I was helping.
My cock was hard in my pants. Can't help that I thought.
"Here now, I'll hold you steady and you kick. You keep yourself still and the leg kicks, you move your leg the leg does not move you." And she kicked.
I said, "Again."
She kicked again. I gripped her tightly. Felt the bone of her hips and pressed my fingers into the top edge of her skirt. Letting my fingers just under the top line.
"Again."
I could feel the underskirt pants, the line beneath the edge of her skirt. My mind was swimming.
"Wow! I feel that too." She stepped back, flushed, "Cool."
I continued to stand behind her looking down her long dark hair. Looking over her shoulders. She was warm, shiny again with sweat. My hands were still on her waist when she turned around, facing me.
I suddenly felt awkward, shy, afraid. A million miles away again. I didn't know what to do. I looked away. She became unobtainable, I an eighteen year old kid.
She leaned in and kissed me on the cheek.
She had no idea.
"Hmmmm. Well, You're my personal trainer now. Thanks!!"
*****************
With that we began to establish a little routine.
Our routine. I enjoyed the titillation (though un-admitted to myself) the utter pleasure of watching her, and I was becoming less shaken up by my memories most of the time. But this had become like a dream come true. She was the cheerleader I could never be with. And now, I was with her every day.
Cheerleading became this little topic that we shared together. I could go to the games like I had always done in my youth, my eyes riveted to my daughter, to the line of young girls in cheerleading costumes, their sweats laying in warm crumpled piles at the sideline for them to change into between sets. I could watch them dress and undress. My daughters dark hair, bright smile, and body.
She was coming into my room now for me to brush her hair, because she really liked how I did it. Most of the time she wore her hair up, just like most girls now a days, but when she was getting ready for her cheerleading practices she walked in and without needing to say anything would simply hand me her brush, turn around and sit with her back to me.
She was so casual when these moments came. Many times it was while she was in her cheerleading costume which was pure heaven for me, but other times. . . in many respects even better.
She had these small thin T shirts she wore, very casual, just little straps of fabric at each shoulder. They were not exactly transparent but you COULD see through the thin fabric, and I loved the way the folds of loose cloth lay on her as she walked up to me, bent near me, turned herself. Some mornings she walked in wearing just a small sports bra, white or red, and sit with her back to me so that her whole bare back was positioned before me, but for a small line of the bra strap. Her small shorts had her in really just undergarments from my vantage point.
The warmth of her skin, together with the heat that emanated from me as I sat near her was utterly intoxicating, as I slowly casually stroked her hair. The room was filled with the smells of her perfume, of shampoo, the smell of warm hair being brushed.
The coaching had given me unfettered access to her body too, as I 'helped.'
I would grasp my arms around her waist, pressing my hands tightly into her skin or hold her leg up by her calves, stroking the underside of her leg as I did. Many times I was simply holding her bare feet as I pointed the position they should be turned.
When she was pushing her arms together, I had my hands on her elbows pressing them tighter tighter. It was I compressing her breasts together. She was all concentration and did not seem in the slightest either embarrassed or restrained. She was utterly comfortable with my presence and touch, with my eyes on her body and I wanted to maintain that confidence. I frequently got hard working with her, but assumed that she simply did not notice and that was that. It was silly to think about for that matter. I had no intentions of . . . she was my little girl. It was enough for me to be near this cheerleader, to watch, to touch . . .
This particular evening I was brushing her hair and as I did she was continually arching her back, twisting herself first one way then another, drawing her head down. Stretching over and over.
"What is it hon?"
"Oh, I pulled a muscle at practice today. It still hurts a little."
"Here let me."
And I set down the brush and lay my hands on her bare shoulders. She moved closer and settled between my legs which I held open on the sofa.
"Mmmmm."
And I pressed my thumb into her soft powder skin, turning my hands softly, stroking down her neck across her shoulders. Pressing my thumb into the base of her skull, stroking her hair with my hands.
"You've really gotten into this cheerleading thing."
"It's just so different. I needed it. I was always such a tom boy and now since I can't climb trees - I can dance, right. It's physical. I need physical. I need that more than just sitting around reading books."
"Well you've gotten so good. I love watching you."
She turned and smiled at me.
"I like something else abut this too dad. I like having something we share. Us."
I looked into her eyes as I drew my fingers down along her spine between her shoulder blades.
She arched her back, pressed herself into me, like a cat.
"Ohhh, that's it," she was growling. I had never heard her voice like that.
"I guess we are simpatico," I added, "You and I. We think the same. I've always noticed about you, that your interest in the world is physical. You like to touch it, feel its texture, swim in life."
She lifted her head. "Ha! I like that. Swim in Life." She turned to me, I could see her shiny lips. "It's true."
"The intellectuals live inside their head and ignore their bodies and argue nothing. They think the mind is first, but they got it wrong. The brain is second, not first. I've always felt like you understand that."
I was wrapping my hands around her waist and drawing back to the spine, rising higher and higher to her rib cage. She was pressing into my hand. Her body, twisting and hugging into me.
She paused, there was silence awhile before she said, "Yeah, but it can get you into trouble sometimes."
----
What did she mean?
I remained silent.
We set like this for quite awhile as I stroked my hand across her bare back. I was touching her shoulder blades, digging my fingers beneath the edges.
"You are really tight right here."
"From all the 'snapping,'" she growled again tipping her head low. "Mmmmmm."
I loved that little growl of hers. Why had I never heard that, noticed before?
"Oh my God you are good at this. MY trainer!" She turned her head and smiled. "What could I do without you?
"You'd do fine."
She was smiling, head down. I was watching her, smelling her. I could not stand it. This perfect little compliant body was pressing against me. Skin to skin. I was so close that my breath was touching her. I could feel the warmth between us. I was thinking about wrapping my arms around her, hugging her, pressing my hands up into her and touching her soft breasts, nuzzling my chin into her neck. Kissing her there. She was inches from me. I kept stroking her back, tracing my hands across her skin, just her back as she pressed into my hand wherever I touched her. Growling.
This moment was frozen in time. We shut out our minds. Like she had said. Our bodies. It was about our bodies. Our bodies first, our minds second.
But that could never be.
************
After that massage, we were somehow more familiar with one another than we ever had been. There was comfort, something more than comfort, and it was in the way we moved with the other. The way I brushed her hair changed, the way I held her, moving her into correct positions.
She was compliant. But that was not it, because when she came into my study and set by me, her hand on my shoulder she would turn me toward herself physically with a question, holding my shoulder - or my hand - and at that moment I was compliant. It was something else, of a kind of knowledge in the senses of the other. It was like two animals in a cage moving through the space and eating and sleeping day after day after day. Touching and simply knowing, a muscle memory of the other.
The way her shoulder flexed - I knew that. The length of her calf muscle I had a perfect understanding of. I could close my eyes and see her collarbone, the arch of her back and then just before I would stop myself - her breasts. The way they moved, their tension, the skin pressed against the light fabric. Their weight.
And we were like that now - but not. Not all of her. I was her father, and she was my daughter. Not all of her. Hell, not even 10% of her - really. I could brush her hair, massage her back. We touched, but then . . . I had to stop. NOT all of her.
She had joined the competitive cheerleading team, she wanted to push herself a little further, to be a little better. And I encouraged her. In truth, I wanted this to go on forever, even though I knew it could not. It was nearing the end of her first year, her Freshman year. Time was short and it was being made up for with intensity. The competition. We both knew it. We both knew what we shared.
We had worked very hard for her first competitive outing, composed of eight girls. And I must say in reviewing the routines when I was allowed to visit practice (which I had started doing as well), she was probably one of the top two. The routines were tight, and her body was toned, she was healthy, very ready. Incredibly so.
She came into my study, her usual routine and she sat down in the sofa and stared at - the floor. She did not say anything. I kept working, waiting. Just a few furtive glances, and away. What was wrong? This was unusual.
We had a very good understanding of one another, we did not go on and on talking and talking, but this was different. I turned toward her finally, expectant.
She did not have her usual confidence.
"Dad."



I was still looking at her. "Hmmm."
"The next two weeks, the coach wants us to try a technique to bring our dances up a notch. Every girl agreed. I agreed, and . . ."
She looked down at the floor, her cheeks were flushed. I loved the outfit she had. The weather was hot and she had on a sort of wrap around halter and a thin fabric sweat pant that was flowing loose around her legs. She was barefoot.
"Well that's alright. We can adapt to whatever . . ."
"I don't think you'll be able to help me with my routines for awhile."
She was genuinely sad. Forlorn. I went over and sat by her.
"What? Did she tell you that, what? Is she. . . she doesn't want anyone else helping you." I was mildly worried. I felt guilty. Did anyone suspect? "Am I steering you wrong?"
"No no, she loves how I move. She calls me a natural. It's been great. Perfect."
"It's not that."
Another pause.
"She wants us girls to do our routines . . . naked." She looked at me. The word sunk in. I flashed on her, could not help it, was picturing her perfectly. The clothes melting away. I knew her body that well. I didn't have to see.
I felt myself growing aroused, my hands trembling. My heart rising into my throat, I felt warm. Just the thought of . . . I didn't move. I remained calm. I tried to be nonchalant, "Oh, yes. Well that would be . . ."
"She says that the focus is then only on the body. That any embarrassment you feel for your body gets dealt with. Dance is the body. . . She said it's how professionals will practice, and so. . . I'm sorry."
She was truly sad. "You can do, help me with everything else. It's not you. I promise."
I held her hand. She looked at the floor. "It was fun dad. I really need you." And under her breath, "This sucks."
I said completely from underwater, I felt like I was swimming up from somewhere deep beneath the house, "Well." I was still holding her hand, "I don't see . . . how that would necessarily stop us. If . . ."
She was looking at me, eyes wide. Startled almost.
How could I make this seem even remotely reasonable.
"We've worked so hard. I think I have helped, and I could maybe keep helping. We should be able to find a way."
"I would be too uncomfortable."
"Well that's that then. But . . . " I pressed on, "You know, that is part of what she is trying to get you through isn't it? She wants your movement to have utter confidence. I understand that. I can help there. It's . . . It's not a big deal . . . not really. It's natural. I think I could . . . don't let my discomfort stop you . . . or yours."
There was silence. Tension. She took her hand away. I wanted to somehow lighten the mood and I said, "Besides, I HAVE seen you naked before you know."
She looked at me, smiled, laughed. Let out a breath. "Ha!"
I was relieved.
"Yeah when I was like seven."
"Not quite. I've seen you SINCE then."
She threw her hair back. I was being playful. She was sitting staring at me like 'since when?'
I pressed on, hoping this would not backfire, "Your not a prude Sara. You sleep naked don't you."
"How do you know that??"
What was I doing.
"And . . . " I continued in a light hearted voice, "When you go to the bathroom at night, how often do you put on a robe?"
Her eyes went wide and she jumped up on her knees, "Oh my God. You . . . "
"By accident, totally by accident. But . . . So . . . there you are. I have ALREADY seen you naked Sara, within the last year."
She had her hand to her mouth. She was laughing. "Oh - my - God! I am so sorry. I thought everyone was asleep." She was shaking her head. Hiding her face in her hands.
"You never told me this before."
"No. Not exactly a topic that one can bring up out of the blue is it. Good morning! I saw you naked last night."
She was laughing again.
"No." She said through her hand.
"No. I just quickly turned back around and got out of there. But you know, when your daughter starts to talk about dancing naked - well, then I guess then . . . it seems to be the time to bring it up. So there you are, I've already seen you."
She was smiling, looking to the side and thinking, nodding her head. Pressing her hands together, tugging her skirt.
"I can't picture how I can do it . . . without you. That's why it was . . . "
"So upsetting. I could tell. I can tell. Well, what do YOU want. Don't think about it. What do you want?"
She bit her lower lip.
"I want you to help me."
***********
It was the moment of truth.
The practice we had decided was necessary, that I could help.
But we also knew we had to be careful, quiet. Her coach couldn't know, my wife - her mother - couldn't know. Nobody could know. How would a father explain coaching his naked daughter. I kept telling myself it was the right thing to do. But my heart, my heart betrayed me - beating as it was with anticipation this warm afternoon.
She walked into the room, locked the door. The tape player was on a table to her right. She was wearing her white robe. Her hair was somewhat disheveled, her cheeks glowed red. She seemed uncomfortable tugging at the tie.
"Ok." I said. "Well, Here we are. We can do this."
She was padding at the far side of the room. I continued, "The beginning, at first will be hardest. Then, this is exactly what you need to get over hon. Discomfort with your body."
I patted the couch. She stepped toward me. "Here. Here, let me brush your hair."
She set down with her back to me.
"Calm you."
"I have never had such butterflies," she whispered out, glancing back at me and away as I stroked her hair down her back softly and slowly. She was shaking her head, she began to laugh.
"Really. It's not a big deal. Don't think about. . . "
"Ha! This is crazy. Oh man oh man oh man!"
"It'll be just fine." I was looking at the small of her back. I knew she was naked under that robe.
I was already hard.
"Yeah, easy for you to say. Your not stripping for your daughter." She said it with a wry smile.
Her voice, the words, my anticipation was giving me a tremble I could not hide.
"I'm nervous too sweet. I am. . . Here, ok then."
She looked back at me.
"Go on. Open your robe. Face away. I'll see you from the back.
She untied the front and pulled it back slowly, I watched it rise over her shoulders and then fall down her back. She pulled her arms from the sleeves and I finished brushing her hair as she set there naked before me.
She said, "Rub my back dad. I think it will make me feel better."
And I did, I began to softly rub her shoulders and down her back, feeling lower and lower down to where she sat, to her hips, wrapping my fingers around her hip bone pressing my thumb in at each side; down the arch of her back to the crack of her ass, below the line of where her skirt would be, below the line of her 'pants.' I stroked her shoulder blades and down her arms.
She sighed and moaned. "I like this you know. I like your massages."
"That's good. This is working."
"I like it too much."
I was silent again, let it go by, and she rose from the sofa her nude form rising from the crumpled robe that lay on the sofa between my legs. Oh, what a glorious sight.
She walked a few steps away and then turned around, her dark little puss flashing into view. Perfectly coifed. She trimmed her pussy. I never would have guessed. That little space between her legs, her pussy pouting down, low beneath her navel. Her breasts were stunning, they were small but lay like tear drops, her nipples were pink and poking out, she was hard. She was flushed and smiling nervously.
"There, the first. This is it! Ha! I'm naked." She was shaking her hands.
I nodded.
"I'm fucking naked . . . in front of my dad." She laughed.
She walked back and forth in the room, pushed the button on the radio. The music started as she was walking away, she turned again and turned it off. The nervous energy flashing from her eyes and hair. She turned and walked back to me, turned again. Pacing.
"Ok, ok, ok, we can do this." She took a breath, caught my eye. "I'm feeling better. Ok."
"I told you." And she continued to pace.
My erection was tenting my pants.
She was pacing and glancing my way. She saw me and covered her arms over her chest, "Your liking this a little too much dad."
I blushed crimson.
"I'm sorry." I covered myself with her robe. "It's just that. . . I'm nervous too. You can't . . I can't control. . . "
She finished, "That!" Pointing her finger, she laughed. "Your mind is second."
She went over and turned on the music again, letting it reach a certain point and then off again.
She became more matter of fact, "I want to start with the harder piece and go to the easier piece in case we need to stop. So here it goes." She pushed it on again.
The music was beginning.
And she began walking to her spot as I could still hear her mumbling, "Ok ok.. . . . "
And the song went to the point of starting and she stopped talking. She threw her arms back behind her hips at the side, and arched her back, then stepping back and forth and in a circling motion a complex series of steps. Marching, knees raised. Her breasts moving freely, her hair fallen around her shoulders in a perfect rythem.
I could feel my cock getting wet, I was dripping, wetting my trousers and there was a small stain forming at the front. I just ignored it. She already knew about my erection. Hell what was I supposed to do, you see a naked woman, someone like this, and you get aroused. I can handle this.
She began kicking her leg into the air, first one then the other and I could see the line of her puss run up through her center, the hairs showing only at the front on her mons. She turned her back to me, and bent forward touching the ground. Her legs parted and her pussy tipping into view hanging between her legs, like a small fruit, the dark hairs framing a cunny that was opening, pink, this wonderful pink line shining. She was WET.
So she was aroused as well. Her cheeks were crimson and she was breathing hard. She turned to me, I rose from my chair.
"That felt really good." Her voice was relaxed, resonant.
"It was, incredible." I heard myself say. I stood up.
She was looking at the stain on my pants. "I bet."
I held my hand over my crotch. "No I mean you have the moves perfectly. Seriously."
"It really feels . . ." She paused, "Free." She was looking down at herself cupping her breasts.
I was adjusting myself as I walked toward her.
Her whole demeanor was changing now. She was becoming comfortable, even playful. Moving freely, becoming comfortable with her body.
"Your kicks are still not quite right." And I turned her back to me by her shoulders. Probably because I did not want her smirking at me anymore. And I wrapped my arms around her waist and asked her to kick for me. I tried to hold her away from me, but as we progressed she was too powerful and I had to hold her more tightly, so as I usually do, I pulled her more closely to myself.
The effect was unmistakable, my cock nestling right into the crack of her ass.
She did not flinch at all, she was focusing now - kicking - her concentration was her great strength. I had my arms around her waist and could feel the downy hairs now of her abdomen, thinking how there was nothing down below, nothing between my hands and her puss.
I was holding her, and against all judgement, was letting my hands drift lower. I wanted to simply touch her fur. To feel just the edge of her puss. My fingers drifted lower, well below her navel, and the course hairs touched my fingers as her body pressed into my cock, I could feel myself cuming. Oh my God! Cuming in my pants.
I could not control the movement and I was bucking my hips slightly, shaking into her as she did her last kicks.
I was light headed and beet red. The energy and air going out of me.
She turned and looked at me. I looked like I had wet myself. I turned away.
She was so comfortable now. "Looks like you're the one who needs to get control of yourself."
I was walking over to the sofa.
"No you don't. Get back here. That was perfect. This is all about confidence."
I came back over to her, "God this is working dad. I never felt the kicks working so good as they just did. Feeling the way my body moves. This is perfect." She pointed at my trousers, "You just behave." She had no idea. No idea that I had just cum all over myself.
She faced me and I held her arms, the snap in front, her bare breasts pressing between her arms, her nipples peaking in and out of view. I was watching her steps, counting for her. Spotting her for the back flips, pressing her into her splits (which were amazing when she was naked!). And after about one half hour of this it felt, it did feel utterly natural - until the music stopped.
I was hard again and she was suddenly my daughter again completely nude and walking toward the sofa.
She slipped on her robe. Her cheeks flushed. I sat by her.
"We can do this." She was happy.
We had a good day.
************
Over the next two weeks I had unfettered access to her body. Those practices continued for the next two weeks. How we found time, created time and kept our secret I will never know. We added a lock to the gym so that there was no way anyone could accidently wander in, even if they had keys.
The sessions were all very similar. We began with my brushing her hair, which she loved, dropping her robe and giving her a massage. She loved my hands on her body and I was gradually over time growing more bold. And she did not seem to mind, though I never overtly touched her sex. But I was rubbing her bare thighs now, and grazing her pubic hairs with my finger tips at the base of her abdomen. I was reaching beneath her arms and stroking the edge of her breasts as her robe lay around her on the sofa, getting ready.
My hands would roam along the lengths of her arms, along her thighs and up through to her hip bone. Her bare skin for me became one of the purest of pleasures, of running my hand along bare flesh where her skirt should be. I drew lines along her collarbone and held her neck as I helped her position herself, stance and poise. And as always she was utterly compliant.
For her part she felt a much greater license to touch me as well. It emerged gradually. I was always clothed, but her hands drifted frequently beneath my shirt. She would lay her hand right on my heart beneath the lower hem as we talked. She liked to tuck her fingers beneath my belt and rest her hand at the base of my spine. When she laughed she would lean into me and put her chin into my shoulders.
While it was obvious how aroused I got during these sessions, I equally knew how aroused she was, because while my hands wandered throughout her body but for her breasts and sex; my eyes had no such limitation. My eyes were free and I could see her perfect slit opening and closing as she danced, shining wet with cum. Her puckered little anus I knew intimately. Her clitoris would stand engorged when she arched her back and held herself up by hands and legs, and flipping one leg then the other to a handstand. Her cheeks flushed. She looked like she were in the throes of orgasm most of the time. But I said nothing. We grew to love everything about our time together, our hermetically sealed little world. Our Paradise.
As the music continued and the routines progressed, our contact gradually and subtly increased. Neither of us admitting to the other, our enmeshed love of what we were doing.
She was exclaiming to me how the coach loved her progress, extolled in her naturalness. "She told me I was drawing from an energy source that was amazing." And she laughed and continued, "Yeah I told her that it was that I practice naked with my dad."
I would feign mock surprise and we would laugh, she stroking my chest beneath my shirt.
It was beautiful. It was good. It was sensual. It was the peak experience of my entire life, at least it was the peak that I knew up to that moment.
But there were other peaks shrouded in the clouds.
*****************
When I slept at night, my dreaming and my imagination was of her naked body. She moved in front of me, and in my dreams I touched her. I touched her where my eyes saw, running my fingers through her pink wetness, her legs opening and teasing me. Dreams of pushing her pussy into my mouth, trembling tasting her, that feeling of passion rising causing me to wake so hot and hard it was painful, and I would spread the dripping wetness from my cock along its length and stroke myself until cum was spraying up my front in the darkness.
My imagination was wanton, while I continued to convince myself that what we did continued to be innocent, under control. But my imagination was beginning to merge with reality. For I was masturbating not to fantasy visions of my nude daughters pussy, but to my memory of what I was seeing each day.
Her lips were so red, watching her lovely smile, her white teeth, as she leaned into me. But in my imagination I could feel her kiss, her tongue pressing wet into my mouth, holding her. And then I was the one naked and she the one looking at me with almond eyes, pressing me back onto the bed and crawling up and down my body our warm skin together and I knew the feel of her skin. As I watched her red lips sucking on me, watching the cum spray into her, drinking me.
Her white teeth and red lips were always with me. I could feel her skin, knew every square inch of her body. I knew the softness of her breasts, the dimples of her nipple, the texture of her pubic hair, the wet warmth under her arms. The smell of her wet pussy, her sweat was a perfume that lingered with me when we parted, it filled the room as she danced now. Her breath, the slipperiness of her sweat at the small of her back, the lines of tendons on her neck. The hard line of her hip bone, the soft swell of her breasts. . .
In the last two days, she was growing more nervous. The practices were exceptional. She was better than I had ever seen her, and it was time. Time for her to practice with her clothes on again, her cheerleaders costume. But the competition was looming and she had anxiety of the crowds, of the judging and I for my part coached her through that as well.
"Hell, we did this. You can do anything."
She looked at me, her head tilted, standing nude before me holding my hand with both of hers.
"This. This was easy."
When she walked into the gym in her cheerleaders outfit, it was the first time I had seen her in the costume in two weeks. I thought I was going to immediately cream myself. I was so hard I could hardly stand it.
Her naked body was arousing. Watching her getting aroused in the dance was amazing. But for me, the moment of seeing this cheerleader standing before me, one that I had seen naked, was more than I could bear. I was walking up into the clouds. My chest split open. How could my life have come to such perfect fruition.
I moved up to her in the practice and put my hands on her with a naturalness born of her nakedness. We had been in the Garden, we had stood in Paradise. But in Paradise there is no sin. But now clothed, that is the Fruit of Sin, and then - it was all drenched in desire.
I touched her tummy, and turned her, slid my hands down the fabric of her skirt out of habit to the base of her pussy mound, but now it meant reaching into her clothes, and she yelped as I reached into her skirt this time. Or I was touching her thighs at the hem and running my fingers up beneath the fabric and holding her hip bone, her dress folded up around my hand. I traced the line of the V of her breast feeling the soft swell along a line that had not been there before. She was watching me, compliant but also confused, wide eyed.



"What are you doing?" She asked.
"Just reacquainting myself," I said. I was somewhat difficult to control.
I knew she was feeling the same way. She was commenting on how weird she felt now with clothes on. Her cheeks mottled as she stood near me and looked back into my eyes, biting her lower lip. I could still smell her puss, her wetness beneath her skirt.
I laughed.
"I feel more naked NOW!" she said, fluttering her eyes before me as she stood now in her little outfit.
I laughed. She knew.
She leaned against me, more tightly when I held her for the practice kicks. Protected now by clothes she was grinding her ass against my cock, which was still hard standing stiff along the line of her ass, as she kicked. She was also reacquainting herself with me I thought.
She glanced back at me, acknowledging my cock pressing into her growling, "Well that hasn't changed." And she gave me a bump back arching her back and sliding along my whole length, sending shivers down my legs.
I wrapped my hands around her waist and slid my hand beneath the hem of her skirt, beneath the 'shorts' and rested my hand right over the course fine hairs of her puss as she kicked her little heart out - as she ground her ass onto my cock. As we writhed against one another, I pressing my hand into her mons.
"Mmmmmm." Cheek to cheek.
No wonder Adam and Eve were kicked out of the garden.
"Whew," she was winded, she was on fire. She was dancing so well and so electric. Her sexual energy was pushed into a routine and outfit now that contained her naked form. What had been innocence and nakedness was now clothed, had become wanton, worldly.
And when the session was over she walked up to me and leaned in and kissed me on the mouth, catching me in a total surprise.
It was a liquid fire, soft, utterly relaxed kiss. There was no tension anywhere in her body. I could see her clitoris harden as she kissed me in my minds eye. It was no more than a five second kiss. But five seconds! Think about it: one one-thousand, two one-thousand, three one-thousand, four one-thousand, five one-thousand. Time stopped, it was a kiss that ended with her lips tugging at my lower lip, and as she pulled away - eyes sparkling into mine - my lip was held there between hers in a moment that was probably eternity.
"Thanks. For everything."
***************
The next day she practiced with clothes on again. It was much like the day before, we were so close, so in tune, her moves so dazzling. Her confidence soared. She was happy, I was happy.
She leaned in at the end to kiss me once more, soft like last time - and a little something more at the end. Her mouth opening, she let me in.
I had never 'touched' her, my little girl, she let me in. I felt her mouth parting and I remained still not moving, but yielding, felt her tongue touch mine - tentative, slow. This dance that we had been practicing.
I met her touch, pressed myself into her. She let me in. I felt her teeth close around my lower lip, felt her chewing on my lip as I hugged her closer to myself, turned my head and pressed our mouths together. We stood with the music playing in an embrace that did not match at all the tempo of the music. But then when has sexual pleasure ever matched the tempo of the world around us?
She released me. I did not kiss her for one moment more than she. It was her kiss. It was not my kiss. I continue to tell myself that to this day.
Her smile was languid. Her voice relaxed and low. "Wow," was all she said. I held my arms around her waist and our hips were pressed together, my hard cock rising up along her abdomen. We both looked down. The tip of my cock inside my pants was touching her belly button. We said nothing, we looked into one another's eyes.
***********************
The day had arrived. The first competition.
My mind was swimming with thoughts. Some rational grounded in the pride a father feels when his little girl does well. Some not so rational: the butterfly's in my stomach, the trembling, the numbness in my hands, which I knew was from lust, nothing more. I had a tremble that I could not contain. I could still taste her.
As I was moving about my room, the intercom called out to me.
"Daddy??"
"Yes Hon."
"Could you come here a minute."
"Uh," I looked around for my pants, "Sure hon." I pulled on some sweats and a T shirt, and padded down the hall. Probably needs some encouragement I thought.
I rapped at her door, and pushed it open stepped into her room.
"It's your big day!"
She was sitting on the bed with her white robe wrapped around herself. Her face was done up in makeup, something I seldom saw. And it was for stage so it was quite heavy. She looked like a little china doll, her lips the reddest I had ever seen.
Her voice quivered. "I need some help." There was a click in her throat, her mouth was dry.
"What is it?"
She rose from the bed and padded over to her desk and held a small bottle out to me, set it in my hand.
"This lotion - the coach wants us girls to apply this head to toe. It has gold specks in it, makes us shine she said. Could you help me . . ." I looked up at her.
She was pouting.
I backed up with the small bottle in my hand and set on the bed. She opened her robe, let it drop silent to the floor. "I need you to put it on." I could feel her breath on my cheek.
I nodded, as she stood before me completely naked.
And this morning as I lay my hands upon her she felt naked. I thought this would be easier somehow. But the surprise, I went instantly hard again. She was looking down at me, smiling, and then she turned around.
"Do my back first. Rub my back."
I squeezed the lotion in my hand, it swirled into my palm looking like sparkling liquid gold.
"Amazing stuff." I said.
"Hmmm, hmmm." She sat down on the bed beside me.
I ran my hand across her shoulders and in small circles, rubbing it in. I could see the speckles of gold light up in flecks across her skin. It looked utterly fantastic. I caressed the lotion over her shoulders, and sliding my hand down the small of her back. When I began to clasp my fingers around to her sides, she held her arms out. I wrapped my hands around each of her arms swirling and sliding the lotion on her body, repeatedly turning to the bed to squirt the cream into my hands and then turning back to her holding her arms out and her hair pulled over her shoulders.
She stood with legs apart as I applied the lotion lower. Down, down further, my cock standing straight up. My cock hurt from the strain of being hard, of being rubbed and tugged from my repeated masturbation. I was hard, so hard again.
I let my hands wander lower, the small of her back and then to her ass. It felt so good. I sat down behind her and began to work the lotion over her ass, soft and round, yielding. I could feel her pressing into my hand as it stroked across her, tipping her ass toward me. I had never simply slid my hand over ass like this.
She was holding her legs apart, and I could see the swell of her pussy, the cleft of her cunt rising into the line of her ass. The smell of her puss rising around us. She stood like this, within her silent room, I could hear her breathing.
"I'm excited," she whispered.
"I'm excited for you."
It was all we said, as my hand drifted over her ass, my fingers wrapped around to her sides, and pressed into the line of her ass. She was letting me stroke her, standing naked before me, and I felt a certain license. I was invited. I let my fingers press deep into the crack of her ass, ran my fingers down, pressing lower and lower until I felt the opening of her ass. That little pucker, and stroked over the top.
All I heard was that light little growl, and she did not move at all, just letting her head drop lower. Her hips were lightly undulating. I kept going, letting my hand reach between her legs tracing a line to her vagina, and pressing my fingers into the folds of her. Just a touch, just to feel the soft hairs. She opened her legs further and arched her ass toward me, tipping her puss into my hand and I felt her warm wet slit open around my fingers and touching at just the opening of her, I pulled her pussy open. I could see her vagina, white and pink, open to me. My cock lept at the touch and she pressed lightly around my finger twisting her ass on my hand.
She looked back at me and I stopped myself, willed myself on, turning back to the bottle.
"Sorry about that," I croaked.
"It's alright. Mmmmm. It's . . ." was all she managed. "Keep going."
I continued, wrapping my hands around her thighs, freshly filled with the cream liquid and pressed up between her legs first one and then the other. The top of my hands pressed between her legs and I felt the heat of her, it was steam, moisture, cum running along the inside of her thighs. She was on fire. I slid my hands lower working each leg down to her feet, her toes. I touched each one of her toes adoringly, lovingly. Bending at the waist, I could feel my cock pressing up through the top of my sweats.
I whispered to her, "Now the front."
She turned around, eyes closed and shook her mane of black hair onto her back.
I started at her neck.
"Do my face too dad."
Her eyes were closed and I gently applied the lotion to her forehead, her cheeks and chin around her mouth. She kissed my finger.
"Careful of my eyes."
I was reaching up and stroking her neck, her shoulders, and lower to her breasts. Her breasts I had fondled before, but not like this. From the front I rubbed the lotion around the sides, on top, over her nipples, I felt them tighten to my touch. Squeezing her breasts in my open hands, pressing them upward in my hands, her breathing was ragged. Her cheeks glowed red, I watched her lick her lips.
She opened her eyes lightly and looking down at me, smiled.
I rubbed her tummy, the sides of her rib cage, her abdomen and around the sides, along the line of her hip. I wanted this to last an eternity. I could not believe this was happening. My eyes were watering, I was almost crying from sheer pleasure. I wanted to lean forward and just to kiss her there, to kiss her on the navel, to taste her.
My hands trembling rubbed over the hairs of her puss, she opened her legs and let me slide my fingers on either side of her cunny lips. I applied the lotion liberally there. Never mind the gold dust would be invisible there. She was sliding herself against my hand and I again pressed my finger between her legs, into the folds of her flesh.
She leaned forward, setting her hand on my shoulder, and then she was reaching lower. I felt her lay her hand on the top of my cock and press there. It was tenting straight up. I let out such a moan, to be pressed there! To fill the tip of my cock pressed.
Her inner lips were swollen and hanging from her cunny, they were wet and pink. Soft and I could turn them in my fingers. She was rubbing against me harder and I drew a line from her vagina to her clitoris and as I touched her there, it was so hard, her knees buckled a little and she bit her lips, she stood closer.
As I stroked her I could feel the top of my sweats being pulled, watching her hand reach inside, she wrapped her hands around my cock and pulled it out, pushing my sweats open.
"I think I should get to see you, don't you think." Her low growl. She slid the wetness dripping from the tip of my cock over its head with her thumb, staring intently at my cock and balls.
I slid my hand over her puss so softly, exploring, opening pressing into her, silent in the low morning light as she slid her hand along the length of my cock, and digging her fingers into my shoulder.
"I like this too." She whispered.
My hand was soaked with her, the smell of pussy filled the room, mixed with this gold cream that smelled like something sweet, gardenia, something like that. Her legs were spread over my knees, her hair hanging down around my head. My cock being fondled and tugged between my legs.
"Mmmmm. OK Dad." And she took her hand away. "We have to keep going. I'll have to get ready."
And I took some more cream. She was arching her puss away from me, stepping back again. I looked at her naked form, glowing gold. All that was left was the front of her legs, and I dutifully applied the cream there, she was smiling shining in gold. Her dark hair had sparkles as well, her make up perfect. She was ready today.
"You look like a Goddess."
She stepped away from me, looking at me as my cock was still pointing straight up. She went to sit at her desk, a small mirror there.
I could see her breasts in the mirror as she began to brush her hair.
She didn't look at me.
I ached. I was in agony. Desire and pleasure, is receiving something you should not have. Pain is when things go back to normal. And I was now walking out the door, back into the hallway.
*************
She was ready. I was ready. Her cheerleader outfit was perfect with the glow of her skin. The sparkles with the maroon and gold looked amazing. The coach was right. The shine of her skin, sparkling in the light looked like some kind of strange trick. She looked like an apparition.
"I'm so excited. I can't believe we're doing this."
I said, "It's you who is doing this. I am a bystander."
She leaned in and kissed me. I let it linger.
"Daddy. I have one more move that I need just a little help with, it should take no time at all."
We had about two hours yet and I thought, sure. That would be fine.
"Which is it, the backward arch?"
"Yeah that whole routine. I just need a spotter. One last time."
When we went into the gym, I watched her lock the door.
The music began and she went right into the step routine, throwing her hands back, jumps forward, jumps back and falling to the floor in a sort of push up. Some parts required coordination and contact with the others and we just skipped those.
She stepped up, smiling, looking directly at me, she high kicked. And I caught a quick flash of her pantiless puss. She was smiling again, another kick and I saw her bare pussy again, her pink swollen lips. Oh my God! I was mesmerized.
She paused and I sheepishly mentioned that she did not have her entire costume on.
She was such wicked little girl, "Yeah, well, I'm still too wet . . . down there. Nothing you haven't seen though. Right??"
She was so wicked, this wicked grin.
She began another routine, not practicing what she had mentioned, and it involved that turn and bend. The skirt rode up again and I could see her perfect ass, her pussy pouting down between her legs, her pink line.
I walked over to her and stood behind her. "You got that one wrong again."
I slapped her right on her bare ass, "Not so fast, it makes - your dress ride up." Playful. The surprise in her eyes at my swat was met with a small smile and fluttering eyes - of submission.
"Sorry," and I stepped up close behind her and let my hand ride up under her skirt as she waited for the cue to start. I grazed the line of her ass. She was concentrating, ignoring me with my hand under her skirt. Or . . . letting me. This was interesting. My mind was becoming muddled. Tangled.
She needed the spotter for the back arch and I stood ready. She did it perfectly but in mock spotting support I brought my hands under her, stroking, cupping her bare ass. Now up, and around, She lifted her leg, her skirt falling down around her waist and over, naked entirely and she spun around into a split and the skirt falling around her legs once again. She brought her one leg over and lay back on the floor. The end of that routine.
Just as she ended I knelt down and set beside her, "Perfect" I said as I traced a line up under her skirt with my fingers, began brushing her pussy.
She lay with eyes closed, saying "Hmmm, pretty good," with her arms extended, opening her legs slightly, not moving as I stroked her down there.
I took the hem of her skirt and threw it up onto her tummy, exposing her cunt. She began to rise, but I said, "Stay there."
I stared openly at her. She lay there a glazed look on her face, fluttering her eyes at me, and pressing her fingers into the back of my hand as I worked my fingers between her legs. The music playing in the background.
"Mmmmm, Dad you have to stop." I took my hand away and she sat up. Just the two of us sitting on the wooden floor. She was just staring at me, we said nothing.
"I'm sorry." I whispered. "I shouldn't . . ."
"Don't." She touched her finger to her lips, and then began to rise. "I, I don't know what I was thinking," and she flashed her skirt up so I could get a flash of her puss yet again. My cock ached. I was still sitting on the floor.
"I'm going to go lay down just a little while. Sort of calm down."
"Ok."
She padded off as I watched her, still seated on the floor.
****************
I was pacing now, waiting. My heart pounding in my ears. I would just peak in on her. I needed to wake her up. We needed to go.
I opened her door softly, no movement. The lights were out. I could see her outline laying on the bed, her eyes closed. I closed the door behind me and stood watching her. Laying carefully at the center of the bed, her shoes were still on.
I silently stepped up beside her, she did not move at all. "Sara." I waited. "Sara." I set by the bed and lay my hand on her tummy.
The warmth of her body met my hands and I began to draw small circles there, sitting in her little room of white furniture, clothes laying everywhere. The smell of powder and perfume. The place we had sat, just hours before. She letting me rub and touch her body. I let my hand drift lower, lower . . . Reaching under her skirt. Watching her face as I did. Her breathing steady and calm. MY fingers pressed beneath her skirt, drawing a line there and then palm flat further further, the soft hairs of her puss tippling my fingers, she still had put on nothing beneath her skirt, splaying up into my open palm, as I traced the V between her legs.
She began to tip her hips, pressing her puss into my fingers which were curling between her legs. She still made no movement, her breathing quickening a little, but her eyes still closed. I tipped my middle finger down, wiggling it and opening, pressing into her there. I felt her lightly open her legs.
She was biting her lower lip as she whispered, "Daddy?" grasping my big hand which lay beneath her skirt. She lightly open her eyes, smiling "Daddy," as I lifted myself and lay over her, touching her nose with mine, and began to kiss her. Her warmth pressed down into the bed as I kissed her, and she met me with open mouth. We lay silently in her dark little room tonguing, rolling into one another, she holding her arms above her head, open, yielding to me.
I wrapped my hand behind her waist, held her by the small of her back and pulled her to me, as we lay there leaning toward one another on her bed.
As we kissed she was reaching down and pulling my sweats open again, reaching inside tugging at the elastic of my underwear, tugging at my cock. And she was pulling them lower and off, I let them slide down, lifting myself and helping her.
I whispered, "What are you doing?"
She just smiled and said, "You know."
She had her hand around my cock as I began to kiss down her front, softly nibbling around the top of her puss, licking her, wetting her soft short hairs until they were pasted to her skin as she continued to hold and stroke my cock in her hand. I glanced up at her shining face, just the lightest faintest smile as she lay watching my cock, licking her lips.
I began to suck on her,lower down, licking a line between her pussy and thighs and then up through her center from her ass to her clit, feeling her suck in air breathing deep and arching her back, setting a hand on my head, as my stiff tongue opened her center.



She brought her knees up and let them fall open. "Mmmm. Fuck yeah, keep doing that," she growled at me eyes still closed. I had never heard her use that word before.
"This is so . . ." Her voice trailing off.
She opened her legs wider and wider, almost to a split letting her knees bend at the edge of her bed on each side, opening the whole line of her pink cunt to me.
"Your so flexible," I said. I continued to lick her, until she was pulling at my shoulders, taking my face in her hand and pulling me toward her.
"Let me." She said tupping my cock. And I lifted my leg and lay my cock right over her face and held my legs open over her. I could feel my cock sink into her, her mouch wrapping lightly around the head, and we lay like that eating one another. I was fucking her face, lifting and lowering my hips, pressing into her sliding my cock in and out of her mouth. She taking me all the way in. I could see her red lips wrap around the base of my cock. We were beyond hungry.
Her motions were liquid, she was raising her hips up to meet my tongue, grinding herself into me, guiding me where she wanted to be licked and chewed by her undulations and squeeks of joy.
She was holding my balls tightly in her hand as she pumped her mouth along my length, and then she was turning herself. Reaching down to my face, turning me around, looking into my eyes. We opened our mouths and pressed into one another and I lay directly on her pressing her into the mattress.
Pinning her down I let my cock fall between her legs, she felt the tip touching her and she was opening her eyes wide, opening her mouth touching her lower lip with her toungue. Her cheerleader skirt was just a line at her waist, her top pulled up around her breasts bunching up under her arms.
I let my cock touch her between her legs, teasing her playing with her. She was adjusting herself, reaching, opening herself, moving me to her opening, holding me to herself her small hands at my hip. And so pressing a little more and a little more I suddenly could feel myself sliding inside. Feeling her close around the head of my cock.
I pressed, continued pressing in, feeling the head of my cock slip inside, pop! and we froze as she opened herself receiving me. I looked at her, felt her body pressing reaching for me pulling me into her sucking on me, pulling me inside and as we kissed again I pressed my full length into her.
She arched her back, and took in a deep breath. We continued kissing, she opening her mouth and tonguing me as we fucked in her room. I moved softly over her body, pulling her to me and watching her as she lay beneath me. As we kissed and fucked, the energy between us kept rising and rising until I was pounding her, she was sliding up pressing herself against me with her arms at the headboard.
I held her hips and pinned myself to her, rocking into her. Filling her to the hilt and then grinding myself against her so I was rubbing her clitoris with the base of my cock. She went wild with that and began to lift her hips up hard, rocking against me, she was strong and was able to just about lift me off the mattress. She had her arms up around my neck, and I let my hands wander down between her legs until I found her ass, wet with cum running down her backside and plunged my fingers into her. Filling her everywhere. Her eyes stared wide at me, and the shock. My fingers working in and out of her ass. I was fucking from both sides. Sliding into her, grinding, pounding her.
"Oh . . . Oh," she was panting now. I could feel her vagina trembling could feel it opening and closing around me, and I pressed deep into her and continued to turn my hips into her, her clitoris digging into me - I could feel it. She was kissing me again, her tongue was cold and she was trembling, a tremble that started low and then moved up through her frame, she began to shake beneath me and I held her there fucking her as she cried out on the floor.
I pressed her into the bed, she had nowhere to go. It was like she was trying to crawl away from me. Her pleasure on the cusp of pain, she was crying out her orgasm in the room. I had no idea the noise, the sound of the music still playing in the distance.
I felt her fall back. If I had lifted her then her arms would be splayed back behind her. I paused, but then in long hard strokes continued to fuck her. Long and deep, over and over and over. She opened her eyes, smiling, lifted her legs up to her breasts holding them open allowing me to penetrate her deep.
"Fuck me! You still going. Oh God, Keep doin that." As I continued to slide into her, I pounded faster and faster, my whole length leaving and entering her.
She lifted her mouth to my ear. Her warm breath breathing, "Fuck your little girl, go ahead, fuck your little CHEERLEADER."
And with that I was looking down at her in that little marroon and gold top, the pleated skirt and I came in her with a passion that I had never felt before. Pulse after pulse, filling her up. I could feel her puss sucking on my cock, like a mouth drinking me in.
I pressed so deep into her and held myself to her, clung to her. This hovering flower as my vision went utterly blank, I fell through the floor, we were utterly collapsed into one another. Falling, as I ground into her she was wrapped around me and was turning her head, crawling up away from me, crying and growling. We flew into pieces, and lay on one another not moving; we fell asleep.
She stirred first. I felt her body move. She was in her cheerleaders outfit. I could see her top pulled up over her breasts, her hair was spread out on the pillow. Her skirt was even with her waist, her legs open wide and I lay between them. She had her legs interlocked with mine, my one arm was beneath her craddling her against me, and I realized I was still inside her. I could feel her pulling at me, squeezing my cock inside, feel the sucking of her cunt. And little movements of her hips, rocking again against me and I could feel that I was still hard, that I was sliding inside of her. Did we ever stop fucking?
Her mouth was open, and she still appeared to be sleeping, that perfect innocent face. Those red lips. From the neck up you would never know our nakedness, her open legs and my cock buried inside.
I looked around, my pants were laying to one side, inside out with my underwear tangled inside. My T shirt on the floor as well. One of her shoes lay right beside.
I looked at her perfect face, her lips, her white teeth and I kissed her. A soft light kiss, one and then a second. She began to kiss me back, opening her eyes.
"Sweet." I whispered into her ear. "The competition. We have to get ready."
She held a finger to my lips.
She just smiled vaguely, opened her mouth to me and let me in again.
*********
Thanks for all your support
Please email me with how you liked the story, and also any ideas you may have. Your emails are why I write.
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This is the continuing saga of C and Jack
C came home this afternoon and brought someone with her. He slinked into the house and stood by the wall near the door watching her as she dumped her stuff on a chair and then ran upstairs. I eyed him from the kitchen. She ran back down the stairs, not saying hello or anything, took his hand and ran back out the door.
*********
“Who was that this afternoon?”
C was sitting at the dining room table paging through catalogues that had arrived in the mail. She glanced up at me.
“A boy.”
“A Boy-friend?” I pressed on. She was unusually noncommunicative. I detected a slight smile on her face as she looked back down, put her hand on her forehead sort of shielding herself from me. Her blonde hair falling around her hand.
“No. None of your business. A friend.”
I looked out into the dining room at her, and paused. She said nothing as I watched her, so I went back into the kitchen.
In a beat I heard her call in as I vanished from the doorway, “Where’s Sam?”
I just barked, “Out.” Two can play this game.
She rose from her chair and stepped silent into the kitchen. I was standing at the fridge with the door open, staring. Trying to be nonchalant, not looking at her.
“It’s no big deal. I met him at work. He’s really nice...He asked to do something with me. I haven’t been with a boy in awhile.” I glanced back at her.
She caught my eye, “Jealous?”
“Jealous?? No.” I closed the door, maybe a little too hard, walked to the sink and turned on the water.
I was breathing hard, I was angry. Stay calm I kept saying to myself.
I could hear her padding the floor, could feel her presence behind me.
She leaned in whispered in my ear, “If you weren’t my brother." I continued what I was doing.
She leaned in again, a slight singsong in her voice, "If you weren’t married." I glanced at her, my hand was trembling.
She leaned in again, "It would be so different. You know that Jack,” and she stayed at my ear just then. I could feel the warmth of her breathing at my ear, her breath tingling down my spine. The heat radiating from her cheek. She hooked her finger in my belt and then let go, walked out of the kitchen.
I turned the water off, stared out the window. My mind an utter blank. What was happening? I could picture those words, as if floating above the tree line.
Those words kindled a fire. They burned in me, left their mark. Hurt. What was happening to me? Most of the time words flow past, you listen and immediately forget. There are so many. But this time.
'If you weren’t my brother.'
'If you weren’t married.'
I turned it over in my mind,
*It would be so different*
Just five words.
*********
She had the TV on now. And I watched her from the other doorway, standing just outside the room. She was sort of ignoring me, knew I was there. You could feel the tension. Waiting. Watching her watch the TV, swinging her foot up and down off the end of the sofa. I said nothing, turning to go back in.
“What did you think of him?” she caught my eye pulling her hair back over an ear.
“He looked like a turtle.”
“A turtle!” She laughed. “Where did you get that??” I love her laugh.
“He just does. He’s bald and ...”
“He’s not bald! He shaves his head. Lots of guys ...”
I interrupted, “He’s bald and he holds his head down from his shoulders. Like this.” And I stepped into the living room mimicking him. “Like a turtle in a shell, sticking way out.”
“That’s so...."
I let my head swing back and forth.
"That’s so MEAN!”
She jumped from the sofa and ran toward me. “You’re jealous. Oh my god! I can tell. You are!!” She was wagging her finger at me and smiling, giggling. "Don't lie to me buster. Ain't it Sa-weet."
“Go on, leave me.”
"Widow brudder. My po widda-puda."
She was mocking me, wrapping her arms around my shoulders from behind, trying to hold on to me as I walked back into the kitchen, dragging her along. I wouldn’t stop, I guess I was mad and then she jumped onto me holding around my neck and riding on my back.
I reached back and held her legs, flailing my arms comically like I was trying to get her off me.
She was pulling herself up, holding on, “Jealous, jealous, jealous.” Wrapping her legs around, hooking them on my legs.
“Stop it! I’m trying to do dishes here.”
“Looks like you were just turning the water on and off. Sort of like opening and closing the fridge." She continued, "He’s just a boy. I’m not jealous of YOU.”
“What! What have you got to be jealous of??”
"You fuck Sam. Here in this house. I don't mind.”
I stared back at her, her arms wrapped around my neck. Just hearing the word was making me hard. The look of her mouth as she said it.
“You probably fuck her every day, don't you?" She sensed the effect of her words. "You probably fuck her before you come to MY room ... or do you fuck her after?”
She moved closer, was holding her mouth to my ear again, running her arms down my chest, I could feel little scratches there. She was enjoying letting that word out. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
She let go and dropped off my back, "And I'm just your little cock tease. For HER."
Feeling the warmth of her, her breath. Feeling her weight against me. My mind instantly picturing her naked body, of me touching her, kissing, her taste. So we were intimate. I loved her body, loved listening to her, the sound of her voice. Intimate...But, Fucking. I was imagining myself laying on her, pressing into her. I could smell her, her legs open, that little blonde puss. She said it, 'It would be so different.'
“That’s different.”
“oHHHHH, Is it NOW?” Her voice was suddenly sharp. She moved to the door. "Not from where I'm standing. I've been with...boys you know, since I've lived here. You have no idea. And you've been with Sam. It's the same."
She held her hair back, "Jesus Jack! Listen to yourself," and she left.
I could hear her as she went up the stairs, “Oh, and the Turtle’s coming for dinner tomorrow.”
So she was jealous too.
********
Next morning I went up to her room, tapped at her door, went in. The room was warm. She was still asleep, lightly covered in her white sheet, bare arms above her head. I could see the short whisps of hairs under her arms, the room bright with morning sunshine. She just lay there with her eyes closed.
“I wanted to apologize about yesterday.”
“S’ok.” She yawned and stretched, letting the sheet fall off her front as she sat herself up in the bed, giving me a perfect view of her breasts. The sheet bunching up around her hips as she scooched back and I could see her from the side, bare soft skin rising up the length of her.
“No big deal.”
I sat near her, “Friends?”
“Never enemies." She turned to me and looked right into my eyes, "God Jack, you going to get like this every time I bring a boy home?”
I shrugged as she rose from the bed, her nakedness passing me, casually striding to her closet. I watched her blonde bare puss, those light blonde curls, just a little triangle above her slit. Her small shoulder blades and the line of her ass parting at her thighs. God, I never tired of looking at her.
“No...It’s fine. I wasn't jealous." She looked back at me. "It was just, unexpected. Really, the thing wasn’t even about HIM."
"The Turtle you mean?"
I laughed. "It's just that, you. You came home and just went up the stairs, you didn’t stop, you didn't say hi. Didn’t find me in the house. I’m used to a sort of pattern with you. You were so different. That's what it was.”
“I was in a hurry Jack.” She opened her drawer and pulled out two pair of panties to me, held them out. Yellow and red, both small.
“The red ones,” I said. She put the yellow ones casually into the drawer and pulled the 'red ones' up her legs and on, hooking them around her hips. I watched her pulling on a T shirt, watched it falling to midrif, raising her arms and letting the fabric fall around her, no bra, and then she walked back over to the bed slid in beside me.
“I was in a hurry. Just like right now.”
“I woke you.”
“Yeah. Good thing too. Rob’s teaching me how to skateboard today. Early bird gets the... worm.” She touched her nose.
I could feel my blood rise. I could not help thinking how I had just picked out those panties she was wearing, for this other guy. That’s what I thought anyway. My face was reddening.
She was eyeing me again. Sitting in front of me still in her panties and T. She took my hand, pulled me closer, pulled me up between her legs.
I looked at her, silent.
“We have something Jack. It's..." she paused, "Fun." I frowned at that. "It's ... more. Come on! I like what we have. I wouldn't ... You would not be here right now if I didn’t know we have something. But you know what? You’re not the only thing, not the only *one* in my life. Don’t ruin this.”
“You have...sex with him yet?”
She was getting mad, let go of my hand.
“I have sex Jack. And you are married. Do you have sex with Sam?"
I was silent.
"Listen to me.”
She took my hand again and leaned to me, close. “Don’t ruin this.”
I put my hands around her waist and tried to pull her onto my lap, but she rose to her feet and it turned into a sort of awkward hug, me sitting, she standing. I wrapped my hands around her ass and rubbed up beneath her T shirt. She kissed my head and ear.
“I’m cutting you a lot of slack here Jack, giving you a lot of credit. I’m trusting you here.”
I looked up at her, and she leaned in and kissed me, turning her head into me, opening her mouth, we touched our tongues together, lightly, delicately. For a short moment time froze between us and we simply held to each other.
Finally after *forever* she moved from me, pulled on a pair of short shorts, pink socks, a pair of white sneakers and paused at the door.
“You’re trouble you know that.”
I don’t know where what I said next came from, what conceivable corner of by brain, but I said it. “Be careful Skateboarding’s dangerous.” I could not believe it even as the words left my lips.
She breathed out looked at the ceiling and left, “Ok, Daaaad.”
*************
I always fix dinner and I decided to fix a nice one. Show C that I was ok with everything. Get things back to normal, whatever that was.
It was a beautiful summer day so I also decided to put the dinner in the back yard in our gazebo that was set off away from the house. It looked great, wonderful sunshine, green, a perfect day.
When C came home she found me and dutifully sought me out and said "Hi." I actually think she was doing it extra special to keep me happy.
When HE arrived C actually looked a little nervous. She liked this guy. She came downstairs in this fantastic little black skirt and a pale yellow halter. It was a hot day but damn she looked good. She was barefoot too and I could not stop looking at her, oogling her. She seemed to like the effect she was having on me, kept brushing by.
I whispered to her, “Trying to make me crazy.”
She looked down at herself and then at me, smiling her teeth at me, tipping her head. Placing a hand at her bare hip, “What? This.”
“Dressing up for the Turtle like that?” I whispered to her.
She bit her lower lip, “Shh, he might hear!" She stepped closer, "Besides. Who says it's for him.”
She cocked her head and as she left me cutting vegetables, flipped the back of her skirt up giving me the most perfect vision of her bare ass.
She turned and leaned through the door again, "You know I don't like to wear panties." Big smile on her face, "Friends?”
My heart in my throat, I croaked out, “Forever.”
************
So The Turtle was here.
I could not for the life of me figure what anyone could see in him, aside from the fact he was young, tall, good looking. Even I could tell that. He was taller than me. But nothing else. I wasn’t like that when I was his age, was I?
Being polite I went in to chat.
“You going to school?”
“No.”
“What do you do?”
“Nothin much. Hang.”
“Uh, live near here?”
“No.”
"How was the skateboarding today?"
"Ok."
So much for conversation.
C bounded in the room. “Rob, we’re eating out back. Come on.” She took his hand and I watched him caress her back as they passed through and into the yard. This is fine, its perfectly fine, no big deal I kept telling myself.
Sam came in the kitchen next.
“Anything I can do?”
“No everything’s fine.”
She leaned in and kissed me, we touched tongues.
“Looks great,” She looked at me a moment adding, "You ok? You look flushed."
"I'm fine. I'm cooking...you just kissed me."
"OK."
And then she went out and sat in the gazebo with Rob and C. I watched them all from the window above the sink.
I felt so guilty just then. What was going on inside me?
!!
My heart started when I watched C bound away from everyone toward the house. I watched her body in that outfit, the way she moved, like a flower in the wind. What did she do to me? She was wearing two things, the skirt the top.
Nothing else.
I could see her rising this morning from her little bed and pad by me naked, her blonde pussy, transparent hairs. That perfect ass, small breasts. Her lithe little frame. I could feel my cock stiffen as the screen door slapped shut.
She entered asking, “How much longer? I'm the host tonight. I’ll help. I can...carry things out."
I eyed her, lust in my eyes. She knew.
“Come here. Here’s some wine, white and a red.” I gestured to where they sat by me, my heart pounding in my chest.
She padded slowly over to me, her bare feet touching each tile, moving like a cat. As she approached me, standing close facing me, I reached out and cupped her breasts softly, began squeezing her right there through the fabric.
She looked down at my hands, “Hey!” But standing still, not moving, with one hand on the red wine. I drew a line from her collar bone down through the swell of her breast pressing into her softly. She watched my hands as I caressed her, and then wrapping my hands under her arms, held her there working her nipples with my thumbs.
I could feel them stiffen. She liked her nipples rubbed, and I felt her sink back into my hands letting me hold her up, closed her eyes. I watched her cheeks pinken.
“You’re making me nip out.”
“I want to do more than that.”
“You do do you.”
I let my hand drift down to her bare tummy and to the edge of her short little skirt, and reaching, reaching underneath lay my hand ever so lightly over her pussy mound; feeling the soft blonde hairs, so short, the small curls tickling me. I could feel her mound curve out into the palm of my hand, her little lips opening below, soft folding into her thighs. Just holding her there as she lay her hand on my arm.
She opened her eyes again, looked out the window at Rob and Sam, and then at me. Her lips were so red.
“You have to stop.”
But no movement, still clinging to me I continued to press between her legs palming her cunt with my open hand. She brought one leg out, putting her weight on one leg, her hip tipping up. She bent her knee out hooking it around my leg, I could feel her slit opening.
She was squeezing her cunt around my finger and rocking her hips ever so slightly against me. She closed her eyes again.
“They can see us.”
“They can’t see us.”
I began pressing my middle finger into her, wiggling it in I could feel her warm wetness open around my finger, her blonde hairs giving way to a liquid center.
I let my finger slide back between her legs drawing a line, opening her wet cunny, then drawing forward again touched her clit, drew my finger across it. I loved her clit, the most perfect round little erection hanging down right at the front of her pussy, buried inside a little pink hood.
“Jack!” She jumped, eyes wide.
I looked at her, "Your so wet."
She was trembling, backing away, “I’ve been in here too long.”
I let my hand drop away from her. She grabbed both bottles of wine, and taking a deep breath headed for the door using the bottles of wine to smooth her skirt back down around her legs.
I heard her as the screen door opened, “I’ll be back for the next course.”
*****************
After a few minutes of getting everything ready, organizing and setting each item in place, I went out to the gazebo myself. I could drink for about ten minutes and then, the next course. And I needed a drink.
I sat down across from Rob, C on my right and Sam on my left. I poured myself a red wine and took a large swallow. I felt flushed.
I could see C filling her second glass and take a large sip in time with mine. She had her hand across the top of the table holding Rob’s hand, they were playing with their fingers. How quaint.
Sam slid herself closer to me and lay her hand on my leg. We were this cute pair of couples out in the summer sunshine enjoying our wine and each others company. I tried to be present. I did. But my breath caught in my throat, my mind was swimming, it felt like all I could see were colors and shapes. Slowly, the wonderful wine working its magic, I began to calm down. I took Sam's hand, played with her fingers.
After about ten minutes of rambling conversation, I rose from my chair, “I’ll be right back, I need to check some things and get the bread and salad.”
As I walked from the gazebo I heard C, “I said I'd help,” and she reached the door at the same time as me.
When the door closed I turned and we literally fell into one another. I was holding her, in a moment we were kissing, clinging together.
I had my arms around her waist, tipping my hand under her top, pulling her in so close she was arching her back. I had her pressed against the wall, and lifting her up held her there with my hips. She was holding me around my neck, her hair hanging down around our faces as we held our mouths open, just touching our open mouths together, touching our tongues.
I leaned myself back from her, “You wanted to help me?”
She was brushing her hairs out of her mouth, “What do you want me to do?”
I was still holding her up looking into her almond eyes, leaning toward her as I said, “The bread and salad is over on the counter. Take them out to the....” leaning in as I spoke we were kissing again.
She giggled, whispering to me between our kisses, biting my lips as she said, “How do I get all the way over there, Jack? I’m not touching the floor..”
I let her down and followed her as we went into the kitchen. I stayed close, moving up behind her and wrapped my arms around her bare tummy placing both hands just below her navel and tipping my fingers beneath the line of her skirt. I began pulling her back to me, feeling her struggle forward, but then yielding, falling, caressing her back up against me. I wrapped my arms around her.
She giggled again, "You're being so bad."
We were spooning, and holding her to myself I began to grind my crotch into her skirt. She could feel the line of my cock along her ass.
"Jack!" She pushed back against me hard, as if to bounce me away while reaching up and steadying herself on the counter as I held her hips. I could feel her hips tipping back and up, then down again; rocking her bottom against me.
I bent over her, put my mouth at her neck, and held her to me biting into her, breathed, “Let me fuck you.”
She giggled curling her cheek to me, “Ahh, Jack, That tickles!" And then twisting, struggling in my arms, "Oh, jack. We can't. Not now.”
I was reaching lower as I said this, putting my hands between her legs, her skirt bunching around my hands, holding her up against my crotch, and pulling her cunt open with my fingers was softly pressing into her pink center.
Her body was on fire, the heat of her, the sound of her breathing the way she was moving, laying her pussy in my hand. I curled my fingers into her, reaching between her legs and touched her vagina, pressing in one finger then two. I could feel her squeezing her thighs. I began to work my fingers in a fucking motion inside her, held my hand there as she was squeezing her thighs.



“Just let me fuck you,” I said again. And with one hand I was opening my pants, holding her to me with the other.
“Uhhh, Jack. We don’t ...have...” She was looking back at what I was doing.
I took my cock out, my pants falling around my legs, I pressed my cockhead up between her legs. Her bare pussy hidden beneath that skirt, so wet, hot to the touch. My penis jumped at the touch of her.
She was rising up on tip toe opening her legs, the tip of my cock sliding along her cunny lips. I could feel my length slide between her legs, even her thighs were wet. I was watching her look down at her puss, lifting her skirt, she touched my cock with her finger as it peeked up between her legs, I let it slide back then forward again. I held her hips.
"I can see it!"
She was bending, holding her legs open over me, my cock poking straight out between her legs, brushing her clit, her little fingers pulling my cock up and rubbing herself there. Masturbating. Her puss was soaked, so wet, as I held to her.
Her whole body was trembling, holding one hand on the edge of the counter, bending, arching her back and playing with me, rubbing me against herself. I could feel her nails running along the length of my cock.
And then...
...she was stepping forward, straightening herself, letting me slip from between her legs, her skirt falling around her legs and turning herself around - toward me.
Shaking her head, "Next course. Where's the," she was eyeing my cock, touched it briefly with her fingers. "We HAVE to stop." She could barely speak, she was adjusting her hair, straightening it over her shoulders, glancing out the window, "I ...We have to get back out there. Where's the salad?”
I was following her, so hungry I didn't even know where she went.
She had taken the bread and the salad, one in each hand and was moving toward the door.
As I came up quickly behind her she looked back, startled at how close I was, holding the dishes in front of her squeezling, “Behave!” as I came up behind her.
I reached my hand again from behind, right under her dress, right between her legs, pressed in and touched her anus. She whimpered, pausing at the door and instinctively arched her back as I took my hand away, she lifting her ass to me. Awaiting the touch of my cock, one more time.
How obvious were we? Her cheeks were flushed, hair disheveled. It was a hot day, we were sweating, the kitchen was hot - but?
She paused in the pantry before turning to the door. Pausing, letting me close, letting me press up against her again. Just to feel my cock slide once more between her legs.
And for a moment she had me pressed back into the door frame undulating her hips, drawing circles around the head of my cock. This time I stood passive, letting her naked puss slide along the length of my cock. Long slow strokes! I could feel her vagina, she was settling her vagina right over the head of my cock, teasing me with her opening, her cunny hole. Like a small mouth on the tip of my cock.
I began to press...in, could feel it, to feel my tip enter her...
...And out the door she flew from me, my little bird, away! Letting the screen door slam.
I pulled my trousers up, closing them around my cock, untucking my shirt to cover the most painful erection I'd ever had.
*************
The salad and bread course was served, we each had another glass of wine, and another. I was so aroused, so hungry that I sat at the table and began to caress Sam’s leg to her delight.
She had on a loose skirt as well, and I was letting my hand drift up her thighs letting her skirt bunch up around my hand, teasing along the line of her panties with the tips of my fingers. Oh I could not contain the hunger inside. I could barely eat, picking at my salad and bread, my head swimming with wine. Sam could see my erection poking into my shirt.
She lay her hand and pressed me there, laying her palm over my crotch and I could see C noticing, flashing me a ‘see’ look on her face.
I continued to slide my hand along Sam's bare thigh tippling my fingers over her abdomen above her panty line, letting my hand rest between her legs, feeling her puss through the silky fabric. I could feel her heat.
I didn't care what C saw as she caught my eye. So she was jealous? She would see how it all feels.
I watched C's hand slip below the table, watched her squirm in her chair, saw the smile on Rob's face.
He knew.
I rubbed Sam over the silky fabric of her panties, pressed my hand between her legs. She opened her legs lightly and I began to slip just a finger into her bush. Everyone at the table was momentarily occupied. But as I began to insinuate my finger further, into her wetness...Sam swatted my hand away, eyeing me, her mischievious husband!
I took another sip of the wine. She had no idea how bad I could be.
I continued eating, C and I eyeing each other. C's hand raising to sip from her glass, then falling beneath the table.
I shifted slightly and let Sam's hand fall away from my lap as I rose from my chair, “Main course.”
C said nothing, just following me into the kitchen.
*******************
I went to the stove and took a roast from the oven. We stood near one another as I said, “It needs to sit awhile.”
C came up silent beside me, her hand holding my wrist drawing a line up my arm, pressing her shoulder against me, “Mmmm, k.”
I began to run my fingers through her hair. She leaned her head against me, then twirling herself around, was facing me, looking down pressed my cock with her hand.
“Still there," she said meeting my eye holding her mouth open.
I watched her hand at my crotch. I let her open my trousers, tugging them down my thighs. My penis stood straight up between us. She was looking at it, wrapping her hand around, touching it with her outstretched fingers, drawing circles at the tip, wet with cum.
"I could suck you off.”
“Mmmm, You could. Or..." in a moment I lifted her up on the counter and reaching under her skirt pulled her to me as she sat there. Her skirt tipped up to her waist as she brought her knees up opening her legs, I could see her pussy, opening pink, she leaning back holding herself up on her hands just watching my cock touch up between her legs, guiding me as I felt for her vagina its heat opening to me and I pushed! Oh god!! Fuck, I plunged into her, felt myself slip deep inside in a single thrust "...we could fuck."
The surprise caught her breath, I could hear her sucking in air, her head tipped back as I entered her, she yelped. Her blonde hair touching the counter, her knees wrapping around my waist, her feet hooking around my thighs, yielding completely letting me in, just holding herself there, lowering her cunt onto my cock.
I held myself deep inside, cradled her in my arms, held her to myself letting the feeling of being inside her flood my senses. I could feel her wetness on my balls. The movement of her body, the quivering of her vagina, that feeling of her sucking me in, its soft heat.
“Oh god. Jack!” Her mouth held open, as if taking me with her mouth and twisting her hips grinding herself down on me.
Teasing her I began to back away, brought my cock just to her opening again and looked into her eyes, and leaned to her as I spoke, "Want me to keep fucking you, want me inside you?"
As I held my cock at her opening, I could feel her trying to slide back onto me, move herself to me. I held her there. I let her just feel the touch of my cock, let it kiss at her vagina, our wet sexes lightly touching together like mouths. We both looking down watching the touch of our sexes, sliding around and touching just inside her vagina. I could feel her reaching for me as I held her there, her cunt like this little mouth sucking for my cock, opening closing.
"Want me to fuck you? Now?"
She tipped her head up from watching my cock, her blonde hair sticking to her lips when she looked up, nodding, "Oh god, Hmmm," hunger in her eyes. I plunged deep into her again, felt her breath rise out in a low moan.
I fucked into her hard, entering her over and over, sliding her against me. I was watching her bobbing up and down as I thrust into her. I was controlling her body, holding her, moving her onto my cock, fucking into her. “I’ve wanted to fuck you, for so long.”
“You’re fucking, fuck-ing me. Oh, oh I can’t believe ...oh my God, oh Jack.”
She was pressing herself away from the counter, lifting her ass and grinding upon my cock as hard as she could, pressing down and meeting each thrust. I could feel her stiff little clit slide along my shaft, we were sliding into one another, you could hear us slapping together.
She was panting, calling out, "Suck my tits. Oh, God Jack keep..."
And with one hand she pulled her halter up exposing herself, and I bent over her and suckled on her bare skin, began to suck and chew her breasts, settling my mouth over her pink nipples and sucked her hard, turning her little nips in my teeth. I knew how sensitive her tits were, how she loved that. She was grinding into me, circling her hips around my cock. I sucked her as she watched, holding herself against me as I supported her weight with my hands.
As we fucked, I could see Sam and Rob at the table, the silent greenery of the back yard.
"You like my pussy? We were just over there when you first saw it. Remember?" She mewed. "You were sitting right there." She pointed. "You wanted it then didn't you? What you wanted?"
She squeezed me around my waist pulling herself onto me. I drove into her remembering her standing in that pink baby doll nightie turning her ass to me that night in this very kitchen. Arching her head back, and pulling myself out my cockhead just touching her thrust in again, She felt how I entered her, breathed out, "Oh, yeah. You remember." Over and over and over.
She squeezed her thighs around me again, arching herself down onto me began sliding her clit, undulating along the lenth of me, lowering herself from the counter and reaching her arms out grabbed around my neck pulling herself to me, her lips at my ear. I lifted her off the counter, she was hanging off me now, her legs hooked around my waist.
She leaned in whispering her warm breath on me, "You like fucking your little sisters pussy?"
She breathed again, "Fuck me Jack. Mmm, I'm bending, over for you now. I've got NO panties," her breath at my ear, "I'd have let you fuck me that first night you saw me...fuck me."
And I could feel myself exploding in her as she said that, rising from deep inside. I came almost immediately, ribbons of cum spraying into her, holding her to me, pulsing into her, her warm breasts pressed to me, the feel of her mouth at my neck, her warm breath mouthing 'fuck' in my ear.
Her hair was a tangle around us. The smell of food, hair, pussy in the air. She was so hot, wrapped around my cock sucking me in. Feeling me pulsing into her, she said, "Mmmm, You cumming?"
I growled low, “I’m cumming, Oh, cumming,” and I bucked into her, she began to move herself against me trying to cum with me.
I stayed hard in her and holding her ass curled my fingers along the line of her ass, and pressed a finger into her anus, as far as I could. She pulled her head back looking at me with wide eyes.
"Bad boy!"
Her ass was so wet, I slid into her easily. I pressed a second finger in, pressing far as it would go. "I want to fuck you from every side."
"Mmmm, so bad!" She was lifting herself up, clinging to me. I was pressing into her with my fingers, could feel my cock squishing inside her, could feel her getting more and more excited. She began kissing me and we let our tongues roll together, opening our mouths. I could feel her bobbing up and down as I fucked her, as we held our mouths together.
She leaned back, holding my lip in her mouth, “Make me cum Jack!" I held her so her clit rubbed into me. "Oh god! Keep doing, oh my God keep...” I rocked her against me.
She was literally hanging off my cock and I continued to fuck into her, kissing, biting our lips together, sliding together ... wet, in a frenzy, when...from out the window, I saw Rob stand up from his chair.
Shit.
She fell back from me, holding me around the neck and looking down between our legs, growled, "Oh, my Jack. Mmmm, What are you doing...to me? Tell me."
"Fucking you."
"What?"
I breathed low, "Fucking your cunt."
I looked down her front, her tummy shining, we were so wet she was thrashing against me. Her top was pulled open, her breasts were hanging from the halter. Her lips wet this languid red streak, her white teeth.
!!
And then Rob set his glass down now, began walking away from the gazebo.
Shit.
I pulled her close, breathed in her ear, “I'd have fucked you right there, in front of your friends. Fucked you with everyone watching, you little slut! cum for me...Little fuck cunt." And I curled my fingers into her ass, pressed the flesh of her ass against my cock as I slid into her. She was sliding against me very quickly, quivering, touching herself to me, she was so close. I continued to watch out the window.
She was crying, "Say it, say again, wha..are you ...Oh, Oh my God. I'm, Oh Goo-od!! I’m cumming, Oh my God!” I simply held her to me as she exploded in my arms. "Ahh, Ahh." Could feel her vagina pulse around me, it was everything I could do to hold her as she cried out.
He was getting too close. Shit. shit, "Shit. Rob is coming,” I called out.
Her eyes were wide, she brought her head up looking back, still thrashing against me. "I'm cumming!"
"Put your top back on. Here. Here. Get up.”
I was trying to set her down. And while in the midst of an orgasm that shook her frame, she was desperately trying to get her breasts inside her halter.
I was lowering her onto the floor, my cock softening. I did not want to pull out of her, but as her feet touched the tiles I felt myself drop out, she squeezed me right out. Her dress flaring down around her legs again as she stood there. Rob was almost to the house now. My cock glistening.
We stood behind the island counter. Her breathing was ragged gasps, “I have never!” Her eyes were wild she was looking at me, starting to kiss me. "...So Insane." She was laughing now, "You're INSANE!"
And I was going, “No. No. Rob, he’s!”
The screen door swung open, slapped shut. I was still standing with my pants around my ankles hidden by the counter. C was randomly moving some spoons and plates around, pulling her hair behind her ears.
“Uh, where’s the bathroom?”
He was just standing there looking at us from across the room, his head hanging down between his shoulders. We stared at him from the other side of the kitchen. What could he possibly think?
“It’s through that door and up the stairs.”
My shirt hanging down past the counter top, I was naked from my waist down. C was smoothing herself out and eyeing me, laughing, her cheeks glowed. I loved the sparkle in her eye, the wicked grin. He left the room.
She eyed my red cock hanging limp between my legs and said in a relaxed freshly fucked voice, as she hefted the roast in front of her the sound of post-orgasm giddiness dripping from her lips, “I better get THIS meat out there.”
And never taking her eyes off my cock, “And you better put THAT meat away.”
I turned myself, pulling at my pants, could hear the screen door slam with her chirruping, "For Now!"
And I watched her.
Floating by out the window in the midst of my visions while standing at the sink.
Please e mail me and let me know what you think, or provide any ideas. What happens next?? Your responses and ideas are the reason I write these.
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"Brie?"
I wandered through the living room and into the kitchen.
"Brie!"
She wasn't home. I had specifically said 2:00. I won't have time.
But as I reached the steps to check upstairs, I could hear water running.
I pounded on the door, "Mom! Mom."
I pounded again, "I don't have a lot of time. I have to get to this interview." It was my first chance to work here since I arrived.
"I have one hour and I used twenty minutes to get here."
I heard the water stop, and as I turned to head back downstairs and wait, the door peaked open.
There was mom through a thin line of light at the door, soaking wet. Dripping, water on the floor. "Sorry boo. I forgot."
"Did you get the stuff. Is it in the car?" I asked.
I was peaking through the crack into the bathroom, could see her smiling face as she leaned toward me. But trying to see more, her bare legs, an elbow. Why was I doing that? The door shifted a little, wavering, her soft brown skin narrowing and widening, just blurs. She had a towel loose in her hand.
"Hmmm. But we BOTH need to move it. Be right down." And she turned away, I saw her ass perfectly for just a moment as the door pushed closed with her foot. And through the door she called, "Don't you try moving it yourself."
I turned, closed my eyes. Damn! She was fine.
I trotted down the stairs, and in a beat she was in the kitchen wearing just a little robe, it came down mid thigh. Red silk with a red sash.
"Sorry, I totally lost track of the time. I can help you now."
She had bought some lumber and they had packed it on the roof of our car. There were sheets of plywood and she needed the stuff off her car before she went to work. I agreed to come home and help. In fact I was home this summer to help with some construction projects at the house, as I was between jobs.
She headed for the door and I let my eyes, once again, drift down her back, the red silk falling down around her, tied lightly at her waist and following past the hem of her robe to her long legs.. Her dark black hair, still wet, set just over the collar. There were three words covering her ass.
I smiled as I read 'THIS END UP' in a curly script of white letters, and an arrow pointing down right between her legs ending at the hem.
She looked back at me, saw my eyes on her ass and smiled, "Oh, don't you pay no attention to that."
I blushed, and followed her out into the back yard still eyeing her.
She glanced at me, a smile on her face. "Better get used to it, cause I'm no prude."
Thinking to myself *This End Up* as I watched her pad out to the car.
*************
The agreement was that I could stay with Brie so long as I worked on the house, renovating rooms, fixing stuff, and in general doing whatever other projects she came up with while I was there. I hadn't been to her house in years and really knew no one in town anymore, but I looked a few people up and Brie mentioned that she would introduce me around, get me into the neighborhood.
I had a room right next to hers and settled in quickly. I had very few things with me, most of my stuff was in storage. I had a free summer. My work was construction, so the stuff she wanted me to do was easy in comparison. This would be a really great year.
I hadn't spent much time with my mom, and I can't honestly keep track of where I was through most of my childhood. My dad was Scandinavian with some Irish; and mom - Brie is what she insisted I call her - was African American. They had met in college, whirlwind romance and sometime when I was no more than two, I have no idea, they parted and I ended up staying with my dads parents for a number of years; later with my dad.
I do remember spending summers with Brie when I was six until about ten (the most fun summers of my life). And I kept in contact after that. She was FREE, she told me that herself. She was an author a poet a painter an activist and for her day job she closed mortgages at the local bank.
Her hair was long, straight, black falling down around her shoulders. I was watching her lift the plywood off the roof of the car and, turning herself, holding her one arm up causing the little robe she was wearing to ride up, and to my eye she was hot. How old was she? I had no idea. No idea how old she was when she had me. Dad was at least 45, what was she when they were together - 20? She didn't even look thirty.
The robe rode up and I could see the swell of her ass. She felt it too, and looking back at me called back "Don't you be looking at nothing."
"My eyes are closed Mom."
"Well don't close your eyes either! And its Brie."
That was her way.
By the time the lumber was hauled up into the house, we were both hot and sweaty. Her robe had pulled open at the top forming a deep V all the way down to the sash. If her breasts had been smaller they would have fallen out, but they held nice and tight in the fabric, the silk held taught. I needed to sit down, clear my head.
"Damn. That was work. I didn't think this through. I need another shower."
She fell into a seat before me, her robe was still open, she was wiping herself with her sleeve.
I reached into the fridge and took out a coke. "I got to get going."
"You go little Boo." She leaned in took my hand kissed me on the cheek. She always called me that and up the stairs she ran away from me.
I sat back down a moment sipping my coke.
*************
Brie was not how I remembered her. I didn't remember a woman who moved the way she did, the naturalness of her.
The smell however I absolutely did remember. It was amazing, mesmerizing, safe. I walked into the house, inhaled, closed my eyes and melted. I was home. When she stepped up to me and hugged me to her, held me there, I wanted to cry.
She was happy, I remembered that. She was smart and funny and quick, I did not remember all of that. She was beautiful. I remembered, but I could not stop looking at her. She moved like a butterfly, light and graceful. Her arms so smooth, chocolate brown, her hands so graceful. Her breasts heavy, but perfectly shaped, the way they moved with her, so natural.
Brie was no prude, and I remembered that. She wore so little clothing around the house, that it was hard for me. The reserve I had grown up with, and as the heat rose in this little town I was living in now. The heat was close they called it and I could not have imagined how the smells grew around me, how they filled my lungs as the heat grew closer.
At breakfast Brie came down in just her night shirt. What she slept in - I would imagine - padding through the kitchen, nothing underneath. I could tell, her body all in motion beneath the fabric, no lines, her body was this beautiful world of curves and flesh. I watched for the places where her body pressed to the fabric giving a hint to her bare outlines underneath. Her neck was long, muscular and when she turned her head with such a soft profile, head held high she looked like a goddess. I remembered sitting in this same kitchen ten years earlier. I always knew she was strong.
When she sipped her coffee she closed her eyes and breathed in, each morning. She settled into her chair across from me her wide eyes and smiling said, "What you going to do today Boo?"
At the time it was leveling the floor of the porch and I would explain how I was going to do it. She breathed, "Mmmm, you know an awful lot."
I smiled. She was proud. I felt so small in her presence.
--------
This morning though, I slept in and as I roused looked toward the foot of my bed...
There was mom.
"Brie? What ..."
She looked up, spoke in such a soft voice, "Good morning sleepy head," standing at my closet, the doors open.
"What are you...?"
She was wearing one of my shirts, buttoned down the front. White with a long tail so when you tuck it in it does not come back out. It was large on her, I noticed that, the cuffs hanging unbuttoned over her hands. Her nightshirt was laying on the floor. She had pulled it off and put on one of my shirts.
I realized she had to have been walking around in my room, if even for a moment, naked. She had changed in my room, into one of my shirts!
I woke a little more and also realized I was naked, laying under the lightest of sheets which crossed at my hips, my cock was stiff you could see the contour pressing up, forming this little tent and I rose pulling the sheet up over myself lifting it and holding it away.
"You have the SAME shirts that your father did, you know that? He wore this very thing."
"I think that one is..." I pointed at what she was wearing, "...Dads. He gave me a bunch a few years back."
"Hmmm." She stroked the fabric and put her chin down into her shoulder, "The smell, you know you smell like him too."
She came over and set on the bed, lay her hand on the sheet by my hip.
"He was one I never should have let go of. I didn't know it then."
I was brushing my hair out of my eyes.
"You got his eyes you know that. You've grown. Gotten so big. You know when you was born it was such a scandal! A white man with a black woman, but when you was born you were as white as you are now. Not blonde, not blue eyed. You got your black hair and your brown eyes from me, but that was all. I looked at you and asked, 'Is that mine?' I couldn't believe it. They told me the pigmentation would come in later. That's what they called it, pigmentation. But you know what, it never did."
I was watching her brushing the sheet with her hand, just reaching to the edge of my hip sliding her hands along the fabric there. Her shirt was up around her thighs as she set into the mattress, and I knew she was wearing only that shirt. I eyed her carefully. She kept her legs together, the fabric falling around her legs, and held myself upright wearing nothing, holding the sheet away from my crotch, as she touched my hip.
She kept talking, the words flowing from her and I relaxed, remembering her stories.
"This is like when I used to stay here, you would come in my room wake me up."
"That's right. You always were a late sleeper."
"It's not late."
"In my world it is." She looked at her watch, "I'm going to be late," and rising from the bed, "You made me late!"
"I was sleeping."
"I needed this," and she held up a brush in her hand. "And when I saw those shirts. I had to try it on."
She paused and looked into my eyes putting her head down, "You didn't see nothing did you?"
I shook my head. Closed my eyes, tried to imagine what I might have seen had I...
She bent low and took her nightshirt in her hand and walked out still wearing my shirt.
"Better change in my room. See you tonight."
******************
Every time I looked at mom after that I could see her with my shirt on, the curve of the hem rising at her thighs. The top three buttons undone, the cuffs hanging over her hands. Her fingertips laying on the white sheet next to me.
One day I handed her one of them. "Here, have it."
She took it in her hand squeezed the fabric.
"Wear it any time you want."
And I went back out onto the porch.
***********
We were laughing tonight, everything was so fine. The floor in the porch was done, tiled. I was ready to put in new windows and new doors throughout the house, get rid of the drafts. I came in exhausted and threw myself into a chair at the table Brie set up in the 'new' porch. Brie was sitting across from me.
She fixed a roast, beautiful roast and I was hungry. She set the table so nice, glass dishes and napkins.
"Clean up first."
"Yeah," I rose from the chair.
"Excuse me. Do I look like a yeah?"
"Yes, Ma'am," and I ran up the stairs.
When I came back down I saw she had even set out some wine glasses.
I sat down looked at her, she tilted a bottle of red wine at me. "We're celebrating tonight."
"I drink beer."
"This is a classy place tonight, you'll drink some wine with ME."
She put her chin out and filled my glass. It was nice, she was in charge. She was always in charge around here.
We talked about when I was seven and eight, and nine and ten, the summers at the house. The same one; we were the ones who had changed.
I said it seemed smaller now.
She said, you were the one who was smaller then.
She recounted how she stopped driving for ten whole years because she thought cars were trying to kill her. She didn't even like to be in a car. Felt safer in buses or walking.
The first incident happened while I was at school. Brie was sitting in the living room and remembered something she needed, and was just to the door to get it when WHAM! Explosion!! The whole side of the house fell in. A car had run over the curb and fell right into the front living room.
"If I hadn't got up I'd be dead."
I looked at the wall where the accident occurred.
"You'd never know. They did a good job fixing it."
I remembered coming home that day, the cop cars everywhere, the fire truck on the lawn. How I started crying. Running into her arms. It brought tears to my eyes even now, that feeling of loss, the fear of losing your parent at eight years old. The feeling of her arms around me saying, 'It's ok baby.'
I said, "I thought you were dead when I came home."
"I almost was dead. That close." She held her fingers apart a half inch.
The second incident happened just a few weeks later. She was shook up and taking taxis. She sat in the back seat and was leaning forward to yell at the driver who had just missed a turn when she realized his eyes was closed.
The car lurched out of control and jumped the curb, hit two vehicles and then rolled into the parking lot, and then crash right through the front window of a coffee shop with mom sitting in the back seat crying and yelling.
The taxi driver had a heart attack and lay dead in the front seat. Mom always said the car killed that man.
The third incident was when she sat along the lake, it was set down low, and there was a wall behind the coffee shop. She loved morning coffee, and she liked to sit and sip her coffee and look out at the water when a car flew not two feet over her head and landed and then rolled on the sand of the beach. Several people were running and yelling, the car was smoking, one of the tires was still spinning when a man covered in blood crawled out a broken window on the passenger side.
He was shouting and swearing and kicking up sand, started taking swings at the people coming to help.
"I can't believe it. I still can't believe it." My mom was laughing now wiping away tears.
"Can you imagine. You never lived till you look up and see a car flying over your head like it was a bird."
"I still don't believe it happened."
"I got the pictures. HE was trying to kill himself. What a dumb fuck. Couldn't have done a worse job. But those cars. Son, they were after me. I swear it!!"
"I wouldn't even cross a street for years if there was car coming."
"Cars don't think mom."
"The hell they don't. The hell they don't...People don't think neither. Ten years. I didn't drive and I STILL don't like it. They're all just waiting for me."
Her eyes got big. "Get Brie!! There she is!" And she jumped out of her chair.
I laughed and laughed.
"We had some good times you know that."
"You were such a good boy. My delicate child. You always wanted to crawl in bed with me. I never said no. But you always went back home didn't you. I thought about you all winter, I did."
"I missed you. We went to the zoo. I loved the zoo."
"You did. I remember that." She took a large sip of her wine, "Remember that monkey that swung out of its cage and ran up to you and stole your peanuts."
I looked away, out the window, tried to remember.
"You cried and cried."
I nodded, "Monkeys are what's after me. Remind me not to drive with monkeys."
"Well then you can't drive neither, that's all that's out there."
We laughed. She wiped away the tears, I watched the bead of sweat curl down her neck and stream down between her breasts.
I poured another glass.
And then another. We kept thinking up things that happened. Aunt Jean's cat that fell out the second floor window. I recounted, "It didn't jump, it fell. She was so mad said that I had pushed her out, and you made her go home."
"You was on the first floor. Can't push a cat out the second floor window from the first floor..."
I was laughing again, "We learned cats don't always land on their feet."
"...Now if you were up there. Then. Jean never trusted you after that. She brought that cat everywhere but never to our house. I didn't mind."
"You know what! What I really enjoyed." My mind was drifting now, and Brie's leaned toward me in her chair, all smiles. Wine glass in her hand.
"Remember how we would put the old Fleetwood Mac, uh, Eagles, uh and ....can't remember. All those albums on and dance in the living room."
Brie clapped her hands together, "We did love to dance."
"You were so wonderful!"
"You were terrible. Damn I sure did have a white boy. Is there anything you can do?"
"It was the most fun I'd had. I loved summers here."
We cleaned up and did various things the rest of the evening. I was laying on the sofa, it was dark and mom came down in her thin little nightshirt carrying a big box.
"What's that?"
"The albums. See what I got."
She pulled out several of them and put them on the stereo. "We're going to dance. Lets see if this thing works."
The music started and she began to sway to the music, swinging her arms and singing with the songs. I kept sitting there, watching.
"Come on." She handed me another glass of wine. "Come on," she was twirling around sipping her wine and set it on the stereo.
I got up, started to dance, a little stiff.
She laughed, "Your still terrible!"
I went to sit back down.
"Stop it, have some more. I'm sorry." She took my hands and pulled me to the middle of the room. "Tonight you are the best dancer in the whole world." She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed my cheek. She looked at me close, paused.
The warmth of her was a surprise. I paused, my arms held her around the low of her back, and then I stepped back and we danced!
I loosened up, kept drinking, she grabbed another bottle. The heat of the room had us both puffing and sweating. Mom was soaking that little nightshirt through with sweat and I could see the brown of her skin as the fabric went transparent, clung to her. I could see her tummy perfectly. I could see her navel as the fabric lifted away from her body there, and lower down the curve that was her pussy mound as she moved, could see the fabric darkening there. I could feel myself get an erection.
Her nipples were erect, stiff pointing out and I could see them perfectly as well. She had to have been able to see my erection. I was just wearing pajama bottoms.
And when she turned from me, the most perfect ass! Oh my god! I kept trying to dance behind her, she continued turning toward me. Still no idea what a vision she was. Her skin was wet. And her ass, the fabric clung to her body, and the line of her ass was perfectly visible. In the low light she looked naked wriggling and swaying to the music.
I was feeling so tipsy and free.
"Your dancing better," she was calling to me.
And I came up behind her and wrapped my arms around her lay my hands on her tummy, felt the wet fabric. We danced like this awhile. I was holding myself back away from her, keeping my cock which was now hard away from her, when she jumped back into my arms. I felt my whole length press into her from behind. She froze a moment and stepped forward again, looking back at me, a smirk on her face and then lifting her arms in the air closed her eyes and just swayed in front of me.
"Like what you see do you?"
I said nothing.
She was swaying, "It's alright."



That night, as we went up to our rooms, she toweling herself off, saying our goodnights. I thought to myself how different that felt from when I was eight years old.
We stood awkwardly at the top of the steps. I just said, "Great find mom."
She took my hand and we walked to her room. We had a moment of me standing at the door looking down at her, it was like a date, like I was taking her home. I looked into her eyes, leaned in kissed her cheek as she squeezed my hand, and went to my room.
*************
She loved having me.
We were getting so familiar and we got along so well. When she dressed up for work she was like a different person. So professional, and then off to work she would go while I struggled with the windows and the doors. I made tremendous progress.
One other thing she wanted was to wallpaper the living room. She said she had the paper for years but no one to hang it. It was her dream to have the living room decorated with wallpaper.
This weekend we were going to hang it.
I had everything laid out and when she came down the stairs to help, she had two glasses of wine, a pair of cut offs that were beyond short, and a half top T shirt that hugged to her body. Her soft curves were amazing. As she stood there I could see the line of her cut off jeans, buttoning up the front, her tummy pouching over the top a little bit, and a soft line of ribs opening on each side. Her breasts were perfect beneath the thin fabric, the bottom of her breasts touching right at the hem of the T.
I sat there taking in this woman standing before me with two glasses in one hand, beaming, her white teeth all smiles, her wide eyes sparkling.
"This has been a dream of mine so long." She walked over picked up a wine bottle, held it to me, "I work better with some wine."
She handed me a glass.
"We're wallpapering mom."
"It's Brie." And she poured my glass.
I set it on the table. She turned from me and bent down to pick up one of the paper rolls and I watched the cutoffs pull up between her legs. What was she doing to me?
And we measured, cut and pasted wallpaper. Finished two walls. The heat was more than ever and we had to rest often. Brie sipping on her wine, with me eventually following. As the wine flowed it was easier to have more.
I could just feel the effects of two glasses, and the heat had us both soaking wet again. The T is what I noticed first.
I could see her aureoles right through the fabric, and her nipples stretching right through. The thin ribbing of the T was opening and it was almost as if her naked breasts were visible. Her collar bones arching low at the front, and then this space between her breasts. When I stood above her I could see right down between her mounds as she bent over the table holding the paper as I painted on the paste.
We were about to do the part of wall that had no windows and required her to stand up on the ladder as I stood below to press the paper to the wall. She held with both hands leaning over the ladder and I realized that if I stood to the right, and looked up could see the bottom of her breasts, the fabric was clinging and curling around her so that her shining tummy rose beneath the fabric and her breasts lay folded over her rib cage. I could just see the swell of her. She had to know.
We lay our first line of paper and then another.
The cutoffs were also right at eye level, I was looking directly at her ass or her crotch for a good portion of the afternoon. They were so short that the pockets hung out, and it occurred to me that she probably had on no panties. I was holding her legs, just lightly touch her, as she held the paper and I pressed it to the wall, looking up watching her breasts the whole time, and getting so aroused it was amazing. I was in this languid heat, tipsy, I sipped even more wine and...
...then it happened.
It seemed like the right thing to do at the time.
We were halfway down the wall. She was leaning over a little farther than normal. There was a furnace return vent on the floor and the ladder had to be set further out.
I was standing below her as she was setting the paper, she couldn't seem to get it quite right, the angle was making it harder and it was taking awhile. I was looking up at her and the way she leaned I could see her whole breast, the top of the T just falling away from her. Her breast hanging perfect just above my eyes.
I could see the profile of her nipple, and.... I reached up and touched her tummy, just lay my palm on her so as to hold her steady, I held her there. Felt her warm wet skin. She did nothing just continued to adjust the paper. I could feel her breathing, she was leaning against me letting me hold her up.
I then just slid my hand up a little higher, feeling her soft skin, tippling my fingers into her. I was trembling and could feel my heart pounding behind my eyes, as I slid my hand up up up I began to caress just the edge of her breasts, watching her the whole time. She, all concentration, not moving. I reached higher still, not thinking, lay my hand upon her bare breast beneath the T.
I felt her softness yield in my hand. She was still standing there, not moving...But no longer adjusting the paper. Not saying anything. I continued to squeeze and press my fingers into her as I looked up at her, touching her nipples, letting my fingers slide over the tight contracting flesh, my hand slipping lightly over her wet skin. Then the other breast. She was letting me. And I held her breast, stroking her, touching her freely as she stood up on that ladder.
When in another beat I heard, "Boo! GET your hands out of my shit."
I pulled my hand away and she was staring at me wide eyed.
"Now press this paper to the wall!"
I stepped back over to the paper hanging there and without looking pressed it to the wall. As it clung there, she stepped down off the ladder and wiping her hands on a towel went up the stairs.
The house was silent.
We didn't finish it that day.
********
"We need to talk about what you did."
We were sitting in the back yard, it was a hot day and there was a nice breeze. She was in a loose white dress. I loved the way her skin stood out.
My heart was pounding. I knew. "I'm sorry. It was stupid. It won't happen again.."
She looked at me serious, her brown eyes burrowing into me.
"You're crazy, you know that."
"It was stupid," I repeated.
"I'm living in my house. I live the way I live. I let you stay with me on the condition you would help me. And you have, you've been a tremendous help. But ..."
I looked down, sheepish.
"And Quit doing that!"
She leaned in took my hand, her top fell forward slightly, my eyes widening. I could see down between her breasts, just about down to her tummy. Fuck! No bra. I felt my pulse quicken.
Dammit! What was happening? What was she doing to me? I leaned back closed my eyes. This is not happening.
"Quit playing that poor little white boy thing you do. I'm sick of that too."
I looked back up, and she stared into my eyes. "Now what were you thinking?"
I had no thoughts, it was all a jumble, "It was..The wine. You were in those...shorts. The T shirt, it was hot. I..."
"That is how I dress. I can't change my whole life, for you. Is that what I need to do? I trust you. Do I need to be more careful around you? I should be able to wear and outfit and count on you to control yourself!"
Silence.
She kept staring at me, as if trying to figure me out. "When you been with a girl?"
I could not believe this question, "Uh." It caught me by surprise. I didn't know anybody here that well, hadn't met anyone, was working around the house all the time. It was hot. Didn't have time.
"Uh, Not since I moved from, Chicago. Six months. Nine months."
"Hmm. Six...So when I help you, can you keep the focus on pasting. Or, do I need to wear an overcoat around you now."
"No. It was just...you were..there. And your T shirt was..."
"Hmm. Hmm. I was there so you could. I was holding the paper up - for you - and so you could grab a feel from me. Like that, Put your hand into my shit. Is that how it is?"
I looked up at her, "You let me."
"I let you!" And she rose from her chair paced away, turned back again and sat down.
I clarified, "It seemed ..." I did not know what to say. Nothing made sense. There was no explanation. She gave me the wine. She came down in those shorts. She wore that top. She stood on the ladder, leaning over me, against me.
"I'm just saying. I don't...It wasn't all my fault. Ok."
She looked to the side, paused a beat. "I was just holding paper. It would have ruined the roll to let go. It was on the wall, it couldn't fall. Hear me. I didn't LET you do anything."
"I'm sorry." I looked down again.
"We have a problem."
I kept looking down as I said to no one, "You didn't move, at all. I'm sorry for what I did Brie. But mom, you come out in that half top, that outfit, those little shorts; all that wine... We was laughing. You was touching me. You were..."
"Am I your girlfriend?"
"I'm used to more restraint."
"So am I!"
"I mean in dress, how people behave."
"You listen, and you listen good. This is my house. I...dress how I dress young man. You need to respect that."
"In how you come downstairs in the morning, wrapped in just a towel."
"I was in a hurry. My clothes were in the dryer."
"When we were dancing, in that night shirt."
"We did that when you stayed with me summers, when you were eight. I wanted to relive old times. It was fun!"
"Brie, you had nothing on underneath."
She was pouting.
"You came into my room, MY room, and put on one of my shirts. Were you naked in my room? How long did you stand there while I was sleeping?"
She was silent.
"I'm a guy. And...It's been a long time for me. Too long. Six Nine months. And. You're...beautiful, a beautiful woman. You're presence, when you wear what you wear, when I see you without clothes.
I looked at her, "I can't help it." I stressed each word.
"Your body is arousing, to any man. Not to my brain, I know your my mom. But...I can't control how my body... I can think other thoughts, you know. But then...you have a beautiful body and..."
A smile burst out from her like a little girls just then, and then passed.
"Well, it's my house."
"It feels like a tease. You're teasing me."
Her mouth opened.
I interrupted, "Not that it is. I don't think you mean to at all. But to me, it feels like that - to me. And I had all that wine, it was stupid, I couldn't help it. I was ..."
"What if I did that? What if I start grabbing at you? I'm not going to grab you. Or go down on you."
"I just touched you a little."
"A LITTLE!"
I got up and turned from her, " I'll pack. I'm out of here." I was resigned to where this was going.
She lifted her head, surprise in her eyes. She took my hand and tugged me back. Definitely what she did not want to hear. I sat back down.
"Now don't you go play THAT game." And she continued, "A LITTLE, you ..." she paused.
"You were working these pretty good," She said as she pressed her breasts together, looking down at herself. Squeezing herself in front of me, and pressing them up causing them to swell up out of her dress.
"Mom! Look what you just did."
She looked up, "Hmmm?"
"Holding your breasts like that, pushing them up. You...look at me. Look!"
And I pulled my chair from the table. I had a solid erection and I simply slid back and let her look at it.
"So you did that, and I get this. Now is THAT my fault?"
"Mom, you can do whatever you want to do. It's your house. I respect that. But then I don't have to pretend that when you do what you do in your house, it doesn't turn me on. And believe me, when it happens. You walk in a room with nothing on, and I can not help it."
I sat there my cock this long line in my pants, "See. Ok?"
She was silent, leaning back in her chair. "I'll be more careful."
She looked at my cock. Then turned her head, looked out the window, held her hand on her head, twirling her hair.
"We can get through this baby. But no grabbin. Hear."
************
That was the most bizarre conversation I had ever had my whole life, and I don't think it helped a bit.
Nor did it help that the weather kept getting hotter, as hot and humid as I ever had remembered it.
Mom had no air conditioning, we could not afford it anyway, and we lay around the house, not moving sipping water, wiping ourselves with cold rags. You could not wear much of anything. I was down to a pair of swim trunks, and Brie decided to do the same.
All she had was this old two piece bathing suit. It was comical. Something out of the 70's, an old style that came high on her hips and wrapped around her thighs, and it was orange. The top had these wide straps. It looked a little small.
She walked into the room, and my eyes fell on her. She held her hands to herself and said defensively, "This is how I need to be now when it gets like this." Anticipating my reaction.
She paused and stood there, but I just shrugged, smiling. "Ok. It's fine. Like I said." She did look rediculous.
She was moving stuff around, grumbling along as she did, "I Can't have nothing on my skin. I could see her sweating. "Normally I wouldn't wear nothin, this is the only thing I had. Pointing at her bottoms. But this is because of YOU."
I ignored her.
"In deference to you being in this house..."
I didn't look at her, "Don't change anything on my account. It's your house."
The house was silent. And I settled back in to watch TV, when next she passed me she was completely naked. Just her chocolate skin passing me, the curve of her ass, her bare back, narrow waist moving things around. 'Cleaning house.'
I pretended to be just normal, my cock growing in my trunks, which I did not hide either.
As I lay there, she moving about the room, I took it up a notch; began to rub myself as I lay there on the couch. She was looking at me now, eyeing me *what I was doing* and stepped out into the kitchen.
Then she was back in the room. "Don't you be doing that."
"What?"
"You know what."
"Can't help it. I told you, be how you are. I don't care. This is your house, and this is my body. My body does what it does. Can't change that. I can't lay here with a woody Brie."
"Well, go to your room."
"Don't see why I need to, not with you like that, out here."
"You ..." and she went back into the kitchen and called out, "You stop that now!"
I called out, "You put your clothes on."
We were at a standoff.
"Fair enough," she called out.
But through the corner of my eye as I made long slow stokes over my trunks along the bulge of my cock, I could see her stand in the doorway, watching.
My chest was rising and falling, I was sliding my hand along my swim trunks, and then pressing my hand against my abdomen slid under into my shorts, stroking my cock, my hips rising and falling on the couch. Holding my mouth open.
I could feel myself get more aroused, and I pulled my shorts down a little, give her a bit of a show, hooking the front beneath my balls so my bare penis hung out long and hard.
I stroked along the length of my cock, sliding the pre-cum along its length picturing my mom, her dark little puss, picturing her there in the kitchen watching me, her thick hair, her breasts hanging down, her wide hips and long legs.
I could smell her in the house, imagining her opening her legs for me, the pinkness opening inside the brown labia, her ass a pucker of pink. I could see her perfectly, she was naked in the next room, and feeling the cum rise it hit my chest in spurts. I let my body relax into the cushions, when a towel was thrown at me.
"Clean yourself, don't get anything on the furniture."
So this is how it was going to be. Our barriers were continually melting. The edges falling away. Her flesh was always before me. I was reacting in kind. The heat all around us. If she was going to let me see her, if she was going to 'express' herself how she wanted, then I was going to let my body express itself how it wanted.
It made for a very strange and relaxed world for some reason. The very act of wearing clothes, the very act of hiding affects you. Somewhere along the way, a shame rises in us and we have to hide. Almost all the time. But when the hiding ends...
When you take away all inhibition, have nowhere to go, no sense of time or of the day of the week, then your body starts to completely take over. The act of hiding your body puts the brain in charge, I could feel it. Naked; You sleep when your tired, eat when your hungry. There is no place for thoughts to impose themselves. Take away any inhibitions of the body; naked, moving how you want, relieving yourself when you want. It felt so different than anything I had ever felt before.
It seemed that no one in the world lived as I did. And it felt just then as if the whole world should.
Mom was different. She was FREE, that's what she said, but she had a job. She came and went. It was so different for her, because the days she had to work she got up to leave, dressed for her mortgage closings, all nice and cleaned up, hair combed, dress and blouse, nylons and shoes. And I would still be laying in my shorts, or still sleeping in my room naked with no sheet when she came in and told me she would be out and not to sleep all day.
But when she got home again, in this heat. The layers would peel off, gradual and our little world would close around us, became completely normal to us.
Her body was making me so aroused now, and as I let myself fantasize, masturbating to her, she watching, a hunger was rising. There are five senses, and I was only using three of them with her.
And there was an emerging tension that could not go away.
******************
The music started playing, loud.
I jumped.
She walked up to me, began to dance turning herself to me as I rested on the couch.
She roused me with, "Lets dance."
I rose up and walked over to her. She was wearing her red silk robe with the red sash. I eyed her, the deep V down her front. She had on nothing underneath. I knew that. The sash was tied tight.
"Lets Dance."
I lay my hand on the small of her back, she said nothing, and then I began to draw soft circles on the silk, feeling it slide against her skin.
She lowered her head and put her arms up around her head, began to dance real slow. Circling her hips, standing with her legs open, reaching down she began to untie the red sash and let it drop down onto the floor like a snake, her robe opening.
I looked at her, she had that pout.
"Mmm, I want to dance."
I lay my hands on her hips, felt the silk of the robe she wore hanging loose, open, letting my hands slide along the silk. Looking through the narrow opening of the red robe, a line of her chocolate skin looking all dark in the room.
Her breasts were full and round, I loved the way her nipples spread out on her, her nipples were tight and hard standing straight out. She was swinging her arms to the music. This steady rhythm, thrumming, drumming over and over and over. I had no idea what it was. Each sway had her fabric opening, fluttering, closing around her swaying to the music. This little butterfly, this moth in the room.
Circling about me.
She turned a circle, and swaying before me, I was dancing now. My motions mirroring her body, and I reached inside the robe lay my hands on her bare hips this time just to feel her move. I didn't dance as well as she but swayed with her there, moved with her, her arms held back behind her, then rising up over her head, drawing her hips in these lazy circles. I just felt her bare soft skin, sliding my thumb along her hip bone.




I tipped my hands around onto her tummy and she looked at me. I was like, 'what would she let me do?' just then
She kept moving, dancing, swaying didn't even back away, just closing her eyes, standing close. I lifted my hands, tippling her skin, her skin was wet, slippery and warm, and lifting my hands up her sides caressing her up under her arms, felt the hair growing there as she raised her hands into the air again curling them around her hair.
I loved the way her body felt, the robe opening and closing around my hands. And I slipped my hands forward, closing them around her breasts, held them up from beneath squeezed them in my hands, the same as that day weeks ago. That day for which I endured no end of grief, today she just continued to dance before me with her arms up over her head. Her head tipped low, watching me touch her.
I stroked her nipples, and she sucked her lower lip in. *She liked that* I closed my finger and thumb around her nipples, pressed, felt her aureoles tighten. She took in a deep breath began to turn herself around and reaching back, took each of my hands in hers and pulled me around her, laying my hand again onto her soft belly and then arching her back, pushing her ass back into my cock which was as long and hard as it had ever been.
It felt so incredible.
She cooed out, "Your momma's feeling a little bit."
I let my cock rest along the crack of her ass and held myself to her, my hands lay just below her belly button, the soft flesh that had birthed three babies, pressing into her softness, and I let my hand drift lower.
She paused, held herself there and sucked her belly in, and tipping her ass toward my hand this time, just letting my hands reach lower lower. She was yielding now. This woman in heat, dancing, moving against my body, the warmth of her, the smell of our sweat. The room was 90 degrees. Had to be.
We had warm water on our skin, in us, lubricating our bodies, she was sliding back against me, my bare chest was touching along the red silk, my belly feeling the sway of her skin and the soft fabric as she drew circles back and forth and up and down my cock. I reached lower and felt the hairs of her puss begin, reached lower to the course hairs of her pussy. This perfect triangle of short hairs, and drawing my fingers over her she arched her back, as she was feeling my fingers insinuate themselves between her legs.
I put my chin in the crook of her neck.
She breathed, "You puttin your hands in my shit again." But this time no movement.
She was opening her legs, and I pressed my fingers in, opened her puss, the wetness mixing with the sweat between her legs running down her tummy, down her thighs. Her pussy was soaking wet, and I felt her erect clit poking from her, this long little finger and I touched it, could feel her breath in, she stiffened in front of me.
"Fffffffffffff."
I breathed back, "All the way in your shit."
"You like my shit." A sing song voice I never heard before. She looked down between her legs and back at me, batting her eyes. She said, "Say hi to her," as she looked down between her legs.
I looked over her shoulder and down at my hand, "Mmmmm, Hi."
"She's Feeling a little bit, tonight," as she stepped away from me. "Lets dance Boo."
And she began to move around the room, moving faster, with me following her, holding onto her body, sliding across her belly, cupping her breasts, rubbing her back along her arms as she moved about the room. Her silk robe fluttering and flowing around the room, I tugged it down her arms, she didn't stop me as it fell around her legs. I was wearing only my trunks and I pulled them off, stepping out naked as well.
She was watching my cock as it stood between us, "We're just dancing now. Hear me."
I looked at her, nodding lay my hands on her hips and just turned her around letting my cock touch her as she was moving, turning swaying away from me. Sometimes letting it poke it between her thighs, but it never stayed there long.
She looked back at me, held her fingers out from herself and wrapped them delicately around my cock.
Looking at me with a sideways glance, "We're being bad boo."
I looked at her.
She turned away saying, "Real bad."
I came up to her again and held her, "We're just dancing."
And she lifted her arms up again began turning, and turning, spinning. I watched her then. My little bird, the music playing around us.
"That's right, we be...we're dancing. You and I."
At that moment the record stopped. You could hear the mechanism click off.
She looked back at me, I sensed a timidness just then as she moved over to her robe that lay on the floor and pulled it back up over herself, and then she took the red sash and tied it back around, and then moving to the couch she set herself down.
I said, "I'll put on another." I didn't want it to end.
"Come over here."
I walked up to her, my cock pointing straight out.
She patted the couch. "Lay yourself down here. Lets check you over. Take care of something, I think you got a problem."
And I did as she said.
She rubbed her hands flat over my chest, curving them down over my tummy, down my thighs and back up to my shoulders again. Lay her whole hand over my throat. Looking at me.
"Your so white. You come from me?"
She looked at herself touched her belly.
I nodded.
"Ain't it peculiar. When I first saw you I said, 'Is it Mine?'"
And she lay her hand over my cock, and rubbed her flat hand over me, and then just her fingers teased along my length, scratched me once with her nails and I jumped at that.
She laughed. "Like that?"
"Sensitive," I said.
"Mmmm. Here, How's...this!"
And she lowered her mouth onto the length of my cock. Her lips wrapping around me and took in my whole length, I was thick in her small mouth..
She lifted herself back up and said to me smiling, "I shouldn't have done that."
And then she looked down at my still hard cock. "Or this either," and she lowered herself down again and rose and fell along the length of me, not sliding off this time.
I began lifting my hips to meet her as she pressed herself on me. I could feel the head of my cock touch the back of her throat. Fuck, she could deep throat, and I pumped into her as she clutched my balls, sucking on me and touching me between my legs. I could see my cockhead press into her cheeks.
The most perfect blow job of my life. We fit perfectly and she was turning and stroking my balls as she sucked me in, her lips stretched tight, she would look up at me and sort of wink.
I could feel the steady motion of her rising up my spine as she slid on me faster and faster, her tongue was licking and tippling along the length of my cock, playing with me. She would bite her teeth down occasionally scrapping lightly along my skin. I felt the cum rising from deep inside.
I panted out, "I'm cumming."
"Oh God I'm cumming!" She just kept moving on me. Lay a hand on my tummy and held me down on the sofa, still keeping a steady rhythm up and down my cock, and I was spraying, I could see her cheeks puff out and she drank me in, kept sucking hard on my cock swallowing every drop of cum.
When she lifted her head again as I fell into the cushions, a stream of cum fell from her cheek to her chin. She wiped it with the back of her hand. Her lips shining red, her white teeth smiling.
"Mmmm, boo...What you wanted?"
I just looked at her, disbelieving.
And she tapped my chest, "You bad boy."
She held her hand there and then rose from the sofa and trailed off up the stairs leaving me laying there.
"Night baby."
***************
I went to her room that night before bed, tapped at her door.
"Brie?"
"Mmmm."
"Can I come in."
"Sure." She had an uncertain way of saying sure.
She was still wearing that red silk robe, the red sash tied tight around her. I could see her breasts perfectly as the top billowed out when she leaned over her bed smoothing the sheet, she wasn't being at all careful about exposing herself to me.
I sat on the bed after she had pulled her covers back, as she continued getting ready for bed.
My cock was hard again and she could see it, but she turned herself from me; following her routine. Walking into the bathroom, she faced me lifted her robe and set down on the toilet, started to pee. I could see a flash of dark flesh as she lifted her robe, as she sat there.
"Can I stay in here tonight?"
"Tonight? In here. With little ole me?" Her voice was different, softer. Girlish.
I nodded.
She paused, "I don't think so."
"Why not."
She got up from the toilet letting her robe close around her legs began walking toward me, "Cause today Boo, I don't think we would be sleeping. Too much has happened tonight. I'm feeling way to good right now, and you would..." She looked at my cock standing straight beneath my boxers and then at herself, "...You would." She set down next to me on the mattress. "Well we might not think it was such a good idea tomorrow."
I looked away from her, but reaching across lay my hand on her breast, gave it a little squeeze. She lay her hand over mine and held me to herself.
"What am I going to do with you? You all hard again."
And she touched it. And for a little while the room was silence, my hand caressing her breasts, her fingers wrapped around my cock over my boxers stroking its length. Our heads were inclined together.
"We can't you know. We can't."
"I know. I just wanted to hold you some more."
"Hold me. You do huh? You want to put your hands in me again."
I took my hand away from her as she rose and walked over to her nightstand, began brushing her hair.
"Maybe."
She laughed.
"In this?" and she lifted one edge of her robe, exposing herself beneath the sash. "This little trouble of mine." The blackness shown from beneath the red, and I could see dark hairs curling between her legs. She dropped the edge again and it waved closed, covering her again.
She turned to me, stood before so my nose was right at her crotch. "Say hi to her. I don't think you been properly introduced. She's been such a bad little bitch lately." And she touched her mound briefly to my nose. Briefly I caught the scent of her, as she backed away again.
I stared openly at her, "I want to taste it."
She paused, I could see her begin to breath harder. She leaned her weight on the bed stared out at nothing.
I continued, "Make you cum...What you did to me today."
She was pulling at her robe, holding both ends of her sash "We were just dancin."
"We were more than dancing." I lay my hand on her arm, stroked down to her hands and took her open palm in mine. She twisted her fingers into me, stroked the palm of my hand, tangled our fingers together, leaned against me.
I said real quiet, "Let me taste you." And we sat there just like that for the longest time, touching our fingers together.
She finally looked at me, stern but with a small smile, and she slid herself back onto the bed, brought her back up to the headboard and without speaking lifted her knees up, opened her legs to me and tugged the sash loose letting her robe fall open at her sides.
I didn't move as I watched her. I could see the line of her puss curling into the white mattress.
"Hmmm. I'd like that Boo. You can't stay with me tonight, but..." and she made two clicking sounds and shook her knees as they were held open to me, "I think my offer here's pretty good."
I leaned onto the bed toward her, she closed her eyes. "Make me cum. God I want a mouth on me." She opened her eyes, "But then . . . you gotta go."
I lay my hands on her waist and settled them lower down onto her hips, felt the curve of her flesh, and then the softness of her belly, began to massage her tummy, and pushing at her thighs let my fingers slide up the wet flesh, brushing and palming the hairs of her pussy.
Her whole body arched as I did that, the sound she made filled the room, "Mmmmm, Ssssssss" stiffening, lifting herself to me and sliding lower on the bed, she cupped her hands over her breasts and squeezed them, tipping her head to the side, eyes closed. She looked as if she were asleep.
I heard her once say, "Crazy."
I was lowering myself between her legs as I touched her, amazed at the moment.
As she lay there I realized something for the first time in my life. How small she was.
I looked up the length of her body, her elbows laying at her sides, her hands holding her breasts lightly squeezing, the turn of her head, the dark tangle of hair, her dark soft skin. The softness of her tummy and long narrow legs opening around each side of me.
She was no more than 130 pounds, small, this little...woman. I had always felt small around her, but seeing her body, flesh and bone. I knew I was tall, muscular, but to me she was always this giant of a woman. But only in my minds eye. Here, laying here in flesh before me she was so small. She was just this little girl. And she was at this moment yielding, so vulnerable. Her little frame so open to me.
I continued to stroke her thighs, rubbing down between her legs along her cunny lips, pressing the sides of them, massaging, drawing circles so they pulled open and closed; her puss opening and closing this deep pink line peeking out from the dark hair and brown flesh. Moving closer I could feel the heat of her, the smell of her body, the smell of her pussy rising warm. My cock grew long and so hard, I was aching with lust. I adjusted myself as I moved lower, and then touched her so light between her legs with my lips, kissing her sex softly over and over.
I lay my whole palm over her mound, pressed and listened to her moan. I loved the way her body responded to me, her flesh. I drew a line through her as ever so gently pressed her open, watching my fingers slide into her, her dark hairs and soft brown inner lips swelling loosely into view, with my fingers starting at the top of her mound and then lower turning my hand, slipping back through her pressing my finger into her vagina, bubbling wet. The smell of sex rising around me, listening to her whimpering, her hips just beginning to undulate against my hand.
I lay flat on the bed between her legs and pressed my face to her, the sweat of her thighs at my cheeks, nuzzling in up into her puss, and touched her with my tongue, began lapping softly at her open cunt, tasting her, drinking her. I could hear her steady breathing in the silent room.
"You like my smell?" she purred to me.
"I love your smell. I always have."
"Mmmmm." She reached her hands down and lay them on my head. I felt small hands this time playing with my hair, pushing me into her as I licked along her slit, her cunt. She tasted so sweet. It was amazing.
"You taste so sweet." I whispered.
"I've heard that."
I Licked harder, curling my tongue into her and rising up through her center found the hood of her clit, could feel it rising, this wonderful finger. It was becoming hard, shining round, soft firm and put my lips around and sucked.
"Oh my!!" She stiffened, squeezing her thighs around my head, "You found it."
I teased her there and then kept rising brushing into her tangle of cunny hair. I wanted this to last, wanted to stay here. And I began to lightly lick the hairs of her puss again to outline the line of her tummy, licking the salt off her hips, kissing her abdomen and looking at her, leaving a trail of cum up the front of her.
She didn't move, but her hips were undulating beneath me, rocking up and down, she was hungry, and as I kissed her I let my finger press up into her vagina, her legs spread open, she looked satisfied.
I set my chin on her belly as I worked my fingers into her wetness and looked up at her, relaxed, sleeping, rocking her hips, my hand held between her legs, the way she was reaching her puss up toward me, the outline of her black cunny, the brown line of her labia, the wet shine of her body, the way her breasts fell to her sides. I felt her breathing, kissed her tummy licked her there and began working my way down again, licking small circles digging my tongue into her, feeling the hairs of her puss and licking the hood of her clit, squeezing her, opening her with my fingers and pressing my fingers inside, letting my fingers fuck her.
I would look up at her, cum on my chin and her eyes would open, dreamy smiling. She said, "You look like you're enjoying me."
And I rose up just then, moving toward her rising up along her body, kissing my way to her mouth, nibbling, chewing, pausing at her breasts and suckled at her.
When I slid up beside her she just breathed to me, "My Boo."
She cradled her arms around me, held me soft and warm. We could lay like this forever. I looked at her close. Her face, her mouth, her wide nose, those dark wide eyes. She stared back impassive, no smile, just looked into my eyes. I touched my lip to hers and she did not move. I kissed her lower lip, her round rough lips with my narrow soft lips, licked at her with my tongue.
I leaned back, she was holding her arms around me.
I looked at her and said, "Kiss me."
She whimpered back, "Oh Boo I don't know."
And I leaned again touching my lips to hers, over and over, and she softly so softly began to kiss me. I held to her. Felt her softly touch me, move her mouth against me and I pressed my tongue into the line of her lips, she held her mouth closed.
As I kissed her I said, "Kiss me."
I felt the line of her mouth open lightly, a wet warm ridge opening and pressing my tongue inside touched her tongue with mine, my chest leaning against her breasts, my hand lay between her legs; we were both moist, our skin soft and sensitive, touching into the other. I reached my hand back and tugged my boxers lower, lower down my thighs. She, taking her hands off me began to help, helping me to slide them down along my legs, and off.
I let my cock out, let it lay on her leg, still kissing her softly, my tongue just touching the tip of hers, and running it along the line of her teeth.
She felt my cock on her thigh, and I felt her kiss me harder then, pull me closer. And we turned into one another pressed our mouths together as my cock trickled cum down her thigh and slid against her creating this lubricated puddle where it bobbed up and down.. I touched her body, pressed my hands into her breasts and up under her arms. I was huge against her, I felt like I had grown, like I had doubled in size. Her body so small, I could lift her to me, hold her there. I wrapped my hands around the small of her back pulled her to me, and her eyes started wide. She felt my strength.
I held her to me and she began to move away.
"Are you done? Cause if you are, then I think we better. . ."
And as she said that I slid my hand from behind her back, wet with sweat and slid along to her front and between her legs, curling my fingers up into her soaking wet puss, pressed my fingers deep into her vagina and then up through her pink center found her clit. Drawing circles there pressed and rubbed, circling and circling, up into her over and over, pulling the hood of her clit back and rubbing her hard. Her mouth fell open, she tipped her head back in my arms. Her voice caught in her throat, and she pressed her pussy hard into my hand, grinding herself against me.
"I said I was going to make you cum."
"You did...didn't, you," and she looked at me, so hungry just then. She could barely speak. I knew she wanted to cum.
She was rocking against me, her little body moving beneath me, she had slid down all the way now and was laying flat on the bed, I towered over her, my legs on each side of her turned to one side as I stroked between her legs. I held one leg over her. She was moving against me faster and faster, guiding me showing me where she wanted to be stroked.



I kissed her again and held my mouth to her, chewing her lower lip I spoke, "You like the way you taste."
She opened her eyes, "Mmmmm. Sweet." I laughed, and our tongues danced.
Her mouth opening around mine, we touched our open mouths together. I could feel her teeth lightly chewing me as she kissed me, smiling as she took my lips in hers and sucked me in. Kissing as I held her to me, our wet bodies sliding together and my hand inside her, sliding up between her legs.
I could feel her lose control as she lay there, pressing herself hard against me. We kissed as I stroked her clit, mashing herself into my hand. She liked it rough I could tell and I pinned her to the bed, held her firmly she had nowhere now to move. This little girl, she was MY little girl tonight.
She began panting, her mouth open, and moving away from my mouth turning her head one way and another, she was whimpering. "Keep doing that, oh God Boo. Keep..."
And then I paused. Took my hand away. She looked up at me with surprise. I let my hands rise back up to her hips and began to turn her around, roll her face down on the bed.
"What are you??"
"Turn yourself around."
"Oh, Boo no. Make me cum!" She was lifting her puss toward my hand.
"I will. Turn around." And I physically took her hips and rolled her over, wrapping my hands around her ass, she turned onto her stomach. I looked at her laying there and crawled over the top of her, let my cock fall along the crack of her ass and I pressed my chest to her back, leaned down held my lips to her ear and whispered, "I'm going to fuck you now."
She began to push herself up and I held her to the bed, she was trying to turn herself back around. My hands pressed her hips down, and I lay down on her ass, backing lower along her body let my cock fall between her legs and began touching up into her. I was so hungry it didn't matter any more.
"Oh Boo. We have to stop."
She began crawling away, pulling herself up toward the headboard, and I wrapped my hands around her small waist and just pulled her back toward me, feeling her light little frame sliding along the mattress and held her there. I looked down at her ass, covered lightly still with red silk, those three words in curly white letters and laughed.
I leaned back over to her and whispered, "Ahh, Brie that's not what it says," and I spanked the silk that covered her ass, "This end up."
And in that moment she stopped, laying still I felt her lift her ass to me as I breathed into her ear. I could feel her ass rising and I leaned myself back up. Her ass lifting, holding her cunt in the air, her legs open straight on each side of me.
"Mmmm, better. What have we got here?"
I lifted the hem of her robe, slid it up around her waist exposing her fine ass, her pussy swelling out between her legs, and I cupped her puss in my hand, so swollen and open. I rubbed up and down her slit and touched the pucker of her ass and felt her push up onto my finger, letting my finger slip inside. She really liked that, tipping her ass up to me.
I let my cock slide up between her legs again so the head of my cock was touching her lightly, let it slide forward, could feel her clit again. She was pressed down into the bed. Waiting. I could feel her body yielding to me.
Like that. The moment of silence, that moment you know you are about to be fucked. She was so hungry, I could literally feel her puss tremble as I lifted myself up and let myself slide in, feeling her vagina open around me, sliding deep up into her. The rough walls pressing me so softly, opening taking me all the way in.
She started and it was like she tried to move up the bed, the wind going right out of her. I slid my whole length into her, our bodies sliding into one another. I felt her involuntarily opening her legs, spreading them open and I let her, felt myself sink deeper into her as she did and reaching lifting her ass up to me.
I rose above her, let myself slide back out watching could see my cock shining and held my cockhead right at her open quivering cunt, feeling her reaching back and then pressing again felt myself slide deep into her, hearing her low moans as I filled her.
She pushing her ass up against me, while say "Oh, oh, Boo. No. You have .. to go, uh .. to bed .. now." Her words pausing as I thrust into her.
And I leaned over her held myself still, reaching one hand around and between her legs found her clit again, she was grinding her hips against me.
I kissed her neck. "I can. Stop right now, go to my room."
And I pushed into her deep, and drew myself out real slow. She was trembling as I held her there. "Or I can," and I plunged back into her fucking into her over and over long slow strokes, "Keep fucking you."
I held myself inside her. "What is it?"
She just breathed as I continued to pump in and out of her, "Oh, Make me cum. Oh, I hurt. Fuck me Boo.."
And I pulled out, my cock hanging between my legs. She was so surprised just then, looking back at me her ass still held up into the air, with wild eyes, "Boo, oh, no!" But I just took her little body and rolled her back onto her back.
"Open your legs."
She opened them wide. Her body couldn't stop moving, her hands lay out on the mattress. Oh god, anywhere I touched her she was wild. I pressed my hands into her breasts, she was moving her pussy to my cock as I lay on her. Letting my body lean against her and slid into her again, rising and falling on her, held the small of her back, pressed her into the mattress.
I kissed her and said, "You want me to fuck you soft or hard?"
"Mm. Anyway you want baby," was all she could manage. Her head curled back into the pillow, her arms lay over her head. "You doin fine."
And I fucked into her so her clit slid along the length of my cock. I could feel her pressing hrself hard against me. I thrust into her over and over, she was meeting me, lifting her puss up off the bed to meet me. She wanted it hard, I could feel her and she was holding herself, pressing her arms up against the headboard to hold herself against me as I slapped into her, as she bobbed up and down toward the head of the bed. She kept going "Oh Oh Oh." She brought her knees up and open so that I could enter her deep, and I did, curling her legs around my waist.
She began to roll around and wrap her arms around my neck pulling me down on top of her, as I fucked into her. I thrust up and down on her, as she held me, as our mouths pressed together. I lay on her, along the length of her.
She began to kiss me hard, crying "I'm cumming."
"Oh fuck," I could feel her whole puss contracting, she was crying out now.
"Ohh, Boo, I'm cumming!" and as she said that I began to spray into her, our bodies slapping together her breasts bobbing up and down, our bodies pounding into each other.
Her nails were digging down my back and I pressed deep into her and felt ourselves completely come together. Our cries deep and high, the sheets wet with cum and sweat. Our bodies dripping together, slippery and wet, tangled in this quiet little room. Her bedroom, the white sheets, the heat.
And as that tide began to fall, I let myself drop beside her, lay my hand on her face she took my finger in her mouth, eyes closed. We lay completely still when I felt a hand in my hair. She began to kiss me softly. I opened my mouth, she played with my teeth, I looked into her eyes. I was still inside her, could feel myself softening.
She whispered, "You little prick." She squeezed me out of her. "May as well stay in here with me tonight."
I slapped her ass, breathed back as I kissed her, "You wouldn't have been able to get me out."
And we fell asleep.
*****************
The room was utterly dark and I began to feel some movement beside me.
Brie!
In a flash I remembered. Our bodies were wrapped around one another. I was lying on my side and her one arm was curled beneath mine and lay on my bare ass. She was sliding a nail lazily along the base of my spine. I could hear her breathing and I continued to lay motionless.
A little while later I felt her slowly untangle herself from me and sliding to the edge of the bed sit herself up. She was naked, I was beginning to be able to just see her in the low light created by the clock. I could make out just the silhouette of her body.
I was dozing off again when I felt the mattress move. I peeked out my eyes, not moving. I could see her standing with her arms at her hips. She was staring at me, then turning went into the bathroom. What was she thinking? I heard peeing and then silence.
I lay there, my heart beating, I lay on my back looking over toward the bathroom door. A little while later I felt the mattress move and to my relief I could feel the warmth of her curl around me again. She settled her chin into my neck, and I again felt the smallness of her body, let my arm run down her side and lay my hand right at her hip. She lay there facing me. I could see the sparkle of her eyes, she was looking at me.
She whispered, "Boo."
I did not move. I was tired. I didn't want to talk. Didn't want to talk about this.
"Boo."
Nothing, and she settled back in beside me. Her hand lay flat on my belly and began to draw circles there. We lay naked on the open mattress, no sheets, no covers, nothing; we lay there in the dark heat. I could feel a light breeze, it was cool outside but still very warm. She continued to draw circles on me to draw lines with her finger, I lay there still. Her hand drifted lower, into the tangle of hair between my legs, I could feel my penis stir. It lay lightly over the top of her hand.
She touched it. Turned it one way and another, traced the line around the head of my cock. Touched the tip of my penis, then lay her hand back down right on my abdomen at the base of my cock. I could feel my penis brushing against the back of her hand and I began to grow hard. I could feel her breathing on my arm. Her eyes still open. I took a deep breath, lay still.
My cock was hard it stretched up over her hand and she took her hand away, then wrapping her fingers around me. I could feel her moving again as she turned herself, lifting her leg over mine and slide across the front of me. She sat on my thighs, held my cock between both her hands. I could feel her getting up on her knees and scootching forward.
She was going to fuck me!
I lay still, not moving but my heart began to pound and I began to breath quick. She took my cock and tipped it up between her legs, nestling it into her thighs, that heat and then....
I could feel herself settle down on me, feel my cock slide soft as velvet into her. She sat down on me, my cock pointing straight up into her center. The heat of her, her lithe little body on mine, her open legs, her hands now touching my chest. I could feel her lift her ass into the air and down again, so slow and soft, then she set there again. Her legs open over me, sitting on me, holding me inside.
I was clenching my ass, and ever so slightly began tipping myself up into her. The darkness all around, her smell her warmth above me. Her nails lightly thrumming on my chest as she held to me, clung to my body. Rising and falling, rising and falling in the silence of the room. In the heat.
She began to draw circles with her hips, and as she sat on me, as I completely impaled her to slide herself against me, holding herself down so that my length would slide along her slit, she was rubbing her clit into me. I could feel her sliding it along my whole length. Once twice three times, and then lifting herself back up and setting herself back down. This unbelievably soft slow fuck.
I began to lift my hips to her, meet her with each thrust. She felt me, she paused a moment and then continued. Letting me meet her halfway. I lay my hands on her thighs. Rising and falling and feeling me thrust into her. Scratching me lightly with her nails. She knew. I felt her lean down stretch her long legs along mine, felt her tummy roll onto mine, felt her breasts lay on my chest.
I opened my eyes. She looking right at me.
"I knew you was awake."
I wrapped my hands around her waist. "I just woke up."
"Hmmm. Hmmm."
And then she wrapped her hands around my neck held herself to me, held her mouth to mine and held my lips in hers, as we fucked together there in the dark.
She whispered, "Make soft love to me....Hold me."
I held her down to myself and we slowly moved and slid into one another, I opened my mouth and we just touched our lips together. Held them to each other. I licked her lips, and felt her warmth. I stroked and caressed her back, felt the line of her spine, her shoulders. Played my fingers through her hair and then wrapped my fingers around, cupped her breasts and held her up from myself. Her breasts hanging down. She sat up lifted her arms above her head and let me stroke her under her arms, and then cupping her breasts again, squeezing.
She looked down at herself, at me.
"Those are what got me into so much trouble." She cupped her breasts. I lay my hands on hers.
I simply breathed out, "Thank you," as if speaking to her breasts.
And she fell back down on me, and slid herself against me a little harder, a little faster. I slid my hands down her warm skin and found her ass, just held her there feeling her rising and falling on me, and then lower, reaching into the dark, into our wet center, my cock sliding into her. Felt myself as I disappeared into her flesh, and around to her clit began to stroke her there.
"Soft, soft." Was all she said. "I want to feel you cum in me again."
I began to roll her to the side, and this time she held me down. "Not this time." And she held me there rising and falling. I let her.
She leaned again and I could see the flash of her teeth, her smile as she spoke. "I wondered if this would happen."
I said nothing.
"When I went into your room, tried on your shirt. You asked me something. I didn't answer, but you asked. You said 'How long were you naked in my room?'
I looked at her, the whites of our eyes just inches apart.
"I did come in for that hairbrush. That was truth. But then, I looked at you laying there, my little man. I was so proud of you. I love you so much. And then I saw your closet it was open. And I recognized your daddy's shirts. And I remembered how much I loved him."
She lay her head on my shoulder, "We met in a class. And I really liked him, but he didn't even pay any attention. I don't know what it was."
She was moving so slowly on my body now, just barely, but I could feel myself entering and leaving her. This glorious slow fuck as her words washed through my body.
"I said to myself, 'Oh, He'll notice.' and I went and bought a red dress, so short -Mmmm, fine - and black shoes and I went in and sat next to him. I did my hair, my skin shined. My teeth was white. Oh - he noticed alright."
"I said 'Hi.' in this cute little voice, and he said hi back."
"And then I pouted and said, 'you understand all this stuff about co-valents and sine and cosine?' He said he did. 'Oh, Maybe you could help.' And he did. OH he did. That shirt, that could be the shirt I took off him that day."
"He was helping me, I was paying no attention, batting my eyes at him leaning in close to see what he was showing me. I remember, I remember like it was yesterday, he wore his top-button buttoned. I looked at him and said, 'no one wears their top-button buttoned. Here.' He turned to me and I undid that button. And then I undid another and another. And he let me. This little black girl, thin as a waif in her red mini skirt and black shoes, hair shiny, lip gloss, white teeth. Smiling, and I undid his buttons and slid that shirt off."
"And then I leaned up to him slow and kissed him. His lips was so smooth and small. We kissed and kissed. I leaned back from him and said, 'Isn't that better?' He had his hand on my leg and he let it drift up my thigh. I let him, I knew what he'd find. I had nothing on under that dress. Just li'l old me. I opened my legs and he felt me, I let his eyes burn into me. And I melted. Oh, I loved him."
And I kissed her then.
She let me, our lips touching as she spoke, "I took that shirt from your closet and held it to me. It could have been the same one. I pulled my robe open and rubbed it to my skin and let the red silk just fall off me. I could remember the feel of it, like it had just happened. I was so wet, and then I looked at you, sleeping."
"And there we were. It wasn't lost on me we was both naked." I saw her smile. "I could see you through the sheet. I could see how strong you were. That chest you got. Mmmm. Mmmmm. And I walked around your room...for quite awhile, looking at you, holding that shirt to myself. Wondering if you was looking at me, but you lay there breathing so soft and slow. I knew you didn't see nothing. Then, I got my senses again."
I rose myself into her and nudged her up with my hips, fucked into her. She got my meaning and lifted her one leg up so she could just lightly slide on my cock again, letting herself rise and fall, our bellys sliding together. I wanted to keep feeling that, feel myself inside her.
She continued, "And then I put the shirt on, buttoning each button real slow from the bottom up. Just to feel each button slip through the hole, and then you opened your eyes. And we was still naked. Just the same, but you had a sheet and I had the shirt, but not by much. I could have sat on you right there. My puss puss, she really started in that day. Itching and aching, burning me up. And I wondered...."
"I sat on the bed right by you, I was so wet. I run my hand along the white sheet looking at you there. Letting the long sleeves slide along, let my fingers just touch your hip. It reminded me of my favorite poem."
"a ravaged sea so seems this bed if smoothed with my sleeve it would float back moist with foam"
And she kissed me soft, melted into me. I returned the kiss, but let her move upon me and she began to thrust down hard, to kiss me hard, grinding and moving, digging her nails into me, whimpering and moving sliding her clit along my length.
"You like fucking your..." She held her mouth at my ear, "Mommy, Boo?"
I pressed into her pulled her to me, wrapped my arms around her small frame.
I said, "Hmmmm, My little girl."
"That what I am? Mmmm, such a bad little boy."
"Fucking." I said with each thrust, "Fucking my little girl. Fucking my girl."
"What you fucking there?" She looked down.
"A little cunt." And I lifted her into the air and let her drop as I fucked into her hard.
"Oh God, ssss, keep Fucking my cunt like that!"
I rose up again, she bounced back down.
"Oh, this little cunny is so hungry. I don't think she'll ever be filled up again."
I bounced her into the air again.
She began kissing touching herself to me, holding me. We fell into one another, writhing on the bed, tangling, rolling back and forth. The frame squeaking beneath us.
I could feel myself cumming and held myself to her. "Mmm. I'm cumming, Oh God! Oh Brie. Fuck."
And she ground herself down on me, began to buck herself hard against me, sliding as hard as she could, grinding her clit into me. And her body began to spasm, she collapsed into my chest, her ass lifted into the air, trembling, stretching taut, stretching herself lengthening above me. Letting me pound into her. Breathing these deep short bursts of air, "Ah. Ah. Ahhhhh."
And then we lay there like we started, wet and quiet.
She was on me, laying on my chest her legs were wrapped around my hips. I felt myself squeeze out of her again, and the gush of my cum running down my leg.
She looked at me, "you came all right." Her pussy was this gaping hole. I lay my hand down between her legs and touched her there, wet and dry cum sticking to the hairs - from this fuck and an earlier one - and reaching higher I touched her ass and pushed my finger in. She arched her back. "Ahhhh. Boo!"



"You like that don't you?" I breathed. And pressed my finger into her ass lightly, felt her opening around my finger as she twisted her hips and held me there. Held my finger in her ass as far as it would go.
"You have no idea."
I laughed, rubbing her, drawing my finger out and then pressing in and then right to the opening again, and back inside. She began pressing her puss down and hump my thigh.
"Hmmm. Little Boo."
She lay her cheek on my chest.
S'how I got my robe."
"There's a lot of things you don't know Boo."
*
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"What a great tan!"
My sister Sara was checking her tan, approving of herself, cupping her breasts with her hands, and looking up at me, "What do you think?"
She was standing naked at the foot of 'our' bed, her arms held out, turning front to back. I was reading a magazine, but stealing glances of her at the same time. She had such perfect little boobs, looking like white little triangles with nipples set like jewels; lower down this dark tangle of pussy hair standing out against another white triangle of flesh set below her navel, the real box of treasure; and these little lines running around her hips, over her shoulders, across her back.
I looked up from my magazine, gulping. Drinking her in. I could smell sun tan lotion. Remaining calm. "I think I like the parts of you that haven't been tanned."
She put her hands on her hips, stuck her tongue out and began to dance around the room, peeking at herself in the mirror.
I could see the circle of a little butt plug poking out from her ass cheeks I had pressed into her several days ago when her back was to me... Did I mention that I was also naked on the bed?
I was back to reading my magazine, when she hopped up on the bed, flipped her leg across me and sat down, hovering her puss over my cock.
"Say you like my TAN."
"It's, ok." I was reaching up with my cock, feeling it stiffen almost immediately as I tried to touch her, brush her hairs as she lifted herself away. I let myself drop back on the bed.
"Uh, uh. No No No. Say it. Say I have the greatest tan EVER!"
I looked at her.
She was biting her lip, up on her knees, leaning slightly forward, a little pout. "It'll be worth it."
"How worth it?"
And she set her puss down ever so lightly, briefly tickling along my cock. I could feel her soft hairs just brush the underside of my dick, touch my balls. The weight of her, the parting of her pussy, her warmth, and then she lifted herself back up.
"Oh my God that felt good." I closed my eyes.
"Pretty worth it...And... I'm Pretty horneeeee!"
I lay my hands on her thighs, looking up at her, she lay her hands on mine. Sara's dark hair was fallen down around her shoulders, I could see her white teeth as she held herself above me.
"Damn, girl, you have the best TAN I've ever seen!"
And the next moment she fell down on me, her body spread along my whole length as she ground her pussy down onto my cock, rocking back and forth, sort of wrestling with me, pinning me to the bed. I gave no resistence.
"Lay still," she breathed in my ear.
And she sat back up, took my cock in her hand and pressed it up between her legs, positioning herself, nuzzling my cockhead along her slit and then set back down, exquisite. I could feel myself slide into her in slow motion, watching myself disappear into her heat and warmth.
She was sitting on me again, her nails digging into my chest, my cock pressed straight up inside her. She paused like that, only the smallest movements of her hip that was involuntarily sliding around on me, and my own breathing. Our hairs tangling together between our legs.
She was looking at me, smiling, "Was I right? Hmmmm?"
"Oh, You feel SO good."
I reached around her waist and down along the crack of her ass, pulling her toward me a little and reaching, reaching pressed the flat of the little butt plug that was sqeezed up inside her. It was the 'medium,' the one inch diameter plug that was in her now.
She growled her low growl and dropped her head to my chest, then looking back up at me.
"I told you not to move."
But then, she didn't move either and I kept pressing it into her, moving it around, turning it. Her pussy sliding on my cock now. I could feel the wide flare of the plug slide along my penis from inside, from along the outside of her vagina. It felt so incredible. I could not believe how we were laying here, me fucking my sister, day after day after day. For nearly two weeks now.
I held her to me, undulating my hips, "I'm not moving."
"Your such a liar!" She hit at me. "Such a fucking liar."
"Well I am fucking." And I started to bounce her on me, lifting my hips up quick and then dropping down, letting my hand press into her ass each time she dropped pushing the plug into her.
"Oh, Oh, Oh!" With each bounce, growling, her whimpers and moans.
"Oh god that feels...so good. I wanted to fuck...YOU. Stop it...Ah, ah, Stop it." She Squealed, "I'll scream!"
"You already are."
She dropped back down, melting together skin to skin. "Oh god." She was just licking her lips holding her mouth open.
I kept bouncing her against me, until I felt her body stiffening, as she began whimpering again and crying out. "You fucker, oh...fuck! I'm cumming. Oh god keep doing that! Oh god. J...."
And she was writhing on me, holding me tight. I was pumping myself into her, my whole length into her. I knew her body so well, and began to squeeze her breasts. They were so sensitive when se was mid-orgasm.
Her eyes went wide. "Oh my God, yeah. That's it." She lay her hands on mine and I squeezed her hard, "Oh."
I could feel her trembling above me, arching her back away from me, tipping her hair back. And then her breathing slowed as she dropped back down and she just lay there looking at me, her breasts pressed against my chest, hooking her legs around mine. She whispered, "You fucker," as she began to kiss me. I opened my mouth and let her play in my mouth, we touched tongues.
I brought my hands above my head as we kissed, held my palms open, "See. I didn't move a muscle."
She bit my tongue, "Fucker," was all she said.
She lay against me, her hair tickling my cheek, I could feel her still sliding lightly along my cock, slowly at first, then rising and falling on me, I could feel myself sink into her. My cockhead just touching at her vagina and then sinking deep inside as she would lower herself and sit herself down, then rising back up again. Torturously slow.
I was still hard. I hadn't cum yet.
She lifted her head and looked at me close. "Now you promise. Lay there. Don't you move. Let me do you. Pleeeease."
I closed my eyes, and turned my head.
I felt her kiss my neck, little feather kisses in a line down onto my nipples. She softly so softly licked around my nipples and suckled them. She knew how I loved that. I could feel her hands brushing my body, reaching down and drawing a line along my hips, as I kept my eyes closed. So luxurious.
The whole time my cock is moving inside, her strokes along my cock so soft and slow, the full length of me.
She took my hands in hers rising and falling on me, a rising and falling warm wave, letting her breasts brush along my chest as she moved upon me.
When I looked at her she was this wave of flesh rising and falling on my body. I lay with my arms above my head just watching her. She was looking down at herself, at her body as it moved on me, you could see my cock rise up into her between her legs, disappearing into her dark patch of cunny. That little hole hidden between her legs. Steadying herself at times with her hands and holding onto me, just laying her hands on my chest.
She leaned down, held her mouth at my ear. "Like that?"
"Mmmm you have no idea."
"Like your little sister fucking you?"
I closed my eyes, nodded.
"Like your little sisters cunt."
I lay impassive.
"So wet. So open for you. What you wanted? You want it?" I nodded, eyes closed.
I felt her slide down harder, quickening her pace, breathing harder, opening her mouth, we were panting. I began to meet each thrust of her body. I wanted to bring my hands up and hold her, I wanted her to kiss me again. But I did not move. She wanted this. I gave it to her.
And as if she were reading my mind she lay along the length of me and began kissing me again, a deep loving long kiss. I could feel her teeth, and I pressed my tongue into her as I fucked her, as we rubbed and washed against each other. Feeling her warmth, listening to her cunny opening and closing around me, the soft slap of her body, of our body, rising and falling into one another.
I could feel her getting aroused again, could feel her clit hardening and lengthening, this little finger sliding along my cock. She was pressing herself hard against me, grinding into me as we kissed. I didn't move, and lifting my cock bumping her with each thrust, she was grinding hard against me, the rythem and deep long thrusts fed my orgasm and the cum was rising, I could feel it.
I began to turn my head, press into the mattress and moving around on the bed, lifting my hips, kissing her saying, "Oh fuck Sara, I'm cumming I'm cumming."
She held me tight, as I moved beneath her, and breathed in my ear, "Cum in me...Oh yes." She could feel it, "Cum in me. Let me feel you fill me up."
And I began to fill her. I could feel my cock pulsing into her, and as I pressed my cock into her as deep as I could, I could feel her vagina contracting around me, and the movement of her body tightening and clinging to mine. This time, deeper. Our bodies simply wound around the other, as we came together, our skin wet and sliding together, as we became one. The light, the room, everything around us vanishing into nothing.
Until...
our eyes opening again....
"Oh my, what you do to me!" I next heard her whisper.
************
How long had it been? I must have fallen asleep.
I could feel my cock was still inside her her, could feel cum trickling out and running down my balls, cooling between our legs, forming a little puddle beneath us.
She opened her eyes and looked at me, smiled. I felt her squeezing me, squeezing my soft cock out of her puss.
"Strong little pussy," I said softly as she turned herself, setting right next to me and I never tired of watching her body as she lifted herself off me and set herself up beside me, naked, brushing the hair from her eyes, pulling the strands from her mouth, as she kept one hand on my hip. Then turning to me, all smiles. The glow in her eyes, that just-fucked look.
"It's been getting lots of exercise."
I wrapped my arms around her, curled myself around her knees.
She kissed my shoulder. She cooed, "That's what you get for appreciating my tan."
"It's the best in the history of homo-sapiens on this planet."
She scratched me.
"Ow."
"I Love you," She kissed me.
"I Love you too."
"That's a problem," she said as our lips touched.
"What?" She hugged herself to me, held me just then. I could feel the warmth of her cheek.
"I never want to let you go."
Then she let go, and sat near me, positioning herself, crossing her legs, "We can't you know."
"Can't what?"
"Fuck."
"We just did."
She turned herself to me, her puss was this gaping little wound. I couldn't stop looking at it, began to nuzzle my nose between her legs.
"Stop it."
I said again, "We just did."
"You know what I mean...We have three days - today, tomorrow and then we go home. We can't....After that." She was combing out her hair with her fingers. "I can't believe we haven't gotten caught yet."
I was blinking at her, she had alluded to this before. It had a kind of over the cliff sort of feeling for me. It didn't seem quite as steep a week ago, this vacation still seemed like forever as we walked that sunset on the beach. But three days. That seemed - SHORT.
I sat up, "You mean like NEVER."
She didn't say anything.
"I don't know. But yeah, what if it was NEVER."
She looked at me. "What would you do?"
"Sneak into your bed and..." I touched her pussy. Stroked her soft hairs, caressed her tummy. She let me. "Could you say 'no' to this," and I snuggled a finger deep into her vagina. She let it linger there, pushing herself down, impaling herself on my extended finger, the hint of a smile.
"Your impossible."
**************
That afternoon we were getting ready to go out on the beach.
I couldn't stop thinking about that little conversation of Sara's. Three days.
It all felt like it was closing in. She was right. And we are in different colleges. This was impossible, rediculous. My head was swimming, these are not feeling I should be feeling.
Sara was still naked and sitting in the chair that was her favorite spot by the window, brushing her little muffin. Stroking it, staring down and pressing the hairs one way then another. She looked like a little monkey.
I lay there watching her. I could feel myself stiffen. Unbelievable, how could I. She noticed as well, looking up and laughed. "Down cowboy."
"It's not my fault. You make me so fucking horny."
"Tell me about it. Look how swollen...." She looked over at my penis, "Down boy, down."
She jumped off the bed and ran over to me and took my cock in her hand and began to push it down between my legs. Turning it, twisting, pushing, hard!
"Ow ow ow. What the hell are you doing?!" I sat bolt upright. "You can't do that to a penis."
"It's aversion training." She hit the head of my cock, "Bad penis bad penis." She was speaking down into my crotch still pressing it down, tugging at my balls, but now it was just laying flat on the bed.
She sat before me, and there we were. Naked and just looking at one another. We looked alike in some ways. We were the same size, same color hair. Our hands looked alike. She took my hand in hers and let her fingers twine into mine, then set my hand down on her knee. She reached again and took my penis in her hand, soft this time. Turning her fingers, gently stroking its length, it was rising from the bed, like a punished little puppy looking up at you, making sure everything is ok.
"Good little penis," she said. Then meeting my eyes, "Too good."
"Never too good." I rejoined.
She began to rise from the bed, turn herself and I lay my hand on her back and as she rose let my fingers tickle down her back, just leaving the touch of her ass as she stepped away.
I said, "Get ready. Lets go."
"Ummm," She held her hand to her tummy, held her leg out and looked at herself, "I have to shave first."
She stepped into the bathroom.
"Shave?"
She laughed, cause I was like thinking about her face.
"My legs Dumbo." And then she turned to me, pointing, "My pubes."
"Ahhh." Was all I said.
I turned to leave but then stopped.
"Let me."
She looked at me.
"I'll do it."
She was holding the little shaver.
"Look if its only going to be another three days, then I think we should..." She was ignoring me. "Go for it. Please."
She lay the little blade in my hand.
"Be careful." She sat on the toilet.
"Lets do it out there. There's not enough room in here."
She rolled her eyes. "Such a big production."
I took her hand. She followed me out.
"I use this cream." She lay that in my hand, "and then slowly, CAREFULLY..."
"I know how to shave."
"Oh yeah?"
And I set her into the chair she loved so much. "Sit the way you normally do. Legs open."
She laughed, "Am I that bad."
"Pretty much."
"Cause I'm always airing it out."
She set herself down and hooked her legs around the cushions opening herself up nicely to me.
"Here, now scootch to the edge of the cushion."
She complied, letting her hand hang loose as she watched me with a bemused smile.
"You are enjoying this way too much."
"You have the most beautiful pussy EVER." I was just inches from her sitting down between her legs.
She smiled, I began to rub the shaving cream onto her legs and then took another squirt into my hand and began to rub it over her mons and up onto her abdomen.
She jumped.
"Hey! My thighs..." I watched her eyes get wide, as she realized what I was about to do.
I just said. "I said I know how to shave."
"You done this before have you?"
"Maybe."
And she settled back into the chair, eyes wide, and opened her legs wider, tipped her hips up and set her pussy right before me. I was looking at white cream and pink slit. I took the shaver and began to draw it down her abdomen, could feel the dark hairs catching in the blade. I had a little cup and would swirl it around in there each time.
I did not want to hurt her or catch the hairs, I wanted painless, this was too glorious. I was so careful. I was about to shave her pussy, and the least nick could stop the whole thing. I knew her.
I drew the blade down her thighs, then back up to her abdomen, the hairs catching more as it approached her mons. The blade sliding along the soft flesh. I could see the swell of her puss, this mound of flesh, no hair.
She did not have so much in any event, but the bare white skin, the dark hairs bunching along the line of the blade. The line of her pussy lips, running down between her legs. This little hairless line. I drew the blade along the edge of her pussy lips, slowly slowly. She was watching intently the whole time. Swirling the blade in my little cup.
"Have YOU ever done this before?" I asked as I intently watched this emerging bare little cunt.
"No." She was covering her eyes. I loved when she did that. Her cheeks were glowing red.
I could hear a catch in her throat.
In silence I swirled the blade and shaved, until there was just bare skin and little lines of white cream.
"There. Lets check."
"Lets CHECK. O Gawd!" My sister said as she laughed.
I looked for any little trace of hair, and finding a few here or there, removed them carefully with the blade.
She was bald. It was so beautiful. My cock ached.
I took a wash rag and wiped between her legs.
"Oh, that's cold."
"Sorry."
And she rose from the chair, tipping her cunt out so she could sort of see it. She stepped into the bathroom and looked in the mirror.
She touched it.
"God it feels so...cool. The wind, when I move."
"Hairless," I said.
I was so hard now. God I wanted to fuck her. Again. I came up behind her. This is the true test, and turned her around to me.
"Ah, ah ah. We are going out."
"No, just let me...test."
And I let the tip of my cock touch her over the mons, sliding it down her abdomen, leaving this little wet trail of pre cum on her skin.
"Doesn't that feel good?" I tippled the head of my cock over her bare skin. I pulled away and lay my hand over her, pulling her open, she was so wet it was unbelievable.
"God you do like this."
"Oh, Jason. You have to....What are you..."
I let my finger slide down into her, pressed into her vagina and she held herself open for me, I could feel her lifting up on tippie toe.
"It feels so cool."
She was arching her back and rubbing herself against me.
"Jason! We already fucked once." I touched her clit. "Oh my god. Stop...."
"Let me lick you." I slowly slipped a second finger inside and held her with my hand, still touching her clit with my thumb.
She held there, before whispering, "Ok," and she was literally melting onto the bed. I began to run my hands all over her, softly stroking her, up between her legs.
She was whimpering, "Oh Jason, I want to go outside. Mom and dad...."
And I pulled her legs open and began licking her hairless little cunt. She lay her hand on my head and pushed me into her, sucking in her breath. I could hear these ragged gasps.
I looked up at her, this pink little hairless slit touching my lips, "You're my little girl now."
I continued licking, my wet tongue running between her thighs and cunny lips. Lapping at her bare skin and then pressed my tongue along that line, the wetness squeezed out of her.
"So sweet. My sweet little girl."
"Ohh....Jas...I" She was moaning and pushing her cunt into my mouth. I pushed on the plug, and she tipped her head back.
"You might be ready for the next one."
She looked at me, her eyes were glassy. And...I could tell she was mad at me at the same time.



"I'm going to...kill you," she panted as she writhed against me, sliding her hips up and down my mouth, pushing me into her.
"God damn you. I have never felt so fucking horny in my life."
There was silence, I pushed my fingers in and said, "Turn around."
"God dammit!" and she turned herself around on all fours.
Backing herself to my cock. "Hurry up. I want to go...outside and...." I stepped up and pressed the head of my cock right into her vagina. Slid all the way in, and could hear the air go out of her, she putting her head down, "Ohhhhh!"
She was so wet, she opened right up. Her legs held wide and I could see her whole body shake as I slid in, my balls hanging down between her legs.
And I held her hips and pulled her onto me, second time today. She was pushing back and looking down between her legs. I started to push on the plug in her ass. "Oh, god damn you. I ....I can't stand it." And she was cumming immediately,. "It hurts Jason, it hurts. Oh. Stop it."
She fell into the bed, arms out and I could feel her thighs trembling against me.
And she was crawling away from me, as I pulled her back, dragged her to me. I started ramming myself into her and felt myself starting to cum. I could feel her eating me in. But then very quickly she bounded away from me again, and then rolled over, lay on her back with her legs and arms held up. I started to get on the bed.
She was holding me away, "We are going outside! I am not laying in here and fucking all day long." She held out her hands holding me back, still laying, still not quite able to move.
Oh I was in agony, I was still hard.
I began to push onto her, moving my cock up between her legs. "Suck me off." She looked at my cock. "Come on. It won't... How do I?"
She laughed, held her pussy in her hand, covering it from me and rolled off the bed, standing away from as I lay there.
"Well I'm ready." She slid her finger along her labia so I could see her painted nails slide along her bare puss. "Really Ready. Such a nice orgasm, mmmm, and all nice and shaved."
She went to her bikini which lay on the floor.
"Want to dress me?" Wicked little grin.
Oh, I could not stand it. "Suck me off, Please."
She stood with her bikini bottoms.
"Just let me look at you then. I need to..."
"Ohh...poo little, Daddy. You got yourself into this mess."
"You liked it. You came."
She watched my cock. "Mmmm, Save it. I want you for tonight."
I looked at her dismayed.
"It'll be worth it, believe me."
She pulled on her bottoms, then her top and walked to the door. "See you."
The light shone in behind her.
"And don't you go doin nothin ....Without me."
I watched the sunshine behind her and then the thump of the door.
***********
"You didn't did you?"
A half hour had gone by.
"No."
She looked at my crotch, then at me. Incredulous.
"I watched the news."
She laughed.
"You kids having fun?" Mom came up from behind me and set in her chair. Dad was already there.
"This the best vacation ever." Sara cooed. "I looked at her. Like my tan?"
She winked at me.
I said, "Best I've ever seen."
Dad says, "The sun is bad for you. It'll give you skin cancer."
Mom set herself down under the shade of the cabana. "Your dads right."
"I do this once, maybe twice, a year."
"I love the way it looks."
"Looks can kill," says dad.
**********
"So what's your Surprise?" I stood there yelling at a closed door.
Sara had run into the bathroom slamming the door behind her the moment we stepped in, locked it.
When she next appeared, she was out of her suit.
"First," and she held it out to me.
"You got to put this one in...I'm ready."
She was holding the last, the largest, butt plug.
She was turning it in her hand as I backed away and sat on the bed. I tapped the mattress.
"Get on all fours."
She jumped onto the bed and faced away from me, wagging her ass at me.
"Wooof! Rrrrr."
"Good doggy, I patted her ass."
She wagged her 'tail' at me.
The butt plugs were these clear plastic short cylinders, that flared at the end. The one end was flat so they wouldn't 'show' when you wore them. This one looked like a short cock, it looked very thick.
I had bought three, each larger than the other to gradually 'loosen' up my little sister for an ass-fucking that was implied in the whole thing. I got hard just thinking about it. We had tried a little ass fucking earlier, but she was too 'tight.'
The first plug was a half inch, then one inch - the one she had in her right now. And it felt so good when I fucked her, I could feel the flared end press along my cock as I slid into her. She loved the feel and it was making her cum constantly, even when we were just walking along, from the feel of her swaying hips and thighs sliding together.
But this one was two inches diameter! It only needed to be in her a day or two. I got hard thinking about her early promise, 'It'll be worth it.' I was trembling and breathing so hard as I settled behind her on the bed, looking up her ass across her shoulders, her dark hair touching the bed.
I pulled on the one still inside her as she was positioned on all fours, her ass backed into my face, it resisted then released. Her ass was bright red, this gaping little hole; and her bare pussy pouted out below, this pink little line. What was I doing here? It was all so unbelievable.
"Mmmm such a nice little rose," as I pressed my finger into her.
She looked back frowning, "Quit naming my ass Jason."
I took my finger out, sniffed it.
"Ewww. Pervert!"
"No no it smells," I sniffed again.
"Stop it!"
She was reaching for me.
"Mmm, nice, Good."
I picked up the larger clear plastic plug, held it out so she could see, her eyes wide.
"This isn't just twice as big you know, one inch to two inches. It's three times as big, pi times the radius. 3.14 times one inch. THREE inches. That's the circumference. It's THREE times bigger when I push it in."
"Quit doing math." She paused and said quieter, "Just, Put it in."
I set it at her rose, touched her open anus and pushed, pushed, pushed. I could feel her opening and...She was growling as I could feel it slip in, "Uhhh, Uhhh. Oh my God."
I felt a plop, as her ass shut around the flared end. Her ass wrapped tight, stretching around and then I slid it all the way. She rolled on her back, glazed, and just lay there looking up at the ceiling. Her cheeks were glowing red.
"Well?"
"Fuck me." She said impassively as she stared at the ceiling. She was holding her hands between her legs. I could tell she was touching it.
I moved toward her.
"No!" She saw me move toward her, "Noooo!!" She held her arms out, pushing me back. "It was just an expression."
I was already hard.
"Jason! Need more aversion training," she held my cock.
I backed away. "No no he'll be good."
She sat up, looked at the floor. "It's working...I think. I can feel it stretching." She was staring at my cock as she said that.
She stood and walked around, taking these really weird long steps and shaking her ass around, cupping her pussy, looking between her legs and over her back.
"You look like a dork."
"Oh, it feels.....I feel like I have to shit. It hurts. Like a got a BIG cock up in me. All at..."
"Now who has the potty mouth."
"So open. My clit tingles! When I walk...so cool." She held her pussy in her hand, covering herself as she stood before me. "I am a fucking slut." An amazing statement considering here was my sister standing naked in front of me, shaved hairless and who was walking around with a butt plug up in her. "How much worse...." Then, Wait!" She ran into the bathroom.
"Now what?"
From behind the door, "Get Dressed. We're going out....Daddy!"
*********
She next came out in an amazing short, very short, shiny little skirt, black and a half halter top also black. Her breasts were just covered by the fabric. Over that was this leather black jacket.
"When did you get that?"
"Shopping."
I eyed her up and down. You could see her bare waist between the jacket and skirt. She was wearing high heels which made her legs look even longer. Her halter was open right between her breasts. She let her hair fall around her shoulders, and she put on this red red lipstick. "Mmmm. Slutty."
"Like it! God, I am a slut now." She said to herself as she looked in the mirror. "I am so horny. Wait till we...." She looked in the mirror. "It feels so....."
"Oh, yeah!"
"Dirty!"
She looked at me, "Good - you got dressed." She eyed me up and down, "I wondered about that. What I'd find."
I held out my arms in mock of her, and turning once said, "Like it."
"Mmmm, Jeans and a T shirt. Hmmm. You look just like...a guy."
I wrapped my hands around her waist and dipped my fingers into the edge of her skirt. She walked away.
"I want you to take me to an awful little seedy bar. Then, I want YOU to sit at a nice, mmm, a really tall stool in a DARK corner. And..."
She turned and stepped close, whispered in my ear, "And molest me. I'm your little girl tonight."
She stepped away and moved to the door, swaying her hips then stopping, reaching under her skirt, tugged her panties down around her knees, and then stepped out of them. Held them bunched in her hand out to me.
"Here put these in your pocket. I might need them later, I don't want cum running down my legs."
I held them in one hand looking after her as she walked to the door, she looked back at and in her little girl voice, "Come on daddy!"
"Just a sec."
I needed to adjust myself.
*************
We walked away from the beach, and along some dark streets. It was close, not too far, the perfect spot. This storefront bar, it just said 'BAR.' We stepped in and were hit with a blue haze, a thick cloud of cigarette smoke, and it was dark, with red lights from neon signs hanging along the walls. It was a large room, with a long wood bar along one wall, a low ceiling. Toward the front was lit, there were some pool tables, dart boards. We moved to the back away from the lights.
It was also loud, but toward the back we could talk, and as a bonus the tables were high - the stools were - adjustable (nice touch).
Sara looked at the tables, spun the seat on the chair and nodded her approvale as she eyed me. "Hmmm." She spun up a little, then backing herself up to the edge of the stool adjusted it right to her crotch, so the edge was just above the line of her skirt.
"We don't get out enough," she said to me pushing the stool over for me, leaning to my ear as I sat and whispering, "Daddy." I could feel the warmth of her breath in my ear, her words tingling down my spine.
I wanted her.
"Daddy. I might be too young to be here though."
"Your fine sweet, your with me." My heart pounding as I looked at her, the way she held her mouth. God she was good at being a slut. I had NEVER seen her like this.
She sat on the stool across from me.
It was funny when the waitress came later because she carded us.
"What'll you have?"
Sara answered, "Um give me two yaggermeisters."
"I'll have a beer. House taps fine. Uh, make that two."
There was this group talking next to us:
--------
"Yeah...he always says, remember when Kathy was pretty. And damn I can't remember that.
"He carries around this picture of her wearing a nighty, in his wallet. She was pretty cute then."
"I don't think it's her. Whe was never blonde."
"Think she was. But she's.....messed up...don't think she even weighs...hundred pounds."
"She's held together with a steel plate..."
-------
We looked at each other, I leaned in, "Yeah I think we picked the right place."
Sara laughed.
The drinks came and Sara downed one of the yaggermeisters in one gulp. She drank the second a little bit slower, and ordered two more.
"I think I'll need a few of these," she held up her glass, started playing with a napkin and looking at me. "Well?"
"What."
She looked around, "How are we going to do this?"
I could feel my cock stirring.
I looked around, there were LOTS of people.
"This bar is pretty full."
"Yeah, and..." She shifted over close me.
"You know what it feels like right now sitting in this chair, with a butt plug up my ass?"
I looked around.
"With no panties on, and a bare pussy. A dripping cunt."
I shook my head and gulped my beer.
"Unfucking-believable. Come here," and she leaned in and kissed me full on the mouth, a deep long kiss, we turned our heads into the other. I held her by the back of her neck, pulled her to me. No one looked.
That was the first time we kissed in public. She leaned away and wiped her chin, smiling. Satisfied with herself. I could barely breath, and she was enjoying her effect on me.
"You kissed me."
She drained the last of her yaggermeister and the waitress brought the other two. She asked me if I wanted more, I nodded. Sara took the glass and took another large sip, her eyes shining, her red lips smiling.
As the waitress walked away, "I'm going to do a lot more than that."
"You're a cat in heat."
She began to rub against me, "purrrr." And she lifted her chin up and kissed me long, one more time. The waitress walked up watching us, I looked over, her mouth was open, tonguing me. The waitress just stood there. If she only knew we were brother and sister.
I turned to the waitress, "Uhh."
"Any food."
"We haven't looked."
"Get me some french fries daddy." She had her head on my shoulder, and set her hand over my crotch and squeezed. I was really getting aroused, and I began to lightly adjust my cock in my pants.
She could obviously see what we were doing, standing there watching the two of us.
"French fries. And I'll have another beer. Get me two more."
The waitress walked away, returned with the food and beer. Sara took her drink tipped it back and then bending her head low, looking up into my eyes, lay her hands flat on the table and stood. "Scootch back."
And turning herself settled her ass between my legs. Her puss set right at my crotch, she turned and snuggled her nose into my neck whispering in my ear, "Mmmm, that's about right."
I reached under the table and lifted the edge of her skirt, the crinkly fabric, and lay my hands on her bare thighs wrapping my fingers around the inside of her legs and began to rub up into her, looking around at the others at the various tables.
The music was still thrumming away, the lights flashing from a distance, it was dark, but we were being pretty obvious.
Sara purred back as she was eating french fries, "What are you doing daddy" You said we was going out, but..." She paused and held her mouth open, unable to speak, as I ran my finger up through her wet slit. She was squishing around, her cunny juices were dripping out of her, and my fingers slid so smooth on her hairless cunt.
I rubbed the wetness all over her bare skin and just slid my flat palm up and down between her legs as I said, "Nothing honey, don't mind yourself. Does This feel ok?"
Her hair was touching the table, she pushed her legs open and tipped her pussy into my hand, undulating her hips so I was just holding my hand in one place letting her move herself around how she wanted. She was trying to push her clit along my fingers. "Ohh, fuck, daddy. Mmm, it feels fine, but I don't know..." She was looking around.
I slid my hand lower and felt her vagina, no hair anywhere. Her hairless cunt. It felt so incredible.
"Feel nice?"
She nodded. "If you like it daddy. You like it?"
"You shaved," I cooed.
"Daddy, you know I don't grow nothing down there yet." I was going crazy.
She snuggled back, felt my hard cock through my pants. "What's that?"
"That's my cock. Does my little girl want to see my cock."
"Oh, yeah!. It's so hard." She was squeezing me through my pants. "Yeah. I've never seen one before. I like the way it feels."
I pressed my fingers into her as she was rubbing me, pulled her pussy open and felt her wetness. She was so fucking wet, what were we doing? It was crazy. People WERE watching us now.
I was ignoring everyone, focused only on her. I could smell her, the heat of her against my chest. Her skirt tipped up around my hand.
Un-fucking-believable. That's what she called it.
Her legs parted and she was tipping her ass back, touching my crotch with her bare puss. She turned her face back to me, looked in my eyes, kissed me again. Then she looked down, "Open your pants."
I reached behind her and opened my pants, they were a little tight.
I said, "I don't know."
She was determined. Hungry, she reached down, "Here." She began shifting the bar stool behind the table, and opened my fly. "Tug them down a little, from the side," she was looking down in my lap, my cock poking straight out the fly.
She pressed on the tip. "Is that a cock daddy?"
"Hmm. Hmmmm." As she pushed it took my breath away, I wanted to thrust into her. I wanted to fuck her so....
"It's not so little. It's wet."
We were whispering between us. The waitress was walking up to us, I saw her stop and then turn around. She knew what we were doing.
I tugged, and she tugged. Pretty soon my balls were hanging over my fly. It pinched a little. She was intent, hungry, watching and then she turned herself, dropping her skirt over my lap, backing backing herself up until... deliciously, I felt the tip of my cock touch her wet, hot puss. It was liquid, I slid between her legs. My senses exploding.
"Ohhhh....NOW what are you doing?"
The feeling of her wet lips opening around the tip of my cock took my breath away. I literally could not speak. I grasped her waist.
We were seated against the back wall, she pressing me back into my chair. My cock settling in between her legs, she was tipping forward, leaning lightly on the table lifting herself up on tippy toes, looking around, sipping her yaggermeister, so nonchalant.
I leaned to her ear. "You're such a good little girl, I thought I would give you a reward."
She backed herself up and positioned her vagina over the head of my cock, I could feel myself sliding right into her.
She backed right along my length, looking back at me with a sideways glance, "Hmmm. Thank you. I like that."
And we held like that for a while, standing there with my cock buried into her puss. She was just sitting in my lap, my arms around her waist. I was buried up inside. The head of my cock lay right in her belly. I could feel the plug pushing against my cock.
She looked back, "Want a sip of your beer?"
I nodded, took it and sipped.
"Your such a good daddy. I like when we do things together."
She began rocking herself forward and back against me, I could feel myself sliding into her. Her hairless pussy drinking me in, her open legs and skirt fallen around us. I began to reach with my cock up into her, pressing, lifting up off the seat, hooking my feet around the legs at the wrung around the stool. And pressing into her, pulling her back against me, grinding myself into her.
I held my mouth at her ear, "I'm so hungry for you."
"Your fucking me."
"Mmmm." And I could feel the heat rising between us, her lips were red, our cheeks mottled. Our breathing becoming these gasps as we slid ourselves together.
When, out of the corner of my eye...Dad! At the bar.
"It's dad." I whispered.
Sara, sliding, lifting her head up letting the hair fall down her cooed, "Mmmm I know."
I said, "No! Dad. DAD. Over there, look."
She turned her head, she froze.
They were sitting at the bar, dad and mom. Dad always sits at the bar. What were they doing here? We leaned back further, held against the wall. Amazingly, Sara was still sliding her little cunt on me. I could feel my length sliding up into her and then feel the tip of my cock touching at her opening, and then she was backing herself sliding me all the way in again. Very slow, this steady rhythm.



We were fucking, our folks not twenty feet away from us. She whispered back, "They can't see us."
"The hell they can't."
She looked back at me. "So pull out." Her eyes held wide, this mournful little look. A little pout.
I didn't move. She pushed herself back again, as I impaled her. She gave me a little bump, "Didn't think so."
And we continued to let our bodies slide together, as I stroked her soft skin. Reaching beneath her jacket and squeezing her breasts, letting her press and fuck back on me as I sat in the chair, pressed against the wall.
I reached around and found her clit, began to rub, draw circles, fold the head back and press it, stroke it lightly. Her head went down, I know how she loved that. She whispered, "You little shit." I was going to make her cum.
"I'm going to cum in you. Right here."
"They're right over there."
"So stop."
She answered by beginning to move on me faster, and I continued to rub her clit, she breathed out to me, "I want to cum. Cum in me daddy. Oh god! So good." She was moving on me now with abandon. There were eyes fixed on us.
She leaned forward, both our eyes on the back of our parents head. I fucked into her steady could feel myself start to spray into her, ribbons of cum filling her. I could feel my cock squishing into her, the sloppy slapping of our sexes as we fucked into each other, my cum spraying out.
She was bucking back against me, I could feel her legs stiffen and she leaning against the table with her mouth open, turning her head, trying to stay silent. I could hear these little squeaks, as she spasmed against me; and I squeezed her clit, and heard her squeeling with surprise. It sounded like a hiccup.
I was filling her with cum and she hung off the front of me, her hands held the edge of the table, and we were in the midst of an orgasm when the waitress set the bill on our table. "Have a nice evening."
I laughed, as Sara ignored her, probably didn't even know she was there, and continued to orgasm and slide herself against me, pleasuring herself. I could feel her gradually relax as she leaned herself back against me, full along my front and wrap her arms around my neck. She sat full on my lap. I settled back, my cock still buried up inside her, softening. The vinyl seat was wet with our cum.
I have no idea how many drinks Sara had, but she was very tipsy, and she began to giggle. "I can feel you." She rubbed her cheek against me.
I reached down behind her and pressed on her butt plug. "Oh my god. Oh my god!" And I could feel her body tremble in another orgasm.
"Oh God, J you can't do that!"
She giggled again.
"I got two cocks up me."
I felt my cock slip out of her. She stepped away, straightened her skirt, "I need my panties now."
I pulled them out of my pocket as I pulled my pants up around myself. Handing them off to her and she stepped into them. A few people at the tables nearby were obviously watching us. As we walked by I smiled, and they nodded. We snuck out the back door.
I was still so horny I could not stand this and I took her by the hand and led her along the dark path back to our little room.
When the door closed I didn't turn on the light. I took off my T shirt and pants, and I turned Sara to me and she said, "Where are we?" She lay her hands on my chest.
I was just holding her, she looked around seeing, realizing, "Oh!" And then she laughed and snuggled into my arms.
I was standing in my briefs, hooked my fingers around my waist and pulled them down and stepped out. My cock beginning to rise as I looked at her, as I stood naked in the low light of the room.
Sara felt my cock bump her leg and she looked down at me, smiled and then covered her face. "Oh! Excuse me." Then she whispered, "Daddy you're hard again. Can we do what we did before?"
And I slowly undressed her, slipping off the jacket, untieing the halter from behind her neck and letting it fall around her waist. She unzipped her skirt and it fell aournd her legs.
Then she stepped to the bed and tugged her panties down, and then she came up to me, looked into my eyes and melted into my arms. I let my cock point straight up her belly.
"Gawd. That was stupidly incredible."
"Best thing we ever did!"
And she kissed me, eyes still shining, still tipsy, "Yeah! So Far...."
I let my hand lay on her ass, just fluttering my fingers over her skin grasping the butt plug and pulled, felt it 'pop' out of her.
"Ow." She giggled again. "Oh."
I whispered, "So far."
"Daddy now what are you doing?"
And I just took her by the wrist and turned her onto the bed. She knew. She was going to get it now.
"You were a naughty girl."
"Naughty! No. Daddy, I was a good little girl."
"Taking me out into public and playing with my cock in front of all those people. Naughty. Very naughty."
I pushed her onto the bed.
"Daddy I...."
"Don't talk back to me," and I swatted her ass. That felt good. I heard her squeal and did it one more time. She turned to me.
"I'm sorry, I won't."
"You need a spanking young laddy."
There was silence. "Turn around."
I turned her, held her hips. I could feel her trembling as I pushed her down into the bed. she lifted her ass up to me.
I was so hungry for her. I took a little bottle of lube and squirted it on my penis, sprayed a line on her ass. She jumped! "That's cold."
I lubed her ass with it, rubbing it up into her with my finger. Poured lots of it on her. The cool liquid forming lines on her back and ass.
She cooed out again. "Ohh, that's cold." She giggled now. "What are you..."
I came up behind her and rose up on my knees, my hands wrapped around her waist.
"Dadd...."
And I set my cock to her ass, her little rose and pushed. I could feel her pushing back against me. And I felt my cockhead slide right in, felt her tighten around my head. She let out a low moan, and I just held myself there. Held my cock, just the head, quivering up her ass.
And in the silence we held still, just our breathing, feeling her body beneath me. She began to push herself again back against me. And I began to slide in further, just a little and then a little more. And to draw myself out again, these slow short strokes. She was meeting my thrust and was growling deep, letting her head touch the mattress. "Oh my God, sooooo fucking good. I can't believe....."
I slid my whole length into her. It was so tight. My little virgins hole.
"That's my little girl. I'm going to spank you."
"Oh god! I'm sorry. Spank me daddy. I'm so sorry. I won't play with your cock in front of other people again."
And she was lowering onto her elbows laying her head sideways on the bed. I was towering over her and pushing my cock up into her ass.
I reached around and lay my hand on her bare puss, cupping her stroking her. She looked back at me, I could just see the whites of her eyes as she looked back at me completely surrendering. I could have done anything to her just then.
"Fuck me."
And I drew long deep strokes up into her. She was whimpering, "Oh my god I can feel this all the way into my clit." And I pressed my finger into her and took her little clit in my fingers and squeezed as I pressed back into her.
Her head went up, and she was, "Fuck. Fuck. Ow. Oh J....ow." I drew out, "No! Deeper." and she was backing herself, reaching herself onto me.
She was so tight. And we were pounding into one another she was fallen into the bed and I was lifted up onto knees, lifting one foot onto the bed as I slid my whole length into her, her ass lifting high off the bed.
And then she was crying out, screaming, shaking. "Oh my...oh my. J...J....I can't believe it. Jason I'm," and she lay her hands out flat on the bed and began to scream into the mattress. Her whole body was spasming beneath me.
I could feel my cock burning, the cum rising in me, and my orgasm rushing up my spine. I fell down onto her back and held on as tight as I could, keeping her pinned to the bed.
I was spraying up into her ass. I was so aroused, and pounding down on her. She was turning one way and another, as I pinned her to bed with my cock, run through her.
Hard and tight and so wet. She was crying into the mattress and then went utterly limp. I lay on top of her, our bodys were soaking wet, we slid against one another and lay my arms around her head. She bit my finger and held it there.
I let my chest slide off her as my cock slid out of her. She felt like she were on fire, and she breathed, "I'm too hot, I need air. I can't breath." She was pushing me off her
I lifted myself, rolled onto my back and she curled herself into a little ball.
I began to touch her, and she pushed my hand away.
"Oh, Owww! You can't touch me right now."
"What. Are you ok?
"Oh. Oh. Oh my God." Silence.
"Are you ok?"
"I'm still cumming. I can still feel it."
I lay on my back and that's the last thing I remember.....
***************
At one point in the night, I felt her spoon into my arms. I wrapped around her and she turned and kissed my cheek.
She whispered, "Jason, I thought of something."
I just said, "Hmmm." I was not awake.
Next thing I knew the curtains were open.
**************
In the morning, I could feel sunshine on my skin. Opening my eyes saw a little line of light on the white sheets which were disheveled on the bed.
I looked around, Sara wasn't There. I could smell coffee.
She was sitting at the little table, two cups. She wasn't wearing any clothes, she had showered.
Coffee? My slut sister with coffee. I looked at her, she didn't look any different. She didn't have a virgin ass anymore. My little girl.
I could see her tan lines, the soft skin. I looked where her ass pressed into the chair. I wanted to push my cock up inside her again. She smiled when she saw my open eyes.
"Uh," I sat up.
I didn't want to wake you.
I looked around. I looked at the nightstand, there lay the plug.
She saw me look, smiling, "Yeah."
I got out of bed and sat across from her, took the coffee and it was still hot.
"I love the way you look when you sleep." There was silence, I took a sip. She continued, "Remember when you first touched me?"
I smiled, thinking back. Her hair was fallen around her shoulders, the hair was still wet. She was squeaky clean.
"Right here." She leaned back pointed at her tummy. I could see her bush.
"I can still feel it. Every day."
"Remember when you modeled your bikini?"
"Oh..." She looked off into the distance, "A million years ago."
"Three million. Remember you had those little hairs peeking out."
She covered her face.
"You were so embarrassed."
"I don't have anything down there now."
I pictured it. "True."
"Thanks to you."
"Yeah, well."
"No. Thanks."
"You and I..."
"Are amazing. I wanted to go take a walk. Clear my head. I remember the question you always seem to ask me, like every day. I think back to when you first asked it, when we got here, ten thousand years ago."
I listened.
"What do you want? J...It's not a fair question."
I set my coffee down. Took her hand.
"We aren't allowed to have what we want. We don't get what we want. Not ever. Not anymore, about everything....What do I want? I've been thinking about that."
She held her cup in both hands, "I want to be naked, and sleep whenever I want. I want to eat whenever I'm hungry whatever I want. I want to go into stores and take something off the shelf if it strikes my fancy and walk out with it. And I want to hold hands with you and kiss you out there," she pointed out the window, "Where everyone can see us. And I want to suck your cock on the beach."
I looked at her, "Well, I want to hide away with you forever in a dark warm room."
"We leave tomorrow."
"We could stay."
"I have school. So do you."
I frowned.
"Come here. It's our last day."
We fell into the bed, and it felt unthinkable. Knowing that time lay out before you, that's one thing. Her body stretched out on the bed. Her tan little form, with white triangles on her ass, on her boobs, little lines around her back. That feeling of knowing you are about to fuck, closes out the future. In that moment - eternity. The silence of the room filled us. The drawn curtains. The muffled light. Our little world these past two weeks.
"You have the best tan in the whole world," I cooed to her as I rubbed her back.
"Hmmm. I think someone wants to fuck me...Again."
She turned on her back and wrapped herself around me, and we folded into one another.
She pulled her legs around me as we lay facing one another and pushed my cock between her legs, oh god that perfect bare flesh.
"Remember the first time I touched you there?" I asked. "I don't know what I was thinking."
"I was so scared...It felt so good."
"I touched you right over your panties. The ones you described to me at the ice cream place. The fabric, I could feel the hairs of your puss beneath the fabric. How you pulled my hand away."
"My heart was beating so hard. Jason, I wanted your finger in me. I could not believe you would do that."
"Did you think about touching me?"
"No. But your hand on my tummy. I kept wondering if your cock was hard."
I let my cock slide up between her legs. "It was."
She laughed, "Mmmm. I thought it might be."
"Next morning I wanted to yell at you, but you were so beautiful. I love your eyes."
She kissed me then, and we touched our faces together. And I began to kiss her neck and she rolled onto her back and I kissed down the front of her. I was licking her skin, tasting the salt on her, and down between her legs. Her hairless little cunt was amazing.
Bare flesh, the little line, the pout of flesh. She opened her legs and let her knees drop to the sides. Her pussy looked swollen, ravaged. That wet pink line, she was so wet.
"Mmmm. My little girl."
"Mmmm. Daddy. Eat me."
And I licked at her, felt her roll onto my chest as I lay back and watched her sit on my cock. We were experienced lovers. She knew my body. And I felt us merge together, we let our bodies come together - cum together - I watched her mouth, the way she held it open as she rose and fell on me. I watched between her legs, my cock as it sunk up into her. We came, and then she lay beside me.
"Jason, you ever hear of the the 400-mile rule?"
"The what?"
"We go back tomorrow, we CAN'T, like I said. It's impossible. We can't. I can't believe we did what we did. But..."
I waited, expectant.
"The 400 mile rule. You can do anything you want if you are more than 400 miles from your home. We can go...on trips together. It has to be more than 400 miles away. OUR vacation. Wherever, whenever, as often as we want. Forever....no matter what, no matter who we are with."
I kissed her, "Deal."
!
I began to tipple my hands over her body, to trace the outline of her skin. She rolled over onto her stomach. I briefly touched her ass, she looked back at me, "And I've been thinking. I want three things from you." She leaned up on her elbow facing me.
She looked like a question mark.
I kissed her waist and lay my head in her breasts as she wrapped her arms around my neck.
"Ok. Ok. Ready?" I nodded.
"This is what I WANT:
"I want to be blindfolded, tied up and fucked. And I don't want to know when it will happen to me. I want you to surprise me. I want to live with that every day.
"And I want to be fucked by two guys at the same time. I want you to be one of them, or they can be two other guys - AND you - which I guess that would be three guys. (She laughed). But I want a lot of cock in me all at one time. And....
"And three ....
!!"
* * * * *
Please let me know what you think of this story. Any ideas for Sara's Vacation. Your responses are the reason I write these.
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"Sure. Sure. That would be fine. Three months. Wow! Ok Nana....."
I was listening to Melinda on the phone as she talked to our grandma. Not exactly sure what the other end of the conversation was. I left the room to gather up some more of my stuff. I was moving, not exactly sure where. Melinda was still home, but I was just too stir crazy to stay home anymore and I had a friend who said I could stay there awhile. I needed to find a situation with like four roommates so I could afford rent but I wasn't waiting.
As I set a big box by the door, Melinda popped into the doorway. "That was Nana!"
"I knew that. And...." I reached for another box.
"Well, I think we have an answer." I looked at her uncomprehending. She was swinging herself back and forth, like a little girl, "Nana wants to go on a trip this summer, for THREE months, maybe four. She asked if I would like to stay and watch her house while she was gone."
"Why, is that an answer to OUR problem."
"Cause silly. I want out of this house as much as you do. You could stay there too. It would be FR-EE," she sing-songed that word to me. Free.
We were both totally broke, and even though Melinda stayed home she had to pay some rent. I was just there for a short while. And the deal was I had to move on.
I was thinking, nodding my head. "Ok." One of the things I wanted to do was get away from family, and well Melinda WAS still family - but damn, free.
She clapped her hands and ran from the room.
"All summer!"
********************
The house opened up in a week, we said our goodbyes to grandma at the door, and it took no time at all before Melinda and I settled right in. Melly took Nana's room on the second floor - I didn't care. I took the room I always stayed in when I was there. I loved this house, it was huge, lots of rooms. And Nana left tons of food in the freezer and said we could have it all. Was this real....
Those first days were sort of awkward for some reason, everything different. We were like adults now, playing house with one another. No one else around, just she and I. We weren't in school, no parents, we were both working; odd hours, weekends. Typical type jobs for our age, Melinda would turn 25 later this year.
She had so many clothes, compared to my two suitcases and a couple of boxes for music and stereo (which I did not need by the way), so I helped her carry her masses of stuff. One of the laundry baskets of hers I helped carry was filled with her panties. I walked in staring at the most amazing array of panties I'd ever seen, I could NOT help but look. Felt myself flush a little. Tiny, silk, all colors, see through, old, little fluffs and frill; and I could see words on some of them here and there. One was tipped into the pile, red - white lettering ‘It Ain't.....' Curious, I tugged on it a little, my eyes opening wide as I read - ‘It Ain't....... Going to Lick Itself,' across a the tiniest little triangle of fabric. God damn!
I felt myself turn a shade of red. I knew my sister - this was not her - she was this shy little girl. I had always thought of her that way. Innocent. But the last several years she had changed so much, she had blossomed into this simply breathtaking woman. She was so beautiful - really beautiful (did she not realize?); long wavy hair, beautiful green eyes, nice mouth. She had dimples, really a dimple on her left side when she smiled. Her eyebrows were these dark curves in combination with her big eyes, really pretty.
She was tall and thin, and at twenty four had filled out in the hips and thighs, god she had the most gorgeous pert ass. *Was I thinking that* But it had to be her best feature. No one's ass looked better in tight blue jeans. She had tan smooth skin, her hair longer than it had ever been, shiny, thick and soft, the color of honey. She had green eyes that were so bright, sparkling; and just a light spattering of freckles. God I did, I loved the way she looked now. I kept staring at those panties as I walked up the stairs.
But shy. She was so shy, not around everyone, she was NOT shy around me - not at all. We had lots of fun. Around her girlfriends she had a wonderful laugh, everything was funny. She always laughed at something, and if someone got hurt _Ha! - she so tended to laugh at inappropriate things that way. Like if she threw a ball at you, she might throw it really hard, and laugh uproariously as it bounced off you. Even so, I never could have imagined that THIS is what she wore under her clothes. These panties.
I was picturing her in them, seeing ‘It Ain't Going to Lick Itself' in my minds eye. Delicious. Couldn't help it...... when she suddenly appeared in the doorway, right in front of me.
I handed her the basket, "I brought these up."
She looked at the basket and then me, the one pair of panties laid out flat on top. She read, I saw her eyes widen, then look back at me. I smiled. I watched her turn a shade of red, "Uh, thanks."
She took the basket and I went back downstairs.
******************
Melinda was a baker, I think that's what it is. She made cakes, cupcakes, I think pastries. And when they are short of help pretty much everything else. And they always seemed short of help. So she worked really hard and came home bone tired. But she always came home with food. It was great. Saving still more money. And she loved food, it was always so good. Lots of times she had made it herself. Very particular about her food.
She especially loved soup and bread. Good bread. There was a difference. My schedule tended to be later than hers and so she was most always home when I got home. We really got into a regular routine and she usually waited for me to come home before she ate - so WE could eat together. She waited for me. It was , well, sweet. She was such a caretaker. I was liking her more and more as I got to know her as an ‘adult,' we playing house. God we were grown up now and it so felt like we were like this couple.
I got home earlier than usual. I work, also at a food place, but more like stocking shelves, ordering items, for an online delivery service. The computers went down and they sent us home. When I stepped into the house I called out, "Melinda."
No answer.
"Melly?" I was looking around. Her stuff was sitting by the door, I ran up the stairs and looked in her room. Her clothes were spread out on the bed, and I thought - oh, she's outside in the hot tub.
She loved the hot tub in this place. It was huge.
I went to my room since it was close and just peeked out the window to see, and there she was! She had actually just walked out there. I could see her in her little bikini, holding her towel over her arm, tossing her hair over her shoulder. It was still light out, the sun slanting through the trees so that the tub looked illuminated between shadows. I watched her, her long wavy hair, her small hands as she set the towel down by the side of the tub, illuminated with light.
Stunning! I kept watching. She was standing again, stretching out, arching her back - we look so different when we don't know we are being watched. I hadn't really looked at her, SEEN her, in a bikini. When she knew I was there I had always sort of averted my eyes, just seen her out the corner of my eye. But now....what I noticed was, what else, her great ass! Long legs and this wonderful pert ass' the curves of her, the wonderful flair of her narrow waist. Her breasts, they were small..... I was just watching her rise back up again....
When!!
I stepped back from the window, still looking down at her, my eyes riveted. She was reaching back with both arms. Holding her hands behind her back, and then leaning forward let her bikini top slide down her arms; as she leaned forward I could see the two little cups drop away from her bare breasts. My heart started to pound, I kept watching. Part of me thought that I better go back into the house, but.....I was frozen.
She was so casual, liquid, light, soft. It was a very private back yard. But still. Her breasts were like these drops clinging to the front of her. Beautiful, perfect little nipples. Not big at all, but god she looked so amazing, her hair fallen around her shoulders. Such little nipples, I loved looking at her. I could see her perfectly from where I stood. I wasn't more than 15 feet away looking down at her. She turned a little grasping her bikini bottoms and tugged them down her thighs, and then - her pussy came into view. I had NEVER seen my sisters pussy. I kept watching, could feel myself getting hard, my cock stiffening, rising in my jeans.
Those long legs, they seemed so much longer when she was naked. She had just this little wisp of dark hair right between her legs, almost no hair at all. She turned, her wonderful ass, before stepping down into the water.
The bubbles from the frothing tup obscured her naked form but I kept watching. I was not going to move anywhere. She kept looking toward the house. Checking. Settling herself into the tub. She reached back onto the wood decking and grabbed her top and bottoms tucking them underneath her towel; then settling herself into one of the corners, shifting around a bit, and lifting herself, positioning, gripping the sides of the tub. As I continued to watch....I realized what she was doing.
Each corner had these nozzles that sprayed high pressure water into the tub, making the water churn. There must have been a hundred of them in this tub. I was watching her, leaning herself forward and holding herself up a little ways from the corner seat, tipping her head down toward the water and then arching back looking up at the sky. Sliding her torso back and then forward, back then forward....letting the jets spray up between her legs. Oh my God! She was sitting right on them. She was using the water jets to masturbate.
It was too much. I was watching my Melinda masturbating. She was sliding forward then arching herself back, moving in a line in a steady motion, her mouth held open. I went immediately hard, began to unconsciously stroke my cock over my pants, and then dip my hands into my pants and grasped my penis. I was already wet, dripping from the tip of my cock as I watched sliding my fingers around my tip.
After a little while she was rapidly bouncing herself, almost shaking, up and down in the water, and I could tell she was whimpering, moaning - really getting aroused. When her shoulders began to shake, she was trembling, gripping the edge of the tub, squeezing her hands and I could tell she was squeezing her thighs as well. Holding herself, had her eyes closed tight.. I knew I was watching her orgasm, watching it wave through her body, seeing her throw her head back and sink low into the water. It was so erotic, seeing her cum. Her not knowing I was there. I just couldn't stop looking at her as she gradually relaxed, let go the edge of the tub, just settling into the water, falling back into the corner laying her head back, eyes closed - spent. I could see the tops of her breasts floating, perfect rounds at the surface of the water. This was too too much.
I went back in my room and tugged my pants off, pulled off my boxers and began to tug at my cock, sliding my hands along myself. I was so wet, my fingers slid easily along my length. In no time I was spraying cum up on myself, cumming so hard, just picturing her in the tub. I grabbed my underwear, wiping myself off, and went back to the window - shit! Shit!! She was gone. Her towel, her bikini. I closed my door, pulled on some fresh clothes and then opened the door carefully.
Where was she??
As I walked down the stairs there was my Melly, wrapped in a towel, her hair soaking wet. Her cheeks flushed, her red lips. She was in her bikini again. I could see the straps on her shoulder.
She looked surprised, "You're home??"
"The computer went down - at work."
"How long have you been here?" I smiled inside as I listened to the trill of her voice, a light quaver. Guilt in her voice.
"No more than two minutes. Just ran up and changed."
She smiled (relief?). "I was in the hot tub. I brought home potato soup for tonight, and some potato gnocci - it's potato night - wooohoooo."
I smiled, "Great!" eyeing her as she ran up the stairs.
I could totally picture her naked, her perfect ass bouncing up the stairs.
********************
Well it did not take much prompting for me to figure out how to get home a little earlier from my job each day.
I found someone willing to trade with me, and would ride home trembling with anticipation. But it proved to be a really hit and miss affair. Some days Melinda herself would run late, some days she would be there (I would check the windows and wait) but for whatever reason, not be settling herself in the hot tub; but about two or three days each week she followed this little routine of coming home - probably on the days she was STRESSED - slipping out of her bathing suit and into the tub.
Delicious.
It was simply too delicious for words. I would strip out of my clothes and settle in the corner of my window and just watch her, masturbating my bare cock along with my sister - guilt long ago vanished - this was beyond perfect. She did different little things too, used a couple of the different jets. Variety - ahhhh, I like that. I would watch so carefully, waiting for that moment she was cumming. The look in her eyes, the way she held her mouth, the trembling of her shoulders, the tension the release, that rocking motion, her body bouncing quickly in the water, the surrender and release, the way she always fell back into the tub and closed her eyes. The way her breasts floated on the surface of the churning water.
Then.....then lifting herself out of the water, better even than her going in. Watching the water slide off her as she rose up naked, shiny and wet; languid, happy relaxed, knowing her pussy had been ravished by the water jets. Knowing she had orgasmed, held her legs open, I could imagine the water as my fingers up inside her, her body seemed even more erotic to me. The ends of her hair dripping wet; or wet completely because she dipped herself under water before getting out. Cupping her breasts, drying herself slowly with the towel, looking at her body, touching herself briefly between her legs and then stepping back into her bikini, retying the top around her - always checking, looking around.
My system wasn't working all that great over time. There had been enough times where I was coming home, checking in the window or peeking in the door and she would spot me. Then, I would pop up - everything normal - settle myself down as best I could and explain I got out early. A few times catching her in her suit before she had gotten out there - thinking to myself DAMN. But the erraticness of my schedule resulted in her engaging in her little escapade less and less and less. She did not want to be caught - she was careful that way.
It stopped being worth it to come home, I started working my regular hours again. Knowing she was probably at home, knowing the exact time she tended to slip into the water. I would feel myself getting an erection as I worked - just the thought of her, I could see her, what she did - the most excruciating detail.
I could close my eyes now and see her as she came, see her bouncing in the water, see that liquid stare in her eyes.........
****************
It was Fate.
That is all I can say.
I was sound asleep and it was late, like Midnight when something woke me. It was a line of light moving in arcs around my room. My room was very dark at night, this was a neighborhood without street lights. As my eyes adjusted, this light came into focus, more of a cluster of light, sparkles of light......Hovering, moving, arcing across the wall, erratic, tipping up onto the ceiling. It had a movement, a direction. Stopping, then arcing away, then back again. What the....?
I slipped out of bed, and passed the window.
Melinda!
So......She had moved her naughtiness to night-time. I could not believe my good fortune - good fate. She had a glass in her hand, there was a light on at the house casting a glow over the tub, and the reflection of that light on her glass - probably the ice - was sparkling shadows in my room. It had to be Vodka, or Jack, or maybe even Scotch. Melinda always said she never met a drink she didn't like.
She was naked again. I could tell, laying in the tub sipping her drink, looking around. Settling herself into the water, her hair floating out on the churning water. She did not have the tub lights on. My heart was pounding a million miles a second. It had been like three weeks since I had watched her. I was seeing far less in the low light, but could still make out the movement of her body, see her rocking in the water, looking down into the water and then up at the sky, her open mouth, her eyes closed. I slipped out of my boxers, gripping my cock. Delicious.
So now I waited for her at night, and another pattern emerged. Weekends!! Fridays and Saturdays at about midnight, she was slipping out into the night. Insatiable. Such a hungry little girl I thought to myself. This girl really likes to masturbate. And at night she did seem even more relaxed; and even better, she let herself cum more than once. The trembling orgasm coursing through her, which I so loved watching would transition to her settling into the corner a little while enjoying her drink before.....another session. Those second orgasms appeared to be even better than the first. And I made a new discovery, if I made a little crack in my window - I could hear her!!
Her whimpers, ‘mmmm, mmmmm, mmmmm,' these low moans, squeaks. An occasional ‘oh yeah, god yeah,' her panting and breathing. I loved to hear her, her soft voice. This little girl voice. It went right into me as I watched her there. I would sit in the dark and cum along with her, but I was wanting more......much more.
The day it happened was unmarked..... it could have been any one of the weekend nights. In fact I never could have planned it, my heart would have exploded in my chest for nervousness. But I was sitting there naked as I did, and she was out there standing by the tub. I was watching her remove her top, remove her bottoms, get into the water and then tuck her tops and bottoms under her towel. Never varying. Then settling into the water......but tonight would be different. I simply rose from the window and without even thinking stood naked in my room as I looked out the window one last time, my cock pointing straight up, before I......... pulled on my swim trunks.
I was going to go out there!!
I went down the stairs, did not want to surprise her; but also did not want her to hop out of the tub and go dashing off into the woods (hahahaha); I pictured that as well and thought it would be cruel. My Melinda hiding naked in the trees. So, I went into the kitchen, stood by the closest window to the tub - flipped on the light - knowing she would know I could immediately see her there, in the tub. She would not dash - she was naked after all - and she would have no where to go, she would have to sink into the tub and HOPE I didn't see her. This was a well thought out plan.
I could not even feel my hands, for their tingling, could barely walk or breath, as I stood with my finger on the switch, as I flipped it ON. And sort of looking without looking I glanced at the rapid turn of her head as the light went on. I was picturing her now ‘Fuck Fuck, what am I going to do?' ‘Don't laugh' I kept telling myself, and then as I was walking back from the fridge - pretending like I was getting a snack I ‘SAW' her.......squinting out the window. Pausing, like I was surprised/confused (don't laugh I kept thinking). She waved, a weak little wave of her hand. God, I was exploding, don't laugh don't laugh.



And then I saw a bottle of Vodka on the counter - tonight it was vodka - saw the glass in her hand and I poured myself one, my hand was trembling. I could barely contain myself as I took the bottle and just walked out onto the deck, a glass in one hand the bottle in the other.
"What are you doing out here?" I croaked, not even bothering to explain why I would be coming downstairs for a snack in my swim trunks.
"Just getting, uh.....fresh air. It's nice..... out here at night. Fresh, air. Quiet." Fear in her voice. I ignored it. She was sunk down into the water, had moved away to the other side away from her towel. Guilt by association, she was not on her little masturbation jets.
"Mind if I join you?"
"Uh......no."
"I brought some more out," held out the vodka. "Saw it there. Want some more??"
"Uh," distracted, "Yeah." She held her glass out far from herself. Still sunk deep into the water, neck deep, I know she was trying to keep her shoulders from showing (no straps) but even in this low light I could so perfectly see her bare breasts below the surface of the water.
I stepped in, slipping into the water, sat directly across from her, right by the little towel. Her towel. Laid my towel on top of hers. I could just hear the chatter in her brain - would have given anything to hear inside her thoughts (Rat Bastard, Fuck Fuck Fuck, Jesus Shit). She had a pretty naughty mouth.
So there we sat. "Mmmm. Your right. This IS nice." I said, eyeing her, holding out my glass like I was toasting her, and drank. "Want me to turn the hot tub lights on??"
"NO!" She bellowed too loud, I had my hand on the switch. *Don't laugh don't laugh* "I mean I like it just like this."
I wanted to play dumb but not too dumb. "Ok." I moved away from the switch before continuing, "Besides, uh, I-think-you-might-be-topless." I was trembling as I said that in a measured tone. Should I have said that? What the hell, I thought. What can she do?
"What??"
"I can totally see from here Melinda. It's alright......No big deal. I can't see that much."
Silence, then, "Oh." She rose a little I could see her bare shoulders, could actually see her breasts quite a bit better. I think she was already a little tipsy because she was not processing how she looked to me just then very well.
"Did you come out here topless?"
"No, uh, I just tucked it under my, uh, towel." She was pointing with her finger, still holding the glass.
It was right behind me - I knew right where it was, had watched her tuck it away many many times - and I looked back, lifted the towels up.
She sunk back down, didn't even bother saying anything. "Your bottoms are here too!!" I held them up. I had both her top and bottom in my hand holding them in front of her.
"Give them to me!" She said stern, angry, but also quiet.
"Don't know if I want to."
"Here!! Give them......." She began to move toward me, reaching out, and I quick tossed them over, not even thinking - just a split second reaction - toward the house. You could hear them hit the deck lightly, landing under the light that was on. About 15 feet from the tub.
"Ooops."
"You fucker. FuCK!! You, fuck....." She said to herself. She looked so angry just then. And she threw herself into the corner, eyeing me. "I wanted some privacy. Rat Bastard."
"I bet you did......" She looked at me, sort of a half pout, anger sparking from her eyes. I continued, "Melinda, I have a confession....." Her eyes watching me, emotionless. ".....I know what you do, out here.....I mean......."
Silence.
"With the jets."
She looked away, guilt filling her. I watched her lick her lips, sink into the water. She wanted to get away, leave. She was trapped.
"It's ok. No big......." Had I gone to far??
She began to drink her vodka down, and I finished mine. I said again, "It's ok."
"What. How did you know? You watch me, or something."
"Actually..... uh, yeah." She was surprised by my answer I think, a slight scowl on her face....or a confused smile.
"Your sick. You WATCHED me? Out here."
"I'm not the one out here naked in a hot tub getting ready to masturbate....How long. How long you done this?"
"Get my suit," she commanded.
I just repeated, "How long? In Nana's Tub I mean. When did you start - THIS. Since.....Tell me and I'll get your suit."
"Oh god!" It came out with such disgust. "Get MY SUIT!!! I'm not telling you......" I wasn't moving. Her eyes glaring. Menacing. " I don't know. Long time. I honestly don't....." I could see her remembering, thinking back. She looked away.
"It's ok, nor-mal..." We sat there awhile. She was still sitting down in the corner. I could see the water foaming around her, see her breasts perfectly. And then I blurted out, "Don't let me stop you. Go ahead," surprising myself as I continued.
She was not comprehending what I was saying, I said it again, "Don't stop..You don't have to stop....I can watch."
"NOooo!!" It exploded out of her, she held her mouth open, this long drawn out No-oo-ooo.
"I mean I already have. Go on. Only difference is you would know."
"Get my suit. NOW!!" Panic in her voice.
"Do it for me, and THEN I'll go get it."
"You said you'd get it if I told you how long I've, um....."
".......You said you didn't know. You didn't answer."
She began to answer...."I star....." I stopped her mid-sentence.
"That offer was before..... its changed." I had a coy smile. I had her. She would have to leave the tub naked and walk over to those lights, get her suit herself and I would get to SEE her. OR.......I had her. She knew it.
"Fucker. You, Rat Bastard."
I had her.
I remained silent, could see she was thinking now, looking at the water. I knew she really wanted to get out. Knew she needed to leave. But....I also knew, she really wanted to masturbate. I knew that about her. Knew. I watched her, silent.
".....I......need......to sit over there. K?" She pointed to where I was, and for an awkward moment, she rose from her seat, moving toward me, her naked form under the water. I was a foot away from her, my hard cock, the warm churning water, steaming up around us, as we were turning around one another and moving to opposite corners.
"Ok?" I said as we shifted, as I moved into ‘her' corner, as she set herself into mine.
She was lifting herself up slightly, sitting in the seat, lifting her ass above the jets, bringing her legs open, gripping the edge of the tub. I was watching her openly, asking now, "What do you do?"
"I don't know, just sort of sit-on-it."
"Anywhere in particular?"
She looked at me, "My...... Pussy."
That surprised me, she spat it out at me, but my God! I had never heard my sister say pussy before, and she was settling onto the jet, lifting herself up the way she did, gripping the sides of the tub. Her breasts peeking out of the water now. I was touching myself, stroking myself as I watched her.
"Want another drink."
"Sure."
I was watching her arch her back, look up, close her eyes, pulling herself back and then forward, and then lowering her head forward, looking down into the water, eyeing me as she did. Anger in her eyes, but something else too. The feel of the jets spraying upon her, opening her up, vibrating down there. Something else too - the start of pleasure. The rhythmic streams of water churning against her, labia, vibrating her clitoris. Swirling up around her vagina, running over her anus. I was seeing that too.
Watching her eyes go liquid. Watching her mouth open, her breathing change imperceptibly into a pant. She was beginning to moan and whimper lightly beneath her breathing, trying to be quieter. But unable to control her body, which was taking over. I loved the way she held her mouth open while masturbating. I was no more than three feet from her now. I wanted to see her better.
Her breathing was getting heavy, long breaths....and between her pants...... "How many times.....have you.......watched me," she panted out, lifting her eyes to me. I could see pure desire. She was getting so aroused. I simply looked deep into her liquid eyes, felt something too......desire.
She was squeezing her breasts, watching me with her mouth open as she said that, licking her lips. Moving, bobbing up and down. She looked like she was fucking.
"About ten, fifteen times."
She didn't even flinch, closed her eyes, and turned her head to the side. I think it was running through her mind how she had been watched all this time, her naked body in the tub masturbating on these jets, and someone watching her, watching her cum, watching her orgasm. She was getting turned on. Really turned on. She brought one hand around and began to squeeze her breasts, rub her nipples. I didn't remember her squeezing her breasts the way she was.
"You. Did you like it..... like...... Watching me?" She said between her breaths, breathing only through her mouth now. Moving faster, shaking herself over the jets.
"Oh yeah."
"Did YOU masturbate.....watching me."
"Hmmm Hmmm. Yeah." I nodded. I could not take my eyes off her now.
She was smiling, licking her lips, really moving on the jets. Rising and falling. Bouncing on the jets.
"Ah....Uh.....ah......" This verbal panting, eyeing me......"Want to see better?"
I was looking at her, said nothing. She was reading my mind.
"Go on. Ah....Uh, turn on the lights. Turn....." and I reached and turned on the underwater tub lights, illuminating the water. I also turned off the floor and wall jets - just leaving the seat jets. Something she did NOT ask. The water immediately going clear.
She asked me if I wanted to see better. The water stilled in the center, giving me a crystal clear view of her. She looked around, realizing how exposed she was but just kept undulating on the jets beneath her which were foaming and frothing up between her legs, squeezing her breasts, running her hands down herself, holding herself over those jets. Her body shining white in the water, her legs held open, I could see her bare cunny, little wisps of hair there.
I realized also, she could see me. Her eyes were fixed, looking directly at my cock. I was so hard, I just held my hand to my crotch stroking my length. She was looking down at the water now, eyeing my cock, then......up at the sky - the way she did. And I watched her moving along faster and faster, bounding rapidly up and down, back and forth biting her lips - watching her orgasm just build and build and build.
"Ahh Uh ahhh Uh," she was panting, growling. "Oh yeah. Oh yeah. Oh god" She was losing herself, forgetting I was there. Until I could see the trembling in her shoulders, the delicious way she whimpered out, "oh uh oh god, oh." And a wave of orgasm rushing over her. It was long, hard, and she was so flushed; knowing she was being watched had her on a wave she hadn't ridden before. It was amazing to watch, her spasming in the water, as she was losing control, knowing I was there. She was looking at me like a girl who had lost control of her body, liquid, distant.
As she gradually came down from its grip, as she settled into the water, falling back in her seat, legs splayed holding her hands between her legs - she met my eyes. My Melinda had returned. But more wanton, innocence gone, "Damn. Fuck. That was good."
She kept looking at me, biting her lower lip. "It was better....better when you watched." She took her vodka, finished the glass.
"I usually do it again. I like to cum Twice."
I said, "I know."
"Wanna watch that one too?"
**************************
After that night, that fateful night, beginning immediately the next day, there was something - something so different between us. We never talked about what happened, never acknowledged I had watched, nothing. You really couldn't put your finger on it. She came downstairs about 10:00 in her usual boy shorts and top that showed her midriff, bare feet. She sat in the kitchen sipped her tea, ate her breakfast. We did dishes. Talked about our day, what we were going to do. Catching these little glimpses of each other. Let the cats out. ‘Normal' only not. I went to the bathroom from the kitchen, took out my penis, wet with pre cum, I was dripping.
When I came back she looked at me, asked me what I was going to be doing today, pressing her lips together. I had some errands to run, was trying to find a new job, fill out some forms. Stuff. She nodded. I nodded. Catching her eye again, slight delays before we moved, before we finished sentences. This morning I was watching her mouth, her eyes, her tummy. This morning she was watching my chest, my mouth, my *cock* leaning toward me when she talked. Unmistakable. Attraction. Chemistry. Our smells our touch. What were we feeling??
She lay her hand on mine at the sink. We caught our eyes, gazed at one another, a little longer today. The way she ate her food. The way she pressed her cup to her mouth, sipped her tea. Her teeth. The way she flicked her hair out of her eyes.
As she left to head up the stairs, she breathed out sort of nonchalant, "I think I'm going to go to the hot tub again tonight. Maybe not as late."
I looked at her, smiling.
"See ya."
******************************
Tonight we were going out to the tub at the same time - together. We both had our swim trunks on and we both had our towels. We knew what we were going to do. This time she lay her towel down on the deck and slipped into the water first, with her suit on; so I did the same.
I was eyeing her carefully. It was dark and I turned on the light illuminating the water of the tub. She didn't stop me. No jets on yet crystal clear water. We were in this little dance, circling one another, floating in the water. I mirrored what she did.
We settled into ‘our' corners, she reached back unclasped her top and let it slide down her arms, threw it out onto the deck - slap! About five feet away. She laughed. "Ha!"
I took my trunks off letting my cock come into perfect view - already hard - and she watched me, looking down into the water between my legs. I know she was watching my cock as I threw my trunks out from the tub, my cock head bobbing up out of the water as I stood, a little smile on her face. We laughed as my trunks landed SLAP! against the deck.
She said as she looked at me, "I want to see YOU cum too," slipping her bottoms off and threw them away from the tub as well, calling out "Ha!" as she did.
"Ready," she cooed, her hand reaching out of the water turning on the jets.
"I need the side wall jets for me," I said to her. She turned those on as well, leaving the floor jets off. Interesting. The water was churning and she sat in her corner, lifting herself up, getting into ‘position.'
"We're being pretty bad," she said, looking at my cock as I was holding myself up out of the water, positioning myself over one of the jets at the side of the tub, basically right next to her. Our feet touched.
"Hmmmm. Hmmmm," I simply acknowledged - agreed - said nothing.
She continued, "No one can know we're doing this.....and, only while we're at Nana's. K?"
I loved her little girl voice. The conspiracy we were planning. Too delicious for words. All I heard was that we could do this another two months because that's how long we had left. "No one will ever know." I was in heaven going fuck fuck fuck. I can NOT believe this is happening.
"Give me a drink." I handed her her glass, and we began.....
I needed to face the side of the tub, setting my cock right at the jet that sprayed out from the side. It caused my cock to vibrate, tingle, this tremendous pressure falling over to one side and then over to the other. Churning against my skin, the feeling of water crushing onto my cock. The rush of water vibrating against me, spraying along one side, then twisting my hip a little letting my cock pop through the stream so that it sprayed on the other side. It just felt amazing - and little did she realize I had done THIS in this very tub many time as well. I did not volunteer that little bit of information. Better to think she was the start of all of this, that SHE was my corruption.
"This feels so.....good. Mmmmmmmm," I breathed.
Her eyes were closed, she cooed out, "Hmmmm Hmmmm. as she peeked at me, wrinkling her nose, then laying her head back, eyes closed, rotating her hips over the jets. I was watching her squirm, wathing her small shoulders rise and fall into the water.
Because I was at the side and she was in the corner, we were actually quite close to one another, and we basically openly watched one another as we did this. I held myself up on my knees. The head of my cock was nearly at the surface of the water. We were touching and playing with each others feet as we did this.
She was also holding herself a little higher, I could see her breasts perfectly, watching her rock her body backward and forward, following her slit in the churning water. My cock was trembling, in the jets of water and my cockhead was coming in and out of her view at the surface of the water. I loved how she would set her head against the tub and watch my cock trembling from the jets. Her pussy was this arc between her open legs, moving back and forth in the seat. She was squeezing her breasts again, I was feeling so horny I couldn't stand it. Watching her body, so open - right there for me. Her one hand was up on the edge of the tub and I lay mine on hers, she looked at me. Deep into my eyes.
My god, at that moment I could feel myself cumming, rising up from deep inside. I began to buck into the side of the tub and squeezed her hand as I did, she squeezing my hand back, watching me. Ribbons of cum spraying out of me, and up out of the water, you could see the cum squirting up like a little fountain, before coagulating at the surface. She was looking at me, giggling. "That was quick."
"It's pretty intense." I could feel my cock relax and I kept sitting where I was right by her, facing her on the seat there. She tipped herself toward me a little, holding her legs open; not shy, hungry, still squeezing her breasts. Looking at me, her liquid stare and closing her eyes, gradually getting herself more and more worked up.
I lay a hand on her thigh, she did not move at all, just a little sideways glance. "Behave."
I began to stroke her thighs from her knees to the bend right at her abdomen, inches from her puss when I was at the top of her thigh. "This ok?"
"Feels nice."
And I continued, higher up following the line of her hip bone, rubbing her tummy, stroking around her navel touching the little metal bar that pierced her there, traced a line along her arms. Curled my fingers into hers. Held her hand. Then tracing my hands along her arm over her shoulders; then tracing the edge of the water, and held the hand that was cupped right over her breast. "How about this?"
I was trembling as I said that, holding on to her, touching her fingers, pressing my fingers between hers so that I could feel her nipple on the tips of my fingers.
"Not exactly a good time to ask. I'm so horny right now....... I'd do just about anything."
Those words melted into me. She had her eyes closed as she said it, said it with a low growl. I could feel her still rocking steadily in the water, bobbing up and down, as I held my hand over hers she moved her hand away letting me cup her breasts, and I squeezed. Oh my god, squeezing her breasts and just as I did, could feel her whole body begin to quiver and tremble, buck forward and back.
"Oh god. Oh...uh..ah ah. I'm cumming."
She was looking right into my eyes. Her little girl whimpers and moans, louder and louder. She was on fire, her body shook and she dropped onto the jets, she looked like she was in pain. And then she let go, looking at me, my hand still on her breast and she fell away from me settling into her seat.



"Fuck...." she breathed out, looking at me, tugging her wet hair out of her eyes and over her shoulders. "That's the best orgasm...... fuck, ever." She let a long breath out. I settled back into my corner.
"God that was good. You better be careful....... I'm going to get attached to you."
I smiled.
And then she was gathering herself, collecting herself. "But..." She was thinking, "I like what you did. It was.....ok. " As she was saying this, she was lifting herself from the tub, naked, the water cascading down her form. She stood naked above me, I was looking up her long legs, she was smiling down at me. Utterly nonchalant. Relaxed. She loved being looked at like this, I could tell as she continued, " But now that's it, ok? We can do this, you can touch me. A little...... Like you did. But, that's it!! You have to promise. Or....otherwise we can't do this. Promise?"
I was looking up with her, she had her towel in her hand, stepping out onto the deck again, casually drying herself. I nodding. I agreed. I would have said anything. "Don't you want to do it again?"
She stood there with her hands on her hips, "Not after that - Fuck - I'm wiped. If I came again like that I wouldn't be able to walk." I laughed.
And then turning she grasped her top and then her bottoms, finished toweling herself off under the lights, and without putting anything back on slipped back into the house.
"Nite nite."
**************************
I got home a little late today, opening the door, "Melly!"
I saw all these little messes in the house, she was definitely home. I called again, "Melly, you bring any food home - I'm hungry."
I saw her coming down the stairs, "In the fridge. Minestrone and bread. There's an open bottle of wine on the counter."
But I barely heard what she said. She had slipped into pair of pajamas - it was only like 7:00 - the pair which she had owned forever. They were gray with these white elephants. As she stepped down the stairs and on into the kitchen I watched the thin fabric hugging her ass and breasts. The top was so small it rose up exposing her whole middle. I could see her tan tummy perfectly as I followed her and she turned to me. God, her thin waist. I was drinking her in.
"It's movie night!" she said self satisfied. Knowing how I was looking at her, eyeing her, she letting me, "for US. I went and got a bunch I thought we might like."
We continued into the TV room with this enormous wide couch. "You can eat in here. Go get ready first. It's a pajama party." She laughed letting me look at her again.
"I only wear boxers."
She looked at me, looked at my crotch, licked her lips. "S'alright. Then go get them on." I'd never seen her look at me like that before.
I ran up the stairs.
So that is how we lounged. After I ate, she crawled cross the floor toward the screen to slip the first movie in. I watching the thin fabric of her bottoms fold in a line along her ass, and fall away from her thighs, looking up inside her bottoms. The fabric around her legs pulling up so that I could see the curve of her puss, that line of bare skin along her thighs, the fabric tugging, opening up at the edges. I went instantly hard. We were both sipping our wines, she had to be on her second glass. As she crawled back to the couch, smiling, she could see the line of my cock bulging up my front. The wet drip staining the top through the fabric.
I honestly don't remember what the movie was. I simply watched Melinda as she lay curled on the sofa near my feet. I reached out with my legs, my bare feet and touched her, we held our feet together. She played with my toes. I was lusting for her bare feet, her painted toes, drinking in the feel of her. Watched the tip of her hip as she lay curled there.
The way she was sitting I could see the fabric bunching up between her legs. She kept tossing her hair back. She was holding a pillow at her front, her head leaning against a cushion. I know she was noticing how I looked at her tonight, she smiled at me, loving her effect on me. The way we were feeling around each other was just building and building and building. Our chemistry, how aroused we both were getting, just letting it happen without talking about it at all. Of her being watched, of me thinking she was beautiful, of my arousal, my hard cock. Her eyes grazing across my lap.
She put in the next movie, looking back at me, wicked wicked grin, "I love this one. Ever seen it before, Last Tango in Paris. Such a classic."
Last Tango in Paris! "Yeah, its like what thirty years ago, Bertolucci. Her directed ‘The Dreamers' too. Love everything he does! Marlon Brando. The secret room."
She scooched herself closer, "Well I love this movie. It seems so, sweet. Naughty. The ending is........ pretty disturbing, but the BEGINNING. Mmmmmmm. Yummy." I had never heard her say yummy before. As she leaned against me, I could feel her breasts press against me, and I put my arm around her pulled her close.
She looked at me, leaning herself back a little, let me look down the front of her. Her tummy this little pouch over her bottoms. "I like to masturbate to this movie." Did she say what I thought she did? I just kept looking at her, she lay her head on my shoulder.
I let it go by, we turned the lights low, silent for a awhile as the music, this somehow obscene music plays as the paintings are flashed on screen. Then the train crashing by overhead, Marlon Brando standing with his hands to his ears screaming, "Fucking Cunt!"
The scene where he is walking away from the train, and there she is!! "I forgot that they met before."
"Met a couple of times before," she giggled.
At the bathroom scene - there they were again. She eyeing me, "See!" I lay my hand on her leg, and she lightly lay her hand over mine as we watched, the tension on the movie matching the tension between us. It was the same. I started to stroke her leg and let my fingers slide right up under the edge of her bottoms, she letting me. We twined our fingers together.
When the scene came where they were in the apartment, walking, pacing, looking, the tension rising. My heart went into my throat as Melinda took her hand from mine to slip her hand into her bottoms, I watched the elastic stretch around her wrist.....She noticing my eyes on her hand pressed down between her legs, just looking at me with this little girl grin - pure innocence - and in her little girl voice cooed out, "You mind?" The little girl in the movie sits on the toilet and pees, no underwear. Melinda looks at me, "Yum."
I could not take my eyes off her hand. Her bottoms were lifted right out, wrapping around her wrist and I could see right down her bare abdomen, down between her legs, the mound of her bare puss, this trail of hair there, her fingers curling down between her legs. I gripped her thigh almost pulling her leg open, moving her how I want, giving me a better view. She letting me.
The two were on the phone, breathing into the receiver. He hangs in on the edge of something, he's walking silently toward her, she just listening on the phone. And then, when she jumps into his arms, they are fucking. Fucking God!! So hot. He's pulling her onto himself, her legs wrapped around his waist, kissing, fucking. I was watching Melinda stroking herself, undulating her hips on her hand, her bottoms were sliding lower lower. I could see the curve of her ass perfectly. And I reached and tugged at her bottoms, slid them lower until the front of her puss was coming into view. Her fingers were sliding - shiny slippery wet - I could see her hand perfectly working down between her legs.
I was so hard, and I reached inside my boxers, grasped my cock - she watching me, "Nothing we haven't done before, right?"
The scene ends with him walking out pulling off the ‘For Rent' sign and she running to go see her fiance. And as the girl is off running, Melinda's hand slipped up onto her abdomen, the smell of her. This was the first time I had smelled her sex. I breathed in deep, holding my cock in my hand, she watching me. All she said was, "I don't want to cum yet."
So there we lay, holding to one another. Touching ourselves. Our bodies slowly tangling together. There was the suicide, blood, the movie being filmed. Fighting. And then the joining again, these two lovers in their secret room, each delicious moment. Her hand reaching up into his boxers. Jesus God! So delicious. "I forgot that part!" She laying and masturbating herself on the floor......yelling I don't need you!
Those delicious scenes weaving together, we began to stroke ourselves again, touch ourselves. I watched Melinda rubbing herself furiously as he pulled her elephant pajamas down around her thighs as Marlon Brando scooped some butter and presses it into the little girls ass, and you can just feel his cock slide up her ass, watching the pain in her eyes as she is crying, saying what he tells her.
Melinda falling back into the sofa, letting her bottoms fall down her legs and onto the floor, pressing herself down into the cushions, hugging her hips into her fingers. Tensing herself, stiffening. I was watching her cum, god I loved the way she looked. How we watched each other now. She lay back in the sofa, settling herself, bottomless, legs open, a big smile on her face, liquidly looking over at me. I was still sliding my hand along myself, the elastic of my boxers hooked under my balls.
She says, "Want a taste?" I looked over, and she took her fingers, held them under my nose. Oh god, her pussy smell, earthy, acrid - and she pressed her fingers into my mouth. I licked, touching my tongue, tasting her wetness. I licked her fingers, her wonderful taste, slippery, sweet and tangy. I continued to masturbate, rubbing my cum over the length of my cock as she continued reaching between her legs, sliding her fingers into her slit and then taking her shiny sticky wet fingers and feeding me. I could feel myself cumming, my body bucking, as I held my cock spraying lines of cum up onto myself, her fingers still in my mouth, white gobs of cum sprayed up my front.
She was watching me as I came, giggling. "What a mess. Oh my god, so much." Getting on her knees leaning over me, touching the cum on my stomach. Giggling.
I looked over at her, "Want to taste ME?" I watched her cheeks pinken, the sparkle in her eye.
And I smeared some cum around, little globs running down my fingers and held it to her mouth. She licked and sucked on my fingers. "Salty." I just let my cock lay over my thigh, totally exposed. Bottomless Melinda lifted up on her knees began to curl back into the sofa, we had our legs curled into one another. We were ignoring the movie now focused upon ‘feeding' each other. Delicious. She repeated I was a little salty. I said I could taste cinnamon. She liked that.
I said, "You're Sweet and Spicy!"
She laughed at that, "I'm Chinese food."
**************************
When Melinda came home tonight - Friday - she had a grin on her face, she looked like she had already been masturbating before our evening together. I looked at her - she was thinking about it already. Our night together!
We had developed some interesting habits, she and I. And our modesty was melting away. We met now in the bathroom getting ready in the morning, naked. She in panties no top. She loved to wear that wonderful pair of pajamas in the evening around me, sometimes just the top, because she knew how much I loved them. She was doing stuff like that, doing things she knew turned me on - which is kind of weird since she is my sister. But it seemed normal. I loved everything we did, how it evolved, stopped thinking about it altogether. When I heard ‘movie night' I could feel myself get hard, had begun to equated movie night with our little masturbation sessions while we watched movies. That thin fabric, the little elephants all over her.
She wore nothing underneath - when she was with me. But that is what we did, masturbated. She was letting me touch her a little more, a little more. But.....that was all.
Tonight she came home, breathless and mottled"Want to watch a movie?" Her cheeks glowed. "I'll wear those pajamas you like." Big grin. When had she become so naughty.
I loved her voice, her eyes, her smile. Her dimple simply glowed, her green eyes all sparkling.
"I was thinking.....We should go out, something a little different."
She looked at me, a little disheartened. I continued, "You'll like it. I was thinking going to a club - Sin City. I know a place where they have a ‘Bondage a Go-Go Night' In fact, go put in your pajamas, if you wear ‘em they'll let you in free tonight."
She smiled, a wicked grin ran upstairs, changed just as I said, and we left. When did she start doing just what I said? I wore black jeans a T-shirt and a leather jacket. Standing with her in just those short pajama bottoms and thin fabric top. She was wearing two things. I didn't even let her put on shoes. She stood at the door barefoot as we left.
"Do I need a purse."
"Just your ID."
She gave it to me.
Bondage A Go Go! We entered by a front doorway with huge neon circles emanating from the entrance, flashing in like a bulls eye pattern, waving us in. Menacing, obscene colors.
"You ever been here before?"
She shook her head, eyes wide, holding my hand tight. She was nervous, suddenly shy.
We walked to a ticket booth just inside the doorway. It was a cage really, this huge cage with wide square bars, the ticket taker was a woman dressed in a little white baby doll teddy, long blonde hair, no smile. Red lipstick. You handed her money between the bars, it was at the front, right at the entrance before of a long dark hallway. You could smell cigarette smoke, old building smells, that odd smell fog makers make. We paid, the woman in the white baby doll looked at my little M, and without acknowledging her outfit, without smiling, waved her in, "you can go in." - she was free.
As we walked down the hallway into the club, Melinda was gripping my hand even more tightly, pressing close to me. I liked the effect this place was having on her. My barefoot little Melinda, the walls glowing around her, wearing nothing at all. Barefoot. I loved the feeling of her pressed against me, her needing me. I put my arm around her, wrapped my hand around her bare waist, dipped my fingers just a little bit into her bottoms. She letting me.
Pictures covered the wall, hundreds and hundreds of porno magazine photos, movie posters, some were framed, some were taped or tacked to the walls. All manner of nude women and men, all sizes, photos of oral sex, fucking, long cocks, open legs. Enormous poster sized close-ups of pussy slits, clitoris', erect cocks. Cartoon nudes, Omaha Dancer - a cartoon cat stripper, legs spread; Japanese Manga. Deeper inside, the steady thrumming of music growing louder, you could only hear the low bass boom boom boom. Unrecognizable, flashes through the doorway, and everything all around dark, the walls glowing with nudity. Black lights, and neon.
And then - oh, I had not told her about this - Oh God! I had forgotten. As we entered the doorway into the club, a large bald guy stood looking at licenses, carding; but with a barrel full of black scarves to his right - holding one out to Melinda as we stepped up.
I leaned in and whispered in her ear, "I forgot to tell you, you have to be blindfolded if you get in for free."
She looked at me, wide eyed, a wave of confusion, fear, like a deer in the headlights. She just whispered out "Ok" as he pressed the black fabric over her eyes, and tied it in place. I held her by the hand and led her in. "Keep this on."
I would be her eyes tonight.
"Is this ok?"
"I....I guess," I could feel her trembling. She was holding my hand with both of hers.
I assured her, "If you get too uncomfortable we can leave anytime, just tell me." She continued to grip my hand. The music went to a roar as we turned the corner.
"It's....alright. I need something to drink though. Quick!" she shouted out to no one in particular and as I turned to the bar she grasped me around the waist as I turned, held herself tight to me. I had momentarily let go of her, she was not going to lose me. My Melinda looked around with her chin out, seeing nothing. It was dark even if you could see, and for her it would be pitch black. Her little form there, I held her waist, watching her. Helpless. I could feel myself getting aroused, a wanting rising at the same time. I touched her hip bone, watched her head turn, and caressed my hand over her tummy tracing the line of her bottoms. She didn't move said nothing.......
I bought her a vodka and thought to myself, lets have some fun. She was barefoot, and wearing her PJ's but they also had a little dress up area. For $50 I could dress her up. I handed her the vodka, mixed with just a tiny bit of Pepsi and told her to down it. "Down it quick, I'll get you another. You need to calm down." She did, in one swallow her fingers trembling around the rim of the glass guiding it to her lips. I gave her another and she drank half.
When she looked more relaxed I said, "There's a dress-up area over here, can I dress you a little?"
And again, she looked at me, chin out, eyes covered, but this time I was literally watching her melt. She leaned in to my ear, her warm breath, "You can do anything you want to me tonight." I felt myself melt as she said that, lay my hand right over the round of her ass, squeezed. She smiling her little teeth at me as I did.
I pulled her over along behind me to a wall of items, and holding her hand set her in a chair. First I took a skirt, black and pleated wrapping it around her waist and zipped it on, settling high around her thighs. I pulled on a pair of white socks that came up to the top of her calves. She looked delicious. My little girl. I fitted a pair of baby janes, a chunky pair with heels. At least two inch heals. She was tall already, like 5 foot nine without heals, and this made her legs look like they went on forever. I was reaching up her thighs as I dressed her, touching just under her pajama bottoms, she swatting my hands. I stood her back up and god she looked good.
I next grasped the top of her PJ's and began unbuttoning all of the buttons down her front so that her top hung open, then tied the bottom in a tight little not, making a halter out of it, forming these little loose triangles over her breasts. She could feel me doing that and instinctively held her hands on mine - to stop me, before letting go. I lay my hand beneath the fabric and caressed her breasts and tummy lightly, just a little, she was looking down - unseeing, blindfolded - holding her lips together, ‘watching' my hands as I touched her were she able to see. Trying to decide if she should ‘let' me.
"There." I lifted her from the chair. She could feel the skirt swishing around her thighs, touched the hem.
Next, I took some lipstick and applied it to her mouth. She held her mouth for me, I loved the way she held her mouth while I applied the lipstick, not too well but gave her this red shiny mouth. Finally, I found this little black, fluffy collar and buckled it around her neck. She felt it tighten as I clasped it to her and asked, "What are you....."
"It's just a cute little collar."
She felt it with her hands, giggling, "It's fluffy."
And I hooked a chain to it. "Hmmmmm." She looked amazing. MY little girl. The collar matching her black skirt. I got up and just sort of pulled the chain, tugging her by the neck lightly to me. She reached up, touched the collar and felt the chain, followed it as it arced out from her neck, felt where it latched to her. I pulled again and she let go, following me, padding along in her white socks and baby janes.



I ordered her another drink, and some appetizers - chicken something - and this delicious looking woman in a nurses outfit brought the drink and food back and stepping up to my little girl, and without warning she pressed that drink right into the small of her back just above the line of her skirt, an ice cold glass touching her bare skin and she jumped. I laughed, the waitress winked at me, and then set it down on the table. "Nice little pet you got there.....She your pussy."
I nodded, "Yeah.... MY pussy." I loved saying that, as I looked at her. Melinda heard me, I know she did, and I watched her cheeks flush red.
She still could not see anything as she settled in, she held her hands to my knees leaning herself toward me as I began to feed her. She held her mouth open and I held the pieces of food, pressed them into her mouth and watched her bite and chew. Then I held the glass to her lips and tipped it back, she drank. I lay my hand at the small of her back and caressed her hips. She turned to me, smiling, completely submitting to whatever I did.
I pulled her top open as she sat there, loosening the knot, so I could see her breasts, let it fall open. I just wanted to look at her. She let me. She sat toward me close, covering herself instinctively from others who might be around, with her legs open. I said, "You have really beautiful breasts," and between feeding her I was playing, touching her, holding her breasts, and then ever so lightly I lay my hand up beneath her skirt, and between her legs, cupped her cunny. She started, but remained seated, smiling, giggling a little.
"You're being bad."
I just said, "I'm your bad little boy."
"Am I.....your pussy." God I loved watching her mouth as she said that - Pus–sy. Her lips pursed in a kiss.
"Tonight you are."
"This IS better than....a.....movie." She was getting tipsy and feeling comfortable. "What ARE we .... YOU going to do with me tonight.....? Hmmmmmm" Definitely drunk.
"You want more?"
"Hmmmm. May-be." She chewed on her finger.
I had more........
**********************
I took her hand.
We walked out onto the dance floor, this enormous space, twenty foot high ceiling. The smell of cigarettes, pounding music. I turned her to me, pulled her closer by the hand, and then let go completely. She stood there reaching, looking around for me. I held her only by the chain hooked to her collar. She stood there only with the chain falling from her neck that I held in my hand, the music pulsing around us, lights flashing. Darkness. Her nose in the air.
I couldn't hear what she was saying, just her mouth moving. She was disoriented, left alone blindfolded. She looked like she was balancing on a high wire. I simply adored her, my little girl in white socks - glowing in the black lights - baby janes, her black skirt. The pink elephants glowing as well. There were many many people on the floor, but she didn't know. She could have been standing alone in the middle of an auditorium. I had kept a hand on her the whole time - but now I just left her alone, standing there.
I leaned in and held my mouth to her ear, just yelled, "Dance!" She jumped, looked toward my voice, and I yelled again, "Dance, go on, dance for me!!" I pulled the chain a little, she grasping the chain with her hand.
And she began to sway and move with the music, the fabric of her top moving around on her breasts (I had tied in badly this time). She was throwing her hair back, letting it fall over her shoulders and after awhile I touched the small of her back. She was facing away from me. And she turned, stepping toward me, where she felt me to be. I could feel her breath, touched her hair, but letting go, left her there again. Repeating "Dance," in her ear. She complied. I held a glass to her mouth as she danced, tipping it back, let her drink. The room was flashing with light, large screens on two walls with images, videos and movie clips, and the music a loud roar, this deep bass you could feel in your bones.
I looked around, motioned someone over - a couple - and pointed at my little Melinda. I whispered to them. She was still dancing, no idea where I was. I yell out to this couple wearing shiny plastic, "She wants to be touched a little while she dances." They smiled, a beautiful brunette and a tall thin man with goatee. The two smiled, still dancing began to move over near to her, began dancing on either side of her as I watched. Stepping in close. And as she danced, they began to touch her, hold her, caress her. Her arms her shoulder, feeling her hair in their hands. My little girl froze. Not moving, looking around. Letting them.
The man was stroking her bare tummy and caressing her breasts inside her top as I had earlier that night. The woman was content to play with her ass, light long caresses up her thighs, reaching beneath her skirt. Melinda began to dance again, lifting her arms up over her head., I holding her leash. Tugging lightly once in a while, she knowing I am there - watching. The woman grasping her hips as she rocked and swayed to the music, sidled up behind her and set her chin at Melinda's throat. I stepped up and began to play with her hair, and touching her cheek, leaned in, "It's alright. Just some friends of mine..... Go with it."
She was pausing, listening, then moving very slowly dancing again, these hands (including mine) continuing to caress her, moving over her bare skin, over her clothes, were all over her, gently touching and stroking her. Down her arms, her cheeks, her ass. Touching her breasts, holding her throat. I pressed my finger into her mouth and let her suck. She began to sway and dance, and turn, as these hands filled her with energy, her movements becoming liquid. Alive. The music vibrating her skin.
I leaned in, "You all right?"
She just looked back toward my voice, "How many are there??"
And I realized she had no idea.
"Quite a few," I said. Just to really get her wondering.
She took such a deep breath in, exhaling through her mouth. I watched her crimson cheeks. Her teeth. I just watched her fill up with arousal.
As she moved toward me, her body stepping up so close before me, not knowing I was there. I watched her moving, could smell her. I reached out my hand and cupped her pussy, squeezed her hard. She froze as I held my hand, caressing her through the thin fabric of her bottoms, pressing my finger up into her right through the thin fabric. Finding her vagina and pushing, pushing hard, moving my finger an inch up into her held back by this fabric sheath. I could feel the fabric soak, absorb her cum, felt her wet my fingers. And then rubbing along her slit, feeling my finger squishing into her, the fabric soaking, slippery with her cum. God she was so wet. Her mouth opening as I did this, I could feel her clenching her thighs, tipping her pussy into my hand. The woman stepped back watching me, smiling, "I think she likes that."
"May I." I stepped back. She sidled up, stood directly before her. Melinda was looking around, the hand was gone, replaced by lips kissing her cheek, her crimson hot cheek and she turned her mouth to the one who kissed her, seeking a mouth and I watched them kiss. I watched them mouth one another, touching their tongues, their open mouths as I continued stroking up between her legs from behind, the music all around us. This steady rhythm, different but always the same. Never ending, one song simply blending into the next.
We were sweating, the room was hot. She was crimson, shining, mottled, liquid. Her lips swollen with desire, red, her hair was everywhere. She was moving and kissing, being touched, reaching out her hands, only the sense of touch. She had her hands up squeezing the woman's breasts, caressing her tummy, tracing the line of her plastic pants. The man was playing with her hair, and also touching both women, indiscriminately as they kissed. Sounds and touch, scent. Without eyes all the other senses are heightened, and then I pulled her chain, she felt it tug and I pulled her to me, felt her following, pulling her from between all those hands, and mouths, and warmth. Without warning, I pulled her away, they watching us, stayed where they were continued dancing as I wandered off pulling my little girl behind me, my hungry little girl, to another table.
*************************
I sat her down on a stool back against the wall. I ordered still another drink. Some water, she looked hot, she was sweating, her skin had this wonderful sheen. Glowing. Her hair was curling around her chin, falling around her in fingers of hair, sticking to her cheeks, hot and wet. She called out to no one, "I need water." And as we waited I put my mouth to her ear, caressing her ear with my lips, chewing her ear lobe as I spoke, could feel her quivering as I breathed into her, her every sense was heightened. I simply said, "Touch yourself."
She looked at me, which looked funny since she was blindfolded. Her heart began beating, I could literally see it pulsing on her neck. "Like at home.... masturbate for me. Stand up a moment." I pulled her hand, without hesitating - yielding to me - she stood and I unzipped her skirt, let it fall around her legs, and pressed her back onto the stool.
"Here?"
I watched as she slipped her fingers carefully inside her little girls pajamas, I could see them bulge out where she held her hand, just like before. She was opening her legs, sliding to the edge of her stool. I could see her slipping her fingers along her slit, her hand reaching down and back. Her back arching as she touched herself, sliding her fingers back and back, I could tell her fingers were disappearing up inside her vagina.
"You have to masturbate too." She cooed.
"I am." I lied. And she was licking her lips as I said that, stroking, rubbing herself.
So we sat there with her legs spread wide, her heels hooked on the metal ring of the bar stool and I watched her rocking herself and tipping her hips, grinding herself into her hands. As she became more and more aroused, lost in her own body, her head fell forward and her hair covered her face. I reached up, untied her top and began squeezing her bare breasts. Squeezing them hard. The woman in the nursing costume came up with her drink, the glasses of water and watched us for awhile - a slight smile on her face. Approval. Then set the drinks down.
Until....I simply had to touch her, I had not felt her bare little cunt yet. I had only watched - her fingers. Letting my hand drift down her front, slid inside her bottoms, beneath her sticky fingers and open legs, held my hand to her puss, let her hand cover mine. I pressed my fingers into the line of her cunt, rubbing the loose flesh, pressing the tip of my finger into the hood of her clit. She paused and held her mouth open, unable to speak, as I dug my fingers into her - pulling her open. She was so wet, so soft in this dark room. I could feel her flesh yield, its heat, and reaching I felt lower, her flesh opening up, the rough lining and folds of her vagina. I watched her jump as I pressed her there. She began undulating on my hand. Turning her puss, guiding my finger into a circle, back up around her hard clit, pushing herself, drawing little circles, letting me slide on her.
"Oh, so bad. You have to stop. I'm going to cum."
She was squishing around when she moved, her cunny juices were dripping out of her, her bottoms were already soaked, this little wet stain forming on the vinyl stool. I was sliding between her legs, so wet and slippery as she held her hairless cunt open for me.
I rubbed her wetness all over, up onto her pussy mound, down between her legs, scooping her creaming cum out and spreading it around until the whole palm of my hand was wet and sliding between her legs. I leaned right to her mouth, she could feel my breath on her lips as I said, "This feel ok?"
She looked like she couldn't breath, she was leaning so close to me now, almost laying her head on my shoulder, she was pushing her legs open and leaving her heels hooked into the chair, arching her back rolling back onto her ass so that she was tipping her pussy right into my hand, undulating her hips so I was just holding my hand in one place, pushing my fingers up inside her and rubbing her clit with my thumb. She was rotating her hips so that her clit circled around where my thumb pushed into her, I had two fingers up inside her.
I heard her breath, "Ohh, fuck me, Mmm, it feels so good.. Oooohhhh fuck me."
And as I masturbated her, finger fucked her, as she ground herself against me, laying her head on my shoulder I was whispering in her ear. "You want me fuck you little girl? You want me? Want my cock....I'm going to kneel you down in the middle of the floor, tie your hands behind your back, and fill your mouth with my cock - let everyone watch you suck me off. I'm going to give you to every guy out there, let them shove their cocks in your mouth. You want that?"
She was moaning, breathing into my neck. Hissing, "Yess! Oh God." Grinding her cunt in my hand. She was clenching her thighs tight around my hand, I could feel her shaking.
"You want to suck on cock after cock....you want to feel that? I'm going to lay you down, feel the cocks in your mouth. I'm going to strip you naked and fuck you, put you on all fours. Fuck you from behind as you lift your ass up to me. I want to cum on you, all over you. Spray you naked. Fuck you. Fuck......You want that?? That what you want. Little slut." As I said fuck, I pushed my fingers hard into her, lifting her almost off the seat. I was hurting her a little. She began biting into my neck, sucking on me, biting me hard.
"Ow......Oh, fuck yeah! So........"
She was rubbing herself furiously against me, rising and falling in the chair, bobbing up and down, very fast, vibrating, quivering herself as fast as she could, against my hand.
"You want to be fucked on the floor. Fucked. Fucked by every guy. You want cum sprayed on your naked body? Spunk all over you, wet with cummm.........."
And she was bucking against my hand, screaming out, and crying "Oh, god, oh I'm cumming. Oh my god!!! Ah aha ha!......"
And I held her up against me, as her body spasmed into my arms. She simply collapsed and melted into me, I simply held my fingers up inside her as her vagina squeezed, opening and closing, on my fingers. She leapt onto my lap. Her cunt was this little mouth looking for my cock and she ground herself down on me, dry humping me as she came. Finding the line of my cock and undulating along its length, wrapping her legs around the chair and pulling herself against me.
She was kissing my neck and crying, biting me. Her body was trembling, she was crying out, and whimpering, "It's too....too much. I can't. I can't stand it. Oh god, fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck! It hurts......I want you inside me" And she sobbed into my arms. She was fumbling with the zipper of my pants, pulling at me, opening my pants. Had my cock in her hand, and sitting on the bare head of my cock. I could feel myself pressing into the thin fabric. My cock head sitting just inside her, held there by the fabric. I could feel her grinding on me, her orgasm subsiding until her arms were laying limp around my shoulders. Silence, her chin pressing into my neck, her whimpering. "Oh god. Oh god." Her little shivers, her legs shaking, one leg falling down touching the floor. Still sitting on me. I held her there........
"Melly." I could feel the orgasm still coursing through her. "Melly. Melly." She didn't move. And her body moving back from me, sitting back from me, my cock slipping out of her. I hadn't expected to actually fuck her, it was just. "Are you ok? I didn't mean....."
"No. No. No.. This is just so ....." she moved back to her chair. She could barely breathe. Still quivering. Still blindfolded, "Goood. God......." She was holding on to the table, "Just take me home."
"You can take your blindfold off now."
"No I can't.. I can't, I can't see these people. Take me home."
And we rose from our seat, kicking off her shoes as she walked; unhooking her collar, holding her skirt....... and I walked her down that long hall back out the main door, and through the cool evening into our car. She looked like she were steaming in the cool night air. She wouldn't take the blindfold off until we were on our way home, when she just pulled it down around her neck - held her eyes closed. Just sideways glances, embarrassed glances at me.
When we got home she headed straight for the bathroom, I heard the shower and then the door to her room closing.
..
**************************
I carefully opened her door and slipped into her dark room, could hear her breathing. Was she asleep? I leaned down onto my knees by the side of her bed, began to play with her hair. Could feel the warmth of the pillow where she lay. Could feel her, see her, picturing that collar around her neck.
She was smelling of soap and shampoo right now, not the smells I remembered.
I whispered "Melinda?"
"Mmmm.," she cooed turning herself to me, so natural, accepting that I was there in her room. This little pause as her eyes adjusted, "Hi.......You were bad."
"Can we talk."
Her eyes were blinking open, she was waking up, a little stretch. "Uh, yeah......."
I stared at her mouth, her perfect innocent mouth - thought of what I had said to her this evening.
".........I guess. What time is it?"
She reached for her lamp and the sheet fell away, I could see down the length of her back, bare, she had taken off her pajamas. The light flashing on briefly blinding me, and when I could see again she was back under the sheet, pulling it up under her chin.
She was naked.
"Where are your elephant Pajamas?"
She blushed at the reference. "I don't wear them..... all that often.....and.....I just know how YOU like them...and..... They're kind of dirty. Sometimes I just.....I didn't want any clothes......touching my skin," her voice trailed off, she held up the sheet.
"Need a robe or anything."
"S'allright."
I lifted up and sat on the bed, felt the mattress move beneath me. I touched her leg over the light fabric. "About what happened. I was drinking, we were drinking. I think......it..."
She was watching me the whole time, it was painful to speak.
"I'm sorry. I got carried away I think......I'm ......sorry. That's all I had."
"It's ok. I let it. Our boundaries have been getting a little messed up. But we have to...yawn......stop. It was too much. Too....." She looked at the ceiling, held her teeth over her lower lip.
I finished, "Bad."
She continued, ".......Intense......Good."
My cock was hard again, just hearing her voice, the lilt of her little girls voice. I kept thinking about her naked underneath that sheet, her breasts, hips. The feel of her skin, watching her masturbate. The feel of her, my hands between her legs. I could still smell her on my fingertips. The taste of her skin.
"That's what I want to talk about. I like it too Melly. But I don't want us. I don't want *it* to stop........"
She rose a little, the sheet falling off one shoulder. Her eyes were wide, there was fear. Lust. Her cheeks pinkening.
"........Not like it has to go any farther. No farther. But what we have. Now. Uh. Like the tub. Movies. Maybe tonight was.....??"
I wanted her to say something. And when she finally did, my worst fears....."I think I should maybe move back home. We're getting too....."
I stopped her, I had to, "Melly. You don't have to. Just wait. Can I........... can I just, stay in here tonight?"
"Nooooooooo! SEE. You can't!! You just can't." She was clutching the sheet to her.
"Melly.....especially if you're going to leave. Go back home." I was looking into her eyes. "Just for tonight. Melly. Nothing will happen. I want to hold you. I want to be near you, just tonight."



She paused, "I don't, think so."
"Why not."
"Isn't that obvious. And.....It's not just you," She was sitting up now holding the sheet under her arms, her shoulders were bare. Facing me, took my hand in hers. I could see the swell of her nipples through the sheet. Nana's old sheets.
"It's me. It's ME too. Please....we just......"
!!
And I reached out my hand, tugging that sheet she was gripping so tightly out away from her fingers and touched up along her wrist, tugging her arm from out under the sheet. Melinda didn't move, just watching my hand trace a line up her arm. She closed her eyes, and I lightly stroked up over her shoulder and along her chin. Lay my hand right over her throat, could feel her pulse beating away, her breath.
"This Melinda. You feel this??"
She nodded.
"You like this?"
"Yes....No...it's not that, you have to......GO."
And I so softly let my hand fall from her throat, let go of her and began to caress her through the sheet, rub her body over the fabric, began to touch her collarbone, lower, her breasts. So soft.
She dropped her head down, I could feel the change in her breathing. She was looking into my lap. My cock was pointing straight up, tenting my underwear.
"Stop.........." It was plaintive but no movement, only her voice. "What am I going to do with you?" She looked me in the eye as I stroked her breasts. "You're all hard again. I could let ....you, in my bed.....but .....I can't let THAT in my bed." A small giggle. She had this little girl voice, this little girl combined with a growl. She sounded so sexy. We were melting.
And she touched it. Just held her hand over my cock, over the head right over the fabric of my boxers cupping it with her hand - squeezed. O!! Held the head of my cock in the palm of her hand.
"You got to go now." Yet she held me tight, pressing the head of my cock.
My hand was still on her, stroking her breasts, and she was tippling her fingers around my cock, softly pressing down. It felt so incredible. And for about a minute, no more, the room was just the sounds of cars driving by, her little light and the sound of fabric as I caressed her breasts, down her waist, and her little hand stroking the length of my cock, our heads inclining toward each other.
We kept doing that, before I simply grasped the sheet and pulled it back, all the way, tugging it from under her arms exposing her nakedness to me. She let it drop. Her little pussy folded between her legs, she pulled her knees up, I looked up the line of her - her breasts, the line of her legs, hips and up her side. Her navel.
I looked at her body, she was letting me.
"I kept this." And I held out the black blindfold. "Here."
She did not move as she eyed it, as I watched a quiver run up her spine, she simply closed her eyes as I pressed it to her eyes and tied it in place. She did not move. I rose from the bed pulling my boxers down until my cock was pointing straight up, little pre-cum dripping from the tip.
She could feel me rise up from the bed, hear the fabric sliding down my legs, "What are you doing?" I slid into the bed next to her, pulled the sheet back over us.
"I just want to hold you," and I reached across her, slid my naked body right up along hers, skin to skin, touching her with my bare cock - she knowing I was naked, and I reached across her, turned out the light.
I slid back across to ‘my' side of her bed. And there was this pause. Silence. We lay right up along the length of one another. Side by side. I could see the black cloth across her eyes. I half expected her to jump out of the bed, pull it off and to start yelling at me.....but, I watched her bare back as she turned from me, "Goodnight."
I felt her slide back, back and back, reaching with her ass, scooching close until we were touching again. I felt her soft warmth across my front. Felt her reach back, her so soft hands lay her hands on me, holding my hip. I clung to her, we slid together. My cock touching her thigh. She whispered, "Just hold me then. Just a little minute. It'll be ok. You need to go though after this."
"Fine, ok." I'd have said anything just then.
And we twined together, the heat of our bodies could have burned us. We were on fire. The feeling of our skin together and we laid like that for a long while. Our fingers just barely moving. She had her hand laying on my hip, her fingers curling onto my ass. I had my hand wrapped around her waist and I was just playing with the little indent at her navel, just playing with the little bar that pierced her there.
"This is nice."
"Too nice," and she turned her head back held her mouth right to my cheek as I pulled her to me, covering me with her hair.
"Here" I said, and pulled the fabric from over her eyes, lifting it up over her head. I could see her eyes glowing in the low light. "Let me see you."
She smiled. Her mouth, the white of her teeth. She whispered to me then, "You've been so bad. So very bad. And.....It's just that I so want to lose myself, let go. I never have. Never do. You are tapping into a part of me I am afraid of. To FEEL desire and disappear in lust, let myself GO. And ....here you are." She laughed, "I've been letting it all happen. You never say no, and I just can't with you. We can't. But....it keeps building and building." She was so close as she said this, I could feel her lips moving, her breathing. She leaning ever closer as she spoke.....
And then she kissed me. It was the softest, warmest kiss of my life. I held myself there, not moving. I let her kiss me, felt her mouth open, tremble against mine, hold to me and I met her kiss, felt her tongue reach inside of me. Touched her tongue with mine, and we both opened our eyes, knowing.
Homo Sapiens means one-who-knows-by-tasting. And at this first taste we knew......
I pressed my leg up between hers, lifting my knee between her legs until I could feel it stop right at her pussy, felt her dripping onto my leg. This wet line, warm, just about running down around my leg. And I pushed my leg into her cunny as I kissed her, felt her arch her back and whimper into my mouth as she felt me press her there.
"Noooooo," almost in a wail, as she continued to kiss me, as we mouthed and trembled, clung to one another.
She was holding me on each side of my face, giving me these sweet repeated deep kisses. Pulling her mouth away and then pressing into me again, over and over and over. I loved the feel of her breath on my skin. I never wanted this to end as she alternately kissed me and told me I had to go.
After just a little while, I could feel her rocking her hips on my leg, she was grinding her cunt against me, small little circles, a short little line. But she was playing with her clit on my leg. I knew her body, could feel her bare pussy begin to slide, her juices were making ‘us' slippery. She was so wet that she was shortly sliding along my leg and I could feel her pussy opening - like a flower. Her lips spreading open and her pink center was sliding along me - so delicious - her flesh this open mouth. She was looking at me, kissing me, and I could feel what she was doing.
I was looking in her eyes, as she met me, as we looked into one another and then whispered soft between kisses, as she was sliding herself against me, "Just make me cum. Let me keep doing this. Is this alright?. I want to cum like this.....with you, on you."
I was silent. Still small kisses.
She continued, "If you do I'll make you cum too."
And I said "Yes. I'll make you cum. But........Let me taste you." Silence, and we lay like that for the longest time, she was still sliding herself against me. She was thinking.
And then, "Oh god. You know how hard this is.....we just can't. Not that.... just this. Let me cum."
And I slid my leg away. She literally moaned in frustration. Her body was liquid, she was pressed so tight against me. I could feel her little pussy seeking me out, but I lay away from her, and then began to push her back into the bed, to pull back the sheet again and expose us - naked in each others arms.
I rose above her, "Open your legs."
I began to lower myself between her legs and kiss her tummy. She held her hands over her tummy so I was kissing her hands, she was reaching down. Stopping me. I began to move lower...then she was covering her pussy. I could smell her, oh God she smelled incredible.....
I slid lower down, felt her begin to open her legs, her hand still holding tight over her cunny; I began to pull her hand away. Tugging, before.....she released, and stretching herself out, lay her hands up over her head, began bending her knees and her legs fell wide open. "Oh, no."
I settled myself between her legs and looked up at her. She was so beautiful, the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. Her eyes watching me, those green eyes. I swear I could see the green in them in that dark room, her strawberry blonde hair fallen out on the bed. Her red mouth, the line of her nose. Her small breasts lay open, falling a little to the sides, and her narrow waist. God she had the most incredible shaved pussy. As she held her legs open, her pussy lips pulled open and I could see her inner lips swelling out, the hood of her clit at the top and I bent myself over her.
And her smell, oh god. The room was filled with her sex. Such a sweet aroma, honey, with spices, cinnamon, and flesh. When I touched my tongue to her I felt her whole body shiver, and she was so wet I was literally dipping my tongue into her. It was like dipping my tongue into a platter of honey, warm wet, sticky; and I lay my flat tongue on her and licked up her middle, her utterly bare shaved pussy. The soft smooth skin, there is nothing like licking a shaved pussy. Her cunt was so open to me, she had yielded. I knew I could do anything to her now.
She wanted to cum. I would make her cum. Cum and cum and cum. She was mine now. My little girl. And I licked her so soft, all of her, every inch between her legs, digging my tongue along that line between her cunt and thighs. Licking the little tuft of hair she liked to leave right at her pussy mound; and then I ........ stiffening my tongue pushed it in deep, up into her vagina. The opening spreading around my tongue, tight. I pressed in deeper, felt the soft flesh, like the flesh inside her open mouth. I was licking her other mouth now, her hidden mouth. And I dug my tongue into her, she was moaning and whimpering. I could tell she liked that. So sensitive. And over and over I dipped my tongue right into her vagina, just this little half inch before pulling out and pressing in, and then running a line up through her center and opening her completely. Lapping at her cunt. She was pulling her legs wider, had laid her hand on my head. Was undulating her hips against my mouth.
I found her clit, so perfect. The little white nob inside its little hood. I loved to dig into her, drawing circles there while now dipping my fingers in, feeling her slippery open mouth, feeling her drink me in. Taking me, letting me do anything I wanted, and I moved steadily on her, harder, faster. She was meeting my every move, guiding me, showing me, teaching me what she liked. Teaching what her body could give. I would learn her body, everything about her. And she moved against me so that I could hold my open mouth and feel her whole body moving herself against me, setting her cunny, her clit, her vagina right at my tongue. Give herself to me. Show me just what she wanted. Delicious. Luxurious.
At one point she purred, "You like my smell?"
I kept eating. "Mmmmm." and she pushed my head into her with her hands.
"So bad. So bad. Oh my god. My Bad Boy."
My cock hurt so, it ached. I could not contain myself. I had to have her. Had to. The tip of my cock was swollen so large. I was so aroused. I could NOT fuck this little girl who lay beneath me. I knew she would let me. She had lost the choice.
And as she held my head, pushing me into her I began licking up onto her mound again, and working my fingers into her wetness, kissing her hips, looking up at her; set my chin right at her tummy. She lay there relaxed, and then opening her eyes watching me, a smile filled with such pleasure. Relaxed. I was just looking up at her, cum on my chin, she played with my hair.
And I rose up, moving toward her mouth, kissing my way along her body, finding her breasts nibbling, chewing, suckling her. Taking her nipples, each one in my mouth. She was watching me as I continued to rise, she began to pull her legs a little together. And I kissed her neck, licked her up under her chin - she tipped her head back. My cock lay pointing straight up between her legs.
And when I kissed her mouth, touched my tongue to hers, I touched my cock up between her legs, and she started. She was wild, wide eyed. I could see the hunger, see the lust, the fear. She simply whimpered, "Oh, no. I don't know......Please."
And I was kissing her, our chins sliding together because my mouth was wet with her cum. She wrapped her arms around my chest and pulled me to herself, curving her tummy to me. I simply lay with my cock barely touching her, slipping around her wetness. Poking at her. Touching into the line of her cunt.
As I kissed her I said, "Kiss me."
And she opened her mouth so wide, letting me in. And I pressed my cock ever so lightly along the line of her puss. Felt her cunny open lightly, a wet warm ridge opening and pressing the head of my cock into her heat, my chest leaning against her pinning her to the bed. She was opening her legs again, just feeling herself opening, spreading for my cock. While kissing me and saying. "No. No. We can't. ..... You have to stop." I slid my whole length up inside her, felt the walls of her vagina stretch around my cockhead, and holding so tight around me.
I lifted my mouth from her, "I'm fucking you." And I lifted my ass, let my cock slide back out, so that just my cockhead was held just inside her. This little mouth kissing my cock. I could feel her squeezing me. Holding on, her thighs clenching around me. Her arms wrapping around my back, holding my hips to hers.
As she said, "No. You can't you just can't. No"
And she was lifting her knees gripping me with her thighs, squeezing me between her legs, pulling me back onto her and I let myself fall back down, sliding my whole length up inside her again. I heard this long, "Ahhhhh," the air just leaving her body. She melting back into the mattress.
And then sliding my whole length back out again, I held my mouth to her ear this time, "Now I want you to fuck me. Push. You're going to fuck ME. I'm right there. Feel it. Now Push."
"I just....."
And she lay stock still. I could feel her breath on me, our warmth. The head of my cock quivering, she felt it pulse inside of her, this little half inch into her; she was squeezing and holding my cockhead inside. I was tickling up in her, undulating out and then in; when I felt her begin to slide herself lower, lifting her hips and I held myself still. Felt her push, push push onto my cock. Feeling myself enter her, fill her, feeling her fuck me. "Yessss."
And when I was almost all the way inside. The head of my cock buried into my little Melinda's pussy, I finished the job - and just lay my full weight on her. Felt her press deep into the mattress of the bed as I pushed in as deeply as I could. Buried myself inside of her. She clamped her legs around me, wrapping her legs around my back her arms held to my chest looking to the side, not looking at me.
"I said I was going to make you cum."
She was rocking against me, her little body moving - undulating - quivering - beneath me. I began to pullout of her, she was not looking at me, all silence as I steadily thrust into her, slowly slowly pressing all the way back in. Long and slow strokes on her, rising and falling; feeling her body meet me each time. The bump of our sexes as we came together. Pressing ourselves to one another in this long slow tide, like the surf washing in on shore, different each time....the same. Her body was adapting to me, I could feel her cunt yield, the way it opened and closed around me, this open wet mouth. The bump of our sexes when I penetrated her completely. The sweat of our tummies sliding together. The touch of her breasts against my chest as I lay on her. The kiss, the wet open mouth of our kiss.
Her hair splayed around her head, her fingers trembling on my arm. And then she looked at me, I was buried inside of her and she smiled, this amazing relaxed smile.
She breathed, "I knew it! You shit. I KNEW this would happen. Now I'm going to have.....
...... you......OH FUCK.....you!"
*************************
And she held on tight to me, wrapping her small arms around my shoulders and rocking on the mattress, until.....I am laying on my side, and then with her legs held open rolling rolling, following her momentum, legs wide, rising up on top of me. One motion, I never left her; buried inside, her cunt clinging to me.
She is sitting on me now, looking down at me, her small arms held out straight, her little innocent smile. Looking at her you would never know there was a cock up inside her. Her cheeks all flushed, this wonderful smile. "Now let me!!" Without speaking she lifts her ass up in the air flexing her knees at each side of me, looking down. Nothing needs to be said, I know what she wants. She touches her nose to mine, crinkles it at me. I look at the soft dusting of freckles across her cheekbones and kiss her softly, tug at her lips with my teeth as she lay over me, spread out over the top of me, her legs held wide and my cock impaled up inside of her.
Oh the soft little mews from her, her soft little kisses. She takes my lower lip in her mouth, tugs at it with her teeth. Her warm breath on me, I can smell my baby girl, my hungry girl. She backs her mouth up from me, looking in my eyes, like she is ready to pounce - like a cat. She mews again, "Oh my god you feel so good...... This is so stupid of us."
As she is looking at me, she is flexing her knees, lifting her bottom up and down. I can see her ass rising and falling, sitting down on me, legs wide, I can feel her every movement as she moves her slick puss along the length of my cock. I grab her waist and push her back, push her upright on me. She is sitting there - all innocence - naked - and I hold my hands up in front of her, lay them over her breasts, squeeze - mmmmmmm - she is cupping her hands over mine holding me to herself.
I am watching her little tummy, at her navel; can picture my cock up inside her, picture just where the head of my cock lay - had to be about even with her navel. I could feel myself in her, as she moves I can look at her body and feel my life pressing up into her body. She was moving lightly and squeezing herself around me, tightening, pulsing her cunt, clinging to me. And then lifting herself up, we were watching, can see my shiny cock come into view between our legs as she rises up until my cockhead is just kissing at her between her legs. She reaches down and touches it, then settling herself back down, luxuriously feeling myself enter her over and over and over, as SHE rose and fell on me. Taking her time, excruciating, torturing me now. All the time in the world, I could feel her hunger. Abandoning herself to me......
I let my hands drift lower, caressing her tummy, touching the little bar which pierces her navel, and the triangle of her hips, play with the hair above her mound that is touching against me, and then touching between her legs, my legs - us - and touching my cock with my fingers to feel myself slide into her as she rocks her hips against me, undulating, rising and falling. I could just watch this little shockwave of pleasure run up through her body as I sink into her, as she began to rock a little harder. I watch her small fingers reaching down and she is feeling me slide inside, we are touching ourselves. Exploring.



Pure pleasure, as we lay in this dark room fucking, the sheets pulled down around us, a sheen of moisture on our skin. Making it feel slick and velvet. And then she leans forward, bringing her nose to mine, smiling and wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling herself to me, while lengthening her legs up around my side - one last kiss before lifting me up, pulling me back, until I am sitting. We are pulled up into a sitting position facing each other, her little bottom nestled in my lap. All innocence and wickedness. The weight of her in my lap causes my cock to slide even deeper inside of her and we both moaned a little as she curls her legs around me, I can feel her heels at the small of my back, and she is bending her knees again this time to rock her cunt tight along the length of me, dragging her clit hard along the length of my cock. I can feel her whole body melt as she grinds her cunt against me. As I curl around her pussy, my whole cock is impaled along her slit and up inside her. I can hear us sliding, the juices dripping down my balls.
She continues to rock her pussy against me again, these long slow, soft movements, slippery and warm, grinding herself against me. Bumping her breasts against me as she does. I am clasping my hands at the small of her back and pulling her against me. Watching each other intently, touching our mouths together. Not kissing but touching holding our mouths, breathing, feeling our breath. The smell of us, the heat rising up between us. I can feel her tightening her pussy around my cock and I am tipping my hips meeting her thrust. Looking in the mirror, I can see her bare back and her head bobbing up and down in rhythm with my thrusts.
I look in her eyes, "Mmmm that feels really good, your good at that."
I know," she says smiling her teeth at me.
And I reached down again, holding my hand over her ass, feeling her little anus and lower down to where I've got her all stretched out, my cock pressed up into her. She jumped, "Sensitive."
I take her hand again, and hold her fingers over where we're connected. As she touches us, I look at her, amazed at how I can look at her eyes, see her there and know we are doing this. I cannot believe what we are touching. Our sexes one, our bodies entwined together. We were one, and I whisper "Feel this," and as I say that I take her hand and press it between us so she can feel me sliding deep inside her - disappear into her. Feel me enter her.
I can literally see her melt with the touch of us, a little whimper leaves her throat and I realize how much I love the lilt of her voice. I can feel her clit digging down into me, sliding along me, this little finger, this hard little pearl. We just keep moving so soft so slow, feeling our bodies warm and wet. And she holds her hand there between her legs and plays, I can feel her little fingers, poking and pushing, exploring between us. We are so slick and hot, I can feel that silky skin of her cunt wrapped tightly around my cock, her fingers pressed in and moving around down there.
"Mmmmmmm," I can hear the lilt of her voice again, and hold her to my chest, feeling her body move upon me, feeling her fingers touching me as I slide out, then in. Over and over and over. I love the way her hand is rubbing the underside of my cock as it slides in. These long quickening stokes sliding along her clit, deep inside. She bounces on me, quick bounces and long slippery strokes, and then rising and falling in my lap. Building building building. She lets go, and wraps her arms around my neck. I can see in her eyes how aroused she is, her mottled cheeks. She is licking her lips now and sliding herself against me in earnest. Moving her clit along my cock and digging it me, grinding down hard, bouncing, lifting herself up and falling down hard, faster and faster. I can hear her panting, and I lean back a little, allowing her to impale herself on me, to enter her as deep as we can, bury myself in her, and she is panting, "Ah ah aha"
And I am whispering to her, "cum for, let me feel you." And I am lifting my hips, letting my whole length rise up into her, watching her little bob with each bump of our sex. The sound of us slapping together. And I feel Melinda begin to shiver, she begins to move upon me faster, bouncing, trembling, short quick strokes, feeling me with her fingers again - what we are doing - just rocking together. She is feeling me fuck into her. So incredible and I can feel the cum beginning to rise in me. Oh god, we are cumming.
Everything, it all vanishes. The heat. I see white. I watch her eyes glaze, watch her shoulders fall forward and lurch back. And she can feel me begin to tremble, thrusting in so hard, reaching up into her. She falls forward on me, lays her breasts against me. Our tummies slap together, and I am holding my mouth open touching her lips with mine. She really begins to whimper, and she rests her forehead down on my shoulder and lets out this wonderful moan I can feel her warm breath in my ear, tingling down my spine; these soft, quiet little whimpers between quick breaths.
And I reach down and cup her ass with my hands, and begin squeezing and press her down, slide her on me, slide her on my length. Push and pull. Lifting my hips up off the bed, she rides me. From deep inside the cum is rising, I can feel it right at the base of my abdomen, feel my balls tightening, feel her body winding tight. This fire rising and tingling, our nerves are raw and wet, so hungry. Together, we are holding our mouths together. I want to look into her eyes, we are moaning and cling to one another, I can feel her hair in my mouth. Disheveled. And I can feel her squeezing her cunt around me as I moan, feel it pulsing, the muscles tightening and loosening as she is also fucking, grinding on me. Oh my god, moving on me faster and faster.
She breaths out, "Oh god, Oh, I'm cumming....oh, cumming" I feel this rush of pleasure, the room goes dark, blank, white.
And as she says that she is bucking on me, I can feel her beginning to tremble, bouncing on me as fast as she can, back and forth and up and down. "Oh....god," she coos in my ear. Then this desperate plaintive cry, "Cum for me, I want to feel you cum in me....fill me." And I am pressing deep up into her, lifting myself up, letting the tip of my cock touch her cervix, as we fall into that moment of our orgasm. I am spraying, can feel it, its release, ribbons of cum in her. Can feel her cunt drinking me in, literally this mouth, feel it opening and closing, pulsing against me. Feel my spunk up inside, our bodies are one and we melt into one another, simply clinging together. Holding our mouths open and letting our pleasure wash over us, our skin shiny with sweat, our bodies wet and raw.
She really begins moaning, louder, longer, her breath coming in little pants, she is still cumming. And I pull her tight to myself, hold onto her, press her down hard and push and push into her, grind her into me still. I've got her bouncing on my cock, feel myself spraying ribbons of cum, running down my thighs and we are fucking hard, and then it hits her I can feel her spasming, crying out, she begins to bite down on my shoulder - hard. Bruising me, it hurts. That point of pain mingling with the pleasure. The same......leaving her mark on me.
I am scratching my nails up her back. Her hair is everywhere around us, her long wavy soft hair as she simply lays herself on my shoulder, limp. This little doll, I can see her mouth, her innocent nose. Her little smile. My little girl. To look at her, you would never know I was still inside her, but..... I can feel her cunt squeezing and releasing me, drinking me. Quivering I can feel us squishing together.
And as we settle, breathing long deep breaths, we are still clinging, clinging to one another; still wrapped around each other. Her hair is all stuck to us, we are wet with sweat. Our eyes cannot focus. Incredible. So fucking incredible. We open our eyes - see each other for the first time. Smile, touch our mouths again. She bites me tongue. Laugh a little, breathing. Remembering to breath. Oh yeah!
I can feel cum running down my legs, I look at us. We are naked. Remember what we are doing. Cum is running all over the bed.
We fall apart, she drops down between my legs, my cock hanging there still touching the hair of your puss, my little peachfish. It looks wet and mashed, ravaged. My Melinda is sitting there holding her legs open looking down at herself, her cunt this gaping wound. She moves over my leg, cum streaking my thigh. Shiny. I can see where I entered her, see the white cum still leaking out of her, as she holds one knee up, fallen open.
Laying dissolved, disheveled and naked in our bed.
I lay next to her and she turns to me, lifting her ass off the wet spot saying, "We're gonna have to change sheets, unless you want to sleep in the wet spot."
We laugh. "Oh God!"
I say, "Your fucking incredible." I lean over press my forehead to her, "Fuck, that was GOOD."
You giggle, "I am."
******************
Epilogue
.................That morning I felt myself wake, could hear the birds outside the window. The faintest glow of the sun rising. A thin band of light falling across the sheets, across our skin, warming us. I remembered immediately where I am, reach lightly with my hand and touch your warm hip.
I could not believe where I was. It had been weeks, weeks and weeks of our secret, our secret world, this room. We had our secret life together I never wanted to end. No one knew. I had come to know your body, amazed at how our touches, smells and senses could turn the other on so completely. How our sexes fit together, we were two pieces of the same puzzle. I watched your breathing, so comfortable, so natural with me. This shy little girl. All Innocence.
You were laying on your stomach, and I simply turned myself toward you and tugged at your waist. You can feel my fingers and turn lightly, push your ass softly back into me, snuggling back we spoon together. Perfect fit! I let my cock lay up between your legs, feeling it stiffen up the line of your ass. You were tired. It had been a ‘busy' night. We had already fucked like three times. It had been weeks - it didn't matter. Every time felt like the first time. You didn't move as I grasped my cock and pressed it down between your legs, letting it slide along the bare flesh of your pussy, its smoothness sending tingles up my spine.
I held you soft, curling my fingers around her middle, tugging you close, feeling your legs fall open a little, wiggling your hips, and then tipping your ass back back, I felt myself slide all the way inside.
You made no sound, didn't move at all then. I just lay like that, feeling you - my every sense, electric, the living part of me that can be one with you. Inside of you. We were one. I begin moving so gentle and slow upon you, nuzzling myself into your hair, into your neck and shoulders, kissing you there. Sliding so deep and then pulling out to just the opening with the tip of my cock and back all the way inside. So slow. Oh my god what we had together, the smell of you rising up around me, our warmth in this bed.
As I was fucking, I began to roll over on top, let my legs open and fall on each side of you, feeling you comply, yield, just sort of roll with me until you are back on your stomach - still ‘asleep.' The feel of your breathing though told me, ‘she is awake,' and I could feel you begin to press back, just lightly, meeting my thrusts. The curve of your back, the undulation of your hips.
I loved the way you lay on your stomach, with legs apart as I lay on you and slid myself inside, rising and falling on you, rocking my tummy over the curve of your ass. Just tipping inside you. You letting me ‘do anything I want to you.' The only movement is the tipping of your hips, the undulation of your ass pressing back against me. And these barely audible moans. I hold myself above you, begin to press into you faster, feeling the cum rising in me, longing for its release. I am pushing into you harder too, pressing you down into the bed, was going to cum in you again. Delicious. So delicious.
Your arms lay loose on either side, your face was turned, your ass tipping higher now into the air toward me, but still pretending to be asleep. Maybe you were. We had been up most of the night together, I was amazed I could still get hard. But god I needed to fuck you again, and I began long slow deep strokes, long thrusts and you were meeting each one. I take my thumb and slide it along the crack of your ass and then touching it to your anus, press it up into your ass, deep into your asshole, can heard this deep moan rise from you then. You push back hard, feeling yourself impaled on me, I am filling you completely. Can feel you tightening around my cock, and shaking your hips against me, these quick thrusts back against me - trying to cum.
I am breathing faster, panting. And then I hear you, your trembling, stiffening body, "Oh my god, MMMMM" I release my hand from her and fall on you, press you into the bed and hold my mouth to your ear still fucking you, "Does my little girl like to be filled up."
"Oh god, keep going."
And I can feel myself cumming, spraying into you again, the feeling of release. I can feel you squeezing my cock so hard. Squeezing your thighs. You were just sucking and pulling me inside, drinking my cum. We fell into the mattress, I lay my chest across your naked back and lay my head into your hair, holding my mouth to your ear.
I can see you open your eyes, "You have to stop it! I won't be able to walk."
I laugh and give you such soft kisses.
"It was my present to you......Happy Birthday!"
You smile, squeeze my cock tight with the muscles of your little cunny as you kiss me, "You remembered!"
.........................
"I'm not through with you yet little girl."
Please write me what you think, any other ideas you may have!! Your responses are why I write. Thanks.
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************
My name is Amy Kitson. I started my 12th grade year after one of my best summers ever. God what a summer! Ever. Ever. Ever.  It all started when I turned 18 really, but I'm getting ahead of myself and it really isn't a part of this story at all. First: about me. 
I already wrote my name is Amy Kitson. I am 5'3" tall and I think I am still growing, but my mom, who is a radiologist, says my growth points in my bones have all ‘closed.' Anyways, I have blonde hair and I like to cut it in a curve at the middle of my back, it is really fine hair and it sort of just curves around my face. I look like a little lion, that can smile. I have big eyes, wide smile, little teeth and sort of a little girl voice. I look younger for my age, and since about fifteen I have sort of had to dress a little more conservative cause I look, well, nice; and while I am not afraid of my physical, it interferes with me being just a normal girl. Plus, our school has a dress code. Besides, I want boys who will talk to me because of me, and not be all tongue tied and always saying how pretty I am. But, anyways.....
So it was English class and I settled into my desk, same one as last year. And Mr. Tendale is writing his name on the board, MR DAN TENDALE and underlining his name. He is supposed to be a nice teacher. It's a normal class, honors English, I always do well - like my best subject - and he gives us our syllabus, tells us what he expects of us. First days are boring like that. His assignment: Write Your Most Memorable Thing You Did This Last Summer. He wrote those words across the board right under his name. 
I leaned back in my seat, my heart began to race, I blushed. Looked over at Nicole, she was thinking the same thing. Looked over at me, we giggled.
**************************
"So what are you going to write?" Nicole is walking next to me, we are both carrying our backpacks, loaded with junk. Finding our lockers. I think we are best friends because her last name is Kerrell. Kitson - Kerrell. Her locker is to MY left.
"Don't know."
She's laughing, clapping her hands together. "Should we......"
I look at her, blushing again. "........I just couldn't!!" she continues.
"I mean, it WAS the most memorable thing. Oh gawd....." She was rambling on, little squeals, and I slammed my locker, ready for next class. They give you eight minutes.
I turned to her, took a breath, "I'm going to write it....."
"Aaaaaa," she squealed again, falling against me, tossing her dark hair in with my blonde. "No Way!"
I started walking. "Why not. It'll be hilarious. I want to see......"
"You just CAN'T!!"
"........the look on his face."
****************************
What I wrote. I wrote it. I can't believe it, but I went home that night sat in my room and typed it out - tap - tap - tap. It was easy, I remember everything, like it was yesterday. Every moment, every thought flooding my brain. And when I was through I laid out on my bed, and lifted up my knees and slipped my fingers under my Hello Kitty panties and felt the soft hairs there, then slipping my fingers down lower, completely soaking wet, warm, all squishy, soft. 
God I loved how I felt as I pressed my fingers, all slick and slippery wet, up inside myself; closed my eyes, opened my mouth. Careful so my long pointy red painted nails wouldn't scratch me. Just working my fingers in a little ways - oh I loved it like that - this little quarter inch. Right at the opening. So sensitive there. Holding my legs open, letting my knees drop open, my skirt curving around my wrist, and wriggling my finger - back and forth back and forth - and up a little pulling myself open, and finding it. My clit. Touching this soft white pearl under my index finger, so sensitive, its white tip dancing around in circles. Just rocking my hips, drawing circles around my finger with my whole body, moving my clit soft, then harder, sort of itching it just right - the way I do, breathing and rocking my hips. Licking my lips, closing my eyes, and holding my breath. Holding it. Holding it. Holding it. Remembering........  
Until....... Woooosh, it came, and I start shaking my hips, arching my back, turning to my side, lengthening my legs and pressing my thighs together around my hand. Holding my finger up deep inside myself. Moaning, "Oh God!" Cumming, feeling my pussy clenching, quivering on my finger, this open mouth, its wetness squishing out of me, dribbling down onto my legs, staining the sheet. Sooooo good.
I wrote my most memorable experience this summer. Mine and Nicole's. (But she told me not to use her name, so I used her middle name Shannon.)  Which was......
‘We let five guys fuck us both together, at one time, at a party'
Ahhhhhhhh!
Just one month ago.
Lets see what happens.......
****************************
Today was the day we were to get our first paper back. I didn't show it to Nicole, but promised her her name was not in it. It wasn't important really what I wrote (I put it at the end, after this story - you shouldn't even read it - EVER. But at least wait. It was no big deal. It's not part of THIS story).
I sat in my seat. Nicole was watching me, completely staring. Then when Mr. Tendale came in, I felt my heart start to pound. I could barely concentrate. I don't know why I was nervous, but I was. I knew he read it. That was part of it. I wore the same outfit I wore to that party. I don't know why. Maybe I didn't even think about it, realize. Nicole reminded me as we walked in. When Mr. Tendale looked at me, I just looked at my notebooks, let my hair fall over my eyes, like I didn't notice. God I was nervous.
He started to hand out the papers at beginning of class the way he does, in order of the rows. Each paper fluttering down on each desk, with a red letter grade in the top right corner. This one was easy, an easy A, most everyone would get an A today. Then he was behind me, right beside me - NO PAPER. He continued, did not look at me. Next desk. I looked back at Nicole. She had her paper on her desk. She had this serious look - like, 'I don't know.'
Then he went to his desk and sat down. Didn't say anything for a little while. I was the only one without a paper, people were looking at me.
I was afraid to raise my hand, and my heart in my throat. Big Mistake. There was a pause, and he opened his book that he lectures from. And then he looked up - at me, FINALLY. 
"Ms. Kitson."
I started. My mouth went dry.
"Would you come up here please."
I rose from my desk and walked up there, felt like my knees would give out. Like me feet were these big plates. I must of been blushing, but I was nonchalant. Cool.
I stood at his desk. A long pause, I could see my paper, no grade in the upper right corner. He said in a low voice, "Is this yours?"
I looked at it, the typed letters. My name at the bottom. Sitting inside with his notes. I looked at it, the top heading, and then not at him. 
I nodded. Could feel my face glowing, beet red.
"Ok then.  I'd like to see you after class."
**********************
"What did he say?" We were in lunch now. He talked to me for ten minutes and made me late for my next class, wrote me a pass. Nicole was leaning by me, trying to talk while eating. She was soooo animated. Pure nervous energy - she was like that. I was pissed. We have twenty minutes to eat lunch.
"First, he asked me if I wrote what I did. Like TWICE. Then.....he asked me why. Why did I write what I wrote." I took a bite of my sandwich and pushed my hair out of my face. "He told me, that I couldn't write things like that. I said, why not. He said because it is not right, in fact its wrong. He said I probably did not even do what I said that I did. That it was just made up anyway. I didn't say anything. It's like I was NOT going to argue that yes I did, Yes I did do these things I wrote. But.....THEN he said I have to write another essay. That he wouldn't accept this one."
Nicole was looking at me, chewing. Drinking in my every word. Wide eyes, amazement. I was so pissed.
I continued looking at Nicole, "I paused awhile, not answering, and then I like looked at him and he seemed very edgy just then. I looked in his eyes for the first time and saw HIM Look away."
"He looked away?"
"And I said what if I didn't. I mean, write another story. He said then you would get an F. I said, an F, that is like totally not fair. It should be a C. He said I didn't do the assignment. I said I most certainly did. I said it was just stupid, and just a story. To just move on. He held his hand to his head, weird. Like this." And I motioned, his wrist was sort of limp, like he had a headache. "He said, Ms. Kitson. I just want you to write a different paper. That's all. Can you do that. We can't have this.....it will be like it never happened. I said, it was what I wrote, and I thought it was just what I wanted to write - and it was memorable - Ha! - and I would take the F."
Nicole was mesmerized. "No. Kit!! Just write another one."
"I said that an F would be fine, that then I would still have an A- in the class. He said no I wouldn't. That every week I did not rewrite this paper, he would mark me down and that I would never even get a C. I said that is TOTALLY unfair. He said I had written pornography. I said there is freedom of the press, I have rights. He said not in school you don't. He said he didn't want to discuss it further, AND that I have detention after school from 2:30 to 3:30. I have to be in his room."
"Detention! Kit, you can't be serious."
"He's going to write my parents a note and tell them I did not do my assignment. It sucks. I told him I did. He said, well then you are going to have to show them what you wrote to PROVE it aren't you. Then he cut me off, said this conversation is over, wrote me a pass....."
I rose from the table, not feeling very hungry or very full. I was still shaking. Not sure what I was doing.
"What are you going to do?"
"Go to detention, I guess."
**************************
It was 2:30 and I went into the classroom. It was empty, no one in the halls. I sat in the back of the room - something I never do. But then I never have had detention either - EVER. He looked up, "Sit in the front Ms. Kitson."
I slumped in my chair, got up and walked to the front.
After I settled into my seat, I just sort of looked off to the side. "Have you thought about what we talked about?"
I didn't answer. He looked up from his desk, "Have you, Ms. Kitson."
"Call me Amy."
"Ms. Kitson?"
"Yes."
"And......."
I didn't answer.
"And........"
I didn't answer. I flicked my hair out of my eyes.
"Well, we have an hour don't we. Why not spend it rewriting that story, I threw the other one away." I glared at him when he said he threw it away. Silent. I took my notebook out and opened it, then just closed it. Looked at him with my mean face.
He was writing something when he said, "It was trash."
I said, under my breath, "It wasn't trash."
And he popped his head up, leaned forward, "Excuse me!"
I jumped, he was getting a little menacing. My heart beating, I didn't know where to put my hands.
"What did you say."
"It wasn't trash," I said quietly.
"Get up on that board. Go over there!" Pointing at the chalkboard. He was mean. I had never seen him like this. I got up walked to the board. "Now write."
I held a piece of chalk, twirling it in my fingers. 
"Now write - TRASH."
I lifted my hand, my hand was trembling. I held the chalk to the board. I wrote T. I wrote R. I paused. I wrote E. I wrote A. I wrote S.
"Ms. Kitson, you are mis......"
I continued U-R-E. I was crying. TREASURE. Why was he like this? I hated him. It was like nothing I ever felt. It was just dumb, all innocent. It was simple. It was stupid. It WASN'T trash. It was MY memory. I thought about it every day.
I stood at the board. He held his hand to his head again. "Ms. Kitson. Ms. Kitson."
And then he took my arm, stood behind me, strong, hard. Held onto my hand, and forced me, holding me and pushing my arm. I tried to pull away. He held my hand, and made me spell - T R A S H. I felt his other hand at my waist, felt his fingers touching the bare skin of my back, curl into my hip, right through the space between my top and my skirt.
When he was done he let go and said, "Go stand over there, just face away from me, I don't even want to see you." I was wiping my eyes, weepy, sniffing and moved away. 
"You think your being all high and mighty. You know what, you aren't. You think you can just write what you wrote, just get away with it. Play your little games. Is that how you plan to get through life. You know what your going to become? A little slut." 
It was terrible the way he said that. I looked back at him when he said that. 
He barked, "Turn around. That's right!! A slut. You want to be a slut. A fucking whore. Letting five boys fuck you. You think that was funny? You think that was memorable. Memorable!!!"
Silence. 
He had risen from his desk as he said all these horrible things to me. I could hear the clicking of his shoes. Now, he was standing behind me. Close. I could feel his breath. And then his fingers in my hair. Just his hand at the top of my head. I could feel his hand trembling. He was just following the trail of my fine blonde hairs. From the top of my head, lightly lightly, down to where they ended right at the middle of my back. I was afraid to move. I said nothing. 
Silence, his soft caresses. This pressure at my shoulders, the light touch of fingers on my hair, letting his fingers comb through my hair. The way he folded his hand in half and held my hair at the edge so his thumb was on one side and his fingers on the other, drawing his hand down the whole length of my long hair. I could feel my tummy grow warm. Soft. So soft. Gentle, and after he had said all those horrible things. I wanted to squeeze my thighs together. I stood, facing the wall.
And then his hand fell away from me.
"It's 3:30." He had turned away, and after a beat I began walking, he was sitting again, "Think about what I said.....be careful.  It's not how you think. It's ....just...not. Just consider, for me, just write another memory. Any memory. Any other memory. It doesn't have to be ...... your best. Just another one. I'll ADD it to the one you wrote. That one can be just, between you and me. No one knows you wrote it right??"
I nodded (a white lie).
"So you will write another assignment for me?"
I looked at him, another silence. And then I just said, "No."
"Then next Friday. It's detention again, for you. You can go......." He handed me my note, "For your parents." 
I looked at his face, he was exhausted. His eyes were sad. He was red, he had beads of sweat on his forehead. He averted his eyes again. His voice was more sensitive, resigned, almost reverent.
I took it out of his hand. "Thank you."
I left.
*******************************
My stomach was in knots, I had felt totally sick all day. It was Friday. I couldn't concentrate, and when I was in his class all week long it was like nothing happened. He was nice, smiling, but the Friday detention stood. All he did was once ask me if I had changed my mind.
I was in Science Class and it felt like I was in there all day. It felt like forever. I watched the second hand going round and round in circles. One minute at a time. And then.....the Bell. 
What did I feel? I didn't even know. I was scared of this, of him; but I was excited.  My heart was racing away.  I was afraid/excited all at once.
!
"Hi Amy. Take a seat."
I took my seat at the front desk, where I had sat before. He simply wrote in his book, turning pages over one by one. I sat there. He didn't talk, didn't say anything. A half hour went by. This was nothing like before, like last time. I sat there, my hand curled around my notebook. The one he told me to bring. My pen lay at the top of the desk in its little indent.
He looked up, "You write anything?"
"Uh Uh." I shook my head.
"Ok.......Go on, go stand in that corner over there for awhile." 
I went over and stood there. I stood there for the other half of the hour. Silence. He was still working on his stuff. I could hear the papers shuffling. I was nervous, but nothing was going on. It was boring.
I turned and looked at the clock, 3:30. He wasn't moving, I waited, looked again: 3.35. "Uh Mr. Tenday....."
He looked up, turning to me.
I said, "Times up."
"Your not going home yet."
I turned back to the wall, totally confused now. I kept looking at the wall and said sort of low, "Detention is s'posed to be one hour. My parents.....are waiting. I get a ride home." I didn't know what to do.
I heard him rise from his chair, could hear his footsteps. The building was quiet, empty.
He was standing behind me. I could hear him breathing, silent. He just stood there.
I was trembling. Would he put his hand on my head again, run his fingers through my hair, like before. I closed my eyes.
"You think you can do anything you want, and get away with it. Is that it? That if you follow ‘rules,' - 'Detention is One Hour' (he was mimicing my voice) - just be this pretty little thing, that ...... everyone gives you this wide berth......" 
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*
"Fuckin'A!" I stood up from my desk, holding the paper in my hand.
There in neat little columns were the wedding announcements, third from the top my sister Sara. She never called, never told me. I couldn't believe it...considering.
Our relationship was complicated. I hadn't seen her for like four years, had moved to the other side of the world from her. She stayed in our home town, it was a home town wedding. I guess I hadn't talked to my folks in quite awhile, but were they keeping it from me too? They must have known.
I sat back down, looking at the blank screen of my work computer, just words that I couldn't make out right now. I couldn't think straight. I thought how badly we had ended, of me talking to her on the phone. Do brothers and sisters break up?? We did.
Before I moved, that last phone call. I wasn't crying exactly that night I called her, but I was tearing up as I listened to the phone ringing at the other end. She had been so cold to me. Didn't want to see me.
I heard her pick up.
Elated I blurted out, "How are you?'
"Shity."
"When can I see you?"
"I don't know. I have a lot going on. I probably can't talk long."
"Can't or don't want to."
"Uh...Don't want to. Look can I just call you back tomorrow. It's not been a good day, really. Jason...I just..."
"I don't want to wait. Look I can't sleep, I never get to see you anymore. I'm not looking forward to waiting anymore."
"What are you talking about?? I saw you three days ago. I can't be with you 24/7. Remember what we said, what WE agreed to. I should have been better about it. Not given in...why are you calling me so late?"
"This is the first you answered the phone."
"...I was busy, I told you that and you should believe me."
"Is it coincidence that this new guy comes around and now you're too busy? "
"Ahhhh...God dammit, I'm tired of this. Everything!! Jason, you're my...I'm tired of your whiny pouting fits. I want to do this TOMORROW."
"So what? So that you can hurt me tomorrow and the day after that. I need closure. I feel like you've given up on us."
"US!! There is no us, there can't be. How can there be? Understand? Listen. I'm tired of hurting you, you know that. It was a mistake, a stupid fun mistake."
"You don't mean that!! I did everything you asked."
"You're not YOU anymore. It isn't anything either of us did. This just can't be, it isn't meant to be - how could it??"
I had no answer. Sara paused, she sounded like she was standing up just then, pacing in her apartment, standing by her bed. I could just see her, knew her so well, and it was late. I continued, "What are you wearing?"
"Jason!"
"Tell me. Just tell me. You in your room?"
"It's late... I'm, I'm wearing...a T shirt," she finally said, relenting.
I paused, my heart pounding, "Lift it up for me."
"No! We are not...I told you, I never should have...that last time."
"You don't mean it...you can't. Our vacation together, those three weeks...and then, when we got back. Sara?"
Silence.
"We will always, have that...Sara."
-
"I'm lifting my T..."
"What?" I was surprised settling back into my bed. "What do you see??"
"My pussy, silly."
"Shaved?"
"You shaved it..."
I closed my eyes grasping my cock in my hand.
"...last time."
We masturbated together, I was squeezing my thighs as I remembered, closed my eyes. Embarrassed. The last time we spoke in four years. I didn't like to think about it, I had forgotten how badly it had ended.
She had been sweet to me though, for that one moment before I said my goodbye, "Will you still call me? Tomorrow."
"Ok."
"Promise."
"We'll see."
She never did.
Then, I moved away.
********
I flew into Ronald Reagan Airport and got on the train, felt myself rocking back and forth in the seat rattling along the old tracks, holding on to my bag. I was going to her wedding. I had to. One of the three things she wanted me to promise her I would do. We would see. It had been a long time, and I did not have a plan. I was not invited, but time heals. At the very least I would get to see mom and dad, they wouldn't be around much longer.
I had called mom and dad, asked them about Sara. Immediately I knew they were keeping it from me. "Why didn't you tell me?" There was just silence, I didn't press it. I knew it was Sara. They mumbled something about it being private, something about no one from out of town. But they did tell me where she was staying, near the church in a nice hotel.
So I went to the hotel, got a room, and then asked about Sara.
Room 1143.
*****************
I held my breath, had simply put my things into my room and headed straight to hers, eleventh floor. I rapped at the door, and stood straight. My heart in my throat, excited. My eyes bleary with nerves.
The door opened and I can't quite describe the look on her face. It was surprise, for sure that was there. Resignation. Anger? Dismay...a smile, weakness. And she was in her fucking wedding dress!
I almost started to laugh...it was bizarre. She had a mouth full of food, probably expecting someone else. She couldn't talk and she was mumbling as she walked away from the door waving her hand at her face and sort of bending over. "Just a sec...just a sec."
She looked sideways at me and smiled again.
Then reaching out, wrapped her arms around me and pulled me to herself, we stood like that a little while, our eyes staring into the other. That connection - still there. The fabric on her dress had that crinkly rough feel of cheap lace. But, Oh god oh god it felt so good, melting as she slipped away from me. "What are YOU doing here?"
"I've been wondering the same thing. I heard you were getting married," I said as I settled myself onto a sofa that was situated beside the bed, sheets pulled back to the bottom; she sitting on the mattress facing me, legs out, looking at me the whole time and I sort of read her mind. "Not mom or dad, no one TOLD me. I saw it in the paper."
She was confused still, "I didn't put it in any paper in San Francisco?"
"Our paper, on the internet. From here. I keep track of my...home town."
She tried to press the fabric down, her dress fluffing around her, while holding a piece of cake, pressing another bite into her mouth. A glass of champagne set at the night stand.
"Congratulations."
Talking with her mouth full, "Sorry I didn't tell you...but, I didn't think you would, well... you..."
I started to laugh, "You look like fucking Barbie!" That really broke the ice!
She looked down at herself then me, "Ha! Mom picked it out. Like it!! Mmmmm, nice. I told her I wanted a traditional wedding. This is what I got," She got up twirling herself and went to the fridge, held out the piece of cake she was eating, "Want some?"
"What?"
"Wedding cake," talking again with her mouth full. "I took the top layer from downstairs, its in the fridge here. I was hungry."
"You cant eat your wedding cake."
"What? There were five layers, now there's four. Big woop. Want one?"
I took a piece, and she was still rummaging around the room, took another glass filled it and handed it to me. "Champagne. We ordered six cases. I stole a bottle." She then threw herself onto the couch where I was and draped her legs over my lap, setting her feet on the armrest and sprawling herself back into the cushions. I tipped the glass and downed it at once. I needed that! God she looked delicious.
"Its warm," I said.
She drank hers, looking at me over her glass, "Didn't look to me like you even tasted it." She poured me another glass.
"How come you didn't put this in the fridge?" I held out my glass as she poured.
"The bottle was too big. S'alright, anyways." She took another sip and then lay her head back on the armrest at the other end, cake in one hand champagne glass in the other, white fabric spread everywhere over me, bare feet. My little Sara.
"What happened to getting married naked on the beach?"
"What, Are you the fucking wedding police?" She set up a little, leaning on her elbows, pressing the rest of the cake in her mouth with her fingers. "Besides that was for when I married YOU. Remember?"
I lay my hand on her ankle and held her soft, "Hmmm, I see." I felt my heart start a little at her words. Old wounds. "You would have married ME."
"Well... not that we could. Well, I couldn't anyways. It didn't matter, you moved away." A slight edge of anger in her voice.
I began to rub her legs, feeling her soft skin, holding on. Looking at her as I did so. She could feel it, but no response. Her smooth legs, she had shaved, her legs soft like silk, I was rubbing her up to her knees, stroking her calves, the underside of her knee. Touching her with my free hand. She loved that place, I continued to stroke her there, saw her close her eyes a little, not moving. Letting me.
Then, back to her ankles, her feet, watching her wiggle her toes as I touched them, her little red-painted toes. You could see my hands on her when I was rubbing her feet, but then back up under that fluffy dress. Just touching her thighs a little, above her knees, feeling her between her legs, teasing up her inner thigh. God I loved how she felt.
"You quit calling me," I blurted out. A silent pause followed, my hands on her.
Her head laying back on the armrest, eyes closed, "More like quit calling you every day, morning noon and night...listening to you ask me endless questions, what was I doing, who was I seeing? Where was I? I wanted...NEEDED a break, to breath, you were...it was so intense. And you!! You up... and leave the planet." She lifted her head, looking at me. It all came out. Ouch. She sipped from her glass, "All or nothing I guess."
"I remember...different..." I felt a little anger rise in me. "It was a little worse than that...I think," then I paused. I didn't want to go there.
I could still feel her skin, it was melting me. Let it go. Let it go. I simply continued to stroke her calves, trace my fingers along her legs. I let my hand drift higher higher, touching up her legs, feeling the warmth of her. Rubbing her until I was way up under her dress. Just touching outside and inside her legs.
I started again, "Hmmmm, K. But back to OUR wedding. US huh? You thought about that?"
God she was just letting me stroke her now, I could feel her turning her legs for me, bending her one knee out. Sort of showing me where she wanted to be touched. I completely obliging her, doing her bidding, laying my palms on her, rubbing my open hands up and down her legs, up the center of her thighs, until...
I just felt the edge of her panties. She WAS wearing panties. Cotton. I wasn't sure after all. It was Sara.
Feeling just the wisps of pussy hair, curly strands. Not shaved. I was thinking all these things, my hand settling at her upper thighs, stroking her as we were rambling on. My cock was already hard, straining in my pants. I needed to adjust myself, but did not want to take my hands off her. She might move, she might get up. Stop me. It was just too delicious. I simply let my cock grow down my pant leg.
"Yeah, I thought about it...how we would have to move to Thailand, and you could be a rice farmer. Buy some water buffalo. How we would raise our nine children...live in a tree house...I WAS in love you know." She threw her head back and I began to run my finger up onto her panties, touching her ever so lightly between her legs, my fingers caressing the warm triangle of fabric and then following the line of her pussy down between her legs. Petting her like that. So warm, damp, feeling her curly dark hairs moving around beneath the fabric. I felt her squeeze her legs together capturing my hand, "Besides the fact you are my Brother! who is...also...a complete mental case."
And then she began to scoot away a bit, sit herself up, "Ah ah ah, stay inside the lines."
It was her first reference to what I was doing. I pulled my hand away, let it rest on her thigh above her knee. "This ok?"
"Mmmm, yeah. Fine. Nice. Just stay inside the lines, S'all. Be good."
And I felt emboldened at her words, she was openly letting me touch her now. 'Stay inside the lines.' Just like Sara. The tease.
I cooed out, "Is this the line?" as I ran my hands up the inside of her thigh in one motion to right along the edge of her panties, insinuating my fingers just under the fabric edge and stroking a line along the outside of her pussy lips, letting the elastic stretch back a bit so that I was rubbing the hairs of her cunt, back and forth back and forth, pressing in so I was massaging indirectly, digging really into her clit. Curling my fingers around her ass, touching close, so close to the little pucker of her ass. She just lay there smiling, tensing her legs a little.
"Something like that..." and holding herself open for me, no moving at all, but turning herself and stretching back for the bottle of champagne, holding it out to me, "Want some more?" I reaching with my glass, she poured, my hand on her the whole time, stroking that 'line' between her legs.
God damn. I was hard.
She set the bottle back down, but then scootched herself up against the arm of the sofa, "Ahh...enough you! Your SO bad. We couldn't. We can't. I was joking...Your crazy."
I was following along as she was moving though, she squeezing her thighs right around my hand sort of holding me there. Not shooing me away, not yet, just acknowledging what I was doing. Lazing back into the sofa, opening her legs, her wedding dress fluffing all around us.
We were quiet awhile, and I let my hands wander back down to her calves, rubbing her knees, under her knees...I took another tack, "Remember our last night in Florida?"
She opened her eyes, little slits, all teeth, "Ha! You still the bird dog! Oh God, do I remember?" She was reaching her arms out, "Fuck I miss you, miss this! I feel so relaxed, first time in..." She lifted one of her legs up in the air and held her foot with one hand.
"I missed you too... But, that... back to that last night."
"Ha ha ha." She was laughing. "You are so fucking hilarious." She touched her foot to my nose. "Yes, silly I remember. Remember it every day of my fucking life. YOU want to talk about what we talked about, what I said. Hmm, I wonder why, ahh...hahaha"
She lifted her head, "Maybe...The Three Things..."
"That last morning before we went home."
"God. I still. Best day of my life. So bad. Oh my god! That night. All of it."
"And you told me The Three Things you wanted me to do to you some day."
She stretched herself out, letting her head fall back as she said, "Mmmmm, the first one, mmm, oh god! Letting you kidnap me."
She slid herself on the couch now, toward me *this was working* so she was just about sitting on my lap. I let my fingers wander back to her panties, stroking my fingers over her mound, touching her freely, cupping my whole hand over her, that small triangle of fabric, rubbing her bare tummy, could feel her getting warmer. The hairs of her puss puffing out the fabric, the soft cotton, and I just reached ever so lightly beneath the line of fabric, continuing to touch her pressing my hand into her tangle of hairs, feeling her legs opening, her lap so nearly sitting on me, my cock pressing into her thigh. I could feel her moving her hips ever so lightly now.
"I had that old mustang."
"You threw me in the trunk. Had a pillowcase over my head. I cut myself."
"God it was like midnight. It was dark, you had a paper to write. You were like no no no you can't!!"
"You tied me to a tree with duct tape. Left me for an hour." She sat up then and hit me with her open hand. Her knees spread akimbo as she did. Wild eyes.
"Ten minutes."
"Fucker. God...all I had on was a T shirt, and you threw that over my ass." She threw herself back on the couch and let her arms rest up over her head, "Fuck, That was good!"
I was pressing my finger into the line of her puss, opened her right up, feeling her cream over my fingers as I slid right into her. Her pussy opening, sliding, pressing my fingers lightly upon her clit. She jumped at my touch and I spread my hand out again and wrapping my whole hand right over her pressing the flat of my hand up between her legs. The tips of my fingers at the top of her mound, my palm pressed down between her legs, I could feel that hot wet line running right down my hand.
"Mmmmmm." She was really squirming on me now, we were simply moving upon one another for awhile.
Before I continued, "But that third thing...do you remember? Letting me fuck you...on your wedding day."
She opened her eyes, began to sit upright, gradually swung her legs around, pulling herself away leaving my hand on my lap; one leg then the other, sitting up. Sort of gathering herself. I hadn't expected her to move. She was looking down at herself, at her wedding dress, and at me.
I suddenly felt foolish. I wondered if I had pushed to far just then...
"Yeah, that was it. You remember that do you." She rose from the sofa. Fuck Fuck Fuck I remembered thinking. She was turning, looking in the mirror. Walked back and took her glass again, poured some more champagne and took a sip pacing back to the mirror.
"I let you do two of them you know."
I thought what the hell, "And..."
"No no no. Crazy Talk. Ha! Fuck, I let you fuck me in my room the night we got home. Remember that!! Right after saying that we couldn't. Mom and dad right next door, still unpacking, we could hear them."
I continued, "And the night after that."
"So much for the 400 mile rule."
We were staring at one another, eyes sparkling. Her cheeks were flushed, mottled, her hair a mess. We couldn't catch our breaths. Just how I remembered her.
"...Well, not really the second one, we chickened out. I didn't want to share myself with you and another guy. We had fun trying, searching. I just couldn't...couldn't share. Simple... Same problem now I think."
"You never were good at sharing."
"Something like that." She pressed her hand into her tummy and let it slide down between her hips. I could see the ache in her.
"We leave it at that, k? We can dream...fantasize...you and me. Our secrets...I have to be faithful to Mark. I can't share...not this time."
"I understand."
Fuck.
The room went suddenly still, the air went out. Something drained away in that moment. But her smell was in the air, she was so wet, pressing her hand to herself, looking in the mirror, catching her breath. And she let me. I was still wondering, not convinced. Her eyes sparkling, her cheeks flushed. What we did to each other, who could explain? I was hungry, aching. No words to describe.
And Her words. Words. Words. Just what they were, words. The problem. Words did nothing between us. They were not us, not our bodies, what we did to each other. We NEVER listened to them. I waited.
She was pacing again, standing between the bed and me, looking at me, down at me with that glass in her hand. A smile, this sudden shy smile. The silence in the room.
"Thanks for coming." She turned herself, "Unzip me."
"Excuse me?"
She looked back, reading my mind, "No! Not that!!" Her eyes wide, "I just want to get out of this thing. I'm hot."
I bit my tongue.
I got up and reached out, held the zipper with my fingers and slid it down her back, zzzzz, watching it open around her shoulders. The zipper slipping down to the center of her ass. I could see her bare back opening to me the whole way down, the top of her panties.
She leaned forward, letting the dress slide down her arms. I was trying to remain nonchalant, comfortable. She was basically ignoring me as she undressed. I watched her wiggle her hips as the dress slid down her legs and then she tossed it onto one of the two double beds. All she had on was a light green pair of panties, the ones I had been touching. Old, dull, under that wedding dress. Her perfect little breasts as she turned to the side, bending over the bed and then looking over to me. Her tight little nipples. Just as I remembered her.



"Nothing you haven't seen right."
"It's...alright." I adjusted myself, let her watch me.
She laughed at that. "You don't mind...I need to take a shower. We don't have a lot of time. Stay."
"WE?"
"You're here, Jason. You're going to be a part of this. Get ready. There's a practice tonight and a grooms dinner after, I want you to go. You get to meet Mark, my fiancé. You're my brother."
She was facing me as she said this, near naked, her narrow waist, the line of her hips above those impossibly small panties partly pulled down from sliding out of that dress, the little pouch of her tummy, her navel, her ribs, the swell of her tits and I was watching her intently as she turned from me. Oh god, the small of her back, those shoulders.
I sat back down on the sofa, "You love him... Mark, I mean..."
"God yeah!" She settled back down across from me, but sitting up. Topless, just panties, pale green, holding her legs lightly open. I could see her crotch perfectly. The thin fabric. She was enjoying this, torturing me this way. Her soft hair fell around her shoulders. Perfect cut, shiny down to her shoulder blades, a lions mane. Her soft eyes, lips shining. Sipping her champagne, sitting all casual, still.
She looked up, her white throat to me, "He's great we are just so right for each other. Smart...I realized something, guys are stupid."
I started laughing. And she opening her eyes wide, "Seriously!"
"Ha ha ha..." I reached my hand along the back of the couch toward her, "Sex... pretty good?"
She let her hand fall along the back of the couch as well and took my hand. She wanted to touch me, was reaching to me. I took her hand, squeezing, playing our fingers together, touching palms.
"Huh?" She said as our fingers wrapped together.
"Sex, he good in bed?"
She leaned back against her side, and spread her one foot out and touched my leg. "Ha. Yeah, great, really good! For a mortal."
"Mortal?"
"That's pretty much what I call men after you, US, you know." She began to stroke my leg with her foot, the longing in her voice, looking at me. Pressing her foot right at my hip, tipping her toes around the edge of my hip, to just about touching my cock.
Her small little body bare and tight, her little crotch all discolored, cum staining between her legs, wet, damp, hot, her pussy lips swollen, the soft hairs, how she let me just look at her. I squeezed her hand, played with her palm, while openly looking at her. She held her foot on my hip, her toes threatening to press into me. My cock, hard, pressing a line in my pants.
The tension between us was unbearable. My breath was catching in my throat.
She continued. "Its hard you know. I didn't want to, I had to."
And I lightly, simply let go her hand and moving toward her, lay my palm down on her abdomen, her leg pressing back into the sofa as I drew near; began to draw small soft circles on her skin, she was looking down watching my hand, holding to her glass.
"I didn't think you would move away."
I could feel her breathing as I touched her, deep, drawing in that deep breath of desire. I felt for her hip bone and traced its edge around her side and back again, just tracing the top edge of her panties, 'staying inside the lines.' The silence between us, nothing needing to be said. Then, she took my hand lifting it off - setting it at her knee.
When I glanced at her face, she was smiling, eyes little slits, she whispered, "You haven't been listening have you."
"Actually, I have." And I took her hand again and played with her fingers, rubbing our palms together and we simply let our hands tangle, she letting me do this. I let my fingers trace the center of her hand and then up her wrist. We were holding both hands together, leaning toward one another, she lifting herself upright. She let me stroke her hands, responding to my caresses, back into her fingers again. I whispered, "Have you? This is going to be hard."
I traced my hand along her arm, and caressing her shoulder, flicking the hair back off her shoulders. I kept on touching her, watched her lick her lips, her teeth smiling at me, holding her mouth open as I traced my fingers up her arms, holding her elbows and pulling them to her side exposing her, she letting me now. Looking into me, deep into my eyes.
"You have to be good," she mewed.
I continued to simply look at her, up and down the front of her, her small breasts and below her breasts, between her legs. What was it about us? Like I was looking for 'it.' What do I feel? What is that Wanting - the wanting. No thoughts. I caressed her shoulders again, held her throat, feeling her utterly yield, and then letting my hand wander down her front and pressing my fingers into the swell of her chest, wrapping my palms around her sweet soft breasts. I could just feel her nipples stiffening to my touch. Hear her breath catch in her throat.
"This is pretty good."
She not moving, holding her breath, closing her eyes, "I have to take a shower. It's getting late." For the littlest while longer, she did not move away from me, her little voice mewing, "Jason. Jason...please."
I just mouthed back, "It feels so nice. I want you, you know."
And
"Mmmm, my little girl."
"Hmmm, I know." That growl in her throat, the one I loved so much.
"Stop." she whispered without moving.
I let go.
I moved back to my side of the sofa, adjusting myself pulling at my cock, its tip just poking out the top of my jeans, I let its tip show. She eyeing my cock just then. The head of my cock. Both of us, both of us recovering, breathing, mottled, not understanding, or knowing why.
She leaned back again, lay her head on the top of the sofa - spent - tilting her head to me letting me look at her some more, loving my eyes on her; holding her legs open, her panties were soaked through now. Her hands at her tummy, touching her skin, caressing her body, letting me watch her brush the light hairs below her navel.
"Like that?"
She opened her eyes when she heard me, "Hmmmmm. So bad. So you come to watch me get married or...just to get some of this?" as she lay her hand over her puss between her open legs and gave a nice squeeze, tight before rubbing down between her legs and back up again, making a 'clck clck' sound.
"No."
I sat forward, "I don't know. I... Honest. I... thought it was a chance to see you, thought maybe. I didn't even think, got in the plane. I just miss you."
"Well honey, honest...I got no time now - at all. I have a wedding practice. We GOT to get ready. You're coming right?" She rose from the sofa.
"Of course yeah"
"You got a car?"
"Yeah."
"I'll ride with you...Now I REALLY need to take a shower, God! I'm all sticky. You ok?" She touched my arm, lay her hand over the top of my hand. I probably looked sad just then.
"Yeah, yeah I'm fine."
"I mean you look a little uncomfortable, Ha!"
The brat, the way she said that. Fuck. I wanted to say 'let me fuck you right now.' And I guess I sort of said that, I said, "You want to fix it??"
She was looking at my lap now, I honestly believe there was a moment. I was truly in agony, god what she did to me. God how I wanted to fuck her. Meeting her eyes, "Suck me," holding my hand over my crotch and pushing.
She just smiled, hooked her fingers into her panties right at her hip and tugged them down her thighs. I could see the crotch of her panties rise, sticking to her before peeling right off her soaking wet cunt. The hairs all matted between her legs, shiny wet. I just about died.
She looks at me with a wicked grin, "Oh! See what you did to ME." She tossed them at my feet and walked into the bathroom.
"Sweetie we just don't have time! Wait for me."
I reached out and took her panties in my hand, touching the crotch. They were soaked, I pressed her to my nose and breathed in.
So delicious.
************
Let me say this, the whole god-damned thing was surreal. All of it. I'm not one to even go to weddings much watch one being practiced. So bear with me dear reader, it was all too amazing not to spend a little time on, and underlying it all was this spectacular tension between Sara and myself.
The ride in the elevator, her leaning against me, my hand held over her tummy, dipping my fingers down between her hips, her warm breath at my ear giggling; her thin red dress waving around her thighs. We were hot, we were on fire; she sitting in the car on the way over with the crotch of her red panties teasing in and out of view, flicking her hair out of her eyes, my fingers teasing up her thigh as we drove. Before...
Parking in front of St. James Church of Saints and running up the long concrete steps, swinging the large oak doors open and descending into a group of twenty or thirty near strangers.
A maelstrom.
Was this the girl I knew? She had a wedding planner for Chris'sakes!! Sporting a clipboard with color-coded instructions - Sara's were pink. She had FIVE bridesmaids. Fuck, where was I?
She had me by the arm tugging me animatedly along, "Jason! Jason, this is Mark! Mark this is my brother, Jason."
All smiles, everyone watching us. People, bodies everywhere. I am not a people person, I gave my best fake smile...
And this big guy, friendly, great eyes looking down at me, deep booming voice, "Hey bro!" Hand extended letting me participate in a bone-crushing handshake.
Actually it started off poorly well before this moment...
***************
I watched her disappear into the bathroom, watched the door close behind her. The sound of a hotel door closing. Heavy, the whoosh of air, and at that moment realizing here we are again - in a hotel room, together. Sara without her clothes, all her animation and energy, it all came back. We were transported. Here it was.
The room was silent, I looked around. It could have been a desert island, one with a really nice hotel. I thought I could walk over, look out the window and see sand. Except for the big explosion of white laying on the bed.
Temptation...I could smell her on my hands, holding those little cotton panties pressing her damp crotch to my nose. I could smell her hair from where she leaned against my shoulder, still feel the weight of her legs on my lap. Could feel my cock straining in my pants. Hunger...pure hunger.
For a fleeting moment was going to strip down and jump into that shower with her, I knew she would let me, when...
BOOM BOOM BOOM
Someone started pounding on the door. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. I felt like whoever it was could see into my thoughts, and Sara's dress thrown out on the bed. Her clothes everywhere. Her green panties bunched up in my hand, Sara in the bathroom. Champagne. It could be her fiancé.
I was startled and immediately shoved the little tangle of panties in my pocket, checking to make sure they were not visible. This fabric bulge. I can hear from the bathroom, "...Answer the door!" The shower starting. So...
Utter confusion on the face of Laney (pronounced Lane-E) as she called out, "Jason!!"
Someone I recognized. Utter relief. One of Sara's oldest friends. This short little, well put together woman wearing dark glasses, auburn hair pulled back. She looking in the doorway, "Where's...what are YOU doing here??"
'Fuck You' I thought. She was in on this too.
"Sara's, uh, in the shower."
There's a beat, and I am acting like everything is totally normal. Like I should be here while my sister is in the shower. "Well. Tell her She's late," she was still eyeing me.
"I'll get her to hurry..." I felt the need for some explanation. I continued, " I, uh, showed up just as she was getting ready. She wasn't expecting me...We'll be right down."
"Ok." And the door closes
Little did I know that when Sara leaves the bathroom...-
*in that red dress that is my favorite by the way, no more than three inches below her crotch, low in the back simply delicious*
... she lights into me, "I told you NOT to answer the door." She is looking around, for - panties.
I notice her looking under the end of the sofa, and laughing pat my pocket, "Safe. Uh, in my pocket. I thought you told me to ANSWER the door."
She started to laugh, down on her knees now, touching her head to the floor in that impossibly short dress. So sexy. "We seem to find ourselves in this position when we're together." Looking up at me, her ass in the air, "Laney right?"
"Uh, huh."
"Remember her?"
"Oh yeah! She your little Nazi for this thing?"
"Not that bad." She swats me, "Come on. We got to go. Oh and..." She turns her back to me as we are leaving, "I put these on just for you." She threw her hair back, inviting me to look at her, that little sing-song voice, batting her eyes, and when she had my attention flipped the back of her dress right up, all the way to her waist, exposing the tiniest little thong panties, a red line going down her backside, just strings around her waist.
"God damn you, quit it... If I can't be bad YOU can't be."
"Like it...Remember this dress?" Tugging the skirt at her hips, adjusting herself. We wore it out to the bar that night. "I planned on wearing it anyways...well not the panties THOSE are just for you sweetie...Besides, well, we can be a LITTLE bad."
"Fuck, I'm hard again."
"Shhhh." Eyes wide as we are padding down the hall, my heart patting away. Did I hear that right? I reach my hand just under her dress and pat her bare little ass as she is walking, she looks back at me, smiles.
A little bad.
The two of us, this pair of stupid teenagers, white teeth, sparkling eyes, red cheeks; pure unadulterated lust.
And we are off - into the real world.
************
He was a nice guy, and that sort of pissed me off, though nothing what I would expect. Gregarious, such a grin. Like a big teddy bear. I found out he was in advertising, it was impossible for him to explain what he did though.
The 'wedding planner,' a very proper little woman, starts right in telling us what we must do, where to go. Herding us into the Sanctuary like a border collie. She eyes me like I am NOT supposed to be here asks, "Who's this?"
"My brother, I want him to do something in the wedding."
I am like no no no.
I am looking at her and her look mirrors mine, like she is agreeing, reading my thoughts.
At the same time I am watching Mark with his minions (what I proceeded to call them), five strapping men - HIS best men. Sara drops a fancy little digital camera in my hand, "I want you to snap candids of ME, us, k??"
So that's settled. The planner lady turns and everyone in.
The best man is told that his job is to keep Mark happy (and I already can't picture my Sara with him - it is the first stirring of jealousy which waves over me).
The best man pipes up, "That will involve killing off the ex-boyfriends of the bride should they appear."
Somehow that makes me nervous, I look around. Sara catches my eye and smiles.
The ushers are first. This coordinator lady starts right in, "Not only do you seat people. You are also the representatives of the church."
I roll my eyes and start to wonder back a bit, the little lady notices so I tip out the screen viewer on the camera, turn it so I can see and snap a candid. Just doing my job, back up further.
Fuck.
I want out of here. All I want to do is run my hands over Sara in her little red dress, go back to the room. I want to touch those panties. I look at her and can so totally see her body, can so perfectly see the way those panties hug into her hips. It's the only two things she's wearing.
I sit down and aim the camera at her, zoom in and snap just her middle - thighs to waist, focus on that line above the hem of her dress.
Pussy.
Her breasts are perfect, the little dress held up by straps, the fabric curving around her breasts and slanting into the straps. Her bare breasts, holding their perfect shape. Tight little nipples. I can so totally picture her without the dress. Delicious. Her delicate shoulders, white throat. Her smile, red shining lips. Dark eyes. The way she is moving her hair out of her eyes, leaning against Mark. Curving her body to him. She is so aroused right now - something I know well. I can see it! But fuck it, Mark gets all the benefit.
All the time of four years ago comes flooding back to me, all my jealousies, the pain in my gut, how mad I would get whenever she went out with a guy. Unable to sleep. I would call and call and call. How frustrated she was with me. But it was a two way street - she didn't like it either.
I was thinking though, 'Fuck, this time she is going to marry him.' I thought of what we had just been doing, how she said we can be a 'little bad,' how the 'The Third Thing' was not going to happen, our secret fantasy. How her two statements were opposite in meaning. I was confused, felt left out, distant, could feel my jealousy and anger. Let it go. Let it go. It was why I moved away.
It all was coming back, not one thing had changed, and I start when a voice boomed behind me, "Hey bro."
It's Mark, I manage a, "Hi."
He sits down next to me, "Know many of the people here?"
"Not really, it was a spur of the moment thing. Haven't been here in four years." Why was I telling him? Being truthful. I still felt like my mind could be read. I was trying to clear my thoughts. Gripping the camera.
Mark leans in whispering, "My buddies and I want to get out later tonight. After everything. Dinner...everything." He looks around and leans in conspiratorially, nudges me. "Sort of celebrate my last night of freedom, if you catch my meaning? Hey, you want to come?" He hits my shoulder.
A nice gesture, really. A very conflicted one, basically telling me that on the night before the wedding he wants to get out and go after some pussy. My mind blanked, I don't know how to describe my thoughts on a whole host of levels. But...one of them was definitely the addled sexually aroused, frustrated state of my brain. Going out and getting some, well it may be just the thing...calm me. I look up at Mark and just say, "Thanks." Smile, "I'll think about it...I think I will."
Take my mind of things. He hits me again, "Better get back." And he slips away. I took another picture, and Sara looked toward the flash just as Mark swats her ass. She leans against him, keeping her eyes on me, smiling my direction. I melt.
We could be married and living in Thailand right now. What kind of idiot am I?
My folks are there too, and they wander up to me, say, "Hi. What a surprise?" Again I want to say 'Fuck You, you were in on this.' But I was nice, it was the practice. 'I found out and had to be here.' 'Glad you could make it for Sara's big day.' Saying platitudes of nothing.
The little ring bearer and flower girl are there and the wedding coordinator begins talking to them in this little sing-song voice, down on her knees, Clipboard pressed to her chest, "And you two!! Are the soul of this ceremony."
Fuck! This was going to take fucking forever.
Mark is all over Sara now, I watched them kiss, watched her bend her body to him as he wraps his arms around her waist. The way their mouths pressed together. I snap the viewer closed onto the camera, and set it in my lap. Who cares. What am I thinking? I am her brother, be proud. Be a man. Happiest day of her life. The big day! Seems like a nice guy even though he wants to fool around with my sister on the Night-Before-the-Wedding. Fucker. Who am I kidding? I want to fool around WITH my sister the night before her wedding.
I am suddenly tired. Confused.
I hear Laney say that everyone has to make sure not to lock their knees while up at the altar or they may pass out. The wedding planner nods her agreement.
I just get up and walk out of the Sanctuary. No one notices me. I'm not going to do this. I think for a moment about simply leaving, but then feel guilty. Instead I walk out into the Nave and then up the stairs to the choir loft, a balcony of about 15 wooden pews, look down at the expansive space before me, and walk silently to the bottom of the balcony which overlooks the altar. I sit at the bottom pew in front of a decorative wood railing that rings the choir loft, next to this enormous organ that looks like something out of Bride of Frankenstein, and gaze down and watch this collection of about twenty all standing in a semi-circle nodding their heads at Ubber Planner.



I lean back and stretch my legs out to the wood banister, lay my head to the side onto the pew and notice how intently Sara is looking around now. She is looking for me! I feel good about that, suddenly buoyed, and I pick my head up, wave. Her eyes trace up to me, the sudden movement. I stand awkwardly, briefly, and snap another photo, make it like this was part of my plan - like I am really into this. I can still hear everyone, a sort of muffled whisper, echoing around the church. I am a part and alone at the same time. Perfect.
Then, Mark hands his best man the wedding rings, and that makes it all pretty real. I am losing her, and it makes me horribly sad. I keep watching intently, like I am not there. A pair of eyes. My emotions are just muddled and confused.
I hear the little bitch lady say that the church has booked a noon funeral before the three o'clock wedding. Now that makes me laugh. I put my head down, lay my cheek on the wood. Changing from a funeral to a wedding. Someone says, "I hope they get rid of the body before people start arriving." I laugh, wondering if that was meant as a joke or if they are being serious. Who knows? That is the kind of people these folks are.
The wedding lady now has all the groomsmen together, she is talking away and I notice Sara is gone. When at that very moment, she is just behind me, her soft voice, "Hey." I look back, she continues, "How come your up here?"
I loft the camera, "Good shots from up here." She wanders down and stands at the bottom, sidesteps in front of me a little, and lays her hands on the railing, looks over the edge, down at the group.
I am looking at her now, from behind, the light fabric of her dress lifting a little at the back as she leans on the railing. In that moment she is the only thing that exists, everything else vanished from my sight, from my mind, from my senses. I am stupidly holding the camera under her dress and positioning it so I can see her panties in the view finder, the fabric is wrapped around her cunt so tight and perfect. She's totally noticing but letting me.
"I'm really doing it," she says.
"Looks like..." I set the camera down, sit upright, leaning forward a little and reach my hand out and simply stroke the back of her knees as I say, "Don't lock those knees."
She looks back at me and smiles, "I might pass out." But then looking at my hand reaching out to her, "You know me, what I like, the small of my back and the back of my knees..." Sighs, "Mmmmm, all my weaknesses."
She's looking at everyone again, and I continue to caress her there, softly just how I know she likes to be touched. My heart pounding, pounding into my throat. What do I want? Why am I here? I simply had to, god damn it. She came here for me. She left them for me...
I begin to stroke up her thighs with my right hand, no one could see, just soft long strokes up her legs letting my fingers caress her up the inside of her thighs with the front of my hand and the back of my hand. She stepping back a little. One leg then the other, higher and higher, reaching up under her dress, feeling the fabric of her dress rise slowly. I lay my hand on her bare ass, feeling the curves of her body. She had shown me her ass, said these panties were just for me. Just for me! Not Mark. It was us then, everything else dropping away. Melting.
She dropped her head slightly to the side, looking back at me again. I didn't look at her, didn't want that warning look in her eyes. I was expecting a 'no' a 'behave' a 'stop.' I was ready with the quips...to buy me some time. An extra five seconds! I was going to say, 'we can be a little bad, you said so yourself' or...who knows, but I was ready.
But Silence. Nothing.
She simply backed a little more from that railing, so that she was directly in front of me, only these little moans escaping her lips, and soft sighs.
I reached up under her dress, lay my hand at the small of her back and drew a line down the fabric of the thong from her waist, touching her ass cheeks right where they curved into her thigh, to that little space between her legs opening right to her vagina, her pussy, her mound, and her clit, her hairy little cunt. Unshaved. I tipped my palm up and slipped three fingers right into that opening between her legs, felt her immediately slide one leg out, repositioning herself - for me. The curve of her pussy immediately available for the flat of my hand. Her dress lifted up over my wrist so that I could see the little silk pair of panties covering her pussy. Bare flesh digging into the fabric.
Another moan.
I curled my fingers and lightly scratch my nails along the fabric of those soft silk panties. This is what she had come up here for. I was petting her front to back, reaching and curling my fingers over the mound of her cunt and drawing my nails back along the fabric, itching her. Slowly, nice long strokes, over and over.
"Mmmm,Nice...feels...nice" she cooed.
"A little bad," was all I said, as I continued to 'scratch' her, changing nothing. Not the pace, the pressure, the touch. She kept looking out at the group standing below.
She mewed out, "You make me want to be very bad."
And I said what was on my mind all along, "You so make me want to... fuck you." I loved the sound of that word on my lips. Loved that she heard me.
She looked back at me, met my eyes. This time I met hers. They glowed, looked wet. We said nothing, she looked back again.
It's what we did. I caressing her, scrapping my fingers front to back, front to back, lightly over the fabric. Touching her beneath that little dress. She standing before me, legs apart tipping her hips to me. Feeling me drawing my fingers across the fabric, pressing into her labia, feeling the hairs moving beneath my touch, feeling her body respond, her pussy lips swell. Feeling her get warm, hot, feeling her dampen the fabric until this circle of cum was forming directly beneath her vagina. My finger slipping when it touched that spot, feeling her wetness spread.
On one pass I continued right up her backside, lazily following the fabric to the string that hugged into her ass, and pressing it right over her anus - nice little moan - and higher grasped the string of her panties wrapping around her hips at the small of her back and began pulling them lower, removing those panties she had worn just for me. Again, fully expecting to be stopped, a hand, anything. But again, no response, she simply letting me as I was tugging tugging them lower, sliding the string off one hip then the other, down to her thighs. I could feel her body relax...standing there. It was as if her whole body was melting, relaxing, falling. Becoming who I knew.
She was not moving away, not trying to shake me off. She may as well have said, 'here take them.' And I did. I slid them down her legs, behind the wood railing up on this balcony. If someone had been looking they could have seen the red fabric slide down her legs between the little slats. Wedding planner lady was talking to the women now, pairing them with the groomsmen. Comparing heights.
Her panties were at her ankles. I said nothing, she stepped right out of them, moving her little black shoes through each opening as I brought my hand back up and lay it on her bare pussy, rubbing up between her legs.
She was soaking sopping wet, covering my hand perfectly, hanging down between her legs like a little peach, as I pressed my fingers along her wet ridge, feeling her open right up, pressing in finding her clit. I heard her gasp just a little at the touch, felt her involuntarily tense her body, arch her back to me, lifting the back of her dress. I was looking right at her pink little cunt, that cute little pout of her ass hole. My middle finger was reaching, set right over her clit, hearing her breath catch in her throat.
nd I held my hand right there for her, felt her moving, the slightest undulation on my hand, the tiniest circle being drawn over my finger. Her hips moving lightly, grinding right into my hand, guiding my finger right around the rim of her clit and pushing down so that its little hood would press back, letting me dig into her. All slippery and hard, it felt like a white pearl playing around my finger; and then sliding my hand back, her inner lips hanging loose, swoolen, feeling for that space inside her. I was watching my fingers move on her pushing my fingers deep up into her. And watching her as I did, for some sign, something that told me what she felt. A trembling in her legs was all I felt, a shaking of her puss in my hand, and this arch of her back. But unmoving, still, just her breathing and her watching out, she was barely moving as she watched over the rail. I rubbed the rough flesh in her vagina, finger fucked her.
As I did, the smell of her wonderful juices filling the air, lubricating my hand. It hadn't been very long at all, no more than a few minutes, but it felt like forever. She was not looking at me, she was watching everything, everything else. The world out there *with me* but watching intently the proceedings. In fact I was vanished, it was only her up here now, standing from down below.
"Your so wet."
"Hmmmmm. Been that way since..." she heard my zipper sliding down, not looking, continued.. "Jason, I have to get back down there."
With my other hand I had opened my pants. In a moment I had pulled my boxers down around my cock. She was peeking back, her sideways glance, and her breath drawn deep, her legs trembling now with my fingers up inside her..."Sara?"
"Sara, Sit down... Just for a sec. One second...one. Let me feel you."
"Oh Jason, hon, honey...I can't. I just..." she looked back, desperate, concern in her eyes, and could see my cock, "Someone might come up here."
I was resigned, I had to try. I knew that was what she would say. I ached. God I ached. My cockhead was literally blue, straining, so hungry. I have never been so hard, so desperate for her. She could see it in my eyes. I still had my finger in her, still moving upon her and then I let go. Resignation, sadness in me. I had been inside her so many times... These words melting around us...
I continued, "We can see everyone. She's still...talking. There's time...this time."
I heard a small little, "God...oh, god," a whimper, her breathing quickening now.
Looking back, eyes wide. She was thinking, and then says, "But you can't move! Not even a little." She was looking down at my cock and out at the group down below. I could see she was checking angles. No one even looking up here. "You can't move! Here..." She was moving toward me, "And you can't cum. Oh...god..." The hunger in us.
"I won't," I said holding my cock in my hand, spreading the pre-cum out over my cock head. Even though I had no idea, having lost all control. A touch could have sent me over the edge.
"Promise."
She moved toward me, I could see the edge of her dress wave around my lap, and as I held my cock, positioning myself, felt her settling right down on me - God oh God - my cock touching her flesh, the soft hairs.
I could feel the tip of my cock touching her and immediately sink in, the weight of her body continuing, lowering down onto me...and Ahhh, God oh God! Her heat on me. I could feel the end of my cock touch her wet cunt, that exquisite pressure of her pussy lips opening around me, all sides. Her vagina, so tight pressing in. Like hot glass. This mouth tight on all sides, my cock sinking right up into her, the feel as my cockhead just pops inside, all slippery down her cherry throat. I could literally hear our juices as I was squeezing in.
That divine pressure down on the head of my cock, her thighs setting on my legs, settling her weight, and then just sitting there. Innocent.
Fucking.
My cock felt as if it were glowing along its whole length, the head of my cock deep inside felt like it was touching her belly. She sitting on me, leaning forward a little and tipping her hips forward and back, allowing me to feel my cock moving just this little inch up inside and back again. We simply looked like she was sitting on my lap. In fact, from the main floor I was not visible at all, not at all. Her bare ass, spooning against me, I reached my hands up under the edge of her dress to caress her bare hips, nothing on underneath, nothing at all beneath this dress, her nakedness against me, and pulled her tight to me. And reaching around, wrapping my hands over her tummy. Touching her pussy hairs, the head of my cock right there, right inside.
"Ah...oh god..." she managed to moan out, "Don't...Move. Oh god. God...I can't believe...so good." I pressed my hips up a little, matching her movement, unable to control myself, driving into her a little deeper, that exquisite pressure against her.
She jumping as I pressed her up, "Don't...ahhh, No. I..."
But nothing mattered. We so easily could have been caught just then. She was madly watching, looking out. But if someone were to appear, someone missed, what would we do? What were we thinking? I couldn't see anything at all. I just lay my head between her shoulder blades, felt her warm hair against my cheek, her breathing. God oh God, it felt so good.
I whispered into her hair which was fallen down her back, "Hi...little girl. It's been so long." I tipped my hip just the littlest bit again, which ever so slightly drove me deeper, lifting her this little bit in the air. I could feel her body stiffen, but this time she let me do it, just this little bit. I was utterly filling her, touching up into her, her full weight pressed down on me.
The voices echoing around the enormous church from down below. Watching, watching intently, looking for anyone moving out of sight. I could hear her say, "I... have to... go." I simply let my hands lay on her, she could get up any time. Any moment. I would not have stopped her.
But we didn't want to part, we were simply quivering together. Trying to move ourselves against each other. Wanting more.
I put my mouth at her ear and whispered, "Lean forward, hold onto the railing there." She moved herself forward. It was perfect. "Yeah, like that." She was bending forward, lifting her ass. I was sliding down a little in the pew, keeping my cock pressed inside her. She was lifting her ass up and holding to the rail, setting her head on her arms. I could slide my whole length, lifting and lowering my hips. Her pussy was soaked, so open, I lifted her dress and little so I could watch. She was completely yielding.
Her whole body was trembling, holding to that railing like she was leaning on it, setting her chin in her hands, lifting her ass to me; bending, rotating her hips and arching her back and playing her cunt against me. Moving so I could enter her from different angles. She could lift her ass and bring in down without any appearance of moving, no bobbing of her head in the least. She reached one hand down between her legs and I could feel her nails running along the length of my cock as I fucked into her. Oh God! I thought I was going to cum right there. Of her just touching herself where we met, sliding wet together.
I held myself deep inside, held myself to her, letting the feeling of being inside her flood my senses. I could feel her wetness on my balls her little fingers playing with me, and fingering her clit as we fucked. The movement of her body, the quivering of her vagina, she was squeezing me. That feeling of her sucking me in as I pulled out of her, its soft heat. The tip of my cock right at her opening and then plunging back in, my whole length.
As we were getting more aroused, wilder, she was moving on me, meeting my strokes. I could see my cock slide right inside, it was so fucking hot. I said, "I can see myself slide into you." Holding her dress up over her hips. She moaning and whimpering. I could not even hear everything, she was not looking back.
I heard her again, "Oh...You can't come in me...no protection." Twisting her hips grinding herself down on me, god I loved the way she moved. We were moving faster, fucking harder, entering her over and over. But careful, only the slightest little bob of the head as I bumped into her all the way in. She drew her nail along my cock just then and - Fuck! - could feel it. Feel myself cumming. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. I froze. It was so sudden. Nothing I did. I had to pull out, but she began sliding herself on me. I began to back away but reaching with her cunt, keeping me there moving on me. Fuck! I had to pull out. I had to move away, but then. Fuck. It was too late. I closed my eyes and pulling her to myself, began shaking and bucking up into her. Her cunt was clutching me, spasming against me.
She could feel me, she was pressing against the rail, holding herself there. I could feel myself exploding right inside her, and a wave of confusion. I promised. I didn't care. She could have pulled away but pressed back even harder. Cum rising from deep inside. I came so quickly, ribbons of cum spraying into her, holding her to me. She was not pulling away, but grinding back against me, as I pulsed into her. I was holding my mouth closed, wanting to call out. Wanting to cry what a fantastic cunt, bitch fuck she was. Call her my little girl. When her body began to quiver, her thighs and cunny shaking over my cock and I could feel her cunt squeezing around me, see her gripping the rail. I could feel her cumming with me just then, hear her whimpering. She held her mouth over her arm. I reached out and held my hand to her hips, scratched down her thighs. Her body drawing away, still cumming. Too sensitive. I was still hard and drove my cock deep into her. Fuck I wanted her.
When, this voice, "Sara! Sara."
I was out of view but Sara, her body in mid-orgasm, was looking around, moving back into the pew, sitting on me. She was pulling her hair back and setting back into my lap again, fuck I was still inside her. I was out of view, hiding behind her, together we were being pulled back into the world again.
That lady again, "We are ready for you now."
Sara squirming on me, her body relaxing, but we were squishing together. I could feel her leaking onto my pants, while from the depths of her throat, "Alright."
She looking back at me, desperate now but no anger in her eyes. "You came in me didn't you?" She knew, "Fuck!" She slid forward staying in front of me, "Get down." And I lay out supine on the pew, my shiny cock lay back against my stomach, pants down midthigh.
She lifted herself up on unsteady legs, was standing cum running down her leg. Her dress waving down around her thighs again. Looking around, "What am I going to do?"
I lay along the pew and simply said, "Here, come here!"
"What?"
"Just DO what I say," and reaching up I grasped her hips, began pulling her down to me, she followed my direction. I had never been in view now the whole time. To them Sara was alone, I wasn't here at all. And I lay back and pulled her ass right onto my face, her dress fell right around me. Everything tinged red. She was sitting her cunt down right over my mouth and I began to eat her puss, sucking on her drink my cum out, could feel it draining in my mouth. Oh my God!
That fucking lady again, "Sara? What do you think." All the couples standing together.
"It looks fine." Squirming over my mouth.
"Were you doing the traditional vows or did you write your own," calling up to us.
"Um, just a sec..." sighs from her throat, this little growl only I could hear.
"Hurry," to me and "Tonight we...can...use...the traditional vows."
Mark now, "Hon, I have them."
She had to sit there still, perfectly still. All eyes looking up now. It was quick, very quick as I sucked on her there, sucked my cum right out of her. Never ever had I tasted my own cum. It was hot, salty and thick, coming out in a stream. So much cum in her. I could feel her squirming on me as I licked and chewed and sucked.



She was in the throes of cumming again. I could feel it. Her puss was quivering, pulsing on me, "Uh, ok then...Fine... Whatever...uh, Just a second...almost ready."
I could feel her falling into another light orgasm, shaking her pussy over my mouth. I just kept sucking and sucking, shoving my tongue up inside her, licking her thighs and cunny lips. I could barely breath, her cunt felt utterly ravaged, her pussy hairs soaking wet with her juices, my cum and saliva. She leaning back and holding herself as still as she could, stiffening, squeezing her legs over my face. Agony, this orgasm washing over her. Silence, then release, letting out a deep breath, little whimpering cries.
Then standing, lifting up from my face. I stayed where I was, my face shiny with cum. My chin soaking wet. I was looking up at her and to all the world in that moment, we had to have looked like two people who had fucked wantonly for hours. We should be naked now and curling around each other in an empty room, self satisfied and happy.
But the world was closing around us...words from down below, the activities of the day. It was as if everything in view suddenly appeared. Like we had for that moment been noplace.
A voice calling up again, with more urgency, "Sara!"
"Sorry, I spilled my purse."
I laughed, "I'll say you did." She hit me.
"I'm gathering my stuff. I... And...I have to use the rest room...Give me a minute! So Sorry."
She was all motion, her dress waving, nakedness. She stood so I could look right up her dress just then. She laughed as I was tugging my pants up, zipping myself. We were utter glowing happiness.
"Proud of yourself, get what you want??"
I stayed low then, out of sight and she did not wait for a response. Leaning down she took the red panties in her hand and threw them in my lap, "Another pair for your collection then. Fuck. I can't believe we did that!"
Then, soundlessly running up the steps.
************************
Sara repeated her vows flawlessly.
Laney looked like she was going to cry, for the practice!! And in a moment they were declared 'for the practice' man and wife - the priest declaring them man and wife and turning them to the audience for all to see. Applause. I was making my peace. It was good to see this in advance, they weren't married yet. Had I come tomorrow and seen it - for real. That would have been it. I don't know what I thought.
They kissed.
After the kiss, they kissed again and Sara held Mark to her so closely, they held their kiss and everyone applauding, again. Only I knew what that kiss was for.
Good job... whoever you are. I thought, I didn't recognize her in the world of words, the world of people.
I made my peace.
We existed outside it.
It was something else.
I could still feel her body pulsing against my cock, cumming in her. I was still sticky from her juices, she was all over me. I had taken a few programs laying on the seats and wiped myself off. Her scent, her warmth. I held my fingers to my nose and inhaled.
Everyone gathered casually. My cock was still hard and I untucked my shirt to hide myself, headed for the nave. Cleaned myself up in the mens room. I almost couldn't walk upright. I felt like I still needed to jack off, and thought about going back into the bathroom and jacking off on the toilet, but there was Sara right at my side.
Looking in my eyes, like 'you ok?'
Mark was saying, "You can ride with me," following her.
Sara saying, "It's bad luck. I'm riding with Jason. He doesn't know where to go, I can show him."
She took my hand, all innocence. It felt utterly wicked, her finger sliding in my palm.
Later I leaned in and whispered, "Third Thing."
She leaning back against me, placing her mouth at my ear, "Uh Uh! Today is not my wedding day, is it?"
Wicked grin.
* * * * *
I hope you enjoyed. And where to go from here?? This is the beginning of what I hope to be a four part story, and I welcome any ideas of how Sara and Jason end up. Your ideas will influence where this all ends up...
Thanks. Your input, comments and suggestions are why I write.
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Let me know what you think of my story, and feel free to answer my question at the end. Your responses are the reason I write. Thank you.
Youbadboy
I have such a weakness for the throat, just the sight of someone, simply lifting their chin. Oh, I can feel myself melt inside. So soft and vulnerable, picturing my teeth held there. I like to lay my whole mouth over that little place where your pulse beats, give you a million kisses from the jaw line down to the base of your throat. Mmmmm, all warm and fuzzy just thinking 'bout it!
So anyways, I'm sitting in my room which is still decorated from when I was in high school. PINK!! Excessively pink. Not something for one entering their Sophomore year in college. Definitely need to do something about that.....when, daddy comes into my room, sits at my feet. I got my books and papers, and charts laid out EVERYWHERE. He's all smiley, sweet, giving that look his little girl knows so well.
Lets just say we have a *special* relationship.
I look up, smile my dimples at him, "Heeeeyyyy," My long drawn out relaxed greeting.
I set my book down, lean forward and he scootches near me. I feel flutters as he moves closer, glancing at the door. How to explain it? I'm his little rabbit, his quarry. I take my hand, curl my fingers across his cheek feeling the side of his face. It's just before dinner, he hasn't shaved since morning. I look at his blue eyes. His cheeks so all scratchy. He smells nice. So tasty! Still wearing his suit, tie pulled away from his neck top button unbuttoned. Of course its been a long day at the office, of course mom is in the other room.
But still, so sweet to think of lil' ole me.
He looks at the door again. Then me, says, "Kiss me."
I hold onto his cheeks, like 'ok,' and aim for his smiley tired little mouth.
He stops me, "Not there," lifts his chin, "Here."
Oooooooo! His throat. Surrender. God does he know?? If he only knew what that does to me.
He must, as I touch my lips to his neck, and open my mouth just on the one side of his adam's apple. Kiss him soft there, growl as I sink my teeth in, "Grrrrr."
I can feel his hand pressing flat against my tummy, brushing lower, below my navel - so naughty - fingers insinuating into my pants.....lower.....I suck in my belly, lean back a little, smiling up at him.
"Can I give you a hickey??"
"No!!"
Feeling the elastic of my panties stretch. His light tickle, feeling my hairs down there part. I let myself wet his fingers, open my legs, melting, pull my mouth back from his throat and turning my chin up to him hold my lips right at his.
"Mmmmmm," I moan. "We don't have time."
**********************
The Rules
1)No fucking
2)Either of us can stop anytime we want, no questions asked
3)We tell each other what we want, as much and as often as we want, as in 'If I could Fuck you I would......'
Your fault, not mine. You made them.
But! He's been cheating lately. Breaking those rules, the rules HE made.
Just for these little moments, stolen minutes when we are really wrapped around each other, kissing, petting and forgetful *in the moment*
And I can feel it.
Everything.
I lay there like I don't notice at all. He can slide his cock on my body anywhere he wants, just not IN me down there. The lazy evenings mom is out and we lay naked in my bed. But sometimes......I can feel him touching me THERE, right at my cunt's hungry little wet mouth, legs open and I am moving around, tipping my hips to him.
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"I just can't give myself to someone like that."
Honestly, after she said that. I didn't know what to say.
********
Sara and I are taking care of our parents dogs. 
Why?? 
Well, we waited until after Christmas to find internships for the summer, and that was a BIG mistake. Not the end of the world though, these aren't ordinary dogs. Fifteen of them.
These are 'world famous' show dogs, so we get paid really well when we do help. And they need help most of the time, we just don't really like doing it that much. 
Since I can remember, my sister and I have been helping with these dogs. It is second nature to us, and I have this fear that thirty years from now I will still be in this house full of bitches (human and animal), showing fucking dogs. World Famous Dogs! WTF??
Anyways, Sara is with me, helping. It is a two person job when our parents are gone. She hit the same brick wall as me. She's sitting here in her tight fitting jeans and a man's shirt, hair pulled back, glasses, spilling her guts right now. This torrent of emotion coming from a girl who used to run barrel races perfectly. I never knew anyone stronger, or more invincible. What happened?
Her hair is pulled up and back, the way it always was when she was growing up, her mans shirt tucked in at the waist. Glasses, cause she's too lazy to put her contacts in, no make up. And right now, Miserable. 
Is this going to be my summer? Her blathering on about nothing. When did she become so vulnerable, alone, sad. Pathetic.
So.......I'm sitting here nodding my head.
*********** It all goes something like this: 
"I need to be better about giving him what he wants from me."
Me, "Why would you NEED to do that. Sara I don't think he......"
"Jason this is all so complicated as it is. It really is! I have spent my whole life being alone, needing nobody. 
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Nice and showered, the sweet scents of shampoo and powder, my wet hair in liitle ringlets on my shoulder. I step into my room to get ready for work - my first job after graduating high school - and thoughts of meetings and the presentation that is due by Friday. Pull on my panties, silk along my long slender legs, slide a dress over my head.....
When......
a hand at my back is pressing me against the window while the dress is still up over my head making me stand there. I can feel the dress lifting and I let your hands fall to my side, being held hard against the glass.
Now, if people look they can see me in panties and nothing else.
What the hell??
All I have on are panties, pink cotton, a little V at the front, and then this voice asking me to bend over a chair telling me to pull the back of my panties down my thigh and 'let me look at you, at that shining pussy, at your hole.'
"Spread your legs," just these whispers, and then I can feel a nose tickling up between my legs. I can just feel his warm breath, and then - mmmmm - the flat of his tongue lapping me, front to back, can feel little puffs of his breath repeatedly blowing on me.
I hear, "I love you on my breath," lapping until I am quivering, pulsing. Can feel My little cunny clench, my thighs tighten.
His voice, "You told me that just the right breeze can make your day,"
"Mmmmmm." Blowing on me once more. The coolness tingles up my spine.
"You know, I wonder what it is like to feel something that would be in me pulsing and not just all around me quivering," these whispers behind me. His breath touching me, and he is fingering me now as these whispers, words wash over me. I can't keep from squirming.....
"Hold still!!"
This finger pushing into my ass, "Ohhhhhhh" an involuntary growl and I drop my head down into the chair, am biting my lips I can't keep from moaning out, feeling how I tug at his finger as he presses deep up inside, then out again. Until I am wet there too.
"Mmmmmm," god he has me bent over so far, open so wide.
"I can see that pink pearl between your legs," he says and I can just about feel it growing hard, itching, wanting attention.
"Maybe I will lick you there - if you are good." Fuuck.... I can't can't stand it any more. I am panting, cannot catch my breath.
A large hand is lifting me up now and pressing me into the glass again, "Open your legs," and I slide them wide, hold myself open, can feel a cock pushing up inside at the same time.
Pressing myself against the glass now, how did we get here? I'm looking out the window, is anyone seeing me, watching me; my breasts touching the smooth glass, hands flat. Sun is setting and the lights all on in the house, windows open they can hear my moans too as he fucks me from behind, as my whole body lifts from the floor with each thrust.
My breasts pressed flat into the glass and my hands grasping the windows frame.
But nobody can see him. He is *invisible* to them. Just me up here in my room, and this window. My mouth leaving lipstick smears. The glass feels so warm, it is hot outside.
He keeps fucking me, pounding in me. God he is hard, so hungry. I feel my pussy opening with each thrust and I let him, yield, give in.
I am tipping my ass back, open my legs meeting each thrust, feeling him fill me, feel his balls touch my ass, bending myself reaching back with that perfect ass and my thongs in a neat little pile near my foot. Letting Him do anything to me.
"I have to go," I mouth between pants, feeling myself being lifted from the floor, "I have to....." hands digging in, reaching around my hip fingering my clit, until I am screaming against the glass, "ahhh....ahhh.....ahhhh" pushing back against his chest, knees buckling and I am this doll being held up, can feel myself being filled with cum. This orgasm running through me, pure pleasure, so good it hurts.
His seed, spunk, I can feel every pulse. All slippery inside, he squeezes out and his cum sprays the window, I can see it there, touch it, am smearing it with my fingers, getting all wet and sticky. God we smell delicious, cum running down my legs.
And his whisper, "Don't turn around. I'm still here. I'm not going anywhere little girl." I am smiling, coy, crumpling down to the floor, crawling over to my bed, up onto the mattress and lay flat.
"Hmmmm, hmmmm."
He's still there, watching me lay down, sprawling my arms up over your head, my long hair wild tangles. Almost sleeping now as he's running his hands over my body, soft as silk. I think of the powder I applied, can feel it dusting me beneath his finger tips. Such soft touches now.
My small frame, he is rubbing my feet, this lovely sigh. Touching up my calves, touching me everywhere. I jump at certain intrusions, but remain supine, turning myself lightly only to give access to my breasts, as he is tracing circles on my nipples and back down the small of my back curling his fingers around my narrow waist, holding my hips pulling my legs apart....
He is settling himself between my legs, leaning over me, and brushing the hair from my back kissing my shoulderblade.
Mmmmmmm.
My eyes open slightly, not even attempting to see him, as this dream smile comes over me feeling his cock, hard again, sliding up along my thighs, leaving this little trail of cum.
I know what is coming...........
"Mmmmm,"
!
I purr out, "I don't know why I let you do this. We're going to get caught one of these days."
******************
Please let me know how you liked it. Email me. Give me ideas, little snippets. When have you felt invisible, invisibly loved, had an invisible lover.
You are the reason I write.
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I leaned back in my oversized Lazy Boy, clasping my hands behind my head, legs hanging out straight on the footrest. The football game was playing on a tiny screen on the far wall, my head turned to the side - watching her.
Her back was to me.
She had on a pair of faded jeans, pockets hanging down. She was wearing a little red top, stretching her arms high in the air.
Str--etch--ing.
Her little top lifting up high, flaring out. Her thin waist rising from those jeans, holding tight around her hips. Standing there on one leg, then the other shifting her weight, tipping her hips one way and then the other. I could tell by the way the fabric moved, the crease down her backside, she had nothing on underneath. Those jeans riding so low I could see her butt crack at the top, and those cute little dimples above each ass cheek. Oh.....those tiny hips.
Str---------etch
So slow, relaxed. Her blonde hair in this lions mane falling down the center of her back, resting between her shoulder blades.
Then......
turning, arms dropping back through her hair, the scent of fruit shampoo and powder. The bottom of her top curving up exposing her tummy, her navel pierced demurely. A little steel stud sticking straight up from the flesh there. The way those jeans plunged even lower at the front, the V in her top, held by just three little buttons. Not a goddam thing underneath.
And she does it again.....str------etch.......arms high, yawning wide, arms out. "Oh God," she lilts. "The turkey makes me soooooo tired." Her fingers reaching, held out as if she were about to catch something.. I can see her trembling, she stretches so hard.
My little artist. My little angel.
I am vacantly smiling. Enjoying the show as all men my age do when their 24 year-old niece steps into the room and stretches for you. Head laying to the side, light beer buzz, legs akimbo, just laying there in my Lazy Boy.
Her top lifting high, higher, and I can just see her ribs, her small breasts, god the weight of them. Thoughts of.....her jeans, god how I love those jeans. Her hip bones forming this perfect frame, her little tummy. Her navel is a good three inches above the waist, and curving low, so low I can literally see the hint of her mound, that bone that rises out between her hips, the one you bump.... bump hard when you're......
There should be some hairs there I am thinking. Something. I look more closely, scanning her mid-riff. Nothing. Bare, soft white flesh. A little snap and two inches of zipper in blue denim bunching between her legs. I close my eyes, can feel a little sweat on my brow.
"Tired Uncle Paul?" That lilt in her voice again. I keep my eyes closed.
"Hmmmm. Yes, think I'll nap now Eva."
***********
Me: Hi sweet. Thanks again for coming. Did you have a nice time?
Eva: Yes, it was nice.
Me: It was all very pleasant. Did you like the turkey?
Eva: Yes, it was good.
Me: Mmhhmm. Did you have enough to eat?
Eva: Yes. I had too much to eat. Made me sleepy. I napped up in your room. Giggles.
Me: You did?!? And I napped on that Lazy Boy. I have a crick in my neck. Did you get to see the cat?
Eva: (Giggles) Oh my favorite puss pus. Yes. She's so cee-ute!
Me: *chuckles* You didn't have to eat today did you?
Eva: ........uh, uh.
Me: I ate next to nothing today. To full.
Eva: Hm.
Me: Mmhhmm ........ I just thought I'd give you a call. See how you were doing. I don't get to see you that much these days, or your mom. Miss me from when I lived there?
Eva: Mmmm, yeah, I guess so. Long time ago now.
Me: So what's new? How's the pets? Your zoo is more quiet huh? Did you like the pajamas I got you? Have you worn them?
Eva: Yes, I did. They were nice. Silk.
Me: And do they fit?
Eva: Well, they were a little loose, larger than.... I can just tie the string tight and it stays on fine. Not totally obscene I guess....
Me: Oh well, you can just grow into them. That's what I figured.
Eva: --------
Me: Your mom asked me how much I had to drink ... I only had three beers. I wasn't trashed. That's what she thought? She said I was falling over. If I'm falling over its just that I can't walk anymore. Too old.
Eva: --
Me: anyway, mmhhmm, it was nice talking to you.
Eva: I think I gotta go.
Me: You can call me sometime. Mmhhmm. Bye!
I hung up the phone and stared.
Fuck. It's passing. I needed to say something. My hands were trembling. I pressed a glass of scotch to my lips. The tips of my fingers were numb.
--
I couldn't stop thinking about her. It had been better for quite some time, but seeing her yesterday. Everything flooding back. I shouldn't have called. I wanted to pick up the phone and dial her number again, tell her I shouldn't of called.
I pick up the receiver and press 'past calls' - stare at her number. Then turn it off again, and lay it on the table.
It was her cell phone number. SHE gave it to me. Told me to call.
Where was she?
God I miss her.
That's where this story begins.
************
I think back.
The pain I felt at 18 was unbelievably. Memories of throwing myself down onto my bed, just crying, crying my eyes out. Tears in the corner of my eyes always, hair in my mouth sobbing sadness. Literally tangling around my arms.
I was so sad......Amazingly I don't feel any of it now, it's gone. Has it vanished from the room completely? From my life? Is it gone for good? I feel normal now.
The only window to that stain in my life - that time - was Uncle Paul, my moms brother. He came to live with us for awhile, going through his own private hell I guess. Of which I know so little because I was in such a black hole, could only see in - not out. I remember nothing else. Well, that's not true. But now.....I don't know. He still calls. He calls too often.
I let him, and then.....It's like I am sitting in the room with myself. Me then, before. THAT person.
I don't know. I try to be normal with him, but.....
Eva walks over to her desk and pulls open the bottom drawer. There are portfolios zipped shut leaning against the wall. Projects for new clients. Her apartment is just three months old now, signed a lease without any co-signer. First time in her life, a sort of steady boyfriend, a sense of her own now without the need.
Just those phone calls......
The drawer slides open, and tugging away at a pile of clean panties, there at the bottom, a little dog eared notebook. Pink stickers and pen marks, a chewed corner. Tear stains. There is a hole punched through the back.
Eva opens the book slowly, reading randomly:
'What the fuck is happening to me? Why the fuck is my life so in pieces..... I am waiting, always waiting! I literally felt myself leave my body today, just like I was absent, gone. I thought it was supposed to be different when I graduated. That college was supposed to be this wonderful time in my life. But I am indifferent, so alone and then.....fucking assholes, everyone all over, all around me. Fucking assholes. I'm just so trapped, this room, home. I can't breathe. I don't want to go out.'
Another page: 'I just want to SLEEEEEEEEEP forever.'
Another: 'I have this PAINFUL craving to be loved right now. Please. The idea of sleeping alone makes me sick, I feel like I'm going to throw up. I can't breath, my chest is so tight. I can't stop crying. I am so alone right now, and there is no one to call. No one to talk to . I am utterly alone. My walls are so close, its dark and silent. I am sinking in a tomb. I want to feel, but I can't. The floor is concrete, there might as well be bars....how can it feel like this?????'
A few more pages:
'I'm so cold. My hands are blue.'
'I don't think he loves me.. Not a shit, the shit... I can't tell anymore. I used to know, could feel the love, something. I didn't need this. I WANTED to believe. And now, I need need need all the time, and no one is there for me. I am sooooooo alone. I can't stop thinking about him?? My heart shivers every time I go through my saved voice mails and hear his voice. Play them again.....'
'I have to let him go... but the right thing and the easy things are often intensely difficult. I don't know that I'm ready to let go of someone who holds so much significance to me. But......he doesn't give two shits........I am, just what he called me. A needy stupid bitch.'
That's where the story begins.
***************
Paul arrived carrying nothing but one suitcase. I didn't give two thoughts, simply said hi and ran up to my room. He would be staying in the basement. There was a story that his girlfriend had kicked him out of his house, something like that. My mom alluding that he had hit on his girlfriends best friend while they were having problems. I sort of distantly listened, I think after everything that's all I know. I remember thinking, 'So....another asshole.' Graduation was just a month prior, I was signed up for college, and it was then the darkness set in. I would never see my 'friends' again. We cried and said our goodbyes, and then, everyone left. Gone. And it was then, I started to keep a journal. We were this weird wounded family.
But there was something about Paul, his 'situation.' It was the same, we were cut adrift. Hurting, or I thought that anyway. The same really, and.........
He listened.
Mom was gone all the time, making ends meet; and when she did listen all I got was a list of platitudes, expectations. Didn't she realize I was tired, sad, didn't she know? Couldn't she sense ANYTHING. But her life was hard too for reasons I also knew nothing about. He would pay some rent and that helped.
I can remember our first conversation. The way he listened. He sat down by me in the living room, the house was silent. I was staring out.......vacant like. I can imagine how I was.
"You like graduating?"
"S'ok." He leaned closer. "I don't know. It's weird, lots of my friends are gone. Sort of....lonely." I shrugged.
"I remember graduating. It was hard. I didn't like it, the change." I didn't respond. "What classes you taking?"
"I want to focus on art. My art.....I'm an artist."
"Really? Your mom said you painted. So am I. What do you do?"
"I don't know. Paint. Sculpt. Photography."
"I'd like to see some of it. I could show you some of mine. I paint, oil paint." He was smiling, but like an adult. Condescension. He continued, "Can I see something?"
"Now?"
"Yes."
"Uh, sure ok." I got up, and no one ever really asked me like that before. I went to my room. Opened my plastic portfolio's. Grabbed some stuff. He came in my room.
"Here." I laid it out on the bed.
He paged through very slow, sometimes touching the paper with his finger. "Nice. I like this here." He traced his finger along a line I had drawn. He said it again, "Nice. I like it. Your good."
"Thanks." Shrugging my shoulders. I smiled for the first time in awhile.
"Not many artists in the world anymore. It's a lonely life," he said. Lonely. I wanted to cry, I turned my head away. The tears. I don't think he noticed, he continued, "This one, what's this one about?"
I looked. Shit! That one's in there?
"My boyfriend. I mean, it was my boyfriend, former boyfriend I should say."
He had his shirt off, and his pants were open. Not showing anything, but suggestive. Forgot that one was in there. I blushed.
"Ohhhhh." He met my eyes.
"No. Nothing. Nothing like that." I could have let him think anything I guess. I continued, "It's not like we were ever that intimate. We never did anything. Maybe a blowjob. He was, you know, just posing." I was going to say he was an asshole.....

Paul was taken aback, he turned the page toward him, "Only a blowjob? Ok-ay." He quickly closed the portfolio again. I liked the shock in his face, the effect that had on him. It was funny, and I didn't add anything, let it linger just then. "What art classes you doing?"
"Sculpting and the Painting Figures when this quarter starts."
"Nudes?"
I looked sideways at him Weird question.
I just looked away, said, "Probably, hadn't thought about it. I just like painting people."
"I like figures too, I liked doing......nudes. Still do now and then." He was looking at me, I brushed some hair out of my eyes. It sort of creeped me out, but sort of didn't at the same time. The way he looked at me, like we were painting each other. Really looking. We were artists.
Anyways he took a big interest in my art. I had a photography class too.
*************
I looked at the phone for a while as it rang in my hand. It was him.
Click.
"Hi."
"Hi sweet. It's me Paul."
"I know."
"Um, can I. I want to talk to you about something."
I knew this conversation was coming. "Yeah."
"Ummmm. We had some interesting moments didn't we? And...... I was just wondering. You ok about that?"
I closed my eyes, remembering. That girl in the corner, I am thinking. "Sure. Fine." I was uncomfortable already. That girl in the corner looking at me.
"Meaning....."
"I don't know Paul. It was a different time in my life. Long time ago now. You helped out. That's it. I think......That's what I think."
"I still think about it."
"So do I."
"You do?"
"Yeah....... But probably....." I took a breath, "Probably not the way you are."
" I wasn't sure, you know. So, I was careful."
"Careful?"
"I tried to be......careful."
"I'm confused."
"I just, I didn't want to hurt you. I don't think ever did. I don't want to think I did or anything. It's why I'm asking."
"You were following me to class. Spying on me in the art room, that time I was posing. After we stopped....." I didn't continue.
Silence. "We talked about that. You said it was ok."
"It was. It is. But, it's all in the past. The past, ok? It was a different.....me."
"Eva?"
"Yes."
"I want to see you....see you again."
"You saw me the other day."
"I mean."
"I know what you mean."
"I don't think that's possible."
"Did you like our time together?"
"I'm not answering. I....don't really know. Me now? Or me then?"
"Both I know you did. You had to. You were so sad when I first met you, you were happy when I left. It helped. I helped you. I did. Tell me I helped."
He knew. "I ...." tears came to my eyes for some reason. The girl in the corner was standing.
"What was it? Didn't I care for you? I listened."
I held back my tears then, not even knowing why. "It was a long time ago. You.....I don't know. I can't do this now Paul.....Maybe. Yeah, but you helped a different person. It's not me anymore. Just stop."
"You're crying."
"No. No I'm not." I was wiping a tear from off my face.
"You are. I'm sorry. I never wanted to hurt you. Please believe that."
"No it's not that. You cared about me then, that's all. It's touching somehow that anyone would care, then. Now. I don't know. I was very vulnerable, and I think all my boundaries were messed up, and I let you get very close. And......I needed you to be. It's hard to explain. In some wacky weird way, it was right. There is a part of you that is very close to me, even now. But too close."
"I just want to see you. See you.....like I did, like you used let me. Just Talk. Tell you how beautiful you are."
"I don't know if I can explain this. It would hurt. Hurt too much. Expose too much."
"You wouldn't hurt me."
"Me! I would hurt me."
"I could paint you. You could pose."
"Is this just about my body? Cause if......"
"No. No. No. It's not that at all. Did....did you ever want more from me?"
"Ha! Than YOUR body?"
"No."
"What? What do you mean?"
"Were you attracted to me? Did you ever think that maybe, while I was you know, listening to you, holding you, touching......"
I could feel his hands. "Let me think about it."
"I'm glad we talked. I Love you......you know."
"—bye."
Eva pulled the silk tie tightly around her, took a deep swallow of wine.
*************
It was dark, beyond dark. The kind of blackness you cannot see through, and I heard some sort of whooshing sound, a rustle.
"Yes," I said looking out from my bed. "Is someone there?"
"It's me."
Reaching across I turned on a side light. I was laying in a little basement room, one full bed, no pictures on the wall. One wall was painted concrete block, there were no windows, and there standing in the corner before me was Eva. Not even a clock. The only time she ever entered this room with the light on.
"What is it?"
"Nothing." She looked away, smearing tears. I had seen that before, she was so emotional. "It's only, just, I don't want to be alone right now. Can I sit here a little while Uncle Paul?"
"Sure. Sure." I pulled up my cover and with my hand smoothed a little spot. She settled herself at the end of the bed. Eva was wearing a thin fabric top, it looked red but it may have been pink, it looked silk. The light was low. She had on a pair of matching bottoms, loose, creating a space between her top and bottoms which would peek in and out of view. Her thin legs are dangling over the side of the bed, her knees together, hands in her lap looking down. Her hair was a mess, everywhere, but she looked cute that way. Like a lost little girl in a Victorian novel. Such blonde hair.
"You alright?"
She's nodding. "You probably notice, there's a lot of times I'm not." Tears rising, she is wiping her cheeks with her hand. I am silent. "I am having a hard time lately, and I just, just don't know what it is." Tears again. "I just don't want to be alone right now."
"You're not alone. I'm here. Every day, no where else for me to go right now." I sigh and look around, this room looked like the wreck of my life. I reach out and touch her hand, she doesn't move it at all. I lay my fingers over hers.
"You want to talk about it?"
She shakes her head. "I....could I just. It's late I know. You can say no. Can I just get in bed with you? For a little while."
My eyes wide, and she is standing again. I look around, "Sure. Sure." I lift the cover to my left and feel her slip in to the bed, light as a feather. The mattress barely moves.
"Thanks," as she rolls away from me, curling into this little ball.
I turn off the light and in the blackness she backs herself up so her back is touching my chest, and her head is right in the crook of my arm. I am wearing a pair of boxers, what I sleep in, and now am finding myself stroking Eva's hair, thinking how the hell did she get here.
She is warm, so warm in my arms, pressing herself to me. Her hair is soft and it is pitch black without light to show off the blonde tresses. I can hear her breathing. She smells of sweet perfume. I have one arm extending under her, and my other just stroking her hair.
After awhile she breathes, "You probably think I'm crazy."
I pause, then say, "Well, yeah."
She giggles. "Well, maybe I am."
I say, "It runs in the family. Don't worry. I felt the same way when I was your age."
"You did?."
"You'll survive. It gets better." Silence, and I add, "You wear silk."
"What?"
"Your pyjamas, they're silk. Real silk. I can tell." I run my hand over her shoulder and feel her leaning against me as she looks back. "My favorite fabric." I continue to caress her shoulder over the silk fabric, and just tip my fingers over the edge of her sleeve and feel the bare skin of her arm. Stilling my thoughts. The feel of her skin, the warmth of her body and my body is responding, naturally. No controlling that. It has been a long time.
I can feel her hair on my cheek, and the smell of her. I am laying there, breathing her in, taking her in with every sense I have. Shampoo, sweet perfumes and oils. She moves around a bit and lets me close my arms around her. I hold her close. This IS what she wants. Simply be held. I can do that.



I kiss the back of her head, kiss the mess of hair. "Nite. Nite. Eva.."
And we fall asleep. Little did I realize she would sleep in my bed for the next six months.
************
Afer awhile I actually felt that my little conversation with Paul had gone well, and after a few days thought it had even been necessary. The unspoken-ness of everything made all my contacts with him stilted and uncomfortable. I was imagining that through a proper venting of his old feelings, it could pass, pass into nothing the way it had for me. We could be 'friends.'
I was wrong.
I know he was being selfish, as I had been so many years before. I needed to vent then, and I 'used' him for that, somehow. It all got tangled, confused. I know. He wanted for some reason to know that 'I remembered.' That it happened. That it mattered to me. Ok. I can do that, it did happen. But things like this CAN seem like a dream, and sometimes we need to let them. Sometimes things happen that ARE dreams.
But......he continued to call, and I didn't know what to do. I did answer. I could see his phone number same as he saw mine. I could just let it ring.
But -- this became a game we played:
No matter what the conversation, he would bring it around to what I eventually called 'The Subject.' That is what I came to call it. As in, 'Oh no....NOT The Subject again.' Which was nothing more than me 'coming over some time,' us 'spending time together.' I got used to it, and let it roll around in our conversation. Like a wine you let swirl in your mouth, taste it, and then spit it out again.
Like all things, It became normal. And in a particularly piqued moment, I would let myself get wicked.
--
"So....what would you do IF I let you come over?"
"I ....."
"Haven't you thought about it? You haven't even thought about it, ah - I'm offended." Mockery in my voice.
"I've thought about it, but it all depends on.....you."
"Me? I see."
"Yes."
"But.....in your own mind. How do you see it?"
"I come in and sit down, and in my imagination. That's what you mean right?"
"So far, Yes."
"Well, uh, You let me undress you."
"Ha! That's it? I let you undress me."
"Well I....we talk."
"That's soooo cute. No transition, no conversations - just 'Here, come and undress me?'"
"Well, you said...."
"I know what I said. It's just ....You're funny. That's it? All this....."
"How do you imagine it?"
"How do I? I don't know. I might give you too much information." I poured myself a glass of wine, ouch.
Silence.
"Hmmmm. I think we have to at least have some wine first." I sipped. "Definitely some wine. I don't see you undressing me without wine, do you? You dirty old man. I would stand in front of you. Ask you to close your eyes. No....no, that's too, cliche....Maybe I would just undress right in front of you. Normal. Totally casual. Like I do when I get home in the evening before slipping into my robe. Pretend you aren't there. Would that be all right?"
"I can picture it. Yes."
"I'll bet it would. This something you want to do every day, or like just once?"
"I don't know. It's just, I've never seen you Eva."
"The hell. I know you Have."
"I mean.....we were in the dark."
"Or you were spying....Ha! You know what I'm doing?"
"What?"
"Touching myself. I'm just talking away about this, and now my hand is tucked in right between my legs. Without even thinking about it. You'd like to watch that I bet?."
"Your not dressed?"
"I said, I come home and change into my robe in the evening. Just......"
"Is it silk?"
"Hahahaha. Paul. I got to go. Nite Nite."
"Eva, I..."
Click.
--
***************
I talked to Eva, tried to listen. Her treks to my room in the middle of the night were becoming routine, and she seemed a bit happier. Smiling, playful even. I never said no, it was innocent.
----
Eva was laying on her back, the lights are out it is pitch black and I am turned toward her, can see only the barest shadow of her, can feel her warmth and she is talking about when she was in high school. "I was a math tutor this last year, I'm good in math, and there was this one guy who needed help. At least I think he did. But, he liked me."
"How did you know?"
Her eyes on me in the blackness. I could feel her turning, "I knew. I guess......The way he looked at me."
"You can't tell by that."
"Oh yeah, girls know."
I was somewhat embarrassed in that moment. I thought of how I looked at Eva, the evenings we spent......"Did he try to hold your hand?" And I reached out under the covers and took her hand, she let her hand wrap into my fingers.
"Yeah."
"Did you kiss, you know make out?"
"Naw, nothing really like that. You know what. Boys in high school are kind of dumb....no really dumb. Not real romantic at all. And I like romance." I felt her fingers running up the back of my hand, it was warm in our little cocoon. "That's my problem."
"That's not a problem. Who doesn't want that?"
"Mmmmm. I don't know....Boys."
I was running my hand up along her arm now stroking her lightly beneath the covers. I could feel her breath on my cheek. She was laying so close. Her head was turned to me and her one shoulder was tipping, but she was still laying on her back. Tonight she was wearing a white cotton T shirt, but the bottoms were still the silk. I touched the edge of her sleeve and said, "I like when you wear your silk."
"Mmmm, I got my silk bottoms on though. The top was dirty."
I lay my hand on her shoulder, held it there and then took my hand away, and thought to myself - was that an invitation to touch the silk bottoms? My heart began to pound, the softness of her skin, our warmth. I could feel myself harden. We had been sleeping in the same bed now for how long was it now? This little routine. We were in fact both alone. I lay there, and I admit I thought about it, but I let the moment pass.
She said nothing. Was she waiting? And I began simply to stroke her arm again.
"I don't know if I will meet any boy that will truly love me. Romance me." She was whispering this now, as if it were a secret.
"You don't know that. That is very unlikely."
"Mmmm. They say what you want to hear and then leave......No. Worse. Let me tell you about a boys' idea of romance. Math tutor boy, ok, I did date him for awhile. Oh, he's the one I did the picture of..."
My mind drifted to him, instantly remembering this would be the guy she gave a blowjob to. They never kissed?
"He was trying to get me to have sex with him." Her warm breath washing over me, this whispered story in the darkness. "He would talk about how many girls he slept with, how good he was. How no girl ever complained, how they always had such wonderful or-gasms." Giggles. "And this was like....supposed to somehow 'turn me on.'"
I brought my hand up onto her front now and began stroking her tummy, lightly so lightly. She took a breath in, and with trembling fingers I tipped the fabric of her top back and touched her bare skin. Felt the concave arc of her belly between her hips.

She turned herself into a ball just then, and giggling called out, "That tickles," and pulling away my hand dropped away.
"That, Paul, is a BOYS idea of romance. Pathetic. Anyways, so curious now I ask, so who are some of these girls you've slept with? Which took him totally by surprise......I was calling his bluff, see. I just loved the look on his face, it was like....."
And as she was talking I did it again, only this time she let me. Turning herself slightly further toward me and I stroked these little light circles around her belly, drawing a finger over her navel, and below into the space between her hips and tracing the line of her bottoms. Touching the silk now.
"So he gives me some names......" She starts laughing now, only this was over what she said. "Sara and...."
"Silk," I said.
"Huh. Oh. Yeah.....I said. Are you listening to me?"
Honestly I hadn't heard a thing she said. "Yeah."
She was moving away a bit again, saying, "What did I just say?"
"You said...." I paused and reaching out to her began to touch her some more beneath the covers, but she was covering my hands with hers now and pushing them down into the mattress.
"Uh uh.... not unless you can tell me what I was saying."
I turned toward her then, and pressing harder began rolling her onto her back, pressing my hands on her, planting my palm on her belly and then pushing up slightly beneath her top, lay my hand flat there just below her breasts. I could feel her heart beating, and lifting myself up on one elbow.
She was rolling back and forth, pushing back at me and in a hushed tone, squealing, "Stop! Stop it! Stop!" Grunting and pushing at me. "It tickles. It tickles. Ahhh. Ahhhh."
I was grazing the edges of her breasts now, the bare flesh just touching my finger tips. "I heard every word." I had also grown hard.
"You did not."
"You were talking about what shits boys are," and she lay her hand over mine right over her heart, over the silk fabric, my hand was planted right between her breasts. She was laughing now, "I always talk about that," and she began rolling to her side away from me. "I am always talking about that. Boys ARE shits. Besides, that's not what I said. So nope, don't touch me."
I paused, lifted up on one elbow. Was she pouting now? Or still playing?
I lay my hand on her back, "Don't. You know what, you're a shit."
I took my hand away, then did it again. "D-O-N-T!" She shook herself.
And again, and again. This little game continued. "Would you stop it!" She finally said exasperated. "All you want to do is touch me. You are always touching me."
"That's not true. But....I like holding you. I listen, better than you know. You were talking about that boy giving you a blowjob."
The room went still.
"I never did!" She sat up. "Where did you hear that?"
"You, you said it." I thought she had.
"No I didn't!"
I couldn't remember now. But, she had said it. I remembered. "Well, you did. Sometime. He's the one though right? You said something about how you never did anything with him, JUST a blowjob. You said that, to me, sometime."
"Not tonight. But, oh yeah."
She lay back down and I was turning to her again. Mind you this whole little game is happening in pitch blackness. "Let me ask you something, you say you didn't do anything with him. Not really. Dated him a little, never kissed, but a blowjob...... That's pretty intimate isn't it?"
Her voice went into a low whisper. "First, whatever we say here is between us. Ok. Promise."
I said, "Ok." She was letting me into her world, inside our little black cocoon.
"I don't want to hear anything from my mom or anything."
"No."
"Ok. All my friends. No, It's not a big deal. Not like kissing."
"It's more intimate than kissing, it is."
"It's.....it's like sucking on a finger. Boys like it, we do it. At parties even. Jerks them off and they can leave us alone. Everyone does it. Boys you would never think of kissing."
I was dumbstruck, never heard such a thing.
She lay herself down, pulling the covers back over herself. "Well you sort of listen," and she leaned in and gave me a short kiss on the lips, then lay back down and scootched herself back pushing into my broad chest, letting me wrap my arms around her. This was the signal for when we were to fall to sleep, only tonight I had grown hard, very hard. I guess I was one of those boys.
As she scooted back this time, I moved away. "Sorry," I said, thinking about the kiss she had just given me, and the new hierarchy of intimacy.
"For what?"
"For not listening."
"S'ok. You listen good 'nuf."
I folded my hands around her and pressed my flat hand back beneath her top again, she lay her hand over mine, holding me there. She jumped her bottom back a bit again, and my cock was pressing lightly against her backside. She has to have felt that, I tried to move again. She following and her movements seemed a little probing, sort of 'what's this?' and then an 'oh' and moving a little away again.
Truth. I wanted to cum, normally when I felt like this I could relieve myself. I was softly scritching my fingers over her tummy and I felt her press one of her legs between mine, my hard cock no longer an intruder.
"Feels nice. I'm warm tonight. Nite Paul."
And we lay like that, silent for quite a long time, just me drawing lazy circles on her abdomen, my cock laying along her backside.
**************
"You're doing it again!"
"What."
"Your not listening. Does my body distract you."
"No, a little. Maybe a little."
"Then don't touch me all the time. Listen for awhile, THEN maybe I'll let you touch me.
I took my hand away. "Ok."
"I have an opportunity to get a job. Only this is a sort of a weird job, it pays good. But I go to school in the Department, I need to know what you think."
"I'm listening." I can feel the warmth of her body nearby, and this is sort of hard right now because truth-be-told I do listen, and I do like the intimacy of the way we hold hands, and the way she let me run my hand along her arms. I like touching her as I listen. She touching me with her voice and me with my hands. I can still feel her breath on me, she is laying that close. She is wearing her silk tonight, a different outfit.
"But it's as a model. A figure model."
"Nude?"
"Hmm. Hmmm." Nervous giggles. "Oh God. I said no at first, but then I think about it. I said I was in the department, and they said that in the evening is when the opening is and that completely different people go to class than the day school. And....."
"So how do you feel about exposing yourself to a group of strangers?"
"I don't know. Sometimes it seems ok, and also exotic, free....." I am reaching my hand out and lay it on her hand, I just want to feel her for just a moment. She excuses the indiscretion.
"Well? Tell me."
"I think you should do what you want."
"You're no help. But, I think I'm going to take the job. It's $25 an hour."
I was picturing her naked standing, illuminated for all to see. Understand, I am an artist. That in this blackest of rooms I can't even see her eyes. She walks in here in the dark, knows her way. The light never comes on. She is gone before I get up. I curl my fingers into hers and squeeze, she letting me.
"Do it. You seem happier."
"Oh, It's still hard. I have hard days. I can get pretty depressed."
"You seem better."
"Yeah. Better I guess."
I lay my hand on her tummy again, lifting her top. "We still talking?"
She laughs, "Not so much."
"You said,"
"You just want my b-o-d-y."
"No I....." and she took my hand and pressed it into her tummy.
"S'ok. No I said," and I began to stroke her tummy in my broad circles, bushing with my fingers, up along her rib cage, down her arms. Stroking her with the back of my hand. She laying there arms out at her side, "Hmmm. It feels nice."
I continued, wondering.... Drawing my fingers along the line of her bottoms, and then back up over her navel. Her hair was touching my shoulder, she was just laying there arms at her side. Occasionally she would stroke the back of my arm with her hand, hold and follow the path of my fingers. "You touch so nice and soft. Romantic."
I liked the way she said that, and let my hand wander up the front of her top, beneath the fabric, opening my hand wide and letting the edges of my fingers brush into her breasts on either site. For a moment I held my hand right there, could feel her collar bone with my opened fingers, then curling my hand moved my open palm right over her breast, one then the other. I could feel her heart beating, the rise and fall of her breath. I breathed out, "This ok?"
"Mmmm. Their so small, I guess it doesn't really matter."
"Ok."
I loved the rationalization. Her breasts are small.....so it doesn't matter. I ran my fingers down her side and she brought her arms down over my hand and held it there, "Tickles," she said.
"Sorry."
"S'allright.....You say sorry a lot."
"I do."
"Yeah. You don't have to. You'll know when I'm mad. When to be sorry."
I laughed. "Ok."
She lay with her hands still at her side and then I said, "You know what my favorite part on a woman is?"
There was this pause, "What?"
"Guess."
"Ummmm, Breasts." My hands squeezing her breasts as she said that, and she giggles.
"Close, but no."
"Ummmmm......" and her voice was changing into a little squeak, "My, um......"
"No," anticipating what she was going to say, but sorry I did. I wished I had let her say it.
"I'll show you." I felt her stiffen. Not sure what I was up to.
I brought my hand down now to her bottoms and pushed them low, quite low, probably lower than I had to. One side of her bottoms were down near mid-thigh. She let me. I was laying my hand now right over her hip bone, bending my hand, letting my fingers tip right into her abdomen, right along the line where her leg runs from her crotch to the top her hipbone. There was a little concave line extending down. Hard and soft. I expected to touch a little downy pussy hair at my finger tips, and I even began to shift my fingers around a little, sort of checking.
"Can I ask you something?" As I stroked her there, holding my hand to her, my favorite place on a woman's body.
She was silent, her voice small, "Sure."
"Do you shave?"
"Shave?"
"Yeah, you know down there."
She giggled a little, "No. I don't grow very much though. You know what? Someone told me you can tell how much pussy hair a girl has by her eyebrows.If a girl has bushy eyebrows she has a big bushy pussy. I have almost no hair on my eyebrows."
I kept my hand right there.
She continued, "Check."
And in the silence, the darkness, I let my fingers trace the line of her mound between her legs, the rise of the bone there, tipping my fingers, so soft, so slow. Only the slightest hairs growing there, barely anything at all, downy soft, short hairs. They rose up from between her legs in this little line. There was a noticeable clump of hair, almost like a cowlick right above her little cunny. I let the hairs there press through my fingers. I could feel the dimple, the rise of each side of her pussy lips. I could feel her holding her legs tight together as I did this, hear her breathing.
"See?"
"You're right," I said.
My cock was so hard I could not stand it. I ached. I felt her move my hand away, and I let her. She tugged her bottoms back in place, turning herself away from me and scootching back, I wrapped my arms around her. She felt especially warm tonight. She pressed her bottom against my cock, knowing what it was, tipping one leg back between my legs. And I let her feel me, my hardness, didn't try to move away. I felt her waggle her hips a little and settle in, positioning me right at the crack of her ass. I wanted to hump into her, god I was so hungry just then, but did not move, if anything very little. The guise of getting comfortable I guess.
We lay silent a long time.
--
I heard her whisper, "Paul."
"Yes."
"You're still hard."
"Hmmm. It's ok. I can't help it."
"No. I mean, I can.....I'd be willing to, you know. No big deal."
I paused, my mind was spinning. I could feel my heart in my throat, I was trembling at the thought.
"We can't, your mom....."
"She turned herself around again and deftly lay her hand on my cock, curled her fingers around its tip through the fabric. "No one needs to know."
I was about to say no, I honestly was. But the warmth of her, her hand gripping my cock. I felt her slipping down, her head dipping beneath the covers and I lay my head back, closed my eyes. I felt her tugging at my boxers, and lifted my ass from the mattress. She slid them down just far enough, I could feel my cock release. There was a pause, just her beneath the covers. Before....



I felt her mouth wrap around the head of my cock in one motion and immediately begin pumping. She didn't kiss the tip first or lick it, didn't touch it, she just put her mouth around me and began to pump. But god oh god. Her pressure was simply exquisite. The room was pitch, it could be a dream, I lay there looking out feeling the wetness of her mouth on me. I lay my hands upon her head. She was down at my side and I could touch no other part of her than the hair on her head.
She rose and fell on me, pressing her lips around my cockhead, rising and falling, swirling her tongue around the underside of my cock. To exquisite for words. I was squeezing my eyes, and panting, breathing out, holding my mouth open. Saying stupid things like, "oh god." and "so good." Opening my legs, letting her.
She was moving faster now as if she could sense my urgency, the rising of my cum. Would she swallow? I stopped thinking, pushing on her head, guiding her, bucking my hips up now to meet her, filling her mouth. I could feel the head of my cock press back into her throat. Abandoning any pretense of ....I don't know what. I was fucking, fucking her plain and simple. Fucking her mouth, she was letting me. I began to stiffen, tightening my legs, I could feel her dig her nails into my thigh, and it set me off, set me off immediately and ribbons of cum began to rise, spray out of me. My hips shaking, and she was drinking me in, every drop. Holding her mouth to me, and sucking slowly, licking with her tongue drawing out the drops. Sucking, feeling me go limp in her mouth, and then a last bite with her teeth, I could feel her teeth sink into my now soft cock, limp in her mouth and then she let go.
How would I look at her tomorrow? We had crossed some lines with each, but in my world this was intimate. She tugged my boxers back in place and then briefly lay her hand over my crotch and gave it a squeeze.
"There. Better now."
"Eva, I......"
"Shhhh." She lay back on her side, scootched back into my chest, letting me wrap my arms around her.
"Nite. Nite."
*****************
I was laying in the black little room, it was something like 1:00 am. I don't have a memory of my six months with Eva in linear time at all, time in fact vanished.
It seemed like it was just one single night, the same night. I can't really put anything in any order at all. She had come down at midnight, way past when I normally fall asleep. I would wait for her some evenings, I remember thinking 'Maybe she won't come.' Later she would come down earlier, but not much.
And I could hear the footsteps, and the tightening in my chest as she padded down the stairs, the burning in my eyes when she came into the room. We never turned the lights on, she knew her way. It was her house.
I was thinking all this one of the evenings for the first time. Eva over time grew ever more comfortable. She loved to lay across my chest, pressing her small breasts against my chest as she talked, then throwing herself back into the bed. I would lay on my side and look out into the darkness and reach with my hands, finding her, feel her body. She loved to be touched, stroked, petted, and would simply lay her head back, sighing at some of my intrusions. I was cautious, somewhere in my mind thinking what was right, what was wrong, 'This is alright' and that nothing would come of it. I had drawn several lines, which were steadily being crossed.
I loved her breasts, and would simply lay my hand over them as she talked, and simply press my fingers into her flesh with a sort of light rhythm of my own making, play with her nipples, feeling them tighten. Tug at them until she would make me stop - ouch, she would say. Her sighs were wonderful, my justification. She was enjoying me, she was coming down every night wasn't she? She could stop, though I don't really know what I would have done had she stopped.
Moving was fairly devastating. It was a difficult transition, we saw each other often the next three months. But never shared a bed again. My life had come to revolve around her, in fact as I became dependent she became her own woman.
I believe her sadness became mine. It is difficult to understand, to describe. It simply did not occur in real time, and when I think back everything seems more like a dream than anything else.
This evening of my memory she was laying across my chest, her hair tickling my ear, hanging down around my face, her mouth -as always - was close. I could have kissed her, and thought about it. I was listening, half listening. I had my hand round her waist and slowly stroking back over her ass with my one hand, drinking in her body. Feeling her warmth, her breath, her skin.
Eva was telling a story, "......I was putting my clothes away in my room when I realized I was missing a sock. It figured. I had to go back to the basement, and I ran down with nothing on, no one was home. I was beginning to realize that having this body, being a sexual being, wasn't so bad. I'd recovered from everything that had happened with Justin. He still said hi to me in the halls, like nothing had happened. His friends had shut up, moving on to more interesting matters. My life had continued."
"The only difference was that now I had no real interest in any of the other boys at school. None except Jason. I knew Jason. I trusted Jason. I loved him in so many ways. To me he seemed so perfect, how could any other boy ever measure up? I stood down there in the warm basement, and I passed a mirror. There I was! And I stood there gazing at my naked body, wondering what Jason would think if he'd ever had the chance to see it. Would he be disgusted? Would he think I was sexy? I felt this desperate longing to be needed by him, to be thought of as special by him. You know, romance. By Jason. I didn't want it from anyone else."
"And so, when he started talking about other girls, I was devastated. Other people. It was just horrible. I thought about him seeing me naked, but never did. I wanted to wait, for the right time. I don't know. But then I started realizing, he just didn't care."
I simply said to the darkness above me, "He wasn't the one." I ran my hands down her along the back of her leg.
"That's when I started to just start to feel depressed. Just a little. I would look around, and everyone was becoming strangers. I felt really alone for the first time. Separate. And I graduated. Jason said he would call, but he never did. Never. Why? What is wrong with me."
"Oh Paul. It was so bad last month. It scared me. I thought I might do something."
"You better now?"
"Most days. It's still hard. It's the anxiety."
"Maybe you should see somebody."
"Mmmmm." And she rolled off me then, laying with her hand on my chest. "I found some things that help. You don't have hair on your chest."
"Nope."
"None." She let her hand wander over my body. "I like that."
"I'm going to tell you something. A request really. Everything in this room stays in this room right?"
"Hmmm hmmm."
"When I feel anxious, when I'm stressed...." She paused, "I masturbate."
I paused, I felt her stiffen a little. She was shy about this. It seemed somehow cute to me, I felt my cock stiffen though at the same time.
"And lately I do it A LOT."
"Today. Yesterday. Once, I was very depressed and then I can get .....well, horny but I wasn't in a place that I could, you know, masturbate. So, low and behold there was a cucumber in the fridge at my friends house, I fixated on it. It's shape was just entirely too tempting. I couldn't resist."
"You didn't?"
"It felt soooo good stretching me. I left it there and walked around."
"You didn't." I could feel myself growing so hard.
"It was so cold, it like hurt. This is a Secret.....You think I'm crazy?"
"Let me ask you something."
"Mmm." My hands were roaming over her body, and I purposefully lay my hand right over her pussy. The silk bunching up in my hand. She didn't flinch, I felt her push her little mound up, tipping her hip just the tiniest bit. The topic of our discussion.
"Jason. He's the one you gave a blowjob to."
"Yes."
"Did he ever reciprocate. You know, for you. Same thing."
"Ohhhh. No. Not the same. Boys don't really get into that, none I know. And......" She held her hand to her mouth, "I think, that would be too intimate."
I lifted myself up and pulling my hand back, tipped my fingers under the elastic, gave her bare little cunny a squeeze just then. She letting me.
"I'm confused."
She breathed out. She had to be glowing right now, her puss felt warm, hot, she had to be wet, I was stroking her abdomen now, could feel her hips moving a little.
She was talking as I began to tug at her bottoms, she was lifting herself up from the mattress. I said, "I'm listening."
"A blowjob brings release, you know."
"Ok."
"So then, with release, the horny boy is all better. But if a boy were licking me down there......"
"Ohhhh." And at that moment I pressed my fingers down between her legs, she slid her legs open just a little bit, and I felt her cunny burst open, juices spilling around my fingers. Her bottoms down around her thighs.
"Ahhhhh." This long drawn out breath. "What are you doing?"
"Seeing if your as aroused as me."
I slid my fingers back and forth, pulling her open, I heard her laugh and suck in air at the same time as my finger grazed the end of her clit, she lay back on the bed. "You shouldn't."
"Let me."
"Let you what?"
"You know."
"I can't."
"Your wet."
"Hmmm. Hmmm. But....."
"Your horny. Ever had anyone do that before?"
"No....."
I waited.
"Ok." It came out in a grunt. "But.....I can't have anything touching me while you are, uh, doing it." She started to tug her bottoms off down her legs. "Pull the sheets back too. Just the mattress, K?"
I was moving across the bed, and could feel her scootching up the bed, could feel her knees part wide. I couldn't see a thing though.
"Want me to turn on the light?."
"NO!" I felt her knees snap shut. "Just, like this."
And I moved myself between her legs and lay my hand over her pussy and pressed, palming her softly, taking my time. I loved her smell, her powdery smell, and lowering myself slid my hands until they were clasping her thighs, holding them open.
I licked up through her center. God, fucking God, she was wet. So delicious. Smooth, soft fur, her little fur pie I remember thinking. Nothing longer than a half inch. I licked the flat of her pussy lips, each side and the curve between her pussy and her legs, Kissing the top, soft kisses. I let the little tuft of hair at the top of her puss play over my libs, and I was playing with her abdomen, little kisses. And lowering down again as my tongue really dug into her, lapping up her juices just feeling her dribble on my chin. Feeling her body tense and release as I moved on her.
She was breathing out her mouth I could hear her, panting, and she lay her hands on my head. "Oh god, this is nice." Her voice was lower, it was relaxed, more relaxed than I had ever heard her. I realized how tight she was wound, how it was in her voice. I realized that then. She had never really relaxed with me, and I continued to lick long strokes up her middle, and then took my finger and pressing into her vagina, I felt her open her legs wide feeling me up inside. Wider and wider. God she was flexible I thought how wide she could hold her legs.
Pressing my finger up inside her I started to press the tip of my tongue in around her clitoris. And I heard her let out this deep long moan. "Mmmmmmmmm," A growl really, she likes that I thought and I did it again, and again and again. Before I knew it she was pushing on the back of my head and undulating her hips against my mouth. Holding me to her. I held myself there for her, and let her move her body however she wanted, guiding me. Holding my tongue against her, the wet flesh, lapping away at her. God she was such a sexual, naturally sexual being, if felt like nothing I had ever felt. The intensity of her feeling began to fill me as well and I was touching her as if we were a single creature.
My tongue swirling around her hardening clit, and my finger curling up inside of her, pressing into the flesh of her and stroking her hard up inside, her body was arching back and I could feel a early wave up her body.
She was cooing, "Oh god you feel like you are rising right up my spine. My hair tingles."
"Oh, god, that keep doing that." And I was digging the tip of my tongue right into the underside of her clit. God I wanted to see her, everything pitch dark. And then her body began to stiffen and in one motion she was jerking her body hard, sitting up sort of, three times, these sudden jerks of her entire body and then, "Ahhhhhhh, God oh.......I can't breathe." And pulling her legs together, arching her back, her hands pushing me hard against her. The top of her head mush be on the mattress and she was lifting herself. "I'm cumming. Oh, so..... good." I stayed with her and followed her body around, she was so wet, I could feel her vagina closing, sucking at my finger. God I was so hungry for, God I wanted to fuck her.
And then her hands came off me, fell away, and she turned herself one way then the other and I lifted myself up. She grasped me with her hands, and drew me close. I felt her lips fold around my lower lip, felt her mouth opening. Utterly yielding. God I was hard and she lay me down on top of her, our skin pressing together, the whole length of our naked bodies and I lay with her like that, my cock laying along her thigh, I wanted to fill her, cum in her, fuck her.
But what we did was kiss. We touched our tongues so tremulously, felt our teeth, pressed ourselves to one another. I lay my hands at the small of her back and lifted her to me. Held her in my arms. She was opening her mouth, I was kissing her lower lips, touching her, cradling her. She opened her eyes wide, and I swear I could see the whites of her eyes.
Her eyes met mine and I swear I could see her teeth, her smile. She just said, "Hi."
I said, "Hi."
"You're good," she said.
"It was your first time."
My cock dragged across her leg, "Your hard, still hard. Want me to?"
Her hand was caressing my cock. I looked down at her, we were utterly folded around each other. Her hands reaching inside my boxers. Her bottoms were gone, she was nearly sitting in my lap. God I could fuck her right now I thought, just lift her up and set her right down, she would let me.
All these thoughts in my head, I was feeling her hand on me, her bare thigh. I took my hands and began to unbutton her top. Three buttons. She held her arms open, and I slid them back, down her arms, tossed the light fabric to the floor. She was naked. I couldn't see her but she was naked. I brought my mouth down and kissed her breasts, took her small nipples in my mouth and began kissing down her front again, pressing her back in the bed. She following, yielding my every move. I lifted my leg over her head and straddling her face let my cock hang down for her. Fruit. She took me in entirely sucking on me, I didn't say anything, and let my torso extend down the length of her body, held my chest above her tummy. Turning my head down between her legs again, began to taste her again.
It was sweet, like honey. It was smooth and soft, the smell of blood and flesh. I licked and licked and licked. Felt her mouth on me and pumped my cock in her mouth, felt her body undulate beneath me, and we were this wave of water on each other. We were wind. We were the leaves of trees and a flock of birds. We were the movement of the clouds. It was all, there was nothing else.
I did not feel that I existed, or ceased to be. We could hear the clicks and slapping of our body, and we were covered with this sheen of moisture, of warm skin. Skin to skin. Hair and bone. The sound of her mouth sucking my cock, the sound of my tongue on her clit. My fingers in her, her little hands touching my balls. Our bodies sliding together, until I was cumming again, spraying. Exploding. I was crying out, and her body began to stiffen, she was trembling. She let me go, my seed was spraying on her now, across her neck and down her chest. She was cumming, and trembling beneath me. It was so strong, I could feel her lifting up as I pinned her there, held her there.
I slid off to the side of her, exhausted. Simply exhausted.
She didn't move, she stayed right where she was as I lay myself again beside her, began pulling the covers up. "No," she put her hand on mine. "Too sensitive."
She began to cry. "You alright?" I said, worried. This was too much.
"Oh, that was.....I never came twice. It....." And then she lay on her side for a little while, before scootching back into my chest. I wrapped my arms around her and we folded our bodies together. It was like no part of us was not touching the other. We lay there naked, skin to skin. Her breathing was soft. I could tell she was awake. My cock lay in this little wet ball right at the bottom of her ass. She was holding my hand, and I had my other hand pressed down between her legs. She had one leg sandwiched between mine. It's just how we fell asleep that night, and so many like it. They were the same night.
*****************
This is a letter I got after my phone conversations with Eva. I was holding the light sheet of paper, turning it over in my trembling hands before I read:
Paul
You know what I want, as you knew what I wanted. What I want, is to be shown, taught, opened up.
No one seems to be willing to do this. Even now, I don't know. I am not sad anymore, that is gone, I'm happy even. But, there's this whole other person inside of me, the one that you at one time got to see, the one you've been talking to trying to get through to, screaming to be let out.
I don't let it, just like you didn't.....if things had been different. If you had been stupider then, who knows where we would be today. But you weren't, and now I'm not. So where does that leave us, I don't entirely know.
Christ. I don't know what's wrong with me, but I'm crying now. But she is still there, and SHE is the one thanking you. The rest of it, we move into the light don't we. Go through the door and Paul, we weren't so good in the light. Lets just keep our memories, of us in the dark.
I miss then. I probably want more than anything, for you to know that. Thank you for then.
Love
Eva
Thank you, please email me with comments and ideas. You are the reason I write.



        

  
    Memories of Eva: Gray
  
  Memories of Eva: Gray

        Story of obsession and losing control.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/memories-of-eva-gray

Title: Memories of Eva: Gray

Author: youbadboy

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Story of obsession and losing control.

Tags: incest, uncle, neice, voyeur, sex, oral

Series: Memories of Eva


Read part one Memories of Eva: Black. This is a story that is gradually become a True Stroy. Please let me know what you think. Your responses are the reason i write
Enjoy.
-------------
"I've been thinking about you all day long." I heard those words as I walked into the house.
She was laying back in this big comfy chair, some music was playing - a new CD I had bought her. I looked over, Eva was laying with her arms up over the headrest, her eyes closed. This was new. Her top stretched up, I could see her midriff perfectly. We didn't do many things together during the day, in the afternoon. Any other time really, only at night in 'our' little room.
She spoke with her eyes still closed, "I pictured YOU. Imagined you doing all those things to me, you know, from last night. ALL FUCKING DAY; it was very distracting in class you know."
I could hear her sigh as I moved by her, my heart was pounding, she kept her eyes closed. Her mother wasn't home, but still..."Eva I think we should be....." my voice quavering.
Anticipating what I would say, "What? It's just us. I fell asleep at the Student Center....." She turned a little to her side, facing me and opened her eyes a little. This little smile, " I lay there for nearly two hours running you through my mind. Certain things you...." She smiled and pressed her hands down her front, sort of squeezing herself. "mmmmmm......Do. Did you?"
"Did I, what?"
"Think of me today?"
"Yes." I took her hand, and she closed her eyes again.
"Tell me about it then."
I had to think, come up with something, "I can just..... I can feel you, your breath, the rise and fall of your breath, your hair in my mouth for one. Your warmth. Almost like you are still touching me, when you're not around." I found myself kneeling by her.
"Can you meet me sometime? I mean outside. School maybe, or.... I'd like more time together."
"I don't know, it could be - awkward."
"You made me wet all day."
"Are you wet now?"
She raised her arms above her head again, stretched, her little girl voice, "Check." Eva's short skirt skattered about her legs, her grin was infectious. I'd never done anything like this, we were 'good' outside our little room, outside. The 'darkness' was another matter.
This was gray.
I lay my hands at her knees and slid my hands up her legs, under the hem of her dress, and lay my palms over each hip pressing my thumbs over the soft fabric of her panties. That little triangle patch of pink silk. Immediately I could feel how warm, I scritched her there, rubbing my thumbs back and forth over the smooth fabric, pressing into her pussy lips through the fabric, watching as the effects of my touch spread across her. Watching her smile as her cheeks flushed red, giggling a little as she opened her legs wider. I pulled the elastic fabric back at her thigh and tucked my thumbs beneath the fabric from each side, and then curling my fingers between her legs.....and dipping my middle finger into her swollen lips. She was soaking sopping wet.
She felt as if she had burst open; like delicious fruit, ripe and warm, breaking, splitting down the middle, pulling her open. I pressed my finger back between her legs, sliding up her center and tipping my middle finger into her, pushed up inside, deep inside her, and then pressed a second finger into her. I watched her move up the chair as if I were pushing her up, before lowering herself back down into my hand, and arching her back. Stre--tching Her lower lip tucked between her teeth.
"Mmmmmm," she lilted, tilting her head back, accepting my intrusion, yielding.
I could have done anything to her. It had been like that for awhile now, it was becoming a problem - I thought. Somehow. That line we had drawn between us, of no intercourse, was wavering. The desire rising between us was becoming this hunger that was more and more difficult to control. Yielding is a desire for more. I felt myself melting, melting in her warmth.
She began to speak as she ground down on my hand, "We could meet somewhere, go far away. Where no one would recognize us."
Her eyes were still closed. To look at her one would think she were simply napping in this oversized chair, but she was undulating her hips against my hand. Her head was bobbing up and down. I had her panties tugged down to her knees now and her one leg was up over the arm of the chair, she was tilting sideways. My thumb was working her clit, I loved the way she swirled and pushed her cunt into my hand. I took the hem of her skirt and threw it up over her tummy so I could look at her. Her legs wide, I could see the glistening pink, spreading her lips wide, her hard clit peaking out. Looking at her now was incredible, seeing what I had been doing to her in the dark. To see her! I could see my fingers disappear into her, see her clit white and hard, shining beneath a little tuft of dark hair, the color of her skin, the soft swirls of hair growing out those pouty lips, so pink and her shining line down the middle. Her pussy lips were loose, swollen out. The way she was creaming white in my hand. I loved the way her hips undulated against me, those small hips.
"I picture myself.....mmmmmm," she was licking her lips trying to talk as I rubbed her. Catching her breath, and starting again, "...I walk up to you, ahhhh, close up..... to you, and climb up into your lap. Like a kittie, I think. I would giggle a little, nervously. I'd settle myself on you, in some dark little bar, mmmmmm, in a corner somewhere, my knees hugging your hips, my toes peaking out on either side of your knees. I'd be all hot and soft between my legs. You would be all so....." She reached her hand out and touched my crotch, squeezing the head of my cock. "Lets do that."
I joined the little game as I stroked her body, as I masturbated my little girl, pressed my fingers inside her. "I'd wrap my arms around you, hold you to me."
"I'd hug your neck,"
"I can feel your hair, tilt your head back so that you look up at me. And I'd press my warm lips against you, melt into you." I pushed my finger deep into her, curling it and stroking the rough skin inside her as I spoke.
"Ohh, yeah. Kiss me." She was writhing now, holding her mouth open, eyes closed. I could picture her imagining our kiss. "And fucking me." I was rubbing into her rapidly. My cock was ready to burst. She was stroking the length of my cock through my trousers with her hand. Just the head of my cock rubbing against the fabric, the pressure of her small fingers on me, of my boxers, I could feel her nails scritching me there. She was going to make me cum. She was pressing herself into the chair, stiffening, I could feel her begin to cum. That trembling urgency, the shake of her hips against my hand.
She continued, "I'd moan into you, your mouth. Catch your bottom lip between my teeth, nibble it, suck on it. I loooove that." She arched her back then, cumming. Still speaking, "Cover your mouth, oooohhhh, with wet kisses. Oh god!! I'm cumming," she began jerking forward in the chair, "Can you feel it? Feel me."
I held my fingers inside her. "Yes." I could, her vagina was sucking on my fingers. I could be fucking her right now I thought. She was still holding my cock in her hand.
She let out a deep moan, almost a growl, lifted her arms above her head and pulled her legs together around my hand. Her thighs trembling I could feel her cumming, still cumming, my cock ached for her, she was turning herself in the chair.
I wanted to fuck her so.....what would we do? I was beginning to worry. What had we started?
In the silence of the house, post-orgasm, she began to tug her panties up her legs, one side then the other, leaving her dress up over her belly, legs open. Giving me a lazy, open view of her, her open legs.
She says to me, "You were very bad."
"Me?"
"Yeah. You took advantage of me. I'm SO horny Paul.....Taking advantage...." She leaned forward and kissed me, "But it's okay... I like you that way. You've made me want to be bad too, which is good. I need to loosen up a bit, go CRAZY. So tonight, maybe we can......lets do it! Go out I mean."
I stiffened. I wasn't so ready. That line, she was my niece. I was still so hard, still so hungry. What we had, all that we had done, but I was still in 'control.' I kept telling myself that anyway. I didn't want things to change. The unknown...
I was stammering now, "We....I just...."
She sat herself forward, looking at me. "Come on Paul. We do everything."
"But not," I paused. "And, we do it downstairs, in..... Now. This is....I don't think it's so very right."
"Right?! You don't want me?"
"No, no. I mean. Yes. Eva, I.... want....you have no idea. You just....."
"I understand." She smiled again, a different smile. "You want me to take care of THAT for you." She was looking at my crotch, my pants were tenting before me and I began to open my pants, god oh god did I.....aching......
!
I stood near the chair with my cock pulled out through the flay and Eva opened her mouth, swirled her toungue around the tip of my cock. I watched, watching her do what I had felt so many times. Just swirling her wet tongue around the head of my cock, before letting it slip in between her lips. Took me in, holding my length, began to suck on me, and looking up at me. I loved the look in her eyes, mouth around my cock. I could see the white of her eyes as she looked up.
I just stood there with my legs open and she leaning over the head of my cock, when....the door! We jumped.
The smell of sex in the room. Eva bounded from her chair and up to her room. I closed my pants.
Her mom stepped in, "Where's Eva?"
I, licking my lips said, "Uh, I don't know. I think she might be upstairs."
********************
Eva, as she did each night, entered my room - 'our' room. I could feel her standing there, though I could not see her for the darkness. Her soft voice, whispering, "Hi." And adding this time, "We need to be more careful." I could hear the fabric of her pyjamas, some vague sense of movement by the bed.
Our rituals at night had changed. The lights were still out. It was still so very black in 'our' little room, she came down a little earlier. But now, she stood at the edge of my bed, I could hear the fabric leave her body. Lifting her top off, dropping her pyjama bottoms, their rustle in the darkness before the mattress moved and she would slip in next to me, naked now. I also laying there, waiting for her, with nothing on. We were like young lovers, every night sleeping skin to skin, naked, together, wrapped around each other. Nothing else, nothing else mattered. Just this rising hunger between us. The feel of her so soft skin against me, the way she curled into my waiting arms.
Her lips on me, the naturalness of our words upon the other. Her warm breath on my skin as she talked. Her hair tangling around us, always everywhere. Her sweet scents, the shampoos and perfumes, lotions. Blueberry and cinnamon, cherry.
The way our sexes could find the other in the darkness, how our bodies simply knew the other, physically familiar without any thoughts at all. In the dark, the touches and caresses. I knew every breath of her, every moment, the way her arms moved, the bend of each finger, the temperature of her skin, all of it imbedded in my memory. I knew her scent the same as I knew my own soul.
Her body was curling toward me, pressing her back into my chest I was folding my arms around her, cradling my little girl. As she touched me, I felt her back arching, as she would catch the tip of my cock and let it slip between her legs. She was already so wet I simply slid along her lubricating my cock as I pressed against her, I myself dripping between her legs, her wet pussy lips splitting open as she closed her thighs around my cock until I was poking through her closed legs. Then, reaching down, Eva would play with the head of my cock with her fingers, tugging at me, squirm on me, sliding along my length.
Her sing song voice, "I do, so love to torture you." She would dig a nail into my cock, "Like that?" I jumped. "You know how I am about making you crazy....I love when you say, 'How bad I'm being!'"
I squeezed my arms around her. "You bad little girl. Hi....my, you ARE horny today."
"I think, you might be too," as her body slid along my cock, squirming and sliding down my length. "You didn't get to cum this afternoon." I felt her move herself forward as far as she could go whilst still gripping me with her thighs until I began tipping up between her legs, and then catching me right at the opening of her cunt, until the tip of my cock nestled right at her vagina stretching open; then stopping, holding me there.
Her voice was so quiet, fragile, "What are we going to do about that?"
The head of my cock, dripping, dripping into her. I could feel her drinking me in. The slightest push, and.....I could feel the walls of her cunny on all sides of me, yield, just to be one with her. She would let me. Holding herself there, my hips undulating so slightly, so slightly, any more and she would take it as an invitation to impale me. Oh god, I nearly came right there. That very thought - of fucking her - of the head of my cock nestling inside her ass checks, pressing into her open puss - I could feel myself trembling. My hands numb.
Then her soft voice in the darkness, "....Fuck me. Do it. Go on. I'd let you. I want you to." She is twisting around my cock, just a little. Holding herself for me. Offering herself. And I am pressing to her, holding to her as well, her flower, drinking her, pressing, ready to pound her. Thrust deep into her, her legs spread around the head of my cock. Perfectly positioned.
All the while cooing, "Do it. Come on......" Waiting, ready, giving herself. Excruciating.
And.....
Willing, willing my body, and turning myself on my back, hearing her growl of disapproval as I move away, dropping out from between her legs. Before turning toward my little Eva again, and rolling her, pressing her onto her back. Lay my chest across her front, lay across her breasts, press her deep into the mattress and kiss her so softly, feeling her mouth yield, open, soften. Her lips meet mine in the darkness, chewing, licking me. Kissing. We kiss silently in the dark, kissing her for fear of what else we were capable of. Her frustration lost in a million kisses. She loved kissing me, told me over and over and over. Something we COULD do.
This gray world we were creating, entering. Our own making. Black and white merging together, that's what it was. I was weakening and she knew it, black and white merging, blending, becoming one - gray. Every touch, every offering, every lilt of her voice, was having its effect. Like being bound by miniature threads, any one of which could be broken, but again and again and again, lashing me, wrapping me up, and becoming harder to break.
Between kisses she whispers, "God, I am falling in love with you. Now that you've got ME all hot and bothered, again. I.....I can't stand it. Why??? Why not. Just this once?" This whine in her voice.
"You're not alone little girl."
"Well we can do this, you allow THIS anyways," and she wrapped her arms around me and breaking our kiss, I felt her move her head down my chest kissing this line of kisses down my front. She moved steadily until her lips touched my cock and she began to give a circle of soft little kisses around my tip, swirling her tongue around the head of my cock, and then her lips opening and I felt myself entering her. Just the head at first, but then deeper, entering her. Fucking her, fucking her mouth. I lay there thinking, 'It's the same thing. The same. I let her do THIS. Why?'
And I felt myself move her back off me, and lay her back down, lifting my leg up over her thighs and lay on top of her, I love the feel of my body pressing down on hers. The feel of her movements, squirming beneath me; her body, feeling her push that little mound up into my abdomen, of my cock dropping between her legs, sliding up her thighs.
Feeling that little line of cunny hair tickle my belly. I was possessed, in this moment. I felt her knees rise, her legs spread wide. Felt her nails on my back, digging in, drawing lines on my skin. Her hair was laying across her mouth, I could feel it when I kissed her again. We were warm, wet, the moisture of our skin was already allowing us to slide together, our bellies slipping against the other, my cock grazing, just grazing her thighs and pressing her into the mattress, touching her over and over between her legs. Higher. Higher. Feeling her, open, ready, and that unbelievable aching hunger. The sheets thrown off us, the warmth. The dark, the dark. The white of her eyes, the white of her teeth.
And then ......I am thinking. Thinking. Fuck! Thinking. Stop thinking.
That line, us, what are we doing? And I pause.
What am I doing?
I lay beside her. Fall back to the bed.
She sighs out, sadness. Hunger. Love. I pull her to me again, and she is still letting me, patient..... Laying on my chest now.
"It's ok. Well..." and I could tell she was looking down at herself, and wrapping her legs around my thigh, began humping her pussy, sliding it up and down my thigh. "You at least need to take care of this. I, Paul, I just can't stand it anymore. If we wait.....I'm going to need to cum three four times tonight. I can't stand it."
I felt her humping against me, hard, moving in long strokes until she was shuddering against me, cumming almost immediately, and then lay on her back again.
She was looking at me, "One. I need you to eat me."
She was tugging at me, pushing my head between her legs.
"Eat me, oh I can't stand it, then I'll make you cum."
*********************
I went to the discount store for a clock.
Never has such a simple act been filled with such erotic dreaming. I looked around with a sense of guilt as if everyone knew. I could barely stand it, could barely walk. As I set the clock down on the counter, I thought I might cum. This is so I can see my niece at night when we....I am thinking my mind can be read. The clock is bright, bright letters. It's why I chose this clock. Light. I was going to bring light into our little room, a green/blue gray light glowing on the night stand. I would be able to see her. See us.
You see, I was beginning to realize we would fuck.
We would fuck.
And fuck. And fuck and fuck.
Fuck. And I wanted to see her.
*******************
Tonight we did it. We went to an out of the way place far from her house, far from her mother, from our little room. Tonight we were just-a-couple among people who did not know us. Tonight we were out in the open, lovers.
The beginning, the very beginning, was so wonderful. Knowing that the time that lay ahead. Anticipation is the most pleasurable - desire to come. Oh god it was so wonderful. She went by another route, we would drive separate. I was driving in my car, we would meet at this place we had selected. No one would know. Would she do what she had said, walk up to me and sit on my lap? Put a knee on each side of me. I closed my eyes and breathed. It was raining a little, I waited at a light. Sweet anticipation.
She had kissed me right at the table as I sat down, a slow lingering kiss.
"I ordered you this. Thought you could use something right away. She pushed a red wine toward me." Nervous, smiling. "You ok? Hi."
"I'm fine. Fine. Best day of my life. Waiting."
She smiled. "It's kind of weird. Doing this," she looked around. I realized how much older than her I looked just then.
I said, "Your out with your old man."
She reached out and took my hand.
"You make me happy. I could sit here for hours and just be here with you. Our little secret." She laughed, "I can't explain it. I know it can't be this shiny and new, as you call it, forever' but, we're just hanging on, enjoying the ride. I'm ....nuts about you."



"You have no idea how I feel about you, little girl."
"What I love best about you. What is most delicious to me; is you give me something I always wanted."
"What's that?"
"I always have wanted.... is to be shown, taught, opened up. No one ever seems to be willing to do that for me. Romance yeah, but sex." She blushed, the look of her saying that word.
I laughed, guilty, sort of proud.
"Paul. There's this whole other person inside of me, the one that you are seeing, the one you've been talking to, she has always been screaming to be let out. You NEED to let me. I don't, don't know how. And I don't entirely know why. We have something that we can't let go of, walk away from. And......" I had already finished my wine. "And we can't stop."
"I want you to know, I never want to hurt you. You haven't had the best experiences, and right now things are, I think, they're pretty wonderful. But....." I wanted to say more, but it was too much, I knew too much. Too longwinded.
I simply said, "I need another...."
I watched her tear up, "Christ. I don't know what's wrong with me, but I'm crying now. I'm just too excited."
"It's ok. Ok. We are fine. We are great."
*****************
Oh the things we talked about, the things we said. I have no sense of what was said when, the order of anything. The order of my life is gone now anyways. Once you have left yourself, left the world, exited time. You are never fully back in it again. It never fits the same way again.
-------
"You have traveled so much, I'm so jealous. Promise me you'll take me to Europe, to France and Thailand, someday. Take me everywhere with you, I want to go........... I want to set off rockets, blow shit up, just kidding... but that would be cool. Only when traveling though. Ha!
------
"I want to sit next to you in a hot tub, naked with ten other people. Be the one taking care of your poor drunk ass. Hahahaha. I love taking care of drunk people, I don't know why. Makes me feel useful, I guess. Being able to help a friend in such a vulnerable state. I would love to take care of you. And you could be as lecherous as you want."
------
"Please paint me, paint on my skin. I want to feel your fingers, your brushes ON ME. The oils spreading on my skin. This seems random, but I can't get the idea of it out of my head. This book I love, in it the guy paints on his girlfriends skin when they're painting her new apartment. Its just wall paint, but....I just love those passages. Sigh. I was on cloud nine the rest of the night just thinking about being painted, on my skin. The brush, the warm paint. After I read it, I was like laying on the sofa and mom kept staring at me , and I couldn't figure out why. I went into the bathroom and stared at myself in the mirror. I had my hair tied back, but my cheeks were all flushed, all pink and pretty. My eyes looked so bright and I had this permanent smile on my face. I looked rather post-orgasmic. It was so funny. I realized, she had to have thought I just had sex or something."
*******************
We sat across from each other, our hands reaching out across the table. We were sitting in a dark corner of a little bar, smoke in the air, warmth, the smell of liquor. Red, and glowing orange lights.
I remembered something, "I thought you were going to sit in my lap."
She leaned in. "I did didn't I?"
I watched her rise from her chair as if in a dream, the way she moved just then. An animal moving inside her, as she stepped around the table, and as I turned to her, as she stood right in front of me laying her hand on my shoulders. I watched her knees rise as she settled herself above me in the little booth, knees on each side of me, her feet poking out from my knees. She pulled at me and moved herself so we were crotch to crotch. I was so hard, the bump of her against me sent shivers up my spine, my brow was wet. I simply looked at her.
I could feel hairs against the fabric of my pants. She sat on me, but felt light as a feather.
I held her around her waist and looked up into her eyes and let her hair fall all around me. God how I loved her wide eyes, open mouth as she leaned in, softly, so softly kissed me. Her mouth parting lightly and I felt her tongue trace the tops of my teeth. She wrapped her arms around my neck and I could feel her body undulating, stroking my cock with her pussy. She took my lower lip and sucked on it softly, then bit with her teeth smiling, "I said I'd do that too." We kissed slowly, deliciously, lazily - all the time in the world - touching our mouths, feeling our tongues.
She was touching my cheek with her palm, running her fingers through my hair, looking at me over and over like she was amazed I was there. Smiling. Settling her small frame into my lap, my little girl, with one leg on each side of me straddling me. At some point I remember saying, "This is really happening."
She squeaked, "I know!"
And I was stroking her, running my hands down her back, massaging her shoulder blades, feeling the frame of her, and wrapping my hands down around her small waist. The trail of skin between her top and her skirt. She was still moving along my length, tipping her hips back and forth, feeling me harden and press back into her, sighing and moaning at the feel of me. Unmistakable, I could feel her bare flesh, sliding now along the fabric of my pants. Staining me.
"Have you got panties on?"
She touched my cheek with hers, breathed in my ear, "Check."
I pulled her closer through the thin fabric, and then let my hands fall down below her hips, down to the hem of her skirt until I was touching her thighs, her bare thighs, soft downy skin. And I began to raise my hands up beneath that skirt, wrapping my large hands around her ass, feeling, feeling. Higher. Delicious. Nothing.
She leaned back a little, I was looking down between our legs, at the little bit of fabric that covered her from me. Giving me space and wrapping both my hands around her ass I began to press my fingers up beneath, in between her legs, tipping my fingers into the crack of her ass. She felt so wet and I curled my fingers up through her front and then around, pressing her open and reaching right under her dress, cupped her cunt as she lifted herself up, sitting on her knees a little.
Her cheeks were glowing red, fire in her eyes. How it felt! It was an utterly singular moment. How deliciously decadent, and no one near us. This place filled with people, but we didn't care.
The risks, they were nothing.
We just kissed. Touched, stroked, squeezed, breathed. Warmth. I was rubbing the ends of my fingers up to her shoulder blades and back down to the small of her back, and then stealing touches beneath that little skirt - wicked girl, what she did to me.
"How can you be so wicked and look so innocent?" I whispered up to her. Looking deep into her.
"Pure thoughts," she smiled at me, rubbing me steadily as I began to meet her thrusts, dry humping in a bar. What were we doing? I had this vague worry, but then it passed. I kept thinking how I wanted to reach down and open my pants, fuck her right here, but had my hands wrapped around her bare bottom, was holding her against me. I didn't want to let her go. We kept kissing like this, silent soft kisses. Tonight.
I let my fingers press deeper into her, felt her bare pussy, how she was soaking me. The whole crotch of my pants was wet. I held my hand there and let her sit back down, cupping her pussy, pressing my fingers up into her opened her right up, impaled her with my fingers, feeling her legs spread wide over me, her low moan. Stretch her right out. She was flesh quivering against me, trembling against me, her hairs falling around my face. Her smell, our smell, steaming about us, lifting up on her knees, giving me access. I loved the way we smelled, how we tasted.
We said nothing at all.
She leaned back, opening her eyes as if from a sleep, swaying lightly and then looking at me, our eyes on the other, looking into each others eyes. She said, "Tomorrow you will say 'We shouldn't be doing this.'"
"No."
"But you will. S'allright."
"No, I...."
"Promise me then. Tonight. You'll do anything I want tonight?"
I nodded. Torturous thoughts in my mind. I nodded.
She started to raise herself back up, "We can't leave at the same time." I was reaching for her as she continued, "I'll leave first. Meet you at home."
She took her jacket and lay it across her arm, then stopped and fell into me, to kiss me one more time, leaning down, turning her head, opening her mouth wide and pressing herself hard into me. We kissed so passionately just then, like I would never see her again.
I let my hands stroke her, hold her to me, touching her bare thighs again as she stepped away my hands dropping off her.
I felt destitute, watching her leave. I vaguely felt this to be the high point, from which it all would end.
She, looking over her shoulder. Eyes aglow, smiling.
"See you! This little girl, needs to go to bed."
********************
When I got home the house was silent. I sat in the bar and had one more drink, I could smell her on my hands each time I lifted the red wine to my lips. The combination was incredible. I was hard again as I drank my last drink, hard as I rose from the table, and hard as I put the key in the lock at home. She was inside, I was trembling, could barely get my key in the door.
All the lights were out.
Silence, as I crept down the basement stairs, thinking, she is there already.
But she wasn't.
The room was empty. But my clock was there, and as my eyes adjusted to the darkness, this dim glow throughout the room, green/blue gray. It hued everything. I could see the mirror on the one wall, all my stuff on the dresser, brushes and combs. The bed shone white in the low light.
And I waited.
First, there was the slow opening of a door, then creaks on the steps. I opened my eyes, waiting, listening for her soft steps as she entered the room. Silence. I rolled over toward her. Looked at her in the near darkness. Could see! She was standing there in her red silk nightie, the one she wore down every night. It looked black in the low light. I could see the fabric touching down her legs, loose around her thighs. I could feel the thin fabric against her. She stood where she always did, by the edge of the bed. Her eyes were adjusting, and she met mine.
I said, "It's the clock. I bought a clock."
She looked at it, then me. "You can see me?"
I nodded, "That all right."
She nodded.
Her skin shone silver in the light, silver, a glow that seemed to emanate from her. I had placed the digital clock on a low stand against the wall, across from where I 'knew' she would be standing. Her hair was disheveled, a tangle fallen about her shoulders. Her lips were full. I watched her fingering the buttons down her front, three of them, undoing each one until this white line of her skin shone out from between the fabric, and quickly bringing her arms back slipping the top down her arms, her small breasts.
Small, no sagging, young, soft mounds, her hair touching down to her small nipples. And without pausing she tugged her bottoms down, no panties, she never wore panties just those two pieces of silk and most recently, always removing them before getting into bed. I reached out a hand, and took hers, we could see each other, we knew.
She kneeled on the bed and slid in next to me. "Hi." This long soft lilt, recognition, innocence, nervousness. We knew what we would do to the other tonight.
Her waist was impossibly small, her thighs and hips, that area between her pussy and hip wasn't the span of my hand; just this little triangle, a dark line rising from between her legs.
I felt the covers lift as she slipped beneath the sheet, and slid over to me. I felt her hip just touch me. I waited a moment. I wanted our time to last forever, the moment before....I lay on my back and simply looked at her, drinking her in, the feel of her skin against me as she lay there. As I turned toward her, could feel little wisps of her hair on my cheek. The smell of her, and then she was rolling over, facing me, and lifting her one leg up over mine. I caressed her hip and pulled her close.
She smiled, her teeth glowing white in the low light. She gave the tiniest kiss on my lips and then backing away looked close at me before turning her back to me, and scootching back, bumping me with her little butt.
"Just like we always do, right?" She said as she snuggled in. I could feel her arching herself, tipping her hip, back and back, knowing our bodies how we moved, perfectly tipping her hip back, lifting her ass and catching my cock right between her legs. I pushed my length between her legs, feeling her clamp her thighs around me, its wetness, and wrapping my arms around her I cradled her, and kissed her neck. Pushing my nose between her shoulder and her cheek. Breathed a little in her ear. She turned her cheek to me, giggles, "That tickles."
She was moving her hips, as I was kissing her neck, letting me slide between her legs, touching me with her fingers and pushing the head of my cock with her hand, more forceful this time. And, this time, I was letting her, could feel the tip of my cock press further than it ever had, felt her open, the flesh opening, sliding, wet, warm. Held myslef there.
I lowered myself a little, scootching down as she held herself for me, open, legs parting lightly. The tip of my cock settling right between her legs, could feel her cunny kissing down on me. We lay like that in the silence, her warmth, the sheet up over us. She did not move at all, I know this little game, and this time, this time, I played.
The slightest undulation, the smallest push, as I let the head of my cock press further inside. The pressure of her was exquisite. My heart pounding and as I listened to her sigh out, little squeaks of her breath, as I entered just this little bit at a time, only the head of cock, pausing, pumping in then out again. Back in. She was trembling the whole time.
I lay my hand on her hip, and rather than move, this time pulled her hip back, felt her slide on the mattress toward me. Another little inch....and another. I could hear her breaths, feel her heartbeat as I pressed myself to her, sliding inside, my hands on her pulling her down, my cock filling her as I pulled and pressed, her body yielding utterly. Letting me do whatever I wanted, until I was pushing my hips against her hard, and filling my little girl.
I was pressed in as far as I could from how we lay, and simply held myself to her, began kissing her shoulder blades, rubbing my palms down her back and up over her hips. Curling my fingers over her body as i filled her. Felt her, felt her on all sides of me, touching her, stroking her, leaning back as I lay there holding her there with my cock. Feeling her, all of her, combing her hair with my fingers, squeezing her breasts, teasing my fingers down her arms, down her legs. She lay like that with me, feeling me, moving herself ever so lightly, so that my cock slid out and then in again, not very far but enough so that our bodies were in motion, and we could feel the other - me inside. Feeling. sensing our touch. One. What we fought, this moment, this yielding. One. Her silver body in this light, was all.
I could suck on you, eat you, chew your clit, press my face between your legs. Kiss lines up your tummy, suck your nipples in my mouth, kiss you. You could suck me off till I came, and we could tangle ourselves, cover our bodies with kisses, touches, our breath, just like every other night. I could lay on you, you could sit up high on top of me, play with me in any way imaginable and I would let you. Except......
I could push my fingers up inside of you, draw these wondrous little circles until you are squirming around my hands and all I do is hold myself there and let you push and squeeze and rub yourself into my hand, feel you grinding yourself against me until you cum again and again and again. But still that hunger, wanting, desire would not leave us. It was inexorable, drawing us to tonight. To that itch that will not go away.
She began to squirm on my cock more intently, moving away, drawing her body on me in longer and longer strokes. I met each backward thrust until we were meeting each other. Bumping. I was pulling back until just my little tip was touching her again, and then that opening up of her flesh, yielding, popping back inside, wrapping my hands in front and holding my hand over her puss, and I began pushing her onto her belly. Felling her roll onto her her stomach, and lifting up, rising up above. Then pressing down, filling my little girl.
I loved the feel of her ass against my stomach, and she is pushing her ass up into the air, meeting my thrusts, pushing herself back against me. Her head is down on the pillow but her ass is up in the air and I am holding on, fucking my little girl, listening to her breath, her moans. Her elbows are up and she is pushing herself against me.
And then I drop out of her, and she is surprised, reaching around with her little ass. I am up above her looking at her, lay my hand on her, move her, she is moving however I want, I love the way she moves. I can tell she would do anything right now. I turn her around, and she lay with her arms around her head. I want to see her, see her eyes.
"Not like that....." I say. She was looking at me, wide eyed, confused. "Don't worry, I'm not done with you little girl."
She whispers, "mmmm, you better not be."
I begin to slide my fingers up inside her again kneeling beside her, and feel her open her legs wide, bring one knee up. I just want to feel how wet she is. Touch her. So hungry for her touch. So good, so wet and just slide my open hand over her, smearing us everywhere, up onto her belly, smear us on her skin wet and hot. She is soaking wet, and then she reaches her arms up to me, and I am pressing her back into the mattress, lifting my leg over her, laying on her, like we have done a million times. Rise up and lay against her, we touch our bellies together and look into the others eyes.
"Yeah......like this. I need to feel myself inside you," and we watch my cock touch up between her legs, both of us looking down between her legs. Her knees bent back, and held open. Her hair is everywhere, she looks dissolved, hungry, wild. And I press myself inside , my whole length, looking into her eyes as I settle into her. Their glaze as she tips her chin in the air, as she feels me inside. Feeling me enter her, looking up vaguely in my eyes, but filled with such pleasure she can scarcely see outside her body.
So slow, holding her to me, and then slide back out. My cock has this weight, I can feel the weight of my body filling her, each thrust, deeper, harder. We can see my shiny cock leave her body and then press back in. Her eyes are closed, I move slow, let her feel me enter deep and then slide back out. Her belly filling with me, our heat. I can feel her breath on my chest.
She is holding my arms and I lay myself down, and we simply touch our lips together and hold our mouths together. God I love to kiss her, and we touch our mouths as I rise and fall on her, watching her head bob upward as our sexes bump together and my cock lifts her a little on the bed.
This slow rhythm on the bed. She chews my lower lip again, knowing how I love that, holding on as I fill her, our sexes - bump, bump, bump. And we fuck. Gloriously fuck. Our bodies begin to move faster, we feel our hunger rise, urge the other on. Pressing against each other, she is grinding her pussy back up against me, with each thrust holding her legs open for me, lifting her knees. Oh it feels so good, so tight. Pressing in as deeply as I can, lay my head by her ear and simply breath, feel her hairs, her skin against me.



As we move faster, I ask "This what you wanted?" And I hear only whimpers, a small 'yes' And then I am pounding down and holding her to me, harder and harder. Lifting myself up, running my hard cock along her clit, my whole length. Her nails are digging into my back, pushing her down into the mattress. I reach back, cradle the small of her back and reaching lower, lower, dig my fingers into the crack of her ass, and finding her little anus press a finger in. Eva's eyes went so wide as I pressed my whole finger in. Ass fuck her with my finger and push my finger back against my cock from inside, fucking her and holding her against me with my fingers up inside. We are writhing, our bodies pressed together. We kiss, hold our mouths together on the bed. The sheets have fallen off us, and we kiss and fall down into that mattress until I feel my cum rising.
"I'm cumming," I breathe.
She is drinking me with her other mouth, her wet open mouth. I grind her against me, and she is pushing herself as hard as she can, and I can feel her quivering beneath me, these wails of pain/pleasure. Her nails dig into my skin. Tears, and short groans, "ah, ah, ah." I can feel her cunt pulsing around me, her kisses are frantic and we are one, vanishing, clinging to one another. Pressing ourselves together, consumed consuming. I spray into her, unbelievable, fill her, ribbons of cum, feel her vagina contract tight around me, pulse into my body, clinging together. One.
-------
I roll on my back and can see her lay there, not moving, one knee up and splayed open, her hand across her breast. Eyes open. No movement at all, as we lay.
God it was so natural. Why the wait? I am confused now. We have been lovers from the beginning of time. It doesn't feel like a first time, but a millionth. We know our bodies. I know hers like I know my own. I remember no sensation of where I ended and where she began. I reach my hand out and lay it on her stomach, it is difficult to explain, but in that moment it was as if she had just lay her own hand there.
I could smell sex, the heat of us, and turned myself lay my head right at her tummy facing toward her puss, her breasts at the back of my head.. She, lay her hands on the side of my face. I felt pure pleasure, no memory, no past or future, laying on her, feeling her breath, her familiar smell, my smell.
At some point she cooed out, looking at the ceiling, "We did it."
I could hear her words echo out of her body as I lay against her.
"Hmmmm."
"Wow!"
"Wow."
That was the extent of our conversation. I remember laying my hand right over the top of her little cunny, tipping my fingers between her legs a little; feeling my cum dribbling out of her, she clamping her legs around my hand; and falling asleep just like that.
********************
Sometime in the night I awoke with Eva laying on top of me.
She was straddling me on her knees and holding herself above me, leaning down and looking at me. A smile on her face, her hair fallen all around my face. It was dark again. I could feel myself get immediately hard, she could feel me swelling against her thigh, and reaching down took my cock with her hand and positioning it between her legs, sat right down on me. I was inside her again, and this time it felt like a dream.
She kissed me, a soft long kiss. No tongue, just the softness of her lips and lifting her ass, the rise and fall of her on my cock. I was meeting her movements, she letting me press deep inside her again before rising up and sitting on me again. Innocence, all innocence. Then pressing her hands on my chest, raising herself up, reaching her arms above her head she str–etched out, and then laying down on me again. Not moving now, just holding me inside of her.
All she said was, "I want to stay like this, forever."
I just laughed. "How long you been laying on me?"
"Not long." I felt her begin to move again, tipping her hip and making me slide up through her open legs, straddling me, feeling my cock sliding right along her clit and up inside.
She lay herself down on me again and breathed in my ear, "For a long time I never had an orgasm." I felt her slide on me so slow, "I heard about orgasms, but I worried, you know." I felt her bump her puss down against me. ".....that I would be one of those girls who would never HAVE one. I liked touching myself, and would think maybe this was it. But, I didn't think it was. It was weird, you have nothing to compare it to." She began sliding herself against me again, long slow strokes as she spoke, "Then, one day I was listening to some radio show, with a sex expert, and some girl called in who said she couldn't have an orgasm. So the expert said that there was this one trick that would never fail. Use running water in the bath! I was like wow! I mean, she was like I tried everything and no luck. So I tried it, mmmmm. And I lay there in the bath thinking... hell yes! Now I know what all the fuss is about." She began to move on me again, "Mmmmmm. You feel so good. Yum...... All that good stuff. But THIS, is so much better."
She was moving faster now, drawing these long strokes across the length of my cock. I could tell she was positioning herself, moving so that her clit was sliding right along the ridges of my cock, such long delicious strokes. I held her hips again and pulled her down harder. Her breathing was becoming ragged, her words breaking up into these fragments of pleasure, it was getting harder for her to speak.
"So I practiced...." Her words coming in gasps, "and learned ..... the longer I prolonged it ....... ah, the better my orgasms were. I like to dip my finger into my cunt, just a little. The skin around my opening is sooo sensitive." And she lifted herself up, until the tip of my cock was touching into her, sliding me around there. "To rub it just the tiniest bit... mmm." She held herself there above me, I watched her up on her knees.
"You did that all the time," I swatted her ass. "Thought you always were trying to get more."
She dropped herself down, and I arched my back, the exquisite feeling of entering her, over and over. "You wouldn't be wrong." She lay her breasts down on me and pressing her body down and back, pressing her cunt down so hard, letting me fill her as deeply as I could. ".....But, a finger in my ass, yum. Never felt that, so good. A cock in my cunt and my ass filled, yum yum. Hahaha." She giggled. "Do that again," she said wagging her ass just then, and I reached my hand back and pushed two fingers up inside and listened to her moan. Settle herself down hard.
"No where you can move now, little girl."
She moved against me, feeling me enter her from everywhere. I met her movement, began lifting her in the air, to dig my fingers in.
"My nipples are incredibly sensitive too, and my ears and my neck. I have so many places to show you. But....I think you know all the sensitive places on me. And my fingers...ahhhh." I had just pressed myself deep inside her and found her nipple with my mouth and sucked hard on her, nipping at her with my teeth. She tipped her head back, letting me, letting me do anything to her.
"Mmmmm, oh god keep doing that." We were sliding together, I was filling her every way I could, pulling her against me, holding her, tasting her.
"Just before I cum, that's the best part.....Ahhhhhh, When you know you're..... running headlong...... into it." We were fucking so hard as she gasped out her words. "Oh, god yeah." I was lifting her off the bed with my thrusts, pushing my fingers into her and sucking on her, her legs spread wide and grinding, pushing back against me.
"So many times....I'd lay there..........trying to make it last even longer, ahhhhh.....oh god.....Paul, I'm cumming. I'm going to cum. Oh, make me cum." And she dug her fingernails into me, squeezing my sides with her nails, ow ow ow. It hurt, but I kept holding her to me, thrusting into her, as she put her head down on my chest, arcing herself, trembling against me, shaking and holding herself rigid, before collapsing in my arms.
I was wild with hunger, was still fucking her, not about to stop. And taking her in my arms rolled over on top of her in one motion, until I was on top, staying inside. She was pinned back. I rose and fell on her, rose and fell. Moving my body, holding her in my arms, my cock felt so long, and heavy, she was wincing at each thrust. I was pounding her. It was too much, I was taking her.
"Ahhhh, too sensitive," she was saying. But I moved faster on her body, I could not stand it, so hungry, could feel my cum. It hadn't been so very long, but it felt so intense this time.
"Oh, a little more, just a....." And I could feel myself explode into her, held her to me and pushed down into her, losing all sense of anything. Just bodies. Oh god, it was the most incredible moment. The story, her body. This room. The way she moved, our flesh, her eyes. The pain.
It was too much, and then.....I rolled off her, she curled in my arms, and we fell asleep again.
***************
Time moved in a very strange way that night, it passed, but it was like there was no sense of it. Like being knocked out and you wake and it seems as if no time passed, but you know that it has. Or that it felt like forever. I remember having this vague sense of being awake again. Even now it sometimes feels as if it happened yesterday. Of having been asleep not so long ago. Eva was there. She was pressed tight against me, curled in my arms. The way we slept together.
My hand laying at her tummy, tipped down so my finger tips just touched the hairs of her cunt. I open my eyes a little, I could feel myself against her. I was hard. Hard because I had to pee.
I tuck my cock between her legs and she did not move. Slid my length between her legs and then tipping my cock back pressed up inside her, felt myself enter her so easily, felt myself there. She was still asleep. I split her open like a peach, her little fruit open for me, naked, I was amazed. I was still so hungry for her, was fucking her again! She was tired, sleeping. I was nearly asleep. It felt so wonderful to hold her, wrap around her, be inside her. I continued to move inside her, small little strokes, so that I could feel myself sliding inside her, know I was in her. Just her breathing against my chest. My little Eva.
I lengthened my strokes, arched my ass back and then thrusting up into her again. At some point her breathing changed, and she was moving just a little bit. A foot. A hand. And I knew she was probably awake. She gave no indication.
Maybe she was sleeping. We fucked silently, steady in that darkness, and then I felt her pushing back as well, a little bump meeting me, and then a hand on my thigh. No words.
I quickened my pace. When she started to make a little noise, sighs, I pressed deep inside and held myself there, she looked back at me for a moment and then rolled onto her front again, letting me follow her. Silently we fucked like this, she basically continued to sleep with her arms out. Barely moving, a little pressure as i bumped into her, until I could feel myself cumming in her again, she had her hand down between her legs and was rubbing herself at the same time. She kept doing that and we came in one long continuous wave of dissolution, it was wave after wave after wave, until I was almost in pain.
My body stiffened and I felt as if I had filled her again with cum, she was drinking me. I had a vague thought of wondering if she were on birth control. She had so much cum in her right now. I thought of making her pregnant. I dropped out of her again and lay beside her.
She lay across my chest and kissed me, a soft short kiss.
"Nite," was all she said.
********************
She stayed later this morning than any other time, was looking at me when I opened my eyes. No sheet covering us, our nakedness on display. When I opened my eyes, she smiled, said "Hi." A tired happy glow over her. Knowing the night before.
--------
She began to speak intently with me, "I think about how we are going to end up. How our relationship will grow, what it will grow into. In time. What do you think?"
I didn't know. This side of being lovers, the day after. She was my niece - again. All those daylight thoughts rushing back in. The sun was rising now I thought, she has GOT to get back upstairs. I looked at the clock, when the thought immediately struck me. It will never be normal. It can't.
She was oblivious to time, or the fact it was morning and she was sprawled out on my bed naked, her mother upstairs probably up by now.
"......We don't get mad at each other. Or irritated. Or bored. We don't have that humdrum feeling. It's still exciting, it will probably stay that way. It's wonderful, a blessing. We are lucky. So incredibly lucky. and hopefully from here it will just get better."
I remained silent.
"I want to go somewhere, spend a weekend with you, two or three days, just a little mini holiday."
"Mmmmm. Maybe. It's complicated." I managed to say, and she eyed me then. I took her hand. Time moving in, the light. I realized what she thought as she looked at me, a vague anger in her eyes. And so I added, "Yes. Yes, we can do that."
"Do you love me?"
"Yes Eva Yes I do."
That was truth. But the whole time I am screaming inside. 'But its gray, a gray love, not black and white.' At the same time my head is spinning out, 'Don't think about it.' 'Go with it.' 'Move away.' 'Leave.' Nothing made sense. I leaned in and kissed her, she let me.
"Do you mean it? Really?"
"Well, we somehow have to figure out how both of us can be gone at the same time, and......"
"Your serious!" She was clapping her hands together. Suddenly she saw the clock - 7:34. She jumped, "Fuck. I HAVE to go," she was rising up out of the bed, and turned on the light.
It was the first time I had ever seen her naked in the full light like that, standing by me, facing me, looking around for her pyjama bottoms - not a stitch on. It utterly took my breath away and I sat up in the bed and pulled her to me, wrapping my arms around her little butt.
She stood by me, and let me kiss her stomach, nibble her, pressing her puss against my chest. She repeated several times, "I have to go." But did not move. She didn't want to go. It didn't have to end.
"I know I know," I said as I held her to me. Finally, she began to move away, back away from me. And I yielded, let her move away. She said as she tugged on her bottoms, "We can start planning......" standing up with her top still off. So natural. Comfortable. I looked up at her smiling down at me, her hair was everywhere, her checks glowing red. Her breasts.....I looked at her hips covered in the red silk. I thought of what I had done to her.
Her eyes, looking deep into me, like my own.
I had never loved anyone as I did at that very moment. We would be lovers forever. I knew that, young love. It was a gift, I wasn't young anymore. It felt absurd. But that day can never be repeated again.
Before she left she said, "I love to think about this, being all yours for two days and two nights? Three?? Four??? A week of nights?" And then she added, "Forever."
And then I watched her leave the room, into the light.
We never did get to go on that mini vacation.
**************
She wrote me this letter, the day I moved out of my sisters and her home, and left our little room forever.
Paul,
I really don't know the answer. And I can't just sit here waiting for it to fall into my lap. I need to make a decision instead of waiting for the decision to be made for me. Today you told me you have something you want to talk about. I don't know what that means, I'm assuming it has to do with our argument, but I don't know. Half of me hopes that you'll say, let's just take a break for awhile, see other people.
The other half of me is terrified to not have you in my life. You will leave today and I am not there to say goodbye. My brain keeps trying to tell me, you need to experience! Live!!! You only have one life and you need to get out there and live it! Be wild and crazy! Don't attach yourself to one person, to one impossible relationship. But it's not like we have to be 'attached' is it? It's not like we need to be married. I could 'rent' a room from youI really don't know. We CAN see other people, and still be together in secret (can't we?). I don't know. It's just confusing, and I'm afraid this confusion is only going to get worse. I don't want you to go.
I love how attractive you find me, your lust - for me. Sigh. Like I said, I'm a hopeless romantic. What WE have together is something I do not have anywhere else. It is SPECIAL. Wanton lust. You know the inner me, the parts that don't show in everyday light, but sit somewhere just below the surface - in the dark. Sometimes just thinking about it makes me happy, glow, like when I read that story, a post-orgasmic glow. And you give that to me in lots of other ways too, hee hee hee.
And you know, when I say things like I want to be TAUGHT, it's that I want to be explored, I want to be shown the kind of pleasure my body is capable of giving. Be mastered by someone else. Broken down, put back together into something better. There is this part of me that feels good knowing I have, that I had you like this, and no one else can. I am crying, I can't help it. I'm sad today. I don't want you to go, be gone. You tell me we will see each other often, that nothing will change.
But....it is already changing.
I should stop,
Thanks
Eva
P.S.
How much do I love you? So much my heart right now is swelling up and I think it's going to pop out of me. So much, I am often surprised to find myself smiling, because I'm lost in the thought of you. So much that I would keep the secret of us forever if I had to.
-----
But I am getting ahead of myself
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*
I am chatting with Sara tonight.
No one is home but I am sitting in the bathroom in my robe with my laptop, the door closed and locked. A necessary precaution, considering Sara is my daughter who is in her second year in college. It's all innocent stuff, fun really. We started emailing when she started college this year cause we missed each other. Then she showed me how to chat. I must say, there's something about the anonymity of the internet.
Sara: hahaha. No. This is how I think the process goes now. The first 'no' is just a way to politely acknowledge the offer. It's almost, thank you for asking to fuck me.
Me: Polite?
Sara: Hmmm. The second 'no' means I'm thinking about it. Considering the alternatives, maybe give head but nothing else. But regardless of which way I'm leaning, I can't appear too eager.
Me: But what about just falling into bed with the boys?
Sara: You mean Hooking up?
Me: Yeah.
Sara: I'm talking about a boyfriend girlfriend thing here. Or the possibility of.
Sara: I have one friend who had a one night stand, hooking up, but THEN they started talking. Talked two hours. They're still together. Very rare.
Sara: But back to the subject at hand. Third 'no,' if it is a no, just means 'no.'
Me: So three's the magic number. Three.
Sara: Pretty much. The process goes no. no. oh, yes, right lets fuck.
Me: Well, since you've asked three times
Sara: Hahahaha
Me: And after the third no.....
Sara: If it is a no then I guess you are breaking up.
Me: So sex after two no's
Sara: Pretty much.
Sara: If after a third 'no' you ask a fourth time, you're just being obnoxious and pushy. I already told you no! Geez, can't you take no for an answer!
Sara: But if you stop after just one no, well that's just rude.
Sara: You didn't want my nasty that bad. Ha! It's a snub. Just means the offer was made out of politeness on the offering party's part. And, well, he really doesn't want you to take up on the offer anyway.
Me: I never thought of asking someone for sex as being polite.
Me: You should be a lawyer.
Sara: Ha!!
Sara: Where are you?
Me: In the bathroom.
Sara: Hahah. Again! Why you hiding??
Me: I don't know.
Sara: In your robe?
Sara: Daddy hard?
Sara: You think we being naughty or something??
I sat there looking at the screen. I still had my socks on. I felt hot. My cock was stiffening under my robe. I didn't know the answer to that one.
It was innocent. Innocent. That's what I kept telling myself....
And
That's what I wrote.
Me: Innocent.
Sara: *Blush*
Sara: Now. You want to ask me for anything?
Me: You going to say no?
Sara: At least twice.
*******************
I am fifty years old, married when I was twenty (they tell me that is too early now) and had Sara when I was thirty. Still married. We're a happy family. I was probably a little too religious, and I probably drank a little too much, but I'm better now. I would describe my life as normal and nothing, NOTHING could have prepared me for what is happening right now in my life.
I'm getting older and sit at my desk staring at a piece of paper that gets increasingly important. My lab results: TC 4,3 mmol/l, LDL 2,7 mmol/l, HDL 1,2 mmol/l and Hb 133 g/l. I confess that I am surprised that I'm in as good shape as the results indicate. My blood-pressure was 125/75 mmHg, too. Amazing considering I don't take care of myself.
My life has been charmed, and continues to be. I'm waiting for Sara again, in my office. She wants to chat. But, really, I need to back up a bit.
After Sara went to college - her first year - I missed her terribly. She came home every month or nearly so, came home for holidays. But I could not believe that part of my life was OVER. The truly best years of my life. We were close, so very close. The summer passed quickly, she stayed at home working, saving money for her Sophomore year. And suddenly it was fall, that western breeze, that slight cooling in the evening, slant in the sunlight.
When she left this time, she gave me something. Her email address with a scribbled note, "Write me. Often. I'll miss you! Love Sara."
That was 'our' beginning.
Our missives began like laundry lists, weather, daily tasks, stuff we got, who was doing what in the family. It was nothing, simple, a point of contact - and I loved it. She was there! On the other side of this glass thread. But time provided a slow and steady shift which was imperceptible to me. I believe I stopped being her father, and she stopped being my daughter. We became something that was hidden, inside us. We shared a part of us NO ONE gets to see.
The lull of the web, the anonymity, the silence of it.
I created a completely separate email address that I provided to her. An address that was for OUR correspondence only. Secret. Then, she did the same for me. The secret alone should have been a clue. But as I said the changes had been so imperceptible. Like the suns rise. Looking up at any moment and you cannot see any movement, the sun hangs stationary in a clear blue sky, but then it is noon and the sun is overhead, and then the slanting shadows....and it is night.
I do remember the email which began it all though. It had the usual chatter of the day, moments, weather, schedules. But then...
'My roommates are such slobs. I can't believe I am living in such squalor. Which is really quite amazing because believe me, they could be spending more time in their own beds.
Sara'
I bit. I honestly did not know what she meant. I emailed back a simple question that evening related to what she meant, and when I rose next morning received this reply:
'Boys' dad. Boys. This place is a brothel, a pen in a zoo. A petting zoo. I'm not like these people dad. At least I don't think I am. But, I went out tonight and I have story - for you. There's this hotel nearby with a bar. And.....Yes. Yes. I admit I have an ID, a fake ID. I didn't seek it out, but they float around here like fireflies. I was given one. But that's not the point.
I shouldn't even be telling you this. I'm a bit drunk.
I went out. Within thirty minutes Emily and I were already weaving in their chairs, dizzily drunk, giggling, when a pair of nice older gentlemen showed up, ready to buy us drinks in the lounge. Imagine that! We had a bit of conversation about whatnot ... how everyone's day had gone and hints about where the night may be going. *teehehehehe* These gentlemen were from New York. They were giving a seminar, something, investment banking blah blah blah. Alone. They were dressed well and clearly refined and articulate and funny.
It wasn't long after that we were both on our backs in their shared room with our legs in the air. I think we did a pretty good job. I could see Emily the whole time. It was surreal watching her, like seeing myself. We would look over and smile at each other. I had John, I must say he certainly enjoyed the courtesies of my mouth.'
I was feeling myself getting aroused as I read.
'As I lay on my back I began to kiss him, and then kiss his neck and chest, lay him back and kissed his arms, lick his fingers. He had a wedding ring, and then back up his arm and down his sweet enlarged belly. I slid my body against him, pulled his cock in my mouth and he came so quickly! And the amazing thing, what a turn-on, that this man was used by another woman. That he would go back to HER, and in some way I would be there too. Would he think of me as she cooed in his ear? John said his wife is shrewish, selfish and always complaining. He was lying for my sake, she was probably wonderful, I didn't care. They'd been married for a long time, didn't have children. Blah blah blah. He was seducing me, could he call? Why? He would be gone tomorrow. Oh....the poor poor man. As he was talking, I managed to bring him to arousal again with my hand, and had another little romp....Then I gave him a big wet kiss, let him play with my open mouth, and we snuggled awhile saying lovely things, until - here I am. Don't know why I'm sharing.
Wait. I can hear Emily now. She's going around asking if anyone wants to go dancing. She's prancing room to room in her underwear. It's one in the morning. Just a sec.....
I just told her no. She has that freshly fucked look, OUR secret.
I'm tired. I'm drunk. I'm just going to hit SEND and not think about what I wrote. Can't remember anyway. You want to know everything about me.
So,
I miss you Sara'
**************
This email I read over and over and over. Don't know exactly why and aside from my initial warnings, of 'Be Careful' 'You shouldn't' etc. our conversations began to focus more and more on this side of her - our - life. The secrets, hidden places. Gradually becoming a confessional.
Sara asked me a question once shortly after her email, asking if I ever cheated on Annie - my wife, her mother.
I ignored the question (even though she did not). However, her missives raised distant memories, my thoughts went back and back, to the stupidity that is being twenty. How do we survive it? I would sit in my study, in my office - remembering. She also emailed me about wanting to chat, that it is all so much more immediate, more fun, and had set up a chat account for herself, would I too? I said yes, and she sent me some software.
Well, after some software installation, settings, phone calls, many giggling fits, and me being called a Luddite, we were chatting.
The chats took the same direction our emails had, only more quickly. I have to defend myself here. It's what happens, it's the medium. This screen that can talk back to you, just a blinking cursor, anonymous, silent, alone-not-alone, teasing out your thoughts, your hidden-self.
Your secrets.
Like Being drunk, not knowing when to stop.
*************
Add to that this game we took to, while chatting.
Each of us would sit with a bottle of wine, or a bottle of vodka, or Rum, or whatever was left in the house, and starting out stone sober we would chat, while gradually take shots, or slurps and gradually inexorably become drunk. Why not blend one addiction with another? Terrible really, but it's what we did.
My confession.
We were discussing, drunkly, her visit home; and I remember commenting how weird it would be to see her now.
Sara: Why?
Me: After everything we've shared, everything we talk about now. The things I know now about you. You don't seem like Sara on this thing.
Sara: No?? What do you mean:(
Me: No. Yes.
Sara: Hahaha.
Me: You do, I mean. I don't know.
Sara: I know what you mean. Is this really you? Can't see you, touch you, hear you? Just words on a screen. You could be some slobbering eighty-year-old with a tobacco stain running down your shirt.
Me: Or a fifty-year-old drunk with wine stains on my pants
Sara: Hahaha. Well, that's true!
Me: Or a letch.
Sara: My letch.
Me: No. No.
Sara: Hey, tell you what. I want PROOF you are who you say you are.
Me: What?
Sara: Well we don't know do we. I'm coming home right?
Me: Yes.
Sara: I want you to do something when I get home.
Me: What?
*I could feel my heart rise in my throat.
Sara: Prove it's you. And we won't SAY anything.
Sara: When I come near you. Just once. I want you to put your hand right at the small of my back. Hold me there.
*I stared at the screen.
Sara: Can you do that?
Sara: Dad?
Me: Yes.
Sara: It's my favorite place. To be touched;)
Sara: I love to be touched there.
Sara: Now you know another secret about me.
Sara: Well! One of my many favorite places. Hehehe.
Me: You're terrible.
Sara: Will you do it?
Me: Ok.
Sara: You want anything?
Me: What?
Sara: Me to do anything? To prove it's me.
Me: Ummmm
Sara: Its only fair *blush*
Sara: Sometime this weekend, anytime you choose. Anything?
Me: You sure.
Me: Anything?
Sara: Well. Yes.
Me: Let me see your panties?
Sara: My panties?
Sara: You mean like on me!!!!! See my panties!!!!!!!!
Me: Yes.
Sara: OMG
Me: You don't have to.
Sara: Only once.
Me: Once.
Sara: *giggle* K.
************* When Sara came home, I didn't know where to look. She was the same person, walking down the driveway, arms out calling, "Daddy!" But I was red, blushing red. The unspoken world around us was there, Palpable. I could see she felt it too. As I squeezed her and she pressed herself to me, this moment of....un-spokeness. By the way she smiled, her self-consciousness in that moment.
I remember going into the living room and sitting in my old chair. Thinking. Thinking, 'This has to stop.' But that being the last thing I wanted. And knowing, I could not stop.
We watched TV. Mom was home all night. It was such a wonderful dinner, catching up, telling stories. That evening before turning in myself, I wanted to go into her room, but didn't. What would I say? That was not an unusual thing for me to do at all. We were changing. Our casualness, warmth, it was all there, but with another piece or place, somewhere else. Hidden. Not here.
Not anywhere at all. Our thoughts, our invisible selves. Lost.
I padded past her door that night, and into my room.
And then....
The proof. That it WAS us. It was so odd because that is all I could think about, and I am SURE that was all she could think about. From the moment she arrived, from the moment I opened my eyes that morning. Yet we said nothing, eyeing the other like a pair of chess pieces, unsure of our next move.
I didn't want to 'do' it right away, wanted to feel the pensive wait, the anticipation. Enjoy the adrenaline. I would close my eyes, imagining my hand at the small of her back - her favorite place. That I knew that all by itself was amazing.
And so I waited.
That morning she came downstairs in a white halter top, midriff showing. Not unusual, it was a warm day. Knowing what she knew though, her eyes on me as she walked into the kitchen. Her low shorts, long blonde hair already combed out, her perfect eyes, that smile, white teeth. I went up behind her as I stood by the fridge, and like one in a dream, lay the flat of my hand at the small of her back, curled my fingers and so softly caressed her bare skin. Her eyes lit up, she stiffened stood straight up, she smiled, turned to me, looked into my eyes, deeply, almost laughed. Mom was reading the paper, with toast and hot coffee.
Nothing happening in this world we see, but....
She said, "Want some?" I still had my hand on her back stroking her, touching the line of her shorts, embarrassed at her words - what they could be construed to mean.
Proof.
"Yes, yes." She held out a cup full of hot coffee and I took my hand away. I had done it. Could hear her sigh as I did, and then I stepped away, walked over to the table and sat down.
Me: "What are you going to do today?"
She: "Nothing Nothing at all. No homework. I just need to rest."
Mom: "We could go shopping sometime. I think there may be some things you need."
She: "Yes. Yes. That would be great."
*************
In the afternoon, Sara went to shower. She had been out, and it was a hot day. She liked to walk. I was working on papers, piles and piles strewn about the dining room table. She and Annie were going to go out, but she wanted to clean herself up first.
As I sat there working, she came down. Now in a light green dress, a V-neck and lots of fabric. I looked twice, the fabric was so light, willowy. It hugged her narrow waist perfectly. She had that thinness of a girl of twenty. Her long legs and long arms. Smooth skin, bright eyes. Hair still wet, the smell of shampoo.
She sat down in the living room across from me, eyeing me. Not smiling, but a grin, like a you-sick-old-man grin. But, that was just me. It's what I thought. That is what I saw.
I knew this was the moment. She was leaning back in her chair, kicking one leg over the side of the arm rest, and I watched as she bunched the fabric of the skirt in her hand. Her eyes were locked on mine. I stopped what I was doing, said nothing. I stopped breathing. My cock was so hard. Did she know? I needed to adjust myself, dared not. Did she realize the effect she was having on me? How I felt on our chats?
The way I felt as I lay in my bed at night? That my fantasies, my dreams.....had become....about her.
She gripped the fabric and lifted, higher and higher until I was looking at the crotch of her panties. Powder blue panties, she leaning back for me, letting me. I could not even tell you the look of her eyes. Fear, lust, desire, boredom.
I was watching her long legs disappear beneath the fabric of her candy apple green skirt, and the rise of fabric from between her legs. Time froze in that moment as I gazed at her. Suddenly, she dropped the hem, and smiled a little smile, turned her head away from me and then in a gradual motion slid herself to the edge of the cushion, sliding herself so the skirt rode up high, revealing herself - again - without her hands.
She just lay like that in the chair, almost flat on the cushion, legs held open, letting me see perfectly the rise of her mound, the fabric of her panties now stretching over her pussy lips. She was no more than ten feet away, sunshine streaming through the windows. Bright, every color standing out. Vibrant. The red of her lips, the cream of her skin, her green dress and powder blue panties. And...this light stain, there between her legs, a wet line right there between her open legs. I could make out the shape of her pussy, her mound, see the puffing shape of pussy hairs pressing against the fabric, this light rise at the front. A darkening of the fabric, her pussy hair coloring the fabric. I could tell it's shape, this little triangle there. The indent of her thighs at each side of the panty line. This little triangle held to her by little strips of fabric at her hip.
She sat like that for a little while longer, looking away, then pulling herself back up, sitting upright again, rose from her chair, and circled a wide circle in the room. I believe her intent was to leave, but then she changed her mind and walking over to me stood behind me awhile. I did not look back, did not know what to say. I was breathing hard.
She said in a low voice, "What you doing?"
I could scarcely speak. She lay her hand on my shoulder, leaned herself against me, I could feel her hip at my arm. I simply lay my hand at the calf of her leg, just below the knee and silently stroked her there.
"Um, these are proposals for acquisitions."
"Oh."
She did not move, and I let my hand rub her knee caps, felt her foot move open a little. Letting me touch her, facing me as I ran my hands over her legs. I stroked higher, up along her thighs and tracing my fingers on each side of her inner thighs. She leaned a little closer, held to me. I could hear her breathing now.
"And you?"
I reached higher, could feel the heat of her, to just before where I knew her panties would be. My eyes were closed, as I listened to her breathing and feeling her soft skin, imagining the color, the softness, the wetness, heat right there. I thought, 'Would she let me?'
I took my hand away. She stepped away as well.
"Just getting ready for tomorrow."
She turned, light as a feather smiling back at me, "See you."
Proof.
*************
Sara: I want to ask you something.
Me: Ok.
Sara: Promise to answer.
Sara: Did you ever cheat on mom?
Me: I don't know if I should talk about this.
Sara: It means you have.
Sara: I'm curious I want to know.



Me: Yes. I know you do.
Sara: We need to share. At least I do.
Me: It was years and years ago. I love your mother.
Sara: I know. I've asked a couple of times and when you don't answer.
Sara: That's an answer
Sara: Just tell me. It's your turn.
Me: What do you mean?
Sara: Share something with me. Something anything. I'm a big girl now.
Me: In my twenties. Annie and I were married something like five years, and well yeah then, I did.
Sara: So.
Sara: Tell me about it.
Me: It's been so long.
Me: I don't remember.
Sara: You remember.
Me: I'm thinking I'm thinking.
Me: I don't even remember her name.
Me: I met her in my office. She had dark hair, and tall, not taller than me but tall. Younger than me, a lot younger. Her name was Katie. We went out a couple times.
Sara: Did you fuck her?
Sara: You can tell me.
Me: Yes.
Me: I mean not right away. It was more than that. But yes.
Sara: Tell me about the first time.
Me: You're terrible.
Sara: Deep dark secrets. Go get a drink if it'll help.
Me: I got a wine right now, I just finished it.
Sara: :) Ha.
Sara: Get more.
Me: We were driving. I was driving her home after a company gathering. She had a boyfriend.
Sara: A boyfriend!
Me: Yeah they were living together.
Me: And we were sitting outside her house talking. She talked so much!
Me: She smiled at me, "Thanks." And there's that pause like something should happen. I leaned in and kissed her then. No idea why.
Sara: More.
Me: Then or after.
Sara: Both.
Me: Well, I remember how I loved the way she leaned against me just then. Like a feather. So light. How she just folded her body against me. She was so small, and thin, narrow. Such small hands.
Me: She smiled, her teeth so white. She said thanks again. And I was like fuck, I shouldn't have done that. As she got out of the car.
Me: Fuck. I thought this is going to bring things to a whole other level.
Sara: Did it?
Me: Yes.
Sara: How old were you?
Me: 25 or 26. We held hands on walks. Romantic.
Me: This one time I took her on a bridge.
Sara: You fucked her on a bridge.
Me: Hahaha. Took her as in we went there. We just sat there and watched the sun set. The water passing underneath. It was a train bridge, middle of nowhere, the lights of the City slowly going on. She leaned against my back, held my arms, and looked over my shoulder.
Sara: Sounds so sweet. You kiss?
Me: Yes for a long time, I loved her smell. Funny how you can so remember a smell.
Sara: What else?
Me: Stop it.
Sara: I want to hear.
Me: I shouldn't tell you this.
Sara: We shouldn't be doing lots of things.
Sara: I told you.
Me: I remember she had on this light springy green dress and when she leaned back after we had been kissing it was up over her knees and I could see her panties.
Sara: Interesting.
Me: Hmmm. My fantasy. She knew I could see them.
Sara: What Color?
Me: Green. This light green, same color as her dress. Her panties always matched her outfits.
Me: Cotton, and she knew I could see them, leaned back further.
Sara: Did you touch her?
Me: I touched her.
Sara: Mmmmmm.
Me: Scratched my fingers right over the fabric between her legs, traced my fingers over her abdomen, felt the elastic stretch and as I did she just lays back on that bridge with her arms in the air, warm damp air, her knees open.
Me: I remember her sighs. So feminine.
Sara: Mmmmm. So nice. Nice story.
Sara: You're making me wet.
Me: Sara, I don't think you should say that to me.
Sara: Why?
Sara: I am :)
Sara: Tell me more. About Katie.
Sara: What else did you two do?
Me: I don't know.
Sara: You did more didn't you?
Sara: You told me you fucked.
Me: Yes.
Sara: You take her panties off on that bridge?
Me: No.
Me: But?
Me: I was running my thumb over her, pressing between her legs, a long time I did that. Running my hands along the inside of her thighs. She would play with my hands as I played with her.
Me: Until it was dark. I remember how she would move her hips, sliding herself on my hand. Telling me how good it was, how sexy I was.
Me: How she wanted me.
Me: I loved being called sexy.
Sara: You are.
Me: Sara!
Sara: Don't stop telling this, don't think about this. Us. I'm not her. I'm not Sara right now.
Sara: What then?
Me: Well that was what we did that night. I couldn't do more just then. I had to go. I stopped myself.
Sara: Only reason?
Me: Pretty much. We got in the car and she sat there looking at me and we talked a long time about what we, I had just done. That I was married. That she had a boyfriend. Separate lives.
Me: She understood. But....She wanted more. I said I wanted to keep being married and she was ok with that, and then after all that I drove to this quiet spot and I kissed her again in the car.
Me: She let me slip her top out from her little dress and let me run my hands over her skin, up underneath her top. Just kissing.
Me: Petting.
Me: Kissing the whole time. She had this amazing sigh, a growl a groan, so feminine, telling me how she was so aroused.
Me: I said we had to wait.
Me: We parked again before her house, she said she would walk the rest of the way. Thanking me for a nice evening. Stopping early like I did, she knew I wanted to kiss her, again. I had to stop again.
Me: I loved her taste, her smell. Mmmmm. I still remember that so well.
Sara: What's the 'worst' thing you did with her?
Me: The worst?
Sara: Well you had sex with her.
Me: Yes.
Sara: Well.
Me: But, that wasn't the worse thing.
Sara: What do you mean?
Me: We liked to meet at this one bar, have drinks, talk. I even told Annie about her, told her I had a work friend. We went out after I worked out at the club. She didn't know I never went to the club on that night. Anyway Annie knew the bar we met at, knew her name, only we had stopped spending any time there. But we did meet there.
Sara: Not a lie right.
Sara: And.
Me: And Annie went there one night, to MEET her.
Sara: OMG
Me: Not suspicious of me at all. The waitress who served Katie and me was there, and when Annie came in asking about me, my name and Katie's name, well the waitress did a perfect job.
Me: Telling them we had not arrived yet.
Sara: Lying to her.
Me: Well yeah.
Sara: Oh my god.
Me: Anyway I am walking by the door and going straight to Katie's car. When the waitress rushes out and says your wife is in the restaurant, she wants to meet Katie.
Me: I don't know what would have happened if she hadn't done that.
Me: You might not exist.
Me: Anyway we went in the restaurant and talked with Annie. Me, Katie and Annie.
Sara: That's terrible.
Me: Not the worst.
Sara:!!
Me: I lied that neither of us had a car I don't know why, but I just didn't want Katie to leave from the restaurant like this, so Annie gave us a ride in her car
Sara: Oh my god. So you just left Katie's car there.
Me: I remembered Katie at one point laying back in the restaurant, so frustrated, I could so tell by looking at her, how we could read each other, how she wanted to fuck. We were so hungry. I don't have any idea if Annie sensed anything.
Me: In the car though, and this is the worst thing.
Me: You asked.
Me: It was dark, and the drive was long to Katie's house. I reached my hand back to her on the side of the seat, between the car seat and the door, so Annie couldn't see me. I wanted to just hold Katie's hand, something.
Me: My way of being sorry. She would touch my hair sometimes, and caress my neck.
Me: But what I felt was her moving forward, her dress pulled back. She had slid her pussy, her cotton pantied pussy right against my hand and let me rub her while Annie drove.
Sara: Oh my god. Mmm.
Sara: OMG My nipples hurt.
Sara: Mmmmmm
Sara: So good.
Me: She pulled away from me for a moment, I thought that was it, but then she pressed her bare pussy into my hand. She'd somehow removed her panties and I started fingering her, kept fingering her, right there in the car.
Me: We were drunk, Annie had to have smelled her pussy in the car.
Sara: Tell me what you felt.
Me: She was wet, I loved the soft skin of her pussy. She had this crinkly pussy hair, and I would brush my fingers through, smearing her all over. She had so little hair down there. She trimmed. God. I wanted her so bad. I pushed into her, my thumb on her clit and we finger fucked.
Sara: Oh my god, oh god.
Sara: Fingers.
Sara: Inside.
Sara: Keep.
Me: She orgasmed at least three times on the way home.
Me: Annie was right there.
Sara: How??
Sara: Noise. Mmmmmmm.
Me: It was perfectly silent, the whole way. No sounds. Just where I touched her. The hum of the car. I could feel her pulsing over my fingers, squeezing her thighs together, and pressing her hand down on me between her legs.
Me: But silent.
Me: She let me touch her till she couldn't stand it. Till it hurt.
Sara: OOOOO.
Me: Sara?
Sara: :D
Sara: Oh god, I just came. Oh fuck.
Me: You shouldn't be doing that.
Sara: You knew what I was doing.
Sara: ;)
Sara:!! Were there others?
Me: Yes.
Sara: Holy fuck. Thanks:)
Sara: We need to decide what we are going to do for each other next time I visit.
Me: I don't think now is a good time.
Sara: You hard?
Me: Yes.
Sara: Then it's the perfect time. Oh god, wait.
Sara: Let me collect myself. I've come apart. Just a sec.
Me: What are you wearing?
Sara: Oh god, my nipples still hurt.
Sara: Ok.
Sara: Next time we see each other, next time, this is the thing I want you to do.
Sara: A T-shirt, and that's it. I WAS wearing jeans and panties.
Me: I don't think this is a good time to discuss your visit Sara.
Sara: I just want you to touch me, somewhere you shouldn't. Just once. I want that.
Me: Sara I'm drunk.
Sara: To feel that.
Me: I'm horny.
Sara: You want me to make you cum?
Sara: Tell a story.
Me: No!
Sara: Can you do that? Once.
Me: Yes.
Sara: What do YOU want?
Sara: From me, this time.
Me: Oh Sara.
Me: To take you on a drive.
Me: Sara?
Sara: K:)
******************
This is the email I got from Sara the day before she was to arrive:
'EXACTLY 60 days ago, a pretty little girl named Sara fell through the looking glass. Shi-it, she thought, considering all she had was a simple pair of green panties, a tube of red lipstick she stole from Wal Mart, a half empty bottle of vodka and her treasured teddy bear! It took poor little Sara 200 days to dig her way out with the lipstick cap, and just two seconds more to fall right back in again.
See you tomorrow. Oh, I have a backpack filled with food, alcohol, and fire-bringing devices for our drive:) Oh and the remote.
You'll see, Sara'
************
The morning my little Sara was coming to visit, I crept downstairs and logged on, waiting for her. She liked to get up early. Maybe. I wanted to chat.
She was there!
Me: What you doing?
Sara: What am I doing? Right NOW :)
Me: Yes
Sara: Sitting naked, having a cup of coffee and Cocoa Puffs after spending some time on my elliptical exercise thingy.
Sara: What do you think of that?
Me: Nice.
Me: Naughty girl.
Sara: I think I finally found the right rhythm on that thing. I've had such a hard time figuring out the right pace.
Me: So what did you figure out?
Sara: I don't shake my ass enough while on it. Ha!
Me: You exercise naked?
Sara: Hmm. Sometimes. I have the house to myself. Today shall be a day of no clothes. Ha!
Sara: Till I come to see you. Hehehe.
Sara: You should of been here. Once I found the rhythm, I could have gone forever, but I had to pee.
Sara: I can get a lot done when I drag my cute spankable butt out of bed.
Me: What else did you do?
Sara: Mmmmm. Better sit down.
Sara: I'm going to make you hard.
Sara: I climbed back into bed still all sweaty and wet, stroking my hands up and down over my body. Thinking about the amazing orgasm to come. Nothing on.
Sara: Just me.
Sara: You hard yet?.
Me: Getting there.
Sara: I opened my legs, lay on my back, tucked my fingers inside me.
Sara: Twisting, yum yum. work my fingers. Mmmmm, first orgasm was pretty quick. Oh god that feeling of a morning orgasm. Delicious.
Sara: How ya doing?
Me: Just Fine.
Sara: Tell me.
Me: I'm hard, and stroking myself.
Me: Using some lotion. Keep talking.
Sara: Naughty boy. YOU naked??
Me: Bathrobe.
Sara: :)
Sara: Yeah, k. I reached for some ice and let it drip over my tummy before rubbing it on my nipples til they were hard and frozen little points. Mmmm. They still hurt, I worked them pretty good.
Sara: And I took my vibe, put it on high, and shoved it up inside me. It was loud. I pressed it against my little clit.
Sara: It's pink. Like me.
Me: Mmmmmm. More.
Sara: Pumped it till I was squirming on the bed. Can you picture it?
Me: Mmmm, amazing!
Me: Yes.
Me: Oh, I just made a mess Sweet.
Sara: Just a sec. Mmmmmm. Had my vibe in me, oh god yeah. I think we might have cum at the same time!
Me: I'll be right back. Need tissue.
Sara: Wish I were there. I could help clean up.
Sara: I don't usually share my morning rituals with anyone.
Sara: Just you.
Me: When you coming.
Sara: Hahahaha. I just did.
Me: No here.
Sara: Mmmmm. You want me to cum there too. I'm kind of sore.
Sara: Hahaha. So bad. I'll leave about noon. Four hours. Three and a half if I'm naughty.
Me: See you then.
Sara: Your online slut. We got to be good though. Ok?
Me: I know.
Sara: You get my email?
Me: Yeah. Didn't understand.
Sara: You will. I got a surprise!
Me: You scare me.
Sara: Mutual.
Sara: I'm tired already.
Sara: Whew, need to take a short nap. Then I'll dress myself, be on my way.
Me: Can't wait.
************ Sara's Diary
I wore a pink halter-top; it looked somewhat slutty, what I was going for, and a patterned loose skirt, light green - perfect. Silk. I secretly wanted to look like her. I want to meet her, hear her side of the story. Oh white socks and a simple pair of shiny black baby dolls.
And!
Before leaving I slid my butterfly clitoral vibe, feeling the tight straps slide up my thighs positioned it right over my clit, and secured it with a pair of cotton light green panties. I want to match! I bought one size too small so that it would press that clitoral vibe even tighter against my 'widow cunny.
I bought this little wireless remote clit version for a reason. It cost $100! So small, shiny, it looks like a little pager, slips a little inside my slit, wraps right around my clit. Intense! I tried it a few times.
I left earlier than I expected and then drove too fast to get home, and mom and dad are still at work. Fuck Fridays.
I sat in the drive way squeezing my thighs together, lifting my skirt, thinking one more time. I give a quick push of the button and, 'ahhhhh.' fall against the steering wheel. Thinking 'I want you to touch me somewhere you shouldn't'
And his! 'I want to take you on a drive.' So....NOT one thing.
I have too much nervous energy and take off again. I need a massage, kill some time and take off for this little spa nearby, have a seat in the waiting room. I pull out my homework, it'll be fucking finals in three weeks!! I'm still rubbing my thighs together, wondering at the look at his eyes when I give it to him and whisper in his ear just what it is. I decided that I want to have an orgasm in front of him, and we simply can't.....But a secret orgasm with him watching me. I look in the mirror when no one is in the room, and pressing the little button, feel my knees buckle. Fucking god!!. Intense! I watch this beautiful little girl prance in the mirror, red cheeks and blonde hair, pink candy. I turn around, press again, can hear the slight buzz. Mmmmmm! Yeah. Shake my ass, what a cute butt. I hear my name called.
I soon find myself in this room lit with candles and incense burning, and the woman is there explaining things which I do not even hear. My senses are all messed up. Too intense. Fuck I think. I have to leave my panties on, can't disturb things down there - as they are. After the instructions she leaves the room, so 'I can get ready.' S'ok she'll just think I'm shy.
This is not relaxing me.
I won't give up the remote.
She comes back in and turns on some music. That starts to relax me, and I am laying there with nothing but towel and panties. So, as my shoulders form puddles in her hands, my watery clit is buzzing on and off between my thighs. My face is looking down through the hole in the table, and she can't see me. I squirm at her touch, if only she knew. Imagining my twat creaming, imagining his eyes on me, our skin touching. I can't stand it!! Soon I am squirming a little too much, and let go the button. I'm breathing too fast and rubbing my feet together. Can she feel my arousal on my skin, the tension, my breathing is ragged I realize. I realize my ass is arched up in the air. She's thinking she did this to me. She offers me a drink. "Would you like some champagne, juice, water?" I chose champagne and I'm not carded. I say "champagne," with no control of my voice. I was so close to cumming. She leaves just then, and I leap upon the button. Oh god! I can't stand it. I have to cum.
She returns a little too quickly, how soon does it take to pour a glass of champagne? She looks at me oddly, concerned, and at that very moment I cum, HARD. I'm cumming and cumming and cumming, so fucking wild. It would not stop!! She can tell, how not? She excuses herself, and I realize my towel is no longer on me, it is on the floor. Five minutes later she returns, I am simply laying there in my panties, candles, incense, music, head in the hole. Do I leave now? It hasn't been an hour. She didn't give me my champagne. She returns then, hands me a glass and returns the towel, covering my backside.
"Feeling better." She is looking rather pleased I think. Probably amazed at the effect she is having on me. She finishes. I am good. And then I leave, and this time go into the house. I pull out my homework and settle into the den. Get some work done. Don't think about anything but study. I manage to write half a page of a Journaling exercise, but then I am digging in my purse looking for it all over again. Already?! I itch. I hurt, squeezing my thighs together. My whole lower half feels warm. I'm so horny today, all day, I can't stand it. God I want to fuck. I press the button lightly, again, again, again. This time I feel nervous. I see him standing there. I can hear the little buzz, and I go over turn on the music, loud enough that the buzzing is gone. Just that delicious liquid vibration, I am gurgling, cum is running down my legs. Would mom hear my buzzing clit?
I begin to whimper, losing control of my legs and decide to run up to my room. Calm down! Don't touch the goddamn remote for awhile I say to myself. I most certainly cum again as my feet run up the stairs, my thighs brushing together and squeezing my delicious ass. I want to be spanked. I want to be tied up. I see him there. This time it feels simply amazing, it feels, mmmmmmmmm.
I am exhausted, reaaaallllly exhaaaausted. Like I've been tazered.
I pad into my room, lay on my bed and fall asleep.
**************
I came home early because I was expecting Sara, and when I arrived her car was in the driveway. I felt my heart in my throat. Never had I been so excited, and I couldn't say exactly why. I got nothing done today.
When I got inside, music was playing but no Sara. I went upstairs and her door was closed. I pushed the door open and there she was, sprawled out on the bed, asleep.



Barefoot, her long legs beneath a little dress. One leg raised. I could stand just so, and look....I simply stood and watched her, music in the background, her face was hidden from me. She had on a halter that barely covered her back. It was tied right at the middle.
I whispered out, "Sara. Sara."
A little louder. "Sara. Honey."
I wanted to wake her before Annie came home, I wanted to talk.
I moved closer up the side of the bed, and settled down near her legs on the mattress. "Sara," shaking her lightly. She moved a little turning her head to me, smiling her teeth at me and pushing her soft hair out of her eyes. "Hi."
"You're here. I've been so excited to see you. All day," it came out like a schoolboy. "Maybe we could talk a little."
She frowned and turning away, covered her head in her arms, then lifting a knee higher cooed out, "No. I don't think I want to 'talk' about it. Anything. Shhhhh."
She lay herself flat on the bed again, and reaching her hand back she simply pulled the tie on her halter, letting the fabric fall down the sides of her back.
"What I'd like though is a back rub. I'm sore from my workout this morning. Can you do that?"
Thinking about the one thing she wanted, I lay my trembling hands on her and began to softly stroke the muscles right at the top of her shoulders, pressing down and squeezing there and then sliding into the base of her little neck. Her small shoulders melting in my hands.
"Mmmmm. I'm kind of tense."
"You got here early. Before me. What time?"
"You don't want to know," and I noticed her squeezing something in her hand.
I continued down her back, her bare flesh in my hands. All the things we have shared. The fantasies. I simply drank her in, continuing to kneed her shoulders working the length of muscles from her arms to her neck, down her spine. She was strong. I could tell. I stroked back up her neck into the line of hair and pressing my fingers into the edges of her head and neck.
Her hair falling around my hands as I pressed into her, it felt so wonderful. Her soft warm flesh. As I squeezed and continued to loosen the muscles, she lifted herself a little on her, her shoulders arched up on her elbows, her head hanging down onto the bed.
She was groaning now, "I am just so wired up. Mmmmm. So relaxing."
I pressed a thumb deep under her shoulder blade and ran it to the center of her back. I loved the feel of her skin. The way her body moved beneath my hands. Yielding.
"God that feels so good." I watched her as she undulated on the bed, her narrow waist, her hips rising and falling. Bringing her foot up, knee bent, touching me with the ball of her foot. I felt myself getting so aroused. She looked back at me just then, and smiled.
That was what we did for the longest time, her eyes on me as I stroked her shoulders, pressing them until they were soft, and then lower working the muscles of her shoulder blades and lower and lower to her lower back, her waist, her hips just above her skirt. I was sitting on the bed close beside her now. Wrapping my hands across her rib cage and pressing my thumbs into her spine. Working her muscles slowly, gradually, and pressing, rubbing her steadily.
And I found myself staring at her ass, her spread legs, its curve beneath the fabric, ripe fruit. Her smell. I continued rubbing her, while with one hand lifted the hem of her dress just the littlest bit up her thighs, doing it again and again, until the bottoms of her panties showed. Candy apple green. Eyeing the thin cotton, so transparent I could clearly see the line of her ass. What was I doing? My cock was hard again pressing in my pants. I had to position myself and she was noticing.
She said, "What are you doing?" Looking back at her dress up around her waist. "No. I don't think." I took my hands away as she said that.
She rose up a little letting the halter fall away from her. I could see the edge of her breasts, and then she lay back down. Seeing my intent was to stop, she put her hand on mine and then lay my hands back on the center of her back.
"No. No. Keep rubbing my back. It's just that. Long story.... You got to learn the meanings of no."
I laughed and began rubbing her again. I noticed, that despite the protest, she didn't adjust her skirt, or make me lay her skirt back down, as it was still lifted up high about her waist. In fact, the way she had moved, one side exposed the cheek of her ass. I could see the staining of her panties between her legs, knew she was wet. I wrapped my hands around her rib cage and let my fingers graze the edges of her breasts beneath her arms.
"Um, you wanted me to touch you, uh, inappropriately."
She didn't move. Silence.
"I did."
I hesitated.
Lifting her hair, I tugged the halter top tie at her neck and untied her halter from her body entirely. She was nearly as naked as this morning, in our chat.
I could hear my voice say, "Turn around," and her soft coo of "No."
I was confused but continued to stroke her, rubbing the sides of her, touching the edge of her breasts as I did. I asked again. "Turn around."
She paused this time, before saying "Ask me again."
And I did, watching her as she wordlessly turned herself over, leaving the tiny fabric top on the bed and lay back, one arm over her head. Her skirt was still up around her thighs, one leg bent and turned to the side, leaving her cunt completely exposed. Her inner thigh, the triangle of panty below her tummy.
She was sopping wet.
"That better," she cooed to me, laying with her head sideways on the bed smiling as she glanced sideways at me, and then away. Her small breasts lay open, her nipples were dark tight ovals, and I lay my hand over her stomach and stroked higher in little circles until I was rubbing her breasts. Stroking, squeezing her.
She said, "This went faster than I intended." And looking up at me, " I had a surprise for you," she closed her eyes.
I said, "Sorry." For no particular reason.
"No. I think - This is better." She let out a contented sigh.
She handed me what was clutched in her hand, a remote with just two buttons on it. I took it, "What is this?"
"Push it."
I held it in my hand and pressed the top button. She moaned out, covered her breasts, "Oh god my nipples ache," looking at me in anticipation. My cock was so hard I could not stand it. I pressed the lower button.
Immediately she curled up, lifting her stomach in the air and I could hear a light buzz from between her legs. She bunched the fabric of her skirt, held her hand over the crotch of her panties, pushing her hand between her legs. She opened her glassy eyes, and managed, "For you..... You control my pussy with that thing. I was just going to give it to you when I got.....oh, mmmmm, in the door," She moaned as I pushed it again. "Oh my god. I hurt."
I looked at her face, her open mouth as she writhed on the bed. She looked incredible, like nothing I had ever seen. Pure liquid desire. I let go the button.
She collected herself, "You press that." She touched it with her finger. "You can make me cum anywhere. You control my pussy, " smiling, an exhausted smile. "I couldn't wait though. I've been using it all day. It hurts now." Holding her hands down between her legs again, frowning. "But god, so good."
I began to squeeze her breasts harder with one hand, pinch her nipples, and then to softly stroke and touch her skin, anywhere and everywhere, sliding my hand over her, so warm. Watching her move to my touch, squirming and stretching. Feeling her shoulders, arms, the curve of her ribs, the pout of her belly, her narrow waist, the edges of her panties, thighs, feet, drawing a line up her inner thigh and laying my hand over her mound - I pressed the button again.
I was breathing in ragged gasps, was seeing spots in my eyes. Seeing pure lust. I just said, "I'm going to make you cum . . ."
She did not move in any way, not to push me away, not to move away. I undid her skirt and slid it down her legs. I watched as she lifted her hips. She sat up then and said here, began unbuttoning my shirts, opening my belt.
In no time, we were both sitting there in just our underwear. My hand in fact continued stroking her breasts as she peeled off my clothes, squeezing her soft flesh in my hand. I simply let my palm slowly drift back to the small of her back, pulling her to me, she giggling "Wait Wait. I don't have you how I want you yet," and drawing circles on her there as she sat up facing me on the bed.
She smiled at me, "This is....Unexpected. Nice." She tossed her hair back and yielding, let me lay her back again.
I pushed the button. She reached her hand and took my cock, I watched her writhing again. "Oh my god. Ohhhh.....it just hurts. Mmmmmm Yes." She tipped her head back and stretched herself out, opening her legs.
I lay beside her and brushed the hair out of her eyes, wanted to see her. She looking at me. Unable to smile, for the pain of the rising orgasm. I let go the button. She was looking at me, expectant. I said "I'm going to make you cum." Her hand had found my cock and was squeezing, pushing down. Making me crazy. And I let out a low moan.
"Oh, yeah," she breathed out, as I let her touch me there.
Silently, I lay down the little device, "But not with this" and hooking my fingers around her panties, began to peel them off. She turned herself around as I did that, and lay on her stomach. Looking back at me, her eyes wide. "No." She said, but did not stop me in anyway. I could see her ass lifting from the bed, helping me as I continued to slide her panties down her legs.
"No." She said again. "We. Can't."
And finally lifting her feet let me slide them off and away from her, leaving just this little strap and the vibrator. It looked like a bee nosing around for pollen. I hooked my fingers and pulled that off too. I said, "I'm going to fuck you."
Silence.
I began to slide my underwear down and standing naked behind her, lay myself down along the length of her body as I said again in her ear, nuzzling her warm hair, "I'm going to cum inside you."
And her whisper "Yes."
I felt her lift her ass, feeling my cock fall between her legs, as I lay down, my legs on each side of her, positioning herself for me.
"How long have you wanted me?"
I didn't know. Now somehow, strangely it felt like always. Her clothes were laying everywhere, across the white sheets hanging off the side of the bed. Mine lay in a neat pile at the foot of the bed.
She was reaching back with her hand and grasping my cock, tugging at me. Placing my tip right at her open cunt. I was watching her small fingers holding me, our naked bodies, skin, her raised ass. It was the first time she touched my bare cock. I pulled away a little, "Not yet."
I wanted this to last, loved the look of her, of our bodies touching, her open pussy, the folds of her gaping cunt. The pucker of her little ass. Her hunger, her hair was already disheveled and I hadn't even fucked her yet. Her shiny cunt, her thighs were wet. The folds of her cunt swelling out, loose and shining. God, she was whimpering at my words, my breath, the feel of me between her legs, sliding on her. Dripping on her. So I slid my cockhead along the line of her pussy, took my time, pressed her lips open, slid my length up and down coating myself with her juices, played with her, watching her cream and bubble around my cock.
Her juices shining between her legs. I was waiting, not penetrating her yet.
She was reaching one hand back, holding me again, wrapping her fingers around the base of my cock, reaching, gently tugging, guiding. I was looking down at her and at us where we came together, as I lay down across her back, my abdomen brushing across her ass, holding myself above her. She was holding my cock and moving herself, pressing me against her. Wanting. Wanting.
And how she was arching her back, pushing her hips up, as I held myself there, pressing against her, leaning into her just the tip of my cock, I could feel the folds of her cunt kissing the head of my cock; as she begins to falls back into the mattress as I follow her. Ass raised in the air. Waiting.
But my tease continued, as I pressed so slowly into her. I felt her lift herself again, and then the opening of her cunt that exquisite pressure as I press inside. The feel her closing around me. I lay along her length, as I begin to lift myself up again. I had pressed just the head of my cock inside, felt it pop into her, holding there and then pulling back out. Feeling her follow, and then pressing inside her again, feeling her undulate beneath me. Her breathing, the rise and fall of her body, our bodies. She took my hand. I kissed nuzzled into her warm hair, nibbling along her shoulder, biting her neck lightly, growling. "My sweet little girl."
She simply whimpered, "We're doing it. Oh....you feel so nice. It feels just so.....right. Mmmmm." The air going out of her as she spoke, sighing her words as I pressed her into the bed, rising and falling on her.
Gradually, I was moving faster upon her, breathing in her ear, whispering, "Yes. I knew we would."
She just says, "Mmmm. Yeah. Oh, Fuck me. Fill me up. Such a nice cock in me."
Her words clouding my mind, I was thrusting deep, trying to press as deeply as I could, each thrust bringing a gasp from her, and whimpering sighs of, "Come on. Fuck me." as she pushed herself back against me, "Fuck me hard. I need it." as hard as she could. Each thrust and her head would rise. "My.....cunt......sssss so hungry."
Her breath was intoxicating, I could feel her trembling as I pushed into her, filling her, drawing out my whole length and thrusting inside. Faster, until we are fucking with abandon. She pressing back and back lifting her knees up, lifting up onto her elbows. I reach around to squeeze her breasts, pull her tight to me. "Oh, you know what I like." Her words these jewels. I know how sensitive her breasts are, want to hurt her. Amazed I know that about my little Sara, begin squeezing her nipples.
"You like that?" I say it low, my voice a deep growl.
"Mmmm, ahhhh, squeeze hard. Hurt me."
"My nipples. Yeah, ahhhh. My second clit." Her head is hanging between her arms. Fucking on the bed, pounding her down, her legs open so wide, bucking against me. "Oh fuck. Fuck me." I can feel my cum rising as I pull her against me, fast and deep, over and over. Holding myself inside her and grinding my cock around, feeling myself held inside her, touching her belly pushed in so hard. Her tight cunny. "You like my cock in you." Forever, we are fucking, time vanishes. And nothing matters, I want to be in her, cum in her, fill her. She is grinding against me as I hold myself inside, turning her hips in this circle, tipping her hips up and down letting the length of my cock be held and squeezed deep inside her cunt. I can feel myself cumming, and reaching down between her legs, press my fingers into her clit, hold her open, rub her there hard, in a fast steady motion, dig my fingers into her, feeling my cock sliding inside with my finger tips, in her body. She is trembling and falling to the bed, ass high in the air, elbows back in this delicious crouch, as her head rises up and she is gasping for air. "I'm cumming. Oh, Ahhh, Ahhh, Ahhh." Crying out, pulsing against my cock.
I can feel her body trembling and I press harder, long strokes, thrusting and pressing my fingers into her, stroking her clit, this quick rhythm, our bodies shaking, clinging together until this wave comes over us, and I am cumming, ribbons of cum filling her and she is crying out and turning her head, thrashing down into the mattress and I lay down on her, lay there, hold to her, still filling her, feeling her body relax as it passes over us. Feeling my cock beginning to soften. Our bodies still one, our skin wet with sweat and cum. I bury my face into her hair, and then roll myself off and lay beside her. Exhausted.
She turns her head, mouth open, eyes still closed. As if her senses cannot take any more in just then..
I lay my hand on her ass, and she turns to me. I look at her naked body, the swell of her breasts, her tight little nipples as she lay there. She slides her hand along the length of my cock, still stiff, not hard, touches the tip of my penis my little hole right on the tip. She smiles at me, and our senses come back to us a little as we lay there. She touches her finger to her tongue and tastes me, us. The smell of sex and sweat, is warm in the air. I lean in and kiss her mouth, her lips forming a smile.
Finally she lay on her side facing me, turning slow, languorously, her one arm held out straight above her head, and stretching out her naked length before me, letting me see her naked body, her breasts her mashed little puss, bare legs, thin waist. Not hiding herself at all from me.
She says, "All day I've been imagining you doing this to me. My Fantasy. I got dressed, looked in the mirror, running around the house naked, imagining your eyes on me. And now.....What happened?"
"I don't know. I don't know. Love." I took her hand and we twine our fingers together. I held her wrist, drawing line up along her arm.
She turns to me, leans in, fluttering her eyes. "Hmmm, can't resist me."
"You have no idea." I face her nose to nose. "No I can't."
"The fantasies, all the.....playing around, that's what it is."
"Being Us. Our true selves, that's what you had called it," I say as I stroke the line of her hip, touch the stray hairs at the edge of her puss. "You know a ME no one does. More animal...."
"Than mineral. Ha!" She rolled onto her back, and batted her arms a little, curled them against her breasts, her smile. Wicked grin.
Silence. I continued, "And then we met for the first time."
"No." She snuggled herself up close to me, and lifted her thighs, wrapped herself tight to me as I wrap my hand around the low of her back. "Not the first time." She kissed my lips soft, then backed away looking in my eyes, "It scares me." I could feel the warmth of her, feel the hair of her pussy tickle my abdomen. Our flesh sliding together again. I slid my hand down onto her ass and tipped my fingers into the line of her ass, and down between her legs. Her cunt was open and wet. She opening her legs for me, smiles and looks back at my hand, "You like the way I feel?"
"Mmmm, hot. So wet." I pushed my finger up inside her. She rolled on her back, opening her legs wide, pulling me on top of her, bringing her knees up around me. I was hard again as I lay on her.
"Fuck me," Her hand on my cock. "From now on."
*************
I opened my email from Sara this morning and she attached a song. I played it:
Sex with you is all I want,
Sex with you and sometimes food is all I really want,
Sex with you and sometimes food and maybe a movie or a play
Is all I really want today
Sex with you and sometimes food and maybe a movie or a play and sleep,
But not too much at all, is really all I want.
Sex, food, movie, play, sleep...
Shower, a shower with you and some shampoo would be oh so good
Sex with you and sometimes food and a movie or a play,
Some sleep, a shower and a shampoo with you is all I really want.
Really.
************
There was a little note at the bottom:
'We never took that drive you wanted:)
lovelovelove
Sara'
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It was early in the morning and I was gathering all the stuff I would need today, and had put on my best little red bikini for my day at the beach with all my new college friends after my Freshman Year let out. It was the first warm day of the year and I had spent a good portion locked away in my room secretly planning this day. I was starting to sort of have a new boyfriend and I invited him. I haven't had like a real boyfriend since I moved back home. I was in the kitchen with a picnic basket, filling it with fruit and beer and sodas. I had reached for one of the cans and it tipped on its side and rolled off the counter onto the floor. I watched it hit with a bang and pulled my bathing suit cover tight around my shoulders looking back toward his room.
Shit. I heard a stir, some footsteps.
Shit. Shit. That would be daddy. He always sleeps late, I had wanted to get out of the house before he woke. He was sleeping off a late night, I heard the door latch. I was still living with daddy, and every thought of moving just hadn't panned out yet.
I heard the bathroom door pull shut, and thought I have a little time. Hurry. Hurry. But then, there he was, standing by the refrigerator. I glanced at him and smiled, "Hi," still putting things in the basket and closing the lid. I turned the water on. He was bare chested, wearing just his boxers. He was very tall, sort of rough looking - dark hair, he worked as a house framer. Uncontrollable.
"What the fuck is that racket?" He was eyeing me up and down, making me uncomfortable, the way he could.
"Some friends of mine. We're just going to the beach. Go back to bed."
"Jesus. What time is it?" He wandered lazy circle in the kitchen. "That boys coming along isn't he? I don't see him too often, he sneak in through your window or something?" He laughed.
He stumbled past me, grabbed a beer out of my basket and clicked it open. I couldn't see him now, imagining his eyes roaming over my body. I could feel his breath in my hair.
No privacy in this house. He was standing behind me, silent now just looking at me as I pulled the thin top around my shoulders. You could see right through, my bare skin coloring the fabric a light pink. I had the kind of bikini top that tied at my neck, so my whole bare back was exposed to him.
"You came home late," I said. And then, "Can't you just go back to bed."
"Don't you tell me what to do young lady. This is my house." He moved closer. "Fuck. Can't I even walk in my own house now? Fuck." I turned a little to see him out the corner of my eye and could see his cock hardening in his boxers, the fly opening from the pressure of his cockhead.
I let my eyes linger a little long there. He smiled, "Yeah." And he looked down at his crotch, following my eyes. "HE might of fucked you last night. But, not the way you like it? Eh." He stepped closer now as I turn around, and lay his hand on my shoulder, gently scratched the thin fabric.
"You're looking pretty damn delicious for the beach. Someones gonna want to eat you up. Where'd you get that suit?" He whistled. "You look Hot."
Wow! I blushed a little. I liked when he thought I was pretty. I just turned back to the sink. Smiling to myself. Don't say anything, I thought to myself. I felt his hand lift away from me, a sigh of relief.
Next thing I knew, I felt his hands press down along my waist, touching the string that wrapped tight around my hips. He was just holding my hips with his fingers, pushing and tugging on me a little. Then he took his hand away again, and I did not move. Turning the water on again, I felt his fingers squeezing hard into my shoulders. Felt him delicately push the hair over my shoulders and I tipped my head down, letting him. "You need to relax."
With dad, I knew there was no point in struggling. He liked to walk into the bathroom when I was showering and pull the curtain back if he had something to say, eyes on my pussy, or pull me to himself and hug me tight, pressing his body against me. Said whatever he wanted, whenver.....
But . . . damn, I loved it when he rubbed my shoulders and squeezed his hand up my neck pressing his fingers through my hair. I could feel the strength of his hands. He pressed into my sore muscles with his thumbs. I sighed lightly.
"Feels nice daddy. Rub my hair again, yeah like that." I was tipping my head forward, holding myself up on the counter, elbows bent, letting my hair trail down into the sink. "Mmmmm. Yeah."
Silence.
Then after a little while, "Thanks, I have to go." He said nothing.
He kept rubbing, then grunted, "You look so fucking hot in this . . .Ain't three inches of fabric on you."
"We're going to the beach daddy. You said it looks nice on me. You shouldn't even be noticing."
"Little slut! I said it looked hot on you, not fucking nice." He was rubbing me now right over the fabric of my ass, tracng his fingers along the seam from my hips down to the curve of my ass, and then let the palm of his rough hands slide over the bare skin of my ass. "Naw...you ain't no prissy little girl are ya? Going to put out for this little boy of yours again? Oh wait, you already did! Last night. Slut." His gutteral laugh.
"Daddy! Quit calling me a slut. I like him. He's nice. I'm not a . . ." I didn't even want to say it, I hated when he called me a slut, just because I happen to be attractive. "Don't say that. I hate when you're mean to me." I shrugged. "Be nice."
I could feel him rub my waist again, roaming his hands down my thighs across my bare ass over my hips, around onto my tummy. He began kneeding me there, squeezing me, holding me with both hands now, tipping his fingers right into the top of my bathing suit. "Well. You're nearly naked. Going out like this?" And he tipped his fingers lower down reaching into the little triangle of my suit.
"No hair either? You shaved." I began to blush.
I was trying to wriggle myself away from him now. "Stop it. I HAVE to go. They're going to be here any minute."
"Who?"
"My friends."
I could feel his hands holding onto me, tightening on me as I struggled. Sliding up my front, over my abdomen, my tummy, higher, cupping my small breasts with his hands, squeezing me there over my top.
"Who?" He said it again.
"Stop it. Daddy," I squeaked. Then he was touching me, sliding his open hands lower, running down my sides, and reaching around, lower, laying his big hand right over my puss, from the front while his other hand wandered over my body. Shit. They would be here any minute, I had to think this through.
"Just testing out this little suit of yours. Red. You know how I love red. Almost as much as . . .pink." and he squeezed me, a big handfull right between my legs.
I was pushing back, shaking my hips, "It's going to be a hot day. It's the beach. Daddy. Let go. I just want. . ."
"I'll say it's hot. Fucking hot." I could feel his warm breath at my shoulder as he leaned over me, pressing his wet lips into my neck, curling his fingers between my legs. Squeezing me there.
"Luck boy who gets to get into your sweet pants," and as he whispered that into my ear I could feel him pulling the crotch of my bikini to the side. So now I was pressed into the counter and couldn't move in any direction without his hands or his mouth making their intrusions on me. I needed to be diplomatic.
"Daddy, honest. Daddy, They're coming. Behave now. I don't have time." I cooed this all to him, "Later, alright." Wrinkling my little nose at him as I said it.
Nothing. I shook my hips, tipping back into his hand. Nothing. He was stroking me now, a steady rhythm that was beginning to get to me. I could feel myself melting, my insides warming, my cheeks were hot, my pussy was wet. I was trying to pull myself away, swinging my hips and walking along the counter trying to shake him loose, but could feel him simply pull me back, light as a feather back toward him.
I could feel my feet slide on the floor as he cupped my bare pussy now from behind, holding me, pulling on me, slipping his fingers into the folds of my flesh. I could feel his fingers brushing over my bare cunt, squishing me open. Oh god, it felt good, his fingers scratching over my bare flesh, the tight pull of the fabric as it pinched between my legs. He was massaging my cunny with his open palm, and working my clit now with his fingers.
His voice changing, softening, "I was right. Shaved."
His touch was lightening now too, becoming delicate as he pushed one then two fingers up inside me, and without control I moaned and grasped the counter. Held myself there for him. Could feel myself opening up, legs opening. His middle finger curling inside me, scratching me there, knowing how I loved that. My hair was touching the counter, I was bent over now, feeling this hunger rising in me, moaning as his fingers slid inside me, filling me, and then working my clit with this fast, perfect rhythm.
"Mmmmmm." I was his quarry, pushing myself back against him, turning my hips now back and forth into his hand, meeting his touch, guiding his carresses. I couldn't help myself.
"Just as I thought, my little sluts cunt getting hungry. So juicy" I was opening my legs and pressing back, "Looking for something?"
I hated when he did this, how he could get me into this state. And so quickly. But fuck, now I was so horny, and he knew it. Secretly I knew he was right.
I was always so tense, so busy and I just didn't get enough of . . . my body was always on fire, and it drove me crazy. And when I WAS touched ....it was almost painful, this little cat in heat. He knew. I was so aroused now. I found his hard cock as this line in his boxers and pressing against him, began to undulate slide my crotch along his length.
And as I did that I was still saying, "Daddy! You . . have to stop. . . Stop it now! We don't . . .have . . ." I could feel myself sliding my legs together for hime, dropping onto my elbows as I bent over for him. He was pulling my bikini bottoms down my thighs, and I let him. He let go of me for just a second, but found my clit as i slid my legs wide for him, ooooooo, this perfect touch. His fingers digging into my clit, harder now. God, how did he know my body.
"Ohhh.. . . Please. . .Stop. You have to . . . I can't." I didn't move as I began to grind my puss into his hand, my juices soaking his fingers. He moved his hand away, I continued to press my cunt back when with a start realized I was rubbing myself against his bare cock. I looked back, his boxers laying on the floor. His hard cock held straight up against his abdomen by the lips of my pussy. I glanced up into his eyes.
"Hungry little girl?" He had reached up and pulled the tie on my bikini top and began squeezing my bare tits. Pinching my nipples as I slid my cunt along the full length of his cock. I was sorry that in a moment of weakness I had told him they were my second clit.
I whimpered, "If you're going to do it, do it, hurry!" I tipped my ass high, opening my legs wide tipping my hips back, closing my eyes, and waited. My cheek lay down on the counter now and I had pushed all my stuff for getting ready away. Holding my arms out, my hair tangling around my face, holding my mouth open breathing in ragged gasps. My cheeks burned, the counter felt cold. So good, as . . .
"I love your sweet little pussy. It's always so tight," he said as I could feel the head of his cock touch between my legs and then as it pressed me right open, filling me so deep up inside. His whole length pressing into me in one motion, and I squeezed my legs just to feel him there. The head of his cock, bigger than his shaft, the feeling of being stretched wide open. His hands roaming over my body as he fucked me. As I let him do anything to me.
"Ohhh," he was big, and damn I was tight with HIM in me. It felt so good as he slid deep inside and then drew himself out. I began to meet each stroke, undulating, pressing back against him as hard as I could, rocking my hips and letting him fuck me. Letting him squeeze my nipples hard, biting and kissing my neck as he did. Holding me, fucking me, digging his fingers between my legs, squeezing me roughly as we fucked.
He pressed his face into my hair, scratching me with his rough whiskers, whispering, "Like it, like being fucked. You'll be feeling THIS . . . " he was beginning to lift me from the floor with each thrust.
I was holding my mouth open, eyes squeezed shut, "Uh. . . Uh . . .Uh." He was thrusting into me so hard now.
". . . While you're laying on that beach. Like it? Tell me you like it. ." and then he raised me up off the floor, was holding me up with his cock, cradling me in his arms letting me raise and fall as he impaled me over and over. Until I was standing just on tippy toes and plunging down again, harder and harder.
He was growling, "Oh fuck." I could feel him trembling. "Oh my Baby . . . " he was trembling and thrusting inside me, pumping my whole body up and down on his cock. Using me. My clit was sliding along his whole length with the full weight of my body. I could feel my first orgasm rising over me.
"Oh Christ daddy. . . Come on." I could feel a wave of pleasure wash over me as my cunt contracted in spasms around his cock. I could barely speak, "Hurry!"
Just then a horn was honking, I looked up. From the driveway. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
They were here.
"Hurry up. Come on daddy, just cum in me." He was fucking with abandon, these long delicious strokes. I cooed out. "I want it. I want you in me, cum in me. Come on! Just . . .cum!"
I could hear him growling, "Fucking my little girl. Tell me. . . How you like it. Tell me you want me to fuck you."
"My legs are so open for you . . . letting you fuck me . . . Oh fuck. Fuck me daddy. I want you in me. . . cum in me." I was reaching back now and scratching him with my nails, drawing my long nails up his thighs and around his cock, digging in with my nails. Scratching him.
And I felt his cock quiver as this surge of cum, wave after wave filling me. It came with such a force that as he filled me I could feel a second orgasm rise up over me and I fell down on the counter. "Oh god! I'm cuming! Harder. Yes Oh . . ." I was panting, whimpering, crushing my puss against him, losing all sense of where I was, spasming against him. I always came twice with daddy.
When I came back around from my orgasm, I was sitting on the floor. That cold floor pressed on my puss, I could feel myself leaking on the floor. My bikini hung around one ankle and my top was hanging down around my waist. He was kneeling on the floor and kissing my hair and neck, as it tangled around my shoulders. We were sweating, this sheen of moisture covering our bodies, just this tangle of flesh on the floor, the heat between us, the smell of sex.
I turned and kissed him soft, felt his hand hold me by the small of the back. We kissed, let our mouths open, touched tongues. I looked in his eyes. Filled him with my tongue.
He was whispering, "Sweet love," always sweet after he came.
Then, the doorbell!
I grabbed my bottoms and ran out of the kitchen, turning my head in from the hall hissed at him. "Go get your robe on. Get the door." I stood there for a moment, my bottoms in my hand, cum running down my legs, him on the floor looking at me. "Hurry up. Tell them I'm coming. You're making me late."
He smiled, "Ok." And following behind me.
"Tell them it'll be just a minute." I held my hand between my legs holding the cum inside as I stepped to the bathroom. Completely exposed, I stood in the doorway my hand over my puss. He came back, standing naked before me, pulling his robe over his shoulder looking at me getting ready in the bathroom. I was also completely naked, tipping my pussy out and dobbing tissue between my legs.
Natural, letting him see me. I saw his limp cock close in the fabric of his robe and squeezed my thighs together.
I heard the door open.
"Is Gina here?"
"Uh, yeah son. She is. She's overslept, think she thought you was coming later. Told me just another minute or so. Here let me get some of her stuff for you. Load it in the car. She never gets the times right."
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I just got a letter from Lisa. It’s been seven years. She is out of college now, working. We haven’t see one another for at least three years, maybe four. We have, our lives have become ordinary. But she wrote this to me, an answer to my wanting to see her again. I will share this. Somehow this letter from her explains everything.
Matthew,
You asked me what I would do if you came out here to stay a week with me? To just show up at my door, surprise me, meet my friends. Hang out.
What would I do?
I thought about this on the drive home today. We both say I would be nervous, but it's much more than that. I would be a complete mess of nerves. VERY shy, VERY unsure, and ultimately, VERY uncomfortable because of my nervousness. Self conscious. And excited. I think I could manage dinner and a movie with you now, if you ever did come to visit, and more than that I would have to wait and see. It has been a long long time, things change. We have written a lot. This thread between us. But still . . . I might just pass out or toss my cookies at the dinner table. Hahahaha. I'm joking, but I'm also serious. I have a very weak stomach sometimes, it's kind of gotten worse over time, no matter how mellow I get, or how I learn to deal with situations mentally, my stomach does flip flops. I think that I would want to talk to you a lot, just have a normal conversation, but with voices, not letters. I think that would be so wonderful. Squeeze my eyes shut and give you a big hug. And of course I imagine I want to jump your bones. But I can't promise anything. I could be just as likely to do the passing out or tossing cookies as the jumping of your bones. Just thinking about it gives me butterflies.
I do feel needed, but I don't want you to feel blue. I understand it, I feel that way too. I think of you often, blue myself, and I know you miss me too. But I don't want you to feel blue. I want you to think of me and smile.
I love to think about us, before, of being all yours. The weeks of 'lessons' you telling me I had nothing to learn. Me saying . . . oh god, the things I said. Hee Hee Hee. I am laughing evilly again because I love the idea right now of you coming out here. And you know I would dress up anyway you wanted, for you, for our night out. I know how you like panties. O . . . I am getting dizzy thinking about it... At least, I think it's from thinking about it.
My boyfriend and I? You have very little reason to be jealous of him. He does get to hug me, kiss me, fuck me, whatever now and he doesn't do it often enough. He is rarely affectionate with me in those ways. He doesn't lust after me. I think he finds me attractive, but he is not overcome with lust for me. Sigh. Like I said, I'm a hopeless romantic. What WE have together is something I do not have with him. It is SPECIAL. Wanton lust. I loved how you looked at me. The time we had WASyour look could see the inner me, the parts that don't show their faces in everyday light, but sit somewhere just below the surface. And can they ever? Sometimes just the littlest remembered moment can make me glow, like . . . you know - you're the only one who does. That post orgasmic glow. The only times I really am beautiful.
Tell you what - how about I fly out sometime and we can spend a weekend together with you, just us, a day in bed. I have this crazy desire to Paint You! There is such a part of me that wants to see you out there. Would Mandy mind? Evil laugh again.
As far as your offer, whatever you say my love, I will do. But I am too terrified to say it in full seriousness right now. Give me time. I know you are and will. And you know, when I say things like I want to be TAUGHT, that I am still CURIOUS, it's that I want to be explored, I want to be shown the kind of pleasure my body is capable of giving. I have not really had that, and I want so badly to be shown that, feel that again. Be mastered. Broken down, put back together into something better. I am so silly. That is what I mean: Dissolved, disheveled, naked in your bed. Completely out of control of my own body. Out of my mind. Not self conscious and shy.
How much do I love you? And what do we have? You ask that with so much pain in your letter. How much? So much my heart right now is swelling up and I think it's going to pop right out of my chest. So much, I am often surprised to find myself smiling, because I'm lost in the thought of you. So much that I would keep the secret of us forever if I had to, not EVER meet if it were guaranteed somehow that all this would never end. I need you here in my life in some form, be it email or real live flesh. I could just sit here, anywhere, close my eyes and think of you, think of us in our little room. Think about it at work while I'm shuffling paper from this pile to that pile and get all swollen, hot and wet. Hold my thighs together tight. Lick my lips. Yum. I can think of it for hours. So, in a way, you are already here.
And I want to scream it to the world, but I can't. I have to hide it here, deep inside...
My Secret.
So I guess I am what you say - human. Your pearl that is hidden away. It's fun to be human. I realize now that not many people are.
Love, Your Pink little Pearl
Lisa
*************
This is a hard story to write. Every moment is burned into my memory. I also have to warn you, this story is long. Probably too long. It cant be helped.
Another thing.
I can not identify exactly why or at what point what happened happened. The cause. If I knew, it never would have happened at all. But that was just it, there were no markers along the way. Rather, it was a series of gradual turns, so how does one say here or here? When I really think about it, the point of beginning was well before THIS story begins.
I remember that at some point, long ago, Lisa began to stay with our grandparents in the summer for three months at a time. For three months I never saw her. We were very close, and it had a profound impact on me; I believe that somehow that pattern of her presence and absence and presence year after year - the sadness and longing while she was gone, the joy and attachment I felt when she returned inserted the initial speck of dust into my soul.
Call it Desire.
Like a sting. Awaiting a trigger. That is when this story begins. Like a mosquito bite they say 'Don't Scratch, it'll make it worse.' But it itches and you scratch.
And it gets worse just like they say
That is the beginning.
(Oh and no character in this story is ever under the age of 18. We are all adults here.)
--
I had been attending Seminary, working on my pastoral degree with a counseling minor. My ultimate goal was to be a pastor. I was almost done and had even begun my second year interning. My sister, Lisa, was in her last year of high school with only six months left before graduating. We had just celebrated her 18th birthday. She obviously still lived at home with our parents, who are very conservative, very strict, very religious. We shared their values, but not with quite the same intensity. More mercy, less justice, is how I describe it. But we are all very close. I lived just a mile away from my parents home, and my school was less than half a mile from Lisa's highschool.
So we saw each other often. First, because I went to mom and dad's house for meals quite a bit, and second because Lisa would stop by my house when she walked home from school just to say hi.
Its funny the order I am telling this story.
I am also married. I married the first girl I kissed.
I am already trembling as I write this all down.
*************
"Lord, Thank you for this meal you have provided us. Thank you for bringing us all together this evening, and for blessing us as you have. Lord we pray for all those suffering in the world, for the hungry and those without a home. Please provide for those without, and let us be thankful for what we have. Amen."
We sat around the table and held hands as we prayed.
I was sitting next to my sister Lisa, my wife Mandy was across the table, and my mom and dad sat at each end of the table. These were our regular places. Tonight Mandy fixed the meal and we were all sitting in the little dining area of our apartment. We lived in a two story apartment, all the common rooms on the first floor and a small bedroom on the second floor, with a door that went down the back to the outside from a small deck area.
Lisa was very quiet, which was not really like her. She was seated next to me in her cotton dress, buttoned to the top. She always wore dresses, down to her knees, blues, blacks and greys. Her hair was long, dark. She had hazel eyes, downcast tonight, just picking at her food. I was sensitive to things like that, I noticed the needs of others.
Later that evening, while dishes were being cleared and everyone was settling down in the living room to watch some TV, I caught a moment with Lisa.
"Lis-"
She looked at me, averting her gaze.
"What is it? You seem down."
She simply shook her head no, as she said quietly, "Been thinking about some things. That's all."
"You can tell me."
There was a silent pause before she shook her head no.
"I better not."
**************
The encounter with my sister the night before had me vexed. My sister and I were very close and I could not imagine what could be wrong. I was imagining her dealing with some relationship issues, perhaps with someone she should not be - we had rules about dating non-Christians. Or, it could be something else. But what? Something worse. She was a quiet girl, shy, but not around us, not with me. She had this wonderful soft voice, full of life and a mischievous glint in her eye. Like she was always figuring things out. She threw her head back when she laughed.
I had heard there was someone at the high school she was maybe interested in. I kept wondering, thinking about it. Worrying. I talked to her some again about it. Reminding her I had taken counseling classes, that I could help. She knew I was a good listener, but declining to share each time, and seeming more down as the days passed.
Lisa hinted a little more one afternoon when she stopped by the house. A tidbit. A clue.
"It's about something I did, or....am doing."
"Sis. This is important. You need to talk about it," I said as she pressed her hands together. My fears were being confirmed. What I was thinking about. I continued, "I won't tell a soul. This is just between us."
She had walked to the apartment today on her way home. It was 3:00 in the afternoon. Mandy worked till 6:00 and I had afternoons free to study.
She sat down, holding her knees tight together, her skirt flapping over the ends of her knees. She was tugging the fabric down and over calves.
"This year has just been a really hard year for me. REALLY hard." She began to hug her knees a little, bending over, looking down.
"Twelfth grade can be hard. A lot changes." I was nodding my head. Agreeing.
"I worry, am worrying so much, about so many things, college, and being an adult and...." She looked away. I was confused now.
"Is it someone you are dating?"
She shook her head no. A sense of relief released inside me. We were to be virgins until married, in every sense of the word.
"What? Just say . . .something, anything . . . you can tell me."
"Well.... I.....Its just. I have been filled with these feelings, overwhelming feelings." Her hand was placed on her stomach and she pressed, looking toward me. Her cheeks flushed. She was looking away again, "And I can't help it." She got up and walked to window and as she stood there said quietly, "I have been Masturbating." Then turning to me, met my eyes. "There, I said it."
I didn't know what to think.
Or what to say. That was a sin. A sexual sin, a sin of fantasy and fantasy was almost the same as what I had been worrying about, but. . . it was enough. But, then for me - this was my sister. Don't cast stones. I knew I masturbated, did at times. Kept it hidden, to myself. I resisted. Very seldom. But.....
Do I share that? How do we have this conversation? How . . . with my sister? It was easier being married. Do I say that? No.
All that came out was, "You . . . masturbate?"
"Yes." She came back over, sat down. And the flow of words, quiet, almost whispers, "A lot. I get this . . . urge, this burning sensation, these feelings. Longings, temptations. Fantasies. There is nothing to do. When I am nervous, and . . ." She looked at me, eyes glistening.
I felt myself grow warm, as I looked into her innocent eyes - a picture of her, these images, I was spinning. I was looking at her swaying around, her thin fingers. Her hazel eyes looking into mine just then.
"I've had a lot on my mind, for a long time." She was up again, pacing, "It's not easy to confess. Matthew, you can not say anything to anyone. Not even Mandy. But . . .I have no one I can talk to. But you."
I agreed. "This is good. A start. You need to control yourself then."
There was a pause, and as she stood looking out the window, she spoke in an even voice. "Matthew. I just want to LOSE control. My whole life has been . . . control. Be this. Be that. I'm too wound up. I'm going crazy inside when what I need is to go crazy outside. In six months I will be graduating and I will be an adult and . . . I haven't even kissed a boy."
"You are waiting, though - right?" I stammered, surprised by her words. "This is stress you are feeling, just stress."
"No." She was about to say something before she continued, "Yes. You are right. I can't even imagine kissing . . . anyone. But . . . so, that is what I do, I imagine I am..without, doing it." She looked back at me, I listened, not believing what I heard. She was always somehow 'accepting' of the Truth of moral behavior. Never questioning. But a look now in her eyes, of something more, could I ever have suspected such thoughts. This was not a part of her at all, not the Lisa I knew.
This idea of wanting to lose control, it was not good. I did not like hearing it. But I did not want to be judgmental, not yet anyway. I needed to hear her out, I said I would. But still . . .
She continued, "I believe you when you say you think it's stress, but . . . ever since last summer I feel like this different person is emerging inside, wanting . . . more. I don't know, something. More. I don't even know what. It can be so horrible. I've had to come to terms with my true feelings, and it's just awful to think that I may never be close to anyone."
"What are you saying? Sure you will. You need to meet someone, a boy, a . . .Christian boy. Just be more outgoing, talk to people more, in group settings, like you do with mom and dad, with me. You have such a great sense of humor . . .and . . ."
"I mean, that's just it isn't it, I am SHY Matthew. Too shy. I will NEVER meet anyone, anyone I would care for. Truly. If I went out on a date I would probably toss my cookies. So I guess what I'm saying is, where were you back then when I needed this advice?"
I was beginning to say more, but she talked over me.
" It's a dangerous situation - I know it - and I don't know that even if I were faced with a chance to do something like kiss someone, say, or . . . whatever." She was gradually lowering her voice now as she spoke, finally sitting down next to me. "I don't know if I'd have the courage, even, to do it. It's been so ground into me how wrong it all is. It's so much easier to fantasize. In my fantasies I can do anything . . . be as wild and seductive as I want, but in real life I'm much more shy, self conscious. I feel like two people. But then, what happens to me inside, what I need then. This physical need. It comes out."
"But god sees what is inside too. It is still sin. And it gets stronger because you are giving in to it!" I had to say it.
And she looked up at me, the horror in her eyes, getting up again. Tears welling in her eyes.
Through her tears she sputtered, "It's so awful, this...I don't know...It's awful but then, Matthew it IS nice too. It feels . . . "
She walked to the window again, holding the curtains in her fingers, stroking the fabric, as she looked out, " There is this guy at school, last spring. He seemed interested and I was excited to go back this year, talk to him, maybe I don't know. I hadn't seen him all summer. Thinking maybe I will have a boyfriend. You know. Maybe. And when we first met, it seemed almost like it used to be... could be, but then it changed. Suddenly. For no reason. What had I done? I don't know what to do NOW. He doesn't talk to me."
Pause.
"How can he just ignore me? I felt so luminous, like I was glowing from the inside out, and he said he would call me in the summer. I felt that moment, just from being around him. I imagined the summer, what we could do. But. He never called. And that started my fantasies. Of US meeting. It's driving me nuts. I can't stand the feeling, and so I need to relieve myself. It gets better after, but then. Oh Matthew . . . it is every day now, TWICE a day now."
I had this moment, fleeting images, imagining her on her bed. Putting it away from myself immediately. A white blanket, her knees raised up beneath the fabric. Her skin. Her sex. Did she pull the covers over herself? Remove her clothes? Was it in the bathroom, the shower? I imagined her hands, looking at her slender fingers just then. Fingers pressed up inside. I closed my eyes. Putting it away each time.
She sat down by me again. I took her hand. Felt each of her small fingers, stroked the palm of her hand. "Lisa, I think, you need to stop. Trust me. Work on the problem, which is stress. It is." I pressed my eyes shut - putting it away again. As I continued, "The changes are coming and you were always one to think ahead, plan ahead. Now with so much changing it is overwhelming. But, you can get through it all. All of it. God is there for you, he will not tempt you beyond what you are able. This is a test. God is helping you grow. It sounds like stress. Like so much is going on and this diverts you. At this time of worry, Satan can only tempt. But God overcomes, overcomes all sin. All temptation. We can think about that, work on that, pray. Everything else then will take care of itself. In the meantime, Pray for forgiveness for strength. We do not worry for tomorrow. God feeds us, and clothes us like the lilies in the field." I was looking at her soft white hands. "You can read your bible and pray and ..."
"I have."
*****************
After that conversation, I could not fully absorb all that Lisa had told me. But in another sense, I couldn't stop thinking about it. It absorbed me, drew me in. I couldn't stop thinking about her, her feelings. Her room. The vision of her, in MY imagination. This seed, and her words, 'That burning sensation'
I found myself thinking of her masturbating - 'every day, twice a day.'
I asked her again a few days later, "How is it going?"
"Ok. . . Oh, You mean . . . oh." She just looked away.
And I watched her walk off, her cheeks mottling. Eyes, liquid. I began to watch the way she moved. To see the smallness of her waist, her small delicate hands. The way she looked at you before turning her head, the way her hair fell across her cheek. Her clothes, the way the fabrics hung from her, loose so you could not make out a figure, but she had a figure, a fine narrow waist, full hips, long legs, dark hair, and beautiful lips. Full lips, not like my wife's . . .
I would press my eyes closed, shaking these thoughts from my mind. Put it away each time.
I had married Mandy two years before. We went to the same College, it was how we met. We liked each other very much, spent so much time together. We shared the same values, she wanted to be a pastors wife and I wanted to be a pastor. Our beliefs were very similar. We held hands, read the bible together. I remember the first time we kissed, how nice it was, her tight lips. I was a virgin and so was she. She was the first girl I had kissed.



It was hard after we were married. Not having sex at all, being told it is a sin, and then all of a sudden one day you can - that suddenly, somehow, it is all ok. It is a very odd transition. It especially took her awhile to adjust. She was very shy, and it had to be dark and she had to be wearing something. At first it seemed the sensation of my touch hurt her. The look on her face as my hands wandered over her body. I remember fumbling around in the dark, trying to figure things out, her body. I mean, you have some idea, you learn what it is you are supposed to do. But there is more to it after all, and there she was laying still arms at her side in the dark, and there I was fumbling around on top of her.
She would not touch me, guide me, no helping at all. She let me kiss her, kiss me back, but that was all. Her trembling body, her warmth, her nightgown pulled up around her waist, in the dark. If I could have turned on the light, seen what I was doing. Seen HER. Just to see her. It was a little like trying to fix a stove, not knowing how, and you have to do it with the lights out.
But I was ready, so ready, and I lay down on her, the weight of my body pressing her down into the mattress, and she would close her eyes, bite her lips tight and knowing she was feeling me, naked, hard as I lay down and moving on her. Letting my penis slide along her thighs, feeling her open her legs slightly, finding my way, and then sensing it was right - somehow - pressing myself, pressing hard feeling myself slip into her, inside, feeling her open up, so soft, this gentle pressure. I remembered thinking how soft, and delicate and gentle. The way she yielded, her body opening, letting me inside as I would move on her. It was really beautiful, and then as I pressed, my penis was held back, and pressing . . .that release as I felt myself slide full inside her, inside her body. And that cry she made. We were no longer virgins. And she curling herself into a little ball after, by my side and then going to take a shower. To be clean.
Those first times. Not terrific, but still wonderful.
Now, it was better, though I had nothing to compare. No means of. . . knowing. It was like a book I had read somewhere, where the husband says. 'Get ready wife, I have something dreadful I have to do to you.' But it was not that, not at all. It was wonderful, we were in love. I loved the feel of her, her touch, her eyes on me as I read the Bible for devotions in the morning. She did adore me. I just remember there being times when I would think, somehow there should be more to it.
The lights were still out, she was still clothed during the 'act' as she called it. Darkness, the feeling of her warm flesh, her heavy nightclothes. She did not like being seen naked. Ever. The week after I first talked to Lisa about her problem, that evening Mandy and I were getting ready for bed and I came out of the bathroom naked, and rather than slip on a T shirt and underwear in the bathroom as I normally do, I left them off. She was sitting at the dresser and fixing her hair, glancing my way in the mirror. I noticed. She did not appreciate it when I was naked.
She said, "We should not uncover our nakedness as Noah did."
I responded, "He was drunk, that was the sin, and besides, our bodies are gods creation. They are Good, Very Good. God wrote Song of Solomon, with breasts exposed."
I walked over naked and stood behind her, took her small breasts in my hand, rubbing her through her nightgown and squeezed as I spoke these words. I felt my penis grow hard.
She let me, momentarily, then pulling herself away, turning to the mirror. "It's only that, lustful thoughts should not consume us."
I thought of Lisa.
****************
The very next day, Lisa arrived right at 3:00, it had been at least a week since we had last talked. I had been doing better. I mean, in terms of controlling MY thoughts.
She arrived, in a light blue dress with wide shoulder straps and a white collared shirt underneath buttoned high. Her dark hair was tussled a bit, shining, her cheeks were red, the end of her nose. It was windy and cold outside.
I walked out with a cup of coffee, offered some to her - she said no - and sat down near her. As I gazed at her face, looking into her eyes I could see she had been crying. Streaks of wet staining her cheeks,, the end of her nose was red and runny. Her lips swollen.
"You been crying?"
She nodded.
"Here." I handed her a tissue.
She wiped her cheeks, then holding it to her nose and with her head turned and looking down she sat silent for a while, one hand held tight to her lap.
She said to no one, "The SAT's are in a week. I have been studying for them. I'm ready. I think I'm ready. I start to apply at colleges after the scores come back."
"You're nervous about the test?"
She nodded, "Yes."
"Is that why you are crying?"
"That's part of it. But. . . its...I masturbated again. At school this time. In the bathroom." Again, looking away, "twice this morning. Once at home, in the shower. And.... I can't . . ." She was crying now. I lay my hand on hers.
This image of her in the shower. I turned the conversation, "The test will be ok. Once it is over you'll feel better."
"No. No. I can't stand this feeling. I want something. I don't know. I Just want to feel . . .my senses. . ."
She did not finish, and I jumped in, "Lisa. It IS, every time you have something come up you are nervous about. Honestly. I know. You Just need to calm down." Changing my tone, " Sure you don't want something?" She shook her head as I lay my hand on her back, caressing her up to her shoulder, squeezing, watching her. Holding her shoulders. The warmth of her, and hugging her to me.
Then, I offered something that just sort of came to me.
!
I whispered in her ear as I held her, "Let me rub your back, give you a massage. Calm you down. I think it will help, we can talk some more, but right now you just need to calm down."
She sniffed, "K"
We moved ourselves from the embrace, positioning ourselves on the sofa so her back was to me, and my one leg was up on the cushion so I was facing her back. Sort of straddling her. She scootched herself close, right next to me. I lay my hands on her, right over her shoulder blades, and then pressing my thumb drew circles on each side of her spine, down slowly to her waist. Feeling her rigs, the movement of fabric under my hands. Then, pulling my thumbs down, drawing lines along the center of her back, as she pressed back into my hand following my movements until I let go. I began wrapping my fingers around her waist as I stroked her, pressing my fingers around and into her abdomen at her side, and drawing down until my hands were curling around her hips, before bringing the flat of hands back up and around until I was kneading her shoulders again.
"You are tight," I said as I began to work out in a wave of pressure points, pressing under each shoulder blade, feeling the knots of muscles at sides of her neck, sliding my hands along the soft fabric of her top and her dress. Rubbing my hands down her sides to the top of her hips, curling my fingers around her hip bone there, and holding to her. Stroking her bare arms, and squeezing the back of her neck, right at the nape of her neck, feeling her hair falling around my hand as I did. And something else. I was taking her in, all of her, feeling her body move and respond to my touches. The way she pressed into my hands wherever they lay on her. The softness of her, her delicate light little body. I raised my hands and pressed into her neck again, and she tipped her head back. Let out a deep breath, "Ahhhhhhh," a sound I had never heard from her before.
She was fleshy too, her body curved. I could feel the curves of her, could not see them, but with my hands pressing the fabric of her dress I could feel them. Had not really even thought about it. She was bending lower now, her back curled before me, bending almost in half. She had one leg extending down to the floor almost so she was supporting herself with one knee. I was trembling as I rubbed her, keeping my mind clear.
I rubbed her for a long time before saying, "Better?"
She just said, "Yes. Feels nice. Thanks."
She looked back at me, did not move a muscle and I began all over again. I have no idea how long. I began to simply lightly stroke her this time, not kneading her muscles, no pressure; it was touch, I was lightly stroking rubbing, drawing my hand over her body. The small of her back, the arc of her hips. The tops of her thighs, her arms. Gradually, she had lain herself out by my side now, laying along the length of the sofa with her arms up by her head, elbows bent. She had also kicked off her shoes and was holding her feet raised up over the arm rest, bent at the knee. As my hands now gently stroked her I could hear her breath, feel the rise and fall of her chest as she lay there, the warmth of her breathing was touching my leg through my trousers where I sat looking down at her, her looking out at nothing in particular.
"Now, relax and close your eyes. Everything will be all right. You have nothing to worry about. God loves you, He will take care of you."
She closed her eyes, "Matthew. Thank you for letting me talk. To talk about THIS."
"You can say anything you want. Anything. I'm here for you." I squeezed her waist at each side as I spoke.
"Mmmmm," she cooed. "That feels nice."
She kept her eyes closed and settled into the cushions of the couch, as I continued to stroke her up and down up and down, widening my fingers at her sides as I drew down her length. Thinking about the layers of fabric that separated me from her, feeling the way it moved over her body. I could feel the line of her bra strap, the edge of her panties at her waist, feel where the ends of her shirt was. I pressed my fingers into the tangle of her dark long hair and squeezed into her scalp, began massaging her scalp, and she let out this deep guttural coo.
I wanted her to roll over, but not to help. I wanted to see her face just then, her lips, her narrow jaw, her eyes. I did not suggest anything. I took my hand away and she lifted her head, looking up at me as if waking from sleep. A smile, the first I had seen in weeks. Her white teeth smiling up at me.
She said in this soft voice, "A little more?"
I obliged for the littlest while longer, but then said, "That's enough. Better?"
She smiled, "Yes."
Sitting up and smoothing the hem of her dress. Her lips were the reddest most perfect I had ever seen.
*********************
That night when Mandy and I went to bed. I rolled over so I was facing her in the dark and lay my hand at the small of her back. She had on this very long flannel nightgown, and I began to draw circles on her. Massage her. Her reaction to me was entirely different than Lisa's.
I felt her stiffen.
She simply stated matter of fact, "Not tonight."
I said, "Not that, I don't want to have sex tonight. I just want to give you a little massage."
She lifted from the bed and was looking at me. She was an incurious woman, but this was new. I could not see that she was looking directly at me, exactly, since it was dark. But she shifted my way a little, paused, and then laying herself back down off her elbows said, "Ok."
I began to rub her body, to stroke her softly, lightly, feel the curves of her under the blanket, under the sheets. The fabric of her flannel nightgown was still thin, but there was no fabric beneath, the fabric of her nightgown rubbing against her bare skin.. I could feel her body, the softness of her. She still wore a bra and panties to bed, and I could feel their outline, same as Lisa. I did not allow myself to consciously acknowledge the comparison, but that is what I thought at that moment.
I began to rub lower, over her backside, something I had not done, and felt the softness of her buttocks, her thighs; and even with Mandy, I began to hear her sighs. Soft, pleasurable whimpers and breaths of pleasure. She was enjoying my touch. I thought about how my touch wakened Lisa, made her smile, and now the sighs, the soft breaths again, tonight.
I cannot honestly say if I was thinking of my wife just then or Lisa, but I was feeling so aroused at being able to touch my wife in places, and in ways, I would never have dreamed that afternoon, sliding my hand over my wife's bottom and then down her thighs until I was touching her bare legs, her inner things rising my fingers up pulling the bottom of her nightgown higher. I curled my fingers into the fabric and began pulling her nightgown higher still, a little at a time. Each time, sliding it up her legs. At first she did nothing, but then stiffening again, "You're not taking my nightgown off."
I paused and then said, "It would feel so much nicer. . . on your skin," as I stroked my hand over her bare thigh. She raised up again, looking, and then her hand fumbling beneath the covers and as she pulled the gown off over her head and tossed it to the side of the bed she said, "But not tonight. . . "
"No. No." She lay back down in the same spot, but now there was no nightgown on, no flannel. Only her warmth, her bare flesh. I was trembling again as I lay my hand on her, her soft warm skin and as I softly stroked her body, closed my eyes and let myself drift back in time. Mandy was here, now, but for some reason this fantasy of the afternoon with Lisa laying like this, imagining her dress and blouse removed, was so much better.
I felt my penis harden, I wanted to have sex now. I was getting so hungry for her, to lay on her bare body. She had no nightgown, only panties and a bra. I can't even remember when that had occurred before. Oh, I wanted to have sex, now the dark was something I was really enjoying. She was the littlest bit heavier than Lisa, a fullness that comes with age, and I drew a line down from her shoulders down the center of her back, loving the softness of her skin, over her panty covered backside and down her thighs, no lower than her knees, and up again following the line of her thighs between her legs. I could feel her press into my hand where it lay. Just the same I thought.
Mandy had wonderful hips, and beautiful thighs. My wife was beautiful I remember thinking, so beautiful. I wanted to see her, to turn on the light. But I knew that would end everything. But I did unsnap her bra and let it open, fall down her sides, so that I did not keep hitting that line of fabric, I wanted her bare back.
I felt her stiffen a moment but then relax again. She was letting me this time. No instructions, no limits, it was a small matter, but still. A first for us. She was almost naked.
I gradually moved the straps out of the way and wanted her to turn over. But did not press my luck, she continued to lay there and her sighs, the movement of her body pressing into my hand, moving with me. I loved the fact that she enjoyed this, this woman who I loved, but who did not seem to enjoy 'that' so very much. I drew my hand down over her panties again and then let my fingers slip beneath the elastic at her waist and to rub her bare bottom, feel the line that ran down between her legs. This is the most naked I think I had every gotten Mandy, even while we had sex.
She did not move a muscle, my hand was able to slide under the fabric of her panties until my fingers were poking out at her thighs, and I began to stroke her thighs the inside of her thighs and I felt her open her legs, just a little, the littlest bit. The palm of my hand reaching across her open legs inside her panties, feeling her moving to my touch, she was receiving me. Allowing my touch, and I let my hand slide back up along the inside of her thighs until I gently lay my palm over her sex, feeling the curve of her in the palm of my hand. Her heat, the fine hairs of her sex, stroking her between her legs, so slowly, softly. God I wanted her just then, to touch her, take off this last little bit of fabric, turn her over, make love to her lay on her, feel her body. But I had agreed. I paused, I stopped, and then lay myself beside her, held her close to me. Felt the skin of her back against the skin of my chest. Skin to skin. It felt wonderful.
I slept in long pyjama bottoms, and no shirt. I brought myself next to her and hugged her to myself. She turned herself to me and let me hug her front to front, I pressed her bare breasts to my chest and felt her hold me. I kept my cock back so that it was not touching her bumping her. We kissed, it was a slow and beautiful kiss.
I said, "I love you." I could just see the whites of her eyes, her glistening white eyes. I saw her smile.
And she said, "I love you too. That was nice, so nice, thank you."
We fell asleep in each others arms, she in her panties and me in my pyjama bottoms, the most naked we had ever been together.
*********************
Lisa kept coming to the house after that, every day, more or less at the same time. We would talk for a little while, I would listen to her, show concern as she would recount stories. Of some days going better, some worse. But then she would lay on the couch, and I would begin to rub her back, sliding my hands over her clothes, her body. Touch her, her arms, hair, her legs. She letting me, yielding to my touch. Letting our senses slide together, as I sat and looking down at her, loving her smell, the feel of her. It was all ok, perfectly ok, becoming more normal with each passing day. It seemed to be helping. I loved the closeness, the silence, her breath, the rise and fall of her chest.
Today we were following the same pattern, it had been a week and some days of her coming right after school and leaving before my wife got home.
Today, as we were talking I mentioned that maybe we could go upstairs, that it might be better, more comfortable in the bedroom.
"Ok."
We rose from the sofa and as we walked up the narrow staircase she said, "This is helping Matthew," She smiled up at me, following along as I looked back at her, "I been good all week." Sly smile, cheeks pink.
I said "Good. Good." Still imagining her in her room beneath the sheets.
Today Lisa was wearing a skirt and a top, separates, not just a dress. The skirt was pleated, though it still fell to her knees. The top was buttoned to the top, but it did not tuck in. This left a space of skin at her midriff, and as she lay on the bed, arms up by her sides I could see her top pull higher exposing her bare waist between the skirt and top, just peaking in and out of view. She lay right in the middle of the bed spread out, and facing me, eyes closed.
As I settled onto the mattress in that tiny room she said, "Here." And reaching back with her hand she tugged her top a little higher. "You can rub me up under my top. That will be a little better I think."
I had never touched her skin below the neck. The offer sent my heart racing. Her long hair was fallen about her shoulders. I had rubbed her neck and cheeks a little, but nothing else. I moved myself near, sat right at her hip, trying to figure the best way to position myself. I kept one foot on the floor.
"I guess that would be ok." She did not move and I pressed my hands into the small of her back, letting my fingers spread and curl around each side of her bare waist, and began to draw small circles on her, same as always, up the small of her back and she exhaled deeply. This wonderful, relaxing sigh.
"That Ok?"
"Hmmm. Hmmm."
As I pressed my hands up beneath her top rubbing her bare back she began to talk this time, telling stories to me. One after the other, no particular order, no beginning or end, and I began feeling - not thinking - what a wonderful woman Lisa was becoming. My fingers pressed into her as she spoke, her powder skin, the warmth of my hands and her skin together, her breath, her voice. This small little room.



"I said before that I need to come out of my shell, and I am trying to. And I have been following your advice. I am using my fantasy now, to think of things I would do or should do. I imagine myself being able to walk up to someone, smile at them, feeling good about how I look and that I know what to say." She turned and looked at me just then, "Do you like the way I look?"
"Yes."
She dropped back down, "This outfit is new."
"It's very nice, beautiful."
"You have to say that . . .you're my brother. I want to buy a red skirt, I want to have my hair down at school so it hangs over my shoulder, and my eyes green. I want to put a little make up on. I want him to notice me as I walk up and sit by him."
"Who are we talking about?"
"That boy I told you about. Michael. I would sit by him. I think I would giggle." She laughed, "Even in my fantasy I \'d be nervous. But, now this is fantasy, I want to hold my arms around his neck and sit in his lap." She laughed.
I said, "I think that is the fantasies that are getting you into trouble."
She laughed again, "Oh, I could never DO that." I realized it had been a while since I had last heard her laugh.
At that moment she rolled onto her back, a kind of playful roll so she could look at me. This big smile on her face. Her white teeth and green eyes, sparkling. Her red lips.
"I decided I'm too shy."
I hadn't realized, but her top had been pushed up even with her bra strap as she lay on her stomach and let me rub her. Now, turned around, her entire tummy was exposed to me, and I could see from her navel up to the cups of her bra. I quickly looked away, and she was realizing as well. Her hands instinctively covering herself and her pink cheeks and teeth still smiling up at me, but more frozen. Like a small animal that had been spotted. And looking down she just said "Oh," and tugged her top down a little.
I blinked a few times, looking down and then back at her. We said nothing, and I sat over her as she lay on her back and slowly lay my hand at her tummy. "I'll start here," I croaked.
She smiled, "K. your hands are warm."
"Good." I could barely speak. My cheeks burning.
Something had changed in that moment. I realize it now. Somehow, this transition occurred. She had turned her head to the side and closed her eyes holding her chin in the air, and hands held flat at her side. I can remember this moment like it was yesterday. I stroked her tummy, reaching my hand up under her top, staying within the frame of the bottom of her ribs and the line of her skirt. The line of her skirt was just below her navel. I could see her belly button, her concave tummy, her hips were below the waistband. I drew these light very small circles with my hand there, watching the downy hairs move beneath my finger tips. So light and soft, they were dark like her hair and rising from her navel. The lightest fuzz. And then, I began to let my hand draw larger circles, curling my fingers around her sides and up along her rib cage. She turned her head back again, I froze, I was noticing her every movement, her every breath.
"This ok?"
"Yeah it's fine."
She made no move.
And I continued to softly touch her, rub her, pressing my fingers into her flesh, rising higher and higher through her center, over her tummy, watching her, seeing her skin in the soft light of the room. The windows were open, I was seeing more flesh than I had in quite awhile, and it was having an effect on me. I could feel myself getting warmer, feel my penis stiffen. But I was rationalizing it all. I let my hand slide up, tracing the line of her ribs and under her arms, just touching the edge of her bra there, where the strap widens. My heart was beating madly, and my hand was trembling but I continued. This was the first time I thought, 'Maybe I should stop.'
Her top rose higher still and I could see the cups of her bra again, and she knew they were visible. Only this time she did not move. She continued to lay there contentedly. Smiling. Eyes closed. Breathing deep.
I let my hands open a little wider too, both hands on her now just sliding softly on her body, and for the first time I let them graze up onto her breasts touching the fabric, just over the edge of fabric that was holding her breasts. It was at that moment that she opened her eyes and looked back at me.
I caught her gaze, we held this moment, looking into each others eyes, before I said, "Sorry."
She took a deep breath, saying nothing, and then turning her head a little, closed her eyes again. Permission?? No. Yes. It didn't matter. It doesn't matter. This was ridiculous. I had to stop.
But instead of stopping and getting up and going downstairs, I convinced myself to simply continue rubbing her tummy, staying back on a path of small circles. This was ok. This was helping, It was ok. This was ok. I kept thinking of that.
But, then my hand began to wander again, just the littlest bit. First following the waistband of her skirt, one side then the other; and then feeling the edge of her hip bone over the fabric again. That concave space over her abdomen, over the fabric between her hip bones, just before the little mound, the little rise between her legs. In one little moment I touched, let myself 'caress' her bare navel and tipped my finger just under the hem of the top of her skirt to do it. At that very moment, she brought her hand up, and took my hand in hers, lay set it back on her stomach.
"Sorry," I said again. I was blushing crimson I know it. I had gone to far. Was she mad? I took my hands away from her.
She said, "S'alright, it tickled. That's all." And then, rising from the bed she swung her legs around. "We should stop." She pulled her top down around herself.
I rose up from the bed, I wanted to apologize, but then it would be like an admission of thoughts I had, of I didn't know what to call it. Thoughts I did not want her to think I had.
I just said, "Ok."
**********************
She did not show up the next day. I was watching out the window for her, I even went outside and stood out in the street, looking. Nothing. She did not come. I was nervous. She had come every day for weeks. Her absence pained me. I went back inside. Looking out the window again. Watching.
It was because of yesterday. I was wracked with guilt. I went back outside and walked toward her school, it was another windy, cold day. I pulled my coat around me and wandered around, what had I done.
It was really awful.
She did not arrive the next day either, and so that evening I called.
"Hello."
"Lisa, Hi . . . it's Matthew." And then I froze, why was I calling? To ask why she didn't come over?? Why would she think I was expecting her too? She never came to the house more than once a week previously. It had only been over the past weeks that had been the case. Why should I be expecting more.
But now here I was, silence extending. She was on the phone with me. I was committed, "I was. I was just wondering where you were this afternoon?" I asked. Even as I said it I thought I should not have.
"At Home."
That is no answer. It didn't help, that was all she said.
"You doing alright, I mean..."
"Fine."
"Ok then. Bye."
I felt like an idiot. She had stopped me. What I had done was completely inappropriate. She would not be able to talk to me now, my trust violated. What kind of pastor would I be. I was in a frenzy, and then....Mandy came home.
She had no idea what was going on.
"What's for dinner?"
Shit. (I can't believe I had forgotten). I had done no planning. Dinner was my responsibility since I was the one at home in the afternoon. Now what would I say?
"I was writing a paper, and lost track of the time."
A lie. I was lying now. I began to sweat. A stiff smile on my lips.
"Need me to help edit?"
Shit. She always helped me with my papers. This was out of control.
"I thought we could go out tonight, I am tired of sitting around the house."
She looked at me, quizzically. I never wanted to go out. I never thought of things like this.
"You all right?"
"I'm FINE."
"Ok. We'll go out." She left, eyeing me, "Be right back. Let me change."
****************
The entire week went by without Lisa stopping by.
I went over to my parents house and she was out with friends. Mandy was not happy with my moods. And to top it off, I could not stop thinking about that afternoon I had Lisa laying on our bed, rubbing her stomach, feeling the softness of her, that singular moment my hand slid under the edge of the top of her skirt. I thought of how low my finger tips had gone. I would lay in bed at night and think one inch below her navel. Two? My middle finger, maybe it was more. I looked at my abdomen. Where would that be? Oh god! Too far. When Mandy was in bed with me I was rubbing her at night now, she was liking that, no sex just soft massages and cuddling. It was really having a positive effect on our relationship.
(How can something so wrong have a positive effect . . .)
But I would lay my hand on Mandy where I knew my fingers had been on Lisa. That place just below her navel. And holding my hand there. But it was dark. I could not see.
And then. . .
********************
Lisa was standing at my door. Her absence, then presence. A kind of happiness flooded me. I let her in, looking at her could see her eyes were red.
"The last few days have been bad Matthew. I haven't been good."
"I thought you might be mad at me?"
"What!" The look on her face was utter confusion.
I had been wrong about that and let it drop. "It was just that. I hadn't heard from you and when I called. . ."
"Dad was in the room. I can't exactly talk about my problems with him there. I thought you would get the hint and call me back. I just figured you were busy, and I had been feeling so happy, so good. So . . . And you know what, you are right. It is stress. I was better after that SAT test, but then last Monday I had another test, and it did not go so well. But it did not go well for the whole class. He is letting it be a do-over. But I don't feel I will be doing any better. I had headaches from worry, and then . . ."
She let the silence speak for what had happened as she walked into the room, sitting down by me. She began, "I've been praying, I have. And you are right Matthew, when I left here the other week, I felt like I was not even walking on the ground. I was so happy, I got home and cleaned up and went to bed, and . . . just fell asleep. So . . ."
She rose again and stepping toward the upstairs door, looking back at me, "Can we . . .? I mean, I felt so much better."
"Uh, yeah. Yeah. Sure." I set my cup of coffee down.
"You want another massage? Is that it?" My heart was pounding in my throat. Here she was standing before me, kicking her shoes off. And we went up the stairs, she walking ahead of me.
She had another skirt and top. The top was loose, still buttoned to the collar. Her skirt was pleated, striped, still at her knees. She took her socks off too, was barefoot and lay down quickly on the bed with her hands out by her sides.
She was looking back at me and smiling. I felt a slight erection just from the sight of her, and the feeling of guilt was still lodged in my gut.
Go back downstairs.
I walked over and sat at the edge of the bed. "This is all right then?"
"What?"
She didn't move as she said that, and I sat down beside her and lay my hand on her back, and without saying a word, pushed her top up higher as I did. My heart soaring with the softness of her skin, and rubbing her bare back up through her spine. I paused at her shoulder blades. She had no bra on. That was my immediate realization. I had this moment where I sort of felt around. Said nothing, as I ran my hands over her utterly bare back. I realized her breasts were not covered, would she turn around?
My hands felt numb and my heart was racing, tipping my hands around her sides just under her arms. Nothing. Bare skin. This week had been too emotional for me. I was a man of thought, these feelings, I didn't even know what was happening. Lisa had been gone for a week. I hadn't talked to her. I thought she was mad at me for . . . touching her below her navel one time, and there is no way I could share any of these feelings.
Lisa was oblivious.
I managed, "So is anything else going on? You were crying."
"Mmmm. No. Nothing else. Oh, I was going to try talk to Michael. I had it all worked out, and then I couldn't do it. So I am mad at myself about that too. I was crying about that, and then realizing that I am not, well . . . behaving right. I started to go to a Bible Group at school and thought that would be good. I like the people there fine. I'll keep going."
"Good. Good." I said in rote. I could feel her pressing up into my hand as I moved on her, the lightest pressure meeting my touch, telling me these stories as I was rubbing her shoulders, and curling my fingers over the top of her shoulders beneath her top. I had her top lifted now so that it was even with her underarms, just across the bottom of her shoulder blades, and I began to look at her, her narrow waist. I loved the way her back curved, the color of hair falling about her shoulders. I noticed the waistband of her skirt was just the tiniest bit lower, hanging just above her hips. She lay there before me, it almost looked as if she had no top on at all. I realized she was wearing her hair down.
"Your hair is down, like you wanted it."
"Yeah everyone loves it this way."
I began rubbing her sides now, up her sides, her bare skin. I was not NOT going to touch her inappropriately, like last time. I was sliding my hand along her side up toward her underarms and was just about to stop, when she snapped her arms down over my hands.
"Tickles."
I was paralyzed, I had gone too far. What was happening, and then I stayed to the center of her back to the small of her back, and feeling her press into my hand, her closed eyes. In all my turmoil, I was still in heaven.
"Mmmmm. This is soo nice. I'm sorry I haven't had more time to stop over. There's been a lot of drama between dad and me. He is not happy that I am letting my hair down and wearing, I guess, more revealing clothes."
"Like?"
"Like what I got on now."
I thought about the top and skirt, I thought about the bra.
"So maybe I should have called you?" She looked back at me.
"No. No. I've been busy too. I was wondering a bit, a little worried maybe." There was hurt in my voice. I hadn't intended for there to be.
She rolled over just then and sat there, without warning, and her top was lifted high, exposing her middle, just across the bottom of her breasts, she pulled her top down a little. "I have been neglectful, and I'm sorry. It seems like no matter how hard I try to be there for everyone, someone gets neglected."
"No that is not it at all. I don't expect you to come here every day. I wasn't neglected. Don't think that."
It was at this very point that I wanted to say, we should go downstairs. Again, just at that moment. Go get some coffee. And in fact, my very next breath would have carried those words, but then . . .
She was pulling her top down, and asking, "Can you do my legs?" And she began to lay back down, but I realized she was not going to lay on her tummy. I realized that she probably did not want me to do her middle for the obvious reason that I had been indiscrete. I felt guilty all over again.
I simply said, "Alright."
Even as I said that I wanted to correct myself and say, we had to go downstairs. But she began sliding herself higher on the bed and I noticed her bare feet. Her skirt was at her knees.
I began at her calves.
"My legs are stiff for some reason, must be the cold." I curled my hands around each leg and rubbing her feet first, then her ankles and her calves. I was wondering about the skirt, and the bottom hem laying across her knees, I continued to rub her legs over and over and over. She would lift each foot up and I would hold her leg in my hands. I kept looking at the hem of the skirt. That line. I kept looking and trembling.
Skin to skin, the warmth of her rising around me. And then I was rubbing her knees and letting my fingers, just their tips rise up beneath her hem.
"This alright?"
I must have asked that with guilt in my voice. She sort of smiled and looked at me. I had my hand laying just under her skirt. "Yeah. I asked you to rub my legs."
So I began rising my hands up on her thighs, each leg, one at a time. First one inch above her skirt, two inches above her skirt. I could feel every muscle, she slid her legs open slightly and with each stroke up her thigh her skirt rose, one inch, two inches, three. I went so slowly. Little squeezes, not hard but a pressing of my fingers into her, and then down the whole length of her legs, and her feet again.
"So is being an adult pretty much a crazy juggling act?"
It was then, at that moment she asked this that I could just see her panties, this shadowed view of the crotch of her panties. They covered her completely, were white. Harmless really. Her skirt was at least six inches above her knees, bunched up in the middle. I looked at her, eyes closed. She had just spoken to me. Her breathing was soft. She was waiting for an answer.
At first my mind was utterly blank. My voice was odd in my ears, "Yes. Pretty much. But it's . . .uh. . . the changes. It's the change that is confusing. Once you...uh....get into like school, uh, college, it sort of . . ."
My voice trailed off.
She began again, "It all seems really hard to me. So much at the same time." She rattled off how she would have to pay bills, own a car, a house, or rent, food, groceries, raise a family, be married. "It just seems impossible."
"Not all at once," I said as I continued to stroke her to rub her, and focusing now on the inside of her thighs, and eying her panties. She had to know. At the moment I touched the inside of her thighs I felt her tense, and her voice trail off. She was silent. I paused slightly, measuring her, waiting for her hand to move me away, to close her legs. Something. But her movements began to match my touch, pressing her leg against me, the slight undulation of her hips. I watched her tip her chin higher and her breathing become heavier as I lay my hand high up on her thighs, so that my finger tips were touching the edge of her panties.
I began to stroke my thumb down the inside of her thigh, over and over and over. She letting me.
I watched as her hips began to move more noticeably, still the slightest of movements, but I loved the look of it, the way she moved to my touch, this tipping of her hips as I kept rubbing her there. Soft, steady firm. We said nothing. I kept rubbing the inside of her thighs. At one point I was going to let my hands drift down the length of her legs again. But as I began to move lower, she breathed out, "No. Just. . . Keep doing that."
So I did. Gradually more insistently, this steady rhythm that she was matching in her movements, her chin was turned up and she lay her hands across her middle. Her top was still raised and her hands were moving lightly on her stomach. And after about ten minutes, she opened her eyes and looked at me. We stared at the other, said nothing. I was utterly breathless, and to be honest I was unable to talk. My thumb on each thigh was pressing up high, not over the fabric, but I was following the line of her panties right at her thigh, each side of her labia, as high as I could without moving my fingers from where they were - no further - the line I had lay in the sand. It was a rapid movement now, steady, and her breathing was getting heavier. She was getting so hot and warm and moving as I rubbed her, pressing in. Undulating her body, up and down. Breathing faster.



She had closed her eyes again, and I felt her squeeze the muscles of the inside of her thighs just then, felt her hips begin shaking. Her skirt was still up, her white panties which had been riveting my attention were in full view as I watched her squeeze again. I could see the wetness of her, the crotch of her panties were completely exposed, and her legs were open wider, with this light stain running up through the middle of her legs. Wet, so wet, making them more translucent. I could see wisps of hair beneath the fabric, and she squeezed her thighs, bringing legs together several times, pushing my hands together as I held them between her legs now, and I was matching my movements to hers.
These unspoken movements we shared, the rise of her hips with my thumps sliding along the inside of her thighs following the hem of her panties, scratching her labia with my thumb through the fabric. Each upward movement was just touching the fabric of her panties, and as she squeezed my thumb was touching the fabric. Its heat, the heat of her, I could feel the wetness of her each time she squeezed pushing my hands together up between her legs. Her trembling hips. I was still moving faster, as was she. I watched her lick her lips, I watched her stroke her stomach now, the pretense was gone.
She whispered out, "A little faster."
And I obliged. I did not say a word, I moved upon her. My cock was hard in my pants, but I was not even thinking about that. And then, she tensed, hard and curved her back, held her breath and let it out deeply, making no sound. A slight shudder, a whimper, and then a jerking of her hips, two jerks of her hips, and she lay her head to the side. Relaxing. Now unmoving, nothing.
I let go.
My senses were coming back to me, and I realized that she had just orgasmed. I had made her orgasm, she came here and got me to give her a massage and now I had masturbated her. I was only touching her thighs . . . but, I was realizing that she would be realizing the same thing as me. She would not open her eyes for me. She simply lay there.
What would we say?
I realized too that her top was up high, exposing the bottoms of her breasts. I could the soft swell of each breast, could not see her nipples. I kept looking up at her hand laying on her stomach and up to her breasts. Her skirt still raised high, could see her panties. Her breasts were not small like I had thought. All these thoughts running around between us.
Silence.
Then, the door downstairs.
"Mandy!"
Lisa jumped up out of the bed, pulling her top down, and then tugging her skirt to her knees and swiveling to the floor.
"You have to go out the back way."
" I need my shoes, it's cold outside." I looked at her as I was opening the door. Looked at her bare feet. She continued, "My shoes are downstairs."
"I'll get them. I'm so sorry Lisa. I . . ."
She eyed me. "No. . . Just go, downstairs. We can go. It's ok. I've been up here before. What would Mandy suspect?"
She was eyeing me. All guilt. It was my admission. She was right. This was ridiculous. Still just the word suspect, it was out. What had we done. Suspect, what would Mandy suspect.
"Ok. Ok. Lets go downstairs. You, ok?"
She just nodded. Not looking at me, holding her disheveled hair out of her eyes.
We walked downstairs and saw Mandy, I did not know what to say. We looked like we had been out in the sun all day.
Lisa went for her shoes and just said, "Thanks for the pictures."
I said with a vacant certainty, "Yeah, ok."
She looked at me with a that-was-interesting grin and left. I was crestfallen. This was not happening.
And she slipped out fast. I had no chance to talk this through, I had no idea if she was ok. This parting was supposed to be nonchalant, like every other. Without Mandy.
I looked at my wife. She was right, Mandy 'suspected' nothing.
********************
Later that evening I went outside for a walk.
I got on my cell phone and called Lisa, "Hello. Lisa? It's me . . ."
"I can't talk now."
She hung up.
I stared up at the sky.
Shit.
********************
To make matters worse, Lisa had a conference that I was going to go with her on. Lisa did not come over for the rest of the week and then, we were out of town. I decided not to call her, to put the whole thing out of my mind, to not think about it at all. Time would heal.
By the time I got back everything would be normal, back to normal. I vowed no more massages.
I kept all this turmoil from Mandy who was working out her schedules and what seminars she wanted to go to. At the same time I was like this dog in heat. I thought about, could not stop thinking about, what I had done with my own sister. I would look at my hands, and think of where they had been. I could literally remember each stroke on her body.
The first night in the hotel room, we had flown in and arriving late threw our stuff against the wall and were getting ready for bed. I was still in a heat, my thoughts on the long flight had been entirely composed of Lisa.
Mandy went into the bathroom and exited in her typical flannel nightgown. I stripped down to my boxers and wore no pyjamas. She eyed me as I got into the bed.
"I am tired."
Her mantra.
But something had snapped in me. I don't really know what it was, but I rolled to the middle of the bed and began to pull her nightgown off. She held to it, scolding.
I said, "You don't need that thing. This room is plenty warm." She paused and as I pulled at her, she relented. The lights were out, and she lay down next to me. I reached over and also unsnapped her bra and more. I began to slide it off her arms.
"What are you doing?"
"Taking your bra off."
"We are not doing anything tonight." I was to have none of it.
I quoted, "Wives be obedient to your husbands." And as I said those words I was pulling her closer toward me, and laying my hands down between her legs, pressing between her legs.
"What are you talking about?" She said. "Stop it. Matthew, stop it." And she was trying to slide away from me. She quoted, "Husbands respect your wives." I had my hand between her legs then, ribbing her there, holding her to me, began to slide my hands over her panty covered pussy. I remember thinking that very word as I held her.
Pussy.
I was holding my hand over the crotch of her panties.
I said, "Take these off."
"I will not." She began struggling, moving herself away.
"Then I will take them off of you."
She froze. Silence.
She did not move. I held her to me and kissed her, pulling her onto me, she was stiff and while not kissing me back, returned the kiss. I rubbed the small of her back, felt her soft skin as she press against me, closed my eyes. Imagining. I slid the back of her panties down exposing her ass. She was not stopping me.
"What has gotten into you? Stop." She said, reaching back to pull her panties back up.
"I want to sleep with you tonight. I need you."
At those words she softened. "You NEED me?"
I held her to me. I was trembling.
"You've never said that before." I felt her slide close and her one leg rise up over my leg. Her panties were down in back, tipped over her ass.
I lay my hand over her bare ass and said again, "Take these off."
The confusion in my mind as I said those words. I was trying to get my wife's panties off, but my fantasies were about taking Lisa's panties off. These images in my mind.
I could have lifted my hand up and catching the hem of her panties under her skirt, slid them down off her legs. I was convinced at that moment she would have let me. I would have watched her bare pussy moving as I slid my fingers along her thighs, watched the juices that stained those panties bubbling out of her, the parting of her pussy lips, my thoughts were wild. All these images tumbling out of me. The dark hairs of her pussy translucent through the thin fabric of her panties, the same color as her long dark hair, the same color as the downy soft hairs of the small of her back.
Mandy rolled onto her back and I could feel her panties sliding down her legs. In the darkness I knew she was naked. We would have sex naked for the first time. I took my boxers off, and felt my wife's hand grasping my hard cock. She touched me, held me stroked me. I felt her move toward me and I scooped her up and pulled her to me like I never had before. I had never been so hungry for her body before, I drank her in.
We pressed together, utterly skin to skin. Naked. I kissed her soft, and felt her mouth open and melt into me. It was wild. We lay on our sides and I felt her open her legs, felt the hair of her pussy against me, moving on my cock and then pushing between her legs, we were fucking. We were fucking. That is the word I use. It was not 'it' not 'the act' She was hungry, I could feel how she wanted me the way she moved on my body. The feel of her breasts moving up and down on my chest, sitting on me as I fucked up against her, falling down on my chest as I rolled her onto her back, and her legs opening wide, knees up. Her arms wrapped around my shoulders and she drew her nails down my back - she had never done that before.
New, all brand new. She whispered to me, "You need me. Oh, Matthew."
I was kissing her again, could see the whites of her eyes and her teeth, she had this open mouthed smile, this panting breath as I began to fill her, pound her. Pressing into her so deeply and rising up. She pulling her knees up higher letting me in as deeply as I could go. I fucked her, deep growls coming from me, holding my mouth to her ear and whispering, "I love you so much."
She held me tight to herself, and her small voice coming back, "I'm going to cum." The cry of her, the pain in her voice, she was loud and her body began to writhe against me. It occurred to me that my wife of two years may never have had an orgasm with me. "My god. Oh my god," she was panting.
And in that moment, it flashed in my mind I had made two women cum this past week, and then I was moving fast on my wife with her legs open, pounding her, feeling her coming down from her orgasm and I kept fucking her, like some animal fucked into her, until my cock was filling with cum, cumming hard into her.
She was, whimpering, "Slow, slow down, ahhhhh, too sensitive." Clawing my back and pulling at me, her head moving one way and the other. "Too . . ." And I was filling her, pumping cum into her, never have I felt so powerful, so alive, naked with my wife for the first time, clinging to each other. The sweat on our bodies, our eyes and limbs holding to each other clinging. I softened and lifting myself lightly looked into her eyes and kissed her softly, still feeling myself inside of her. Feeling now for the first time, the softness of her belly, her breasts pressed against my chest, our naked bodies twining together.
"What happened?" She cooed at last. I rolled on my side and she lay her leg over mine and molded her body to mine. She did not rise.
"You need to go to the shower?"
"In a little bit. What happened?"
"I made love to you."
"Not like that."
"I don't know. I just NEEDED you then."
She nuzzled her mouth into my neck and gave me these delicious little kisses. She began to cry.
I lay there looking off in the distance, realizing.
Guilt.
This gift from God.
*******************
My whole world was in a whirlwind when I got home. The weekend was the best sex I had ever had in my life. That first night we slept naked in each others arms. Mandy wanted to have sex the next morning, and every night of the conference. When we went to the conference dinner, we looked like lascivious fools, we could scarcely keep our hands off one another. It was truly wonderful. She was happier than I had ever seen her.
And the unspoken piece was that somewhere, somehow I knew it was all because of my sister Lisa, whom I could not stop thinking about since the last week. It was awful. Obsessive. Wonderful. I could not make sense of this. I should be feeling so happy this day, and I was. And yet this knot in my stomach. I felt awful, filled with desires I should not be having.
I needed to find a way to meet up with Lisa, I was not convinced she would come back to the house and I didn't want mom or dad around when I talked to her. I knew it had to stop. I wanted it to. But when I would think about it, in the moment . . . so sad to lose what we had, and then saying to myself. It is innocent.
When we got back, I kept trying to call her, but she could not talk and I stopped trying because I did not want to weird her out more than she probably was.
I finally walked to my parents house in the afternoon on a day I knew mom and dad weren't home, and suspected she probably was. I knocked and she answered.
Her eyes met mine, and we just looked at the other. She backed away and said, "Come in."
I sat down near her, I felt awkward, like I was sitting in some odd position. I don't know if that is how I always sat, I was just so self conscious, and she sat at the other end of the sofa. Looking down, taking short glances my way.
I simply started, "We need to talk."
She said in a flat voice, "You going to talk about what happened?"
"Yes."
"I should not have come over that day. . . it was a bad day. I just wanted you to give me that massage, like you do. I thought maybe . . . I don't know."
"I did it. You did nothing wrong. I feel that what I did was wrong." I emphasized 'I'
We both paused, she looked over at me. She got a wry grin just then, or I thought that is what I saw, "Everything alright at home? With Mandy I mean?"
"Yes."
"I don't want my problems to mess up YOUR life." I didn't like how she said your.
"Look, Lisa, you are not messing up my life. I had an idea, a way to help. I tried to help, and it WAS working. I like helping you, listening to you. And . . ."
"But you can't know what it is I am thinking. How can you?"
"You have been telling me."
"No I haven't. . . Not everything."
I paused.
"I can't. It's too . . . embarrassing."
I moved a little closer.
"Why?"
"Lets just say that we have a problem, leave it at that. You obviously felt guilt about what we did, trying to get me to sneak out the back like that. I don't want to do . . . 'It'. . anymore. You are right. We need to cool it."
I didn't like the insinuation that we were having a sexual relationship, that I felt guilt about it. The idea overwhelmed me. Is that what this was?
"Can we just have a moment here, to figure out what it is that is happening. What it is we are talking about. No more pronouns. Lisa, last week I was giving you a massage, to relax you and I believe that you had an . . . orgasm from it. I did not mean to do that." She looked up at me sharply, and I continued, "That happened but nothing else. There is nothing else but that MISTAKE."
She kept staring at me then. Like I had really hurt her. I saw tears in her eyes, she turned away and would not let them go. She steeled herself, then looked back at me, with what I saw as a flash of anger, no tears, just nodding her head.
I continued, "And that was wrong. Yes, we have a problem, the whole 'massage' idea was a bad one, I think. So, you need to talk to me, and that is probably where we need to start. I don't think this is necessarily 'stress' anymore. I still want to help. But Lisa . . . " I moved closer again and took her hands into mine, but she pulled them away. "You are a beautiful girl, with so much ahead, so many boyfriends and relationships and loves of your life."
She began to cry.
"We ok then?"
Silence.
"No more massages then?"
She shook her head.
"I can still listen."
She said nothing.
I left.
**********************
I walked out of the house satisfied, but deflated. I felt like I was walking with weights on.
The days that followed did not change the hollowness, though I knew time would help the memories fade, and that I was doing the right thing. And as day after day after day went by, I worried that in fact I had probably ruined my relationship with my sister. We could never be what we were before. I put the thought away, I had to control this, box it, contain it.
I wanted her, her closeness, our intimacies, but not through touch.
*****************
A few days later she burst into my house in the afternoon, furious. God she was mad at me.
She went into a rant, "You have no idea what I have been going through, you don't care . . . " I could not even follow it.
"Hold on hold on."
She proceeded to explain that this 'problem' of hers had been going on for a long time now, and that she needed someone to talk with, but had no idea who. And that she had turned to me, had trusted me.
"You didn't care, you didn't listen. You just, all pompous sitting there with your books and, you became . . . part of the problem."
"We talked. You told me what you wanted to tell me."
"No I didn't. You didn't listen. This is HARD. It takes time. Instead, YOU are the one who started touching me. Not me."
My eyes burned. "I said I made a mistake."
"And then. And then you come over to the house and basically say you don't want any contact with me. Make it so now I can't even TALK to you."
"I never said that. I said the opposite."
She paused. "Yeah right."
I was at a loss.
She was pacing me and eyeing me. She started with "I should just . . ." I was afraid what words she would use to finish that and I sat there petrified now. She could ruin my life.
Then she turned, "You really want to listen?"
I said I would listen, and she began:
She stood at the window as she spoke, "I had my first orgasm in the bath. I learned how to masturbate from a radio show. I was listening to love lines... and the operator for that show was talking to a girl who'd called in, saying she couldn't have an orgasm. So the operator told her that there was this one trick that would never fail. Use the running water in the tub. So I tried it, unsuccessfully at first, then one day something just... clicked. And it happened. And I lay there in the bath thinking... yes! Now I know what all the fuss is about. And for a long time, the only way I ever had an orgasm was in the water, in the bath. I used the stream of water, running real slow until I could feel myself, the wave, the pleasure over my body. I tried to stop myself from doing that, but it was so easy. I knew it was wrong, and I did it anyway. . ."
"Still, I practiced, learned different ways of manipulating the water on my . . . I learned that the longer I prolonged it, the better it would be."
Lisa paused, looking at me, seeing her effect on me. Satisfied she went and sat down at the table, poured herself a cup of coffee and sat with the cup in her hand, swirling it around as she continued.
"I learned later that I liked to dip my finger into my vagina, just a little. That the skin around the opening is . . . sensitive. So slick and silky and just incredible." She closed her eyes, set the cup down. "To rub it just the tiniest bit... mmm." She eyed me as she said that.
I fidgeted, said nothing. I could feel myself growing hard. My face flushed.
"A finger in my vagina, the water running on meI could cum any time I wanted. Oh, and my nipples are incredibly sensitive, one especially, my right one. I love the way the water would fill the bath while I played, reaching up over my ears, the warmth. I would lay in the water covering my ears, drowning out all sound, the whole world. That incredible rush, just before I'd cum, that's the best part. When you know you're running headlong into it. So many times I'd lay there, trying to make it last even longer, and run out of hot water."
"This year I finally gave myself an orgasm using just my hand. I just lay in my bed under the covers, exploring and felt this bump, this little pink pearl, my clitoris. Wow!! I don't remember all the details, but gradually it got better and better and better. It was such a high. When everyone got home I was sitting on the couch - After - all smiles, and I loved that no one knew. That I looked the same. But I also realized my feelings were getting out of my control. I realized too my fantasies as I masturbated, what I thought of, and it was then I realized it had to stop. But I couldn't."



"I found an old porno tape at a friends house, and I took it. Stole it. It's the only porno I've ever seen. It's a bunch of home scenes, all put together on a tape each one is short, with this big thing in the middle called 'Gang Fuck Debutantes.'"
I didn't know where to look. She noticed my discomfort. "Still want to listen? Like you said."
"Yes." My voice sounded uncomfortable and distant.
"The scenarios are stupid, no plot. There are a few scenes though I really liked, and I started to watch AND masturbate. I went back to this friends house to see if I could find any more. And thinking the whole time how out of control this was. How crazy digging through their house when no one was looking. The pleasure was controlling my life. How wrong it was. I know. I found no more tapes, but I did find a magazine next filled with all these true life erotic stories that people had written. I became so enthralled with them. This was pure fantasy, better than a video. I'd sit there and read them and lose track of time. I loved them. I could imagine it in my mind, so much better than watching anything. So I'd read a bunch of stories until I was just aching, and do like I told you before: prop my legs up and have at it. I like to arch my back a little. Just how I did the other day. YOU know." She caught my gaze, smiled an angry smile.
"I also started to masturbate in the swimming pool at school, which was risky to say the least. After school. The water again, only in the pool there are jets, at the sides. There's this one spot on it that has a jet that comes out really fast and hard, and I can turn it at the perfect angle.... yum. I can hang on the side of the pool like I'm just resting and totally get off. So I guess I'm a water baby. I love the water more than anything, it's just a different feeling than my fingers."
"And . . . Remember when we all went camping in August. I brought along some of those stories in my backpack and in the evening while everyone lay in their sleeping bags. . . I was sooo wet and turned on. I would touch myself, sliding my fingers inside, pulling them out. Then again, and the best part was trying to stay quiet, no one ever knew. We all lay there in the tent and I was masturbating the whole time, just two feet away from you." My heart was racing, remembering, thinking of what she was doing.
"But, this hunger just keeps getting stronger, and when I want it to go away it won't. That is when I started to worry. The more I try not to, the more I wanted to. And my fantasies, all these stories. Images in my head. It has become a fire inside of me. I have perfect pictures of making out, what it would feel like to just sit on some boys lap and kiss, run my fingers over his skin, kiss his eyelids. That is what I want now, for real. Bury my face in someone's chest, and look up into their eyes, tilt my head into kiss. Just lose myself, spend all day in bed kissing, touching, learning my body with someone else. Sigh. These thoughts won't go away."
"Satisfied? That's why I didn't think I could talk about it Matthew. Turns out though you didn't even want to listen."
Her eyes welling in tears now. "You didn't care, did you? You just start touching me."
"Lisa wait. Wait. Just, don't SAY anything."
She spun at me. "Yeah. See. Precious you. Protect you."
"No, I . . ."
"See!" She left. All I heard was the door slam.
*******************
I was afraid to call now, and even more afraid what she might say.
An email came though.
Lisa88: Hi. I kind of lost it. I been thinking, and I am sorry. I should not have come over. I'm not as mad as you think I am. Don't hate me forever. No one will know, ever. It's ok. Just give me some time.
Love Lisa
I emailed back: I am so sorry. I never ever wanted to hurt you. I love you too. I am sorry you did not feel I could listen to you. I hope you have not lost your trust in me forever. I will wait.
Matthew
Lisa88: I am just very confused and I think you got in the crossfire. Thanks for understanding me. Truth. You know me better than anyone (especially now!!). Don't think I didn't like, in a way, what we did. But don't think I am an awful person either. Some things can't be explained. You have helped me, even though you might not, and I might not have let you, think so. I don't think I am making much sense. But, maybe I'll come over next week. We can talk some more. We'll see.
I been doing better. In Him, Lisa
*****************
Every so often my parents want us all to get together for dinner, and they pick a place. So mom, dad and Lisa, Mandy and I were going to meet at a restaurant together. They like old steak houses, the kind with lots of leather, dark wood and red vinyl; and this one was an out of the way, very dark and very red place. It took me a while for my eyes to adjust, and in the low light I was looking around for them. I spotted Lisa first, by herself, and my heart near exploded. This was the first time I had seen her since she came over and yelled at me. She was standing over by a crowd of people near the bar. None of us drank, but the bar was near the hostess station and there was a bit of a wait to get in. I didn't see mom or dad anywhere, Mandy was following behind me.
I took Mandy's hand as we walked through the crowd and turning back to her I said, "I found Lisa."
She nodded and followed along.
As I approached I tapped Lisa on the shoulder. "Hi," I said quickly. She turned and smiled. As our eyes met I could still see some vestige of nervousness in her, and I quickly gave her a brief hug. I don't know why, and I don't normally, but I wanted some contact and to sort of indicate to her it was ok. But the thing is, as I pressed her to me in that tiny moment, I could feel her press back. It was imperceptible and probably all in my head, but it sent this adrenaline rush through me.
She leaned back again and said, "Mom and dad are standing up there," she pointed. "They don't believe they will be able to hear when our names are called." I looked at her again, I guess trying to read her expressions, but it was blank. Normal really. Was she ok?
Lisa looked around my shoulder and smiled, "Hi Mandy."
"Where's mom and dad?" Mandy asked. Lisa pointed. Then Mandy let go my hand and said, "I need to run to the ladies room be right back." A quick panic enveloped me, and I watched Lisa look at Mandy then me, same look as mine, as she turned and walked off.
I stood by her trying to think of something to say, "Thanks for the emails." Thinking inside, what a stupid thing to say.
"What? Oh yeah." She smiled, "I'm better now."
"Good. If there's . . ."
She laughed just then, and I relaxed a little. "No. No. You've done enough, really."
In order for us to hear each other we had to lean in pretty close together, that and not being sure what she might say had me feeling very nervous. She was leaning against the wall beside me with her head turned looking at me, and I was facing her at an angle so that our feet were practically touching. I stepped to the side so we were leaning against the wall touching shoulders, and as I did that reached out my hand and lay it on the small of her back. She didn't move or even look over at me. I rubbed a small circle there softly and leaned to her again, "I'm glad that you still want to be in the same room with me."
Lisa looked over at me at that point, no reference to the fact I was just then rubbing her back and said, "I didn't know what to expect. S'ok."
"Me either," she let out a tense sigh and we both relaxed a little bit. I simply stroked her back, up to her shoulder blades and letting my hand drift lower at one point onto the back of her skirt, holding my hand over her butt, right between her hips. It felt soft, thin, light, like silk.
I can't explain it, but I wanted contact. I wanted that and I needed to know, she would let me. She did not move at all.
I squeezed her a little, rubbing my hand over her in a manner no one could see at all. My heart was pounding. Pushing the envelope. Would she stop me? I wanted to know. She did not move at all, at one point she just sort of looked at me, eyed me with a sort of 'Behave,' but she was accepting my touch.
Suddenly, she turned her head quickly saying in a low voice only I could hear, "Mandy is coming."
A warning. Not stopping me, warning me. Complicity. I stood beside her, moving a little closer to hide our contact, but my touch, my caress over her back, down to her thighs continued. Only better hidden. Our secret as we waited, even with Mandy standing right in front of us.
"I hope we don't have to wait too long, I'm hungry," Mandy said raising on tippy toe to see mom and dad. My hand running back and forth over Lisa's butt, down her thighs and back up to her waist. She simply leaned against that wall beside me, letting me.
It was not long and mom and dad called out, "They called our name." I didn't hear it. But Mandy did. I looked as they were motioning to us, and I let go.
Lisa pushed herself from the wall, looking back at me. "Lets go." Mandy took my hand.
My sister walked ahead of me and I followed, watching her walk, the sway of her hips imagining the feel of her just then, I loved the way she moved. My hands on her. Her warmth. Guilt. Somehow I had this sense that I should not have done what I had just done, but for some reason I wanted to know everything was ok. And it was something else, we had a contact now that I did not really want to lose, whether I admitted it or not. It had brought me to life somehow, and was difficult to control when I saw her. Mandy and I had never been closer, more intimate, and it made no sense.
Our table was a red vinyl booth, that wrapped around a dark oak table on three sides. We got into the booth as we had walked up to it: Mom, Dad, Lisa, Me and Mandy. Mom and Dad were on one side, and I should have sat so that it was Mandy and I on the other side, with Lisa in between. But I continued to slide so that I sat next to Lisa.
As the waitress discussed the menu, I realized that I could not even see the writing on the menus it was so dark. I had to lean forward and hold the writing under the light to see. It was darker than the entrance. We ordered some sodas and an appetizer and the waitress left. I wanted to have a wine in the worst way, something to lighten my head. My heart was pounding and all I could think about was how after so many weeks, I was sitting right next to Lisa in this dark booth.
Conversation was pleasant, mom and dad talked about what vacations they were going to go on this winter, I talked about Bible School, Mandy talked about insurance. Lisa even talked some about school and getting out and where she was thinking of going to college. The waitress returned with drinks and food, and it was during this period of commotion, ordering, menus and plates being handed around that I lay my hand over Lisa's knee. Nothing more, I simply held my hand there, covering her bare knee with my hand. At moments I would let go and drink or eat, but each time I lay it back, rubbing my fingers on her skin. The conversation continued as if nothing were happening, just this quiet intimacy between us being shared as everyone talked. She was letting me.
So . . . I began to rub her knee a little more and slide my hand up her leg. As my hand slid higher her dress moved higher with it so I was rubbing her bare thighs. I would turn just the littlest bit and look sidelong to see what she thought, if there was anything I could read in her expression. She did not acknowledge my touch at all. The whole meal was completely normal. I began to lengthen my strokes along the outside of her leg, pushing her skirt up higher and higher as I did, and simply run my hand on her legs, the outside the top, inside her thighs a little.
At some point my mom said to Lisa, "You seem to be doing better. I told you that once those tests were done you would feel fine again."
"You were right mom. Now I can worry about being accepted into college, leaving home and the rest of my life."
"It all works out, somehow," my dad piped in.
Mandy asked if she had any boyfriends. Lisa glanced my way before an answer, and demurred a "No."
At her no, I playfully squeezed her thigh.
My sister continued talking with Mandy about friends and boys and weekend parties, and the sports team. When dinner came I would let go of her only to eat a little bit, and I was not eating very fast. After what seemed like forever, I tipped my fingers so that they were running along the inside of her thigh, sliding my hand a little higher and a little higher with each stroke from her knees up the inside of her thighs.
Her skirt was loose and it moved up so lightly and easily. The fabric had to be some kind of light silk, and it was beginning to bunch up high in her lap. I cannot say at what point it was, but my hand I knew was sliding precariously close to her panties, the heat of her intoxicating me as I teased her with my fingers, when she reached down grabbed my hand. It was a light hold on me, and I immediately stopped. She simply ever so slowly slid my hand back down her leg setting my palm back onto her knee. Not off, just down to her knee and letting my open hand slide luxuriously over her leg all the way. I simply, obediently let her move me, and lay my hand there with her hand held on top mine.
I looked into my sister's eyes at that moment and she smiled back at me as her fingers squeezed my hand, then let go. This was all occurring invisibly. Our secret.
Mom and dad continued to talk, Lisa sharing in. Lisa was talking to Mandy now about when we were younger. She cryptically noted how I could never leave her alone, how I was always getting into her things.
I defended myself, "That's not true."
She looking over my way, "You would spy on me, deny it." My cheeks reddened, and I remembered what she was talking about. "You were always taking my things, hiding them."
I said, "You were the sneaky one." Steering the conversation away.
She was enjoying this, the double entendre shared only between us.
I moved my hand around her leg, so now my finger tips were rubbing her skin just below the knee. I began to roam again, up along her leg, the outside of her leg, and tipping my hand once again caressing the inside her thighs, slowly rising higher and higher all over again. My hand would touch her knees and then rising up higher again, my finger tips touching her, so tender. Her skirt was still bunched up high on her legs.
Finally, reaching higher I let the tips of my fingers just graze the edge of her panties. I did not know when it would be, but I felt the fabric and ran my fingers over her with the lightest touch. She quickly shifted herself, closing her legs onto my hand. But not quite, as I held my hand there clamped between her thighs, I began to waggle my fingers, bumping and touching the crotch of her panties. Then, her hand again, pulling me from between her legs and back to her knee. This time eyeing me with a hint of concern. A sort of no no no, her 'Behave' look. I imagined her wagging her finger at me. Tsk. Tsk.
But this time, breaking free I stroked the inside of her thighs, in long soft strokes. I felt her legs relax, opening a little bit as I caressed one leg then the other with the front of my hand and then the back of my hand, up and down her long legs. She leaned a little toward me, like she was going to whisper and I leaned her way as well. I was expecting a curt stop it, anything. Instead she breathed to me in a very low voice, "Not so high."
It was that remark that led me to want to touch her, giving me license. To this point, honestly, I hadn't. It was more like curiosity, a 'would she let me?' She was teasing me, I realize how she was from the beginning. But her remark 'not so high' made my heart pound, and my mouth go dry. I wanted to feel her. Touch her. Would she let me? What would she do?
And after a little while, I let my hand reach 'high' and I ever so lightly curled my fingers right over those soft cotton panties, and scratched my nails over the fabric. Long scratched of my fingers up between her legs, over the fabric right between her legs. Her head went low, in an involuntary movement, I could see the pleasure wave through her as she looked over at me. Her legs held open and the arch of her back as she tipped her hips back. That arch she had so exquisitely described to me.
And a light imperceptible moan. She did not stop me this time.
She was not moving away, not trying to shake me off. She was wet, I could feel her juices dampening the fabric. I pressed a little harder feeling the outline of her little pussy there under the table. Her skirt bunched up in her lap, her legs open and her hips tipping back and forth to my touch. I loved the feel her the slightest undulation of her body on my hand, the tiniest circle being drawn over my fingers. Her hand reaching out, grabbing my thigh, squeezing me before turning and wiggling herself away from me so that my hand had to drop off her at that moment. She looked around, realizing what she was doing, the way she had suddenly slid away from me. She continued with a reach, "I need something out of my coat," she said. Digging in her pockets, for nothing, she then slid back taking my hand in hers and leaning toward me again whispering, "You need to stop. They'll know."
Holding hands was nice. I imagined not losing our secret contacts, caresses, the feel of her. It could continue. At the very least she wasn't angry, would keep our 'secrets.' Feeling a sort of euphoria as my thoughts ran this direction, and her presence worked its magic on my brain, I simply began rubbing the palm of my sister's hand and to play with her fingers, feeling her respond and hold each of my fingers, stroking my hand in return, rubbing our palms together.
In our parents usual fashion, they abruptly announced they had to be in church, that they were late. "Look at the time," dad exclaimed, they were running late now for their prayer group. Lisa piped up, letting go of my hand, "But I have to get to Katie's, we were going to study some tonight."
"Well, we're late."
"You could have at least told me."
The conversation went on like that.
I piped in without a thought, "I can take her."
She turned suddenly to look at me.
Mandy then inserted, "I have to get home myself."
I added, "Well someone has to take Lisa to Katie's."
Mom and dad said that they could take Mandy home and still make it to church. "You go ahead and take Lisa, Matthew. Thank you."
The look on Lisa's face in that moment. Realizing she was left with ME. A sort of concerned shock at the turn of events. Honestly, she probably thought she could escape me tonight. It was probably why she was willing to be so 'naughty.' People around, there was a sort of built in limit. Besides that, after the last half hour, I cannot say either of us were thinking too clearly and to be suddenly alone. Really, I wasn't thinking a thought in my head, and the only thing I did know is that I wanted to be with her longer.
Everyone got up and I began to gather my things. I said, "I have to go to the bathroom." But I was stalling for time. I wanted everyone else to leave. I wanted to wait, be slow. Have my time with Lisa alone. "Wait for me," and I said my goodbyes leaving Lisa at the front of the restaurant.
When I got back I smiled at her and simply said, "My car is out back, it's not too far." She followed behind, and we fell silent. I imagined her eyes on me as we walked. I looked back, "Come on. Here."
I held out my hand to her, the hand she had been holding for the last ten minutes and she took it. The noise of the restaurant fell away as we walked outside, and a silence enveloped us. My heart was pounding, I squeezed her hand as we walked. She squeezed mine. We walked. I really don't know how to describe where we were at just then, and I didn't even know. The energy between us was electric. Her eyes, the way we looked at each other. Gradually, the people were dropping away from view.



"How far are we?" She was looking around, the parking lot was emptier, the rush was over.
"Just over here." I pointed.
I clicked the button on my key chain and the lights on my car blinked and the car gave a little beep. Lisa walked over to the passenger side, it was dark and there were no lights on at the edge of the lot. I began to go around toward the drivers side, but looking over at her I paused and then followed her.
Lisa had just opened the door when I slipped up behind her and said, "Lisa."
She was startled not knowing I was right behind her.
She said in a low voice, "Matthew."
I leaned myself against her back and wrapped my arms around her waist, simply held to her as I leaned my mouth into her hair and lightly nuzzled her shoulder and kissed her neck. This was the first time I had kissed her, a light touch on her neck. My hands, knowing the shape of her body perfectly now, slipped between her top and skirt and lay my bare hand over her tummy stroking her there as I nibbled on her neck.
I felt her press to me but at the same time moving so as to get into the car. She was pulling from me know, "Ah, ah, ah. Behave." But I held her to me and brought my hand up to her breasts. She did not move. But she kept repeating, "Matthew. We can't. They'll see us. You have to Stop."
She was tipping her chin up and letting me kiss her neck, I could hear a low moan as I kissed a line of kisses on her neck and squeezed her breast. I rubbed her, massaged her. I loved the feel of her as I stroked her stomach, held her hips, and back up to her breasts. Rubbing her over her bra, and trying to feel her under her bra. As my fingers slipped beneath the cup, her hand reached up and grasped mine. "Matthew!" I turned her around to face me then.
"Lisa, let me touch you. We are alone right now. I ..."
As I spoke my hands were stroking down her front. And as she watched reaching up and squeezing her breasts through her top as she looked down at my hands touching her.
"We shouldn't be doing this, you told me you would behave."
I let go, and she stood looking at me. We were silent. I said, "I know, but back at the restaurant. You let me."
"I shouldn't have."
We just stood there. This pause. The silence as I moved closer and she did not move away. I turned my face to her. I whispered, "One kiss."
"They'll see us!"
"No one will see us. No one will know. One kiss."
She was looking around.
I continued, "Everyone left."
She closed her eyes. "Once."
And then we kissed, she held her lips together impassively and pressed her lips to mine. I took her in my arms and kissed her soft, so soft. Then let her fall back a little and held my mouth in front of hers. I said softly, "Kiss me." She leaned forward and kissed me again, as I opened my mouth, she opened hers.
There in the dark we held to one another, touching our tongues together. I loved the way she turned her head as she kissed me, and then she took her hands and placed them on my shoulder. I pressed her back against the car. And as we kissed I began to rub her ass and hips with my hands, her hands holding lightly to my shoulders.
She felt my touch, reaching up under her dress, and as we kissed she was saying, "No Matthew, no."
She knew what was coming. Lifting her skirt I brought my hand around to the front of her, lay the palm of my hand right over her pussy and began rubbing her with my open hand. As I did she opened her mouth wide and kissed me with an intensity that surprised me. I could feel her press her puss right into my hand, hard, and open her legs wide, lifting up one leg. I was kissing her neck, as she held to me as I rubbing her. The feel of her body undulating against my hand.
"Matthew, I need you to stop. Ahhh. Not now. . . We shouldn't be doing, uh, oh god."
All the while she was rubbing her pussy in my hand, and opening her legs. I was practically lifting her onto the car.
"It's all right," I said.
I could feel how wet she was, she was wet from the moment I touched her, but now my hand was sliding on her panties all slippery from her cum. I pressed my finger into the thin fabric and finding her clit, moved over her. She melted. Feeling her yield allowed me to loosen my grip on her. I began to soften my touch, we began to soften our kisses. The light kisses matching the soft stroke of my hand over her little puss. I could feel the hair of her pussy through the fabric, and I began to slide my fingers beneath the fabric right at her thigh. I wanted more. I felt the hairs of her puss for the first time, she was so wet and I was literally squishing my fingers into her.
I was touching her bare flesh, her hairs were matted and wet, I could feel her opening up, and as she suddenly realized what I was doing she stiffened at my touch. I think it took her awhile to completely realize my hand was on her bare pussy. I started stroking her softly, pressed my finger right over her clit. She moaning, began to move away again.
"No. No. No."
She moved suddenly and bending at the waist I watched her skirt fall around her legs. My sister's breathing was in gasps now.
"No. We can't do this. I need to go. I'm late."
I stepped toward her again and she was sliding into the car, the lights inside went on and in that moment she never looked more beautiful. Her disheveled hair, the flash of anger in her eyes. I could see her skirt riding up high on her legs, her full red lips. She was looking up at me, with a look that said, 'Get in. Drive me. Go.'
That moment allowed me to come to my senses and I went around to the other side.
As I got in she was smoothing her skirt, holding it at her knees. Looking out the front window. Silence again. What had come over me? The whole evening was basically me mauling my own sister. I turned the car on and said to no one in particular, "Thanks."
She said, "Don't mention it."
I lay my hand on her knee. "Lisa. I don't want to ruin our relationship."
She shot a look my way, then looked at my hand on her knee. A look that basically indicated she doubted if I cared just then. But she didn't move, and neither did I. I just held it there.
I began to speak as if nothing had happened at all. "I can't remember how to get to Katie's," I said.
"I'll tell you." She continued, "I'm late now."
I backed up and we headed for the exit, when a car suddenly pulled up right alongside us. It was Mom, Dad, and Mandy. They were motioning me to roll down my window.
Lisa simply said, "Oh my god!"
I let go of Lisa's knee and rolled down the window.
"We've been looking for you. Mandy lost her purse. We went inside to look for it, but now she thinks she left it in the car. She can't get in the house without it."
At that moment I realized how close we came.
"Lisa!" called Mom. "What time are you going to be home?"
"Um, I'm not sure."
"How will you get home?" Lisa lifted up from her seat and leaned over me so that her head was sticking out the driver side window. She was on her knees from the center of the seat, her hands pressed into my thighs to hold herself up.
"Katie or Katie's brother will take me home."
I was taking her in just then, her hair was falling all around me, her hands on my thighs, her lovely little ass was sticking up. The curve of her back, and her smell. Again, the third time this evening I lay my hand on her bare thighs and began to stroke her legs. She wiggled her butt a little, trying to wave me off. I continued until my hand was rubbing her ass up under her skirt.
Dad was calling from the car now, "You think you could stop by the store?"
"What do you need?" she was saying. Waggling her butt at the same time, trying to shake me off. She turned to look at me, saying sharply, "Stop it."
No one could see any of this as my hand moved over her crotch again she squeezed my leg hard. But as she talked to Dad, I could here her voice get confused, as she tried to think of what she was going to say while having her pussy rubbed, my hand scratching up between her legs.
Dad was giving a short list of items and Lisa was getting the list wrong, he kept asking her to repeat.
Lisa stopped trying to shake me off, knowing that everything depended on her getting this list right. Dad at one point, "It's not that hard Lisa. Here I'll write it down." And saying to mom, "Where's a pen?"
Lisa was, "No. No. That's fine. I can remember," as I slipped a finger under her panties again and was stroking her bare pussy again, feeling the wetness of her all over again. I had my hand covering her completely, feeling the taught stretch of cloth over the back of my hand. I could smell her now, this beautiful delicate smell. Lisa's pussy in my hand, so wet and open.. Dad found a pen and made his list and handed it across to her. She was reaching just as I pushed my finger into her vagina.
She nearly fainted in that moment, and then as she drew back into the car I heard mom call out "Have fun." And Mandy in the back seat, "See you soon."
"See ya," I croaked. She whimpering out, "Bye," as she backed up, pushing herself right onto my finger, impaling herself further. I felt her tip her hips back the way she did and imagined myself laying on her in that moment, tipping her hip back so that her clit briefly rubbed against my finger and then continued back into her seat.
I rolled up the window and she was putting on her seat belt and smoothing her skirt once again, her body recovering from being ravaged for the third time this evening.
She was eyeing me again. "Matthew!!"
"Sorry."
"What the fuck?" I had never heard Lisa swear before. "I mean . . . You have to cut it out, my god. My own brother. Do you know how much trouble we would be in. YOU would be in if anyone found out what happened."
I began to say something, to apologize or something, but she cut me off.
"No. We need to . . . " I lay my hand on her knee and she took my hand, lifting it away from herself. "Matthew, just stop. STOP. You hear me. I don't want to hear sorry, or nothing anymore. Take me to Katie's. . .God."
We drove in silence for the half hour drive. My sister was calming down, looking sideways at me, and in the time I had to think, it was fully dawning on me how completely inappropriate I was being and I could not think of a single thing to say about it. Her breathing was obviously calming down, and I did not know if she had been aroused or angry when her breathing was so hard. She was pulling her hair behind her ear and looking out the window, at me. I was stealing glances, looking at her lips. Thinking of how we had kissed.
The only talk the whole way was directions: Go straight, Turn here. Until we pulled in front of Katie's house.
We sat there a moment. Before getting out Lisa said, "I can't believe you. Matthew, this needs to stop. Is touching me the only thing you think about anymore.? Cause if it is."
"No. But. I don't think, I'm the . . .only one here . . ."
"Fine. That's what you think."
"Lisa, come on. You kissed me, back there. You did."
She got out of the car, "I'm not the one with a problem. This time."
"Lisa."
"We'll talk later. Look. I got to go." The look she gave me was exasperation, more like I was a naughty child. She was calm, but firm.
"Sorry," I said again.
Before driving off, sitting there in the dark I held my fingers to my nose, inhaled.
"Oh my god."
****************** I spent the next several days thinking about that evening, over and over. I would lay in bed and feel myself grow hard at just the anticipation of remembering. I was tortured. Tortured because at the same time she would not answer her phone or return any of my calls, my memories were so delicious. Nor was she returning any of my emails that I was sending, with cryptic references.
After many days of trying I heard her on the other side of the phone. I was not even expecting her to answer.
All she said was, "Yes."
My voice left me, I could not speak. I could barely hold onto the phone.
I said nothing.
"Matthew. I know its you. What? What is it?"
"We need to talk." I croaked. "I want to see you."
Silence. Then, "Where."
"At . . ."
"Not your house. . . Not my house."
"A restaurant."
"NOT a restaurant."
"My office," I said finally.
"Ok."
"When?"
"I'm busy all this week."
"Next Sunday."
"Ok. . . We'll see."
With an email confirmation it was set up for 6:00 pm. I know she picked that because there was a church service in the evening and I would be preaching. I paused to take in the conversation and what would follow, that we would be in a church.
I vowed to stop. I had to stop.
******************
That Sunday was impossible. Time did not move. I sat in my office, arranging things, imagining where she would sit. Looking across the room at her shadow. I convinced myself this craziness would end, and vowed to talk through everything. At the same time, I wanted to be honest with her. Tell her my feelings. Feelings. What were they? This could only be lust, do I share that? I turned my thoughts until I could not even make out even a single thought. Everything balled up, unrecognizable, and my throat hurt, my mouth was so dry and no amount of water helped. My heart felt like it had this uneven heartbeat, I felt light headed.
Then, it was 6:00 pm, then 6:15. A wave of depression. She was not going to come. How could I sit here, I was a fool. She lied to me. I went through a wave of anger, then despair.
At 6:20 she arrived.
"Hiiiii." I said in a too friendly voice.
I jumped from my seat, but then sat back down. I willed myself not to touch her. She sat in the chair across from my desk. I had arranged some smaller chairs so we would be sitting knee to knee - if we wanted. She ignored the little cocoon I had made. She sat on the vinyl and metal chair that faced my desk. I sat in my swivel.
She simply sat herself down, and stared at me.
"How are you doing?"
She looked at me, sensing my discomfort. I sensed she enjoyed the effect she was having on me, but I felt I had lost all ability to read her.
"Fine." Then pausing.
She started to play with some of my papers on the desk. "I am doing communion this evening."
"K."
"Look, we need to get back, I think, to something that is more like what we had before."
"You mean like brother and sister?"
"Well, yes. But . . .I want to talk about what has been happening. Can we do that?"
"Yes. But quit being the good lil' counselor Matthew. Talk normal, ok."
"This is how I talk." She glared at me. "Sorry, but being what I do, it's sort of second nature. I can't help it. Um, last week. . . Look here's the deal. You came to me with a problem, your problem, and I wanted to help, so I was. Really, that was all. I don't know what came over me. Or has come over me. . ."
"First of all Matthew." She took a deep breath and her tone changed a little. She was leaning onto the desk, talking quiet. "First, I want to say, I don't think this is all your fault. Not ALL your fault. I let things happen, too. That part is part of MY problem. When you first started, um, helping, your massages. Yes. They did work. I stopped doing what I was doing, I liked it, I was coming over and when I left I felt good. But, understand, I had never been touched by anybody, my body never felt like it felt. So . . . THAT was good, that was my doing. But . . ."
She paused and took a folder in her hands.
"What bothered me, what is bothering me, was how you were going for always more, a little more a little more a little more."
"That was wrong. That was bad." I volunteered.
"Quit with the church lady talk. Talk about what you feel, not what is wrong . . . good, bad, right wrong. Ok. I mean, Jesus Matthew. You hurt me in a lot of different ways, not the least of which was coming to the house, my house, and lecturing me and telling me how you were listening to me, helping me. . . When you weren't!
"I . . . "I was about to speak and she stopped me.
"No you weren't! YOU were feeling me up. I don't know what to be mad about first, that day. You lecturing ME or you telling me what you were going to do about it without listening to me at all, AGAIN. That's why I went over to the house after and told you all that stuff. To shock you, to make you hear SOMETHING. Something I should not have done. Because obviously it has gone from bad to worse. You needed to know me, now today, not my image, my veneer. What I was really dealing with, yearning for, afraid of. Ok? And now I feel like after you found out all that stuff, you like took that information to totally take advantage of me. Knowing my weakness and . . . "
"That's not true."
"Well Matthew, Mr. Counselor, what are you thinking? No. What are you feeling? Cause I'd like to know. Start with my drive with you . . ."
She waited.
"I . . . I don't know. I could not help myself. All I can do is think about you. I keep wanting to . . ."
"What."
"Just Touch you. Touch you. Lisa, I feel this." I took her hand. "And . . . I don't want to stop." I saw her ready herself to respond, leaving her hand letting me hold her hand. "Wait. Wait. No. Wait. I know I will, I can. Stop I mean. But I don't think we are thinking about this thing any different. Really. Really we aren't. I know its wrong as much as you do. I don't know what came over me that day. And I will admit. In fact to get through this I have to admit, and admit it to you, that I liked it. I like it too, to touch you, I liked kissing you. And I just want to say it to be honest, and then we can figure out where to go from there."
She let go my hand and looked down now, holding to some papers, playing with some objects on my desk.
I continued quietly, persistently, "And not because I want to use you. I . . .I . . . I can't explain it. I never wanted, want to hurt you. Not ever. I feel like we have some special, secret connection that no one can see. That we have. And when I was touching you, you know, uh, under that table, it seemed like it was a perfect symbol of us. Everyone can see us, two separate people in the visible world, brother and sister, but under that table, hidden from view. . . Somehow we are together. Connected. And you . . .I don't want to make you mad. But . . . you said yourself, that a part, a little bit, was your doing. You responded. And I felt that. Am I mistaken?
"Well. . . I mean, I have a body. I . . . no one. NO ONE has ever touched me like that. You are the first. So, it was all very confusing. If I closed my eyes, and fantasized, the way I do. Then it wasn't even you." She saw my eyes, "But that is not what I was doing, and it was, it was nice. Nice. The little more and little more and little more, though. That is a problem. It was so imperceptible, each indiscretion I sort of let them go by. I didn't want to be interrupted. But at some point, you know, it has to stop."
"I understand. Each time, I want just a little more. Not much, and the whole time I am thinking that I should stop. That time in my bedroom, that time I was ready to get up, go downstairs. But then you asked me to do your legs. That moment. You knew I was going to stop."
"I knew you were. I knew."
"See. You escalated that. You ASKED me to keep going."
"But. I can't explain what I wanted either. I wanted to be touched, to let go, be wild. Not think. Only . . . not with you. But you were the one who was there, then, you were there. I knew I could come over, and I feel safe with you. Something. I was like, this is it, this is what it feels like to be touched. It didn't feel wrong or bad, it felt nice. Until . . . after. I really realized how wrong we were being when Mandy came home and you wanted me to sneak out of there, go out the back door. I felt dirty. Like some, like a . . . slut. But then, that night, I thought about being touched. And it was nice again."



"Lisa. You have no idea how confused I have been, how I have wanted to 'talk' but I had no idea what to say. I can't even begin to think about where to go. We have to stop, and we will, but I just want you to know that a part of me doesn't want to. I'm being honest, whatever we can do. Just holding hands. I don't want to let go."
Silence.
She was thinking. Holding to a folder she had taken off my desk, turning it in her hand.
"This has my name on it."
She held it up.
"Yeah. Your file. I did some research."
"Research?"
"Yeah. Masturbation, and how to stop."
"Oh my." She laughed. I hadn't seen her flash of teeth in a while. She opened the file. "Too funny."
"I was thinking of you as someone I counseled. I mean. You know."
She was flipping through pages. "So. You give those 'massages' to all the ladies then?"
"No. I..."
"Just kidding."
She began to read aloud one of the pages, "Every person, without exception, will find the connection between lust and sexual turn-on, whether they are looking for that connection or not. This connection often begins with dreams, which obviously is totally outside the control of anybody. However, once that connection has been established, it is permanently resident in the mind and the next step is, "how do I handle this new side of my personality"? You've got two options: One, Control the fantasies and lust as best you can and masturbate when the internal hormonal pressure - She repeated 'Internal hormonal pressure??' - . . . causes the sexual pressure to build. This option keeps your sexual nature as an important part of the personality in the context originally designed by God. Two, Feed the fantasies and lust and cultivate a sexual desire increasingly out of control and dominating every aspect of your life. This option leads to much more masturbation and then bigger problems with guilt and poor self image! This option usually involves pornography and sometimes leads to violating other people in an attempt to gratify the lust that increasingly dominates your personality."
She looked up, "I never got this lecture."
"No. You didn't. I never got to that."
She laughed, then read some more, "The more frequently you masturbate, the more fantasy you require to get an orgasm each time. This option becomes a vicious circle - the more you feed your lust, the more it demands to be fed! . . . That part is accurate."
She traced her fingers over the paper.
I sat there looking at her long dark hair hanging over her face, as she read the paper, watched the hair fall over her shoulders as she looked out the window, and at me. I waited. Not knowing what to say.
"It wouldn't have to stop. I mean . . . totally . . . we can't go, too far . . . but the touching. That is what I mean. I like being touched. Just touched."
"I like touching you."
"It needs to be, feel safer. For me."
I could not believe my ears.
"I need to know what you will or won't do. I can't have this little creeping hand trying for more all the time." She turned her hand to herself, mimicking as if it were my hand groping around.
"That would be alright. I can totally do that. It's not like . . . I can't control myself at all."
"What about Mandy?" I hadn't even thought of that question. "She doesn't know about this I assume."
"Oh, no. She...I"
She laughed. "Pretty safe assumption. I'm not going to tell her, but . . . you keep secrets from her."
"We all do. From each other."
Silence again.
Then I said, "It could be like a contract." She looked up, at me, confused a little. And I continued "We can discuss what we can do."
"Each time?"
"Maybe not each time. But to know the parameters, we know the parameters, and we have to stay in them. Can't go outside what we agree."
"A contract. . . Sounds like . . . yeah. Ok."
I continued, "So. Lisa. Of all the things we, um, did. What did you like. I mean what was ok. I think you like when I rub your back. Like, over your dress."
"I liked under my dress too, but on my back. Maybe the sides a little. Nothing below my skirt at the waist. My hair for sure, you can do my hair all day, my neck. That's nice. My shoulders. Arms."
"Legs are off limits?"
"Not necessarily."
"Legs are hard for me." I confessed.
She laughed, she saw concern in my eyes. This was delicate. She put me at ease, "No its just. I never heard anyone EVER say 'legs are hard for me.' But I think I know what you mean. But still, I like my legs being rubbed. Definitely below the knee, my feet. I love my feet rubbed. But to my skirt." She paused, tugging at her hem, "Maybe a little higher."
"Ok."
"Like, right about here." She motioned up high on her thighs.
"I can see your panties though."
Here eyes had this momentary wicked gleam. I could sense she liked when I could see. She said, "S'all right, but no higher. You can look. But . . ." Her cheeks flushed quickly then. I was noticing the fire in her eyes as we talked. I knew what she meant.
I felt bolder, "How about your front?"
"My tummy, yes, my arms for sure, mmmmm, but . . . not my breasts." She held her finger in the air, "My bra right up to my bra." Demonstrating with her hands.
"Sometimes you don't wear a bra."
She glanced at me, "Mmmm, I was bad that day. But, not my breasts. If I don't wear a bra, you can see a little more, that's all!" She cupped her breasts just then, "Off limits. AND . . . what about you?"
"What?"
"You too. I might want to give YOU a massage."
The thought never crossed my mind. My heart began to beat wildly. "Me. I would like that. Um, same areas."
She laughed, "So I can't massage your breasts either."
"No. Well, I mean yeah you can. . . and I can take my shirt off too."
"Men are so lucky."
I teased, "You can if you want. IF you wear your bra."
"I'll think about that."
Silence again, as we reflected.
"When?"
"It would be the same, after school at your house. But . . .We need to set an alarm."
"Ok. Can . . . we ever go out, eat out."
She laughed. "A date."
"Well no. But if we did. What is the contract for if we go out."
"You mean you might like to touch me then?"
Feeling braver, I nodded yes. The look in her eyes was delicious. I could tell she did like the exposure of being out in public like that.
"Well, You can't do what we did last week. That is too too risky. I have to think about that."
"Can we kiss?"
"Um, I . . . You have to ask, each time. And if I say yes, you can NOT touch me while we kiss. It would be one or the other. It is too distracting when both are going on, and I don't think you would follow our 'Contract.'"
"Ok." All I heard is that she would let me kiss her. I was in heaven. Just then I noticed the time. "Oh. It is 7:30, I have to go get ready."
We sat there simply shining, I was beet red, I felt hot. Lisa's lips were full and red, her cheeks mottled. She looked more alive than I had ever seen her.
We had not touched the whole time. Not that I consciously intended to, but still, this was the first time in about two months we saw each other and I had not touched her. We did not hug or kiss. She got up and sort of angled toward the door. We just suddenly felt very exposed with one another.
Lisa turning to me at the door said, "Ok then."
"I'll see you." I stood up.
She stopped at the door, stood just inside the opening. "What do you have to do, to get ready I mean?"
"Just arrange clothes, my robe. Lay out my notes, get some hymnals. Find pages."
"Oh . . . Can I help?"
"Yes."
I walked out of the office with her following behind me, the church was empty and I walked to the back area of the pulpit. A little room, the Sacristy behind the Chancel. We were silent, you could not even hear our footsteps. I was trembling as I waited, going into the back area I turned on the light and started to arrange my papers. Lisa stood by the doorway and watched.
As I worked, the light turned off.
Next thing I knew, she was behind me.
I whispered to her, "Trying to make me crazy," and turned to her.
I could just make her out in the low light, silhouetted by the doorway. She looked down at herself and then at me, smiling white teeth at me. Placing a hand at her bare hip, "What?" I felt her arms fold around my back. "Just thinking about our 'contract.'
I felt her small hands rub my belly and up my front.
"I've wanted to do that you know. I was going to ask, but never got the courage."
"I need some light."
"Just a little minute. Ok." This ok?" She backed up a little and ran her hands down my back and over my ass, then down my thighs and back again. "We never discussed our bottoms."
"And?" I whispered.
"You can do mine, if I can do yours."
I felt her squeeze my ass and run a hand down my thighs. I felt myself grow hard. My cock was sticking down my leg. I adjusted myself, and she noticed.
"Lisa," I whispered. "You were going to help me get ready."
"I am."
"No. No your not. Behave." I turned to her and she wrapped her arms around me one more time.
"I'll turn on the light. . . But first, kiss me."
Her small little body stood before me in the dark. The tension between us was unbearable. My breath was catching in my throat. I leaned lower and so lightly touched her lips. We simply held our mouths open, touching our open mouths together, I could feel her trembling or it was me trembling against her.
She backed away, we kissed, we did not touch. I did not touch her, it was a slow lingering kiss. I touched her lips with my tongue and she met me with hers. We touched and trembled and kissed like that for, time left us there. Her head was tipped lightly to mine, and I could feel her hair on my cheek.
I leaned in a little harder and pressed my mouth to hers. "Can I at least hold you?"
"Mmmmm." She nodded, as I held my hand to the small of her back and pulled her close. She brought one leg up and we let our bodies twine together. There was no way she could not feel my cock pressing against her belly.
She backed away and looked at me. I held her hand. She said, "I didn't know how this would go."
"Neither did I."
She walked over and turned on the light. My cock was straining my pants and at that moment she looked at my crotch and then into my eyes.
"What can I do?"
She stood by me, and my thoughts swam with possible answers. "Here, bring these out and put them on the pulpit."
"This your sermon." She fingered a little stack of papers in her hand, pursing her lips at me.
"Yes."
"What is it about?"
"Caring for our brothers and sisters."
She was looking at me. "Sounds good." I could feel her breathing, drawing in deep breaths. We locked eyes. And then she turned. My mind swimming with what she could have said. She disappeared. I looked at the clock, it was 7:55 pm. People were starting to wander into the Sanctuary. Shit. I had ten minutes. I put on my robe, which covered my cock nicely, hidden from sight. It is probably why these things were invented.
I gave my entire service with a hard on, Lisa sitting near the front looking at me. I met her eyes as I spoke.
When I glanced at her face, she was smiling, eyes little slits.
After it was over I gave the benediction, and she left along with everyone else, telling me what a fine service it was. She touched my hand, I held it in mine.
Lightly I traced my hand along just the inside of her arm, to her wrist.
"You have to be good," she whispered as she let go my hand and then, "Need any more help?"
"I might," I said.
***********************
The 'Contract' was something that brought a kind of 'trust' to our relationship. The lines drawn gave a boundary, even though it was subject to a gradual ongoing adjustment and completely arbitrary. Like those days the temperature starts out cold, gradually warms and you continually find yourself too warm - begin to discard the layers. And each change was discussed, negotiated, before acted upon. It also gave Lisa a bravery I had not seen before. I realized her shyness in part was her inability to feel in-control.
For my part I adhered to the 'terms,' whatever they were, because the alternative was nothing. An end.
I knew that and the fact that I obeyed, oddly led HER to want more. She was almost at times frustrated with my touch now as I ran my fingers over her, as I gave her feather light massages on those lovely afternoons while remaining ALWAYS within bounds.
She was not coming to the house every day, but a few times a week and the rhythm of our times of indiscretion was the purest joy in my life at this time. And for me, unbeknownst to her, any access denied by her, I could fulfilled with my wife, framing this crazy simultaneous fantasy. I often found myself fantasizing about Mandy with Lisa and Lisa with Mandy. My own private manage et trois.
This afternoon Lisa came into the house, and I got her some tea, we went upstairs and she lay on the bed arms out on either side. No words even needed to be spoken. She raised her head from the bed and looked back at me before pushing herself up on her knees and turning before saying, "I want to give you a massage today."
She had mentioned that before. But I was caught off guard nonetheless.
"Uh. . . "
"You said I could."
"Sure," I began to look around, feeling suddenly vulnerable.
She had pulled her sweater off downstairs at the door and had on a light white top with no sleeves and a plunging neckline. It was very light and soft. Her skirt was also of a very light fabric and mid thigh. Silk. Her clothing continued to become less conservative, more revealing, feminine, and of evermore concern to mom and dad. They had mentioned to me now, and I simply replied to them, 'She's an adult, she can wear what she wants. I am not worried about it.' They began to pray for her soul.
She got up off the bed standing barefoot by me, pointing, "You. . . You lay down."
As I moved she said, "Wait, take your shirt off first."
I opened my buttons, smiling at her, as she tugged the fabric down off my arms. She was helping. I could see the nervousness in her eyes as we prepared.
"Ok. Good," Eyeing me as I lay down on the bed.
"T Shirt too."
"Yes."
I again obliged. My shoes were already off.
I noticed her looking around the room.
"What is it?"
She rose padded over away from me, peeking into the bathroom and disappeared. After a little while she returned with a little bottle.
"Lotion. I want to use lotion on you. That ok?"
I had never thought of that. But the idea of slippery soft clear lotion on my skin, her hands on me. I lay down and felt her squirt the cool liquid onto my back, her soft hands smoothing it over my skin. Her touch was so much softer than mine on her, luxurious, her small fingers.
She was kneeling on the bed, I could hear her breathing. Her knees and feet were bare, her light fabric skirt and white top. Her hair falling around her face and shoulders as she leaned over and silently massaged me. And this morning as I lay beside her I felt naked, she felt naked. An intimacy I cannot describe. My shirt was off, her bare hands on my back, skin to skin. I felt myself grow hard, my penis pressing into the bed as I lay there feeling her touch and looking at her kneeling beside me, her legs apart, the fabric of her skirt falling between her legs. I would catch her eye and she would look down at me, smile, her cheeks mottled.
"Amazing stuff." I said.
"Hmmm, hmmm."
She ran her hand across my shoulders and drew small circles out from my spine, rubbing it in. I could see the shine on my arms as she rubbed down to my wrist and squeezed my hand. It looked utterly fantastic. She caressed the lotion down the center of my back, sliding her small hands down to my belt. I felt her clasp her small fingers around my sides, and I let her, around to the edge of my stomach. She could have done anything to me just then. It was pure heaven.
She took her hands off me.
"Um, can I do your legs too?"
I looked at her, as she held her hands out in the air dripping with the shiny lotion. This meant the pants would go too, and I knew it. She knew it.
"Uh, yeah, sure."
I pressed myself up from the mattress, undid my belt and slid my pants off. I turned away from her so she couldn't see my erection as I did so, but as I went to lay back down she was pushing me, and motioning that she wanted me to lay on my back.
"Lay on your back. I want to do your front."
I complied, feeling how she must feel as she yields to my commands. I was the one yielding now, it felt completely different. I could be lazy. I let my mind close down, closed my eyes.
As I lay myself down, my boxers were tenting with my cock, and had I moved wrong it would have come into view through the fly. I am sure from certain angles she would be able to see me. I watched as she eyed my crotch. She took the lotion and squirting another dollop over my front began to rub my chest, and my stomach, but always stealing that glance.
She was still kneeling at my side with legs apart. I really felt naked now and was imagining how with her short little skirt and my hard cock covered only by a pair of boxers, I could not help but think of her sitting on me, moving over no more than a foot, lifting her leg and laying on me now.
She broke the silence with, "Your wet." I opened my eyes and looked down. My boxers were staining a large wet spot with pre-cum. I glanced up into her eyes. My cock standing straight up, hurting from the strain of being so hard.
I nodded.
"I didn't know it did that," she said.
My heart was pounding, she could feel it as she lay her hands on my chest. She next began to stroke the lotion down my legs, letting her hands wander lower, down my thighs and onto my knees. As she turned herself, facing away from me now as she leaned toward my feet I could see her skirt rise, watching as her bare legs came into view to just the edge of her panties. Pink silk panties. The colors and styles of her underclothes becoming as varied as the clothes she wore these days. My cock jumped as I saw her, and she noticing my cock move, turned to look back at me and then working up my legs again. It felt so good.
She was rubbing up high on my thigh, up between my legs, and I knew the same thoughts were running through her mind. But I also knew we had the 'contract.' I was going crazy. The whole front of my boxers were wet now. She was openly looking at my cock, rubbing my legs right at the edge of my boxers, teasing her fingers a little higher, a little higher.
And for a period that seemed to go on and on, she finally says, "I never seen one before."
I looked at her.
"I mean, a penis, for real. Can I . . . could we uh, change one of our rules?"
"How?"
"I mean, when we are massaging, we can SEE more than what we touch. Can I . . . just see IT? I won't touch. We can look, but not touch."
I could not believe. Immediately I was thinking how if she could see me, it would mean I could see her. It was implied. She knew that. I was trembling now, looking at her kneeling by me on the bed.
I wanted to appear less than eager. "No touching?"
"No. Promise."
"You sure?" She was rubbing her hands together, smoothing the lotion through her fingers, and nodding, her cheeks glowing red, wide eyed. Unable to look me in the eye. I said nothing and simply hooked my fingers into the elastic of my boxers and pulled them a little down my thighs. My cock springing into view as it lay up my center, a bush of hair springing from all sides. I was hard, hungry, she leaning over me, looking intently.
Once, twice she looked up the length of me, her nose not more than three inches from my cock, and the view would be of a completely naked man. The first she had seen.
Silence.
All I heard was her breathing, I could feel her warm breath on my penis. A bead of cum forming on the very tip, pooling before a long thin drop slid down onto my abdomen. After awhile it began to puddle there.



She whispered to me, almost squeaked. "Can I touch that?" Pointing at the puddle on my abdomen. Oh, I wanted her to lay her hand on me, stroke my cock, I was watching her shiny hands slippery with the lotion. I needed to cum in the worst way. All I did was nod my head.
She pressed her index finger into the little puddle just below my navel and swirled it around, an involuntary growl left my lips. "Ohhhhh," it felt so good. She did not move at all, hovering still as a statue, just her finger drawing a circle there below the head of my cock.
Drawing this circle, I was dripping onto the back of her finger. She was looking at my balls, my thighs, the length of my cock, the head, its tip. And she began to ask questions.
"It's slippery." Holding her finger that had been dipped in my cum. "Um . . . like mine, uh, me."
"It's the same." I said.
She asked, "Are you circumcised or uncircumcised?"
"Circumcised."
"What's the difference?"
"Uncircumcised there is a skin that covers the head of the penis, at the top, there." I pointed. "Circumcised, it is cut off, around the ridge."
I could see her hips lightly undulate as she hovered over me, and lightly squeezing her thighs together. I could imagine her thoughts, the swirling conflict inside her. I was having difficulty controlling myself, I wanted to grab her and pull her into my arms, lay her on top of me. Hold her. Lay on her, and more. What I did do was to simply lay my hand on the calf of her leg as she sat there. Her eyes immediately locking on mine.
"This ok?" I asked.
She nodded, looking at my hand on her leg. "Yeah. If it is with you."
I rubbed her skin as she drew her wet circle on me. She wanted, wanted to ask for more. I could see it, sense that she wished she could touch my cock, wrap her fingers around, lay her hand on me, touch me, stroke me, hold my balls in her hand. I wanted to say, 'go ahead.' But the meaning of that, she knew and I knew. I said nothing, and she watched.
I let my hand slide the littlest bit higher, up around the curve of her knee. I was touching her as she watched, that was alright. She did not react to my touch, I was stroking her thighs and tipping my finger up under her skirt as it hung over her backside, felt the light fabric on the back of my hand. She breathed in deep, closed her eyes. I knew how wet she was, her cheeks were so mottled. She opened her legs a little as my hands curled over the top of her thighs, up under her skirt. She arched her hips and I watched her ass rise toward me, turning, tipping her backside so that I could stroke the underside of her thighs, her skirt rising and I could see her soaking wet puss covered in those light silk pink panties. The curve of her pussy, this wet little peach between her legs. So juicy. An invite? I looked at her, as she watched me. Imagining laying my hand right over her cunny the way I had done before, just the feel of her, just to touch the hairs of her puss one more time. But I resisted, I mightily resisted as I continued stroking the back of her thighs, long soft strokes as she remained still.
She looked back at me every so often, an unreadable loving look, a hungry look. Her hair hanging over her face, hairs sticking to her lips. Inviting me. Inviting . . . But I would take no chances. She was thinking about us. This. Our hermetically sealed world, and I was not going to . . . my one hand sliding up to touch just the edge of her panties, no more, as I held my fingers there a moment and back down.
"Sorry about that," I croaked.
"It's alright. Mmmmm. It's . . ." was all she managed and moving herself away from me now, moving herself so she was sitting now at the edge of the bed, and said, "Thanks."
It was over.
I reached down and pulled my boxers back up, and the alarm clock rang. The one announcing that in another half hour Mandy would be home.
She padded silently into the bathroom, I heard water running. She was washing her hand, and back toward me, slowly sitting down on the bed right beside me, and with her eyes closed she leaned down and gently kissed me on the lips. Soft. Chaste.
"Thanks." She said again, through eyes so glassy they were almost clear. Shining desire.
I reached up and stroked her hair, held the strands in my fingers. Lay my palm over her cheeks and pulled a few strands from her lips. "What am I going to do with you?" I cooed. She closed her eyes again, suddenly shy.
She opened her eyes lightly and looking down at me, smiled sitting there by me. I had to get ready, we had to get downstairs.
I said, "Lay down . . ." She lay back, doing as I asked, clothed on the bed. Arms across her middle.
I continued, "AND I have another request." She looking up at me. "Can we . . ."
I began to rub her tummy over her thin top, then down the sides of her rib cage, down her abdomen and following the line of her hip and up her sides, over the white top she was wearing and up her middle, squeezing, before openly rubbing her breasts over the white fabric. No bra, I could feel her nipples tighten.
". . . Touch each other over our clothes?"
She looked down at my hand which was openly rubbing her breasts, one then the other.
I wanted to touch her, but more. I wanted her to be able to touch me. To see. To touch.
She looked into my eyes and reaching with her hand, knowing my offer, held the length of my hard cock through my boxers in her hand, squeezing and rubbing its length - through the fabric. Without saying anything, she agreed.
I silently, rubbing her breasts and she silently rubbing my cock, sliding her hands over the wet stain. I wanted this to last an eternity. I could not believe this was happening. My eyes were watering, I was almost crying from sheer pleasure. I wanted to lean forward and just to kiss her there. But . . . we were touching.
The rules.
The rules.
I let my hands wander down her front and pressing my hand down into her skirt, the thin fabric folding down between her legs, I stroked her puss through the fabric, she stroking the length of my cock, her hands wet with my pre-cum. My hands trembling as I lightly lifted the edge of her skirt and began rubbing over the silky panties of her barely covered cunny, could feel the hairs of her puss through the fabric, poking out along the edges. My hand sliding, gliding over the slippery cum soaking her. Our hands were moving together, a single motion over the others body. She was sliding herself against my hand and I in perfect rhythm was moving my cock through her hand as she held me.
I let go. She let go, and sitting forward again, set her hand on my shoulder. We faced each other.
She finally says, "We have to get ready."
I felt her lay her hand on the top of my cock head one last time and press there. It was tenting straight up in my lap. I let out such a moan, to be pressed there like that! To fill the tip of my cock pressed down, that exquisite pressure.
Her low growl as I responded.
Reluctantly we moved from the bed. I got dressed.
My hand was soaked with her, the smell of pussy filled the room, mixed with the scent of lotion.
She followed me, watching me get dressed, standing before me with her hand running over my now clothed body.
"Mmmmm. OK Matthew." And she took her hand away. "I have to go home."
"Yes."
I kissed her at the door. She let me.
And then she was gone.
I ached.
I was in agony. Desire and pleasure, this exquisite pain. The pain of receiving something you should not have. Ever. Pain is when things go back to normal. And I was now standing back in the same kitchen I was in when she arrived, but everything was changed, changing.
Desire.
***************
She wouldn't let me touch her for weeks after that. It was a game, it was playful on her part. Or it seemed to be.
Nonetheless, I became concerned all over again, even though she continued to come over, assuring me everything was all right. But that she wanted to talk, stay downstairs. We had to behave for a little while. She didn't want 'it' to be the only thing between us. I thought I'd die from frustration, but on the surface I knew that I had to behave as if everything was fine, ok. I was biding my time. This test. We still talked, could talk. We still kissed goodbye, in these exquisite soft open mouthed kisses that lasted forever before she left.
But no touching!
She was much freer in her thoughts, she talked about boys all the time now. Which made me jealous, was indicating that she was getting more confident, and the implication was that I was helping her, helping her come out of her shell.
I was jealous. For her part she would ask me questions about Mandy. Was she jealous? I wondered about that. I remembered a conversation we had, and in it she had said something that implied Mandy and I did not have a good sex life, that it was somehow typical or boring, which was the furthest thing from the truth. But I let the implication stand.
I ran through every conceivable reason for the change. Too much too fast, she was scared of her feelings. She wanted me to want her more. Less interest. Somehow she was angry at my ability to follow the 'rules.' Self doubts, new interest in another boy. Getting a little somewhere else. Probably all true.
But I also knew that the feelings were still there, the desire that I cannot describe. The way we looked at each other. How I would reach across and hold her hand as we talked, she letting me. The feel of her skin, rubbing her wrist. The way we played with our fingers, the squeeze of her hand as she made a point. The color of her skin, how she would pinken, as we spent our two hours together.
And the feeling this steady incredible building of desire, like water filling behind a barrier. This movement toward release. I bided my time, until it felt unbearable.
Until . . .
It was a Friday afternoon she came over, right after school, wearing a lovely yellow dress, almost a wrap around, with a tie at the middle. The look in her eyes, her cheeks, I knew.
Every time she came over I asked if she wanted to go upstairs. Whatever she said I accepted without argument. Just, "Ok."
This time I asked, and she said, "Ok."
Rising from the seat, she silently slipped her shoes off and padded up the stairs.
We got upstairs, and moving to the bed she said, "You've been good."
"How do you mean?"
"You know," she crossed her legs as she sat in the middle of the mattress, letting her skirt ride high and turning toward me.
White panties.
I sat down beside her and took her hands. "I just figured, you know the last time. We were going a little too fast."
"Truth is. I've been trying to be good. To see if I could" She moved closer. "We shouldn't be doing this Matthew." I didn't know what to say. She continued, "Should we?"
I needed to be honest here. I wanted her. I wanted her to just lay down, I thought this time . . . "No." I said truthfully.
"You're my brother. I think about that. No matter what I am feeling. Even when we are careful . . .You know?"
She meant the rules. I said, "I haven't done anything that I shouldn't, I've been good."
"Yes, very good. But Bad good," She said. I let go her hands, nervousness flooding me again. She was trying to end this all over again. "No. No." She said, reaching and taking my hands again. "Don't worry. I'm just talking. Yes. You've been . . . Good . . . I'm just very conflicted about this. All this. I'm just being honest."
I took her hair in my hands, and as she spoke, running my fingers through her long hair and down her back. I said, "Last time, you saw me. You saw . . . " I looked down, "For the first time. Lisa. I'll be honest, I liked that. Whatever this is. I like what we have." I held my hand to the small of her back. "When we touch, it feels . . . Good."
She closed her eyes, a deep breath escaping her lips. I brought my hand up over her shoulders and she sunk into my hand as I pressed down her front and squeezed her breasts through her dress. She lay her head back on my shoulder as I stroked her tummy, she sitting there between my legs. I rubbed her thighs, the small of her back and her ass through the silk fabric. I could feel her melting against me.
I continued, "Our relationship is still good. We can go back to what we were before, we have for two weeks now."
She sat back and smiled at me. "Yeah but now I can't stand it anymore." She took my hands and pushed them back away from her body just then. "Can we really?" I tried to touch her again, but she pushed my hand away again and moved down the bed kicking her legs over the edge.
"Sit over there," she said pointing at an armchair against the wall near the bed. I was confused, but rose and did as she asked.
She stood then and turning her back to me said, "You have been very patient with me, and today . . . I want you to see me. I've been thinking about this."
She pulled the dress down over her shoulders in one motion, pulling her arms out of the sleeves and I could see her bare back as she was turned away from me. I gazed at her, standing with the dress hanging about her hips. Knowing her breasts were completely exposed, turned away from me.
She continued to slide her dress lower and I felt myself grow hard again, as she pulled the dress down her legs, standing in only her white panties. I continued to watch as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties at each hip and slid them down her legs as well. Stepped out of them. Her ass coming into view, and then she looked back at me.
I said, "Turn around."
She had this wonderful coy smile, she had thought about this.
She teased back, "First, loosen your tie, unbutton the first two buttons on your shirt." I did as she said. Not taking her eyes off me, she approved as I complied, "Yes. . . Untuck your shirt. Unzip your pants. . ." I did as she said, as she stood with back to me, looking over her shoulder. My hard cock tented out my open zipper. "You poor thing, you've been neglected... ok . . . Push your pants down." And as I did, she turned around.
There she was!
Her breasts were these perfect tear drops, large pink aureoles. God she looked delicious. The dark hairs of her pussy were this wonderful tight little triangle set low between her legs. She glided past me, got up on the bed and lay down. "I wanted you to see me. You like?" She held her arms out. I could only stare and nod. "Ok. Now. Come here."
I rose from the chair, as she quickly corrected, "No bring, slide the chair over. Stay in the chair."
I slid close.
"Matthew. I want you to make me cum."
As I sat by her she was opening her legs, I could see her pussy lips opening, the white shine of cum opening between her legs, her slit opening.
She continued, "These two weeks. I haven't masturbated . . . at all. Not once. I am very horny. I want you to make me cum. But . . . you can't touch me at all." She held her legs and playfully set her feet on my shoulders, as I leaned in between her legs. "The only way you can touch me is by telling me how you want me, by fantasy. How you want to touch me. How you want me to lay, sit, stand, whatever you want. With your words Where you want me to touch myself, how fast, slow, soft, hard."
I could see cum running down her puss, I could see the little hood of her clit opening. I wanted to lick a line down her center. I wanted to lift myself up and fuck her right there.
She was still talking, "Make me cum. But you can't touch me, okay?"
She leaned back then. There was a wicked gleam in eye, held up by her elbows and laying back on the bed. I could have done anything just then, what could she do? Her body was laid out before me, so close, soft white flesh, all of her. Naked. What I had been fantasizing about.
I wanted to be bad, I wanted her to WANT me. "What do I get if I make you cum?" I said smiling back at you, raising the stakes.
There was this pause as she thought, a light smile on her face. "You can have me for fifteen minutes. Once. However you want. Wherever, when you want. Any part of me, all parts of me, as much as you want. Nothing is off limits. I will not say no."
I leaned back against the pillows of the chair, taking in her words. Part of me thinking, this is getting out of hand. I was so aroused. I could barely think. Lisa laying back, reaching up and grabbing the pillows, adjusting them under her head, laying so open for me. Anything.
I had been in agony, for the past two week as Lisa remained downstairs, would not let me touch her, would not go upstairs, until today. And now here she was, spread out on my bed not a stitch on her. God what she did to me. And I know. I know how hungry she was, knew that she could not go much longer. She was lying on the bed, pillows up around her looking at me, waiting.
I moved the chair back a little and kicked my pants the rest of the way off and slid my underwear off as well, she lifted herself up, watching as I did that. I sat there with just my shirt on, my legs open so she could see my cock sticking straight up. I swear my tip was blue. I began to rub the pre-cum on the tip of my cock in a circle, and I could see her flick her tongue around the edges of her lips. Hungry. She said I could not touch her, but said nothing about this.
Soooo........The words began to flow. I really don't know what came over me.
I looked her in the eye, rubbing my hand over my cock. I started, "My little girl wants to cum? does she. You have any idea what I'll do to you after....your offer?"
She closed her eyes, and squeezed her thighs arched her back. So delicious.
I continued in a low voice, "Open your legs......" I watched her scootch her knees open a little as she looked at me again, watching my hand on my cock. "Wider! You're so wet little girl, so pink." My eyes on her body, looking down between her legs her open puss, that line down between her legs. She loved my eyes on her.
"Slide closer, I want to see you."
She did, as she whispered out. "You can NOT touch me."
I ignored her protest, looking down between her legs leaning forward, oh god her little pussy. I wanted to lay my mouth right over her, six inches from my mouth, suck on her, pin her to the bed. God damn I almost did. I could have pinned her, fucked her. I knew she would have let me.
"Pull yourself open." She reached down with her hands and pulled at her labia, pulled herself wide. "Mmmmmmm. So wet....... Already getting wet. You see how wet you are? Do you like looking at yourself when you masturbate, you like looking at yourself down her, watching your fingers slide inside."
I was watching her close her eyes, nodding her head, as she slipped her hands up over her body and lay them on her abdomen. Undulating her hips, I could see how she wanted to touch herself, keep touching herself.
She cooed out, "I've been wet for two weeks."
She was being soooo naughty.
"I should spank your little pussy for being so bad." I raised my hand and held it just over her open legs, letting the hairs of her cunny just touch my fingers, saw her flinch. I could see her creaming out her little hole.
"You can't touch me," she said again.
"I could lean up over you right now and ride you hard, fuck you. You wouldn't move a muscle. You wouldn't stop me. You'd let me. . . Tell me how you'd let me."
I watched her hand slide lower, brushing the hairs of her cunt. "Uh, uh. You can't touch yourself either, unless I say. Tell me."
She was squeezing her thighs and nodding her head.
"Mmmmmm, You'd like it, holding your legs open for me, letting me fuck you..... " I watched her as I said that, watched her one hand slide a little lower and press right at the mound of her puss, pressing down. "No further," I warned. I allowed the little indiscretion.
I continued, my voice low. Deep, almost a growl now, "And......I'd like watching you get fucked." Her eyes opening, eyeing me. That look of doubt on her face. So delicious. "With one of those little boys you are after, you letting me hide in your room as you lay with your legs open, getting fucked . . . God you are wet, show me how wet you are, open your legs wider."



She held her legs wide.
"Mmmmm. Good. Turn around for me, get on your knees I want to see what you looked like."
She complied, I could feel her getting hungry, watching her flush.
"Let me see, oh god, your pussy looks good like this. My good little cunt. Spread your knees wider" I stood behind her, as she looked back at me, holding my cock behind her, the perfect height to enter her, and began to stroke my cock.
"That's it, open your knees......oh, yeah." She was right at the level of my cock now, and her hair hanging down, she held her head low looking down between her legs, the arch of her back.
She was not more than a foot from me now. She cooed out, "don't you touch....."
She was undulating her hips, "Open your legs. Arch your back. Yeah. So open. You slut, you would let anyone fuck you right now. I could push right up into you. Pull yourself open again, I want to see your hole. Go ahead, with your hand. Pull your cunt open."
She reached her hand down between her legs, and spreading her fingers, was pulling herself open for me. I could see the dark gap, the open hole, her little anus, her cunt, creaming white. Spread out for me. She held herself open for me. Knew I was looking up into her. "Spread your cum around your pussy lips, rub yourself for me."
"Such a good little girl."
"Push your finger in, ahhh no farther just a little. Feel yourself there. . . Again. Yes."
"Feel good little girl. Your clit hard? Tell me."
"Yes."
"Tell, me your clit is hard."
"My clit is hard."
"Can you show it to me."
She lifted herself, tipping her ass high in the air. She asks, "Can you see it?"
"Oh god, yeah, I can see it. Your cunt is delicious. Let me lick you."
"Not yet," She whimpered
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Thoughts while driving four hours:
The idea of going to a family reunion - which I'd been thrilled about before - has become unbearable, almost painful. I haven't seen my folks in a really long time, or my sister or her husband. But, I met a girl two weeks ago and we have been inseparable. I would not go at all, but SHE left two days ago, to go home. Her absence is painful.
The sex we have is insanely addictive. I'm petrified of it running dry with an absence, like a reservoir without a daily rain, nourishment. Diane's fingers brushing up my thigh. I fear that when next I see her, we could feel - nothing at all. Every time we run out of things to say or when I say something stupid, or don't quite understand what it is she meant my whole body fills with dread.
So, now I am driving to Rachel's house, my sister and her husband's house. I have made a solemn vow to mom that I will get along with her this time, but no such promise extends to the lout she is married to. Every time I see him he offers me a job. I say, 'I'm a musician.' He says, I mean a REAL job.
She never had problems like mine, always having been miss popular, miss perfect, miss rich, miss have everything she's ever wanted. She's older than me, and married like the richest guy in the area - of course. Self obsessed, her only thoughts are of her and hers. I can feel my fists tighten on the wheel.
I always feel left out, second best. Her nickname for me - Loser, or as she says it - Lou-Oozer. Though she hasn't said if for a few years. I wish I could have brought Diane home with me, feeling all smug, SHOWED her off. Feel for once like I'm not unpopular one, the stupid one in the family, a failure.
I haven't had sex for the last three days. We been doing it nonstop, everywhere. I think about her going to her home town. Old Boyfriends? New Loves. This vague anxiety, my heart skips in my chest. Fuck! I am hard right now just thinking about her, the warmth of her in my belly.
I swear if I'm not miserable alone, I'm freaking out, worried that I'm going to lose all the incredible things I've found. On the topic of insanity, I will be spending a week with my family. I promised mom that Rachel and I would get along, and I will give it my best shot. Be the good son. But I'll Drop the girlfriend bomb on them and lean back, watch my mom smile her approval. I tap the wheel, look at the flat barren landscape of 'home' the thin layer of frost, the gray trees, gray sky, dead grass. Not a lot to do in the middle of nowhere.
The phone rings. I look, it's Rachel, "Hey, it's Rachel. Where you at."
I hold the phone to my ear, and briefly think - just hang up - you can say you lost connection. "The road. What'd you want?"
"Did you get the tickets? When was it again?"
"Yeah, I did, Tomorrow night. Last ones. They cost a fortune."
"Oh. Uh, Ok then. Uh."
Shit. "What?"
"Say, I got some things I got to do, for Blake. The afternoon before the concert. You think we could get these things done, like before the concert and . . ." I sighed. Always this drama. "And there's some things he wants me to get, for the week everyone is here. Maybe we could do some shopping too, maybe, even before that. David?? You still there?"
"Can't we just, make a plan and . . ." And then I paused, and with a sigh breathed out, "Fine. Whatever."
A few more words, and I hung up.
She was already ruining my visit.
-----------------------
Rachel and I whirl into her house, arms full of crap. Tossing bags, coats, boots, scarves where they can, the foyer is as big as my whole apartment. Fresh flowers, a piano in the other room which I can show off. Going all day long, and we still have to get ready for the concert.
I'm feeling stressed and tired when Rachel turns to me, "David." I face her, my arms full of stuff. "I might be too tired to go to the concert tonight."
"What!!"
"I'm just tired, that's all."
"Tired. . . Doing YOUR stuff, Blake's stuff all day, you mean." My voice rising, "I already bought the tickets, Rachel. It wasn't my idea to go shopping AND do all this stuff. They were $150 each. THAT was WHAT WE WERE GOING TO DO TODAY," my voice rising until I realize I am shouting.
I surprise even myself.
She steps back. "You, you can still go."
"Why wasn't Blake doing this shit anyway."
To which Rachel looks like I am crazy and looking over her shoulder, says, "He's busy."
"I thought we were going to go together, spend time together. YOU asked to do this, got me to buy them."
"We have had time together, besides if you are going to be like this, I don't know if I WANT to go along anyway."
"What?"
She is holding her purse out, "I mean you've been snippy with me all day, here. Here, I'll pay you for my ticket. Just GO."
"What? I, have NOT."
I put my hand to my eyes. This isn't, God DAMN, happening. "You ALWAYS do this. Listen. I went to YOUR things, and now you are going to go to MY thing. Got it. You are going to this!" My heart is pounding in my chest.
"What do I ALWAYS do??"
"This. THIS. I make plans. No, you make plans I agree to. But if its something I actually might want to do, well then it's not important is it? Doesn't mean shit to you. NEVER does. Fuck this shit. What are we Blake's little puppet?"
"Don't say that, that's not fair."
"I do all the things you want to do, all fucking day, but then you don't give a fucking rat's ass about anything that means ANYTHING to me. YOU ALWAYS DO THIS." I am turning away now. "Fuck this shit. God damn it, Rachel!"
The energy is draining out of me, so I sit down. I am panting.
She is just staring at me.
I am rising up from my bent over position, setting the last little bit of crap down now, moving my hand from my eyes to look at her, and can see the resolve in her eyes. The NO. That no compromise look. . .
She says again, holding money out in her hand toward me, "I'm not going. Here. It's no big . . . Here, take it."
And with that I move to the door, I have to get out of here, away - toward the living room, walking right past her saying as I pass, "God dammit Rach. I don't want your money."
She is standing partly in my path and as I brush by, shove her hard out of my way. My hand catches her shoulder and I can feel her spin back. She falls away from me, but I don't look. As I continue, there is this loud THUMP and CRASH - and turning to the noise, can see her laying on her back, sprawled out on the tile floor, her legs up on an Ottoman or bench or something. It looks like her head hit a coat rack.
I hadn't seen it there. I had shoved her right over the top of it, she went straight back. Hit her head.
Rachel is curling over to her side, going "Ow. Ow. Ow." Sort of whimpering and holding her arms over her head.
"Rach I, I didn't mean. I'm sorry." And I am rushing around, taking her hand. She rolls to face me and begins to push herself up.
At the moment she sits on the ottoman, she glares at me, "Why are we like this?"
"I'm sorry, its, I'm sorry. You ok? You don't want to go. Ok. Ok."
She continues, "We always fight." There is a silent pause before she stands up, getting ready to walk away, then faces me. I can see it in her face, that she is holding back tears. She looks as if she is crumbling.
"Rach."
Her nose is getting red, her eyes brimming with tears, and she is talking fast, "I wasn't going to, I wanted us to go. I really, did. But we have everybody coming to stay here, and Blake needs these things, and he wanted it to be nice, and I just can't keep everybody happy can I? So now this, I am a failure, and I so wanted to," and then through sobs, "But all day long. All day, you are - so mean. Everybody is so mean. Why do you all hate me so much?"
"I don't hate you."
Her shoulders are shaking in sobs, and she is really crying now. "You have any idea how mean you have been to me, all day long? I have enough trouble with," and she simply looks over her shoulder.
Rachel is looking at me wide-eyed, glassy with tears. She is standing right in front of me and I take her in my arms and feel her lean against me. "Rach, I'm sorry. I don't know everything. It's just that. I had plans, thought we had already made plans."
"We had, I told you what happened."
"I wanted to do this one thing, it was your idea."
She is just sobbing now, "Why? Why do you hate me?" I can feel her trembling in my arms.
So vulnerable. I hold her back away from me, I'm trying to comfort her, "I wanted a quiet day is all, I don't hate you. I wanted to do something for you. And then you want all this other. It feels like, I don't matter at all."
"For me. FOR me, how about with me. I didn't know. And why this, why are these things," and she grabs the tickets from my hands, "So fucking important anyway. It was an idea I had. That's all. It's not like you had to pay for them. What about with, What about doing something WITH me, like today WAS." She leans in again, and I squeeze her to me, "I didn't know. Didn't know you were upset, or . . . or anything. You never say, anything. Don't explain."
"You don't listen."
I could feel her hair brushing against my ear, the pain in her, shaking against me. Sobbing. "Does it matter. Besides. I can't please everyone, don't even know why I tray. And you, it's always ONE THING. And God, if its not that."
"Rach . . . Rach." She leans her head back again, shaking her hair out of her face. There is this singular moment, and she is suddenly so beautiful. Her green eyes, tears streaming down her face, her mouth.
I lean in, and kiss her. Kiss her right on the lips, a short kiss, can feel her kiss me back.
I lean away, "You ok?"
She nods, smears her hand on her cheek and leans in to kiss me once more.
"Yes. I'm ok," speaking as her lips touch mine. We are kissing, a soft slow kiss.
I turn my head and lower my chin, pull her closer, can feel her follow with her mouth and as I cradle her in my arms, open my mouth and take her lower lip between my own. I can feel her open her mouth, soft, warm, wet and we touch tongues. Electric. I let go, we fall away from each other. Her head is tipped back, her eyes looking at me. We say nothing.
She suddenly seems small and fragile. My whole life I was smaller, shorter than her, but today I feel stronger, for the first time.
I carefully lean in one more time. No pretense, we are calmed, and I intend to kiss her. We touch lips again. This gentle, slow, lingering kiss as she presses her lower lip out for me, letting me kiss, nibble, chew her lower lip. I love the way her mouth feels. Her taste, holding my mouth open, letting her explore my mouth with her tongue.
When suddenly she breaks away.
"I'm sorry, I." I realize I have nothing to say. Have no idea what just happened.
She turns, but stops a moment.
I say again, "I'm sorry. I didn't intend to." Did not want to use any word for it, "You ok?"
I have no idea what to do, where to go. I touch her shoulder, and she pulls away from me, begins to randomly gather packages. I start to help, there being no reason to do any of this.
"I'm ok. I need to put this stuff away." And with her arms full with the randomly grabbed bags, she leaves.
---------------------
Rachel threw the packages down on the sofa, and then continued to the other side of the house into her room, closing the door a little too hard.
Slam!
She slipped out of her jeans and her top, and was sitting in bra and panties combing her hair, looking at herself in the mirror.
A moment later the door opened and closed again, "What was all that racket." It was Blake standing there now in a dark suit coat and khaki pants.
"It's nothing, we got home. Don't worry yourself about it."
"There was shouting, I thought I heard crying."
Rachel wiped her eyes quickly, it was obvious she had been crying.
"You two fighting ALREADY?"
Rachel said, "No. It's just that, I don't want to go to the concert now, and He got mad at me."
"Not going to the concert? Why?"
She stood up, suddenly feeling bare, exposed in front of her husband and put a robe on. Thinking, 'What is going on with me?' She was unable to tell him everything, and he was sensing her reticence. Her heart was pounding. She was tired of the questions, of men telling her what she was going to do. Rachel drew her fingers across her lips. She could still feel the kiss.
"I don't want to."
"Listen, that concert was important to David."
"You don't know what happened? The day I had. I'm tired."
"I don't need to know. And I BET he's mad. You can't just blow something like that off, you know. I know you two don't get along but dammit, your going. You, go tell him that."
Rachel sat down again, her heart beating now with a different wind of emotion. "I have a million things to do tomorrow, I need to unpack all everything I had to get, and do, for YOU."
"Wait a second. I didn't want everyone here this week. THAT was you. You want them here, this was food and stuff we need this week. You don't have to put anything away. That we can have done. Rachel, Your being . . ."
"Unreasonable." She knew what he was going to say.
"Unreasonable."
And with a different tack, she went over and sat by Blake, "I want to stay home," and leaning her body against him, "be here with you. I knew you are going to be home tonight."
He stood, "No. No. You go tell David, your going."
A dizziness came over her with his words. Go see David. Why, Rachel was not exactly sure. She had been so centered on the fact that she was not going, taht she CAN'T go, when now the thought of actually going to the concert brought butterflies to her stomach. She was suddenly nervous. And to go and tell him?
"You're right, Ok, I'll go." Rachel, still stung by being ordered about, first by her brother and then her husband, gave a chaste little kiss and left.
---------------------
I had gone straight to the guest room and was now paging through a magazine while laying on my bed. Yet, I could NOT stop thinking about Rachel, whom I had moments before held so softly in my arms. It was crazy. Was she angry? She had disappeared so quickly. I looked at my watch, 6:30. Shit. Shit. Shit. I had better get ready if I'm still going. I honestly did not feel like doing anything.
Just as I lay the magazine beside myself, there was a knock at the door.
"David?" It was Rachel.
"Yes?"
Rachel opened the door, just enough to poke her head in, "Hey."
She was smiling, but still seemed nervous. I could see her shape framed in the doorway, wearing a fluffy pink robe. When she stepped in, I was imagining how she had felt in my arms, closing my eyes as she stepped into my room, trying to shake the thoughts out of my head.
"I had some time to think, and I decided David. I want to go."
"Yeah?!" I felt a wave of happiness. It was alright. I gave Rachel a big grin. "Great. You won't be disappointed."
She looked down at herself and held out the tie of her robe, "I need a little time to get dressed again." There was a pause, and Rachel feeling the need, continued, "Um, about what happened."
"No. Forget it. I'm sorry, it's just that you were crying. It happened. Nothing."
This flood of words came out of me, papering over my sense of guilt. I could feel my cheeks redden. I looked away as I felt my ears burn red.
"Ok. Meet you downstairs. We can leave it at that then, good."
---------------------
Rachel was still sore at, really everyone, but for reasons she did not fully know. At David for being so angry, at Blake for making her go to the concert when she did not really want to, at herself for being pushed around. Yet, there was something else. She had butterflies, and the idea of the concert began to excite her suddenly. It was a full choral orchestra, with modern music blended in, music she had grown to love with her years as David's older sister. He played a cello, and she could remember its eerie hauntingly beautiful sound fill the house.
It was a chance to really get dressed up. She was also angry at Blake and without really admitting it wanted him to know what he could be missing.
She chose her most delicious little black dress - a light rayon fabric - and was giggling wickedly at herself in the mirror as it slipped up her legs and over her shoulders. The only thing on underneath was a small pair of black panties. The fabric, its lightness, felt wonderful. Standing in the mirror, she turned to see the back as well and approving of what she saw said to no one, "Now where are those shoes?"
The black dress showed off her white shoulders perfectly, and she had brushed out her shining dark hair framing her face and falling in a mane down her back. She had put on just the right amount of makeup and applied the reddest lipstick she had, accentuating one of her best features - her mouth.
The dress plunged between her perfect tear drop breasts, and cinched tight around her waist accentuating her hourglass shape. It was also the shortest dress she had, with the hem ending at just below her crotch. She could feel the cool breeze on her legs and her pussy tingled as she walked, feeling deliciously decadent. Her heels were black and high stiletto's, pushing her ass back when she walked and showing off her long legs. Blake hated when she wore heels because they made her taller than him, but she was still shorter than David - and tonight she was going out with David.
The effect was just what she wanted, David's admiring gaze, mixing with Blake's jealous flare.
Rachel glided down the stairs, enjoying her effect on everyone.
"Well, I'm ready." And as she passed Blake, "Sorry you are so busy tonight. I could have spent it with you," saying it quickly and silently, out of earshot of David.
All he said was, "Have a good time then," and turning, was gone.
-------------------
The concert was fantastic. The seats were up at the side of the auditorium, in small balcony overhangs, shared by only three others.
Rachel leaned her shoulder against me whispering in my ear, "I do love this, don't you?"
The music filled her with happiness. As she sat there I slipped my arm around her. Rachel was filled with a delicious eroticism, helped in part by the two glasses of red wine she'd had before the concert at the bar.
As she leaned against me, I glanced down her front, watching as she played with her hair then smoothing down the fabric of her dress and grasping the hem at the top of her thigh and tugging it a little lower. The skirt riding up high on her legs. I could feel myself grow hotter as she curled her fingers under the hem, and taking her other hand in mine gave a squeeze.
I noticed how the narrow bands fabric that covered her breasts would curve away from her body lightly, allowing me to see perfectly from beside her the outlined curve of her breast. The sight of the curving bottom of her breast hugged by the thin fabric made my breath catch in my throat. I could feel myself stiffen at the combination of her warmth leaning against me, her fingers stroking her leg, and the vision of her soft breasts.
Rachel could sense my eyes on her, and catching my glances would meet mine and just smile quickly, as I closed my arms around her further; and underlying everything happening this evening I could not stop thinking how we had actually kissed. The feel of her mouth opening to mine. The feel of her lower lip held between my teeth.
Rachel's shoulders were so small. It was the first time I realized how small she was, how delicate. She had always been this larger than life person. Invulnerable.
It was weird.
She had such a beautiful mouth.
To now know its taste.
------------
At the intermission, Rachel and I slipped down to the bar again, having ordered additional drinks that they set out for later. Rachel picked hers up quickly and took a deep sip.



"Mmmmm, so David, you glad I came?" Rachel stood so close, twirling her skirt a little as she faced me, with her head tilted back almost leaning her chest against me. Tipsy.
"Of course. It isn't often I get to. . ." but I stopped, caught myself. I did not want to finish that thought. The wine going to my head as well. Rather, I instead said, "Isn't it good?"
"What? What were you GOING to say?"
"Nothing."
"Tell me. Come on, I want to know. Say it." She ran her finger across one of the buttons of my shirt, playful, giggles. I know she was sensing it was about her, about her - looks. She was loving her effect on everyone around her.
"It's just that, I was going to say, it isn't often I get to be with such a beautiful woman. Who happens, also to be my . . ."
But she didn't let me finish. "I guess I did notice you looking at me in there," letting her eyes look back and forth as she talked, as if we were sharing a wicked little secret, and leaning in close gave me a short kiss on the cheek. Another kiss. Her warm lips on me, even if just my cheek. I closed my eyes.
"Beautiful huh?"
In that moment, I looked at Rachel from the top of her head, letting my eyes linger slowly down her body. Looking at her breasts, at her waist, her hips, her long legs. I took her hand and walked out of the crowd of people and we sat together by the large glass wall of the concert hall, each of us being able to see our reflection in the glass.
The benches were low and had no back. She sat facing away from the glass - away from her reflection - while I had sat the other way on the bench facing the glass, so she was facing away, so I took her elbow and turned her to me, so as she turned her knees slid to the edge of the bench and then continuing she was turning herself at the waist. The effect was that her dress did not turn with her body, and with her body turning more than the fabric it was causing her breasts to shift from beneath the fabric. So here was Rachel, sitting beside me now, drunk, facing me, and the curve of her breast was fully visible. I was staring openly down at her chest, thinking to myself that if she were to turn a little bit more that I would be able to see her naked breast. Everything.
Even as I thought that, Rachel noticing our reflection cooed to me, "Oh, we are a cute couple, you and I."
And she said that, turned herself that extra little bit more, and leaning forward her breast twisted free from beneath that little black dress. I was speechless, breathless. The fabric fallen away from her body, her breast was tipped out from under her dress. Her tight little pink nipple. I knew she could clearly see her breast, reflected in the mirror and I watched her intently, could feel my erection grow hard. Her prefect perfect breast. She had to know.
All I said was, "Yes. Yes we are," as she turned herself back to me reconcealing her perfect breast beneath the fabric, as if she had taken something from her purse and put it back again. Damn. She knew her body, what she was doing, what effect she was having. It was delicious, harmless fun.
But after what she had just done to me, I wanted to play this game too. So as I said that, 'Yes. Yes we are.' I took her shoulder and this time it was I who twisted her around to the mirror, baring her breast again.
I felt her body move with my touch, felt her yield. She could not see this as anything other than purposeful. I added, "You are so beautiful," as we looked in the glass, at the reflection of her breast in the glass. She grew suddenly shy, and startled I believe by the strength of my hands on her, how I held her there. I let go and she twisted herself back again.
"David. Behave!"
She knew. At that moment, the lights began blinking, and Rachel stood. "We have to go back in."
I took her hand, and as we walked I whispered in her ear, "I know we have had our issues. But, it was really sweet of you to go with me tonight, and dress up so sexily for me. Such a show."
"Not too much is it?" Rachel frowned, giving me this sideways glance.
"Absolutely perfect. This is one of my best nights. Ever. One I will never forget. You are one erotic woman. I never told you that before, and you will never hear it from me again."
Those words went right through her, the wine, the room was swirling about her and Rachel leaned in and touched her lips to mine. I was truly surprised, but yielding, and wrapping my arm around her waist we shared one more brief kiss. The kind of kiss not normally shared by a brother and sister, in front of all these people.
"Lets go."
I chalked it up to the absence of my girlfriend, the anxiety, the fight, and three glasses of red wine.
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The concert was fantastic.
By the third song, we had regained much of our energy and, I thought, recovered to where we should have been for the whole day. I kept stealing peeks at her, watching her mouth. The way she pulled her dark hair from her face. Thinking of how we had actually kissed.
Her shoulders were so small. It was the first time I realized how small she was, delicate. She had always been this larger than life person to me. Invulnerable.
I had never made her cry.
It was weird. She had a beautiful mouth. It felt so good. I chalked it up to my stirred up state, the absence of my girlfriend, and all the anxiety I was feeling, and the fight.
She didn't turn toward me, but was just watching the concert, swaying with the music, closing her eyes, and pulling at her hair - twirling the ends in her fingers.
The way she does.
------------------
When we got home it was not really that late, something like 11:00, and even though the day was exhausting I really was not tired anymore.
As we walked up the stairs, my sense was that the same was true for Rachel and so when we got up to the top of the steps, I asked if she wanted to maybe watch a movie.
Rachel smiled at the suggestion.
I added, "A peace offering."
"Yeah. That's a good idea, I'm not tired." She touched her dress, and looking down at herself said, "Let me get out of this," and stepped away and through the open door to her room.
"I'll change too. My pajamas still in here?"
"Nothing in your room, or mom and dads room, has changed - yet. Everything the same."
When we came back down, I was in a silly looking pair of long sleeved blue pajamas. She was in this red nightgown that clung to her shoulders, and fell lightly around her to about mid thigh.
We picked out a movie and settled in next to each other on the sofa. I went and found some beers. As I stepped out of the kitchen, she looked at the cans and asked, "I have some wine in the dining room. Would that be ok? I feel like some wine. You, can have beer."
I turned, trying to be as pleasant as I could. "Ok. I'll check." I went back to the dining room and grabbed a bottle, put the beers away and brought down two wine glasses. Poured hers and mine.
As I poured, she gave me an approving smile. Normally I would have been all huffy, handed her the bottle and drank from my can.
I thought about that. Is that how I am?
As the movie was playing we bantered back and forth about what we had been doing, about her work, school, about a scene as it flickered across the screen here and there.
I asked when mom and dad were coming home, and she said not until Monday - so two days. She had this grin as we talked, leaning back into the sofa, relaxing into the cushions, and turning her head to me as we were talking, holding her wine in both hands.
Her expression was not matching our conversation at all.
At some point I was piqued by her, this look like she had, of something in her mind that she was hiding.
"What is it?"
"Hmmm." Her eyes turned to me.
"You keep having this grin, like there is some sort of joke I don't know about."
"No. I keep . . . Nothing," but then the grin again.
"What?"
"WE kissed!"
I reach for my glass of wine, thinking back, "Yeah, we did."
"Well, it's just that, that was kind of . . . weird."
"It sort of, happened."
"I know. You, kissed me first though."
"Did I?" I couldn't remember. I paused, could feel my heartbeat race a little, could feel how close she was just then. "I guess I did. But you kissed me second." I couldn't think of anything else to say.
She leaned back into the sofa, facing me, "Weird. WE kissed."
"Not something I'd say to anybody."
"No." And then reaching for the bottle, refilled her wine glass. We were both falling silent again, sitting side by side and facing the movie.
Without turning Rachel added, "You're a pretty good kisser."
It is a funny thing with me. When she said that, a feeling of pride rose in me. "Yeah? Thanks." I kept watching the show, just a sideways glance at her. A compliment, from my sister, I thought. Of all the compliments I might have been fishing for from my family, THAT one was wholly unexpected.
She brought the wine to her lips and drank. I reached for my glass and did the same, adding, "I been practicing."
"Oh really? Something I don't know about?"
I was very conflicted now. Diane and I had gone out for two weeks, not really a girlfriend. But WAS. I fully intended to talk about her, but not like this. Not now. It somehow became complicated.
"Well - us, you know, I'm in college now, meeting women."
"Ohhh," Deflected.
We were sitting shoulder to shoulder now, and I could feel each time she would turn to look at me, feel her hair brush on my ear. Holding her hair back with the flat of her hand as she looked at me, the way she does.
I looked at her again, "What?"
"Mmmm. I don't know. I'd, I'd let you kiss me again."
I was looking her right in the eyes as she said that, and watched as she sort of relaxed back against the cushions. I was speechless, didn't know how to read this. Was she joking?
"Yeah. Right." Was all I could think to say.
"If you wanted. I mean, just tonight, like before."
"All right."
We set our wine glasses down, and I leaned in toward her as she turned to me, expectant. She did not move away as I moved toward her, except to move her mouth toward mine, looking me in the eyes.
"Close your eyes."
"Hmmm," that grin again. "I kiss with my eyes open."
I began to brush her hair back, letting it fall over the back of the sofa. She has wonderful almond eyes, hazel, with these dark eyebrows and lashes that bring out the whites.
I paused right at her mouth, her eyes locked on mine.
"Ok." And she closed her eyes. I could see her mouth relax, her lips part, waiting.
And ever so lightly, like a bee on a flower I touched my lips to hers. We just touched our lips together, when I began to nuzzle in and, like before, took her lower lip between my lips and softly so softly we kissed, I sort of nibbled and chewed on her lower lip. She held her mouth open, held her lower lip out for me, tipping her chin back.
And we kissed.
She backed away, and lifting herself a little she looked at me.
"That's what it is. That's what I like."
She took my hand again and leaning to me, began to kiss and chew MY lower lip. This delicious little moan, "Mmmmm. That's nice."
I turned myself to her and opening my mouth began to run my tongue over her upper lip, and over the ridge of her teeth, could feel her begin to breath harder, pressing her mouth to me. I felt her lean back into the sofa cushion and I followed her back.
She ran her hand over the top of my head, tussling, playing with my hair as we kissed. The warmth between us rising, leaning as we did onto the sofa, sinking lower until we were laying there side by side facing each other.
We stopped, and quietly lay like that, looking at the other. Her eyes were moving over my face. She was looking at my hair, my eyes, my nose, my lips. I was looking at her the same way. My hand lay at her waist. We lay like that looking at each other.
"This ok?" I asked.
"S'nice." She took her hand away and pushed herself back into the cushions, away from me. I saw her tugging her nightgown down around her legs, and I noticed how it had ridden up her thighs; and honestly, I didn't even begin thinking about doing anything besides kissing. But as she did that and I noticed how her nightgown had ridden up, saw her bare thighs, the way the fabric fell around her waist, and the way her breasts pressed against the fabric. The outline of her nipples. I felt myself getting more aroused.
Suddenly, I was hard and I needed to adjust. Which, frankly is quite embarrassing when the person who has aroused you is your sister. I tried to discretely adjust myself, but she saw.
She basically looked down at my crotch as I tugged on myself.
"Sorry," she said as she noticed me looking at her.
"It's alright." I finished adjusting myself, the line of my cock ran up the front of my bottoms.
"I guess kissing will have that effect, no matter who you kiss."
I was red with embarrassment.
She brought pressed herself upright. I did the same and we both moved ourselves back to a sitting position on the sofa.
"We are being sooooo stupid," this playful voice that I had never heard from her before. She leaned back toward me and gave me one more slow lingering kiss as I sat next to her before standing up, twirling once, letting her red nightgown sort of spin out from her body. She looked at her empty bottle of wine, our empty glasses and then at me. She looked over at the movie, which was now a blue screen and had been for how long?
As she walked away from, without turning, said, "Thanks for a really fun evening." And pausing at the stairs, "If you tell anyone I'll have to kill you, nite sweet."
I simply called out after her, "Nite."
-------------------
Here's another really weird element of the whole story. The whole time we grew up was in this house. Our rooms are on the second floor and we always during that time shared a bathroom. One side went into her room, and one into mine. She only owns the house now because our parents moved into assisted living. She wanted to move back in, and they sold her the house.
Anyway, even though it is her house, nothing in it has really changed. My room is still mine, hers still hers. We keep our parents room exactly as it was, and their private bathroom. They like to come over once in a while, and it is nice. It makes their transition not so final.
So . . . we still share a bathroom. Not a big deal at all. While we all lived in the house, we had sort of worked out a whole morning routine that resulted in no overlap at all. I knew when she was in there and she knew when I would be in there. Now we were back in our rooms and there was the one bathroom. It was not such a big deal and we could knock, keep track of whether the bathroom were empty or not empty.
But now, waking up and seeing the sunshine fill the room, the house all silent, exactly as I remembered, I lay in my bed looking over at that bathroom door, and thinking of her on the other side in her room.
I closed my eyes, and thought about last night.
The whole experience of running into her gave me butterflies. I don't really know what I was thinking, except that as I lay thinking about my girlfriend Diane, suddenly the feelings of Rachel and I the night before would slip quietly into my thoughts. Not that we had done anything besides kiss.
And her words, "You are a really good kisser."
Somehow the whole experience, everything, made me feel like a really sexy guy. I was hard again, and had to pee.
I got up, pausing in front of the bathroom door, and knocked. No answer. I tipped the door open and the lights were out. I went in, peed, and then rubbed a washcloth over my face and looked in the mirror.
As I reached for my shaver, the door opened. Her side.
There stood Rachel in the same red nightgown. Her hair was wild around her shoulders.
"Sorry. Habit. I should of checked. You aren't usually up yet."
I set the razor back on the shelf, "Here, let me go, give you a sec."
"No. No. Ignore me. I just got to pee."
As I stood there, she turned herself back onto the toilet and, letting her red nightgown fall around the seat, sat down and peed.
I was shaving, looking in the mirror, but stealing glances.
My heart was beating in my chest as she sat there. It wasn't that she was peeing beside me. It was that she had no panties on. Nothing under that nightgown.
What about last night?
I suddenly heard her, "Sleep alright?"
"Yeah, I did. You?" She had that same grin.
"Yeah, Fine. I think I had a little too much wine. I need some water and some Tylenol." She stood up and stepped over to the sink. I felt her brush in beside me, reach for the water, turn it on. The fabric of her nightgown touching my thigh. She was standing there, no panties. The fabric falling around her. "Might have done something stupid."
I barely responded to her now. I have to say right now that this is probably my ultimate fetish.
There is something about a woman who you know is not wearing panties. Whether its under a night gown, or dress, or even if she is pants on without panties. It is crazy. It is a thing I have, cannot control, and I could not help but imagine her standing there.
Just her nightgown on. I couldn't stop thinking about it. Nothing on underneath, nothing at all, leaving it all to imagination.
I knew she had no bra on last night when we were laying by each other on the sofa, but no panties?
I thought about the way we lay side by side, the way her nightgown had ridden up her thighs while we kissed, me laying there facing her. My hand on her waist. I could feel her bare skin beneath the thin fabric. I had barely touched her that night, so it was not like I had 'checked.' I had not even thought about anything else but our kisses.
Kissing my sister.
She drank her water and left.
I was rock hard again.
-----------------------
"I miss you so much!"
*God I missed Diane*
I sat on the bed and simply drank in her voice. Intoxicating. She told me to call her first thing I got up.
"I'm going crazy without you. It's been four days."
"Four days! I know exactly what you mean."
"We have eight more days before we see each other. I'm back in six days . . . can you leave early?"
"I, maybe."
"I'll make it soooo worth your while. What you want to do to me? If you come back sooner I'll let you do ANYTHING."
I was raging rock hard now.
"I can think up some pretty nasty things."
She laughed, "I bet you can. Name some."
"Sort of, maybe, back door kind of things."
"Mmmmmm. I don't know what you mean." Then, "Really! That is kind of nasty." She paused, "I'd go out without my panties on for you when we go out, a whole week. How about that??" She knew my fetish.
No panties. Again.
God I lay back on the bed and tugged my boxers down. I was dripping wet and started to rub myself. Closing my eyes, imagining Diane . . . and that red nightgown - Rachel. Her images filling my mind. "You making me crazy."
"I want you to finger me when we are in a restaurant, I'll let you taste me. Oh God David, God I need a fuck."
"Wait. Just wait when I get back."
"Why wait? Your here now. David, Fuck me."
"Oh baby, I'm laying on you right now."
"I got my panties off and my legs are wide open for you."
"Where are you?"
"Upstairs, my parents house."
"They there?"
"Hmmm. Hmmm."
"Turn around."
"Oh god you are so bad, I got my fingers all inside myself right now."
"Oh god I want to fuck you."
"Fuck me."
"My good little girl."
"Not so very good. Oh I'm on all fours now, like you want me baby. Come on, fill me up. Fuck me, oh god I feel it, I'm pushing back against you."
"Oh fuck," I could feel myself cumming, ribbons of cum. I was smearing it up and down my cock.
"I'm going to cum in you baby right, now. Take me in all of me. Rub your clit for me, harder, fast."
"Oh yeah, tell me what to do. Anything."
"Your cunt wet?"
"Oh god baby its so wet."
"I want to lick you so bad, I can fuck you hard, bend you right in half."
Yeah,
give it give it to me.
Oh god, oh yeah. Mmmmmm. That was nice.
I'm a mess.
Oh, not enough, I'm gonna have to cum like a dozen times today.
I'll try get back, promise.
I got to clean up now. Call me soon. I might need you again.
I laughed, masturbation hot line
something like that.
--------------------
She was right, it wasn't enough.
I went downstairs for breakfast, and there was Rachel reading the paper.
She looked up at me, a sort of renewed awkward moment. I didn't really know what to say exactly, and I decided not to mention anything about the other day.
Right now, my awkwardness had nothing to do with the kissing. I was ok with that, it was the no-panties on.
She was still in her nightgown.
She was sitting and the bottom hem rode high on her thighs. She was not keeping her legs together. I was noticing all these things, because I kept thinking about the no panties and I was still totally wild from just five minutes ago with Diane.
Fucking God, phone sex and no-panties.
(To be Continued)
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I had changed into jeans and a T shirt, and padding quietly into the kitchen poured some coffee and sat down across from Rachel.
She was still in her red nightgown, barefoot, reading the paper. It was a radiantly sunny day, and the light shone in through the kitchen window over her shoulder as she looked up and smiled, before turning to her paper again.
I interrupted the silence with, "Can I have some?"
"Huh." She looked up.
I flushed with her eyes suddenly on me.
"The paper."
She handed me a random stack that lay beside what she was reading.
It's funny when you are thinking about something that you are not going to talk about with someone, you cannot think of anything else to say. AND you can NOT stop thinking about what you are not going to say.
I kept glancing at her in that red nightgown, imagining her as she sat, her legs parted slightly. No panties. Her bare pussy pressing into the chair. I could not get the image out of my mind. Her hair was still disheveled. No words would come to me. So, I silently read along with her.
After about five minutes she set the paper down, and taking her mug in her hand rose to the coffee pot, saying as she went, "I'm thinking of going shopping again today."
She said it to no one in particular, and I could not see her as she spoke, though I was the only one in the room.
She came back into view, "You probably don't want to do that anymore, huh?"
I didn't.
"No. Not, Not really."
"S'ok. I thought maybee," a hint of pleading in her voice.
"Sorry."
She took on a matter of fact tone, "What are YOUR plans then?" I could sense a touch of frustration.
"Well, I think I might just wrap what I got yesterday for the tree and clean the house, maybe go for a run. YOU could help you know."
She looked around like she hadn't noticed it was dirty. "Oh yeah, we are supposed to do that aren't we? I don't like cleaning in the morning."
"Or the afternoon or evening either."
"We going to get in another fight?" She said it playfully, but making her point.
I caught myself.
I do do that? I was filled with these mean rejoinders, 'Snippy' was the word she had used. I recalled that I probably did the same thing with Diane.
"Was that snippy?"
Looking at me she touched her nose, "And parental, And . . "
"I get the idea." I picked up my cup to walk into the living room.
"Don't go. Tell me about this new girlfriend of yours."
I hadn't really mentioned it?
I turned again and sat down, "Diane?"
"That her name? You hadn't told me." She repeated it, stretching out the pronunciation the way she does, so it came out, "Di--ane. You already call her today?"
"Yes. How did you know?" I kept looking at her nightgown.
"I figured you would. If I were someones NEW girlfriend and we were apart for the first time I'd want him to call me. It's sweet that you did, a whole side of you. I figured."
She looked up at me, and caught my eye. A wink? Indecipherable. I looked into her eyes and then away.
"You should go shopping with me. I don't want to go alone."
"I really don't want to."
She smiled her broad full smile at me, "I can make it, worth your while."
I froze. My heart caught in my throat. I didn't want to say anything. Had she heard my conversation with Diane? That was Diane's exact phrase.
I was measured, not sure what to say. She had been downstairs the whole time hadn't she? It was a coincidence.
"Meaning?"
Rachel just shrugged, looking at me expectantly.
I felt a trembling come over me, my fingers tingling as I stared down at Rachel seated in that little red nightgown, looking up at me as I simply replied, "Ok."
It represented a sort of compliance, or complicity. She had to know what I was thinking when I said 'ok,' but what was meant by 'making it worth my while?' We had kissed last night, twice, and here she was in that little nightgown, probably no panties on underneath.
My heart was pounding as she rose from her chair once again and began to walk out of the kitchen, smoothing that nightgown over her body as she walked.
All I had done was say I would go shopping.
What had she implied? What had she heard? I tried to clear my head.
When next I noticed, she was gone. I heard her calling, "Ill go get ready. We can clean up later."
I called out, "Ok. I'll wait for you here."
I could see her bounding up the stairs from where I was sitting. The fabric of her nightgown dipping up between her legs right at her ass with each step.
Fuck.
---------------
I was carrying packages again, schlepping from shop to shop. Not a single store I found interesting in the entire Mall. It is just awful. There were at least eighty stores here, and I swear not a single one of them sold even one useful thing.
Nothing.
Just belts and shoes and makeup and clothes and bangles and wireless telephone services.
Rachel was wearing this really cute cream colored dress that was tight at her waist and flowing around her legs to just above the knees. It had a V in front that accentuated both her delicate shoulders and breasts. Beautiful.
She was in a really good mood, and I had resolved myself not to be snippy.
We did not go in to a sit-down place for lunch, I was pretty insistent about getting back home, but not in a mean way. She was also more accommodating, and not ignoring everything I had to say, the way she does.
In the back of my mind I kept thinking of her PROMISE or whatever it was.
'I can make it worth your while.'
A few times when she was occupied or changing into different outfits, I would sneak a call to Diane who was similarly shopping.
So I was sitting in clothing stores watching my sister parading clothes for me, and listening and advising Diane over the phone, who was doing the same thing.
Waiting.
---------------
When we got home, we had to unload everything again. It did end up being later than I had wanted. But we really dug in and cleaned the house good, and had a nice meal.
At some point she was taking a break, we were nearly through with all chores, and the last of the dishes were washed when she says to me, "I think we should have a movie night again."
All I said was, "Ok." I could feel myself trembling at her words. It is difficult to describe the pleasure that was rising over me as I anticipated sitting with her and 'watching movies' again tonight. Anticipation is perhaps one of the most wonderful of feelings.
----------------
We were in the basement again. She, in her nightgown - the red one of course - and I in my goofy blue pajamas. She had made this cryptic promise, 'I'll make it worth your while.' I was a bundle of nervous energy.
Her remark obviously didn't mean while shopping. Nothing happened.
I put the movie in, had already brought out some wine and poured it in our glasses. This was becoming our routine while I was home apparently.
She sat next to me, and I sensed a nervousness in the air. Probably just me.
As she brought the wine to her lips, she said, "You can be really pleasant when you want to be."
"Today, you mean?"
"Hmmm," she nodded. "What a good day. You were never snippy. AND I want you to take notice, I helped clean the house."
"You did. Thanks! A real trooper."
She took another sip, "Oh, that's really good," while leaning back into the sofa and putting her feet up on the coffee table, causing her nightgown to drop over the edge and pull tight around her thighs. "This is so nice." I could see the fabric form over her pussy and hips. No panty line at all, the bulge of her tummy, the little mound of her puss.
No panties.
I leaned back as she did, put my feet up as well, sort of mirroring her movements. My hand trembled slightly as I sipped some wine, though I don't think she noticed.
I was a little quieter than usual. I had too many thoughts, too many things I didn't think I could say. I couldn't keep track.
I set my glass down, and breathed out, "So, what did you mean this morning?"
"Hmmm?"
"I went shopping. WE went shopping. I went along. You said you would, 'Make it Worth my while.'"
"Ohh that." Saying it as if she were just remembering, giving me that grin.
She reached for the bottle of wine, topped off her glass and mine. I watched her knees rise up as she set her feet at the edge of the table. Watched as her nightgown fell back down her thighs and she wobbled her knees back and forth. I was going crazy. Was she doing this on purpose? SHE was making me crazy. I couldn't stop looking at her bare thighs. I knew she had no panties on tonight. Could feel myself stiffening a little, my heart beating in my chest.
"I guess I just meant that I was going to get you, another gift - or something."
"Oh." I began to deflate.
She was looking at me closely, to read my response before continuing, "And I did too. I got you something really nice. You were with me the whole time, but I still managed to sneak a little something past you. You'll really like it."
"Mmmm. Ok."
So, that was that.
There was a pause. I noticed the movie playing. The energy draining from the room.
In a way I felt deflated, I had really thought that it had meant something - something more.
She was still watching, and added, "Is that what YOU thought I meant?"
"Uh, yeah. Yeah, I. No big deal. Lets watch, the movie."
Rachel began leaning to me a little, "Is it?"
I was getting very uncomfortable. It wasn't, and she knew it. She was like this cat with a toy. She was moving close to me, touching my shoulder with hers and turning so we were face to face.
"Or, I guess, IF it's ok with Di--ane. You know, we COULD kiss a little bit again. IF that's the meaning you took this morning when you agreed to go shopping with me. I can see how you might of." There was a little pout, pressing her lower lip out. She took another sip of wine, this sparkle in her eye.
I almost couldn't contain what I was feeling just then. It felt as if I would explode. I scarce could contain myself. What would I say? It came out, "Uhhh," I looked down a bit, embarrassed. "Well, uh, I did think you might have been hinting at something like that, yeah. This morning." I could barely get the words out.
"And you went with me, didn't you?"
I nodded.
"That the reason why?"
"Maybe. I."
"Thought we might?" She stretched her arms up just then, a straining long stretch of her whole body as she said that, bringing her arms way up over her head; and it was in that moment I sensed a touch of nervousness in her as well. She brought her arms back down, and lay them on my arms. "So, what do you think?" She was holding her mouth right before mine. I could feel her warmth emanate into my body. She continued in a whisper, "We can, if you want."
I waited a beat, she didn't move. She had closed her eyes, and I moved to her.
Touched her, gently took her hands in mine. Let our lips barely touch. She held her mouth there for me. I was kissing her for the third time. Giving her these short, sweet, delicate little kisses. Soft as the red wine we were drinking. She didn't move as I kissed her like that.
She leaned back from me a little, opened her eyes, "Mmmmm. That's nice."
I reached for my drink, "Yeah. Nice. Crazy, nice," and took a big sip.
She still had a hand on my arm. "Hmmm. You ok?"
I nodded. "Fine. Yeah."
She was leaning toward me again, and lightly kissed ME this time, softly opening her mouth and giving me a little ridge of her tongue. We touched tongues, letting them play. I was slipping my tongue over the top of hers and up along the line of her teeth. I took in her lower lip again, and as we kissed lay my hand right at her hip.
She let go of me again, another drink of wine. I left my hand holding her hip and followed her movements as she reached for her glass, following her as she moved. Could feel her bare skin beneath the fabric.
"Mmmm. I like the way WE taste." She set the glass down, "Goes good with the wine."
She faced me again and I kissed her, a little harder this time. Hungry. Pressing myself to her, she began to lean back along the sofa as I followed. Her arms curling up over her head as she leaned back, and draping her hands over the arms of the sofa, letting her head press back into the cushions looking up at me.
I held my mouth right to her lips as I breathed, "We DO need to stop though."
"Yes," she said back to me, our lips touching as we spoke. "We do."
"We really shouldn't be."
She was playful as she responded, "How we going to do that?" Kissing me just after.
"We are going to sit up on the sofa, and watch our movie. Leave each other alone." I kissed her the whole time I said that, mouthing my words into her soft lips.
She was still kissing me as she asked, "What movie did we put in?"
"I have no idea."
She smiled, and we continued to kiss. And then she added, "This isn't going very well."
"No. It isn't."
And then we came up for air. Each of us refilling our glasses. Rachel was swirling her glass of wine, taking sips and then smoothing the wine over her lips, her cheeks were mottled. Never had I seen such beautiful eyes. She had that look of pleasure a girl has when they know they are being desired.
It was me who finally said, "Ok. Ok. We should stop."
I was so hard again I could not stand it, and for some reason I had noticed how her nightgown had ridden all the way up to near her crotch. She saw my eyes on her, but made no move to tug her little nightgown down this time. We both took some more wine.
"K, was all she said.
I was resolved, we had to stop.
She took a final sip and smoothed the last drips across her lips, when she says, "Wow. Wow. Wow. You are a good kisser. Makes it harder you know." Her nightgown had ridden back underneath her bottom, exposing her thighs up to the curve of her ass. "To stop I mean. You know that?"
Panties?? God I could not stop looking at her legs.
I knew she was down here with no panties. Finally, she began to slowly tug her nightgown back down around her legs, having to lift herself up to pull the gown back underneath herself before sitting back down. Letting my eyes linger on her, showing her body off to me. The ONLY thing she had on was that nightgown, that thin red fabric. It was making me wild. I could NOT stop thinking about her body just then, her narrow waist, the weight of her breasts swaying under the fabric, her hips, hidden from my view.
I had gone a week with no sex, or rather just phone sex. And I suppose, kissing my sister.
We were drinking our wine again and beginning to incline toward the other, just leaning together facing the TV again. She had her head inclined on my shoulder. After about five minutes, I felt her looking at me and as I glanced, she mewed out in this little pleading voice, "One more?"
I moved so our cheeks brushed together, as I continued to turn until our lips brushed together, and as we kissed I said, "Feliz Navidad." Our bodies began to twine together this time, our mouths opening, she was melting into me. An urgency coming over us as we kissed, playing our tongues together. I loved the feel of her open mouth, how she yielded to my touch, the way she lay her hand on my cheek, stroking my face as we kissed.
As I pulled away, we were both panting. She says, "Ok. Ok. Ok," and sitting herself back upright. "Enough."
She was smoothing her nightgown again, looking completely disheveled, and as she was adjusting herself, I took the opportunity to adjust myself.
My cock was fully erect running down my leg, pinned to me by my pajama bottoms. God I was hard.
She noticed, obviously noticed, but said nothing, just leaned up against me and settled herself into the crook of my arm, as I held around her shoulder.
We both took a breath.
She looked at me as I held her, "Wheew. Ok. Ok. We weren't being THAT bad."
I responded, "Just some kisses."
"Under control now." She looked at my lap, lay her hand at my thigh. "It might be giving you thoughts."
I looked down at the tent in my pajamas, "I wouldn't call them thoughts."
She gave this delicious little laugh of agreement, "Hmmmm." I know she wanted to kiss me, to start the whole thing over. I simply squeezed her shoulder, began tracing a line along her neck.
She says, "Your stronger than I remember."
Everything was going to my head, the wine, and this dance we had was becoming somehow playful and normal, but only just.
After a moment, I nudged her so she would look at me one more time as I whispered, "You think? Look at this self control," and then I kissed her again, but a short, chaste lips touching kiss, though a little longer than one would normally give their sister. And then I stopped, began watching the TV again.
She laid her head back on my shoulder, and let out an "Aahhhhh" and with her arm bent across my front lay her hand right at my collar, and snuggled in to me, and says with a pout, "IF you are going to kiss me any more, it has to be more than that. Terrible."
The TV was still playing before us, I was not able to take any of the images in just then. The combination of a bottle and a half between us, kissing, my sister snuggled up against me, my arm wrapped around her, it was all just too much.
I looked down her length, she had stretched her legs out on the coffee table as before, and I could see that little red nightgown draping, high on her thigh - it had ridden up again.
I breathed quietly into her ear, "This the only thing you got on?"
She looked at me, "Why?" Her voice was tipsy.
"Yesterday, when you came into the bathroom and sat down - to pee. You, um, just spread that out and sat right down. You had no panties on."
She gave me this sideways glance, "Good observation."
"You don't wear any when you have this on do you?"
She shook her head no.
"Not this morning either?"
She bit her lip, shook her head no.
"And yesterday. When we were laying on this couch?"
She shook her head again. I could see color going to her cheeks. "You been thinking about this a lot."
We were facing each other again as we talked.
"It's just that, THAT is one of those things, that makes me MOST crazy."
"And this doesn't," she said leaning to me and giving me a delicious slow kiss, before leaning back as if nothing had happened. Before adding, "Wow! Makes ME crazy anyways. I like the way you kiss, that's all."
I said, "Your teasing me."
"I think, there's a question of who's teasing who here," and she took my lower lip in her mouth, gave it little bite as she kept her eyes open before reaching for her wine again, taking a little sip.
"That's why we have to stop."
"Why is that?"
"It makes us crazy. Makes me crazy. Kissing is fine. But, what if I wanted, a little more?"
"Like what?" She was laid back on the sofa looking sideways at me.
"Mmmm, I don't know," and I reached my hand out and began caressing her breast through the thin fabric of her nightgown. "This."
Her eyes grew wide for just a moment, but relaxed again. She was simply watching my hand as it caressed her breast, enjoying the moment. I cupped her breasts, moving my hand over her, softly squeezing the soft flesh in my hand, she watching my hand roam over her body. With each squeeze of her breasts, she closed her eyes. I could see her nipples stiffen and poke out from the fabric.
Without moving a muscle, all Rachel said was, "I would say no. You definitely can't do that." As she said this, she did not move away, or pull my hand away. Nothing. I simply continued to stroke her body.
"No? Mmmm," and I let go her breasts, began to softly draw my fingers across her collar bone and up each side of her neck, brushing her cheeks with the back of my hand. "How about this?" I felt her lean against my hand, pressing into my touch. As I was stroking her cheek, she turned her face to my hand let me draw my fingers across her lips and sucked my finger into her mouth.



"That might be ok, I guess."
"And how about," as I let My hand drift lower once again, briefly caressing her breasts again.
She frowns, "Not that. No."
"Well. You ARE letting me."
"Letting you what?"
"Touch you," as I squeezed her breast in my hand, and pressed her nipple in my finger.
"Oh God," she arched her back and let out a moan. I squeezed a little harder, and her head went low, a soft groan. She says, "Really bad. You HAVE to stop. I've had too much wine. Kissing is, one thing." I squeezed again, and she let out this low moan. "So, sensitive."
"You started it."
"Ohhhhhh. God." I was kneading her nipples, as she was squirmed her seat, pressing her breasts into my hand, "Oh, you have to Stop." Her head went down so her chin was touching my hand.
I let go of her, and took another sip of my wine.
"God damn you. Now stop." She was shifting herself on the sofa, lifting herself up and tugging her nightgown loose from her backside, before settling back in next to me, "You've made me so wet."
I looked at her lap, the red fabric bunched up over her little cunny. I am thinking, no more like obsessing.
No panties.
I can just see her glistening cunt. Pink lips opening. My thoughts had grown so muddled, and not thinking straight I blurted out, "Do you shave?"
I lay my hand over her breasts again, and her reaction was like melting. I was really having an effect on her.
"Oh god, David," and she began to move away from me, the first time she had attempted to do so.
I rubbed my hand down her breasts and then over her tummy and she froze, did not move, in fact her reaction was to open up, to simply fall back into the cushions while saying, "David. YOU HAVE TO Stop."
I rubbed my hand over her tummy, traced her rib cage, and sort of played with the fabric of her nightgown smoothing it over her body.
"How about a massage. I'm just giving you a little massage. That ok?"
"Mmmmmm. Be good." She lay with her eyes closed letting me touch and stroke her, we were silent like this for a long time.
I could hear the lightest of moans from her. I touched her navel, felt the little indentation, and rubbed lower, lower, until I could feel the start of the mound of her pussy, feel the course hairs of her pussy through the fabric of her nightgown. No panty line. No panties.
With my first touch of her puss, I heard, "David!"
I was warned and brought my hand back up, continued rubbing her tummy again, long delicious strokes soft between her hips, along the edge of her rib cage, below her breasts, touching over and around her navel, pressing down into her lap, where her panty line would be. Her hips, down her thighs. Delicious. No panties. Could feel where the line of her panties should be, and then back up over her tummy. Exquisite.
I could stand it no longer, looking at her bare thighs, I grasped the hem of her night shirt, simply curled my fingers around the fabric, and lifted it up and lay my hand at her tummy, exposing the dark hairs of her pussy. Her legs extended onto the coffee table, she was bare from her waist down. As I did she slid her bottom away from the cushions so she was laying out nearly flat, feet on the floor. Letting me do it, letting me look at her naked body.
"See. I was right. You don't."
She lay like that, looking at me. Responding with, "Never have." There was this moment of her letting me drink in her body, before her voice, almost a whisper, "Now. Put it back. You have to stop NOW. You have to. I let you go a lot further than I should have." Her voice was more pleading.
I slid my hand down across her front, letting the back of my fingers graze down her abdomen and over the hairs of her pussy as I slid the hem back down over her legs. When I had covered her, she took the hem and tugged it lower over her thighs.
I lay my hand over the fabric, right at her puss again, and she looked at my hand this time frowning.
"David. . . Stop!"
She began to slide herself upright, until she was sitting again, adjusting herself, pulling her gown down around her legs, running her fingers over her lips, smoothing her hair.
I took my hand away.
There was a silent pause as we both collected ourselves. I looked over and could see the blue screen of the TV.
"Movies over."
"Uh, we should get to bed. I think it's late." I had no idea what time it was.
"Yeah, we better. Tomorrow mom and dad get here." An attempt at normal conversation. And as she said that, she leaned over me and pushed me back on the sofa, laying me down so I was on my back. She lay on top of me and began kissing me.
"Rachel, I."
"You started it. One last time. Mom and dad are here tomorrow. One more kiss. Tonight. Tomorrow, everything goes back to normal THEN, Ok?" She was laying herself across my chest so our legs lay side by side. I wrapped my hands around her hips and held her to me, began stroking her backside lightly. She looked back at my hand caressing her ass over the fabric, "But YOU behave now. Kiss me. Just kisses."
In between kisses our conversation was bizarre.
I said, "What time they coming?"
"I don't know, they said it might be around noon. Depends on dad, he moves pretty slow these days."
Our conversation held as our lips touched. I could feel her warm breath with each word.
"You get everything for dinner?"
A hint of exasperation in her voice, "Yes, I did. You don't trust me do you?"
"Yes I do, just being sure."
I brought my lips below her chin and began to kiss her neck, nibbling and sucking up under her chin, to just under her ear and she tipped her chin back exposing her throat to my nibbles and kisses.
"Oh, god David that feels, so good."
I moved my mouth to her ear, feeling her warm hair, reading her thoughts, "Too good?"
"Mmmmm. Just, Ok." We continued kissing. I felt her pushing on me as she made another attempt, "Ok. Ok. We have to stop. David we have to stop."
She brought her face back away from me so we could look into each others eyes. She was now laying full on top of me, her legs open on either side of my hips, but made no move. I whispered, "rach," when she closed her eyes bringing her lips to mine, and as she did I felt the mound of her puss press down hard against my crotch.
Oh god, the sensation was electric.
She cooed, "Mmmmm, one more. One. Last time."
This time, I let my hands wander along the small of her back. I wanted to get as much as I could of her now. This could be the last time we ever did anything. I could feel the soft curve of her thighs, and drew a line along the bone of her hips, around the side of her. The hem of her nightgown was tucked down between her legs and I tugged at that fabric until it was loose and reaching beneath lay my hand across her bare ass. I could feel her undulating her hips against me, lifting and lowering her pussy so that it would repeatedly bump my cock. She made no mention of my hand laying on her bare bottom and I began to trace a line along the crack of her ass and up under her nightgown, and began softly rubbing her bare back, drawing the nightgown higher and higher as I did so.
Exquisite. She felt so small, delicate. Our kisses were liquid. God she felt so good. I could not believe what we were doing, the delicious weight of her on me.
Other than my hands wandering over her naked body, from her shoulders to her thighs, I made no movement in response to her pussy's slow rhythm on me. I did not press my cock back against her, but let her slide along the length of my cock.
But my hands - another story - I roamed over her body freely. She was ignoring my touch as I explored her bare skin, the soft hairs at her lower back, little touches and scratches all along her body. I touched right at the curve of her ass at her thighs, and kept my fingers there, but going no further. I did not want anything to stop this. I could literally feel the moist heat of her pussy. She was so wet. It was everything I could do to hold back. I had to.
Gradually, the motion of her body on me was shifting to a steady up and down movement along the whole length of my cock. She was so wet, that I could literally feel her slide along. I could feel her hips rise and fall on me. We were kissing the whole time. I could feel my tip pressing up along her slit. I could imagine that her clit was being stimulated by the movement, thought I could literally feel it press into me. I loved to nibble on her lower lip and she responded with intensity to each touch of my teeth against her lower lips. So sensitive.
"Mmmmm." And all her delicious moaning, her exquisite female growl.
God, I wanted more, to press my fingers up between her legs, feel her legs open to me, rub her slit. Pull my cock free and let her sit down on me, fuck her hard. God, we could fuck. I could turn her over on all fours and ride her. Right now. I so wanted her. These thoughts brought our kisses to such intensity, we were fucking with our mouths. Fucking, doing to the other with our tongues what we would otherwise be doing with our sexes. I could feel her open legs, her nightgown was nearly up around her waist.
At some point there was a kind of realization that she was rubbing her body against me with a growing pressure, steady, rubbing herself to orgasm. I can't explain it, but this dawning awareness, and then a sudden stiffening of her body against me. I could feel her trembling, but she was silent. Throwing her hair down around my face.
Was she cumming? I felt her begin to relax, her movement slowing. I was looking up at her. Her eyes closed, turned away now. Dawning awareness.
Before. through sheer will power I could feel her pushing herself up, away from me until she was sitting up on me, legs wide right on top of my cock, her hair was wild. And that little red nightgown was clinging around her hips, exposing her bare little puss pressed down.
She let out this long, "Ohhhhhh," as she looked down at herself, put her hand to her forhead. Suddenly shy. I knew she was thinking about what we had been doing.
With her eyes on me, a shy little voice, "Ok. Ok David. God. It's, It's late. We HAVE to."
She began lifting one leg up over and off me. As she did, this perfect view of her pussy, the cleft between her legs, red and swollen and pulled open, wet, the dark hairs, a shiny cream of wet cum. The little white tip of her clit. Her nightgown still clinging around her hips, until she tugged at the hem and let it fall down around her thighs.
My pajamas were soaking wet over my crotch, pussy juice. Did she cum? I was still so hungry I couldn't stand it.
She stood a moment, facing away from me and then sat beside me, as I sat myself up. We sat side by side now, exhausted.
We said nothing. Rachel was playing with her hair.
What do I say? I tried, "A little something extra."
"Something like that. god. Wow."
I added, "A little more than kissing." Just to fill the pace.
I was looking at her, sitting there in that nightgown. My cock was raging, I needed to cum, in the worst way. I felt I could reach out right now and touch her, kiss her. Like she was mine. I wanted to, knew she would let me.
But I simply sat there, meeting her eyes when she would let me. "Wow. Yeah. Wow."
And then she said, "Sorry."
"For what?"
"I shouldn't have laid on you."
"No. No. I started it. Touching you."
She smiled and smeared her cheek with her hand, "Glad you came with me?"
At that, I turned once more and reaching, lay my hand right at her throat. She lifted her chin to me, let me stroke her neck. I traced a line along her collar bone and she tipped her cheek against my hand. I could have her right now if I wanted. I knew that.
"I like this place right here, a lot." I said as I head my hand over her throat.
She pressed herself against where I touched. "Mmmmm, feels nice." I had this overwhelming desire to go to bed with her, sleep with her. I wanted to ask, was afraid what she might say. She was my sister. I wanted to follow her to her room. There was no way. No way. I let my hand wander lower one last time, just lightly grazing her breasts.
She sat there gripping the cushions, letting me. Looking at my hand, saying nothing. Surrendering to my touch. I could.What would we be thinking tomorrow?
I said, "This is what started it."
She nodding. "Our secret."
I said, "Time for bed."
She looked at me.
*
(To be continued)
Let me know if you got any ideas.
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When I went into my room, its silence seemed overwhelming.
It was like going to a party, and that thrumming, noise, vibration, interaction, stimulation gets into your body; and when you walk outside and leave, your ears are still ringing. Only tonight my entire body was throbbing, aching. My cock was hard, I wanted to feel her skin, to touch her, I wanted a kiss.
But, there was no way. I sat on my bed and pulled off my clothes and sat naked, my cock sticking straight up as I was looking over at the door. If I walked over there, I know she would . . .
I wanted to sleep with my sister?? No. Right then I just wanted a fuck. I took a deep breath, so nearly rose to walk in there. Instead -- I'd call Diane.
Second ring I heard her soft voice, a little groggy, "David?"
"Yeah, Hiiiii."
"It's kind of late."
"Sorry, should I . . ."
"No. No. S'alright. I'm . . . glad you called, just give me a minute." I could hear her rustling around.
"I miss you soooo much. I can hardly stand it anymore."
"Ohhhh, that's soooo sweet - me to."
There was a little pause.
"Were you sleeping?"
"Kind of."
"So, your in bed?"
"That's where I sleep."
"What ya wearing?"
God she has a beautiful voice, her cooo went right through me, "I think, your hor-neey. Just my panties."
"Take them off."
"Mmmmmm. . . K." The phone was silent for a little while, and then she came back on, "I did it. How about you?"
"I've been naked the whole time."
I could hear her giggle, "Mmmmm, you're so bad."
"I NEED you so bad."
"Mmmmmm, so - bad boy, What would you do if you were here?"
"First, I would run my hand over every inch of your body, wrap myself around you."
"And then?"
"God, I would fuck you, we need a good fuck, oh god. You have NO idea."
"You making me crazy. What you want me to do?"
"Just spread your legs for me, right now. Open them. I want to see that sweet little cunt of yours."
"All Right. . . " I could hear sheets moving.
"You wet?"
"Hmmmm, Hmmmm. Oh, wish you were here, all slippery. God, I'm already a mess. Oh, I wish I had a boy in my room."
"What would YOU do?"
"Climb up over his hard cock and ride. . .him, mmmmm, so nice and hard."
"Oh, baby, I am hard right now."
"Want me to do something 'bout it?"
------------------------
!!
Just as Diane said that, I sensed some movement.
!!
It looked as if the door to my room were slipping open by gravity, lazily swinging open. No one there, but then - out the corner of my eye - again - movement.
Looking over, it continued to swing wider, and in another moment Rachel had stepped silently into my room, was standing in the doorway of the now open door, still wearing that little red nightgown.
I initially moved to cover myself, but stopped so that I lay with my hand over my crotch. But nothing else.
Rachel began to pad silently to my bed, until she stood at the end and looking over me, no other movement from her. Pensive - as I held the phone to my ear, covering my penis with my hand.
Distracted, I said nothing, until an extended pause filled the room, when from the phone, it was Diane's voice ringing through the silence, "David? David. You still there?"
I put my mouth over the receiver, "Yeah. Sorry babe. . . Yeah. . ." and glancing at Diane, "It sounds so good."
Next, I put my hand over the mouthpiece so Daine could not hear, and looking at Rachel mouthed, "What the fuck are you?"
Rachel just gave me this little smile, and with a shrug of her shoulders she whispered back, "I Overheard you. Sounds hot," and kneeling by the bed she said a little louder, "Keep going."
I took my hand away, and forgetting for a moment where we were, "Mmmmmm, I want you so bad, Baby. Where are your legs?"
"on either side of you silly. I want you inside me. Oh, yeah. I feel you, come in me. You fucking me?"
Her voice was loud enough for Rachel to hear. You could totally hear everything Diane said as she spoke, her little voice was filling the room.
Rachel had scooted herself right at the side of my bed and lay her chin at the edge, looking over at me - she looked like a little puppy - reaching her arm up sliding her hand along the bed cover. My eyes growing wide as she grasped my cock, began slipping her fingers along its length, smearing the pre-cum down my shaft.
Without moving away I said to Diane, "Oh god baby, I'm Fucking you hard," while looking at Rachel the whole time.
Rachel smiled, "I bet you are."
I began waving my hand at her, to go away but as she stroked my cock, I let out a deep moan, surrendering to this delicious touch. Letting her as I continued with Diane.
"Mmmmm, baby, I want you to suck me off."
"Ohhh, Alright."
Rachel, hearing me began mimicking Diane's voice on the phone, "Ohhhh, Alright."
I paused again, my mind was spinning, phone sexing Diane and Rachel kneeling by my bed. She was kneeling by me, her breasts hanging down beneath the nightgown as she rose up over the mattress placing her mouth on my cock. I was trembling at the thought of her touching me, her lips wrapping around the tip. Our bare skin, her lips and my cock, pressed together.
She began to climb up on the bed, turning herself so her hips were up by my face, and I reached my hand under the back of her little nightgown grazing over her bare ass, holding the phone the whole time. Rachel let go of my cock, I ached for her to do it again, as she wrapped her hand on my cock, curling her fingers around its tip and looking back at me.
"Oh baby, yeah, Keep going, no one needs to know."
My heart lept as she turned away from me, I felt the warmth as her soft mouth pressed down the full length, her hand gripping the base of my cock, cupping my balls. I could see her bobbing her head up and down. So delicious.
And as Rachel was sucking me off, Diane's voice filling the room, "Mmmm. I'm sucking on you now."
I responded, "yeah baby, feels so good," while lifting my hips up, pressing my cock into Rachel's mouth, fucking her mouth, moaning out, "Feels so good."
Her pressure was simply exquisite. It could be a dream, I lay there looking out feeling the wetness of her mouth on me, stroking her ass with my hand, drawing my fingers down the crack of her ass and pressed fingers into her bare cunny, pulling her pussy wide. Her pink wet puss right at my face, I could smell her delicious scent.
"Oh baby, I'm rubbing your pussy while you do that. Oh god, yeah."
Diane giggling, "I can feel it. Shove your fingers deeper, up inside me. Deep inside."
With those words I was pressing my fingers up into Rachel's cunt, deep inside her vagina, pulling her open and smeared her creaming cum up and down her puss, pressing my finger down against her clit.
"I found your clit."
"Mmmm. yeah, play with it, play. Oh yeah, feels so good. I'm getting close . . . make me . . . cum."
"So am I."
I ran my hand through Rachel's bush, reaching between her legs and then pressing my fingers back up inside her pussy, watching her hips rise and rock and against me. Rachel responded by opening her legs wider for me, lifting her hips up. I took the back of the nightgown and threw it up over her hips, taking in her bare ass right in front of my face. The whole time she was sucking on my cock, up and down, bobbing her head on me faster and faster. Taking me all the way in, I could feel my cock pressing into her throat.
She rose and fell on me, pressing her lips around my cockhead, rising and falling, swirling her tongue around the underside of my cock. Too exquisite for words. I was squeezing my eyes, and panting, breathing out, holding my mouth open. Diane responding to my moans and words, as I did to Rachel whatever it was that Diana said. Pressing my fingers into her cunt, looking at her gaping slit, her legs held open for me, letting me do anything I wanted to her
As I moaned, "Oh god, so good. Keep doing that."
Diane responding, "Cum for me, oh god, I am getting so close."
Rachel was opening her legs wide, rocking her hips into my hand, trembing against me. I could see the folds of her swelling cunny, white cum creaming out her vagina. I was pumping my cock into her mouth at the same time.
This is not happening.
I was wild, bucking my hips into her mouth, she was struggling to hold herself to me as this waving orgasm began to rise over her. Her body was shaking, and she began moaning.
Rachel was moving faster now as if she could sense my urgency, and was pumping her puss over my hand. I could feel my cum rising. Ribbons of cum. Would she swallow? I stopped thinking, thrusting, guiding her, bucking my hips up now to meet her, throwing my head back I was cumming, pulsing into her mouth, filling her mouth.
I could feel the head of my cock press back into her throat. Abandoning any pretense of ....I don't know what. I was fucking, fucking her plain and simple. Fucking her mouth, she was letting me. I began to stiffen, tightening my legs.
Diane was panting into the phone, whimpering to me, "Oh David, Say something dirty."
"Oh I want to fuck your mouth, and fuck your pussy, fill you with my cock, up your cunt. Fuck you so good."
"Oh god, yeah, fill me up. Fuck me. Mmmmm, your a great fuck"
"Pound you. Your cunt is so hot. Wet. Oh, god you smell so good." I could barely speak, "I want to eat you. Tongue your clit, oh, it's so hard."
With that I could hear Diane, "Oh god!!! Cumming OOOO."
I could feel Rachel dig her nails into my thigh, Diane's voice setting her off and she dropped down on the bed, her mouth coming off my cock as she did, and lay on her side beside me curling into a ball, writhing on the bed as she came.
When next I heard Dianne, "You cum?"
Rachel was lifting up from the bed and looking at me, cum running down her chin, her mouth wet from sucking me off.
"I came. Yeah!!"
Rachel lifted herself a little and turned her ass away from me, letting my hand fall off of her, and with one hand she took the hem of her nightgown and lifted it up and off her body in one motion, and then lay down right beside me completely naked. The first time I had seen her naked, totally naked, her perfect teardrop breasts, the flare of her hips, the pussy hairs over the mound of her puss, as she lifted her leg up and over mine running her fingers across my chest.
She began to simply run her hands over my body, up and down my thighs, over my stomach across my chest. She leaned down and began to kiss, and play with my nipples.
"Mmmmmm." I was so sensitive.
"Oh David, that was soooo nice."
"Oh my god. Thanks." I said. "Sorry to wake you up."
"Oh, yeah, I'm so glad you called! I'm sleepy now. You bad boy. I got to get into the bathroom, clean up! You made such a mess of me."
"Me too," which wasn't true because my sticky mess was inside my sister.
"Call me. Call me in the morning, first thing! Bad Boy. Come home, I miss you."
"Love you."
"Mmmmmm. Love you. Nite. Nite."
She hung up.
--------------
I closed my eyes, and held them closed. I could sense Rachel's touch on me, soft up and down my body.
And then I opened my eyes again, and she was watching me, laying there curled on my bed like a cat. I hung up the phone and all she said was, "Hi," as she began sliding her body up along my whole length.
Skin to skin.
I let my hands lay at my side as I said, "That was crazy," as she twined herself to me. I was basically letting her by doing nothing.
She pouted, "I was lonely. I didn't think it would be right, to leave tonight the way we left it. That's what I thought. S'ok?"
"You were bad." She frowned, and then I added. "Truth, I almost walked into your room."
"Would you of?"
"I don't think so."
Rachel began to play with my cock again. She took my cock and flopped it around in her hand, "Too bad." She was frowning at my cock, "You sounded like you really need a fuck."
"You serious?"
She kicked her leg up over me and sat her puss down on my cock, I could feel the hairs of her cunny on my abdomen and she lay down on me so her nose nearly touched mine. I loved the way her breasts pressed to my chest.
"Right now. Willing AND able. You made me all horn---eeeey," as she lifted herself up and looked down at my cock, then lay her head on my chest. "I give up. You've seduced me."
"Me?"
This growl from deep within her, I loved that sound.
"From the moment we kissed. I can't even begin, I love the way we smell, mmmmm, the way you taste. One of us, either you or me, both of us, we just kept raising the bar." She reached her hand down to check my still soft cock, and gave her pussy a wet slide along it's length, smiling as I moaned. She continued, "I was laying in there rubbing myself raw, and then, damn it but I can hear your voice on the phone. And I just knew! I crept up to the door, listening and could hear you, every word. So there I am standing there listening to you, rubbing myself some more. Just rubbing myself, and I can't stand it. And I thought, god damn it, I wanted you and if I want you I don't care."
She leaned in and kissed me, opening her mouth and our tongues touched again, I curled my hands around her ass and felt her push her pussy down against me again, her legs open on either side of me. Felt my cock stir a little, she seemed to notice.
"You didn't mind and I'm still drunk. Tomorrow, a world of regret. But, I guess we shouldn't. But, oh, you think we shouldn't be doing this?" and she began to kiss me some more, long slow deep kisses.
I said into her mouth, "No."
"No we shouldn't or no we should?"
"Just no." I smiled.
She leaned back, "You shouldn't have touched my breasts."
I rejoined, "You should wear panties."
She laughed at that.
"You teased me with my deepest darkest secret fetish."
She sat up on me then. looking down at me, pressing her cunt down on my cock. I could feel the folds of her cunny opening, and sliding around the head of my cock. Could feel myself stir, stiffen.
Her eyes perking up and she was not acknowledging the change just then, but I could tell she knew. I, for my part, gave no indication. None.
Well.
Then I let my hips slide a little, let the length of my cock slip up between her legs, an inch, two inches and back down again. Did it one more time, hardening with each thrust.
Rachel had laid her hands down onto my chest, her legs open on either side of me, and the look in her eyes, pure lust. Pure hunger.
Nothing I had ever seen. We were like two animals in two cages with a glass wall between us, and the glass was being taken away. It was the purest contact with another human being I had ever felt. I let myself slide my whole length once more, lifting my hips from the bed.
Rachel let the deepest moan from her lips, holding her mouth open as she felt me slide between her legs, liquid, soft. She was so fucking wet.
Would she let me?
I finally said, "Feel a little something?"
She just nodded at me and slid her hips back, "Oh god, yeah."
"Stay."
-------------------
Let me know what you think, what should happen next. How wild??



        

  
    Home for the Holiday Ch. 04b
  
  Home for the Holiday Ch. 04b

        An alternate reality; what if she let him in her room?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/home-for-the-holiday-ch-04b

Title: Home for the Holiday Ch. 04b

Author: youbadboy

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: An alternate reality; what if she let him in her room?

Tags: kisses, sister, resistance, top, massage, brother, sibling

Series: Home for the Holiday


With her eyes on me, Rachel spoke in a shy voice, "Ok. Ok David. God. It's, It's late. We HAVE to."
And with that, she lifted her leg up over and off me. But as she did, I had this perfect view of her puss, of her legs spread wide over my face, stretching the cleft between her legs, opening this pink and swollen line, wet, dark hairs, and shining wet cum. In the moment I could make out the little white tip of her clit, her leg came back down and she had both feet on the floor. But she was still exposing her little bush as she stood there, as the red nightgown clung up around her hips. Noticing, she casually tugged at the fabric and let it slip down around her thighs.
My pajamas were soaking wet, covered with pussy juice over my crotch. Did she cum? I was still so hungry I couldn't stand it.
She stood there a moment, facing away from me and then sat back down beside me. We sat side by side, breathless.
We said nothing. Rachel was playing with her hair, twirling it in her fingers, looking at her knees.
What do I say? I finally blurted out, "A little something extra," giving her a sideways glance.
"Something like that. God David. Wow!"
I added, "A little more than kissing." Just to fill the space, openly oogling her as she sat there all disheveled in that little nightgown. Her cheeks glowing, her hair a tangled mess. I had a raging hard on, I needed to cum in the worst way. I felt I could reach out right now and touch her, stroke her, kiss her. Do anything. Like she was mine. Like she would let me - anything. I wanted to, knew she would.
But I simply sat silent beside her, meeting her eyes when she would let me. As she continued with these single utterances of, "Wow. Yeah. Wow." Brushing her hair back out of her eyes, leaning forward on her knees. Catching my eye she said, "Sorry," smearing her hand across her lips.
"For what?"
"I shouldn't have laid on you," as she openly looked down at my soaking crotch.
"No. No. I started it. By, touching you," my eyes staring down at her hips, noticing the way her nightgown hung down between her legs. No panties, her bare cunny.
She just smiled and continued rubbing her finger along the outline of her lips, eying me as she did that, "Glad you came with me?"
"Came?" did she? What did she mean? At that, I turned and held my hand right at her throat. She lifted her chin to me, let me stroke her neck, drawing my fingers along her collar bone. She closed her eyes and tipped her cheek against my hand. I could have her right now if I wanted, push her back onto the sofa. I knew that.
"I like this place right here, a lot," I said as I held my hand over her throat.
She pressed herself to where I touched, "Mmmmm, feels nice."
It was electric then, this attraction. Uncontrollable. Liquid, soft. Surrendered. I had this overwhelming desire to go to bed with her, sleep with her. I wanted to ask, was afraid what she might say. The words. To speak them. They were right there. I did not want to let go. She was my sister. Did not want to stop. I wanted to follow her to her room, lay with her. There was no way. No way. I let my hand wander lower, over the thin fabric, one last time, lightly grazing her breasts. Squeezing them, feeling their weight in my hand.
She sat there gripping the cushions, watching, letting me. Looking at my hand as I stroked her, saying nothing. Surrendering to my touch.
I could. Anything.
What would we be thinking tomorrow?
I said, "This is what started it?"
She nodded, "Our secret."
I said, "Time for bed."
She looked at me. "Yeah. I'm tired."
---------------
I got up, and waited for her.
As we walked up the stairs I watched her ass, the flair at her hips, the way the red fabric hugged in at her waist, each step. Her mane of dark hair down her back. Her long legs, bare feet. The bottom hem of her nightgown waving up between her legs with each step; imagining her shining, glistening puss. Her clit. Could feel her bare skin in my hands, her hard little clit, so ready to be touched.
I simply followed. She reached back with her hand and took mine in hers, until we were standing at the top of the stairs in front of our respective doors.
Waiting.
Not wanting this to end, I stood there. Looked at her. Sliding our hands together. I could feel the attraction, it was unbearable. Like an aching pain.
Rachel leaned to me and we touched our lips one last time, a light touch, like a bee on a flower, and she smiled.
"Come in with me," she said while looking back over her shoulder at HER door. She said it absently. Almost as if she had asked me the time.
"Your ROOM?"
"Just for a little minute." I hesitated and she added, "I mean, if you behave. You HAVE to promise me that." She ran her flat hand over my chest as she said it, tipping her head back and looking at me.
I relaxed, took her hand.
No way I would say no
. . .
and followed.
-------------
Her room smelled of perfume, clothes lay everywhere. There was one light on beside her bed. A large queen sized bed, bigger than mine. When we got to her bed, she sat down facing me. I stood in front of her, looking down. I watched that little nightgown twirl around her and open up around where she sat on the bed. I felt disembodied, like a pair of eyes looking at her covered body, knowing she had on nothing underneath.
We were still holding hands, letting them slide together, playing with our fingers, and suddenly nervous. She was smoothing the bed cover beside her with her free hand.
I sat beside her, my heart pounding in my chest.
She smiled, "Hi," pausing before adding, "This Ok?" as she leaned over to kiss me on the cheek. "You CAN behave can't you?"
I sensed she wanted in the most desperate way, for the answer to be no.
"I'll try." And noticing her eying my raging cock, I added, "You?"
"Mmmmm," Rachel began rubbing her hand across my back. God her hand felt so good on me, her slender fingers pressing down the middle of my back, massaging my muscles, untucking my pajama top, and reaching underneath to touch and rub the bare skin of my back.
I was on fire. This was, this whole evening was spinning, every touch, every caress, every sound taking us further. So this was to be her answer, as silence filled the room. Just her touch on me.
I felt her warm hair as she leaned herself against me, I could feel my cock grow at her warmth and touch and smell.
She cooed out to me, "You spoil me."
And with that she let go and rose from the bed.
"What?" I said.
"I got to pee." She spoke as she walked away and without looking back slipped into the bathroom. I rose as well and followed, she did not notice.
I stood in the bathroom doorway, and saw her sitting on the toilet.
When I appeared, Rachel started. She was surprised, and just as suddenly I was embarrassed.
She looked up at me and casually asked, "What?"
"Can I. Can I watch?"
"Watch?" She had this grin, meeting my eyes and then looking down at herself. Her red nightgown was fallen around her legs. "That panty thing again, huh?"
"Mmmm. Pretty much. Just like the other day. This is what started everything you know," and I recounted her coming in the bathroom the other day.
"So this is what started it all? Hmmmm, I think we were kissing before that. THAT'S what started it all."
"This escalated it then."
She was sitting, peeing, I could hear her, when she suddenly lifted up her gown. I could see her bare legs, and a little triangle of her bush tucked in between her legs. She playfully says, "Well, still no panties," holding her gown up for me to see while looking up at me.
"So naughty."
She let the fabric drop and as I stood at the door staring, she reached out and grasped my cock. I let out a moan at her touch, as she rubbed the front of my pyjama bottoms.
"Speaking of naughty." She continued to rub my cock with the flat of her hand. "I was laying in bed this morning, and I saw you peeking into my room."
My face went red. She squeezed and let go.
I moaned out, "You making me crazy."
She stood up and leaned in to me. "You didn't answer. You see anything you shouldn't have?"
"I thought you were asleep."
"Hmmmm. I thought you was going to come into my room. Don't know what I would have done." Her lips were brushing my ear, her warm breath whispered, "If you had."
We walked back out into her room, I following. I lay on her bed as she turned and went to her dresser. Opened a drawer.
"What are you doing now?"
She lingered there, pausing. Enjoying her effect on me.
"Putting some panties on."
She reached in, took out a small pink pair and held it up.
"No." I said quickly, without thinking. She looked back at me, teasing. This was a game.
"I think I need something between me, and that." Indicating my erection.
I pressed my cock back against my abdomen. "I'll be good. Promise. I'll keep these on," tugging the elastic of my pajamas. She moved to slide the panties up her legs, "No. Rach. It's, just that, you know."
She stopped, closed her eyes and stood back up, lay the panties in the drawer and leaned herself against the dresser letting her whole body slide the drawer shut.
"Oh?" she says. "OK."
Then walking back to the bed, "You keep those on?" I nodded. "Ok. But, you can take your top off then." As I unbuttoned by pajama top she continued, "Soooo. Why were you peaking in here this morning?" as she began once again to slide her hand along my shoulders and down my bare chest, interjecting as she touched me, "Mmmm, I love the way you feel, mmmmm, bare skin." She pulled the cover back and slipped into bed beside me. Tugging the sheet over us, "This'll be nice."
When I turned to her, she took both my hands and lay them on her chest so my hands were covering her breasts. "So you going to tell me?" My palms pressed right into her stiff little nipples.
"Oh my god," I breathed out as she lay there letting me fondle her tits. "I don't know. I wanted to see you. See you, sleeping. S'all"
"I normally sleep naked."
"I noticed that. You were awake?"
"Hmmm. Hmmm. The whole time."
I began to blush, "You didn't cover yourself?"
I continued to caress her as we talked, "No I didn't. Thought I would give you a little show. AND, I guess I didn't want you to know I was awake." She rolled over onto her front and added, "I want you to give me massage. It's been so long since anyone has just run their hands ALL OVER me."
As she lay there, I softly stroked my hands across her back, down over her ass, across her hips and down her thighs, until I was reaching below the hem of her nightgown, and touching bare skin.
"You were masturbating while you watched."
"Yes I was."
Her head moved back and she looked at me, mischievous, and then lay her head back down.
"You call Di-anne before or after?"
"After."
She looked at me one more time, said nothing.
Rachel was taking in my every movement as we talked, pressing into my hand wherever I touched her.
"It's been, too long. I don't get to be with sensual men, I haven't met any sensual men."
"How do you know?"
She turned to me as I said that, "Mmmmm," and in one motion was swinging her leg up over the top of me, and sliding across my front, laying across my entire length. Her legs tangling in mine.
Pressing her body down against me, I clasped my hands around her waist. Her eyes were wide open now and she pressed her lips to mine, I felt our mouths open, our tongues touch, felt her take my lower lip between hers and softly chew on me, and we lay kissing while I could feel her rocking her hips, spreading her legs so that my cock was sliding against her bare cunt. It was like we were downstairs again.
I could literally feel the hairs of her puss against me. Sliding on my body, her breasts pressed to my bare chest, Only her nightgown and my bottoms between us. I pulled her close and opening our mouths wide, pressed myself to her, felt our bodies melt together.
She was completely naked under this red nightgown, and I slipped my hands under the back and let my hands roam up her hips and bare back, as she rocked herself against me. When just as suddenly she rolled back off.
"That's how. Wow! Damn." We were catching our breath, when she added, "If you are going to wear that THEN I can be naked."
She sat up in the bed, and with both hands grasped the bottom of her nightgown and lifted it up over her head, before laying back and turning face down on the bed, same as before.
"You can give me that massage now."
The sheet lay across her ass, and she was utterly naked on the bed beside me. I could look at her body from her thighs to the tip of her head.
I lay my hand at the small of her back and whispered down to her as I sat up beside her, "You are so beautiful."
"Mmmmm, and tired. AND a little drunk. It's late." She looked back at me, gave a yawn. "Flattery will get you everywhere. This night could get pretty crazy. I'm not feeling particularly restrained."
"I noticed."
"Get to work."
I feathered my hand down her back, reveling in her soft skin, and pulling the covers down even lower exposing her perfect little ass, and that delicious space between her legs. I began running my hand over her ass cheeks and down the back of her perfect thighs, back up again. Her legs were parted lightly and I could see her labia opening between her legs, glistening with cum, thin wispy hairs matted between her legs. I slowly massaged every inch of her body, gentle, exquisite. Over and over. I had all the time in the world as she lay there motionless with arms up over her head.
My cock was straining in my pajamas and I wanted to bury myself in her, lay down on her. Fuck her.
I continued to stroke and rub along her ribs pressing my fingers along the edge of her breasts and over her shoulders, rubbing my hands over her head, tangling my fingers in her hair and back down again.
When next I stroked down the small of her back I pressed my fingers between her legs and felt her ass rise in the air at my indiscretion.
"Ohhhhh, I knew you were going to do that."
"I'm being just a little naughty. That ok?"
"Mmmmm, Oh God. Hmmmm." She waggled her ass. "Do whatever you want to me."
I did not know how she might respond, but was hoping for license.
Where would she stop?
Her ass lifted from the mattress and her legs parted further, I pressed my fingers deeper, deep into her pussy and felt her open right up, her labia spread like a bursting fruit, her juices all over my hand. She was so wet. The flesh of her so loose and soft and wet.
I rubbed my hand between her legs, reaching down between her legs, until I could feel the hairs of her bush curl through my fingers. And finding her clit, I began to rub my middle finger up over its little hood, and digging teased its little white nub out. Oh, I could feel its hardness and as I pressed my finger there she responded by pushing back hard against my hand.
"Oh God."
As I drew circles on her clit I pressed my thumb into her vagina, and let her rock herself on my hand, filling her no matter how she moved.
"Ohhhh God. David!" She arched her back, began rubbing herself on me, tipping her ass up and down as I held my hand between her legs. She gave a shiver, and then let herself drop onto the mattress and roll away.
"Ah. Ah. Ah." She lay on her back waving a finger at me.
Shit.
My hand fell from her as she lay naked, completely uncovered, looking up at me.
"Ok. Ok. Time for bed." She reached across my front, reaching for the light and turned it off. We were suddenly in the dark. She took my hand and rolled so her back was to me, tugging my hand over her waist.
"It's late. Hold me," she cooed.
I slid myself up against her, pressing my chest to her bare back. I let my hand fall over her waist, and reaching down between her legs, began playing with her cunny again, parting her lips and digging my fingers in.
"Ohhhh, Mmmmmm!" and she wriggled her hips, clamped her legs around my hand as I held on and sidled up still closer behind, pressing my cock up against her ass cheeks.
"You know. I want to fuck you," I breathed in her ear.
"Oh David. I know. No. Not. Not now. I don't know, right now. We got to try sleep. K?"
I let go her wet pussy and began tugging my pajama bottoms down, but she reached back with her hand stopping me. Making an attempt to keep me from being naked with her.
"David."
I stopped and she turned to me.
"Just kiss me," and relenting I took her in my arms and we simply lay together, kissing softly in the dark, her body naked, and open before me. It was such agony. I held her to me, let my hands roam over her body, felt her body respond to my every touch. Cupping her puss in my hand, could feel her press her mound into my palm. I can do anything to her - except, apparently - fuck her.
At some point we did fall asleep. I don't really know when, or even when we stopped kissing. I was not sure how long we slept, wasn't even fully aware where I was when next I woke.
It was still dark, and I had no memory of actually sleeping. It was like the deepest sleep of my life. When I felt Rachel laying beside me, I realized we were wrapped around one another skin to skin, my chest pressed to her breasts and I rolled away from her. As I did she rolled away from me onto her side, and I realized she was asleep.
As I laid on my back, I tugged those pajamas bottoms down and off, and then lay like that awhile, looking up in the darkness. My cock ached so bad, I was literally in pain. The tip of my penis was so swollen and hard. I could not even touch myself. After a few minutes I rolled back to her and let my whole length press up against her and I feel her snuggle her ass against me as I wrapped my arms around her and sunk my one hand back down between her legs. Skin to skin. We were completely naked together. Settling my bare cock back between her ass cheeks, my cock still raging, burning. It ached so bad I couldn't hardly stand it.
As I lay against her, I began to undulate my hips, letting my cock slide a little along her ass, and I lay there thinking about fucking her in her sleep. Maybe she wouldn't even wake up, I am thinking. Imagining, visualizing the bare cunt that is right there before me. Her little hole, how soaking wet she is. How my sister is laying naked in my arms.
My hand is covering my sisters cunt. I can feel the hairs of her puss, my fingers press down between her legs, as I imagine myself squeezing into her tight little hole.
Oh god.
I continue to rock my hips, longer thrusts, and let my cock slide down lower along her backside. The cum oozing from the tip of my cock is lubricating everything down there, and I can feel myself sliding now against her.
Fuck it.
I began to let the tip of my cock slide further down, lower, lower, until it slips between her legs. It can't be more perfect. I slide back and can feel my whole length slip along the length of her puss, can feel the hair and her wetness along my shaft. Can literally feel her pussy lips opening around the shaft of my cock.
Oh fucking god. Her legs squeezed in tight on either side of my cock. I am letting my cock slide in and out between her legs. I was going to cum right there.
It could never be more perfect. This moment. Her warmth against me, her breathing even and smooth. She is still asleep, and I begin lowering myself down the bed behind her, letting my cock tip up between her legs and probing back back, up between her legs, until I can feel her opening up around the head of my cock.
I press against her.
Oh, fucking God.
I slip back a little.
I press again, ohhhhhh.
She is opening a little each time. Release and press. Release and press. When, with a single thrust she opens right up, her tight little cunt swallows me whole. She is still not moving. Still asleep.



I feel a wave of guilt, and lay there with my cock pressed up inside. Fucking my sister as she sleeps, but it was not enough to stop what I was doing. I paused, my cock is throbbing inside of her. I can literally feel my heart beating inside her, each beat pulsing along the length of my cock. My arm is still draped over her narrow waist and my fingers are still pressed down between her legs.
I can feel her pussy clenching, holding me inside. I rock my hips back and let the length of my cock slide in and out, an inch at a time. Delicious, so unbelievable. I can feel my ache, and the relief as I push, can feel myself sliding inside. I am fucking. Her pussy, trembling and pulsing, her juices running down my leg. Too perfect. Our warmth our smell. It feels like a liquid glass is cutting into me, I am inside my little Rachel, skin to skin.
When suddenly I feel her moving, not a lot, but this sense of her arousing, waking. It's the slightest of moves. But I sense it. She moves back against me as I press into her, lightly, imperceptibly. An awareness on her part, that I am inside. I pause.
Her breathing is changed, I can feel her heart beating faster. Her movement sends a new wave of guilt, and desire. But she does nothing else, no other movement. I draw myself out of her again, and press myself in; and can feel her breathe out with my thrust, matching my movement. Next time she slides forward and back, meeting my thrust.
Our movements are beginning to bring on the other, each movement arousing the next, a wave rising and falling in the dark between us. I can feel it, her movement on me, can scarcely breathe when suddenly I am the one laying still, and Rachel is sliding her hips away from me. I do not move, but hold my cock for her, feeling her press her hips back against me, impaling herself on my cock. She slides back hard and presses her ass to me. She moves away again, until just the tip of my cock is still inside and then squeezing back in again, deep inside, letting me fill her.
I dig my hand deeper between her legs. She is awake now, and she lays her hand on mine. I find her clit and begin drawing circles on her, and her moan at my touch.
Her voice, "You little shit," and then she was moving on me more freely, as was I.
I press my face into her hair and breath, "I woke up like this."
"You're a fucking liar," as she presses her hip back hard against me, and I impale her again.
"Oh, god," I groan.
She is squirming now, and tightening her cunt around my cock, holding her hole tight around me as she slides on me. So tight. I am squeezing my eyes shut as we fuck. Could this be happening? I was supposed to be good.
We lay naked, fucking.
But this rising hunger, and I turn myself over on top of her, rolling her onto her front. The same as when I was massaging her body, and press myself down and into her, fucking her from behind.
She is responding by pressing her knees into the bed and lifting her ass into the air, keeping her face down on the pillow. She was crouching, ass in the air like a cat, like a tiger. Pressing back against me as I slide, long thrusts into her, my whole length burying into her cunt.
It was instinct. Something else. I will never forget. Our touch was open, wet, liquid. It was blood to blood. It felt as if a warm glass film had been pulled away and our bodies were now touching, as if for the first time. I held on and rode her so fucking hard. Merged. So wet, slippery. Messy. Together, ripe fruit, ripening fruit. Delicious. Hungry.
The gentleness, restraint was gone. The gentle touch, the kisses, the game of cat and mouse was over. The bars had been pulled back, the glass barrier taken away. This was fucking. She clung to the sheets, holding herself for me, pressing herself against me as hard she could. Pushing back with all her strength. I could see her head bobbing up and down as I pounded her, her whimpers.
I was holding her cunt with my open hand and stroking her clit as we fucked. Could feel her turning her hips and letting me dig into her from all sides. Moving her hips around my fingers, guiding me.
"Oh fucking god, so good, keep doing that." She cried out.
"Oh fuck. Oh fuck."
She was arching her head back then, and I took her hair with my hand and pulled her head back. She was panting, stiffening.
"You want me to fuck you hard," pulling back on her hair. She was pushing back, grinding herself against me, thrashing on my body. Her whole body trembling.
"Oh, god. Yes."
"You my good little fuck."
"Oh God, ride my cunt."
I could feel Rachel stiffening, and the cum rising in me, the way she moved on me. I was about to cum. She was shaking and dropping flat into the mattress, mashing her clit into my hand.
"Oh, my God. Oh, I'm going to cum." Moaning, "Ah, Ah, Ah."
I was fucking my whole length into her, letting myself go, cumming, ribbons of cum filling her. Holding myself to her, deep inside, the feeling of utter release, trembling against her body holding her to me, holding my pulsing cock in her, filling her up completely. The head of my cock was deep in her belly, filling her with my seed.
When, I was sliding on her again, slower. I could feel my cum mixing with her juices. White, creaming onto her thighs.
Rachel lay motionless now flat on the bed. I was still inside, drawing my cock in and out of her puss, moving more slowly. Never wanting to stop.
My cock softening with each thrust, as she began to lift her ass back in the air and let me slowly slide in and out of her. Holding her ass for me, holding her legs open. Gentle again. Soft.
Soft long deep strokes.
"Oh god David. You still hard?"
"Mmmm," I was softening now, and I dropped out of her.
She lay on her side, curled in a little ball. I lay down next to her, pushing the hair out of her eyes.
It was surreal how I could still feel her. I was still inside her, as I lay down. I could still feel her body pulsing at my abdomen, still feel her quivering on my cock.
She lay expressionless a moment, before catching my eye.
She started, "You!" And hit me with her open hand, "You shit."
I could see her now in the low light, illuminated from street lights through the window. A blue tint in the room. I could see her white teeth. The sheet was at the bottom of the bed and we lay naked together.
"You knew, when you invited me in here."
She looked down at our bodies. "Ha." She laughed. Reaching her hand down, turning my cock in her fingers, "You're still, kind of hard."
I looked down between our bodies, and can see her soft skin, the curve of her hips under the sheet, her breasts. I lay my hand at her hip. I am touching her, her naked body and pull her to me, let my cock press between us on her abdomen. My balls brushing the hairs of her puss.
She rolls up on top of me again, opening her legs on each side.
I lay on my back, as her hands press to my chest. She sits down on my cock. I can feel the hairs of pussy on my bare skin. The length of my cock squeezing in along the line of her cunt.
I cover her bare breasts with my hands, "You like to be on top."
"It's my favorite position."
She is sliding her hips back and forth on me. I can feel my cock jump.
"Feel a little something?"
She just nods and continues to slide up and down, tipping her head down and digging her nails into my chest, "Oh god, yeah."
"Stay?"
*
Please take the time to let me know what you think. And any ideas on where to go from here? Yum.
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David is an 18 year old Senior in High School
And Sara is a 20 year old Freshman in College
It was the geography of the place that led to it all.
That's my excuse anyway.
My parents are divorced, and all of us live at home with my mom. My brother, my sister and me. We can't afford much and so I share a room with my brother, and the room isn't big so we have bunk beds. My sister gets her own room and so does mom.
I work and saved money so I could buy one of those flat screen LED TVs which, because it was mine, I could keep in my room. We don't have central air, what we do have is old non working window air conditioners that can get the temperature in the house down about ten degrees from outside and it is HOT, sweaty and hot.
So my little brother lays on the bottom bunk and I lay on the top bunk, we don't move around much lately, to watch TV and sometimes just to read. My sister likes to come in our room and watch TV too. She either lays on the bottom bunk with my little brother or the top bunk with me, and there is no regular pattern to it. Not like she is on the bottom bunk then the top every other time. It's random, so when she comes in who knows.
I lay so my head is at the top of my bed, and when she gets up on the bunk with me, she lays with her head at the bottom of the bed, usually on the right side and just hangs her chin over the edge to watch.
That is the geography. That is how it all started.
------------
My sister has long straight hair, sort of dishwater blond. She would be what you would call a late bloomer, but now she has a great figure. The change was so gradual that when it hit me it was like whoa. Today she would be described as cute, almost hot. She is a total tom boy, and looks a lot like the Daisy Mae cartoon character from L'il Abner, and she sure dresses that way! She is somewhat popular at school but none of us do much as far as activities. Oh, she is also tall and smart, and this makes her a little fearsome to boys in general, added to the fact she does not put up with much shit.
Like I said, it was hot and the house was hot, so I was wearing shorts and no T shirt. My sister was wearing short shorts and a halter top which, while wearing that, she was definitely hot. She was up on my bed watching TV, a show I was not interested in so I was reading. As I lay there I would glance up, looking over her body and for some reason that is what I kept doing this time. I noticed her breathing. Her halter was up high across her back, and her short shorts where tucked up tight between her legs, so I could see the crack of her ass. The way she was laying was also giving me a perfect side view of the edge of her breasts, their curve, the way they were held in that little halter. I had never ever before just lay and looked at her like that before, other than noticing at some point that she was pretty cute and sometimes hot. She didn't look back at me, she was just watching the TV.
At some point I decided to touch her.
I don't know why, I have no idea where the thought even came from, and my heart started pounding hard in my chest the moment the idea came to me. My arms started to tingle as I lay my hand right on her leg. I just lay it there, almost like it were an accident, right at the thigh. I waited. Until she would shew me away, or I don't know what. Her skin was soft and warm, she did not even register my touch. I thought she would like brush my hand away, or look back at me, give me a frown. Or something. But there was just no reaction. I left my hand there a long time, and she let me.
At some point I moved my hand, just a little, little wiggles of my fingers waiting for a reaction. But got none. It was weird, I was really expecting something, and was expecting to be stopped.
Her long hair was this messy mane falling around her shoulders, her feet were crossed at the ankle and her back was shiny with sweat from the heat below where her halter crossed at the middle of her back down to her shorts. I stroked my hand along the length of her thigh, along the back of her leg, and took in the feel of her skin, the curve of her thighs and got used to the fact that she did not react at all. So I began to rub my hands on the inside of her thighs, short strokes there, but then longer from her knees to just before the fabric of her shorts, feeling myself getting incredibly aroused as I did that. I also rubbed her calves awhile and her feet, but then I would rub her thighs back up higher until without any reaction at all I lay the palm of my hand right over her butt, right over the fabric of her shorts. It was really thin fabric and I could feel her panties under the shorts. They were tight, that cheap kind of fabric, fuzzy and thin, like running pants fabric. They were loose around her thighs, but tight over her butt, and I began to rub her ass over the fabric and then back down onto her thighs. I kept rubbing her all over like that.
Never once did she react, or look at me, or shoo me away.
When suddenly, for no reason at all, she lifted herself up and swung off the bed and left the room. Was it because of me, what I did? Was she mad? Did she like it?
That is how my little indiscretion was left that day.
-------------
I have to say honestly that I was wracked with guilt. Touching Sara was something I could not stop thinking about, especially at night. And I had done it three times now! The same thing, the same way. Every time I saw her I could feel myself get warm, feel my ears turn red, but on her part there was absolutely no acknowledgment or indication that it had happened, or that she thought anything of it.
I would lay in my bed at night holding my hand in the air, the one I stroked her body with, stretching my fingers up over my face, imagining how they had caressed her smooth skin, imagining the curves of her soft thighs, the bare skin, how I rubbed her ass beneath that thin fabric, and the exquisite feel of her as my hand dipped down between her thighs. I could just feel her bare skin, its warmth and moist resistance on these hot days.
I lay in bed thinking about how Sara would come into the room, she would look up at me and down at my brother, standing there a moment deciding where to lay down. How my heart raced as she stood there - would she, this time, decide to crawl in with me? I cannot describe the feeling when she jumped up onto my bed and settled in beside me. The look of her legs, her ankles crossed up by my shoulder, and the feel of her thighs when I began rubbing her legs. As I lay there thinking about it all, I would tug my hard cock out and stroke myself as I would go over every detail, until hot spurts of cum would spray out of me and I would turn over and finally fall asleep.
But I felt guilty and tried to stop, vowing to never let it happen again.
I would lay on my bed looking at her body, as she lay watching TV. Sara laying down on her stomach with her chin over the edge of the bed, her bare legs extending up right beside me. I truly tried not to touch her; and once, one time I did not. But it was overwhelming, the urge.
I had become an utter pervert, and I would chastise myself for thinking about my sister, of doing this to my sister. What had it been? Five, six times now. But, she never stopped me. She was complicit. I convinced myself the only reason I was doing this was because she would not stop me. No resistance to my touch at all, had she batted me away once, it would be over. One look. I'd never do it again.
Her gaze on me at the breakfast table displayed not even a hint that I had touched her, run my fingers up her long legs the day before, or stroked her soft ass and squeezed her thighs up high between her legs, or slid my hands over her lower back, slippery with sweat.
Nothing.
I had a hard time talking when she was around now. Not like we sat around having deep conversations, but we did talk about stuff, normal stuff. The simplest utterances were a greater effort for me now. I was always wondering what she was thinking. I had this whole side dialog anytime we talked, anytime she even looked at me, some sign. Our birthdays were coming up, which was something we could talk about. We were one year apart, both Geminis. We celebrated them at the same time with the family, and then would have separate parties with our friends. We usually got something for each other.
One morning she sat next to me on the swing on the front porch, intent on a conversation. Every time she sat beside me now I startled, half expecting her to talk about IT, or give me some sort of look. But she never did.
She just sat down and said, "Hey. I have a question. I haven't decided what I'm going to get you for your birthday yet. You already got everything. Any ideas?"
I shrugged, "No. Don't get me anything. I don't need anything." It was the guilt talking. I could have said, no not after what you are already 'giving' me.
She continued, "Ok. Well, I haven't decided, but I got some ideas, of where I can look anyway. If you think of anything ..."
"Better start looking then."
She went to get up and then paused, "What about me?"
"Huh. Oh. You'll see." She sat staring at me. I had no idea what to get her, this was getting uncomfortable.
"A lot of fun you are. You're supposed to tease me a little, give me hints about it, make me guess, you know."
"Well it's soft." Why did I just say that. My mind was drifting to her legs.
"What?"
"That's the hint."
She bit, "What color is it then?"
"Red," I said. Great, now I got to find something soft and red.
"It's got to be clothes."
"It could be socks."
"Or Underwear." I went red, at such an intimate detail coming from her mouth.
Sara looked at me again, a coy smile just then.
"What?"
"Nothing." She got up.
I called after her, "Well it's not underwear."
She looked back. Her eyes on me, made me nervous all over again.
---------------
That evening she was still on the present thing. I was getting supper ready while mom had the night shift. Sara padded barefoot in the kitchen, tiny little shorts and a tube top. It was just us kids tonight.
Sara watched me for a while, when she said, "Does something special happen between us on our birthday?"
I just about spilled the milk when she said that.
"Uh, Like what?"
"I mean because our birthdays are so close. Some connection. Something personal."
"What?"
"I mean we almost share the same day, you know. Both Geminis, the sign of the twins. It's a sign like where there are two, there are two sides of us. A visible part, and a hidden part."
"Never thought about it."
"Tell me something."
I looked up.
"Tell me a secret," she smiled.
Nothing, day after day of nothing, and now this. I have to stop doing what I am doing was all I could think of. It can't go on. I was blushing crimson and didn't know where to look. What is she hinting at? She ignored utterly how awkward I was just then. This game. This has to stop, I am going to be in big trouble. I could not stop thinking about it.
"I don't have any secrets," I said it as I stared at the food I was frying.
Sara pointed at herself, "I'm your secret. So, you do have a secret." Sara leaned in close by my ear. I could feel her shoulder brush against my arm, whispering, "How about this. You sometimes sneak out here by my door and peek in when the door is open. Once I saw you up by the staircase, hiding and watching, there, you could see right through my door."
I just about melted, and had nothing to say. Lately, On nights when she did not come into my room, I would go check on what she was doing, stand back so she couldn't see me.
She continued without stopping, "You think you're gonna catch me at something? I know when you do it. I can always tell. You have a certain way of walking down the stairs. You know, extra slow, so the squeaks on the steps are spaced out. I can hear it, I know it is you. Sometimes I even think you're listening to me when I'm talking on the telephone."
It was all whispered and all said really fast, without any rancor or anger. Not accusing.
"What are you talking about?"
Sara shrugged. "I don't know. Just making conversation. Seeing if you had anything to tell me. Want to hear any of MY secrets David?"
"No. Quit being weird."
She smiled at me over her shoulder, "When is dinner ready?"
"In five minutes."
"K."
----------------
It was a number of days, at least a week, before Sara came to watch television after that evening conversation about secrets.
I stopped peeking in her room. So she would no longer hear the slow squeak of my sneaking up on her. I had also solemnly resolved to stop touching her, no matter what. It was not right, not wrong exactly, but the feelings inside were definitely not normal or right for a brother to have. And that conversation that was burned in my brain, what if she said something to someone. What did she say already about it to her friends? What kind of a joke would I be then? Or pervert.
Then one day, about a week later, Sara came in the room, my heart jumped into my throat. She looked down at my brother, and then up and me, stood there a moment before jumping in next to me on the top bunk and lay down beside me like she always does.
Only this time, instead of shorts, she had on a blue jean skirt, also very short. She was barefoot as usual and was wearing a halter top as usual. No comment, no eye contact, normal like every other time.
No big deal. I was not going to do anything.
No.
I held my book in my hand, held it in front of my face, could see it shaking as I read. My heart was pounding and I could feel myself grow immediately hard. I glanced up her long legs, the space of bare skin at the small of her back, the edge of her breasts, her tangled hair falling down her back, her legs crossed at the ankles.
I felt like I could not breathe.
Fuck she looked good. No.
I started to watch TV, lay my book down. Could not read anyway.
No. I was not going to.
But she would let me.
Wouldn't she?
Her legs looked so white and soft, warm, and her ass in that tight short skirt. She did not move, just laying there watching the TV, chin over the edge of the bed and her one arm extending up over her head.
I lay my hand at her calf.
No reaction.
No.
I took my hand away, took my book up again. Read!! I put it down, not even able to see the letter, and lay my hand on her again. In my mind I was screaming STOP! I began drawing small circles on her, began stroking along her thighs, slipping my fingers down between her legs, her inner thighs, lightly stroking up the inside of her legs. Only this time she wasn't wearing any shorts. I was looking up her legs as I stroked her, the open space between her legs.
God, I had to stop, but with each smooth stroke of her skin, the warmth of her body, so intoxicating. How she let me do this.
I continued to stroke my hands softly over her legs, down her calves and up to the edge of her miniskirt, up to where her shorts would be, nothing there - so much more inviting. I could reach up into her open skirt if I wanted. I slid my hand a little more, further than I ever had. My hear was pounding in my chest. She slid the tiniest bit back, and I yanked my hand away. The skirt slipping higher at the movement so that I could just make out the bulge of her panties between her legs. Red. I could not take my eyes away, her little panty covered puss. They looked pretty much like the shorts she always wore, smaller, more like a bathing suit. But they weren't shorts, they were her panties. Red panties. I lay my hand on her again, and as she lay there I caressed her thighs.
I began to rub higher, as she was watching TV. No one else was home except my brother on the bottom bunk. No one said anything. My hand drawing these long delicious strokes up her legs, letting my fingers caress her up the inside of her thighs with the front of my hand as high as I dared, before drawing my hand back down between her legs rubbing her with the back of my hand along the other leg as I did. Over and over I did this. One leg and then the other. Then, I lay my hand on her ass the way I always had.
The fabric of the blue jean skirt was thicker, rougher, it did not have the same feel as when she wore those thin shorts. I looked up her legs at the open space between her legs. I rubbed my hand for a little while over her ass, over the heavy fabric of her skirt, and dropping back down onto her bare legs, her soft beautiful legs.
I thought about touching her under her skirt. Oh, my god, that thought almost made me cum right there. Out of control. No. I was stroking her legs, reaching higher and higher, right to edge of her skirt, the littlest bit further, and back down again and then higher and on the next stroke up the inside of her thighs passing the edge of her skirt further further. My hand lay now ever so slightly beneath the skirt. I could feel the hem of her skirt on the back of my fingers, feel that her skin was warmer here, and I held my hand right there a very long time. She did not move, did not stop me at all.
I could feel the curve of her bare ass with my fingers, and I rubbed a little higher until my fingers touched the silk red panties covering her ass, just the hem. The edge of her panties, up under her skirt. I lay my hand at the curve of her bare ass with the tips of my fingers touching her silk panties, and once more did not move my hand at all. I was just drinking her in, feeling the curve of her body. Melting. The heat of her was melting me, my hand trembling as I held to her.
But Sara gave no indication that my hand was under her skirt. She dropped her head slightly to the side, that was all. No movement, no waving of her hand, no clamping of her legs. Nothing.
I didn't look at her after that, I didn't want to meet her eyes. I knew I should stop, but I did not want to be stopped by her.
Silence.
After a long while, I reached further up under her skirt, pressing my hand right over the top of her ass over the panties, could feel the thin soft silk that covered her body. This was much thinner than the shorts she normally wore, and beneath the fabric I could feel her bare skin. The red fabric that covered her felt like it was burning into my hand. I realized the top of her skirt gave easily as I pressed my hand over her ass. The skirt was not tight on her at all.
I closed my eyes as I let my fingers press down along the silk fabric, finding the crack of her ass, I let my fingers slip down over the fabric right between her legs, right over her soft pussy lips.
Oh my god. So soft and hot.
She would stop me now.
I drew my fingers down between her legs this time, pressing the whole length of her pussy mound, that little space between her legs opening right to her vagina, her pussy, her mound, her clit. The fabric was no more than an inch wide. I could literally feel the soft hairs of her pussy peeking out from the edges of the fabric.
She lay there, did not move at all. Letting me, though I detected her breathing a little faster, nothing more.
I tipped my hand my open palm completely covered her puss, my fingers wrapped around the front of her pussy mound, with my palm wrapping up between her legs, cupping her. I began to stroke up between her legs with my thumb before pushing my middle finger against her, making a crease in the panties, pressing right into her pussy lips and letting it open around my finger. I began sliding my middle finger on her until I felt the nob of her clit beneath the silk fabric. The fabric was wet, I was rubbing my thumb right over a wet spot that was growing between her legs.
Her legs had been wide enough that her pussy was open to my touch and her skirt had ridden higher as I rubbed her so that it was now laying right at the top of her ass, and her panties were half exposed to me. She had to feel the cool air on her ass. I could feel her pussy getting hotter and wetter, the bare flesh of her cunny digging into the fabric. I could feel her breathing getting faster, feel her getting aroused.



I watched her head drop a little again, her movements becoming more involuntary, a little sway in her hips.
I curled my fingers and began lightly scratch my nails along the fabric of those soft silk panties, petting her front to back right over the mound of her puss, drawing my nails back along the fabric, itching her. Repeating the motion, slow, long strokes, over and over.
With each stroke down between her legs I was catching her clit and pressing there firmly each time. She kept watching the TV, but when my fingers were busy circling around her clit I could feel her pressing back into my hand, feel the undulation of her hips and could see the rise and fall of her hips over my hand. I could scarcely believe the pressure I felt, of Sara rubbing her body into my hand, grinding herself into my fingers, circling her clit around my fingers. For my part I pressed back harder up between her legs.
It's what we did, letting it happen. I stopped thinking about stopping.
I was caressing her, scrapping my fingers front to back, front to back, lightly over the fabric, moving my fingers gradually faster. Touching her beneath that little jean skirt. She was laid out before me, I loved watching her body moving ever so slightly against my hand, and the way her ass would tip high and then back down, watching her legs stretch taut, watching her curl her toes. It was imperceptible at first, but as I moved on her she was moving more openly, she was pressing her apart and tipping her hips in rhythm to my touch, as my fingers played between her legs.
My fingers began slipping as I stroked her. She was getting so wet, I could feel her getting wetter and wetter. She had soaked her panties so that my fingers slipped on her almost feeling as if she had nothing on.
On one pass I continued right up her backside, lazily following the crack of her ass, my hand sliding over the silk fabric to the hem at her waist, feeling the jean skirt stretch as I curled my fingers around the hem of her panties and began to tug them down. She froze.
She would stop me now I thought.
I was steadily tugging them down beneath her skirt, could feel her panties sliding over the curve of her ass. Reaching at her sides I tugged the hep at each hip, until they were down to the edge of the bottom of her skirt. But no response, she simply let me tug them lower right over her ass and then down her thighs. I could feel her body hold utterly still. It was as if her whole body was melting, relaxing, falling in anticipation. But to look at her, she did not move at all as I tugged those red panties down her legs, past her knees, down to her ankles.
She was not moving away, not trying to shake me off. At one point I felt her hips rise lightly, so as to aid the removal of her panties. So slowly, a little at a time, I worked them down her long legs, and off the end of her feet where I tucked them under my pillow.
When I looked back up at her, there was her bare pussy! Pink and shining, the swollen pussy lips and dark hairs of her cunny framing its pink center. The line running down between her legs, the folds of loose flesh swollen out from her slit. I brought my hand back up her thighs and lay it, palm up, right over her bare pussy cupping her with the flat of my hand, and once again began pressing my middle finger into the folds of her pussy lips, began rubbing her between her legs.
It was incredible, the feel of her. She was soaking sopping wet, and her pussy lips opening to me so softly. I could feel the flesh pulling wide, hanging down between her legs like a little peach, as I pressed my fingers and dug into her wet ridge. She was so soft, opening right up to me. I slipped my finger down between her legs and once more found her little clit. I heard her gasp - the only sound she made - at the moment I touched tip of her clit. That little nub, and as I drew a circle there could feel her involuntarily tense her whole body. The reaction was an arch of her back that lifted her hips right up off the bed. I was looking right at her pink little cunt, her legs spreading wider, I had pulled her pussy lips wide and could see her vagina creaming white. My middle finger was reaching down and was set right over her clit, with my thumb I pressed it deep up into her vagina, and held her like that with my open hand. No matter how she moved I was slipping inside her, stimulating her, masturbating her. She moved against my hand, breathing faster, and lifting her hips up. The feeling of her body tensing and releasing, the feel of her breathing, my cock ached at the sight of her.
It was then I stopped moving. I held my hand right there for her, with my middle finger pressing into her clit and my thumb shoved up inside her. I held myself still for her, letting her move her body against me. The slightest undulation on my hand, the tiniest circles being drawn over my finger. Grinding her cunt onto my thumb, shoving herself, impaling herself against me.
Her hips trembled now as she ground herself into my hand, guiding my finger right around the rim of her clit and pushing down so that its little hood would press back, letting me dig into her. All slippery and hard, it felt like a white pearl playing around my finger; and then sliding my hand back, her inner lips loose, swoolen, feeling for that space inside her. I was watching my fingers move on her pushing deep up into her vagina, watching her as I did, for some sign, something that told me what she felt. No matter how she moved I was digging into her body, touching her, masturbating her.
I held to her like that a long time, and as I did she was moving herself harder and faster, turning herself on me. I could feel her body trembling, as her legs stretched out tight on the bed, when her vagina began to quiver and tighten on my thumb.
She was near to cumming. I would make her cum. I could feel the pulse of her pussy, contracting and releasing. Her breathing was rapid, but she kept it even and still watching TV, so that her face displayed no sign she was cumming. Her chin still over the edge of the bed. I rubbed the rough flesh in her vagina, finger fucking her, letting my hand move on her again as she met my thrusts.
When next her body began to quiver and spasm, the only other thing I noticed was her hand grasping the blankets and squeezing her hands into balls into the bed as she lifted her ass into the air. Her thighs and cunny shaking over my finger as I dug into her, and I could feel her cunt squeezing me, pulsing against me, see her gripping the blankets. I could feel her cumming hard, holding back from making any sound at all. It was amazing. At one point she pressed her mouth into the sheets, like she was biting down. Her eyes closed. I reached out my other hand and held her bare hips, her skirt was up around her waist now, and I began scratching my nails down her thighs.
Her body shaking and quivering, still cumming. It was so intense! She held herself perfectly still, and then began to relax and fall back down into the bed. Realizing she was naked from the waist down I pulled her skirt back around her ass.
She lay there a little while longer, before jumping off the bed and leaving the room.
Only then did I realize what I had done.
-------------------
I could not have imagined that yesterday could have happened. I had given my sister an orgasm, and now I was beyond nervous to go downstairs.
How do you greet someone whom you secretly masturbated?
But I did not want to be weird, things had to be ok, normal. Plus I was curious, what would she do. Was she mad? I had to find out. I had to get it out of the way.
My hands did not even feel like they were a part of my body. I could still feel Sara, the slippery wetness, the pressure of her vagina, the pressure of her body, pussy hairs. I could still smell her scent on my fingers. I had masturbated so many times already sniffing her panties, my fingers. It was such a delicious smell. Exquisite.
What would happen when I saw her? No one else would be up, and I was trying to decide if I should see her alone or wait until mom or Billy were up. I pulled on my T shirt and a pair of shorts, deciding it was best to see her when the house was quiet, and went downstairs.
As expected, she was in the kitchen. Making coffee. I passed by her, she did not turn to me, and sat down.
Nothing out of the ordinary.
As the coffee brewed, she was standing at the counter with a small book that was open into which she was writing. I said nothing. Finally, she turned and looked at me. The only thing that I noticed is how when she caught my eye, she held her gaze on me a little longer than usual. Her smile gave away nothing, it was the same as always, but the way she held my eye.
"Hi," was all she said.
No anger or warning, or nervousness. I noticed her put the small book she had into her robe pocket.
She poured the coffee, two cups, one for me and one for her and walked over to the table.
"Here. Mom was called into work."
"Thanks."
"Want anything?" The way she stood in front of me, the tone of her voice, it was like an invite to molest her.
"What?"
She walked away saying, "Breakfast, I was going to make some eggs."
"Yeah. Yeah. Sure. That would be great." I sounded nervous.
"Ok."
She made up some eggs, bacon, toast. I was imagining what may be under her robe as she stood at the sink. With her turned from me, I could openly look at her. There was something different this morning, and I could not put my finger on it. Sara seemed more attractive, I was drawn to her. That feeling you get, of attraction. The nervousness of arousal, we were almost flirting. The eye contact was a little longer than usual, the way she twisted her hair in her hands when she was talking.
"This is nice. Thanks." I am thinking the whole time, be as normal as you can.
I began to eat in silence. No idea what to say.
"You have a long face today," she said over her cup.
"Oh, yeah? No. Just tired, still. Uh, what were you writing?"
"Writing? Oh," She lay her hand over her pocket, "It's just a . . . I was writing a poem, in my diary."
"You have a diary?" I had like this adrenaline rush, thinking about what she might write in there. Was she writing about us? She had to be. I was feeling very guilty and very paranoid. What if someone else read it?
"Hmmm, Yeah, it is, I always write stuff in my diary, poems, stories. Things that happen in my day." She held her eye on me as she said the last bit, I looking away as she caught my eye.
I felt myself get nervous again. She keeps a diary.
I changed the subject, "Did you invite Marnie? To our party."
Sara flashed me a look. "Yeah, why?"
I shrugged, "No reason."
"You like her, don't you?"
"Same as, you like Mike."
She paused a moment before adding, "Let me tell you something about Marnie." Then she paused, "No, I'd better not tell you. You'd blab."
I quickly responded, "I'd never give away any of your secrets."
To which she flashed me a quick smile, looking into my eyes, "And I'd never reveal any of yours."
I sensed just the hint of a blush on her cheeks.
I looked right at her and said, "For that you get a little reward."
I held out a spoonful of eggs, "Here."
"No. I'm fine. I'm done."
"Here." I wanted her to lean to me. In that moment I wanted to touch her, it felt like we could hold each other just then. Be intimate. Our bodies were communicating in a language all their own. She leaned in, and her robe fell open a little. I could see down the front of her robe, the swell of her breasts.
I said playfully, "Put your head back. Close your eyes."
She eyed me, but did it. The look of her throat, exposed.
"Open your mouth."
She closed her eyes and opened her mouth. I held her chin with my hand *touched her* as I fed her, watched her lips close around the spoon and then tugged it away.
"You can have one little bite."
I could not control that urge just then. It was weird. Her compliance, the touch of her skin.
Our secrets.
-------------
That afternoon I was laying on my bed reading. No TV, silence and the quiet room. Everyone was out of the house, mom at work. My little brother out playing, Sara out somewhere.
Or I thought they were.
Suddenly, Sara appeared and hopped up on the bed and lay right next to me, not like when she is watching TV.
"Hi. What you doing?"
"What does it look like. Reading. I thought you were gone with Marnie."
"Hmmm. Didn't want to go."
And she lay herself next to me, stared at the ceiling. I continued reading, my heart pounding in my chest. Not knowing what to say, we were home alone.
Sara held her arms straight up and turned them back and forth. "You know, my tan is much darker than yours now."
I didn't respond.
"From swimming. Lift up your arm."
I set my book down and did the same. Four arms lifted straight up.
She brought her arms down and turned her whole body to me. Never had Sara been like this.
"Well. What should we do now?"
I looked over at her, "Uh, we can fix lunch."
I picked up my book to read.
"No, I'm not hungry yet."
She just lay there staring silently at me. I could feel her eyes on me when finally I turned, "Well, what do you want to do?"
"Why don't we play a game?"
"A game? Come on. I don't think..."
"I know some good games. Like, Truth or Dare."
That caught me off guard. There were some things I did not want to talk about with Sara today. "I don't think so, when you ever play that?"
She rolled back again, "Well, I played it with Mike one time. Well, not JUST Mike." And then rolling back to her side facing me. "Come on David! First question. You first, all right. Truth or Dare?"
"I don't think." When finally relenting, "Truth."
She paused a moment and then asked, "Do you have any secret talents?"
Everything she was saying today I was taking two ways, and immediately my mind went to us on THIS bed, me giving her an orgasm. Special talent - yeah, I can give a woman a mind blowing orgasm.
Instead, I simply held my arm straight out and let my elbow bend way back, "I can do this."
She stared up at my arm, it was like a twenty degree angle the wrong way.
"Look at that. Weird."
"Yeah."
"Your joints are screwed up. What else can you do?"
"I can bend my thumb all the way back so it touches my wrist. See?" And so I pulled my thumb right back tight against my wrist.
"Gross."
She reached across to bend my thumb back with her hand and scraped her arm across my cheek as she did.
"You need a shave," and then she was touching my chin and cheek with her hands.
"I haven't shaved yet."
Silence.
"Ok. Your turn."
I said, "Truth or Dare."
"Truth."
"Have you ever kissed . . ."
She playfully jumped up, "Yes!"
"No wait. I didn't ask what I was going to ask. I was going to ask 'Have you ever kissed MIKE."
She looked at me, "No, forget it. I don't want to answer that! It'll get everywhere!"
"Tell me. I won't share your secrets. besides your reaction already told me."
"Yes." She frowned.
"Really?? When?"
"That's another question, I answered your stupid question and it's my turn now, say nothing. Truth or Dare."
"Dare."
She smiled at that, and thought for a long time. "I dare you to say something dirty for twenty seconds."
"What!"
She was giggling, "You heard me. Talk dirty for twenty seconds," she lay on her side facing me now, her eyes locked on me.
"What do I say? Ok. Ok. "Ahh, Pussy so soft and wet. I love eating hot cunnies, and squeezing big tits and sucking, so good. You have the best sweet little pussy ever," and I froze - fuck was I was thinking of her! "Is that twenty seconds?"
God that had given me a hard on, and I needed to adjust.
"Pretty nasty," she smiled. "But Good, yeah. Your turn."
"Truth or Dare?"
She lay on her back and said up into the ceiling, "Dare."
Shit. I felt a heat rise in me. What could I dare her to do. She was wearing those little shorts again today, and a fluffy white tube top, nothing on her shoulders. I looked at her a long time, the shape of her mouth, her eyes staring at me, her hair all laid out on my bed. God she looked hot.
"I dare you to kiss me for twenty seconds." My face flushed beet red.
Her eyes went wide and she turned her head to me. "What!" And lifting up on one elbow she sat up right at my hip. A little smile came across her face, "Ok.
She leaned down and put her lips on mine, simply holding her lips to mine. Her eyes were closed. She had her hand on my neck as she kissed me, so soft. I did not quite know what to do. Here we were kissing on my bed. I had her naked from the waist down yesterday, incredible. She opened her mouth the tiniest bit and bit my lower lip, I pushed it out and let her and she responded by running her tongue right along the ridge of my lower tongue, before letting me go.
"Wow." I said when she sat back up. "You're a good kisser."
"You do naughty dares. Truth or Dare?" She was flushed and her lips were swollen. We were gradually getting aroused.
I said, "Dare."
She lay back down on her back, "Well I dare you to kiss ME, with your tongue for twenty seconds."
I went absolutely rock hard. Sara lifted her arms above her head, waiting.
I pressed my lips to hers and felt her open her mouth, I just melted. My tongue touched hers a moment and we let them swirl together, I traced the line of her teeth and rolled myself a little onto her so my chest was laying on her breast. She tipped her head back and we french kissed, for it had to be longer than twenty seconds. I finally lifted my face from her.
She opened her eyes, "That was bad."
I smiled, "An innocent kiss."
"No one can know about this."
"I know."
We both got quiet, we were both pretty aroused, too aroused.
"We shouldn't be doing this."
I said, "You started it." Her eyes got wide as she looked at me, the implication being obvious. "Today I mean. You came in here."
She looked off in the distance, thinking. "I let you do stuff I only let a boyfriend do you know."
"Are you mad? You could have stopped me."
She shook her head. "I'm sittin up here aren't I. It's silly fun David. I don't want it to be any more. I don't want you to think it can be any more, I worry about that."
"Don't. I know that."
"It's just that. You can't always control feelings. I like you, as a brother, I mean and don't want to lose that. Ever."
"You won't."
She looked at me. "We have to stop. It's silly fun, it feels good, but if anybody found out."
I didn't say anything. She was right, but I felt empty.
I just said, "Anymore Truth or Dare?"
"Games over."
-----------
After that afternoon, nothing happened anymore between Sara and me.
In a way, it was a relief. But at the same time depressing, the anticipation, the excitement, the 'silly fun' she had called it. The feel of her skin, her mouth, her tongue. It was over. I had memories, AND her panties.
Between us, when we saw each other, it was as if nothing had ever happened. I began to relax, feel more like my old self. Whenever she came in my room to watch TV, I felt a sudden pang, a moment of adrenaline run through me. But every time she stood in the doorway, looking up at me and then down at my brother; every time she slid into the lower bunk.
Never up with me.
For my part I had resolved to stop, no matter what. She was right. We are brother and sister. And after our conversation, my intention was stronger than ever. But, honestly, when I watched her there avoiding getting up in bed with me, there was a rush relief because, for all my 'resolve' I really questioned whether it would have been very likely that had Sara lain on my bed for any of the last ten times she'd been in our room, I would have not touched her.



So, it took both of us - got easier with time.
In terms of our conversations, the issue never came up again, she never broached it nor I. Non of our secrets, games or truth or dare.
The other thing that was never spoken of between us was that she had, in fact, begun to do way more things with Mike after we had stopped doing what we had been doing. So Mike had become my stand in - or so I thought of it. Mike is my best friend, and HE never talked about it. I could only imagine what they were doing, and there was a part of me that believed that she had told him not to talk about it with me.
What I felt was jealousy.
I also worried about Sara saying something, anything, even a hint. I could tell by all our friends behavior, hers and mine, that she had never breathed a word about what we had done, and it is true that Mike probably didn't talk about anything with me, not because she told him to, but because he knew she was my sister, especially the way guys can talk about who they are seeing. No other reason than that.
But, he had no idea. For my part, I felt a jealousy, more than I had ever felt before about anyone.
My anger and jealousies came out in subtle ways, though I tried really hard to control it. I am sure Sara knew, and I figured she might know why.
AND despite everything I could not stop thinking about her. The times I touched her was like this distant dream, that I could conjure up any time I wanted, this alternate reality that was slowly fading into the past, but that I could still remember as a fantasy. And I wanted to remember it, and would masturbate furiously as I did.
I was out one night and happened upon Sara and Mike. I was riveted to the spot and watched from a distance. It was hard to see, but no doubt I could make out her frame, the way she stood and moved. She was wearing this little dress, leaning the whole front of her body against him. A dress! Wearing a dress! Not like she wore a lot of clothes, but a dress is one piece of clothing. How delicious that would be. I could picture the access to her pussy in a dress, the way it hugged her waist, and those long legs. She was really beautiful and Mike was with her talking, they were laughing. She had her arm around him, pressing up to him, and then I watched them kiss, and I could feel the kiss. My mind rocketing back to her kiss of me, and my kiss of her. I could feel her tongue, her teeth, the way she tipped her head back, the feeling of her yielding her soft lips. I looked away, my cheeks burning.
I stayed hidden in the shadows watching as they laughed and kissed. I went home in a very uneven mood.
Next day was a Saturday and I, casually as I could, tried to talk to her about it.
"I saw you sitting with Mike the other day. Are you you two together? You never told me."
"Me? No. No, Mike just happened to sit down with us."
"Us. I think I only saw YOU." She was lieing.
Sara looked frustrated, "No. I was with Marnie. Definitely. What business is it of your, you spying on me again?"
"No. Sara, it's No big deal. I just thought I saw you, s'all. It's only just, mom said no dates while you are living here."
Sara turned on me, "She never said NO DATES."
"Well she did say she does not want you bringing guys home. And that would, make Mike pretty convenient wouldn't it? Dating him, since he's my . . ."
"Listen! What do you mean, no dates? First. Mom never said that. He was just sitting there with, us. Second, I'm not really dating Mike, so he comes here. It's to see you. I'm not bringing him home."
"Yeah." The kind of yeah where I called Her lie. "He's MY best friend. I don't want you around him - like that. What happens when you two break up? When he comes around then, to see me?"
"You're a fine one to talk about this with. You my mom or something! I don't have to justify myself to you. Nothings happening. God!"
"Ok. Forget it. No big deal. No big deal. It's just . . ." I'd gone too far, I don't know what I wanted from this conversation.
"Jesus David. It wasn't."
"Sorry. Just saying I saw you. Making conversation."
"Ask Marnie. SHE was with me. You'd like to talk to HER anyway. Any rules with her around here? Mom! She's MY best friend, by the way."
"But we'd both be in high school. Your in college. Mike's in high school and your here cause . . ."
"Forget it. This conversation is over. Just ask Marnie."
"Well, Ok. Yeah. But I want to ask you something about Marnie then?"
"Oh no, YOU can't have her. She belongs to me. She's MY friend."
"I'll just ignore that. Now you're being stupid. See Mike! I don't care, it's fine, I don't care. Marnie would never have anything to do with me anyway, she's a Freshman."
"Oh, you think so?"
"I wanted to ask, have you told her anything about, like secrets? Anything."
There was a long pause. Like a light going on.
"Secrets?" I shouldn't have said anything. "No, have YOU said anything to Mike?"
"You think I'm nuts don't you?"
The air went out of her just then. "I don't think anything David. No. I haven't said anything." She calmed down. Softened. "Is that what this is about?"
"It's just conversation."
"You have to stop it. Forget anything ever happened."
I nodded.
"Understand. Cause if this all gets out of hand, we might have to see what 'mom' thinks we should do, since mom has the say in everything. What do you think she would say about our secret."
"Tell Mom what?"
"You know what."
"No, I don't think that would be very funny."
"I wonder what she'd say about that? She'd be a hell of a lot more upset than me bringing a guy home, wouldn't she?"
Silence.
I didn't know what to say, or what she meant. I did not want to know.
It was over. In a way I had not even accepted up to then.
----------------
I didn't care if Mike saw Sara.
At least that's what I said every day. Mike didn't talk about it, and I didn't talk about it with either of them.
Mike would come over ostensibly to see me, but invariably end up spending some time with Sara either downstairs or in her room. I didn't keep track, I didn't care.
Mike and I were watching TV one day, he on the bottom bunk and me on top, when Sara came into the room.
She stood in the same spot as when she decides which bunk to get into. She looked down at Mike and then up at me. I didn't even move, or consider.
When!
She hopped up and lay down next to me. Mike was on the bottom bunk, and Sara jumped in next to me on the top bunk. I could not even comprehend what had just happened.
Mike called out, "Hey, lay down here."
Sara didn't answer, just laid on her stomach with her chin over the bed, her legs laying right beside me.
My heart just about exploded.
She was wearing a pair of those pink short shorts, all tugged up tight around her hips. She was wearing a small V neck half top. Her long legs and bare skin from her hips to the middle of her back. She was barefoot as usual, legs crossed at the ankle, just watching the TV.
It had been at least a month, and two weeks since our fight. My hands were visibly trembling. Was she testing me? Teasing me? What the hell was this?
No way.
No way was I going to touch her. She just lay there, the way she always does. Did not move.
I started to think about what she would do if I DID touch her, just touched her a little. She would stop me now I thought. There is no way, she would be mad at me. I kept thinking this, over and over. I was looking up her legs. Last time Sara laid in that spot like that her skirt was up around her waist and I had taken her panties.
Her panties! Shit, they were still tucked under the mattress. I had never given them back. I was hard now. Rock hard.
I could test her.
Would SHE stop me.
No, I was not going to do it.
I lay my hand on her leg, and held it in one spot on her. I was shaking so bad that I could barely hold it still. She did not move, not at all. No indications, just her watching TV.
Swat my hand away. Stop me. I was angry. Excited. I wanted to crawl out of my skin. It was too much.
Why did she get up on top? Why not next to Mike?
I began to rub along the length of her thigh, right up to the edge of her shorts and down her long legs, rubbing her calves, the inside of her thighs. Long delicious strokes. It had been so long. Sara letting me, no movement. I rubbed one leg and then the other, slow long strokes on her.
I decided to raise the stakes, and settled my hand on her butt again. Not moving just lay it on her. Mike couldn't see. She did not even react to my touch, not the soft caress of my hands or my eyes on her body. I pressed my fingers into the crack of her ass, wriggling my fingers on her, and slipping lower down her soft ass, noticing something different on my way to her thighs.
No panties! Fucking shit!!
She had to know. She had put those shorts on without panties underneath. Came in here, and hopped up here with me. I slid my hand along her legs again, caressing inside her thighs, long strokes with the front and back of my hand. She just lay there with her ankles crossed, her legs apart.
I slipped my fingers inside the loose leg of her shorts, and wiggled it up to her bare cunny, feeling the warmth and light pussy hair. I felt her legs open, as she brought her one knee up. She was letting me, giving me perfect access. She wanted this! I was touching her again. My hand was rubbing her pussy. I could not believe this was happening.
I slipped my fingers along her slit, and her pussy was soaking sopping wet, she had been wet the whole time. I was so hard now as I began to run my fingers up and down her sex, opening her cunny lips and settling my middle finger right over her clit. Just as I touched her there she began to dance on the end of my finger, drawing circles with her around my hand. I let my finger dig into the hood of her clit, rubbing her back and forth as she moved against me.
I found her sweet little hole with my thumb and squished it deep inside, I watched her visibly rise up off the bed as I did that. No matter how she moved now I was moving my hand on her, finger fucking her. She wiggled more freely on my hand, waving her ass in the air, in a steady rhythm that matched the movement of my fingers, faster and faster. I could see her tensing and gripping the blankets, shuddering on my hand. She was already cumming.
I watched Sara's body twitching to my touch, could see her cunny with the leg of her shorts pushed to the side, and the whole time Mike is laying on the bottom bunk. She was leaning her hips back hard against my hand, and I could feel the quivering, her trembling as she came. I almost came in my pants as her orgasm spasmed on my thumb. I could feel her cumming, the way her vagina squeezed tight on my thumb. Her cheeks were so red, the tips of her ears. Her eyes were closed and her head tilted back, as it had that morning I fed her and the time I had kissed her. It was amazing, it seemed better than before.
She began to relax into the mattress, to pull her legs together a little, and continued to watch TV. Her puss was covered in cum that I had smeared all over as I rubbed her, and I continued to hold my hand cupped over her puss. Whenever I touched her clit though she would jerk and spasm, and began turning a little so that my hand dropped out of her pants. I smeared her pussy juices on her thighs as I once again made long soft strokes up her thighs. She continued laying there, taking deep breaths, no acknowlegement of what I had done. I rubbed my hand over her ass and over the crotch of her shorts, rubbing her pussy over the fabric. I stroked her bare back, and reached around squeezing her breasts over her top, basically touching her anywhere I wanted.
She lay there a little longer, not moving, not looking at me. Her breathing gradually slowing, settling.
Finally, she rolled up to a sitting position and saying to Mike, "Come on. I'm tired of this show."
I watched her hop off the bed, and take his hand as they left.
She never even looked back at me.
After a few moments I closed my eyes, brought my fingers to my nose. Inhaled. Oh God!
Fuck.
I don't know what I thought.
Mike could have caught us. Maybe he heard us.
It also included the realization that 'this' was not so easy a thing to stop between us. It might go for some weeks, but then, there it was.
And that it was her weakness, not just mine.
And it had to stop.
-----------------
Mornings had become our time together.
When I came in she was sitting and eating cereal. No one else was up. We were the early birds.
I sat down and filled a bowl, poured in the milk.
Sara was sitting there with her robe, watching me as I came in and sat down. I saw nothing, or did I? This time it seemed a little different.
I had no idea where to start.
The clock had reset. Instead of one month, it had been one day. The awkwardness of it all, all over again. I was looking at her, wondering if she had anything on under her robe, could not stop the thought. It was open a little, forming a V, I could see her bare skin. My heart began punding, I felt myself flush a little.
Did she notice me looking? The way I looked at her. She pulled at it.
"Morning." She met my eyes, smiled.
"Anyone else up?"
"No."
I kept eating.
"I want to tell you something. Know why I didn't want to lay down next to Mike? Yesterday, I mean."
I looked up from my bowl. "No."
She looked at me with a wry smile, "Cause he can't ever keep his fucking hands off of me...Just kidding. Stupid joke."
She looked deflated.
I said, "I'm sorry."
"No. David, it's, it's ok. I said we had to stop. And we do. But, yesterday, I didn't want to. Just for a little while I didn't want to. I'm the one whose sorry."
"I tried, I really did." We were speaking in a really low voice, and both of us kept looking at the door.
"So have I."
"We went a month."
"But I don't know how it works when one of us stops." She stretched out her hands and tugged the robe tight around herself. "It feels so good. Just to be touched. Innocent when you don't think about it. You are so sweet about it."
"I like it. I like touching you. I'd be lying if I said I didn't."
"And no one knows. I wrote about it a little in my diary, but I tore the pages out and threw them all away."
"Yeah. So how do we stop?"
She stared off to the side a long time. "We keep trying. We have to be stronger. I can't lay in your bed." She looked at me. Serious. "Not anymore. Sorry."
"It's ok. I understand."
We began eating, when she tipped her head up at me, "Do you think about me? I mean the last month, did you?"
I nodded.
"Me too. It was so sweet the way it feels, but it kept escalating. You know?"
"It's my fault."
"It's our fault. It's ok. And by the way, when can I have my panties back?"
I smiled, "Trade you for a fresh pair."
"Pervert."
-----------
Sara broke up with Mike, it was no big deal. It turned out she did not end up liking him that much. But the problem was that neither of us were going out with anyone, and I would get these urges and now I assumed she did too. She never got in the bed with me though. Never once. And that was good. But I could NOT stop thinking about her. It was like this obsession.
I went to her one time and asked, "Sara. One time. Just one time. Could we?"
She looked at me, stern. "No."
"Just your legs, just soft touches on your legs?"
She closed her eyes, glancing to the side. Thinking. "You know we can't. I'm sorry."
"Would you let me kiss you?"
"David!"
-----------------
After a very long time, I don't even know how long I heard my name being called in the house.
"David. David."
It was mom.
"Yeah mom."
"Your sister wants you to help her with her algebra."
"It's college."
"Yeah well your sister is taking high school algebra, and you know it better than anyone."
"Where is she?"
"She's in her room."
My heart was beating in my chest when I went to her room and knocked. "Yeah."
I went in and she looked up at me. She was in a really tiny halter top and shorts, the ones she always wears. A black pair. Her halter was yellow, it tied behind her neck. It was just a thin fabric running up and over her breasts. When she lay on her stomach you could see the curve of them. She did not have small breasts and in halters they really looked fantastic. It was a very hot day, and her room was warm. She had all her stuff laid out on the bed.
I had to be strong.
She sat up. "Mom tell you?"
"Yeah."
So I sat on her bed and we went through the rules of algebra. I would have sat there all day helping her. At one point she was laying on her stomach reading, just the same way as when she lays on my bed watching TV. It totally reminded me of that and I could not stop looking.
The way she looked was overwhelming.
So, as she lay there I put my hand on her leg. She kept reading, did nothing. Here we were alone in her room with the door closed, I thought maybe. I began to slide my hand along her thigh.
In a very flat tone she said, "David."
I took my hand away. "Sorry."
"Help me," and she started asking more questions. Finally, I told her she had to just work out a number of the problems to get the hang of it and that I would check them when she was done.
As she was working problems, once again I lay my hand on her leg.
My hand trembled as I held to her. "David." She said again.
I quietly said, "Just your legs, let me just rub your legs."
She said nothing, so as she worked her problems I began to run my hands over her legs. Because I was sitting beside her I could use both hands, up and down her long legs. She did not react at all to my touch. And for my part I simply rubbed her legs, nothing else, I did not want to stop.
Her narrow waist was bare and her shoulders. I loved the way her hair fell down over her shoulders, and I realized how I loved her smell.
She turned to me as I continued to rub her, it was the first time she looked at me with my hands on her body.
"Check these," was all she said.
She handed them back and I went over them. Three problems and they were all correct.
"That is perfect. Great."
And as I said that I rubbed my hand over her butt, stroking my hand down onto her thigh. She smiled and said, I'm going to try another one.
As she worked the problem I began to rub her legs again. She did only one problem this time and showed it to me. I looked and it was right.
"Great job, perfect." I said, and this time as I did I caressed her breast, the bare skin that was not covered at the side of her halter. She was still laying on her stomach, and without reacting let me touch her breast like that.
I could not believe what I had just done. Or that she had let me.
"Ok. She said. "One more."
She turned again and handed it back. "You're getting it. Very good." And again as I said it, this time I pressed my hand right under her halter and gave her entire breast a soft squeeze, more than filling my hand.
She let me.
As she worked the next problem, I was running my fingers over her ass, over the fabric of the shorts and then back down onto her thighs. I tried slipping my fingers under her shorts until I was touching her panties, but I felt her stiffen and pull her legs together. She said nothing, but I let go of her.
She handed back another problem.
"Very good."
And I reached my hand and caressed her bare breast beneath the fabric, and feeling her tight little nipple, I wrapped my fingers around and gave it a little squeeze. She lay on her stomach again working on her next problem, and I sat up higher and began to run my hand over her back, running along her shoulders and down the small of her back and then reaching around, began caressing her breasts again, squeezing her nipples.



She lowered her head down, letting the top of her head touch the paper she was working on.
"I can't concentrate."
She did not shoo me away, she just lay that way as I ran my hands over her entire body. Down her legs, up her thighs, the small of her back, down her arms, squeezing her breasts, and over her butt, under her shorts and over her panties, between her legs along the line of her puss. Anywhere I wanted to touch her. She had her arms at her side, letting me do anything I wanted to her.
For the longest time that is all I did, stroked and rubbed her, until she opened her eyes and pressed herself up, sitting cross legged in front of me. Her cheeks were red, her eyes glassy.
"Ahhh. David. Lets take a break!" We sat facing each other.
Electric.
"Here, my turn." She began tugging at my shoulders and pushing me down on the bed. "Lay down. I want to give you a massage."
I complied.
She was tugging my T shirt. "Take your shirt off."
"What about mom?"
"She will think it's hot. You always have your shirt off." She pulled it off over my head as I lifted my arms.
I lay on my front, and she ran her hands softly over my back, down my legs. Over my shoulders and down my arms. After awhile she rubbed her hands right over my butt, same as I did to her, and back down onto my legs.
My shorts came down to mid thigh and were not short like hers, but they were very loose and she ran her hands up high along my inner thighs under the bottom of my shorts until she was just touching my underwear.
It felt so nice. Amazing.
"You like this?"
"Hmmm. Hmmm."
Her hand pressed up my shorts leg and then I felt her dipping her fingers into my boxers, and she was softly so softly rubbing my bear ass, when next I felt her fingers wiggling down between my legs, and she was grasping my balls in her hand, playing with them.
"Mmmmm." I moaned.
"Turn around."
I did and as I lay she was rubbing up the front of my legs, and then pressing her hands up the front of my shorts, right into my boxers, she ran her fingers along the whole length of my bare cock, and back down on my legs. Then running her fingers over my stomach and across my chest. I lay like that forever letting her run her hands over my body.
She wrapped her hand around my cock and began to squeeze me, and touching the tip of my penis she swirled the pre-cum down my shaft until it was all slippery at the top. She continued to stroke my cock in a regular rhythm, without stopping, firm and long strokes, faster and faster. I began to turn my head, and was so aroused. I could feel myself ready to cum.
She was kneeling by my side, and I reached my hand out and began to squeeze her breasts as she jacked me off. Her nipples were so hard, I squeezed on her breasts and she moved on my cock.
"Oh, God, I'm cumming." I began to shake my hips as ribbons of cum exploded from me and all over her hands. I was pumping my cock in her hand, the cum making everything so slippery. I had never cum like that before. Spurts had shot up onto my stomach, and she scooped a little up and touched it to her tongue, eying me as she did.
I came back to earth, and we were sitting again, I looked at her, "Oh my God."
"I think we were both a little bad." She said playfully.
I was spent, realized she had not cum yet.
I said, "You want me to," and lay my hand right between her legs.
She looked back at the door. "No. Moms going to wonder. We been in here long enough. That was for helping me." As I got up she whispered in my ear, "Maybe once in a while is ok."
-------------------
That last time did it.
Something broke. Something was rising in us that was harder to control. It was a desire, it was lust beyond anything I had ever felt. I could not look at my sister now without my heart pounding, without an adrenaline rush. We had gone from trying to stop, to controlling the urges we felt when around each other; the way our hands brushed together at the dinner table, my blush when she met my eyes, how our breath changed when one of us walked in the room.
The first time we totally lost it was so sudden there was nothing we could do. And we were lucky.
One evening at home, mom was sitting in the living room and I was coming downstairs and turned into the kitchen entry. I do not even know where my little brother was. Sara was standing just to the right of the stairwell - our eyes met. In that moment everything was communicated, it just exploded.
She followed me around the corner and the moment we were out of sight, our bodies fell together. I was crushing her to me, kissing her, our mouths opening tongueing and tasting. My hands rubbing softly down her back as we kissed, squeezing her ass, shoving my hands down the back of her panties into the crack of her ass. She was grinding her crotch against me, opening her legs and I was so hard we ended up dry humping as we kissed, rocking our sexes together matching each others touch.
As I let go, her glassy eyes met mine, her cheeks red and we were dazed, realizing what had just happened. We began to gather ourselves.
I whispered, "Where was Brian?"
"I don't know."
I could just see mom around the corner, "Shit. We HAVE to be more careful."
She nodded, still leaning on me me, my hand at the small of her back.
That was what was said now, not we have to stop.
And a new thought was formulating, more of a craving.
My fantasies imagining Sara naked, me lying on her, our skin sliding together, me fucking her.
Fucking.
God I wanted to fuck my sister.
---------------
I guess I assumed that she was thinking the same thing, but I did not want to say anything. Girls are different. It could really freak her out, but the way we were around each other. That feeling of wanting, having, of not being with her or touching her, but to feel myself up inside her.
One.
I wanted to be in her. The feeling was this incredible ache.
We sat next to each other at the dinner table, and now my hand would find her leg, and I could watch as she melted. How we could sit eating together with our feet rubbing, my hand tickling along the inside of her thigh. Glancing over and seeing her little skirt ridden up high on her thigh, the curve of her panty covered puss peeking out for me to see. Her tease. I could barely look normal or talk. Yet we had to put out this total appearance of everything normal, even of not really liking each other very much. It was totally crazy.
The fact that Sara would press her body against me like she did when we snuck into corners to make out, and how hard I got as she rubbed her crotch on me gave me this image of how it would feel to fuck her, until the though would not let go. I took advantage of those moments by responding to her movement and pressing my covered cock along the front of her puss, lifting her a little so that she was rubbing against it hard, almost sitting on my cock. I know the pressure was pushing into and stimulating her clit, that the rhythm of our movement together as we did that was driving her wild.
It was this silent signal, I thought, of what I wanted to do to her and how she might let me.
In the mornings we tended to be the only ones up. The routine was her sitting at the table, or standing by the sink making coffee. I would look around, checking the rooms, and satisfied we were alone I'd lean down and give her a soft slow kiss before sitting across from her, or pulling her hair back from her shoulder and nibbling her neck.
She kept her robe around her, tied at the waist. But lately, she was not so concerned when it fell open. She would lean across the table toward me and look in my eyes as she would be making some point with her words, letting her robe fall away from her chest, not like I could see her nipples, but her breasts would hang down and be exposed so I could just see her naked breasts. She, noticing how I looked down her robe, with this half smile on her face, before settling back down.
This morning she gave me a terrific view of her pussy, letting her robe open wide around her thighs. Her hair was disheveled and she really really looked hot.
But her words belied her display.
As she sat there with her legs splayed, her dark pussy hairs winking in and out of view, she said, "I don't think we been doing very well on our Agreement."
"Agreement?"
"Yes, we were going to try harder. Try stop." As she said that, she covered her bare bush with her hand. "You said it would take both of us."
I was taken aback, but still. She was playing. Her game. I just said, "I AM, trying. Really. But, it's so hard, I can't stand it."
"Hmmm. It looks a little hard right now. You swore to keep your side."
I replied, "IF you keep yours." I continued, "Have I once laid a hand on you where you didn't want me to?"
"All the time." She took her hand away from her bare puss, exposing her swollen lips to me and sipped her coffee, smiling.
I liked this little game.
I slid my chair closer.
"You. Don't want this?" I reached out and pressed the palm of my hand between her legs, covering the hairs of her puss. She let out a moan and lowered her chin, looking at my hand. I squeezed my fingers into her soaking wet slit and finding her hole, dug two fingers into her. I watched as her hips lifted from the seat and her legs went wide open.
"Oh God. No."
"Or this?" I began stroking my hand over her cunt, finger fucking her, until her head was tipped down against her chest, her eyes closed, and she was panting. Her hips rocking against my my hand.
Whispering, "Oh Fuck. Oh Fuck."
She was pulling her robe closed, covering herself, with my hand hidden beneath the fabric as she writhed over my hand.
I whispered, "Have I ever forced myself on you?"
She was licking her lips, and with my words opened her eyes to look at me, and then staring down at my cock. I knew what she was thinking, and I knew what my words had meant, 'forced myself on you.' I broached it.
Fucking.
I felt her shudder, could feel how close she was to cumming, when I let my hand fall away from her.
In that moment a little bit of a plan began to formulate. I did not let her cum. Her eyes widened a little, surprised, as she collected herself, and sitting back at the table with her coffee as if nothing had happened. Ordinarily my touch would bring her over the edge, I would have made her cum, she would have spasmed in that chair and had a roaring orgasm.
Release.
But, I let go of her, and I left her a little hungrier than she would have been.
She pulled her robe tighter, "You better not."
But I could see in her eyes how aroused she was still. The heat in her.
---------------
My 'plan' as it evolved had a very visible effect.
All week she was hopping up on my bed to watch TV, more than normal it seemed, and I would oblige, laying my hands on her. But now, brining her just to the edge, and then letting go of her. Not finishing her off. I had come to recognize her body, how to bring her off, and letting go I would start all over rubbing her, stroking her, loving her silky soft skin. She was so hungry, letting me roam my hands anywhere I wanted to go, shifting a little more than usual, trying to guide my hand back to business.
I can only imagine that she was off in her room rubbing herself to orgasm, but without me. I restrained myself. It wasn't me.
By late in the week, I swear, she had a noticeable glow. An animal like quality, her movement and smell. She had stroked me off twice with her hand down my pants (quid pro quo?), but I held back.
I wanted her to be less than rational, horny, over the top. It was almost like being drunk, burying her reason in lust. She wanted me to make her cum, to cum against my hand; but, I wanted a little more - as usual.
Today was Saturday and a workday for mom. It was also a day that Billy would take off from the house and be gone most of the day, being over at friends houses, running around, whatever. Usually Sara was gone out as well shopping with friends or hanging out, but today she was home. The same was true for me. Saturday was our day to get away from each other.
But, today, I decided to stay home and see.
I lay on my bed reading, nonchalant. She padded into my doorway.
"What you doing?"
I looked up, "Reading." I patted my bed. "Want to watch some TV?"
She swayed in the doorway, leaning herself against the frame, "S'Ok," and padded off.
Ten minutes later she was walking by my open door. I didn't look. Not ten minutes after that, I heard.
"David?"
"What?"
"David."
"What!"
"Come in here a second."
My heart lept. "What is it?" I tried to sound put out.
"I was thinking, want to play a game?"
I got up and stood in her doorway, "A game?"
"Yeah. Want to play Truth or Dare again?"
She was laid out on her bed, in a halter top and little thin fabric pleated skirt that came just above her knees. Patterns of flowers. She had no socks or shoes. I could just imagine what was underneath her innocent look.
I could feel my cock twitch. "Ok."
She jumped up on her knees, bouncing on the bed as I sat down.
She said, "You first."
I began, "Truth."
The game tends to always start with Truth.
"Ok." She leaned toward me, I want you to tell me a secret. I mean, one I don't know. A good one."
She went to a cross legged position and pressed her skirt down between her legs, tugging the edges up high on her thighs, settling in. Expectant.
I stared at her legs. Yum.
"Um. Here's one I bet you don't know. I keep a stash of porn under the bed in my room."
She smiled at me, giggling and faking a frown when she said, "Sorry. I already know that one."
"What?"
"Hmmm Hmmm. 'Fraid so. Mike told me. Pretty cool, how you made that shelf under Billy's headboard."
Mike was the only one who knew. I began to blush.
"He told you?"
She was giggling again, "He asked me if I wanted to know something about you that no one else knew. I said, 'yeah.' And he told me. We sat on your bed going through them one time." Coy smile, indicating something more. "Pretty perverted, you got some pretty perverted comics. But, because you didn't know that I know, it counts. My turn."
I said, "Truth or Dare."
"Truth."
I had to know, so I asked, "Have you had sex with Mike?"
Without any hesitation, "Yes."
The blood rushed to my head. She had! I blurted out, "You have to tell me about it too."
"Ah ah ah. I told you. ONE question!!" But she quickly relented, "Ok. Ok. I'll tell you one thing, and it's sort of related to your secret. But you get so put out, you have to promise. Ok. I had sex with Mike, on YOUR bunk bed." She fell forward with her face on the mattress. She was giggling again.
"What. You ARE shitting me?"
"He told me about your porn, asked if I wanted to see it. I said 'yeah' and followed him to your room. We started looking at it, and I hopped up on your bed, looking over the edge - the way I do." Coy smile again, "And I like got so horny laying on your bed, and asked Mike to come up there with me and we looked some more, and started to make out. I got sooo horny. I let him take my clothes off on your bed, and did him right there." She just lay there giggling at my reaction, and then out of the blue, "Your turn. Truth or Dare?"
"Fuck. Some secret." I said again, "Truth."
"You got to take a Dare some time."
"I know."
She was rocking herself on the bed, "How many times have you masturbated this week?"
"Too many to count."
She then roll over onto her back, letting her skirt slide up her thighs, "How many times today?"
"At least six times." I was exaggerating.
"What. No Way! It's what 11:00."
"You asked, how many times did you masturbate this week?" I asked it out of turn, but she lifted herself up.
"ZE-RO." She let it sink in. And frowning added, "My source, has kind of let me down."
I felt suddenly hot, at the implication of what she said. I fumbled my words a little, suddenly shy. The room was electric.
"Ok. Truth or dare."
She looked me in the eye, "DARE."
My heart began to pound, staring at her before me, legs tucked underneath her skirt. Would she do anything? A Dare. Anything at all?
"I Dare you to turn your halter top around so it's backward."
The result of turning her halter around was obvious. Hers was a little thin elastic band wrapping around her midsection, just at the bottom of her ribcage, with strips of fabric pulled up over her breasts at the front and tied around her neck at the back. To turn it around would totally expose her bare breasts to me. I had never seen them totally exposed, I had felt them, never seen them.
She began to blush, looking down at herself.
"You're serious?"
"Yes. That's my Dare."
She raised her hand behind her neck and slowly untied the tie, letting go the halter began to drop away from her breasts, so she was now totally exposed. Her long hair hanging down her shoulders and curling on each side, with whisps of hair covering her tits. She had the most delicious full round breasts, and her cute tan areoles and tight little nipples. So beautiful, delicate. I had touched her many times, reached inside her clothes, squeezed her breasts, played with her nipples. She sat like that a moment without any hesitation, exposed, letting me look at her body as she sat cross legged, her skirt tucked up between her legs. I wanted to reach out my hand, but resisted.
After a beat she began twisting the elastic band around, turning the halter around as I had instructed, then tied a bow under her chin. She sat before me with a halter on backward, naked from the waist up.
"Ta Da!."
I blurted out, "They're so beautiful."
"Thanks. Not many brothers get to see what you're seeing right now. I feel goofy like this." We sat in silence, when she broke my reverie, "Ok, stop drooling. How long do I have to be like this anyways?"
"Ummm, five minutes." I kept looking, "Yeah."
She smiled as she sat there. "Your turn."
I took a breath. "DARE."
She sat for a while, looking at herself and me, thinking before a smile filled her face. She lifted one arm.
"You have to lick my . . . armpit for one minute."
"What?"
She started laughing, "You heard me!"
"Sara! Gross. What if I don't?"
She shrugged, put her hands up and covered her tits, "Game over I guess. I haven't put any deoderant on or anything. It's just me. You would of done it if I said, lick my breasts."
She was again holding her one arm up. I leaned in and began to lick her armpit. Tentative at first, and then slow long licks with the flat of my tongue. Truth, she tasted delicious, beyond delicious. I was rock hard, her taste was arousing me like I had not expected. I licked around a little to the front, feeling the soft swell of her breast. I had images of licking her entire body like this, every inch of her. I wanted to lick her for hours.
She was giggling and squirming under my tongue, "Tickles."
As I lapped at her, I put reached my hand around and lay it over her breast and squeezed and basically molested her as I licked her.
"Behave." Was all she said, not shooing me away at all. After about a minute she said, "Ok. One Minute." I gave one last molesting squeeze and let go.
I asked, "Truth or Dare." I knew what she would say.
She was in that moment very relaxed, resigned to anything. "DARE."
"I dare you to lick my penis," her eyes going wide, and before she said anything, I quickly added, "Through my underwear - for one minute."
Her eyes were glued to my crotch, but otherwise no other reaction. She had this beatific face. An, I'd do anything right now kind of face. I could feel our bodies begin to take over.
"you mean, like a blow job?"
"Well, I guess, sort of, if you want it to be."
"Take your shorts off."



I slid my pants off. I had on a pair of loose grey boxers. She put her head down between my open legs. I could see her put her tongue out and lick the whole length of my penis through my boxers, probing me with the tip of her tongue.
As she licked her hands were pressing up the legs, and she began to play with my balls. I closed my eyes. God it felt so good. Her hands on me. As she licked my cock got so hard that the head popped out the top of the boxers, and she immediately eyed my cockhead and touched her tongue right on the bare skin, lapping off a little puddle of cum off the tip.
She took her hand and pulled my boxers down lower, exposing my bare cock, her face just inches away. She looked at it and then me, and set her tongue right at the tip and pressed it into her mouth, swirling her tongue around a little, and then backing off again before running her tongue along its length, right along the bare skin of my cock, like a lollipop.
She looked up at me and smiled, the whites of her teeth as her soft voice lilted, "Like that?" She looked back down, and licked it again.
"God it feels incredible."
She said, "Mmmmm. This is bad. Wait till my turn."
Once again her mouth opened up and she pressed my cock into her mouth, deeper this time, swirling her tongue around. I could literally feel the tip of her tongue exploring the veins of my cock. She had one hand up my boxers playing with my balls. Oh god! I just about could have cum right there. But it was so brief. She put her head down and let her soft hairs fall over my cock and proceeded to lick these wonderful short licks to my tip, and then she gave me a sweet little kiss on its tip.
She said, "I think, times up." She covered my penis and patted it with her hand.
I croaked, "your turn," as I was sitting there in just my T shirt and underwear.
She pushed herself up, breasts still exposed, her cheeks red and mottled, glassy eyed. Her legs were splayed open. I could see her red silk panties. Not bothering to cover herself from me.
She breathed, "DARE."
I dared her to take off her skirt. I knew she had panties on, but when she took the skirt off, they were the smallest panties I had ever seen; a shiny little triangle of silk covering her pussy, just a string running up her ass and little ties at each hip.
After that dare I had lost my T shirt, she just pulled it off at one point. I let her.
On my dare, she dared me to lick her pussy over her panties. I lay her back and pulled her legs wide, looking up her body, her cute little navel, lapping at the fabric of her silk covered pussy.
She said five minutes, but god we did not stop until longer than that. I dug my tongue into her slit and the fabric was so thin, and so wet I could taste her juices. She was creaming, and her panties were soaked. I loved licking right along the edges of her panties, trailing my tongue along her bare skin, feeling the fine hairs peeking out, licking down to the line of her ass, lifting her knees over my shoulder. I could feel her hard little clit and dug in, rubbing the tip as hard as I could with my tongue, drawing in circles until I could feel her rocking against me, felt her body stiffen. Her breathing, the intensity of her movement, ready to cum. But I did not want her to cum.
She was pushing my face into her, wild to cum. But I would slow down or drift away, licking up the front of her panties, until she was settled down and then begin to lick my way between her legs again, playing with her clit over and over. I was not going to let her cum, no release. I was not going to let her come down from this high.
Not yet.
When it was her turn she again took a dare.
I said, "I dare you to let me masturbate you." Which I knew she wanted. She reacted by laying back immediately and opening her legs. But as she was laying back in the bed, completely disheveled, hungry. I continued, "with my Penis."
She responded to me with wide eyes, "David, we can't fuck."
I was ready for this, "I didn't say fuck. No fucking. I dare you to let me masturbate you with my penis."
There was a pause, and I calmly waited. "Ok."
Honestly, I expected the resistance to fucking, but she really gave in fast.
I reached my hands up her thighs and grasped her panties, watching them slide down her legs. They literally had to peel down her soaking puss, when she grabbed my hands. Her little patch of hair and swollen puss laying before my eyes.
"What are you doing?"
"The Dare." I was a little confused.
"No. No. With these on." And she tugged them back up her legs. "You can do it with these on. I don't want an 'accident.'"
"Fine was all I said."
When next I began to crawl over her she turned herself away, and began pushing me back onto the bed.
"I want to be on top." And as I lay back, it was her who grasped my boxers and pulled them down my legs as I let her. I had intended for both of us to be naked, but now it was me laying on my back completely naked and she was in a single pair of red panties, with her eyes looking at me up and down.
She began to straddle my thighs, her breasts hanging down, her thin waist and long legs. It was more than I could bear. Her cheeks were red and her lips delicious and full. She pressed me back onto the bed.
I watched her crawl up over me and as she let her body lay on me, her skin was suddenly everywhere, skin to skin. I felt her delicious soft as silk skin, the warmth of her press into me.
She breathed, "Be careful."
I could feel her breasts compress into my chest, the stiff nipples, and her legs opening around my thighs. I clasped my hands around her small waist, as she reached down and took my penis in her hand and pressed it up until it landed between her legs rubbing against the soft fabric.
I felt her slide her hips up until my cock was tucked between her legs. I thrust up and back down, oh the feel of our sexes sliding together. Her blond hair hanging around me, and as we moved together she kissed me. I opened my mouth to her and traced her teeth with my tongue. The one thing was that I was so aroused that her movement on me, the soft liquid heat of her sliding on me, the thought of how close we were to fucking. I had to be careful, I wanted her to cum, and I absolutely did not want to cum before her. I also was thinking how if we were doing this once, how likely it would happen again.
Her kiss was mesmerizing, delicious, so hard to describe. So soft. The taste of her sex was everywhere, on my tongue, in my skin, I could smell her body everywhere, and I began to slide my cock against her, up between her legs; and felt her moving against me meeting my thrusts. It felt in every way like fucking. The wetness of her puss and my dripping cock was lubricating us so it felt as if we were skin to skin.
The way she had lain me down, another unexpected benefit was that my hands were free and I let them roam over her, tracing a line down her lower back and squeezed my fingers into the crack of her ass, listening to her moan as I explored all her delicate places.
She was clinging to me, breathing in my ear, kissing me, kissing down my neck and nibbling my shoulder as she lifted her hips up and down on my hard cock. Her mouth open, breathing through her mouth, moving on me faster, pressing the tip of my cock into her clit and letting it slide back between her legs. I could see the hunger rising in her. God, she knew just what to do. She knew what she wanted.
I traced a hand around her thigh and turning it palm up began to press my fingers between her legs so she was being stimulated with both my fingers and the head of my cock. As I rubbed her though, I was slipping my hand inside her panties, rubbing the bare skin of her puss, feeling the curling hairs of her cunt. I held my fingers so they were right over her clit, skin to skin, pressing my finger tips in and rubbing over the top. She jumped and had to know my hand was on her soft pussy lips and that I was pulling her open, but her response was to tremble, and press against wherever I was touching her, grinding her sex into me.
As my fingers worked her puss, it was causing the fabric to slip to the side of her pussy lips, until my cock slipped right into the folds of her bare cunt, the gush of wetness suddenly lubricating the head of my cock. My cock tip was directly touching her clit now when she raised her hips and was being enfolded into her wet pussy lips when she let her hips slip down. I thought it had felt like I was touching her skin to skin before, but the feeling was so entirely different now.
I held to her, pulling her against me, continuing to stroke her open legs, letting her move on my body faster and faster. She was still kissing my neck and shoulder, taking what she wanted. I rubbed her clit along the length of my cock, keeping my contact with her as she was moving faster on me.
I breathed up to her just then, "Tell me you want to fuck me."
She says back between breaths. "You can't. You can't fuck me David. Oh, this is enough."
"I know, I won't. I just want to hear it. Hear you say it. Say it. You want to Fuck me. Say it." I kept saying it over and over.
Until her soft voice rising up, "Oh God, David, fuck me. I want you to fuck me."
"Yes. Feels so good."
"Oh yeah, feel you inside me. Fuck me inside, your cock up inside my cunt."
"I want to cum in your pussy. Fell you inside."
"Oh God, Fuck me. Yeah."
And as she said those words her body was stiffening and trembling and she was pressing to me harder, lifting her hips and letting them fall against me, these long strokes. Thrusting against me. I was meeting every thrust and could tell she was getting close to cumming now.
Beyond belief. She was kissing me, pressing her tongue into my mouth, the movement of our bodies, the feel of her bare breasts on my chest. Our skin was wet with sweat, our bellies sliding together, her sex sliding along the length of my cock.
Incredible. I will never forget that moment. The movement of us against the other, the purest pleasure. Moving faster, harder, hungrier. Rocking against one another, meeting each thrust.
Now, the thing about a womans body, is that everything about their sex, about the shape of their thighs and the curve of their ass into their thighs, everything about a womans body is utterly made to receive a cock, made to guide that cock right up inside their vagina.
Look at a womans inner thighs, up by the pussy, by the vagina. The indentation that angles back from the groin down the inside thigh, a perfect indented line that when closed around a cock will send it right up into her cunt. The curve of the ass is the same, the way it opens right into the vagina, the angle of a womans hips when you are sliding against them, leading a cock right back up through the pussy lips and straight inside. Deep inside.
I felt it for the briefest moment, and then again.
She was shuddering against me, ready to cum, bringing her hips forward, the head of my cock slipped right inside. It was just the head, and when she lifted her hips again I felt myself sliding back forward touching her clit, back again and right inside. I could feel her opening around me, the exquisite pressure. My cock tipping just inside. With the next thrust I lifted my hips a little higher and felt myself sliding in a little further. Deeper. My cock was slipping inside, fucking her, I was half into her. I lay my hands over the small of her back and pulled her down on me, applying the slightest of pressure, pulling her down on me and felt her slide my cock back and up into her vagina, this time holding me there, lifting her hips my cockhead slipping just out and meeting her thrust sinking right back down, squeezing my cock with her vagina. I was inside, fucking her, meeting her thrusts.
I did not say anything, she was still kissing me, moaning. Her whimpering, "Oh God, David. Yes. This feels so good."
Did she know?
When next she raised her hips up my cock did not slide forward, she was holding me, keeping me inside, raising so the head of my cockhead held right at the opening and sliding all the way, I held her to me. Oh fucking god. She lay herself so so that my cock continued to slide along her clit as I fucked into her. She was moving on me so hard and fast now, her body began spasming and trembling and I could feel her vagina squeezing tight around my cock. I could feel myself nearing orgasm, I was in a panic, could I cum in her? I had no idea. Was she on anything. Birth control? No condom. My God.
I wanted to pull out, but I didn't, I wanted her to cum, I didn't want to change anything. Her body began bucking against me.
"Ahh, I'm cumming. Yes. Oh God, yes." She was clinging to me.
And her body falling so hard on me, rubbing back and forth, my cock was deep into her, up inside, I could feel my cum rising. I pulled my hips back, no further than that I felt myself slip out of her. No way, no way I would cum in her. She was crying out, cumming, and I thrust my fingers down on her clit and mashed into her, she began grinding down on my hand, trembling against me, cumming. My cock slid up between her legs and I began cumming as well, our bodies sliding together. I was spraying, so much cum. She began kissing me, pressing her tongue in my mouth, her tongue was cold and she held to me, kissing me. I could feel her body relaxing as she lay down on top of me.
My cum actually sprayed up her back, all over her. It got in her hair, and I could feel it trickling down between my legs, a mix of my cum and her pussy juices running down my legs.
I opened my eyes and looked at her, she was still laying on me. I was not sure how she would respond. I knew, knew I had been inside her. We HAD fucked. I fucked my sister, she rode my cock. Did SHE know? I said nothing, she opening her eyes, and smiling at me.
"Fuck. That was good. God. I never came like that before."
"Me too." I said. It was true. She was arching her head back then, pressing herself up on her arms and holding herself over me, legs wide, breasts hanging down, my cock still up between her legs. Her pussy hairs covering my belly. I could feel myself softening. She lifted one leg and slid off to my side.
She sat beside me with her legs wide, her cunt a gapping slit, one knee up she was reaching back with her hand.
She looked back at herself realizing how I had cum up her back.
"I'm a mess."
---------------
She looked at me, a smile on her face. That coy smile she has. She knows, she had to feel it. But she said nothing. Nothing was said, it just happened.
"Oh shit," she said, "Your turn."
My god, Truth or Dare. A game. We were playing Truth or Dare. We still going to play?
She was sitting there with her legs wide open, her panties covering nothing, topless. Her hair a disheveled mess. I was completely naked, and sat before her without covering myself in any way. Utterly natural.
"Your dare is that you have to lick your cum off of me!"
She lay herself down on the bed.
For a moment I absolutely did not want to. "I pick truth." I said. "I pick truth."
"Uh, uh." Was all she said. When I saw her laying there, I thought of how I would be licking her body. I had thought how I wanted to do that and fully intended to.
I lapped at my own cum, lapped over her ass and the small of her back, across to each hip and up her sides. I lay over her as I did running my cock along her thighs and as I licked up her shoulders, pushing her hair out of the way, my cock began to bump her between her legs and I let my cock touch her pussy once more as I licked her body, long slow licks.
She tightened and clamped her legs together around my cock.
"David. No."
"What?"
"You know what. We just can't. We just can't." She was turning herself around so that I was rolling off of her. "We are still brother and sister."
------------------
I found Sara's diary laying on her desk as I peeked in her room to see if she was there. I snuck in and opened it, don't know what page at all.
I read:
I love to be touched, I love to be stroked, I love the feeling of thick fingers touching me, fucking me, scratching, clutching, groping. Squeezing my hips. I love men's hands. Have ever since I was a teenager. Always had a crush on the guys with the big hands, long fingers. I love the feeling of a finger pushing into me, two fingers stretching me. I like it slow, a buildup. I like a guy who takes his time. Goes slow. Gets me sopping wet and crazy. One who wants to play with me. Watch me. Watch what he's doing to me. I need to be worked over. Broken in. Taught how to use my body, use another person's body, feel and give pleasure. I like things rougher, harder, faster. I have an overactive imagination because of all this. Burning lust, all building up inside with no outlet. I long to just lose myself in pleasure, dissolve in it, forget everything else. Get completely out of control. I'm very frustrated.
Never could I have dreamed how hand in glove my antics were with her.
And another tidbit, 'I like things rougher.'
Interesting.
I looked at the door and turned to the most recent entry:
It was titled Fantasy.
So I'm sitting on top of you, settling myself down. You keep sliding your hands down onto my hips. I sit there for a minute, push your cock up between my legs and hold to you, waiting for my body to calm down, adjust. I lean forward, stretch my legs out along yours, kiss you once on the lips, then a trail down your neck. Press my face into you. You sigh. It is so nice to just lay here with you.
I rock my hips just a little, this little shockwave of pleasure runs through me. I rock them a little harder. Still just pleasure, warm, skin. I pull my head back up to yours, smile at you, wrap my arms around you. I pull my knees up a little and can feel your hands between my legs, rubbing my clit. Yes. We both moan a little.
I start rocking again, slow, soft movements, slippery and warm. I tighten my pussy around your cock, rock again. Mmmm that feels really good, you say. I know, I say back, grinning at you. You slide your hands over my ass. You push your hand between my legs and pull my panties to the side. I reach around, arching my back a little and, oh god, your cock squishes into me. I should stop. I let out a little whimper at the movement, the feeling of your shaft on my clit, everything is so heightened, so soft, so slow, so wet.
Your fingers are still down there, I can feel it all slick and hot, that silky skin of my cunt. Mmmmmmm I moan, rocking my hips again, feeling your fingers and tip down and just the tip of your cock, in. Shit. I can feel the underside of your cock as it heads into me. (God I am SO WET right now) A shiver runs up my spine and I keep moving. Shit. Your fingers, rocking my hips forward and your fingers dig into my clit, back and your cock up inside. Fucking God. Yes. Feeling myself fucking you.
I really start to whimper, rest my forehead down on your shoulder and moan into your ear, these soft, quiet little whimpers between quick breaths. I can feel us fucking with fingers, and cock. I feel it all in my cunt. You grab my ass, just cup your hands over my ass, squeezing, pulling me to you, moaning back at me. I stay tightened up on you, getting off on the way we fit together. Faster I'm moving, tingles running through my body. I can feel it, that moment just before my orgasm, the BEST part.
I start really moaning, louder, longer, (oh god I am wet) my breath coming in little pants. You grab my hips, pull me down onto you harder, harder, until I'm bouncing on you, fucking you hard, and then it hits, and I cry out, clamp my lips down on yours, my cunt squeezing and releasing on you, you pull out - thank god - and then you are cumming. What a mess, cool sticky sprays up my back.



We stay like that, wrapped around each other, catching our breaths. My hair is all stuck to my neck and shoulders. I can feel the cum running down my sides, all over the bed. Gonna have to change the sheets, so mom doesn't know. I slide off, press my forehead to yours and smile, you smile back at me. Fuck, I say, that was GOOD.
Holy shit. I knew she knew.
And now I knew a few things about her she did not know I knew.
--------------------
To be continued. I think eventually David and Sara get an apartment together, I think with Marnie. And Sara will try wean David off her with Marnie over the period of a year.
What do you think?
Any ideas.
As always, thanks for your comments and votes.
youbadboy
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"What CAN we do?"
Sara sat fidgeting with her robe, lifting the hem from her knees and letting it drop.
"We shouldn't be doing anything."
"I know that. But, I think, we are way past ..."
She closed her eyes, "Obviously, touching."
We were back in negotiations. A new bout of guilt and concern and fear, and an attempt at sanity was flooding Sara right now. I was wanting more, and my pressure was causing problems. She didn't 'Trust' me, as she put it. For my part, I was aware why.
"Where?"
"Just about anywhere." She closed her eyes.
"Just about?"
"Anywhere," she conceded.
I added, "and we can see each other naked?"
"Considering I let you touch me anywhere, yeah."
We were talking quietly and kept looking out the door of the kitchen not wanting anyone to overhear. She came up with the idea of us needing some 'ground rules' because while she wanted to actually put a stop everything, she did not trust herself or me to be able to. She wanted us to at least try, and to somehow contain it if we couldn't.
I continued, "We can kiss?"
She nodded.
"Uh, how about like blow jobs?"
"If you need release." She was twisting her hair.
I paused a moment, looking at her. Drinking her in. How did this happen? She had become so desirable to me, her almond eyes cast down, the deep V of her robe between her breasts, soft hair falling around her shoulders. I ached for her. I could literally feel her soft skin on my own, the glow of her cheeks made me crazy. What was this? It was devolving into a compulsion, which we were now trying to contain by rules. Could this be something we wanted and enjoy rather than something we can't stop? But we shouldn't want this. It WAS crazy. I paused, trying to catch her eye, but she wouldn't look at me.
I asked, "what do you WANT?"
She didn't look up, tugging her robe tight. She had nothing on underneath. I knew that. I had already groped her at the sink, and felt her melt as I kissed down the back of her neck as my hands wandered inside the front of her robe.
She let out a long breath, "I guess I just want to know what the lines are, to feel some limits right now. Ok? Something to hang on to when we 'need' it, if I have to have it. And when it does happen to keep inside some routine."
Routine??
"Routine! Is that what this is?"
"I don't mean it in a bad way. I want to KNOW, yes."
"What we have is, I think it's incredible. Amazing."
She met my eyes as I said that. A glimmer. I had said something she wanted to hear.
"Yes, but I want it all the time. And I shouldn't. So, what is that but - Crazy, that's what it is. Everything I want I shouldn't."
She stood up, and paced away from the table letting her robe fall back from her shoulders and slide to the floor, standing in the middle of the kitchen naked, without pretense before padding over to the coffee.
"What are you doing?"
"Being crazy." She looked over at the door, "I feel like being naked, and with you I can. Our RULES are that you can see me naked. Right?"
"What if?"
"Mom took Billy to a morning game. We got all morning."
She had been getting more reckless lately, as if she wanted to get caught. But I loved how natural she looked just then.
"Mom could come home early."
Sara shrugged, "Maybe we should get our own apartment David, live together," leaning herself away from me and spreading her legs wide apart giving me a perfect view of her cunt. "You know. Like brother and sister," wagging her ass back and forth.
I hit her ass with my open hand.
She jumped, "Ow. I'm serious," turning to me and giving a perfect view of her little bush. She began tickling her fingers through the hairs of her puss cooing, "If you did, I'd let you fuck me."
Her nakedness and her indiscreet offer made me instantly hard.
"And that is off the table right now?"
"Fucking?" She took a bite of bread, letting her free hand slide across her breasts and down her tummy not answering my question. "Don't you want a little of this?" plunging her fingers through her bush again.
"Isn't that what this is all about?"
I watched as she touched herself. "You think I'm beautiful?"
"More than you know."
"You like my little kitty? Mmmm," she began fingering herself, "does my kitty like David?" She was rubbing two fingers between her legs. "I'm wet."
I was reaching out to her, "Come here!" I couldn't stand it anymore.
She turned her back to me, "You Love me?"
I paused a beat, and she glanced back, an unmistakable flair of anger.
"It's hard. Complicated."
"Bet it is. See, so we have a rou-tine, and NO fucking."
"You're angry."
She sat down in the chair next to me, defeated, "Not with you."
"With what then?"
"Gee, I don't know. How about, I wasn't expecting to have to move back home and have my little brothers hands all in my pants. Or my own raging hormones." She turned her chair to me and began tugging my cock out of my boxers, "making me crazy. Or how every time I get a little horny, or hungry, or want a little," she began fondling me. "This little one eyed monster." She was waving her finger "Bad!" at my cock, before covering it again with my boxers and sidling right onto my lap still completely naked, wrapping her legs wide around my thighs and pressing her breasts to my bare chest while holding her arms around my neck. "You have no idea what you've done, do you? I'll be wondering the rest of my life, no matter who I am with or where I am, what will happen when YOU show up." And with each word she bumped her puss against my hard cock, "What ...will ... happen ... then? Can you tell me ... Huh?"
It made me so crazy to feel her sliding against me like that. I pulled her to me as I said, "So stop."
"That's the problem. It takes both of us. And you don't want me to. Do you?"
As we talked, I was matching her movement on me as I said, "Fuck me then, right now. Give it to me. I want to feel you, not have to take it, sneak it out of you." Our sexes steadily sliding together, her head bobbing up and down as I slid her against me.
She wrapped her arms around my neck, "I won't be made to feel like I've done something wrong." She leaned in and whispered in my ear, "You want it right now, don't do?" as she so deliciously ground her bare pussy down on my cock,
"Sara!" I moaned, "Oh, God." I could feel my cock digging into her slit, sliding along, could feel the head of my cock catch right at her vagina as she sat on me. As she pressed down I breathed, "Fuck me!"
"No."
"Why?"
"Because I can't have you. So, you can't HAVE me, and what we been talking about? David, we really need to stop."
"I can't stand this." She kept this perfect rhythm on my cock. "You're on the pill."
"Yeah, so?"
"You can't get pregnant."
"It's not about that."
"Sara, let me INSIDE you. I want to cum in you, be inside you, feel you. Be naked with you. Fuck me. Fuck me, let me inside."
She closed her eyes and sat silent rocking herself on me.
I was running my hands all over her body, and as my hands reached down her hips she lifted herself lightly letting my fingers press in between her legs, find the slit of her puss and finger fuck her. She began lifting herself up and down on my hand, her mouth rubbing on my shoulder kissing me there. I pushed her back from me and took her nipple in my mouth. Sara let her head fall back as I sucked on her, sucking as she rode my fingers pressed up inside her. She was moaning against me. We began to kiss, falling together, her hair covering my face as we kissed with open mouths, touching our tongues, her body rocking up and down as we kissed.
"Feels good doesn't it?"
"Lets go to your room."
"If, I let you, I would want to be with you, forever David. And I can't. We never can."
She was leaning herself to me, pressing her mouth to mine as she spoke, and then kissing me so desperately it surprised me. I pulled her down hard and began dry humping her bare puss through my boxers digging my cock head into her through the fabric. "David, if we Do It, I'll fall in love with you, really, I will, I already am. This might be a game for you, it's not for me. We have to stop."
"It's not a game."
She was riding me hard.
"You're little fuck toy. Oh, god," she jumped as the tip of my cock slipped from the opening in my boxers so that the head of my bare cock slid along her slit. Skin to skin. The feeling electric, immediate.
Jesus god, it felt so good.
Her breath was catching in her throat, she could feel me. "That what I am? What happens if we 'break up' if you can call it that." I felt my bare cock slide back between her legs, her whole body responding, "Oh, god." Her whole body melting. "Jesus. You'd still be here all the time. How do I ever get away from you?"
"Sara," I held her to me. I was trying to pull her down, slide her forward, dig my cock into her. I could feel the head of my cock press to her opening, the pressure of her vagina opening around the head of my cock. But each time I pushed she would slide her body back away as I strained to be inside, to feel her close around me. I so wanted to feel her, to be inside.
She kept riding me, "What's happening? I have never felt so attracted. How can I be so attracted?" She was panting, speaking between breaths, holding her mouth open. "To want it all the time."
She let the head of my cock pop into her vagina, I could feel the pressure of her hole squeezing around my cock. This unbelievable feeling of her opening around me, it's pressure. Exquisite. I wanted to thrust inside, press her down hard, I could feel myself sliding inside. Deeper. I wanted to feel her, all the way in, pump into her. I wanted to fill her with my cum, feel my cock in her belly. Feel her juices on me. I was inside. We were fucking again.
She was lifting herself up, and sliding back down on me, and then rising up so that I'd slip outside of her again.
"It's not normal, oh my god," lowering herself down, but letting my cock slide along her slit again. Her words were ragged gasps.
In frustration, I was begging, "I don't. It's, let me." I continued pleading, tugging her down, feeling my cock slip inside again, deeper, the rise and fall of her body as she began to ride my cock, deeper. "Maybe if you let me inside you it would, you know, calm us down a little. The craziness would let go of us a little, we could."
She stiffened, looked at me wide eyed and slid back away from me, pushing against my chest. I was slipped out of her again.
Fuck!
"So you would fuck me to get over me, what a guy thing to say!"
"I didn't mean."
"Jesus David. A notch in your belt?"
My hands were still between her legs, I was rubbing on her clit, my cock sticking straight up between us. I could see her cunt gaping open.
I breathed, "Just Fuck me. We could go to your room right now, I'd lay you on your bed, turn out the lights. Lay down on you. Sara, open your legs, wide, let me fuck you. Oh god, Sara, let go, let me. Fuck me. I want to fill you with my cum."
I was thrusting my fingers into her, she was riding me again and I was moving her back over my cock, letting it slip along her slit again, and mashing her clit in my hand. I wanted to make her crazy, I wanted to make her want it. She was trembling against my hand, her stomach contracting, she was starting to cum, her body was jerking forward against me, her mouth open, panting, breathing so hard letting her hips slide back and forth along my cock. Faster.
She breathed, "God, I want you inside me. In my cunt. ohhh."
"Come on."
"Oh fuck!"
She lowered herself down and my cock squeezed up inside her, all the way up inside. She sat down on me, letting me pull her down hard, grinding her clit right at the base of my cock. Back and forth we ground our sexes together.
"It wants it so bad. But. No. We can't David, we can't." Her whole body was trembling and she began spasming against me. "You making me cum. Oh, no. David. Don't cum in me."
When, she began pushing her hands against my chest, sliding back away from me. I was so close, as I slipped out again.
Fuck!
She was holding her hand across her stomach, standing up on unsteady legs, her pussy swollen, red, her cheeks mottled. Eyes unfocused. My cock shiny with her cum, I wanted to fill her, lay her back, fuck her until I came in her.
She was standing naked right in front of me, my hands reaching out, taking her hands.
"Fuck. David. Wow! I don't know. THIS is why we began this conversation. It's just that everything leads to this one point, and then it stops."
"Because you stop it!" She took her robe and wrapped around herself. "Sara."
"David. You're my brother. Our bodies don't know who we are with, they just know they get to this one point and no further, it makes me crazy. Fuck! Fuck! It's crazy to want you inside me, we can do everything else. I want to let go. Honest. David, I do. But we can't. We just can't!"
"You can't leave me like this."
A glimmer in her unfocused eyes. She stood naked in front of me, her breathing calmed. She closed her eyes standing up close by me, "Go ahead, feel me."
I began to run my hands over her body the way I always do. Soft long strokes over her skin, letting my hands slide through her pussy, down her thighs, up between her legs, squeezing her breasts, stroking up her bare back, around the front up her abdomen, holding her throat in my hand. Petting her like a cat, feeling her press her whole body to my hand wherever it moved on her.
"Your hands, I love your hands. Touch me, like this. Isn't this enough?"
I continued to stroke her beautiful beautiful body, up her legs, over her ass, sliding my finger through her slit teasing her clit, squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples.
"THIS we can do, forever."
"At least make me cum."
She leaned down between my legs and pressed her mouth over the tip of my cock, pumping on me with her mouth, kneeling down on her knees. I watched her mouth open around the head of my cock."
She looked up at me, "We said blowjobs are ok right?"
I took her by the hair and pushed her down on me, thrust myself into her mouth until I was cumming, watching her cheeks fill with my cum. I wanted to cum inside of her, but the release. So delicious.
"Ah, yes, cumming." She held my cock with her hands and pumped on me faster, a dribble of cum running down her chin.
She let go, "there. Happy."
I said nothing.
She stepped away and pulled the robe back over her shoulders, tied the sash tight around herself and left.
Unresolved.
------------
Our encounters were leaving me in a permanent state of arousal, and Sara was right. It was true that I kept wanting more no matter how much I got. It always felt like not enough. In response Sara was feeling more and more guilty and nervous when she gave in, the recklessness of it all.
Sara had said it perfectly. 'Every time we are together we get to the same point, and stop. Our bodies don't know we are brother and sister.' But that line between us was always moving.
This week Sara was being excessively strong. She was always busy, distant, absent, out of reach and resisting my every overture. It was driving me crazy, but I had 'promised' as she kept reminding.
However, by the end of the next week I could sense her resistance weakening. Sara too was noticeably horny. I could see it in her eyes. It's like going without eating, becoming the only thing you can think about.
At one point she had mentioned that if I was getting too out of control she would understand. Sara was letting me massage her leg at the dinner table without so much as giving me a look, when for weeks I could not touch her. Today she had even slid her leg over to the side to give me access without prompting. It is hard to describe how our skin and bodies would react to the other after extended periods apart. I could literally feel the hunger rising between us, that tension pulling taut. To see her cheeks flush when our eyes met; and I especially loved the way Sara moved when she was aroused, the sway of her hips, the soft glow of her skin, the smoke in her eyes. We gradually became like animals, it's so very hard to describe.
I was laying in my bed at night masturbating two, three times a night, my only release. It was the only thing that allowed me to be 'patient.' I had also come to realize that the longer we waited, the hungrier Sara became and the more she could not control herself, or follow the 'rules' as we had laid them out, when we finally gave in.
That line she had drawn would get utterly lost at times, but her resistance to making love remained fixed, unalterable.
By the end of two weeks I was so utterly frustrated it hurt, I literally ached for her. I needed a Sara fix, I was agitated, almost angry. Like a hungry animal, with the food laying in plain view.
I finally reached that point where I could not take it anymore.
----------------
Sara loves to read.
She reads while laying on her stomach on her bed in her room, and the best times we had together was while I was helping her 'study.' It was the most privacy we had in the whole house, and I had even rigged up a way to lock the door.
This evening, I went looking for Sara. She was as I expected in her room reading. I was beyond hungry and not interested in following the rules. I was ready to take what I wanted this time.
I walked in and closed the door. Click.
She did not look back at me, she just called out, "What?"
"Nothing. Mom took Billy to the store. We got an hour. What you doing?"
She lay there and kept reading, not answering or even turning to look at me. I walked over to the bed and sat down so as to make the mattress shake a little, looking at her the whole time. No response.
I must say, every time I am at this moment, sitting by her side, silent, knowing I am about to touch her body, run my hands over her skin. I feel such a surge of adrenaline, my hands are always trembling as I reach out to her.
I lay my hand at the small of her back, and began drawing circles on her.
"Mmmm. Feels nice. Be good," was all she said.
She was wearing a pair of high cut shorts and yellow half top. She was barefoot, her feet crossed at the ankle. This time, as I slid my hands along the outside line of her thighs up over her hips, I grasped her shorts and panties and immediately began to slide them down her legs. In one motion they were to the bottom of her ass.
She jumped, surprised by how suddenly I was stripping her. She wiggled her bare ass at me, "Leave them on."
I continued pulling them lower as she lifted her hips for me. "Aw come on." I slid them down her legs and off.
So she lay bottomless as I sat back down at her side looking up the curve of her hips, narrow waist, bare ass, her pink pussy peeking out from between her legs. God, she had the best ass.
"You have the best ass."
She waggled her ass at me a little in response.
I lay my hand at the small of her back and began rubbing her there once again, in larger and larger circles rubbing my hand down over her ass cheeks, and just as suddenly as I had taken her bottoms off began pressing my fingers down between her legs, opening her cunny right up.
At my touch, she opened her legs wider cooing out as she did, "I'm reading here!"
"Don't mind me."
"It's kind of hard to concentrate. Just touch me, nice." wagging her ass at me again.
In answer I let go and stood up to slide my shorts and boxers off so that I was bottomless as well. To this activity she finally did glance back, and while not moving from her position I know she was aware that my hard cock was sticking straight out.



I wanted a little something extra today.
When I sat back down on the bed, it was to lay on top of her. My legs spread on each side of her calves, and leaning over her I began to softly lick my way up along her lower back. Lovely long slow laps with my tongue.
"I think you need a little bath."
"Mmmmmm. You think I'm dirty?"
She loved this newest of indiscretions. I licked up the middle of her back right to her halter, opening her halter at the back, letting it spring to her sides, and then licking lower and lower until I was bathing her ass cheeks with soft licks.
Sara arched her ass up higher as I licked at her there, so that she was gradually raising up on her knees while still reading, keeping her elbows down on the bed. In that position she looked like a crouching cat totally exposing her pussy to me. I lapped my way down her ass, licking along the inside of her thighs, and letting my tongue graze the edges of her cunny. I loved the feel of her short pussy hairs on my tongue. Sara had very little hair between her legs, and she liked to shave her bush at the front. Her pussy hair was darker than on her head, closer to the color of her eyebrows, light thin hairs between her legs.
I loved licking her like this, nuzzling my nose in between her legs and licking at her until my tongue was drawing a nice line right up the center of her puss. I was digging the tip of my tongue into the loose flesh of her swollen inner lips, opening her up and with her pink slit spread wide I got my first taste of cream.
Oh god I loved her taste!
I began pushing my tongue into her vagina, probing her cunt with my tongue and as I did that Sara let out a guttural growl, "Oh David," while tipping her ass higher, opening her legs wide. "You're being so bad."
"It's been awhile," letting my breath out between her legs as I spoke, blowing on her wet cunt.
I continued licking my way around her thighs and ass, between her legs, through her puss as she read, I could feel her breathing change. Sara, for her part, was trying not to respond to anything I did, but the undulation of her hips in response to my licks, her ass rising and falling in a fucking motion against my tongue betrayed her.
I was getting so aroused the tip of my cock was literally turning blue. I was in agony, leaking wet cum streaks on her.
I began licking my way up the small of her back again, sliding higher up along her body, letting my cock bump along the inside of her thighs higher and higher toward her little cunt, until the head of my cock lay right at the top of her thighs.
Also, as I rose up her body I pressed her down into the mattress, and being a little rough about it I physically took her legs and pulled them back so that she dropped down flat on the bed beneath me.
When I laid her down like that, she slid her legs tighter together. "David, I told you. Just touch me!"
I felt her jump when the tip of my cock touched her bare pussy, as I pressed my chest down on her back. She was trying to turn, move away but I was stopping her. When she realized she was pinned I nuzzled into her hair and breathed, "I'm going to fuck you now."
At those words she began pushing herself up from the bed as hard as she could, as I quickly took her arms and pulled them back to her sides, causing her to drop back down. She continued struggling a little as I met her resistance with just enough force to keep her in place.
Pinned.
"David! Stop it. Stop it. Let me up!" Insistent, but keeping her voice low.
I held her to the bed, my cock pressing up between her legs. God I loved the way her cunt opened from behind.
I breathed, "I'm not doing anything. Keep reading," which considering I was pressing her cheek into the pages of the book, she was in no position to read. I began sliding my cock down into the folds of her cunt, rising and falling on her, feeling her pussy open up lubricating my shaft and as I slid my cock on her the unmistakable feel of her ass rising to meet me. So hungry. The delicious feel of our sexes sliding together.
She struggled again, rocking herself back and forth on the bed, "David! I don't want to."
She was stuck, trapped on her bed. I felt her trying to close her legs tighter, but that just made everything feel so much more incredible. I loved how tight she felt when she squeezed her thighs around my cock.
I said it again, "Let me fuck you."
And at that she relaxed, lay still. We lay silent awhile as our sexes slid together, my hard cock pressing along her slit, her thighs squeezing tight on my cock.
"You promised."
In answer I let my cock slide up higher, and positioning myself began pressing at the opening of her vagina, sinking the head of my cock just inside and holding myself there a beat before letting it slip out and down along her slit again.
"I did."
She was moaning out, pressing her ass against me. "Oh, god, David. Oh, you have to. Oh," she was moaning, sliding against me. "Stop."
She was panting at my touch. The feel of my cock on her, was making her crazy. I knew she wanted this. I kept sliding on her, touching her vagina with the head of my cock, doing that over and over again, wanting to arouse her. I kept letting the tip of my cock slide around, tease her. She was immobile, waiting for me, waiting for me to fill her. To fuck her. I could feel her body yield, or at any rate accepting that I had her pinned.
As I held my cock at her vagina, I let the head of my cock slip inside, feeling her vagina open around me.
"Oh, oh, you're so bad," she moaned. "David. I told you, No. Oh, god, pull out."
"You feel so good."
I pressed myself further in, another inch inside and held it there. I could feel her body quivering beneath me, rocking her hips back and forth, squeezing me. The rough walls pressing me so softly, opening right up, taking me in, before I began raising myself up and slipping out of her again. The feel of her hips rising as I left her, and lowering myself back inside, letting the head of my cock pop back in, and out again. Over and over, driving her crazy.
I could feel the rhythm of her body matching mine, her hips rising and falling to meet me, taking me in, holding herself open for me, squeezing me, letting go. I kept teasing, taking my time. I wanted her to get so aroused, to want it. Making her hungry. Making her want me, unable to stop.
I whispered, "Want me to fuck you?"
"No," she whimpered as I pressed into her. "Oh, fuck, David. Fuck. Get Off. Get off!" She was rocking her hips as she lay flat on the bed, holding her thighs tight around my cock, raising herself to meet my thrusts.
"Ok."
And as I said that I lifted myself up while dropping my hips down slow so that my whole length slid deep inside, relishing the feel our bodies sliding together. Becoming One. I felt her involuntarily open her legs as I penetrated her, gasping as I held myself inside. I could feel the breath go out of her as I sunk in. All the way in. She lifted one knee out, giving me total access. I pushed up inside to the hilt, pressing her into the mattress with my cock.
I breathed, "I'm getting off," and began lifting myself up, sliding out slowly, so slowly leaving her body, until my cock head was right at her open quivering cunt shining with pussy juice. Her whole body waiting, as I pressed back inside, her low moan meeting my thrust as I filled her again. Over and over.
I began kissing her neck as I filled her, my voice right at ear, "Want me to stop? I'll Stop right now, go to my room," as I held myself deep inside, and drawing myself out, real slow. "Or I can stay," as I plunged back into her deep, "and keep fucking you."
I pulled out, my cock touching her open hole, as I lifted my chest and let go of her. She was trembling beneath me. She was free.
Her choice.
She lay there, her ass lifting from the mattress just touching, holding to the tip of my cock. Her body couldn't stop moving, vibrating, undulating against me, touching me, she was so hungry. Her hands lay out to the side. She was free to crawl away, but she did not move, just held herself there beneath me. I reached down with one hand and began squeezing her breasts. Anywhere I touched her was electric now, I could feel her body pressing back to me. When, unmistakably, I felt her ass lifting from the bed, pressing me inside. I could feel my cock slide all the way up inside as she lifted herself up and back from the bed. She was on her knees again.
She breathed out, "Oh, God!"
"You want me?" She nodded, and I pressed her back down into the bed, her whole body pushing back against me. "You want me to fuck you, say it"
She held herself to me. No answer.
"Soft or Hard?"
"Oh, any way, but you can't cum in me," was all she could manage. She was crouching again as I held her hips and bucked into her, long strokes.
"Tell me you want me to fuck you."
"David! You, we shouldn't."
"Say it."
"Oh, I, want, you, in me. Don't cum in me. Just fuck me."
I curled my hand down around her hip and began digging my fingers into her clit as we fucked. She wanted it, I could feel her as she was holding herself for me, steadying herself, pressing her arms up against the headboard to hold herself for me as I drove into her, pounded her. Her whole body bobbed up and down with each thrust. We were fucking faster and faster on the bed.
Gradually she fell back down onto the mattress with her arms out, hair spread out over her pillow. I continued to finger her clit and fuck her. She was trembling and bucking back against me, until her whimpers, "god, I'm cumming," I could feel her whole puss contracting, feel her shaking as she whimpered. "Yes. Ohh, oh cumming!" She was jerking and spasming on the bed, gripping the covers and pulling at them, burying herself into the mattress.
I could feel myself ready to cum, "Sara, I'm cumming!"
"Don't cum in me. Oh, god. David, no. Not!"
I let go and pulled out of her, let my cum spray up her bare back as she lay spread before me, shooting long ribbons of cum across her back. Pulse after pulse. It sprayed up into her hair in lines that ran down her back and over her ass.
I sprayed her until I was spent and let myself roll down beside her on the bed.
Our bodies relaxing, she lay motionless next to me. I rolled toward her and wrapped my arms around her.
"You shit," she turned to, while reaching to touch her back.
"God I'm mess. Get me a towel."
I got up and threw one to her.
She sat herself up, pulling at her hair, "It's in my hair!"
I lay on my back, both of us bottomless. My cock bobbing on my thigh. I pulled her back down to me so we lay hip to hip, my cock nestling into the hair of her puss. Her halter was stretched to the side exposing her breast. We were spent, sweaty, exhausted.
She had this grin on her face.
I asked, "What?"
"You still haven't fucked me!"
"What are you talking about?" I pushed her face down on the bed. "You have cum all over you. This is the THIRD time."
She scooped some cum, licked at it.
"You wish," looking up at me with a wicked grin, "I didn't GIVE it to you did I? You got to take it and it Doesn't count."
"Good enough for me."
"Is it? Mmmmm. You wish," she rolled back on top of me, bumping my flaccid penis with the mound of her puss.
"What?"
Sara snuggled her arms around my neck and pulled her whole body to me, lifting her leg up over my thigh and nuzzling her mouth to my ear whispering, "Just imagine if I gave it to you. GAVE you my body. Whatever you wanted." She was rubbing the hairs of her pussy over my abdomen, squiring her whole body on me, our skin sliding together. "Me, laying on my back, my legs wide open, saying 'come here baby, I want you to fuck me. Fuck me please.' All the time in the world. In my bed, all night. No? And you'd get to lay on me, slow and sweet. Me on my back, my arms all around you. My legs wide open!" Her voice was all breath, it was wild. She continued, "I'd be telling you what I want, how I like it. 'Mmmm, yeah like that.' 'Keep doing that, mmmm, yeah, higher. Give it to me.' 'Mmmm, yeah, faster.'" She was moving herself as if we were fucking. "I'd be all open letting you in, rolling on top of you. Sitting on your hard dick, riding you, letting you play with my tits. Telling you how good it is. No? Let you sleep with me all night long, all curled together in a warm bed."
She let go and rolled off me onto her back, stretching her arms over her head.
"No?"
She was right.
-------------
Next morning Sara was downstairs, in her robe. Our little chats.
I was kind of worried she would be mad at me, but as I stepped into the kitchen she simply looked back at me and smiled, "Hi." Her long breathy hi.
She looked happy, freshly fucked.
To see us after an encounter. All the tension melted away.
"You sleep good?"
"I'm a little sore." She pressed on her abdomen. "But yeah."
An obvious reference. I got a cup of coffee and sat down, deciding not to molest her the way I had. I felt calmer this morning. Release, it did wonders.
She had almost been waiting for my hands to roam on her, as she stood over by the sink a bit longer than necessary before taking her cup and sitting across from me.
I asked, "What are you doing tonight?"
"Actually, I'm, Um, busy."
"You are not. I want to take you out - on a date."
"A date!"
"You been saying I should, uh, be more romantic."
"That's sweet. But, Mike is taking me out. Sorry."
"What! You aren't going out with him?"
"No." She took a long sip, as if she were thinking about it. "Not really. But we figured that since we weren't dating, and neither of us HAD anyone, we should go out and help each other, hook up with someone. I said I might."
"So you haven't actually made plans?"
"We have. Stop it. I'm going to be busy, he SAID he'd call."
"Have dinner, with me." A whine in my voice.
"When?"
"Tonight."
"I can't. I told you. Besides, considering, our situation. I decided that I got to find some other way to, you know."
"No. What do you mean?"
"To, get what I need." I obviously gave her a shocked look. She continued, "We already talked about this, it goes round and round. You don't listen. You don't take me serious. I said we got to stop it, and last night!"
"Hey, that was you!"
I reached my hand out and slipped it into her robe, tickled my fingers up her thigh. She hit my hand, "Stop it." I continued to pull her robe open, as she let me. I pulled it nice and wide so that her breasts came into view. She shook herself from me, "Let go!"
I let go but she left her robe hanging open for me. I was reaching for her again, insinuating my fingers between her legs as we talked. She was opening her legs now as I softly petted the front of her bush, pulling her robe to the sides of her thighs until I could see her sex pressing down into the chair.
I took a little different tack. "Then, maybe I'll go out with Marnie tonight, while you are with Mikey. WE can hook up."
My talking about Marnie angered her. She moved to get up, "I have to go," and began walking out of the kitchen.
I called out, "Jealous. Turn arounds fair play."
Sara paused at the door, "You know if you would just listen to me. Trust me, it would." She halted, trying to find the words. "Be better, nicer," there was pain in her voice, "You know. If you weren't such a ..." She went to leave.
"What?"
And looking back at me, "Brute."
"I do listen."
She let out a "HUH," and came to the middle of the room with her robe open. "You're a fucking brute!"
"Sara. Why? What. Just tell me, why we can't have sex."
"Um, Your my bro-ther." She sat back down leaning close to me, almost touching her nose to mine. "This is pretty much the definition of a dead end relationship."
I looked away, leaned away from her in my chair, pouting.
I think she liked the effect she had on me just then. That I could be hurt. "Oh, come on. Don't be sad," and she sat herself back up, and in a cheerier consoling voice added, "After all. I AM addicted to you."
"Addicted?"
What the hell?
"What?"
"Yeah. Like crack cocaine. You know. It's bad for me, but hey, I can't stop. I can't say I want it," and she tugged her robe close. "Anymore than an addict wants heroin. Nothings changed."
Dead end.
Addicted.
The day after probably the best sex of my life. It didn't count, it could be better. She's addicted. She wants to stop. She's going out with Mike to find other guys.
Fuck. I was feeling a rising jealousy. The same one that time I had actually seen her with Mike, kissing him.
I had a moment of thinking. Her eyes on me, probing me with her eyes, she was reaching her hands down over my lap and began feeling for my soft cock, flopping it around. I started when her hand wrapped itself around the base of my cock.
"You shouldn't be wanting this either," she said looking down at my stiffening cock. And reading my mind she added, "and TAKING it from me does NOT count." I remained silent. She asked, "Does it?"
I didn't answer. Confused. She continued to play with me, my cock was sticking straight up and I was feeling aroused, thinking sit on me.
"David, what you thinking?" Her demeanor shifted as she let go of me and went over, poured another cup of coffee.
I wanted to say sit in my lap, but instead I said, "So what can we do? Seriously, what can I do."
She held her cup, her robe had fallen open again, her breasts and bush were swaying in and out of view. "Move in with me, we could live together."
"What? How does that change anything? Our dead end relationship." I spit the last phrase out.
"Inside OUR four walls. OUR secret, we can be some place. If we lived together. God, we could be naked all day long!" She paused, thinking about it, adding, "You could sleep with me."
"I can't. I haven't graduated yet."
"It's less than two months. We can plan. Come on."
"So. Until then, I can only TAKE it from you?" I grabbed at her, a mock molestation.
"It's what you pretty much have been doing anyway," she teased.
"But it doesn't count?"
She leaned to my ear again, "Mmmm. I want to ride you nice and long too you know. I want to be naked with you all day, tell you just how I like it and what I want. Curl in your arms under nice sheets in the dark all night." She leaned in close and let the breath linger in my ear, "All night."
"But tonight, your going out with Mike to pick up guys."
She leaned back, self satisfied, "Pretty much."
She was punishing me. I was still so confused. Going out with Mike? Finding other lovers. I couldn't imagine it. Then this. Should I call Marnie? Hook up? Do it. Follow up on my threat. This whole conversation had taken so many turns.
"So, you can stay away from me?"
"Well not like that," she slid closer.
"It's what you said."
"Yeah. But I need more," she was finding the words, "Control. We can't be doing this."
I had gone too far and I knew it, last night was too far.
I didn't know what to say.
But she didn't seem mad when I came in here, but she was going to get even. Get what she wanted. Was she going to be fucking fucking Mike? No way.
I was confused. I ventured on with, "But it was your choice."
"I don't get any choices any more cause I'm not choosing, and I can't trust you. You know how I get, how we get. You take advantage of me. You do! And I haven't had anywhere to get - release. You just don't know how I can get. Well, you do. It leaves me totally vulnerable. Living together is an option, a possible answer. But until..."
"You liked it?"
"David! Sweetie. It is NOT about that! Hello!! We can not be having sex. It IS a choice, we are brother and sister."
"You let me."
"I let you," her face was utterly serious. "It is not the same thing, as choosing. You are fucking Crack. You can still touch me, I can't imagine not, no way. I agreed. You agreed. You promised. But you!! It's not enough, never. Is it? And you sit and wait, wait me out. You get me to these points on purpose, and my body cannot stop. So I have to find another way, I can't rely on you. You can't even wait two months!! You won't even agree to my idea?"



"What if I did, tried harder?"
"Yeah. When has that happened? I don't believe you."
"I mean, Sara, I do want you. And I do try to not. But it can only go so long, you know. I mean, we went longer than two weeks! You were totally avoiding me, and, I couldn't honestly stand it. I do go crazy, but it's for you. That is truth."
She smiled at that. We were sitting there holding hands, letting our fingers play together. There was a pause, Sara was thinking. I had nothing more to say, just our hands rubbing together, our fingers twining together.
Sara was staring at our hands as she said very slowly, "So? What if, what if we could, let each other know when we needed release. So it doesn't get to that point? Maybe. Would THAT help?"
My heart lifted, "I could be better."
"Keep your promise?" She sipped her coffee with a smile on her lips, "Ok. We can try it."
"How do we do this? How would we let each other know?"
She tipped her head down over the table and looked at my crotch, which was pressing a hard line in my boxers, "Don't think it will be difficult."
"And you??"
She touched her nose.
"That's my signal." She got up to leave, "But I am still seeing Michael tonight."
--------------------
I saw Sara sitting on the sofa watching TV. The moment she saw me, saw the way I looked at her, she knew.
I went over and sat by her and quietly nudged, "Sara?"
She met my eyes with this perfectly smooth mouth, no emotion. All she said was, "Ok."
She stood up and silently slipped her shoes off, "Meet me in five minutes," and padded up the stairs.
I sat and watched the TV some more not seeing anything at all, my heart pounding in my chest. I waited five minutes before going off to find Sara in her room.
When I opened the door, there she was, sitting at her desk before the mirror combing her hair out over her shoulders, completely naked. I was mesmerized. She had really surprised me. I loved seeing her like that doing ordinary things, combing her hair or reading, folding clothes, putting things away. She loved to be naked, to have me watch her.
She didn't turn, "You've been really good."
"I tried."
"It's hard."
I laughed and pressed down on my crotch. "So hard it hurts."
She smiled and moved to the bed, settled in, crossing her legs so that her pussy gaped open before me. I sat down next to her.
"So what do you want to do?"
"I don't know."
"Here. I got an idea," and slid to the edge of the mattress, made me stand and began tugging my shorts and boxers down. My cock poked straight out at her as I kicked out of my bottoms.
"Blowjob?"
She just smiled looking up at me, hugging me to herself so that each breast squeezed into my hips on each side of my cock as she kissed my tummy. God she felt good, her warmth, soft skin. I loved her smell, perfume and powder.
"Go get that lotion over there."
I handed it to her and she leaned back as she squirted thin lines of lotion over her tits and rubbing it around.
"You can help."
"It looks like cum."
"Hmmmm, kind of."
I began massaging the oil over her tits and kept applying it until her breasts glistened with lotion, all slippery and wet.
"It kind of turns me on when you cum on me, you know. Come here," as she pulled me close again and began squeezing her breasts around my cock so that it was held right in the middle. She breathed out, "Tittie fuck me and be sure to cum ON me."
I began to slide myself against her, up between her breasts in a fucking motion holding her shoulders as I did. She was tipping her head down looking at me as my cock thrust up between her breasts. With each upward thrust she opened her mouth around head of my cock.
I kept sliding against her, long slow thrusts.
"This feels good."
"Mmmmm, Yeah. Warm," speaking each word as my cock left her mouth.
I continued to rub myself against her as she kept squeezing her breasts over my cock, moving on her faster and faster. She kept pressing her mouth down over the head of my cock each time and sucking on me.
I was getting so aroused, "Oh god, this feels so good."
"Mmmm, making me horny," as she began this wonderful string of words. "Yeah. That's it fuck me."
The words 'fuck me' were my favorite to hear come out of her mouth.
"Say it again. How you want to fuck me."
"Oh god David, I want to fuck you. Hold my legs open for you. Feel you inside me."
I was thrusting between her breasts, and began pressing her back onto the bed. "Here. Lay back."
She looked up at me, "David?"
"Don't worry, just lay back. Trust me."
She did and as she slid up the bed I followed until I was straddling her chest so that my cock was still sliding between her breasts. It felt more like fucking to be laying on her like that. She was squeezing her breasts over my cock and still sucking me into her mouth on each thrust. Laying like that and sliding my cock up and down on her, the pressure, god it felt just like fucking her.
I looked down at her and she met my eyes, "Like that?"
"Oh yeah, let me fuck you."
"I'm fucking you, fuck me." God I loved those words on her lips. It was making me crazy. She was cooing out these fantasies, "I could wear a little dress and let you do whatever you want to me."
"Where?"
"Anywhere you want. Sit on your lap in the restaurant and let your cock squeeze up inside my pussy."
"I could just pull your panties to the side and fuck you."
"Mmmm. Let me ride your cock."
Her words were putting me over.
"Let me take your panties off."
"Mmm, yeah, walking around the house in a little dress without panties, let you fuck me any time you wanted, oh so good."
"Oh, yeah Sara."
"I'm holding my legs open for you, my cunt is so wet. You fucking me so hard."
It was just too much. "I'm cumming."
She let go and as I began to spray I lifted myself up so that I was on my knees over her spraying cum all over her breasts, up the side of her neck and all over her face. She was licking her lips, her head turning side to side, lifting her chin. Gobs of cum in hair. I kept spraying ribbons of cum on her.
She lay on her back, curling her arms over her head as I held my cock, spraying these lines of cum all over.
"Yeah, that's it. Oh, Cum on me. Cum on me, make me dirty."
She was running her hands over the streaks of cum, rubbing it into her breasts, and bringing her fingers to her mouth eating my cum.
I slid off, as she lay there.
Too delicious for words.
----------------
Over time, our new agreement actually kicked Sara into a higher state of arousal even as it kept me better contained. We had gone from resisting each other, to basically being at each others beck and call. However, giving in to our lusts was in the end, feeding them.
Sara began to enjoy teasing me when others were around, and it didn't matter who - in front of mom, brother Billy, her friends and mine. When everyone in the house was up and about, Sara derived endless pleasure by driving me absolutely crazy. She always had worn revealing clothes, but she seemed to be taking it to another level during her 'teasing' sessions.
I'd be in the kitchen, preparing dinner, everyone was there and Sara would come in wearing these incredibly short worn pair of jeans and thin tee shirt. I could see the rose of her nipples through the fabric. She'd sit watching us a while, lifting a foot up on the chair and when mom wasn't looking she swung her knee out. No panties! Her shorts were cut so high there was just a half inch of fabric running between her legs. Her pussy opening and closing to me, this little line of fabric running up through the middle. She's sitting there swinging her knee out and in, exposing herself to me.
I'd go instantly hard. Mom turns, as Sara sets her foot back on the floor, and says, "Nothing stopping you from helping," making it worse cause then she'd be up standing by me.
Dinner was the continual touching, her hand sliding up my leg. I was sitting there looking at her shorts, knowing how easy it would be to rub her pussy. She was swinging her leg close and I lay my hand right at the top of her inner thigh. She let my hand set there as she ate, ignoring me touch but the moment I began to let my fingers slip in under the line of her shorts and onto her puss she would snap her legs shut. I so wanted to touch her.
In response all she did was touch her nose, and whisper, "Wait."
---------------------
I shortly followed after her, finding her putting away clothes from a basket in her room.
"Just a Sec."
I sat on her bed and waited, watching her. I would have sat there forever, done anything. We said nothing. She set held each items against her tummy and refolded, then padded over to put each item away. I loved watching her like that, and she loved to be watched. When she was finally done, she stood with her hands on her hips, legs apart before stretching languorously on the bed beside me.
"I really need some touching, be luxurious," as she rolled onto her stomach. I slid up beside her, lay my hand right at the small of her back. She looked back at me as I began to stroke her soft skin, "Oh, feels so good!"
I wondered about being honest. I could tell how horny she was, her whole body was tingling to my touch. Just say what I want, talk about it with her.
I still wanted her so bad, more than ever, every bit of her. I so wanted her to surrender, give me everything. To surrender completely. All my senses were flying out the window. I still wanted to fuck her, wondering if I could ask her right now. Somehow, we felt closer than ever before in this single moment. It is hard to explain.
The whole time I was rubbing my hand over her body, my thoughts were running through how I could tell her how I wanted her to let me, to say yes. Not even just then, but sometime. If there was some way.
If I lay on her right now she wouldn't let me, but I could take it. She would not stop me. I could make her crazy again. But it upset her and at the same time I decided, I wasn't a brute. I was doing what she wanted. I realized that she had stopped saying her typical 'Behave' when I sat down by her now.
I began stroking my hand over her back, soft and slow, and pressing down over her hips and ass.
God I wanted her. This time, just to the point of overwhelming. She felt especially good tonight.
I ran my hand up over her shoulders, along the line of her shoulder blades and began running my fingers through her hair, gave it a little tug, and back down low on her back, over her ass, her long legs.
I said, "It's been awhile since we got out of control."
"Hmmm. Hmmmm."
"I'll be honest, I miss that too. I liked, pinning you to the bed or that time you sat in in my lap. Remember?"
"It was nice."
"You liked it?"
She, not really responding to what I had said breathed out, "It always feels good. Just touch me."
"You smell so good."
"I put powder on." I breathed her in, powder and her wet sex.
She closed her eyes, took a deep breath as I continued. Long luxurious strokes. Her skin was so warm and soft.
"Turn around."
She rolled over, as if in a dream she lay on her back, bringing her breasts and little bush into view, tipping one knee to the side. I brought my hand across her shoulders and down the center of her chest squeezing her breasts, rubbing them and pressing into her flesh. I gave her nipples a little pinch.
"Mmm, sensitive."
She tipped her head back as I stroked down her tummy, running my hand from hip to hip, and drawing a little circle around her navel.
"You shaved."
She opened her eyes, "yesterday. My landing strip."
"I like it."
It was in the shape of a little rectangular box above right over her pussy mound.
I rubbed her thighs, focusing on the space just below her hips, and then across her abdomen letting my fingers graze the hairs of her trimmed little puss. I could feel her body beginning to move to my touch, pressing to where my hand held to her. I loved how she loved to be touched by me, how she loved my hands. It was like petting a cat that way she pressed herself to my touch.
I broke the silence, "It shows we can go back to what we had before, it's been a long time since." I didn't finish.
"Mostly." She opened one eye, "Look at us, now."
"Once in a while might be ok?" I was pressing it.
This little smile as she mouthed, "Bad once in a while."
"I mean not now, but. You know, it's been awhile since I been inside you."
I began stroking the inside of her thighs, running my hands up high between her legs, tugging her legs apart, feeling her yield, letting them slide open easily.
She breathed out, "You have been good." Not 'No!' I thought.
She continued to slide her legs wider and then brought one knee up high, opening her pussy right up for me. The loose inner lips were swelling out from her cunny, she was soaking wet and her pussy lips were pulling open over her vagina, cum creaming out. Revealing her shining pink slit.
I lay my hand over her pussy mound and rocked my palm on her. She sighed and lifted her hips up, pressing her little cunny up into my hand. She was so horny, hungry, her body was on fire. I was pressing my fingers through her pussy hairs as I rocked my palm on her, cum streaks sliding along the palm of my hand as I pressed.
I said, "Let me look at you."
She had this wonderful smile, like she had thought about this.
She brought her knees up high and let them drop to the side.
"Be good." She added that, I wondered if she were thinking about me fucking her, wanting to hold back.
I lay down between her legs and pulled her little pussy open, leaning close, the hood of her clit, and the nob of her clit, a lighter pink. The rich smell of her cunt, I breathed deep, drinking her in. The heat of her. The quivering soft flesh. The deep rose color of her vagina, shiny with cum. The short light hairs and loose flesh a deeper, almost brown. The little trimmed hairs at the top. I simply looked at her and breathed her cinnamon aroma.
"You look good enough to eat."
"So eat me."
She was so relaxed, her breasts fallen to the side, as she lay her arms over her tummy, her eyes closed and this sweet smile. God she looked delicious. The light hairs of her pussy were these wonderful little wisps, and I loved their feel on my tongue.
"God I am so hard," I breathed up over her tummy as I licked her.
"Make me cum."
I wondered, how would I not? I wanted her to want it. God I wanted to fuck her, but she was being so sweet and I loved the feeling of her. I raised my hands up over the front of her, squeezing her breasts as I lapped at her.
I leaned in and lay my tongue right over her pussy. I could see cum running down her puss, could feel the cum spread over my tongue, the feel of the little hood of her clit. I licked a line right up through her center and she stretched and trembled as I did, taking in a deep breath.
"Oh. Yes," She breathed.
I wanted to crawl over her and fuck her right there.
I continued to lap at her, stiffening my tongue and running it up through her slit. With my finger I began to press up inside her vagina, and rub her hole as I licked at her. My focus shifted gradually to drawing circles around her clit digging the tip of my tongue into the hood of her clit as I finger fucked her at the same time. Gradually she began rocking her hips to my movement and I continued to lick her, steadily, following the same rhythm.
I watched her laying perfectly still, tipping her head back, feeling my every movement. What my tongue was doing to her right now, moving on her with this increasing intensity. I was watching her hand rise up as she began pressing down on her breasts, pinching her nipples, taking in deep breaths.
She cooed out, "I'm so wet."
I slid my shorts off as I continued to lick her, kicking them down my legs. I had nothing on underneath.
She looked at me. I said, "Too uncomfortable," and I added, "I'm going to need some too."
She closed her eyes.
I continued, "You are so delicious," and I dug the tip of my tongue into her clit and licked over the nub faster and harder, her body began to squirm to my touch. I shoved two fingers into her and rubbed the walls of her vagina, running me fingers over the rough flesh digging my fingers into her as I licked and rubbed her cunny. I had her pussy juices all over my chin, my cock was aching as I ate her. It was all I could do not to crawl up the front of her body and kiss her as I pushed inside.
She was moving her pussy over my mouth, turning her hips, guiding my tongue as I moved on her. Her hands went down and held the back of my head, pushing me against her cunt.
I could feel the hunger rising in her, the intensity of her movement, how she pushed me against her, I licked at her harder and stroked her with my fingers.
"So good." She breathed, "Ahhh, push your fingers in, farther. Yes! Just a little farther. Oh god, yeah. Finger fuck me. Like that." I loved the trill of her voice when she was aroused.
She lifted her tummy higher, arching her back tipping her ass back.
"Oh, make me cum. Yeah."
I was thinking about stopping, making her crazy, but continued to lap at her, dig into her, her whole body was writhing on the bed. She was rocking herself and pushing me down between her legs, squeezing her thighs on me.
She was grinding herself down, fast and hard, she was getting close. I could feel her pussy clench as I moved on her, could feel her legs trembling and her head tip back, as the length of her body stiffened, and she was spasming there on the bed, laid out.
Cumming.
I could see her whole body jerk forward, spasming beneath me.
"Ah ah aha. Yes. I'm cumming."
I held myself to her as she gave these deep moans, and as she lay there utterly spent, naked, disheveled on the bed. She did not move and I let go of her, slid myself up beside her, my cock sticking straight out, so hungry, dripping from its tip. I was in agony, I so needed to cum now.
She looked so beautiful. Her cheeks all mottled, her eyes barely able to focus.
"Fucking god, I never!"
She leaned over me and kissed me, I opened my mouth and we let our tongues twirl together.
She had cum, I had not. I had to cum. I was pushing down on the head of my cock, it ached. She looked down at me.
"Oh David. What do you do to me?"
She took my cock in her hand and I moaned, I could have cum right there.
"You've been so good," and she rolled up on top of me and sat down over my cock, pressing her naked body along my whole length. I opened my eyes and looked up at her. It had been such a long time since we had lain like this. Her pussy was open and just sliding along my cock, my whole length, as it pressed into my abdomen. Skin to skin.
"Lay still, let me move on you. Your turn."
She was straddling her legs around me. I could feel her little bush tickle against my stomach, sitting on me and holding her hands on my chest, riding me.
It felt so incredible to feel her pussy lips opening around the length of my cock. "Oh yeah. Do whatever you want to me." She was squirming on me, pressing her breasts into my chest, sliding herself up higher and letting my cock pop up between her legs. I could feel my cock rubbing in between her thighs. Oh god, I let out a deep moan. "You feel so good."
She held her legs open, letting herself slide around on me, lifting herself higher and back down, an incredible delicious fucking motion while squeezing her thighs tight around my cock.
What was she thinking? I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her to me, held her to me, as she rode my body, letting me touch her there with my cock. It had been so long. She was rising and falling on me, then rising again, and bumping back down on me again.
Agony.



"You behave," I said.
She smiled, "It's all behavior." I opened my eyes and looked at her. She was looking down between our legs and back at me. "It HAS been awhile," she was biting her lower lip. She was thinking about it too.
I said nothing.
In that moment I lifted my hips, and she held her legs wide positioning me right over her vagina. In one motion I felt myself pressing right inside, could feel her open right around me.
She was sitting down and pressing and rising up so that she was sitting on me, closing. Feeling me in her.
I looked down at her, my cock pressing up inside her body. I lifted my hips up and felt the bump of her pussy mound, her hairs at my groin. Just to feel myself buried in her. God, the look of her face when I was inside her. The head of my cock was pressing up into her belly, I was up inside her as she sat down on me. Looking into her face, her mouth held open, her eyes closed, feeling me with every nerve of her body.
With eyes closed, she simply said, "I want to feel you in my pussy a little minute. Ok?"
I breathed, "Mmmm, make me cum."
I felt the head my cock begin sliding in her as she lifted herself up and sat back down. She lay flat on me as she lifted her hips up and lowered herself back down, as we lay there slowly fucking, she began to kiss me. No sound but our moans and sighs, kisses and the sounds of our sex sliding together.
She kissed my shoulder. "You've been good."
I turned and pressed my lips to hers, "You're being bad. You want this?"
She nodded, not looking at me. There was no barrier. I began to arch my back and let my cock move out of her again. She did not move as she let me press back inside, my cock filling her.
"Feels so good." I pressed into her hard, "yeah like that," she cooed.
"Oh, I have wanted this."
She breathed in my ear, "Fuck me. I need you. Tonight I need you. I won't be mad at you tomorrow. Oh god," her eyes glazed as I fucked into her. Each thrust met by her body lowering itself down on me.
We moved together, slowly, she was holding herself above me letting me push into her, as she rose and fell on my cock. She pressed her hands to my chest and rose up so that she was sitting on me, my cock pressed up deep into her and we began moving so that her clit slid along the length of my cock, faster. Oh god, it would not take long for me to cum.
I began squeezing her breasts as she rode me.
She was arching her head back then, panting, stiffening. Moving on me hard, thrashing on my body, possessed.
"Oh, yes. Yes."
"Can I cum in you?" I said as I pulled her to me, rolling her to my and then rolling up on top of her. She stretched her arms up over and head as now I was laying over her, she was looking up at me. She lifted her knees up and held them wide. I loved the way she yielded now.
"Do whatever you want to me."
Her little puss open, I wanted to drive into her. She held my bare hips, digging her nails in. That drove me absolutely wild and I began pounding her.
"Ah. Ah." She was whimpering. I kept going, I was not going to stop.
"Oh, keep, yes, like, that." I kept pumping into her. "oh, so good." Holding to her.
I lay my mouth at her ear. "I have you now, you want me to cum in you?"
"Cum in me. Fill me."
"You feel so good."
"Deep. Fuck me. Like that, yes."
"I'm inside you."
"Yes."
"Fucking your cunt."
"Yes. Come on. Cum in me."
I never wanted to end. She was scratching her nails up my back and I was ready to cum. I fucked her now with abandon, my whole length. To simply let go, I wanted to cum, pound into her. I felt it rising, cumming, loads of cum spraying into her.
So wet, her legs wide. I was pulling her open, growling, "Oh my god. I'm cumming." My whole body shaking over her.
My cock slid so deep into her, I held myself down, bucking into her, she was thrashing against as we were cumming. I sprayed so much cum into her. Cumming. We were cumming. She was pushing back against me.
I lay down on her, slowing, lay on her quietly now. Spent. I let myself roll in beside her. She got up and went into the bathroom, I lay on the bed. She came back and crawled in next to me, reaching up and turned off her light and wrapped herself around me.
"Stay with me tonight."
We lay together in the dark, a dawning awareness of what we had done as we lay together in her bed, naked together, wrapped in each others arms.
--------------------
I woke in a dark room having had one the most intense dreams in my life.
My whole body pulsed, my heart pounding in my chest. I was sweating. It had seemed so real. I dreamed I had fucked Sara, she had let me. That was no dream. I looked out, it was so dark I could see nothing. In my dream Sara was sitting on top of me, I could feel my cock squeezing up inside of her. She was just sitting there for the longest time, holding herself still as every quiver of her cunt sent shivers up my spine. When for no reason at all she leaned forward, and let her long legs stretch out beside mine, and began kissing me and the feel of our tongues. It was so real. As we kissed, we were holding hands, letting our fingers play together, It was so nice laying there fucking and kissing and holding hands.
She also began to rock her hips, sending shock waves of pleasure. Everything seemed so intense. She was lifting her ass back, drawing me out and and then lowering back down again letting our sexes bump together. Next thing I know we were both sitting in the living room and I was still inside her. She was smiling at me, facing me, her arms all wrapped around me. I was still deep inside. She was curling her legs around my hips, settling herself down on my lap, my cock sliding even deeper inside, we are moaning and holding each other.
She was rocking on me, slow, soft movements, slippery and warm. I could feel her pussy tightening around your cock, squeezing and rocking on me. Everyone in the house is around, the room is full of people but they are ignoring us. "I really want you," she says. I ask, "You do?" and slide my hand over her ass, down between her legs and begin to run my fingers over where we're connected. "Feel this?" I say, and take her hand pulling it back to where we are connected. She reaches back, arching herself and giving me a perfect view of her tits. I let out a little whimper at the movement of her leaning back away from me, the feeling of my cock stretching inside her. My senses are so heightened. She looks in my eyes as our fingers are touching my cock pressed up inside of her and says, "Of course, I'm you," and it is as if our skin merges.
We are holding hands and letting our finger tips slip around my cock as it slides in and out of her pussy, all slick and hot, that silky skin of her cunt wrapped tightly around my cock. I can feel us slide together and apart with my fingers, and her nails are digging into the length of my cock making it feel so fucking incredible. We just keep doing that. Me fucking her and she scratching my cock as I press inside. Feeling ourselves and rocking together, faster and faster.
Sara starts to cry out while resting her forehead down on my shoulder. "I want you to start trying to fuck me again," she says, moaning into my ear even though we are in the process of fucking. I ask, "Why?" She answers with these soft, quiet little whimpers between quick breaths. I can feel us fucking with my fingers. Sara tightens up on me, tingles running through my body. I can feel it, that moment just before her orgasm.
We are thrusting together so hard, so hard it feels as if we are tearing each other apart. I feel as if I am going to explode. I can't stand it and I say, "This is too much." She is crying, tears streaking her face. "I know I know. I told you." I grab her hips and pull her down harder, laying her onto her back, she is crying, I say, "I love you. I love you." And then it hits, this explosion of senses, everything goes utterly white and we are falling. Suddenly we are in mid air, clinging together and falling and the sun is shining all around us. We have wings, we are fucking in mid air and falling from the sky because we have stopped flying in order to fuck. We are falling, I can feel the air rushing by and we are going to hit the ground. "This is why we can't fuck," she says. I clench my teeth, get ready to die, the wind is whipping past us so fast I can't even see, the ground coming at us fast, and I let go.
That is when I wake up, and it is pitch black.
"Sara!" I call out, "Sara!" No answer.
I lay there in the dark, dark as my dream, reaching my hand out and feel her bare hip and I curl myself to her. Hold on.
Nothing, but silence.
----------------
I followed the collective advice and kept the two of them together. I still want them to move in together with Marnie. Any ideas? What else is there for David and Sara? Let me know.
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Ch. 01 THE RIDE HOME
"It's like so unfair that they are having this quiz tomorrow."
Gypsy threw herself into the car, settling on the seat with a harrumph while tossing a pink backpack over her shoulder and letting it drop onto the backseat.
"Julie told me it's just because Jay heard we're doing email circles for answers to tests."
She leaned back, turning to me.
I said, "Lift your top."
She looked down at herself and with a sly grin began to pull her tight little angora sweater out from her skirt and roll it up, continuing her story as she did. "And by having a surprise test TOMORROW he thinks he can beat the circle. I don't think he knows what texting is." I began stroking her bare tummy. She sucked in her abdomen and began squirming at my touch. "Your hands are cold!"
I let my hand slide higher, tracing my fingertips in a line across her perfect full breasts. The nipples little puffs of rose colored flesh.
"Are you passing around answers to the test?"
"Hell yeah!"
"Don't swear."
"Sorry. Anyway it just sucks."
She stretched languorously, sliding closer to me. Her top was up over her breasts, fully exposed from her waist up. The fabric stretched taut from under her arms in a line across her collar bone.
"Hmmm," she sighed as I squeezed and pressed my hand all over her body, closing her eyes and breathing out, "This is relaxing."
"Pull your top a little lower, its up too high." I was looking at the other drivers passing us, "we're getting close to school."
She pulled her sweater down over her breasts covering my hand, giving me a sideways glance, "You worried?"
I could smell the strawberry of her lip gloss. I began squeezing her breasts, feeling her nipples tighten as my palm brushed over their tips, forming these tight little nubs. All you could see is the movement of my hands under her sweater.
"So Perfect," I breathed; more to myself. "Where did you take your bra off?"
"In the bushes, one block after the park. It was pretty obvious today, I could have got caught."
I smiled, "Obvious?"
"With this top?" She pulled my hand away and pressed her breasts into the sweater, you could clearly see her nipples through the fabric. "You can tell I got nothing on underneath."
We continued driving, I was laughing, "Why didn't you use the gas station like I said?"
"I DID try. They couldn't find the key." She gave me a pout, "You done yet?"
Now I sighed. It always ended to soon. "Yes," I took my hand away and grasped the steering wheel with both hands, eyes on the road.
She pulled her top around herself, and tugging her skirt down past her hips as she tucked in her sweater. A pair of little pink panties slipping down her thighs caught my eye, exposing the curve of her bare ass as she squirmed around next to me.
My little angel took a conspiratorial tone, noticing my eyes on her, "You shouldn't be doing this you know. I let you cause ... I don't know. You could get fired, I think."
She was right, I pushed the thought away. "You like it don't you?"
"Yeah. Guess so." She was still squirming in the seat, zipping her skirt up as she said it.
"Here. I got to let you out. You can walk the rest of the way."
I slowed the car to a stop.
The bottom of her skirt rested high up around her thighs, all the moving around had jostled it up. I was staring at her legs. So delicious. She glanced at me, and slid her ass out causing her skirt to rise even higher, giving me a perfect peak at her pantie covered crotch.
I gestured to her lap, "You want me to drive around a little more?"
She held her hand around the door handle without pulling it, smiling at me. Her sideways glance. She got the reaction she wanted, wagging her knees open and shut as she was thinking it over. Teasing. Thinking. Tempting.
Before.
"Nah. We're almost to school." She paused.
"I can drive around." My cock had grown rock hard.
"I got to get to class." She brought her legs together and smoothed the skirt back over her luscious legs. I couldn't stand it.
"Can I just have FEEL?"
Her eyes flashed. I could see her cheeks flush. She gave an impatient sigh, sinking back into the seat, and slid one knee wide.
Permission. Total access.
I reached my trembling hand and began stroking up her inner thigh, pressing my fingers between her legs, lifting her skirt as touched her. She spread her legs wider as I rubbed my hand right over the top of her pantie covered puss and back along her inner thigh. This time slipping my fingers under the thin fabric, feeling the heat and hairs of her pussy brush up through my fingers.
Ohhhhhmygawwd.
I traced my finger tips along her swollen pussy lips, stretching her open and inserting my finger up into her slit. It was as if she had burst open covering my fingers with her juices. God she was wet. So wet. I took my hand away and slid my whole hand under the top of her panties, and curling my fingers back inside her slit, all lubricated now. I drew my middle finger up and around her little clit, pressing my finger there as she undulated her hips. I looked over, her glazed eyes, mouth open.
At the touch, my Angel sucked in her breath, "Hurry,"
I began to rub her clit faster. "Your wet."
"Mmmmm. I'm pretty wound up here." She was grinding her hips into my hand, "Nick, You got to stop. I can't, be late for homeroom." She didn't move, rubbing her puss into my hand. I ignored her, responding by pressing two fingers into her vagina. She lifted from the seat, groaning "Ohgaaawwwd! Ok. Ok. God. Nicolas. I got, to ..."
She closed her legs tight around my hand, squirming, trapping my hand, squeezing her cunt on my finger before turning away. I squeezed my hand around her delicious little puss one last time, before letting go. Her panties clung to one side, giving me the exquisite view of her gaping cunt.
Gypsy caught her breath, and As I watched, adjusted her panties, tugging them over her mound and adjusting her skirt back down. "You are so bad", she said as the door opened. She stood on unsteady legs continuing to tug and adjust herself, slamming the door and leaning back in through the open window locking her eyes on mine.
"How'd I end up with such a pervert for a brother anyway?"
"Lucky. See you." I smiled.
She turned and waved, "Bye," shaking her hips her hips, walking off without looking back.
I drove off with one hand on the wheel, sniffing her cum on my fingers imagining her cunt squishing between her legs as she walked.
Please let me know what you think. I have this story all set to roll out, but any comments can impact the direction it will take. Enjoy! Comments inspire me to write more.
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POST IT NOTE
This whole affair should not be happening. But then, wasn't it inevitable at the same time given our history. I let it start again.
I moved back home from college and got a teaching job at the same school as my sister. I had to know. The first time I saw her dark eyes and red mouth, that grin. The day Gypsy sat down at the desk in back at the French class I taught for advanced students. Even though she was my sister, there is only the one class and they made an exception about teaching to relatives (which normally involves parent and child anyway). The way my heart pounded as I walked past her desk, her legs splayed out.
"You have a nice day?" I started at my wife's voice.
She was so beautiful, in such a feminine way. How do I explain that? Her voice, her eyes with a fleck of silver, the lilt of her voice. Those eyes. There were times I could not help feeling she was one of those women who could do better. But I think I always felt that way, and part of it was this nagging knowledge inside of the secret games I played. That no one knew. We were so right for each other though, and when I saw the pictures, how right we looked together. Happy. How horny I always was helped our love life, without her ever knowing the secret as to why.
"Fine. Ordinary." I said. She leaned in and kissed me soft as I set my stuff down, "And how is Gypsy today?"
At that very moment a yellow slip of paper fluttered out of a pile of test questions, and I went for it quickly - Gypsy!
My little angel had pressed a post it note to her test! It was laying by my foot and I quickly shoved it into my pocket. It was so cute, I could just make out her curly handwriting and little heart drawn in the corner.
I was trying to lift it out of my pocket and peek at it, without my wife noticing.
She noticed me fumbling, "Is something wrong?"
I tucked the note back in my pocket, for later.
"Oh, I dropped something and was putting it back." I felt flustered, but it seemed ok. "I'll be back in a minute. Let me put this stuff away."
When I left the room, I quickly took the little yellow note.
I WANT TO GIVE YOU A BLOW JOB YOU KNOW WHO :P PS REALLY!
Impossible! I felt myself go red, my cock stiffen. She picked the most inopportune.
"If someone had seen this!" I said to myself, shoving it back into my pocket.
*******
TEASE
I called her cell phone later that evening to find out exactly what she had in mind.
I stared at her name on the face of my cell. When she answered I breathed out, "Where are you? Is it Ok to talk?"
"Yeah, I'm in my room, at computer doing my brothers French homework."
"Good." I paused, what do I say? Feeling a naughtiness rise in me. I was all alone, "And ... just what is," I let my voice go low, "my little sister wearing?"
"Mmmm. Just gray sweats and a T shirt. Don't look too cute right now. Sorry."
"M-K." I felt a little foolish just then, she didn't bite.
"But, you might like to know I got nothing on underneath." Her voice was suddenly soft, conspiratorial, "Just me, au-natural."
"So if I was standing right behind you?"
"Yeah. I could give you a nice show all right." I could feel my cock grow hard. This ache in my groin. I lay my hand and felt my cock, pressed down. Ohhh, God. So hard. The ache.
There was a pause, she continued, "What you call about?" That tone in her voice. Sing song. She knew. She had the cutest little voice just then, she knew.
"I wanted to find out about, um. Uh."
"Yee-ees."
"The note."
"So, you found it!" I could hear giggles.
"I wanted, uh, to know." Silence, plowing on, "When, how, would, uh. You know?" I really didn't know what to say.
"Mmmm, I don't know. But tomorrow. Somehow. Maybe. I have so much homework. I'm VERY stressed."
"I can meet you before."
"No. I'll figure something out, I need something to relax me. Release. Wait!!"
There was a pause.
"Shit. Dad's pounding on the door, I'm not supposed to be on the phone." She then shouted, obviously to dad. "It's David dad. I have a question. Sheesh." Then softer, "I'm back"
"So tomorrow then. You serious? You think we are getting a little too..."
"Ahhh, David, lets not think about it."
"Ever since I got back..."
"Yeah."
"We seem to have gone back to some of our old patterns." She said nothing. In the silence I continued, "I didn't intend to. Really. Are we getting a little out of control, maybe. I mean, you ok?" Still silence, "Gypsy? You still there."
"Mmmmm. Yeah. Sooooo, what are you saying? You don't want to?"
Shit. "It isn't that."
She was laughing now.
I start laughing too, adding "Yeah. I mean. Yeah. How did we get like this?"
She whispered in the phone, "I guess we always just been, a little closer than normal, maybe."
"Yeah but."
"David. Remember the time we were sitting in your car, chillin."
"We did that a lot."
"Yeah, but THE WOODS! The first time."
"Oh, The Woods."
"Yeah. I mean we did some stuff before. But that day in the car, in the woods. You gave me those beers, lured me out there with that beer. And we sat in the middle of nowhere talking and talking, and somehow it came up. You found out I wasn't a virgin and it really bugged you!"
"And I still was."
She was talking so soft and quiet into the phone, "Yeah, I mean I HAD a boyfriend, and you had a girlfriend and so I was pretty surprised and was just like teasing you."
"Oh God, this is painful. I can't believe I asked you if you were, or told you that I wasn't."
"Yeah." There was a slight pause. She continued, "I was surprised, and am like asking you stuff, like 'Well you seen a girl naked right?' And there was a silence, and then I am like "NOOOOOOO!' And you admit it, that you never had. And you said, 'Not Really.' And I say, 'Not really? What does THAT mean?' That all you ever had was a feel up of some titties. So then! You convince ME, through your pathetic sob story, for me to show you MY tits. And I go along with it. Remember?"
"You were drunk."
"Nah, I wasn't drunk. Not really. I was like, no big deal, I can do this. It was funny. So I take my top off and you are like, 'You don't have to do this, you don't have to do this.' I am sitting there in my bra and say, 'Here it goes,' and I slip it off and lean back, and you are staring at my tits."
"Fuck. Oh fuck."
"And then you wanted to touch them. But, next thing, The rangers are knocking on the window of our car!!"
"I couldn't believe it."
"God I jumped, no top on, and they are opening the car door. I have my top bunched up in my arms holding it in front of me, my bra is like right there laying on the car seat. You were so freaking beet red. We got beer cans in the car. And they want our driver's license. I fish out mine and you fish out yours, and they are looking at it and us. They say, 'You two married?' We both say 'No.' They say, 'You got the same last name,' and you actually say - 'She's my sister.'
"I'm an idiot. I couldn't think of anything."
"I will never forget your voice. The one ranger guy gets an ass shitting grin on his face and says, 'We ain't reporting this.' He looks at me, and at you. Gives our cards back and says, 'Just get going, get out of here. He looks at me again, 'Put your top on.'"
"Oh Gypsy. It was stupid."
"So embarrassing. I thought that would be the end of it. But, after that you liked to grab my little titties, didn't ya."
"I never got to in the car."
"So innocent. You thought I wouldn't notice."
"I was so jealous."
"Laying your hand on my back and slipping your fingers around the side. Finally, remember what I said?"
"Yeah. You told me it was ok. You said, 'They're so small it doesn't matter.'"
"So I let you rub my chest. And after, I'd be driving around with a hand on my little tits all the time. Not so small any more?"
"No."
"You like my tits then when they were small, or now?"
"I got to choose? Yours were the first breasts I ever saw, the first I touched."
"The look in your eyes. And I still let you see them. God David. I never get over that day. I was scared and, aroused."
"You got me aroused, right now."
"Yeah? You tried to grab me other places too, didn't you? I let you, a little. Remember when we were at the farm?" Her voice got so low.
"Oh god!"
"We were close that time."
"Oh god Gypsy. I'll tell you something. I shouldn't, but, I so wanted to lose my virginity with you."
"Hmmmm, I suspected. I let you do a lot though! Our little drives. Mmmmm."
"I didn't lose it, till college."
"You hard?"
"Oh, yeah. The fact we can't keeps the energy so high."
"Mmmm. I'm so wet right now. Hey David."
"Yeah."
"I'm gonna put your cock in my mouth tomorrow. Our secret."
"Ohhh." I was stroking myself now.
We said nothing at that point. The two of us silent on each side of the line. How we could work each other up. It was crazy.
I heard banging on the door again and her voice.
"David. I gotta...."
"I know. Gotta go."
I could hear dad in the background.
"Nite."
*******
Blow Job
The whole next day I was on edge. I never saw her once, on my drive to school she was not along the road she usually walks between the house we grew up in and the school. How had I gotten myself into this state? Up till now it had all been relatively harmless teasing, touching, seeing, groping. My cock ached, was stiff all day, to the point of aching.
In the afternoon I had two more classes and still had not seen her. I walked the through the lunchroom thinking, maybe. We could get in my car and go drive somewhere, I kept imagining her giving me a blow job.
I stepped into my classroom, everyone sitting in rows and announced a short test. I handed the papers out, "you have fifteen minutes." It gave me some time to clear my head. I was exhausted, my nerves on edge. I went to sit in my desk and as I slid under, my knees bumped something.
Gypsy!
. . .
The desk is one of those old metal styles that drop to the floor from all sides, wide and deep. I immediately felt the soft tug of my sisters fingers reach up between my legs. What the hell? She was pulling my legs open around her, and pulling the chair further under the desk. Unmistakable! I felt her hand press down over my crotch, smoothing the fabric over my hard cock. Pressing her fingers around my shaft, rubbing me in long slow strokes. She began tugging at the zipper of my trousers and pulling the elastic of my briefs down. I slid myself closer and leaned forward, as her busy hands worked my cock out.
Oh my god!
My senses were melting at the feel of her soft hands caressing my dick, looking out at my class desperately to see if they noticed anything. All heads were looking down, pencils going. I reached under the desk into the darkness until I felt her small frame and began softly stroking her hair.
As I did that she wrapped her fingers around my hard cock and held its tip to her mouth, touching my tip with her lips. I felt the air go right out of my lungs at the feel of this amazing pressure of wet lips parting and closing around my cock, just the head at first as she sucked and licked me like a lolly pop. I sat there letting her bob up and down my whole length. Once I felt her bite me lightly and I jumped in my chair. I reached under and swatted her. She thought that biting my cock was funny!
I moved myself quietly, slowly to the edge of my chair, opening my legs as wide as they would go, giving her access. Gypsy began to slide her mouth along my length in a nice rhythm letting my cock press against her cheeks. Then letting me slip out she would lick up one side and the other and press me back into her mouth - over and over. She was gradually increasing her pace and taking me deeper and deeper into her mouth, holding my cock with her hand and squeezing my balls as she bobbed up and down. God she was good at blow jobs. I reached carefully under the desk and slid my hand into the top of her sweater, and began squeezing her luscious breasts.
As I became more aroused, my hips began involuntarily thrusting into her, fucking her mouth in rhythm to her movement on me. So she gave me a blow job as I squeezed her tits, all the while trying to appear normal from above my desk.
The room stayed perfectly silent. At one point, I called out, "Today, you have an extra five minutes. The test is a little longer than usual." I could barely get the words out, my cock thrusting in and out of her mouth as I spoke, her tongue lapping the underside of my shaft.
She continued to pump on my cock, faster and faster, tightening her lips around me, sucking, grazing me with her teeth, cupping and squeezing my balls with her hands. It was amazing. Sucking me hard, the pressure was exquisite. I could feel my cum rising from deep inside, that feeling of release. I began trembling, pressing my hands to her skin, and then grabbing her hair and pulling her up and down on me. It felt so incredible, when holding myself perfectly still, my cock began spasming into her throat spraying thick ribbons of cum. Fucking her mouth.
She held her mouth to my cock as long as she could, deep throating me, drinking me in as fast as I sprayed, but she did not take me all in. I tried to hold her to me, but she pushed herself away as I continued to spray cum beneath the desk. I was covering her with cum. Shit. Shit. What would I do? I knew I was spraying her face and hair, down her front. Time was almost up. I heard this little whispered, "ewww."
I quickly and carefully closed my pants, attempting to compose myself. I zipped my pants and with a deep breath rose from my chair on unsteady legs. "Times up!" I could scarcely stand as I gathered their papers. Did they know? I was trembling, flushed. Did they suspect anything? My face felt like it was on fire, I collected the papers and immediately dismissed the class. Early.
Gypsy kept under the desk, remaining still as I closed and locked the door.
I looked across the empty room before padding over, and sat back down her head peaking out. She reached up again and lay her hand over my crotch, feeling the softness. As Gypsy emerged, she scooped a line of cum off of her chin and holding it in the palm of her hand.
"I'm a mess." There was cum in her hair.
I took some kleenex and began to wipe her cheeks. She was smiling her white teeth at me, "Surprised!" She was holding her hands out from her body, cum stains down her cheek, covering the front of her hair. I was wiping her and throwing the tissues in the trash.
"You are terrible. Terrible!"
"I told you. What a mess," she went on her tippie toes and leaning to me, kissed me soft full on the mouth teasing me a little with her tongue. I cupped my hand around her waist and returned the kiss, pressing her to my body, tasting her beautiful mouth as it opened to me, tracing a line on her teeth with my tongue. We silently kissed, softly tonguing one another, pressing to one another.
We leaned back from one another and touched foreheads. I let go and breathed, "Let me return the favor."
I lay my hand over her crotch. She had on these skin tight stretch pants.
"I got class."
I looked at the clock, "We have four minutes." And I began to rub my hand over her pussy.
"David. Oh, I'm so wet. Not fair." Her mouth was open in an O, and I kissed her as my hand rose up over her bare tummy. I lay it flat on her and slid my whole hand down into her pants, beneath her panties. She opened her legs wider, and a slid my fingers, squishing in between her legs. Immediately finding her clit I began to stroke her hard and fast.
She stood there looking at me, "We are being really bad."
"Yeah, You started it."
"Making me crazy."
She was shaking her hips against me, pressing her cunt into my hand and trembling against me. I was looking down at my hand, the way it pulled out from her pants, rubbing her hard. God I wanted to fuck her, turn her around and bend her over my desk.
I breathed in her ear, "Your pussy feels so good. I'm going to bend you over right now and fuck you."
"David!" Her eyes got wide.
"You want that. Want my cock inside you, fucking you."
"Oh," She closed her eyes and wrapped her arms around me, began to move against me faster. "Yes."
"Say it."
"I want you, fucking me. Fuck me so hard."
"Take you and fuck you. Even if you say no. Say no."
"No David. Don't."
"Fuck you so hard. Open your legs."
"Ohh, No."
"I'm taking you, turn around. Push my cock inside you."
"Ahhh, I'm going to cum."
"I want to strip you and lay you naked, roll you over, open your legs."
"Ahh, yes, I'm cumming." Her whole body shaking, she was bucking against me.
I held her up and felt her body sapsm, her hair buried into my chin as she held to me. I shoved my finger deep into her vagina, and let it slip away, shiny with her cum.
Her eyes shined as she looked up at me. She was so flushed.
All she said was, "I need your keys."
"Why?"
"I got some stuff in your car. I need to change. Can you drive me home?"
I gave her my keys, took her by the arm and led her to the door and opened it, immediately letting her out before anyone came in.
I sat in my desk.
Shit.
I still had one more class.
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This has grown out of a series of emails with a group of women who experiment in bondage. Lets say fiction based on true stories.
Let me know what you think, and where to go from here. Everyone is over 18. Enjoy.
*
All i know is that it feels good.
Some people think what I do is bad. But they don't know me. I will not allow myself to lose my own self worth. I will not be abused! I will be a happy slave, a good slave, and I will be treated with respect!
That's the note taped inside my desk.
Then why am I letting him tie me up? Before you let someone tie your hands behind your back for the first time you have a lot to learn. Of course you can skip ahead if you really know the person and really knows what they are doing. Still thinking about bondage??
Here are some tips.
RED LIGHT/GREEN LIGHT - Works like a traffic light. RED means STOP GREEN means GO! You can experiment with YELLOW ;) Say, "Red light!" and the action stops - unless you say, "Green light." This gives you one more chance to back out. Expect a session of further negotiation if you do use a Red Light. Sometimes this is so once a Red Light is encountered the other person will end, stop, finished, nada. This is to keep you from getting Red Light-happy.
TIMED EVENT - You agree on how long the scene will last. Any time increment is ok. Times less than a minute or more than a week are kinda rare though. A good first time is 5-10 minutes.
LIMITS - You don't have to have your hands tied behind you! They can be in front, in fact as a first time thing, hands in front is a good idea. The idea is to enjoy yourself.
DEVICES - A silk scarf is ok over handcuffs or even instead of handcuffs. You can agree to use some rotten yarn that you can break, if you want. Words of caution; don't think you can break free with thread. You might be able to break it, but it will probably cut you. Beware duct tape! It can peel skin and ruin your clothes!
Well, truth be told it didn't happen in a planned way at all. I broke all the rules. This is my story.
-----------
I have lived mostly by myself, except when my parents who are semi-retired and gone most of the time are back. That is, until now. The economy in this area went bad and my brother lost his job, so he moved back. No big deal, not really. But I am bummed. Not so much my love life getting cold water thrown on it, no chance of that.
My life is totally ordinary except, I have a secret no one knows that began as just a fantasy (my fingers are actually tingling as I write) that kept getting larger and larger. I doodled pictures of me strapped down, before shredding them at work or burning them at home. My fantasy: forced orgasm. No way that I could prevent it. Being completely tied up, blindfolded, touched against my will. Rubbed, stroked, penetrated, fingers shoved up inside, until I'd cum. Drives me crazy!! Oh, to have a hand on me like that!! Inside, arms bound behind my back. Oh god, I need to cum right now.
Now, understand this is fantasy. I never ever really wanted it to actually happen. But in fantasy, picturing it in every way imaginable, the aching agony, and the feeling of fear how it aroused me! I read about it, found stories and began looking for it online. Categorized as rape fantasy. But that was not what I wanted, was it? I was very conflicted about my feelings as I masturbated, imagining myself tied, arms cinched tight behind my back, legs spread, gagged, unable to move and that hand! Feeling myself penetrated. Fucking god.
Then it occurred to me I could do it by myself somehow, and I began to experiment.
---------
In light of such an overpowering fantasy, one may think I was a real sensualist or wild, or worse. But it could not have been further from the truth. I was so completely not that type of person. I went to church almost every week, on my own, by myself. Yes I dated, had boyfriends, generally short term relationships. Yes I was intimate. But if I were to make the broadest generalization about my relationships with men, it would be that they were dissatisfying. To be honest I was not the sort of person who needed other people all the time, and as a result I was alone a lot of the time. When I was with a man I held back. Even though, the whole time we were kissing, making love, my inner thoughts were running off in such entirely other directions. My coworkers, my friends, my boyfriends, my lovers could never have imagined.
I think the disconnect was felt by those who tried to woo me, in that at some point they would invariably ask what I wanted. "What do you want? What would you like, sexually?" they would ask. Like they knew, or had some sense of my boredom, dissatisfaction. My reticence. What did I say? I answered with things that would seem 'normal,' like oral sex, like fucking doggy style. These areas all seemed ok, normal, aren't they? But to say what I really wanted: To be tied up, bound and gagged and touched and fucked while I pretended it was against my will until orgasming? To fuck me while I was screaming 'NO' 'Stop!' the whole time. Never.
Was it so disgusting?
Would it ruin my life? My secret. Shit. I'm not quite sure I know what I want. Or maybe I know and I don't know how to say it. What do I really want?
-----------
And IT happened so innocently.
I was out shopping and walked into a fabric store, looking around for holiday items (I told myself). But while there - along with everything else - I bought two metal three inch rings. My hands trembling and my heart pounding as I laid them on the counter and paid the money, put them in my bag, carried them home. It felt like they were pulsating in my bag. These rings that I bought did nothing more than sit on my night stand, allowing me to look at them, a promise of things to come. I next bought some soft silk scarves, large and small ones, and I went home and tied the corners of these scarves into the rings.
What I did next is so utterly burned into my memory.
As my heart pounded, I removed my sweater, pulling it slowly off my head; and then removed my bra so that I was sitting with just my slacks on. I was sweating, my pussy felt so hot and wet. I took the rings and positioned them over my nipples, arranging the fabric across my shoulders and behind my neck, down behind my shoulders, cinching the scarves nice and snug causing my nipples to press through. I stood and looked in the mirror, turning this way and that, admiring my body. I was not bound, but the way my breasts looked with the scarves cinching them to my body, it felt electric.
I looked in the mirror. The rings made my nipples protrude, and I could feel them stiffen, my breasts framed by the black fabric. They bound my breasts perfectly as I turned and twisted in the mirror. I slipped my slacks off, so that now I was wearing only a small pair of black panties. I took another one of the scarves and began wrapping it around my wrists, could barely hold them I was shaking so badly, working a loose knot into it that I tightened with my teeth. I next leaned down and stepped over my bound wrists so that my hands were behind, standing in my panties to look in the mirror again, and then turned the door with the mirror so that I could see myself on the bed and lay down face first. The feeling was electric, to actually be bound imagining myself unable to escape. What if someone came in the room, saw me, began to touch me? No! I was so wet. AND, I realized that in this position I could not touch myself. I WAS restrained, out of control, the feeling was dizzying.
I could not masturbate, I lay like this squirming around as if trapped, keeping my face pressed to the mattress. I loved the way my breasts were bound, the way they felt as they slid against the fabric. I though of something that could make my nipples more sensitive. clips on my tight little nipples. Have I any of those? And it began. I lay there dreaming my fantasy, of someone seeing me, begging to be set free, being violated, hands rubbing me, fingers pulling my panties down. I would rock around on the mattress as if I were fighting them off, and could feel my pussy lips sliding together drenched in juices. Panting, for as long as I could stand it, before rolling onto my back and slipping my hands to the front and with my wrists still bound plunging my hands into my cunt, pressing inside, amazed at my juices, how wet, soaking wet, how hungry. I rubbed myself so hard, into the most powerful orgasm I'd had in my life.
Next day I went to work with those rings and scarves still tied in place, feeling them binding beneath my clothes. The feeling put me into a kind of ecstasy. As I stood for my train, I had to hold myself up, looking out at all the people. If they could only imagine. I know my cheeks glowed all day long. I felt on the edge of cumming at every moment, how I ached, and it was all I could do to contain rubbing my legs together, whose simple action would have sent me into orgasm right at my desk.
I kept doing this, day after day, seeing myself watching in the mirror and wondered about arranging a way to take photographs, but deciding that was all too risky. I dreamed of taking a picture - just one - to somehow *accidentally* share them with a lover, letting him see, being forced to explain this horrible secret. Oh god, how I would melt. It was impossible.
It was precisely at this point that David arrived, with a car load of stuff. He was able to move back into his room which was at the opposite end of the house from me. His personality was similar to mine, unlike those families where one sibling is outgoing and the other shy. We were all pretty to ourself people. But we got along, he was nice, a wonderful guy really.
I was not happy at all with the turn of events though, but what could I do. Nix the idea because it interfered with my bondage sessions?
We had relatively similar schedules so that we were in the house at similar times and I hated that. He could sense I did not want him there.
"As soon as I find a job," he kept saying. "This is only temporary sis."
"No. No." I reassured. I told him I liked having someone around, that it was nice to get to see him again like old times.
We played scrabble on some nights, he went out some nights and I went out. We ate together sometimes. It was utterly ordinary. There was one particular period, about two weeks long, where there simply had been no opportunity for me to have one of my sessions. I was extremely frustrated but avoided indicating that I would like him to be gone. One evening he explained he had a dinner date and would be going out.
"That would be fine." I said, as my heart soared.
The moment he left I pulled my box out from the back of the closet, and sorted out scarves, binding ropes I had bought online, clips and rings. I needed this, it had been too long. I stripped my clothes off and put on a sheer nightie that ended at my belly button, and no bottoms so that I was naked from the waist down. I tied the scarves to the rings and deftly bound myself over the nightie, loving the way my breasts were pressed into the thin fabric; then running one scarf down between my legs so that the fabric ran through my slit and up the other side and tying it up nice and tight. I tied my ankles with the binding rope, and my knees, pulling them nice and tight. Oh, how that felt on my bare skin, and every time I moved the scarf sliding between my legs. Heaven! I bound my wrists, and positioned my arms behind my back. The scarves were soft and tight, I lay on the mattress and could stimulate myself by undulating my hips giving me that illusion of a hand on my body, touching me, sliding through my wetness. Violating me.
Lying on my bed I struggled, pretending to try escape as a hand roamed over my body, threatening me with all the things he was going to do!!
And this was to be my first close call:
I had to have lost track of time, because as I lay in my room, lights down low I thought I heard the door. My heart was beating so hard I couldn't stand it, I could not move fast enough. The lights in the house were on, I looked at the clock it was 10:30 and he knew I would not be asleep, not at this time. I wouldn't have time. What if he came up here?? I didn't know what to do. My door was closed, and I tugged the bed covers down with my teeth and pulled the covers back over myself with my teeth to just over my shoulders.
When, just as I looked up, a knock! He immediately opened the door a crack, "Sis."
I feigned like I was opening my eyes.
"Hhhh, yes."
"You asleep already?"
"I guess I must have dozed off." I lied.
He stepped into the room, my feelings were all a tangle. Here I lay tied up, and a mans voice in my room. I had cum once and was so wound up. I had to look as if I were sweating.
"Sorry. I didn't mean to . . ."
"No. its fine. I need to get up," I looked at the clock. I could not move, or sit up or wipe my eyes. My hands were tied behind my back. Every move looked as if I were bound there, I had to lay a little sideways, but he would have no idea whatever. How could he suspect?
"You came home early."
"Yeah. It was one of those online things. No good, I got out of there." There was an extended silent pause. "You want to watch a movie?" he asked.
His voice was electric, his presence, it was crazy - I wanted to cum. I was in a bad way. To be touched. The way I was laying beneath the covers caused the scarf to pinch up between my legs, the slightest motion causing it to rub my clit. I began to undulate my hips unable to control myself.
"Uh, yeah. Give me a, uh, uh, minute." I let out a sigh.
"What are all these scarves doing out?"
They were all over the floor, and I noticed there were also ropes and clips, a pile of rings some with scarves tied to them. Fuck! My box was on the floor with stuff spilling out. Shit. Shit.
"Laundry," I said.
A pause and he asked, "You all right?"
I panicked, "I'm Fine! Just give me a - minute! Pick out a, uh, movie." I was on fucking fire, my clit burning. I was going to cum. Get out!!
He looked around the room a little more, standing just a few feet away, the box down close to his feet. Silence. What was he thinking? I felt myself begin to shudder. The light was thankfully low. "Ok," he said before he turned and left.
My orgasm rushing through my body as I stretched, tightening the fabric between my legs and rocking my hips. "Oh fucking god," I breathed, as I lay there spasming in the bed, rocking myself back and forth. I lay a moment taking in what had just happened, how fucking incredible it felt.
I brought my legs to my chest and pulled my hands to the front, quickly untying the silk scarves with my teeth and then my legs. I rolled over and pushed myself up. "Fuck," I breathed, sitting my bare ass on the side of the bed and rubbing my hand flat between my legs, juices running over my fingers. I wanted to cum again, on fire. I began masturbating furiously again, fucking down on my fingers.
I could not help thinking how David had been in my room while I was tied up, my whole body was trembling and that feeling was wild. Beyond wild, like nothing I had ever felt before. I was completely vulnerable, in that moment. Truly vulnerable. He could have pulled the covers back, seen me, watched me laying there, done anything just then. "Ahhhh," I felt myself cumming again. Incredible.
He was my brother, and I was disgusted with myself for thinking about his hands on me, the way I was thinking as I rubbed myself. Squeezing my thighs around my hand, and in particular felt guilty after I had an absolutely mind blowing orgasm, my fingers pressed deep inside myself - as I was imagining them to be his.
-----------
I quickly pulled on my short nightie bottoms, light green that went with my top. Not really thinking about it, but trying to be quick knowing he was waiting and not wanting him to come back up. MY body was utterly limp, and I smelled of sex. I went into the bathroom and attempted to wash up, and lightly padded down the stairs. He had the movie set up waiting to hit play.
He looked at me and I noticed him doing a double take.
"That what you are going to wear?" He said.
I looked down at myself, realizing how exposed I really was just then. It was very thin, very sheer. I realized that in this light he could see my rose colored nipples. The top rode up high so that you could see my midriff. I hadn't put on any panties, my butt was totally visible. Shit. I wanted to be normal, rather than run back upstairs.
I said, "It's what I was wearing."
He looked at me some more, and answered, "Ok. It's a little revealing."
I was defensive when I said, "You're my brother."
He looked back to the TV, "You're right. It's fine."
I still was not thinking clear, I knew it. I wanted to go up and get my robe, but once I sat down, I did not want to get up again. My pussy was clinging to my bottoms, I was still so soaking wet, and my hands literally felt numb. I was light headed. I still felt so aroused. I settled into the sofa and slid my legs up onto the cushion and curled my feet under, keeping my legs tight together, knowing how I was staining the crotch of my nightie, and that it was probably completely see through when wet.
----------------
The close call really scared me. After that I decided I had to be much more careful. But it also meant that the number of times I could engage in my sessions went down considerably. Safety meant less opportunity. And with the lack of access their intensity magnified. I kept trying to do more and more things, with my bindings and with my fantasies. I got some books to teach me tricks. I figured out ways to bind myself to my headboard while still being able to get loose. I learned the use of outdoor garbage bag ties, how they gave the feeling of tighter bondage but with the ability to break loose if needed.
My need for sexual release became something I thought about more and more, and without realizing it I was needing to be more extreme to get the same level of intensity. In particular, I found myself trying to recreate the feeling I had gotten the evening David walked into my room. It was very frustrating, and all combined I was a wreck. To make it even worse I had no one I could talk to.
I also realized that the time I was most alone was at night when I was sleeping. It got so I could not sleep at night unless I was bound in some fashion.
Before going to bed I got in the habit of harnessing each foot to foot boards, so that I lay spread eagle. I wanted them to be tight so that the ligature could be felt around my ankles, but not so tight that my feet would go numb. I wanted also to tie my hands in some fashion, but dared not to risk it. I felt safe with myself being spread eagle under my covers if David came in my room, and secretly hoped that he would. However, with my hands free it also meant I had access to masturbating, which took away some of the feeling of non control. I would resist for as long as possible but that was not the same thing, was it?
This was where eventually - and in the absence of David ever coming into my room - that I began to make use of the garbage ties, which could be cinched behind my back, or to the corners of my bed with some effort before binding my ankles to the foot boards. That was perfect. I lay spread eagle with my arms spread, unable to move my legs or turn and slightly uncomfortable with no access to touching myself in any way. Eventually I left a small pillow between my legs. Mmmmmm, perfect. In the black night I could maneuver myself so that it was that perfect hand on my body, touching and playing with me.
Some evenings I'd blindfold and gag myself, but in a manner I could get them off quickly and never slept that way. I kept needing more, I continued to test the tightness of the ligatures, pulling myself lower on the bed so that my legs would be pulled wider, and I began sleeping naked. I loved being naked when trussed.



I bought some collars and sometimes wore those, tightening them to the level of discomfort. I even bought a gag ball, which stayed hid in my closet. The collars were interesting, some had loops on them and I could lock myself in after tying them to the headboard making my confinement complete. Tied to the bed by my ankles and my neck, but again only for a short time, late at night.
You have no idea how wet I get just thinking about all this, it is so delicious and I know what this all leads up to. That next time, that morning of the most intense feeling, that morning that as I had 'feared' David came into my room.
Ostensibly he wanted a ride somewhere and his car was not working. He could not get it started. Could I take him or could he borrow the car. I was laying in bed, my ankles bound spread eagle and hands tied behind my back. My gags and collar were under my pillow, but carelessly I had left some of the scarves tied around the corners of my headboard.
He knocked as he does, and in mortal fear I woke tearing my arms apart from their garbage tie bindings just as he opened my door and stepped in. The motion of my arms from behind my back led me to basically throw the covers off my bed so that in a moment I was exposed from my waist up. My breasts exposed until I pulled the sheet back up over myself.
He backed slightly, saying "Sorry. Sorry."
The feeling of my spread legs, and my nakedness all flooded into me. I was trapped, my fantasies raging.
How could he not notice? In the light of my room the sheet was fallen over my legs, spread wide beneath, one ankle basically at each corner of the bed. MY feet practically touching the corners of the foot board. Could he see the ropes tied at the corners, the scarves tied at the top?
All this happened in a split second, as he stood there.
"You should wait until I say you can come in David." I tried to make light of it. I truly wanted him there.
He said again, "I'm sorry. Didn't mean to interrupt anything. I thought you were asleep."
"I was."
"I need to borrow your car, or could you give me a ride. Mine broke down."
I could tell he noticed the ropes. I could see his eyes, he was tracing the ropes at the corners and the path of my legs from the corner of the bed, but then snapped his eyes back on me.
I turned crimson.
"I can give you a ride. I'll need my car otherwise you could. . ." my words trailed off, he was looking at my legs again.
"Ok. That's what I thought." Pause, "You ok?"
"I'm fine, you startled me. Never woke me up like this before."
He smiled, glancing around my room again. My box was against the wall again. I was not being careful enough, but it had been such a long time.
I tried to get him to look at me again, "Can you make me some breakfast?" His eyes on me melted my body, my whole middle softening and melting. I began my fantasy, being trapped. Pulling back the covers. I cannot get away, my spread legs, my trimmed little pussy. I could feel myself leaking.
His voice, "Sure."
"Give me a minute I'll be right down."
----------
I'd finally figured out a pantie gag, made it myself. It is harder than you think. First you need the right panties because a pair too big will not fit all in your mouth and too small and you are not gagged. I worked out how to roll them up and close off my mouth, binding a scarf so it stayed.
I'd bought the ball gag but I drooled when it was in and so I read about pantie gags and one of the things I noticed is that they are absorbent, and you do not drool. One of those things a bondage aficionado comes to learn, ha ha.
Anyways, I had also bought some fishnet stockings and was heading to my room, and I guess I must have been too quiet because when I opened the door to my room, there was David.
He was sitting and going through my box!
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
"You fuck!!" I screamed.
I clenched my panties and fishnet stockings in my hand before throwing them at him, only to watch in horror as they opened up revealing a pair of fishnet stockings and scarf and panties fluttering around his shoulders.
"My sisters into some kinky stuff." He said. But when he saw my eyes, he thought better of the joke.
I began to cry. "You shit. You have no right. No right to snoop in my room. Get out!!"
I was crying.
He stood up, "Sis. I'm sorry. Come on."
"You fuck."
"I had no idea, I didn't know." He was holding me by the shoulders as I swung my hands out at him, in some ludicrous attempt to hit him. "I had no idea. Come on. Come on."
It just made me go more wild. He knew. He knew. God damn it. What kind of sicko am I. I kept these things in my closet. So much stuff. I looked down, the box was overflowing.
He moved away from me and I fell on the bed.
"I am. I'm sorry."
"Get out!!"
--------------
Oh my God. He saw me in my bed, the ropes, the gags, he saw my vibrator for fuck sake. I held out a vibrator that I could rig to my bed and feel myself getting penetrated.
Shit.
I did not know what to do. How could I ever face him again? I carefully put everything back in the box, and slid it into the corner of my closet and sat down staring into the mirror, looking at my face. I was beet red, my makeup running down my face, my hair limp around my cheeks, my lips swollen my runny nose.
"Fuck."
I sat, listening to the house. Is he still here? I wondered. Had he run out of here. Who would he tell? He's left. He'll never see me again. I opened my door and listened.
I walked down the hall, and his door was open. I looked in and he was packing.
I stepped in and leaned against the wall wiping my cheeks, "What you doing?"
"Packing." He looked up at me. "Sara. I'm sorry, I never, never intended to . . ."
"You don't have to."
"You don't want me here, not after what I did."
He stood silently before me, and I hugged myself as I leaned against the wall. We just looked at each other.
"It's ok." I paused and added, "Your right about one thing. You got some sicko for a sister, huh."
"Don't even think that. Come on. It's . . . I'll admit, not anything I could have ever come up with."
I laughed.
He loosened up a bit, "I think of you more, less, uh." He was struggling for words.
"Less Sexual." I said.
"No. Less. Intense." was all he could say.
"Don't leave. I'll get rid of everything. I need to stop anyways. It's stupid, no big deal. I got a boyfriend that was into it and he turned me on to it a little bit." I lied.
"I'm sorry. I don't know what I was thinking. It was a joke. A joke. Look I don't care, you're not hurting anybody. Are you?"
"I'm not cutting myself, or choking myself if that's what you mean."
"Adults. Adults do . . ."
"Weird shit. Stay." I grabbed his bag and dumped it.
I sat on his bed, and we were like that a long time. "Look." He said. "I love you."
"Weird shit and all?"
----------------
There was definitely a certain awkwardness that came from our little incident.
A cautiousness in how we interacted. He did not want to anger me again nor bring up what happened, and he avoided my room like the plague. For my part I did not really know how to move around him now, I was so aware of my hands and body in his presence (where should I put them?), and meeting his eyes led me to blush crimson. When our eyes met, I had to look away, I was still so embarrassed. In part for what he knew about me, but also because of my knowledge of my own fantasies that were beginning to include him. It was this elephant in the living room that we did not want to talk about, but was likely also the only thing we were thinking about in each others presence.
Ugh. Why did this even have to happen?
David was continually being over nice to me to the point of irritation, until finally I said, "Look, I'm not fragile or anything. I'm not suicidal. I'm normal. It's all ok."
He looked at me after my outburst, "You're Happy?"
"Yes. Jesus Christ!" I swatted him with the back of my hand.
"I'll hold off on the 'normal' judgment just now, but ok. Happy." He said while frowning and rubbing his arm where I hit him. "I understand. Remind me to avoid unhappy," grinning.
"Call it the new normal," I interjected and we both smiled.
So, we adjusted, to OUR new normal. The only thing that had changed was this shared knowledge of a secret that had not been known before. It's truly weird what impact that has. Imagine if your deepest darkest secret were suddenly uncovered before an unsuspecting someone who saw you every day. How would YOU be?
As normalcy returned, I thought about how a person can adapt to almost anything. Aside from David looking at me a little longer than I ever remembered, we were falling back into our old routines.
I would be shocked if he ever came to my room again though, ha ha. I think he was afraid to even go to the bathroom now because it was so close to my door.
Therein lay a bit of a new found freedom.
My room became MINE, even though - and likely because - he did have that nominal knowledge of what I did in there by myself. At night we watched movies together the regular way we always did, sipping wine or drinking a beer, and then we would say our good nights; and there WAS a certain erotica about it now. Almost as if I were saying, 'Good night David, I'm going to my room to tie my naked cunt up now.' I think he felt it too. But it remained unspoken.
I went to my bedroom, and indeed yes - I tied myself up with a new freedom. Not every night, not all the time, but as the urge rose in me, this inexorable desire to be bound. The inability to move, the loss of control, the feeling of bindings digging into my flesh, AND happy that I was not doing so, utterly alone anymore. I was, in fact, having some affect on someone else by my actions. Someone did know! Albeit my brother. I imagined him actually masturbating to his thoughts - dare I say his fantasy - of me, and the fact he knew gave me a certain thrill I had never felt before.
Tonight I bound my torso with two 12 foot lengths of silk binding rope each folded in half and threaded through a brass ring. The ring was set at my navel and each length was pulled tight around my waist, with the cord threaded back through the ring and then down between my legs so that they lay tucked inside my labia and then up my back in a criss cross pattern over my back and around under my arms and then across and between my breasts and under my arms again, beneath my breasts, over the top, and down to be tied back to the ring. It created this wonderful criss cross pattern over my torso which I would cinch tighter like shoelaces in a shoe, until my breasts ached and my flesh protruded from where I was trussed with the black cords.
I clamped weighted clips to my hard nipples and let them hang, the ache had sent this delicious tingling up my spine, just right. I next bound my ankles in a new way I had once seen in a magazine but never dared try, allowing for my feeling of being left alone in my room.
I bent my ankle back as far as it would go and bound my ankles to my upper thigh, wrapping the binding up around my bent leg toward my knee and then up around my back on each side and tugging until my legs were forced open wide, as wide as I could. It was impossible to either straighten or close my legs bound in this way, and my gaping pussy was impossibly exposed. I was trussed in the most vulnerable way possible. It was wonderful, the feeling of air on my sopping wet puss. Oh god, fantastic.
From any angle my cunt was held open to be fucked and there was no way to stop anybody. I loved the feeling, especially when laying on my front because the way I was tied left me kneeling on the bed with my ass high in the air, and my legs wide open.
Before my little session I had set a chair at the end of my bed that had attached to it a broomstick with a vibrator taped to the end, and as I lay forward on the bed I could slide down and with legs open to impale myself on the dildo. Blindfolded and trussed up I could rock myself on the dildo, let it penetrate me deep and be fucked to abandon pretending that it was not I, but some stranger in the room. The dildo fit perfectly, a giant vibrating cock, and what was amazing about this position too was the way the clamps on my nipples moved and dragged on the sheets of my bed as I thrust up and down, dragging my breasts and fucking. Exquisite.
The only disconcerting thing about the whole exercise was that I could not stop thinking about David, who as down the hall no more than ten feet away through the wall. I could imagine him there, while I was bound, helpless. He had to know what I was doing, knew I was bound, he could come in and take me. Nothing I could do about it. I would lay thinking this as I undulated my hips, thrusting onto the dildo, feeling this 'cock' press up inside, it was his cock I began fantasizing about.
No! No!! So big. No. Stop. "David! Ahhh!"
I let my moans out, probably louder than I had ever been. Loud enough to leave the confines of my room. Could he hear? I told myself no, and besides, he would know anyway. Would he not know?
My regrets in solo bondage:
I could not bind my arms behind myself at the elbow. I regretted that my knots had to always be done in a way that could be easily undone, and that meant I was not truly bound. Nor could I harness myself to the bed completely. I had not been able to figure out a way to tie my ankles to my wrists from behind as I imagined it. I wanted hooks, hooks in doorways on the ceiling, to hook myself to, but could not come up with a way. These things I wanted more and more, and my thoughts of their intensity and the pleasure of being truly bound remained in the background.
Worst of all, I kept trying to recreate the two most intense orgasms of my life, which strangely enough had both involved the presence of David.
--------------
A third night was coming that would prove to be the most amazing sexual peak yet. Like nothing I had ever ever felt. It was truly the craziest thing ever.
I was getting 'ready' for bed, and had reached a point where I really could not fall asleep unless I was bound in some way. Some nights it took nothing more than to have my ankles tied. Sometimes a belt pulled tight around my waist was enough, but it had to be something. Other nights were more elaborate depending on the intensity of my yearnings.
Tonight I needed something more, was in a total heat. Stripping naked I tied my ankles spread eagle to the foot posts on my bed, ironically the very position that I lay in when David came in that time and probably my favorite position for that reason. I tied myself low on the bed pulling my legs as wide as they could go. Then I had rigged up a way to reach back and slip my hands into ropes that could be tugged tighter giving my the feeling of my wrists being bound from behind, though I could still escape. My torso truss was on, tied nice and tight, just enough to restrict my breathing, with silk cords running between my legs tucked nicely up inside my labia and pulled tight.
Mmmmm, fucking god, yes.
I lay like this my naked skin on fire, the sheet pulled up to my neck before going to sleep. I left a night light on so that I could just see myself in the mirror.
Before drifting off to sleep there was a light knock at the door. I jumped. My initial reaction was panic, needing to hide. David?? Untie myself.
His voice calling, "Sara?"
He was not opening the door, knocking again and calling.
"Sara?" Only this time, the door opening a tiny crack.
"You asleep already? I thought we could . . ."
My instinct was to call out 'No! Don't come in! I am in bed already.'" But that is not what I did. Would he come in? I lay a moment silent. Saying nothing. My heart beating so hard, I let out a breath with no words. I did not want this moment to pass without him.
Finally I said, "It's ok. Come in."
He pushed the door open, his eyes were saucers in the low light. I was fully visible from where I lay tipped a little on my side with the sheet pulled up high. Knots were clearly visible on the posts at the foot of my bed.
All he said was, "Oh!" Almost a gasp.
There was silence in the room. I let him look, melting inside. Laying limp. Yielding. What was he thinking?
"I see you're in bed."
"Hmmm. Hmmmm." I felt myself growing warm.
He turned to leave, then pausing, "Can I turn on the light?"
"Yes."
He turned it on and the room flooded with light, my eyes adjusting. I looked down trying to see what he saw. My legs were spread wide and the sheet was pulled up just like the last time. I was completely covered, but the outline of my spread legs were clearly visible beneath the sheet. A perfect outline of my bare cunt beneath the sheet. My box sitting at the foot of the bed stuffed full.
David was looking at me up and down, I letting him, when finally he asks, "Sara. Can I see?"
He was asking to see me. Oh my God!
"I don't think so. I'm naked right now."
He went a shade of red with those words. I could not believe what I had just told him.
He could barely get the words out, "Oh, sorry. Sorry. I thought, thought maybe we could see a movie or have a . . . that's all, I didn't know you were. Sorry."
I was smiling at his rambling on, liking my affect on him, and I still did not want him to go. The adrenaline in my body was on full, I was crazy, this feeling of being watched, bound and watched. It was like last time, only now he knew, I could feel his arousal. Electric.
He was turning to go again and I blurted out, "David. Wait. IF you promise me, IF you do exactly as I tell you." He paused at the door. "Everything. You can, See me I mean, some. You already saw me topless once right?"
"Yes. Ok. If its ok?" He was intrigued and nervous, turning to the bed and stepping nearer. "What do you want me to do?"
"You can pull the sheet down, but no further than my waist." He grasped the sheet and began pulling it lower, exposing me. My shoulders sliding free, lower my trussed breasts. Lower. His hands were trembling.
I repeated, "No further than my waist!" I was naked, and began turning myself away now so that he was looking at my bare back, with my arms tied behind, the curve of my lower back, the black cords crossing my torso. He moved down the bed with the sheet in his hand, tugging it slowly lower, and lower, letting it slide along my bare skin rising up my hip.
"No further, than my waist!" I could barely speak.
I felt like I was on fire, I was unable to move. If he continued there was nothing I could do. My arms pulled back behind me, I could not move, imagining myself wildly trapped. Unable. Bound. I wanted to be bound and trapped for real, this fantasy taking over. I kept watching his hands so near to my skin. The way he stood he could see my breasts from the side, my arms pulled back, the curve of my hips. Touch me.
His voice, "Yes. I hear you." disembodied.
Lower, a little lower. He stopped, and I could feel him there looking at me. He breathed out, "Oh my god Sara, this is real. Where do you get something like that?" His eyes on my torso, the black silk stood out against my bare skin. I could see that it was pulled so tight that it dug into me.
"I do it myself."
"What do you do? How?"
He had the sheet down farther than I wanted, just past my hip and at the right angle I imagined he could see down to my thigh and the curve of my abdomen, but I did not object. I was still turned from him, so the fabric lay draped down my backside. I could tell my puss hairs were barely covered. I had the sense that he could see the crack of my ass.
I answered, "It's two lengths of rope folded in half and here, its just looped around my waist and then over my shoulders, under my arms, under and over my breasts. I tug it until it feels nice and tight." I left out the crotch tying.



Silence.
I added, "You like it?"
He met my eyes, and there was lust and shame at the same time. Difficult to describe. "I don't think I can tell you what I think."
I rolled the other way to face him, letting my arms rock beneath me and lay toward him. He could see me, the front of me, my hair fallen around my face, my breasts tied and exposed. The way I had rolled left the sheet even lower than it had been and I realized that every time I moved it was slipping down my thighs. The sheet lay impossibly low on my abdomen, my dark pussy hairs were visible.
I repeated, "But do you like it?"
"You look like something I have never seen. This is real." He kept saying that, I had no idea what it meant. "Wow!" he breathed out, and it was at that moment that he noticed that my torso bindings were extending down along my hip toward the inside of my thigh and between my legs, one on each side.
"Oh my god! What are those?" He almost touched me leaning closer.
I looked down and blushed crimson. He totally noticed. What do I say? "Those? Part of my binding, they run between my legs, from here," motioning at my waist and waggling my hips. "It's the first thing I do, from my waist I run the bindings down between my legs."
He literally groaned. I loved the way he looked at me, realizing how the cords were pressed between my legs. I tried to stop moving though, the sheet was starting to drop open toward my crotch and my pussy was becoming totally visible. His eyes were shining.
I added, "I pull them inside my labia."
He kept looking at the black silk cords disappearing beneath the sheet, and now he could almost see the cords disappearing between my legs.
Some sense was coming over me and suddenly I felt very exposed. I concluded with, "Ok. You can pull up the sheet."
But he did not move, he kept looking at me like he hadn't heard my words at all. Instead he asked, "Why do you do this? Do you know?" He did not pull up the sheet and I could have at that point unhitched my hands and done it myself, but I so liked the illusion of being bound in his presence. I did not want to break the spell. I was bound, unable. He had to do it.
"I don't know, I like it. Hard to explain." I could feel the heat of my body, began to imagine myself masturbating. When he left I was so going to be masturbating.
"But how, when? I don't ever remember anything like this."
"It started as fantasy, I always thought about losing control. More and more. To not be in control. I started to experiment a little, and like the way it feels, to not be able to move when you want. To be helpless, confined."
"Anyone know about this? You do this with anyone?"
"Only you. Everything I do is me alone." I tugged at the bindings and began turn myself a little one way and another, pulling at each of the ropes, with his eyes on me I was still in a fantasy play, struggling. I broke the silence, "You like it."
"Shit. Wow! Yeah." I smiled. "Sorry, I just never in my life."
I was began to rock my hip feeling the cords slide between my legs, and before he might notice I said, "Ok, David, pull the sheet back up."
There was another pause. His eyes on me.
"You promised."
"Oh, yeah, sorry."
He looked like he had just snapped out of a trance, and then he so gingerly took the sheet and tugged it back over me, watching the whole time, I lay there softly for him. Yielding. I was so wet my pussy was soaking into the sheet beneath me, I could feel it running down the crack of my ass, I could undulate my hips letting the cords slide between my legs. Long delicious strokes. I knew he could see me moving. This was crazy. I did not want it to end. Before he left I slipped my hands out of their ties and sat up holding the sheet in front of me.
He was disoriented, moving to the door. I loved everything about this. He looked intoxicated, I sure as hell was.
What had just happened?
--------------
Here is what David did not know.
If I was into bondage before, my recent experiences converted me into an addict, and therein lay a problem. Without really realizing it, I kept trying to recreate these previous peaks that he was creating for me, and this was getting harder and harder to do - and if that is not the definition of an addiction I do not know what is.
I knew in my heart of hearts that having David look at me could only be matched by having him look at me again, but then what?
And I knew the answer.
Touch.
It was too frightening to contemplate for there was no way, so there HAD to be another way. I kept looking for something else, some way to get my fix. I began looking up bondage online, trying to figure out more extreme fantasies, something!! I was wet all the time, in heat, my pussy throbbing in my jeans, my heart always on edge, this sheen of sweat covering me as I schemed and planned.
The hardest part was when we were home. David was there, every day looking at me, insinuating. His mere presence made me wet. To have his eyes on me, lingering. He had not come to my room again, but what if he did? My room did not feel so safe anymore, which now ADDED to my erotic edge. I longed for the knock on the door. But all of this was operating below what I could admit to myself.
And it was worse. Not only did I want to do it again, have it happen again, it needed to be continually MORE. What did that mean? I needed IT to happen again, a literal physical need, like the imprinting of a baby bird on the first thing it sees. My last time with David watching me as I lay naked before him tied up on the bed engendered such an intense physical, emotional response - what other word is there than addiction.
However, the true reality did not come home to me until I began to make preparations for my 'really intense session.' First, I could do nothing but think about what was to come, and IT would finally replace David. Or so I thought.
I felt so completely focused, I waited for a week without binding myself in any way - seven whole days - until my body was literally trembling, I felt light headed with lust. I still thought of myself as a solo bondage freak, so I wanted this to be me, me alone. The problem was that I never was able to truly create a total loss of control, because I needed to tie myself up, bind myself and no matter how extreme, there still needed to be that one way of escape and so ultimately I would still be in total control. Fuck! There was no denying it. How could there be NO escape. THAT is what it was, and it couldn't be David. I wanted to be a slave, with fantasies of absolute obedience. Loss of control that is what it was, submitting to something outside and not inside myself.
So tonight I entered my room physically shaking with an exquisite mix of fear and desire. Could I even do this? This building sensation flooded me as I began tying myself to the point that I always had, binding my ankles and knees, trussing my torso tight with silk cords extending between my legs and tucked up inside my pussy lips, I let out a long breath pulling everything tighter and tighter. It was from this point I was going to be passing the point of no return.
I had bought a pair of metal wrist cuffs, and frozen the key to them inside a piece of ice that would lay in a saucer near the bed. I did not even know how long it would take to melt. Just before snapping the cuffs on my wrist behind my back the acute awareness that I would have no escape without that key overwhelmed me. It was like a wave of sheer panic had come over me, exhilarating, an incredible feeling, unthinkable possibilities (one of which was being discovered laying naked and exposed by my brother).
Snap, then they were on! No matter how I struggled I was trapped, the sensation of being unable to move overwhelmed my senses. My arms were pulled back behind me, and as I was laying face down on the mattress, my ankles and knees tied wide so that my cunt was totally exposed (the way I so loved to be tied up), almost imperceptibly my body metamorphosed into a state of mounting physical arousal: gradually my terror at having no escape turned into a feeling near-ecstasy that I truly, finally was trapped. I would have to wait. I could not touch myself. There was no way. It was working.
I struggled, imagining my naked body in the eyes of another, which gradually became my brother. I so wanted to masturbate, and being bound for longer than I ever had been, my whole body ached, my wrists hurt, my legs itched. After one hour, God I wanted to cum in the worst way, to feel myself, plunge my fingers into my clit. The sheet was soaked with my cum. I began to rock my hips against the ropes tucked inside my labia, so that my clit slid on the cords that were tugging at my pussy. I imagined a hand there, touching me, rubbing me, of struggling and yelling NO! I have read so many stories of what it feels like to be brought to orgasm while bound, pleading, begging but unable to stop it. Stop! Ahhh, I wanted to cum and I began rolling around on the bed, twitching my dripping puss against the cords until I had my first orgasm.
I developed a perfect rhythm, stretching my body out long, raising my shoulders while undulating my hips up and down, over and over with my knees spread wide. The friction of the rope would slide through my wet cunt, making a rough sliding contact over the hood my clit. I lay closing my eyes, sweating, jerking my hips against the silk cords and stretching until they dug deep into my pussy, a feeling of explosion running through my body. A tingling that held me in suspense, rubbing myself until my clit was raw. The entire world vanishing, that indescribable feeling of explosion while bound - the most intense feeling of all, as wave after wave I was cumming on the bed, rolling and moaning. Oh god, so good, it was like it would not stop. And rolling myself around as I orgasmed, I found myself laying on my back, my black little pussy mound suddenly visible in the mirror, the black cords trussing my body, pinching my skin. I sucked in a deep breath, letting myself relax, letting the delirious feeling wash over me.
Even though I knew that I could not unbind myself, and that I had to wait for the ice to melt. I lay watching the chunk of ice as my head cleared and actual thoughts once again washed over me. The huge chunk of ice immobile in the bowl.
It was not the same. I still had control I thought, it depended on time. But I controlled the time. I had the knowledge it would eventually melt, I could watch it melting. It was still a matter of control, a delayed control. How much greater would be the feeling of helplessness if I knew that my release depended entirely on another, on anothers whim. How could that be possible? David. Would he? I mean, to just help me. Just let me go. That is all. Letting me go. Nothing more.
Is there any other possible way, and my mind was wandering to that day he stood watching me. What if he were watching me struggle, knowing I was not free without him?
-----------------
The time came when the key lay in a pool of water, and I turned myself straining to see inside the saucer. I decided it was time and pulled my legs up in the air so as to bring my cuffed wrists up from under my ass and in front of me, so that I could unlock myself. I stretched my wrists as low as they would go and tugged, lifted my legs high, curling into a little ball.
Fuck!!
I couldn't do it. When I tied my wrists with the silks there was more rope and my wrists were farther apart. I could NOT get my arms in front. Shit. Another wave of panic, more intense than the first. I WAS STUCK.
My heart began to pound in my chest, a feeling as if the walls were closing in, as I reached and wiggled my arms toward the chair and saucer, unable to see what I was reaching for. Could I unlock the cuffs behind me? Straining to grasp the key. But how would I do this? This was harder than I thought. Maybe I WAS bound.
After a couple of minutes, I had the key grasped in my fingers. Now what? Where was the key hole? I hadn't noticed, and could not see. In my aroused state my thoughts had not been clear. I looked into the mirror and positioned myself so that I could see my wrists, and the key in relation to the lock. I wriggled myself over for a better view; until, yes, I could see. It was facing to the middle, a matter of pure luck. I tried to move my fingers so that the key would enter the hole, but it would not slide all the way in. Everything was reversed in the mirror. I would have to try again. I found myself straining and straining until exhausted I flopped back on the bed, a sheen of sweat. My naked skin shined in the mirror. My heart pounding, true fear. I tested my bonds, there was no way I could squeeze my hands out of the cuffs. I writhed, and for a moment reveled in my bindings, as my movement and stretching and pulling were once again causing the ropes tucked up into my labia to slide roughly through my center. I had rubbed my pussy raw with the folded ropes, and began to undulate my hips trying to cum again, swinging my hips and stretching myself so that the ropes rubbed right over the top of my clit, oh god another incredible orgasm waved over me.
Satiated, I rolled once again to get myself free. Fuck. But still aroused, exhausted, physically exhausted, god I wanted fingers in my pussy. I imagined a tongue licking the sweat off my body, licking my cunt, it was painful. I was too aroused, had cum too many times. Straining and moving this time, I was devastated by a massive orgasm that caused my body to explode in spasms and I rolled over onto my side. It was completely unexpected, just the presence of the cords between my legs was stimulating me now every time I moved.
I had to move rather gingerly now as the same rope that gave me so much pleasure now dug into my wet pussy, as I had rubbed my clit nearly off. Oh god, I had to get loose. Mmm! Ahhh, it hurt, ached. I could end up cumming again. God, every move was stimulating my raw pussy, god damn. Agony. What am I going to do? I pulled at my wrists, shaking my arms behind me. I tried to tip the key in the lock and felt it almost slide in, almost, but not quite at the right angle. I had to get it just right. Shit!!! I was STUCK! Panic was overtaking me, I was shaking my arms violently, trapped. Fucking trapped. I couldn't move anymore, I was tired. I felt like sleeping. I could hear my heart.
What I remember most clearly was that as I lay trembling before the mirror looking at myself, my wide hips and trimmed pussy, my gaping cunt, the black cords digging into my torso, and reaching down between my legs - and then I heard it.
I heard the front door! THUMP!! Thump!!
Shit. Fucking shit.
It was the front door, opening and slamming. The sound had startled me, but I was just too tired to move. David! It was surreal, as I lay thinking David would help me. Then realizing that he would see me, fuck. I lay with my face to the mattress and my naked ass lifted up in the air, legs spread wide.
My whole body melting at the reality. There was nothing I could do. I didn't have the key anymore, where was it? I didn't even know. Fuck. HE needed the key to let me go. My mind raced through possibilities as my heart pounded. I had dropped it. When? I struggled to roll myself over onto my back, feeling around, where is it?
I don't know how I kept from screaming out loud. I needed help, but had no idea whether to yell, 'Stay Away!' or 'Help!' And I could hear David coming up the stairs, "Sara? Sara?" I needed him to let me free. I was growing wet at the thought. There was a knock, and then the door opening.
"Sara? Sara. Fuck, Sara. You ok?"
"David!"
I could tell the moment he saw me by the sound of his breath. He was walking to me, "Holy. Sara?"
I simply lay there, naked, not moving. Feeling his eyes on me.
All I said was, "You need to find the key," and turning I waggled my wrist at him.
There was silence. Then he asked, "Where's the key?"
"I don't know."
He said nothing, I could hear him moving around. The room was silent, when he says quietly, "I found it. How long you been like this?"
"I don't know."
I felt the mattress compress. He was sitting beside me, I was motioning my arms toward him, but did not feel the key slip into the cuffs.
Only a warm hand at the small of my back.
----------------
I said nothing, laying there, facing away from him. His hand at the small of my back. I said nothing. The feeling sent shudders up my spine. I could barely breath. He was touching me, rubbing me lightly over my hips down over my ass. Part of me wanted to struggle, to say NO, but I was bound. And i didn't want it to stop.
My fantasy, I did not want to feed it. I closed my eyes. His hand. He was looking at me, could see anything he wanted. I was trapped, he had to set me free. He could do anything right now.
I made no noise, submitting myself.
I felt him move his fingertips in soft circles on my lower back, letting his fingers trace the black silk rope that was tied across my waist and down the crack of my ass, trailing his fingers along my inner thigh. I could feel his fingers slip on my skin, lubricated with pussy juice.
"Sara?" He breathed.
Silence.
I felt like an instrument, whose strings were pulled taut. I was so tired. My pussy was already raw from cumming so many times, and I could not squeeze down any tighter on those cords stretched between my legs, my body was involuntarily pressing to wherever he touched me. I had rolled a little so that I was basically laying on my front, my legs spread wide and my arms cuffed behind me, his hand drifting over the curve of my ass, again tracing the rope that descended from each hip right between my legs. My head was turned away from him, and I know he could just see the edges of my breasts pressed into the mattress.
He traced a line up my back, over my shoulders, grasping the rope at the center of back and pulling. It caused the cords to tighten between my legs and I moaned. He was silent, softly caressing my ass again and across my back, up my sides just touching the edge of my breast. His hand. He slid my long hair off my back, and moved his hand across my shoulders and tracing his hands down along my arms, touching the cuffs at my wrist, stroking my waist again and over my ass, tipping his fingers into the crack of my ass and sliding down between my legs. I could tell he was trying to see where the silk rope disappeared between my legs. I did not move at all, he would move me, roll me over, whatever. I was completely trapped, his.
He was so gentle, and the panic and bondage, and fear all mixing together with his gentle touch and the silence. If he were to beat me now, it would have seemed completely right and natural, when I felt him tug at my shoulder. He was rolling me onto my side. I complied, no struggle. His hand tugging at my hip so that my arms were extended back from my body, and my knees bent, there I lay on my side facing him, I lay like that looking up at him. His eyes meeting mine. We said nothing. Anything we said would be to end what was happening, so we said nothing.
The mattress was moving a little, and then his hand sliding along the outside of my thigh and over my hip bone, down to my waist. Up along my side, along my rib cage and so softly his fingers pressing into the edge of my breast. I had one moment thinking, my god, he can't be doing this! No!! But I did not move, or react. Too wonderful for words.
He would free me, I was not trapped. I felt utterly relaxed, peaceful. Only he could free me.
He squeezed my breast, and let his fingers slide down off my breasts and over my tummy, as I involuntarily sucked in my abdomen at his touch. I felt his fingers just brush my pussy hairs and then touching up along my hip, and over my ass. I felt his fingers curl around, grasping the silk ropes right at the top of my ass, and tug.



I let out an involuntary moan at the pressure against my cunt. The pressure of the ropes dug into my raw, aching clit. He let go and pulled again. "Ahhhhh." I could not be silent. "Ohhhhh."
"Like that?" He whispered. I did not respond. He pulled once more and I felt my body shudder and shiver, it was like HE was fingering me. I was undulating my hips as he watched me masturbate against the taught ropes, as he held them tight against me. I was his instrument.
"Ohhhhh." Only these guttural moans, I felt like an animal unable to speak.
I wanted to cum again, to let him watch. But he let go, and began sliding his fingertips back along my body, exploring every crevice of me.
I heard his voice once more, "You want me to untie you?"
I simply nodded, and felt his hands slide off of me.
He stood, I could see the key. I closed my eyes, waiting for this to end. I knew it would have to. No other thoughts.
But there was no key. When next I opened my eyes, he was still looking at me, and I watched as he unzipped his pants and took out his cock, leaning toward me touching his hard cock to my lips. Oh my god! I was so tired. He was poking my mouth with his cock, saying nothing. I simply opened my mouth and let him slide inside.
I took him in my mouth and swirled my tongue on the underside of his cock, licking him. Tasting his salty cum, touching the tip of his head with my tongue. He was rocking himself into my mouth and I held myself to him, opening my mouth and sucking. Sucking my brothers cock while tied up. He could do anything to me.
My hips rocking, and my pussy throbbing. I could feel my heart beating in my labia. I opened my eyes and looked at him, he was not smiling. His eyes closed and rocking into my open mouth. Fucking my mouth. He reached a hand down and began to stroke my arm, squeeze my breasts, moving in my mouth faster. I could feel him tremble suddenly and his cock spraying cum into my mouth, "Oh god Sara. I'm sorry. I couldn't help it." And I felt my mouth filling with his cum, could feel it leaking down my cheek.
I held his cock in my mouth, felt it softening and he curled his body over me once more. He hugged me, and leaning down nuzzled his face in my hair. Whispering, "I couldn't help it Sara. You are so fucking beautiful."
It was the nicest thing anyone ever said to me.
-------------
I felt the key in the lock, and before turning the lock he said, "I want to untie you."
There was a pause, he was holding the key there, waiting.
"Let me."
I knew what he meant and nodded.
Click, the cuffs fell off my wrists and I realized how much my arms hurt as they swung to my side. I pulled them in front of me and stretched, still utterly naked before him. I realized also that he had completely taken off his pants and that he was sitting on the bed in only his T shirt, which now felt somehow normal. I noticed his cock was not soft anymore, but it was not quite hard either. A big bush of hair at the base of his cock, lighter than my puss.
His hands were back on me, caressing my skin and rolling me toward him. I complied completely, only crossing my arms over my breasts as I turned as he moved me. I kissed the tip of his cock. His eyes roamed over my body, and I held my eyes on his, watching him watch me. He was the mirror I had always looked at and imagined.
He turned his attention to my legs, the way my cunt was spread wide. I could feel his eyes on me as he looked between my legs. I felt him slip the knot loose and curl the black silk ropes from around my ankles, undoing the figure eight I had tied there. He slid his hands up my long legs, up my thighs and across my abdomen, following the rope where it was tied to my waist. My legs were still spread wide and his hand slipped between my legs.
"Ahhh," I gasped. "I'm sensitive there."
He lightened his touch and was pressing his fingers softly through my pussy hairs, and gently over the outline of my pussy lips. I let him do anything he wanted just then. I had no idea what this would do to us when we went back to normal. He continued to untie the knots at my waist and then I could finally straightened my legs.
My legs fell apart and I stretched. He sat beside me, only my torso trussed, and the bindings between my legs.
He rolled me onto my front, and I lay with facing away from him. He began stroking my ass and back, tugging the silk ropes, that held such imaginings for him; and I felt his hands tugging at my legs pulling them apart. The only moment I felt a flush of resistance was then, he was going to look at my pussy again, but I was not bound. If I were to hold my legs apart now, it would be me letting him.
But I knew what he was doing too. He wanted to see the silk ropes that slid between my legs. I felt him pulling and I let my legs lay however he positioned them, letting my legs slide wide apart as they had been when bound. I let him look between my legs. His hands sliding over my ass and his fingers curling into my cunt again. My whole body trembled as his fingers traced the cords down between my legs, pulling my labia open, letting his fingertips splay my pussy hairs as he reached under me following them up to my hip, pressing his hand flat between me and the mattress and then sliding back up through my center again, I felt a finger pressing into my cunt raising my ass into the air, "aaahhhh."
My ass was involuntarily raising from the mattress at his touch, I was following his hand as it slid on me. Too delicious for words. Make me cum, pull on the binding I kept thinking. Touch me, don't stop. His hands fell off me again, I let out a deep breath.
"Beautiful." He whispered. "You are so beautiful."
I felt movement on the mattress and David was moving between my legs, my ass still lifted in the air and I felt his cock touch me, pressing right at my pussy. Slick and warm, his hard cock. He was going to fuck me. He was sliding the head of his cock along the silk cords and tugging them to the side with his fingers. He slid the head of his cock to my opening and then pressed himself inside. My shoulders were down on the mattress, my head turned to the side and my ass lifted high in the air meeting him. Holding myself open for him. Yessss! Fucking god. All the air went out of me as he slid inside.
Oh my god, he was fucking me. I was imagining my self being fucked while bound and how incredible that would feel.
He was pressing inside, long deep strokes. His cum in my mouth and pussy, I began pushing back hard and felt my head buck up along the mattress with each thrust until I was reaching my hands up to the headboard and pushing back against him. He was fucking me harder, and his hands pulling at the cords, each thrust having the duel effect of being filled with his cock, and the silk cords being pulled taut up between my legs and around my clit. It was an unbelievable feeling, it hurt so deliciously, and I felt my orgasm, a raging orgasm.
I lifted my head and began to moan, gutteral deep longings, not words at all, whimpering, a tearing out of my soul. He fucked me harder and harder, I could not stand it. It felt as if I were being torn into pieces, ridden into the air. It was so fucking incredible, I was laying on glass and his body began to fall over the top of me and he wrapped his arms around my waist, cumming in me, filling me, pulse after pulse, his sperm running down my legs. I could feel the change in lubrication, his cum mixing with me, my pussy juices. The weight of his body, his hard cock up inside my body.
I was so tired, I felt dizzy and over and over he was still sliding inside me. His cock holding to me, my ass pressing into him. Soft, slowly and slowly, the head of his cock in my belly. Imagining being fucked while tied up.
I felt him slip out of me.
My whole body shivered. I suddenly felt cold, and my tongue was cold. He let go and I dropped down, lay flat on the bed, one knee pulled up. I could feel his cum leaking out of me. I wanted to cry.
As I lay like that I felt him nosing down between my legs and then I felt the flat of his tongue. David was tasting me, tasting us, licking me, licking the silk cords and my pussy, licking my ass hole and up the crack of my ass, licking my thighs and the small of my back. Shoving his tongue into my hole. Eating my pussy juices and his cum, licking out our spunk.
I let out such a deep moan and stretching raised my ass high in the air. Exhausted, exquisite, like dreaming. I began tipping my ass to his mouth, he was lapping at me like a bowl. Like he was holding a saucer in his hands. I felt like I was in pieces.
"Oh god David," it was the first words I had spoken.
All he said was, "I can't stop."
I let him lick me, his tongue wandering over my body, tasting me everywhere. The salt of my body, cum and sweat. He rolled me onto my back and sucking my breasts, licking my pussy hairs, and the sweat between my breasts, the hairs up my abdomen, licking my belly button and sucking on the lobes of my ears, my neck. Kisses and licks.
I did not move, unbound, free, with him laying across my body, tasting me. I was utterly freely letting him. I could feel his hard cock on my leg again. I wanted to fuck again. But I could not move. He was hard again. I wanted it in my mouth. I casually reached down and wrapped my hand around his hard cock.
"I still have to untie you," he whispered.
He began to loosen the knot at my navel as he lay by my side, and following the cord up over my shoulder, curling the rope around his hand as he tugged it off me, turning me however he needed to untie me. I let him move me however he wanted, his doll. When the rope descended between my legs he pulled my legs open wide and watched as the rope slipped out from my pussy lips, the soaking wet ropes and my creaming pink cunt. Unwrapping the rope from my waist it fell between my legs one last time, up over my shoulder and around one more time and it was off.
I was untied, unbound. David had freed me. I was his. And I was spent, this five hour ordeal, ended with David beside me as I lay naked on my bed. I felt myself drifting off.
He leaned down and looked at me so closely, with such intensity, and lay beside me brought his one leg up over my hips. He leaned close and kissed me, a lingering kiss on my cheek. I turned and gave him my mouth. I could not even open my eyes.
He lay his hand over my abdomen as we kissed, touching me, stroking my tummy, tickling my pussy hairs. We touched tongues, leaning back he said, "Sorry."
I said, "Don't be."
He said, "Teach me."
I said, "I will."
-------------------
I held the cup gingerly to her lips. Not because it was hot -- it was surely cold by now -- but because I was suddenly nervous for some reason. She opened her lips and I tipped some in, careful not to spill. I tipped it several more times until she shook her head slightly and then I set it back down.
----------------
I was untying my torso, my flesh aching from the bondage, and the orgasms. But I was so hot that the moment I stepped into the shower I plunged my fingers into my pussy feeling the wetness. Fucking incredible. I had never been so wet and over the past several weeks that was saying a lot.
----------------
I rigged two belts, snapped a dildo on and worked it into my ass, not sure if I could get it all in. The vibration began, higher and higher when David fell between my legs. I was tied down to the bed, his cock thrust inside my cunt. I was crying out, unable to move, bound in every way imaginable impossibly filled in every way.
Afterward I could barely walk. We finally detached everything to eat dinner.
--------------------
I was drooling so I took out my gag. Then I fell asleep, when I can hear David calling. There I was with my legs tied open in a sea of wetness. We talked for a while and he asked if I had been a good little girl. I told him I was stuck, his hand playing down between my legs while I rolled my little hips around his fingers. I started to say 'No' and we were on.
--------------
However, the only pressure point supporting my body was my crotch, and I found that the localized pressure of the chains tended to pinch my skin too hard against my pubic bone. If I'd had a wide leather strap set up, maybe it wouldn't hurt so much.
I did enjoy the suspension, though. Tipped just right and a cock in me, god, fucking incredible. But the whole house seemed to be moving now, I don't really think that beam's very sturdy.
-------------
Yesterday I had David take pictures of me! I really wanted a picture like the self-tie I did earlier.
I asked him to tie my elbows together. I said "tighter" and he pulled it super-tight! He tied my wrists too. I was very pleased to have my elbows together. I rolled on my tummy and let him snap away. He asked me to scootch up the bed so he could get my cunt. I obeyed.
After a few pictures I asked him to tape my mouth shut. He cut a piece of PVC tape and came at me uncertainly. At about one foot I tipped my head back and he hesitated. Then we both laughed. "Just a second," I said and tried to calm down. Somehow the idea of being taped was making me feel too much loss of control, if that is possible. But I said "Okay" and he put it on. Then he took more pictures.
What can possibly come next.
-----------------
As a sidebar, David got married and moved away. I hadn't seen him for years. I am thinking of visiting. This was all our secret, and his wife of ten years has no idea whatsoever. I have always wondered what ever happened to those pictures?
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"I can't fucking believe we are doing this!"
Your voice is a whisper but it echos.
"See that?" Your heels are clicking on the stone floor, we are standing in this incredible vast space.
I am pointing and you follow my finger, this delicious gaze in your eyes. Serious. Your head is held back and proud. You left your hair in waves - for me. You look like you are balancing something on your chin. You don't know what I am pointing at.
"It's a temenos. A building inside a building. Home. Safety. It's a womb. That's why this is a Basilica."
I take your hand and tug you along, following. Click. Click. Click.
For a moment I let go and I just stood there, silent. Your back was pressing against an enormous stone column, I am watching you watching me.
Your eyes have this searing heat flowing through me. You are wearing a light silk robe, some high heeled shoes, and nothing else. I run my fingers down along your body, over your breasts. Mmmmm, how they feel through the silk, and down, touch your tummy, can feel the hairs of your little puss and tug you open a bit. I have to see.
Your eyes are following me, and smiling. "This....is your church?"
"Hmmm Hmmm."
"Afraid of being caught."
"You gave me the idea."
I run my finger through the folds of your flesh and you open your legs a little, push away from the column. I can barely breathe, and you weren't touching me. Just holding your arms open, letting me.
You simply sigh, "forever your submissive."
And I tug at you then, I needed you so bad, my eyes stung with frustration. My cock so hard, and you playfully pull away, click click click. Faster now. I didn't know whether to beg you or wait, silent. I knew you would obey me, anything. I wanted to shout out "Stop."
You wander over and stand before some paintings. Abstracts, red and yellow on black backgrounds.
"Stations of the cross I say," and sidle up behind you. You are looking intently. My hands rest on your shoulders and I draw my thumbs across your shoulder blade. Finally I couldn't stand it anymore. You walk to another picture - Christ carrying his cross. The first fall....and to the next. every time I touch you, let my hand brush against your flesh, this little butterfly flying to the next.....
"Please," I murmured so quietly, I don't think you heard me, but your gaze came up to my lips and I said it again, softly, "Please, touch me."
You take my hand, whisper "Eat me, fuck me. Take me, over there." Your small hand is held out. I see the alter, directly beneath, inside the large stone canopy, white. Decorated, silent.
We walk across the field and You let your robe drop, utterly naked. Your white flesh and beautiful hair, small mouth, wicked wild eyes. I love the way you move, your shoes lay along a pew. Barefoot now, you look back smiling.
"The floor is cold."
I follow and lift you up on the edge of the alter and you sit there, wrap your arms around my neck, lean down and kiss me. The first time. We kiss like this, feeling you open your mouth, and for a moment I forget where I am, who I am, who you are.
The Goddess.
You push my shirt back and lift it over my head, you feel my chest, I unclasp my belt. I know what it is you want.
This time you lay back, feeling the cold stone, parting your thighs and cup your cunny with your warm palms. I follow, lifting myself up and lay on you. I feel you hooking one of your bare legs over your shoulder, and I slowly lean down move closer, closer to my little puss, hot and achy, on fire for me.
I lick you, looking up at you, your closed eyes. Savoring one more vision of your hair lain out on the altar. Watching your mouth in this pout, the arch of your back as you are waiting, let my touch melt into you, we are soft and warm, wet. I am dying for you, all of you.
I wanted to grab you by your hair, turn you and fuck you, feel you pushing back against me. And I press into you, press my whole mouth into your cunt, feel you fucking yourself on my tongue. Press into you with my fingers. You squeak, even this echos. "We have to hurry." But I have no intention....
My fingers in you and I am brushing your little rough patch, that G spot that makes you crazy, creaming my fingers. I press a finger up into your ass, and you moan out, your cheeks are glowing. The lights low, and you have this alabaster sheen. The sweat and warmth of us, literally glowing in this enormous place.
I love the way you move, fucking yourself on my tongue. And I move up your body and lick you, kiss you, nibbling your body. Your body is trembling and right now that's what it is, You turn yourself over and lay flat for me. I lay on you, slide my cock between your legs, you can feel my belly fluttering against your ass and I am pressing my whole length, filling you then. I kiss your shoulder and fuck you slowly. Long strokes up into you, your ass undulating beneath me. Taking me, every inch
I was nearly crying reaching out for you, curled my fingers into your hair. Gave you a slight tug, testing your reaction. But you were letting me. I pulled you to me tightening my fingers in your hair until I knew it hurt. Watched you arch your back.
"Ahhh, ahhh."
I thought I could hear you laughing and you slid up my body, letting my leg go. My heart was beating so fast I didn't know if I could walk. I thought it would burst out of my chest. And turning yourself now, let me drop out of you.
"Come on," You whispered, pulling me around, opening your legs and pulling me down, laying on your back. I slid easily inside again, your eyes are still closed, and I am pushing into you as deeply as I can, feeling filled and filling.
I am whispering to you, "you are the goddess."
No answer, "mmmmmm. Crazy....." is all you whimper. Turning your head back, smiling.
I taste you, fill myself completely. My chalice. Sipping your tongue. Eating you, blood and bread, food, delicious. Too delicious for words. Gold and scents and space.
"Cum in me,"
you say between breaths, "I want to stain.... this place with...... us."
*****************
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A distant thump, the door opening and closing. I look over at the clock, it's 2:30 in the morning. "Fuck!"
Is tomorrow a game? I can't remember. I'm so tired. I hear rustling. And his steps moving down the hall. I can feel his presence, he's standing in the doorway and so I pretend to be sleeping.
Fuck. I'm angry, trying to keep my breathing calm.
We have a deal.
My eyes are closed and I don't move, but I am laying in the right position for him. He's standing close, "Sara, Sara." He's drunk. His shadow looming, god he is a big guy.
I feel his cock in the dark drag across my cheek in a liquid smear.
"Sara, I got a game tomorrow." Silence, I don't move, his cock head is bobbing against my lips pushing and tapping. I press my tongue out and touch him with just the tip and he pushes harder as his length slips inside.
My hard little boy, my mouth opening wet, lazy and liquid as I hear a thug's growl: "All RIGHT, DO it."
He is moving closer, and his rough hands are pulling at me. I turn slightly, keeping eyes closed. Running my tongue along the underside of his cock, I can feel a thick vein, the hole at his tip. I can feel his giant school ring, drag cold across my breast as he squeezes me, squeezing my tits. He breaths, "Ohhhh, Sara, thanks."
He fucks into my mouth a little faster, too fast, slow down so I reach out and hold his hip with my hand. He holds still at my touch and I lean up on an elbow, begin to bob on his shaft. Drawing him in and out. There is a light through the window, my eyes adjusting I can see him now and look up at him, our eyes meet. I can imagine how I look. He holds me by the the back of the neck and aids my progress.
Jason has a little problem, well not so little. He plays football, he's a big thick headed guy who gets nervous for the games. And so, this method of relief has emerged between us. He gets a hard on, a hard on that never goes down. It's been a crazy, and painful, problem. Erect, my little brother can barely fit into his nut cup!! He tried his hand but to no avail, not enough release. So he pleaded with me, and we have a deal.
His hand swings across my left cheek, a gentle caress, he is feeling the bulge of his cock head slide in and out. I press deep on him until his cock presses into my throat, and I can literally feel the vibration of his moan. His wiry hairs tickle my nose as I take all of him deep. He's pumping again and I let him as his hand wanders down across my breast and lower. The 'deal' is relief, but his wandering hands! I shake my head, uh uh. No touchy touchy. Hard to talk with your mouth full. He settles for my tit which I've allowed. He squeezes my nipples which get so sensitive and his pumping becomes a nice long stroke, I lick and suck, nibble and suck. Scrape my teeth on him, not long and his hands are wandering again.
Oh fuck it.
I lift my knee up, let my thighs spread apart, with the heat of his cock pumping in my mouth, keeping a steady friction, and his fingers are playing with my nice trim bush, Ohhhhh! Now I am moaning, he's opening my cunt. My pussy spreads wet and slippery, god I am getting horny. His fingers sliding on me now, oh fucking god. I let him.
His hand clamping down, I am far too familiar with him to try or want to fight. Hurry up, now I need him to cum. It is a race with his finger in me, one I do NOT want him to win. Cum!! Even as my hips undulate around his deviant hand mashing my cunt.
"I love this," he says. "I love watching you. You're so beautiful."
He's sweet and I smile as much as I can. He turns sweet, I like that. I am turning hungry and ravenous and picture something larger than his finger inside me. Cum dammit! I am lifting my ass up from the bed and following his hand with my hungry little slit.
He puts his thumb diagonally across my clit and I about explode, am pumping him furiously and gripping his ass with my claws, he cums faster when I scratch him. My nails dig in and I feel his cock jump. He's close! He's really close! The guys tease him about the nail scratches on his ass, and he won't tell them who it is.
He better not ever!
His palm is cupping and squeezing my cunt, his thumb diddling my clit and he buries his middle finger to the hilt in me as I buck against his hand. I am so hot and clamp my legs on his hand. His cock is twitching and I claw him good, can feel his skin dig in my nails.
"Ohhh God!"
His cock is spurting, cumming in thick ribbons down my throat. I don't want a mess. No! Am drinking as fast as I can, god dammit. His spurts leaking down my chin and I can't take him fast enough, his spray cascades across my neck. Fuck. He's moaning and lets go of my puss, and my brain is all NOOOOOO! Don't let go, keep touching me. I want to cum now, horny as hell. His cock is pulling out of my mouth, softening.
He's standing there with pants around his knees. He says, "Leave your mouth open." He likes to see his cum. Such an egotist. I hold my mouth open for him, the display, though its mostly swallowed but he can see his handiwork running down my face and neck.
"You got me in the hair," I say.
My sheet is down around my thighs, and I am laying naked. He's seeing more and more of me in this game. His cock is soft now, and this one time will generally do the trick. He's out of breath and fumbling with his pants.
Then he does something remarkable, for a guy, for my dumb little brother. He takes his hand from my face and dips his fingers into the glass of wine that is sitting on my night stand. I can see his fingers in the deep red from in the glass turning all pink and transparent on his skin. I should be yelling at him for ruining my wine!
But he wets my lips with it, rubbing the wine into my skin, across my mouth. His hand moves slowly down my neck following the trail of cum, smearing his cum into my skin, mixing it with the wine, and then around my lips again. Cum and wine. I hold my mouth slack against his touch, as he smears the liquids into my mouth. Running his fingers across my teeth, from left to right, back along the lower teeth from right to left.
"I love your mouth sis. You got a wicked one."
My other mouth is more wicked, I think to myself.
He presses his thumb on my tongue which prompts me to begin sucking him again, just sucking on his hand, like I want it all again (I do this time). He is smiling as he lets go.
He holds his palm out. He says, "Dry me off." I take my napkin and run it across his hands and it comes back all pink. I feel like a virgin, like he has done something amazing.
I have this moment of yielding, of wanting everything.
This 'Deal' is turning into something, I want. I need.
Are you hard?
How could I ever totally give myself? I can't. He's my brother. This deal is something I can do, I agreed to it. Sucking him off. Girls do it all the time. He could force me. And then I see myself tied to the bed, trussed up in the back of his pick up truck, attacked in the shower. I am wetter than I have ever been in my life and my hand runs down between my legs. I can feel him there. Sweat beads on my upper lip. God I itch. God I ache.
I close my eyes and open my mouth. A baby bird. Tied and stripped, yielding, legs open, naked. It's quiet. He dips his fingers into the wine and I am sucking his fingers again, feed me.
Do you get it??
I slip from the soft bed to my knees there in the dark, my bare toes brushing the cold wooden floor. I gather a little pillow under my knees for padding and begin opening his pants.
And I do say it, "Are you still hard?"
I am pressing his shirt up his abdomen, and I can feel the warmth of his body on my face. I open his pants and touch his cock, which is firm, not stiff, not painfully hard. I stare, caressing his hips and ass. This part of the body, buried in fabric, our secret. I give blow jobs to my brother before his games. I can see the hard outline of his cock when we sit down to dinner. This part of him, the only part that could truly be physically inside of me, possess me, fill me. It is possible. I could take this part of my brother, envelope it inside of myself, this part of him could be IN me. I could open my legs and let him inside, without touching anything else, we could become one and make our one whole body explode in blinding pleasure.
Cum in me, it's a thought that I speak out loud.
"I want you inside me."
Feel it pulse, alive, inside of me. With those words, his cock grows rock hard!
I lay my hand along its length and press it against his belly, and begin to push his shirt up again, and he finishes it. He steps out of his pants and I stand. We are naked, both of us, facing each other and I lean up on tippy toes and kiss my brother on the mouth. The first time. He has that half grin, such a beautiful man.
"You serious?"
I sit on the bed a moment, lost in this thought, and lay onto my stomach. "Just take me. I can say NO if you need me to."
He's following me onto the bed, I can feel his weight, feel his cock slide across my thighs. I am laying down flat, up on my elbows. My dark hair is hanging down. As he holds himself up on his knees beside me I say, "No. Jason, don't, don't do it."
He takes my hair in his hand and pulls, and my head jerks back.
"Say it again."
"Stop, don't."
I look back. My brother is gazing worshipfully at my ass. (Is that possible?)
That spot between my legs, we are completely silent as his leg rises and straddles me. I am on fire, quivering. I want to push back and find him. Patience. Be patient. I cannot believe this is going to happen. I want to explode. I am so hungry, just the touch, his cock sliding up between my thighs. My whole body is trembling. His hands run across my shoulders, comforting, like he knew what I was thinking. I put my head down on the mattress and turn my ass up, position myself, waiting. Fuck me.
His cock rises and I feel the folds of my flesh slip open, his cock guiding in, slipping on me, I am working my ass around to find it. The mushroom of his penis head is so thick and it pops right inside. "Ahhhhhh," my breath leaves me, I push back.
We ARE one.
My body swells with love, lust, desire, wanting him to be part of me. Alive inside of me. His cock is sliding in, deep inside, slippery and dripping, and I am moving myself, positioning, making it as easy as I can. The taste of wine and cum is still on my breath. I reach back and touch his thigh, feel his movement on me. "Ah. Ahhhhh."
Oh fucking god. I will regret this. Yes!
I claw his thigh, dig my nails in. That groan of a wild animal leaves him as I scratch. He pulls back until just barely touching me and then pushes inside, all the way in, and I can feel it against my belly, fucking god. Oh fucking god. I whimper, "Yes. God yes."
"You ok?" He whispers.
"Oh. God yes."
I've held it in my fingertips, gazed at it sticking straight out, touched it to the back of my throat. He is pumping into me, and I am struck dumb by the incredible smoothness of it. It's not smooth in my mouth. A perfect fit. It feels too hot to the touch now.
I bring my hips up higher, rise to my knees and press back, and his fingers are wrapping around my hip, he's playing with my clit again. Rubbing my clit rough. Ohhhhh, I cannot breath. His cock pumping into me and my clit aching, grinding into him. This is what started it, I think. We are fucking in earnest, almost almost almost touching it. So deep. So fucking deep. Harder. Oh you are there!!
I am so aroused, fire, on fire, my thighs are trembling and the weight of him against me, my head is pushing up into the headboard and I am squeezing the sheets in my hand. I swore I could feel it coming up farther than I thought possible, my belly is filled with cock.
"Keep doing that" I hiss.
My body is stiffening, the whole room shifts to white. I forget, I am forgetting, my ass is pushing hard, he is fucking me, pounding, all my strength god he is pounding me so hard, I am breaking. He is pulling and pushing, oh god. Oh yes. I am cumming, it is like a piece of glass, I am cutting, hot. I looked back can see his his shaft ramming into me, and then he pushes in and holds it. Oh Oh God.
I can feel him cumming, spurt after spurt. My slick soft little pussy turns sticky and this softly softening cock, pulling away, shrinking. And I was worried about cum leaking on my chin. shit. I will leak him all the rest of the night. Yes.
I shouldn't have done it. God yes!! Beautiful regret.
I lay flat again, that little sensitive flap of skin, I notice it under my upper lip and I lightly touch it. I just remember that for some reason. So full. He is still inside me, holding himself to me. I can feel his cheek right at the middle of my back and I know what he is thinking. That this may never happen again, that he never wants it to end.
But he slips out, and I roll onto my back and look up at my brother in the darkness, my heart in my eyes.
"It's ok." I say, "For the game," I say.
"Don't forget," he says. "Sometimes during the day I want you to remember how it was with you..."
God, there's so much more.
I'm sitting in the library, looking at stuff. He walks over and pulls my skirt up my left leg and holds his hand right at my inner thigh, brushes my panties with his thumb, as I read. You know how fucking wonderful that is?
I am robbed of breath, speech, the ability to move.
Every cell in my body is awash with lust.
Try it some time.
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My little sister moved out of the house when I turned 20, while I stayed put. We were always close, and we wanted to keep in touch after she left. I'd call once in awhile and we emailed and sometimes we chatted. It was the chatting that did it. There is something about the computer that kicked up our intimacy. I let it happen, so did she, and besides I liked to drink a bit much which started in the afternoon, which left me drunk with her on the computer.
I never thought of her in any kind of sexual way until one particular evening on the phone.
"What is it?" I asked. She seemed wired, giggling and distracted. "You drunk?"
"Naaaa, not it." A singsong voice. "It's Nothing. I'm eating, s'all." More giggling.
We talked some more, but there was something odd about her. I could not put my finger on it.
"What are you eating?"
"Mmmmm. Some lovely little pastries - a pecan danish and a carmel chocolate muffin. Oooops I spilled some." And she was laughing again. Giggling.
"You're crazy. What has hold of you?"
She cuts me off, "Hahaha. I'm freaking buck naked David. You caught me naked. I work out without clothes and you called, I saw it was you and thought what the hell and picked up. You can't see me so.... I answered without clothes and I been talking to you this whole time eating pastries au natural. Happy now?"
"As in..."
She laughed, "I GOT NO CLOTHES ON Einstein. Yup, your talking to your little sis in the buff. And now I got crumbs of this muffin all over me. Looking at a piece on my thigh right now, want a taste?" Laughing again, "You know what! My muffin is the same color as my muffin! It's almost like eating myself, come to think of it. HAHAHA."
"Siiiiis." It came out like a hiss. I had no idea what to say. Shit I was hard. "I...you making my day."
"Really? Well, just a sec." I could hear her put the phone down.
She paused and I could hear her moving around.
"I'm back."
"You get dressed?"
"Of course, now you know, too weird. Unless...you liked me the other way." This little sing song back in her tone, a manner in her voice she never used with me.
"Actually, I...did...like you the other way."
"hahahah. Oh God, Pervert. Just a sec."
More rustling around and then she is back on the line.
"What'd you do now?"
What do you think? She is laughing again.
"You naked again?"
"Worse. All I got are these cute little pink panties now. Little see through pattern, silky, mmmm, feels nice, a little ribbon right in the middle."
Oh god, what it did to me.
And at that single moment I could not stop thinking about her body.
----------
Actually, what I found out is, she worked out every afternoon in the buff while her roommates were gone, and showered and dressed before they got home. That new fact had a huge impact on me. Every day at that time I had a hard on thinking about the fact she was somewhere without clothes on. And, I took it upon myself to IM her or call, by chance of course, in the afternoons after that right at her workout. It got to be a regular thing. Until she stopped answer the phone. And then I was not getting hold of her by phone or by chat, no emails. Nothing.
I thought I had pissed her off.
After about a week she finally came on line to chat.
Badboy: Finally, hey, I've been trying to get a hold of you.
Sashababy: Why, what's up?
B: You mad at me?
S: Why would I be mad at you.
B: I haven't been able to get hold of you, thought something was wrong.
B: I'm addicted to these chats now with you:) you know. Especially in the afternoon.
S: Ohhhh. :) I seeee. I been out. Met someone yummy.
I got this pang of jealousy.
B: Reaaaalyy, some guy huh?
S: Yes.
B: You been out doing the naughty???
S: In a manner of speaking. He's pretty conservative. Getting what I can.
B: As in
S: Not like my pervy brother.
S: HE wants a relationship, or some such shit.
B: Well don't abandon me.
S: Hahahaha. Need your fix, eh.
B: You're like crack, in a good way.
I was being probably over honest. I had a pang in my gut at the thought of her with someone else.
S: Compliments:) Will get you everywhere. But THIS may not be a good time to chat
B: Why?
S: I'm vewy vewy fwustwated:(
B: Poor baby. Join the club
S: You need a girl.
B: Ya think. Now you mention it, You naked?!!!!
S: Hahahaha. I mentioned nothing of the kind.
S: What you think? It's when you contact me. You drunk?
S: You drink too much.
B: Never, just a few beers.
B: I was worried, thought I might have to come over there.
S: Tsk. Tsk. Now you need a show? Imagination not enough. Seriously, there's lots of girls would date you.
S: I would, haha if I weren't your widow sister
B: Tell me about this guy, what you mean not what you expect.
S: He don't put out. *Pout*
B: As in
S: Duh Homer, No sex. He drives me wild and leaves me wanting. Wants to wait.
B: Fuck that shit. What world you find this guy in??
S: Exactly. Uhhh, I am just so horny.
B: I ask you to do something?
S: What?
B: Put your panties on
S: your awful
B: I want to picture you all horny AND pink. Cover your pink with pink.
S: k.
S: done
B: so what would I see right now.
S: Just li'l ole me, on my bed, sleepy and undressed, my hand covering my lady cake
B: Lady Cake - HA.
S: My kitty, my punny. My muffin.
B: make her purr.
S: Mmmmm'm nipping out now. Too much information?
B: You making me crazy.
S: What you want isn't it? I'm drinking wine myself. Red wine. I am going to be horrified at myself tomorrow.
B: So bad. One of these days I AM coming over.
S: You!!
B: Watch you work out.
S: That would be so wrong, on so many levels.
B: your thinking about it.
S: Stop it! This is a bad time. Your touching all my weaknesses!
B: I could give you a sports massage.
S: yeah more like a breast massage. Right now I wouldn't be able to take it.
B: Me! I'm insulted. Actually I wouldn't touch you, just watch.
S: Just watch??
S: K. I mean, what the hell.
B: Serious!?
S: Seriously weird, but harmless I suppose. We'd be able to talk. I'm here every afternoon on my treadmill.
B: YOU'RE drunk.
S: Yeah, like I said I'll be horrified tomorrow.
B: HA. Have another. This is fun;)
S: If you came over, tell me all the things you wouldn't do ;)
B: Hmmmm. I wouldn't trace my tongue around those hard nipples.
S: OMG
S: Damn you.
B: I wouldn't rub your ass while you worked out, feel the sweat sliding on your skin.
S: Well...I wouldn't tickle that cock of yours, that's all hard now, eh?
S: By the way, YOU got to be naked too.
B: You serious?
S: No.
S: You making me so wet.
B: I wouldn't suck your hard nips into my mouth.
I was rock hard now, this was so out of control. My head was spinning.
B: I wouldn't lay you down and smear slippery oil over your body, run my hands all over you
S: Ahhhhh, Fuck keep telling me
B: I wouldn't sit on your ass while I massage your shoulders, or let my cock drop down between your legs.
S: Get over here!
B: I wouldn't dip my fingers into your little lady cake, and spread you out all wet and sweaty. All shiny pink.
S: I'm so hot right now. Damn you. I'm going to cum
S: MMMMMMMMMMM
S: OOOOO, Oh God, that was bad.
B: Next time I'll be over there.
S: So bad. Don't remind me.
B: What if I did?
S: Coming down off this horniness bro, you should of sealed the deal before I came.
Shit.
B: You'll be horny again. I won't be so generous next time.
S: Your sooooo bad.
B: [Evil Grin] I can wait
B: In the best way.
S: :)
S: Sweet too.
B: And
B: If I show up?
S: I won't say no. Not tonight. I'm sleepy now.
S: Thanks.
--------------
what did that mean? Was this for real?? The internet is this land of nothing is serious. We had never done anything like that before. It was so crazy. Spur of the moment. Wrong. I wanted to go over there, but could not imagine how it would be possible. In her presence it would get too weird. Would she even let me do what we just did again? In fact after that chat I wasn't even sure how to start anything, and we went a few days.
One evening I went out on an actual date and when I got back to the house, me and a girl. Not really girlfriend, but we had messed around a bit. The night had all this energy, and she was into me right now and I took her to the house.
We get into the living room, my computer laying on the table.
I look at the computer and there is my sis.
FUCK.
What a weird feeling, I got a girl in my house and here is my sister, and in the worst way I want to chat with my sister. I get all warm, and glancing at the screen.
"Just a sec."
I sat at the table looking at my sister ready to chat, and then glancing up at my girlfriend not girlfriend sitting across from me. Well this was mildly inappropriate but hey - not even knowing why - and without really realizing my sis would not know I even had had a girlfriend here. I lean over the computer.
"I got to check on my sister and sat at the computer. It'll just be a minute."
She settles on the sofa, shrugs her shoulder. I can tell she is now nonplussed.
S: Hey Bro, where are ya? I'm NAKED here!!!!
S: You there????
S: Come on, where you been? Your loss:(
What a mistake to leave my computer out on the table!!
B: what? Yeah. I'm here.
S: Where you been?
B: Out
S: *Pout* So that's how you are, Love and leave em, hey bro. You get a girlfriend?
B: Well, I got one right now
S: Aren't we the saucy one. Get me naked and hot and bothered for a night, and its all you can think about.
My god she thought I meant her!
Meanwhile my not-girlfriend is shifting around, standing up. "What's taking you?"
"Just one more minute, She's got some problem."
B: Here in the room. Here with me.
S: We'll see about that. Still hits me as kinda weird.
She still not understanding
My girl is walking toward me now.
I see NAKED on the screen. Shit. I told her this was my sister.
"Don't come over here."
She says, "this is shit." And walks off to the bathroom. "Get off that thing before I get back." I messed this all up. God dammit.
B: Sis I got a girl HERE right now!!
There was a pause of nothing.
S: Oh.
S: Guess we got to work out a code, don't want to be pissing anyone off, eh?
B: Sorry, I want to chat.
S: Sure you do. So the code is when you're alone sugarbabies, and if anyones there milkduds.
B: See ya tomorrow cutie.
S: Night night milk dud :(
S: Tonight I might of said yes to what you asked, now it might just be no.
Shit, I was obsessed with her now.
-----------------------
Ugh, my stomach was in knots. The change between us was becoming irreversible.
In response I backed way off, began to question the whole 'relationship' aspect of my sister. This feeling of attraction I had. How I noticed the way her dark hair accentuated her eyes, and the way her lower lip pouted. She liked to bite her lower lip and hold it with her teeth, the tilt of her head. The curve of her hips. How perfect her ass looked in a tight pair of jeans. The sexual feelings I was having, of wanting to see her. My state of arousal, it was all so wild. Now I was beginning to get nervous if I did see her. I'm messing this up, and so I backed off.
But the innuendo within our chats continued, in fact became our preferred contact. The hidden world remained as a gem where I could pretend she was someone else, not my sister. She kept alluding to me coming over, and driving me crazy. Teasing, flirting. To make matters worse, we both started drinking while chatting, and would get just roaring drunk, and let our guards down with the excuse that we were just drunk.
The recurring Game we played with each other centered around food:
S: I'm eating some cake.
B: What kind
S: Chocolate. The frosting is so delicious.
B: Can I have a bite?
S: Just a bite? Sure. A BITE? A nibble
S: A slow and gentle nibble. Here, Mmmmmmm.
B: Mmmmm. So good. I like licking your frosting:)
S: Ooops. I spilled some
B: Where?
S: Mmmmm. Down there *blush*
B: Let me get it with my tongue
B: Can't quite get it, its smearing along your thigh >>>>>. Oh, now you've got some crumbs down there too.
S: What a mess!!
S: I better open my legs to get a better look!!
B: Such a bad little girl, such a mess!
B: I'll lick all the crumbs up for you. Here. Hold still...Roll over on your front.
S: K:)
B: Your so good, doing everything I ask. Can I lick you???
S: OO
B: Open wide!
B: God I love your chocolate lady cake, mmmm so sticky.
S: God damn you, oh ===O>
B: Picking up each little bit with the tip of my tongue. Delicious.
[and I pounced]
B: Can I come over??
S: Crazy.
B: I want to watch you work out.
B: Pamper you.
S: I bet you do.
B: Pweeeese.
S: Oh, I just don't know. Keep going.
B: I got more games to play, hate to end it now.
S: Fucker! Don't stop. Ahhh hurry!!
B: I could dress after:)
B: Can I?
S: Yes. But so wrong on so many levels.
B: I'm licking, nibbling, such lovely lips down there. Soft, wet, so pink, give it to me.
S: oo yeah
B: Tasty
B: Pulling you open, mmmm, presssss right in your ass. Licking you everywhere, getting you all cleaned up.
S: Ohhhhh, fuck. OOOOOOOO>
B: You so tight
B: Let me grab those tits and squeeze, Turn over.
S: Allllll.
B: Can I lay on you?
S: So bad?
B: Yes.
B: wrap my legs around your waist
B: so warm, and my cock slips along your thighs.
S: You win. You win. Oh god, I'm cumming.
S: CUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUm
S: omg yesssssss
B: squeeze me
B: I have you
S: Oh god. God damn you.
S: This is fantasy now
B: I feel your juices running down my balls
S: No one can know.
B: give me your clit my fantasy
S: you have me, all of me. I'm yours.
B: I'm coming over there tomorrow
S: You can only *have* me on chat you know
B: I know. We can talk, tell stories. I want to see that workout of yours.
S: You shit. So bad
B: See you tomorrow.
S: I need to eat.
-----------------
I knocked on the door, really having no idea at all what to expect, and promising myself not to be disappointed no matter what happened. The disappoint was almost immediate though. What did I expect though, to be honest my sisters naked form in the door!
The door remained closed, no answer. I knocked again, waiting made me even more nervous. Then the door opened and Sasha stood there, shyly in the opening, eyes glued to me, FULLY DRESSED letting me in. Shit. It's not like I had any idea how this would play out, but I had built up an amazing fantasy sequence. She is not going to do it. I stepped in and followed her into her area of the apartment. There in the corner was her treadmill.
It's Ok I said to myself, this is fine. It's too much, but what do I say. I was blank.
"Hi." She breathed. Her cheeks were flushed, pressing her hands together. She was in a nice tight pair of jeans, and oh how I noticed these things now. God she looked good. I oogled her, lusting after her. Noticing her curves, her tight little body. She was shorter than me with long dark hair, shine, the flash of her teeth. We knew why I was here. Our chats. Our conversations, what we had done. It all seemed anonymous and safe and stupid and not her, her. I had made her cum for gods sake. But now in each others presence, shy and awkward. This was really happening, in the real world now.
I sat on a very nice brown leather sofa that I did not remember, and stayed all nonchalant. It was a joke, yeah.
Sasha sat down on the edge of the Sofa on the other side from me and as I thought what to say next - something along the lines of 'it's ok. We were just kidding around' - I heard her unzip her jeans and I froze, lifting my eyes to her, couldn't help but watch, mesmerized as she peeled them down her legs.
In such a female voice she said, "I thought it would be more interesting if I undressed after you got here." God she looked sexy standing there with bare legs and a white jersey hanging loose around her hips.
All I could say is, "Yeah. I think so."
"It seemed too clinical the other way." I couldn't move and she paused meeting my eyes again, "You wanted to watch right?"
"Uh, Yeah. Hell yeah."
"Thought you were changing your mind." She laughed at the unlikeliness of her comment, and kicked her jeans away. I wanted to just basically stare, but it seemed weird. Not knowing what to do with my hands as my sister began her little striptease I picked up a magazine and started flipping the pages.
Yeah, that's it, the magazine had my interest, not my sisters soft legs and pink panties now visible as she lifted her top over her head revealing a matching little pink bra. Her panties had this V beneath her navel dipping low between her legs, and the bra came across her breasts just above her aureoles.
"Pink panties." I said.
"Yeah, your favorite. Eh," She bit her lower lip, that smirk. God, when did she become irresistible? I had seen her do that her whole life, now suddenly so sexy. She stood with her knees pointing together in front of me, barefoot in the lightest of lingerie.
I said, "That you know I like pink panties is is kind of..."
"Weird. We know a lot of things now." she finished.
She dropped her jersey on top of her jeans and stood facing me, not three feet away. I had not seen my sister in panties and bra in a long time, and then fleeting glances, of her turning away from me, through doorways or her running by me. Today I was looking right at her as she faced me, showing me, revealing herself. What was happening? I could not even trace the trail of how we got here. She had small breasts under the nice matching pink bra, the kind that does not sag but holds out perfectly from her body like a tear drop. I looked into her eyes, and up and down her body, could feel her satisfaction at being watched. She liked her power just then, the attention, the allure, acknowledgment of her beauty..
She bent over, grabbing her jeans and top and walked into the bathroom.
"I'm putting these away, and I got to pee."
I heard the toilet flush and then a radio playing softly. She came back and I watched as she unclasped her bra at the front and let it open and fall to her sides, slide down her arms. So nonchalant. Like she was by herself. Shit, this was really happening. This was one of those moments in my life, I thought that would never happen again.
"We got a little more than one hour."
I said, "You look beautiful."
And she laughed. "Thanks, I guess. This is weird. What we do does not leave this room!"
She walked over and started the motorized treadmill, and in one final motion slipped her panties down, mooning me as she did, and kicked them over by the couch near her bra.
"Want a little Souvenir?" She said to me as she started the treadmill and got on, basically standing sideways to my gaze.
"So...This is it, this is what I do every day. Kind of boring."
"I don't know in what world this is boring. You got a tan."
"Yeah. A little."
"I never noticed. I can notice it now."
"Yes you can." She wiggled her butt at me. "I start out with a power walk, and move it to a nice jog."
I could see her stepping quickly. With the treadmill sideways I could see each stride, each step and the movement of her butt. Her breasts had a little bounce. She looked different than I expected. Every so often Sasha glanced over at me.
"How did you start doing this? I mean, like THIS."
She shrugged, "Laziness I guess. Tired of wearing dirty sweaty clothes in my workout, not wanting to wash them all the time. This way I can just shower after." I was shifting around on the sofa, getting comfortable and trying for a better view. She was basically sideways to me. I could see her in profile.



She looks over and says, "Remember the deal?"
"Huh?"
"I get naked, you get to be naked too. Remember?"
Shit, that's right. I had totally forgotten.
"Uh, Oh, ok." I was suddenly flustered.
I unzipped my jeans and slid them off, threw them beside the sofa and lifted my T shirt over my head. I was in boxers, tenting in front of me. Her eyes, wide, glued to my crotch. I looked up at her.
"I'm hard. That ok?"
She laughed. "I'd be disappointed if you weren't."
I tugged my boxers down, watching my cock bounce straight out and stood facing her at full attention. She bit her lower lip. Did I see that right? Sasha looked at herself and at me. Damn she had tight little nipples, she was no more than five feet away from me and I sat myself down on the couch and grasped my cock, almost out of habit for being naked.
"Sit down, enjoy. And this is absolutely secret. No one can ever know."
Her nipples were so hard and bouncing with each step. She could sense my eyes wandering over her, and raised one of her hands over her breast and gave her tits a squeeze.
"Don't worry."
"Not even hints. This is crazy." She raised her hand to her breast again and let her palm brush her hard nipples. "Can't believe I let you talk me into this. I'm all nipped out again!"
The more I looked, I could see how white her ass was, and the sharp line to her tanned legs. Could also see what a tiny little bikini she wore.
"Where do you tan?"
"Backyard. And for THAT I wear a bathing suit. I'm not a total exhibitionist. Just for my brother. HA. I would never do this with anyone else you know."
Her butt cheeks rose and fell with each step, and the treadmill was speeding up as she began a light jog. Her breasts and buttocks bouncing, her body rising and falling with each step. The way she ran now set her legs in a longer stride and now her little bush was coming into view. She had such a lovely tightly trimmed little bush, and I could see it so much better when she was jogging. Without thinking I began to stroke the length of my cock, and my tip was wet and dripping which made my cock immediately slippery.
That caught my sisters eye, and she watched me as I stroked, her eyes glued to my cock.
"You're in pretty good shape, you work out?" Her voice sounded breathy now.
"I bike."
As I stroked, her hand went down lower and she covered her bush. I watched her dip in a finger, could imagine how wet she was. She held her hand there and I could tell she was stroking a finger inside her lips as she jogged. So it was voyeurism and exhibitionism at its finest. Would we masturbate in front of each other? I wanted to see if she would sit on the couch with me, sit together naked. I did not want to cum yet, but god I was horny, my fingers sliding up and down my cock. This was so wild.
Her breathing was getting heavier as she jogged faster.
"This what you expected?"
I said, "Your an angel." I meant it. She smiled, letting go her bush and held onto the treadmill for a still faster run.
"Here's your show! I can't talk so much."
And there we were, me naked on the couch. We had taken each other up on this little dare, this secret afternoon. My eyes were glued on her, as she stole glances at me.
After about thirty minutes that seemed like five, the treadmill slowed and she was walking. Between pants she breathed out, "I go into a little warm down here."
When she got off she was covered in a nice sheen of sweat that made her glow. Her cheeks were red, and her lips swollen. Honestly she looked like she had just been through a session of vigorous sex, and her smell. Utterly intoxicating, the smell of her body, powdered cinnamon, sweet and pungent. I was going to say something like you look like you just fucked, or something like it but didn't. Her hair disheveled, and her legs and torso shining, god she just glowed. As she stood in front of me, I was provided with the ongoing description of her routine.
"Want to see me do my stretches after?"
"Sure." Now this she was doing right in front of me, right in front of the sofa, at my feet.
She stood with legs apart, chest out, and began twisting her torso back and forth. Not her back to me, but her front. Her little bush tucked between her spread legs. It was more than I could bear. So sweet. I wanted to touch her, but resisted. Her breasts swinging back and forth, her hair hanging over her shoulders, sticking to her cheeks. She smiled as I gawked and stroked my cock slowly.
Next, with her legs still spread, she put her hands on hips and did a few squats down and up. As she squatted down with legs spread, I could imagine what she would look like from behind.
"Uh, turn around."
She met my eyes, with a sudden knowing glance.
She just said, "Pervert." But obliging she actually did turn around with her ass to me.
Oh my God! With each squat I could see her pink pussy lips, like a little clam shell peek out from between her legs.
I gave an audible groan, and began tugging at my cock harder, basically pumping myself.
She turned at me while still bent over. "I take it you like?"
"Oh God you have no idea." She was thrilled.
Still turned away, she put her feet together and began bending over and touching her toes. When she bent down at an angle to touch each foot with both hands, the twist gave me a little show of her anus. I melted.
"This is my last one."
And then I noticed her juices leak out of her pussy, running in a little rivulet down her thigh. I almost came right there, and let go my cock. I swear I could have cum without touching myself if she kept doing that.
"Just a sec." And she was gone. When she came back she had a hand towel and wiping her face and neck, and sat down at the end of the sofa. "I'm a sweaty mess. That's the show. We have about a half hour." And eying my cock, "I can tell you liked."
"Sis, you have no idea. Thanks."
"Least I could do after all the indulgences you've given me, our terrible chats. You make me crazy you know that?" She settled onto the leather sofa. "We should not be doing this. Any of this." But her words belied what she was doing.
She lifted her foot up on the sofa, and lay her knee at the back of the sofa opening her legs to me, and she made no attempt to cover herself. Completely exposing her pussy, legs pulled so wide her lips parting and I could see her shining slit open up.
"No one will know. Ever. Our secret." And I grasped my cock once again.
In response to my movement, she lay her hand over her bush.
Silence. I watched her finger slide lightly through the center of her slit. Rubbing herself in long delicious strokes, and then circling her clit and back down.
She cooed, "Horny?"
"Yes. You?"
"I been horny all week. Want to watch something else?"
She dug her finger deep into her slit and began sinking it into her hole, and up around her clit. The movement opened her dark bush and her white clit came peeking out, so swollen. God I wanted that. Her hand moving faster, she began to slide her fingers back and forth over her clit, faster and faster, and plunging two fingers into her hole.
I was sliding my hand up and down my cock, running along the slippery lubrication, as my sister watched my hand working. And then I had an inspiration.
"Got any of that chocolate cake left."
"Yes."
"You hungry for cake?"
Knowingly she got up, and in a moment was back with a thick slice of chocolate cake.
She held the cake in one hand and took a bite, with the other she stroked herself. "Mmmmmm." Cake crumbs dropping and sticking to her tits and tummy, sticking to her sweaty skin, chocolate smearing to her lips. God this was too much, our absolute perfect fantasy. It had been building for months. She began to masturbate again.
Her finger working up and down her slit, and squirming to her touch, soft moans as she held her mouth open touching herself and holding the cake. As I continued to stroke my cock, I stood up and moved toward her.
Her eyes widened, "Ah. Ah. Ah. You can't touch me!"
"I'm not, not with my hands."
And I stood with my cock pointing at her, pumping my cock, slippery with precum along my shaft. I was going to cum on her, she realized right away.
As I positioned myself between her legs she took a dollop of chocolate frosting, and smeared along the length of my cock, gripping my cock as she did.
As I watched the bells going off! My god. She touched me! I stood with a line of chocolate smeared along the underside of my hard cock. As I again grasped my cock and began to pump realized the frosting was lubricating my shaft, and I could pump myself faster. Covering my cock with melting and slippery chocolate.
And I realized something about my sister. She was so turned on by my chocolate covered cock, by being dirty, by the food on her body. Naked and sweaty, dirty, cake crumbs and frosting. She was totally turned on by the idea of me cumming on her, my little slut who loved to be dirty was about to get VERY dirty, covered in my cum dirty.
"What are you going to do?" Her knowing smile.
"Nothing. Keep going."
She knew. "Your going to make a mess?"
"Your already a mess."
She literally moaned and leaned back into the couch, "So are you," facing forward now she curled her knees up and set her feet on the front of the sofa, spreading her legs wide, as I moved between her knees. My cock was pointing right at her breasts, lift it a little and right at her chin. The cake was gone and she was licking her fingers, frosting smeared on her fingers, she tossed her long hair to one side with her fingers working her cunt nonstop. She held her mouth open, panting and moaning now reaching her fingers deep into her cunt. Her eyes were glazed looking up at me.
"What you gonna do?"
"Spray my dirty cum all over you."
"Oh shit."
She took her frosting covered fingers and began to draw lines of frosting across her breasts, and on her her front.
"Ooops. I spilled some."
Oh God, our game. The I lick it off you game.
"I could lick it off."
"But you can't touch me."
"Oh yeah, well then I can't lick it off." And as I said that leaned over her and with my tongue licked a line of frosting off her breast.
"Oh god, no, you so bad!" She was working herself so hard. "You promised." Digging her fingers hard into her cunt, arching her back. I licked her again.
I say, "You're the tease."
"Oh," I straightened back up, quickening the pumping of my cock. Her eyes languid, "This is wild. We don't have much time."
"I'm almost there, tell me what you won't do to ME." I could barely talk.
"Well, I'm not going to wrap my mouth around that beautiful cock of yours and drink your cum."
I could feel the cum rising.
"I'm not going to turn around give you my pussy to fuck, and let you see my pink slit creaming with your cum."
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
I said, "I'm not going to press you into that couch and fuck you, fuck you, fuck you! Oh God, yeah!"
And with those words my spunk began to spurt out onto her, spraying lines across her body. My sister smiling and watching as ribbons of cum ran across her breasts, I pointed higher and sent a stream across her red lips, just touching beneath her nose and across her cheek. I got my spunk in her hair, and watched it run down her belly. My sperm coursing across her skin, crossing the lines of chocolate already on her body.
She began moaning and her body spasming between my legs causing her to involuntarily buck forward. The contractions of her thighs as she gripped her cunny, rubbing herself furiously. Her legs spreading wide and her fingers shoved up deep inside, as she arched herself back crying out, "Oh Fuck. Fuck yea. Oh god!" Watching her orgasm was the most amazing thing I had ever seen. Nothing could have prepared me for it. She was leaning back, wide open, still spasming, with her eyes closed.
When she finally opened her eyes, little sparkling slits shining up at me, "Shit, that was intense."
We were still naked, which for some reason I had suddenly become fully aware of again and I drank her in completely. Exquisite, open, naked, female, so female. I keep saying that but she was the essence, of a goddess. That moment is probably the most memorable thing that I retained or will ever ever remember.
Her eyes beginning to focus, she was staring at my cock again, covering her cunt with her open palm. My cock still semi stiff and covered in chocolate.
"We are idiots." She was laying her other hand across her eyes like she was covering up from seeing us, or any of this. "This is so fucked up!" And she was laughing.
I began to step away, when she says, "Wait! Just a second." I stopped, standing there before her and her eyes fixed on my cock. She moved her feet to the floor and leaned forward. Leaning slowly toward me, I froze.
My cock sticking out, not quite hard but still stiff. I could feel her breath, and she licked the underside of my cock. Taking me with one hand and pressing it to my abdomen, as she began to lick the chocolate off.
Her eyes looking up at me as she did, "This ok?"
I could only nod. Opening her mouth she pressed the head of my cock into her throat and sucked me in. Her tight little mouth wrapped around my head, pushing it deep into her mouth. I could feel her teeth drag along the the base of my cock and I moaned, my legs almost giving out. It was too much.
She let my cock drop out of her mouth long enough to say, "Got to clean you up."
She held my hips now and pumped my cock in her mouth, sucking me, sucking me in deep. Pumping my cock and I could feel myself getting harder and I began to meet her movement and thrust into her mouth, hold the back of her head, gripping her hair. She slowed, and once again let it pop out of her mouth. Began licking it, like it were ice cream or a popsicle. Long delicate licks. Looking now, tracing the chocolate that was left, literally licking my cock clean. She licked by balls, licked the chocolate out of my hair, she licked up onto my abdomen. She licked the crease between my cock head and shaft.
And when she was done, lay her palm over the length of my cock and pressed it to my abdomen.
"There now, all clean and nice."
She was still covered in my cum and chocolate, leaning herself back again.
Finally, I stepped from between her legs and sat down right next to her. Our thighs touching, she hooked her one foot around mine. She shook her hair out like a mane and laying back on the sofa facing me, made a a cup with her hand and scooped along her tummy capturing a line of my cum, brought it up to her mouth and licked it. I about came right there watching her lick my cum off her body.
"God Sasha." I moaned, reaching out and lay my hand over her breasts, smearing my shiny cum around her tits, squeezing and rubbing her sweaty body. "What a mess."
Silently, we touched each other. Her hand reaching out stroked my belly, and drew her fingers along the length of my cock.
I let my hand slide down over her belly and her abdomen, over her hips. I brushed my fingers through the hairs of her bush but did not plunge my fingers into her slit. Running my hands over her body, loving the feel of her slippery sweaty skin. Rubbing my spunk into her, smearing the chocolate and then softly running my hands over her breasts again, squeezing and rubbing, sliding on her skin.
And leaning in I sucked the nipple of her breast into my mouth, suckling her. Licking the chocolate and salt and cum. Licking her breasts, kissing her breasts as she held my head and hugged me to her body. Running our hands over each other. She held my thigh briefly and gave a final squeeze.
"Times up," She said. "Seriously. They come home soon, you got to be gone. I got to take a shower."
But we didn't move. We did not want it to end, our bodies leaning together silently exploring every nook and cranny.
"What you expected?" She cooed.
"No."
"Me either."
We sounded like lovers.
She stood on unsteady legs, and picked her panties and bra up.
I slid across the sofa and began to dress.
"No one knows."
I looked at her like, obviously.
"You going to be online tonight?"
She was growing distracted. I believe worried her roommates might show up. She was looking at the door, listening.
"Yeah, probably."
"K."
"I'll let myself out."
--------------------
When I got home I had this email from my sister:
I am fit for a fondue now....having just melted. You did this.
You have a cute butt by the way, hahaha. Standing above me, OH! What are you doing?
Mmmmmmmm
Yes.
Cum for me.
Cum ON me.
Best shower of my life. Sooooo dirty.
I gotta go. Have to get dressed.
Hey, you said you would dress me?
Next time.
Holy shit, it all came back to me.
---------------
And later that evening I was trolling for my sister, and she came online.
B: hey
S: I thought you'd be here
B: You wanted to chat?!
S: You got my email
B: yes i did
S: *blush*
S: I was still in a post orgasmic glow. Delete it. NOW!
B: It was sweet
S: I'm so embarrassed
B: don't be
B: I'll remember to dress you next time
The screen was silent awhile
S: We got to be careful.
B: We were. I'm not telling anyone.
S: Well we weren't. You know what happened tonight!
S: My roommates want to know who I was with today!!
B: How would they know that?
S: The SOFA. It was covered in chocolate, your cum, and my pussy juice.
S: We didn't clean anything up!!
B: Oh shit.
S: So now they think I did the nasty with my boyfriend, who I have not done it with.
S: What else could I do.
B: Nothing.
Shit.
S: It got out of control, for me too.
B: But. You liked it though, right?
S: Yes. Yes. But you are my brother.
B: Your email.
S: My brain is kicking in. I mean, I sucked you off!
B: Not complaining:()
S: I haven't had any for awhile and I been getting teased by this boy
B: You told me, yeah.
S: Well, teased by two boys now!!
B: harmless fun, right?
S: yeah well, some harmless fun! could have been incest. God, I was tooooo horny
S: for my own good. Now my roommates know something happened.
B: We need to be more careful
S: WE need to cool it.
S: Maybe AFTER I get laid, HA
She was running this stream of words.
B: I understand> I think
B: I'm sorry
S: No. Not what I meant to do at all. Not guilt you.
S: don't, God. It was....I don't know. I DON'T FUCKING KNOW. You are learning all my fetishes
S: and that was pretty much ALL OF THEM
B: HA. Lets see, exhibitionism-check
B: voyeurism check.
S: Stop!!!!
B: Food fetish-check
S: food on my body-check
B: masturbation
S: Sucking cock
S: bukkakke
B: what's that?
S: Being cummed on
B: Ahhhh, Dirty Dirty girl. So that's why you like the work out naked.
B: I want to smear chocolate on you.
S: MMMMM - Stop.
B: Getting you all sweaty and dirty.
B: Loved the frosting
S: Mmmmmm. God damn it. You are a bad boy.
B: I liked watching you. So wet.
S: I just took my pants off
B: We can still chat ;)
B: All those things I WON'T do to you
S: Be patient.
Fucking shit, what a night we had.
------------------
Once you experience something you want it again, in fact you want it again more, more, more intensely. Sex is definitely like that. The true nature of an addiction. But sex with your sister?
I was feeling quite addicted. It was truly like crack, nothing was like what I had done, in what was now one week ago.
To then be relegated to chatting again was hard, and I kept pressing for more. Like going from full color to coloring books. I wasn't being obnoxious but steady, she knew what I wanted. My drip drip drip that is not fixed or able to be turned off. And she still was not getting any because I would check on that. Weirdly that was like my in. It was my one true invite back to that leather sofa, and my sisters naked ass. To be near her like that again, to be naked with my sister. Stand over her and cum on her.



I told her I wanted to blindfold her and feed her.
S: What would you feed me?
B: Anything I want;)
B: You my baby bird with her mouth open.
S: Feed me! Feed Me!
Now as it happened it was my birthday and mom wanted to give me a little gathering at the house. She was willing to cook and bake a cake. Now from everything I'd shared so far it would seem I was one of those guys without any friends. That's not it, I'm just focused here on my now obsession which was my sister. My illicit self, my secret transcripts of depravity.
Beyond this fetish I had an utterly, outwardly normal life. I worked, took some classes, had plenty of friends, went out a lot. Dated, that one girl was getting to be a pretty regular thing. Actually, so did my sister. She was really good friends with her roommates, and if you saw her, she appeared almost conservative. Yeah, its always the conservative ones with the dirtiest fetishes.
Anyway, I was not at a loss who I would like over for a quiet evening, but then it also dawned on me that I could invite my sister.
I never had before, it was not the normal thing for me to actually be with my sister when hanging out with my friends. I mean, who does that? But this was really interesting timing, and I had not actually SEEN her since our thing in her apartment. My crack fix. So when I told mom who I would be inviting I included my sister. We also usually hung out and played darts or play pool in the basement or watch TV. There was a bar down there. Sure, she could hang with us. Even my friends were like, dude what's up with that. I said I hadn't seen her in awhile. I just didn't add NAKED.
The night of the party I actually had butterflies, what would she do?
I told Sasha it was no big deal, and that it was MOMS idea. She wanted to see her, that was it. A chance to see both of us together, which was a lie. She bought it, and I think wanted to see me too. The fact we would be with others at the party also made it 'safe' for her I believe, though I could be reading a lot into the conversation which was all of one minute, and I avoided any innuendo. I did not want her to say no.
So everyone is showing up, and no Sasha. I am like shit, shit, shit, but then the door. She does not knock, just lets herself in, so the fact the door just opens meant it was her. I walk out from the kitchen and oh my god. Her hair is all done up, she has a bit of make up on, and an AMAZING summery light as a feather dress. It was floral and swooped down between her breasts. She had the kind of breasts that look so amazing in light fabric that just basically held them in place, breasts that are perfect tear drops. There was a tie in the back that cinched the dress tight around her waist and then just flowing down around her hips, mid thigh. An uneven hem. Now, keeping in mind the last time I had seen her, she was naked with her legs spread wide right in front of me, her pink slit being worked by her fingers, dark bush, my cumming across her tits, getting sucked off. God I was fit to be tied. When I looked at her I could remember the very paths my cum had taken across her skin. The shape of her mouth made me weak in the knees, and I could see her lips wrapped around my cock, her white teeth when she smiled. I was hard when she stepped in the door.
I went up and gave her a nice hug, she responded, basically forming herself to me, and I was satisfied we were Ok. So warm, I let my hands lay on her hips with my fingers spread across her ass, enjoying the feel of her body. I'd never done that before. Our hug lingered and I whispered in her ear, "I shouldn't tell you how hot you look in that dress, sis."
And without missing a beat she met my eyes and says, "It's the only thing I have on."
She laughed as her words registered in my brain, at the look I gave her as she let go of me and walked past to the kitchen swinging her luscious hips.
Just before going in the kitchen she flipped the back of her dress up at me.
My quarry had entered the room.
-------------------------
So we all ended up in the living room, Sasha sitting in a chair across from me and I on the sofa with my two best friends, one from high school who Sasha also knew. Mom let us have beers (something she does not always do). We talked about nothing in particular when mom comes in with an announcement. It turned out she had made a slide show of me with photos from over the years which she was now going to play in front of everybody.
"Mom!"
It was a total surprise and we all shifted some to get a better view. My sister stood up to move, as the chair she was in had her back to the TV, so she stood against the wall that is just outside the kitchen. The slides were actually pretty good and it was actually fun to see even with the cheesy transitions mom made and the background music. There was a photo of me with my first car, sticking my head out the window. Me sitting in a box in the front yard. Me in stupid clothes. Me laying on a blanket as a baby in the buff. Everyone laughing, commenting. Me with my basketball jersey.
At some point I stood up, and wandered next to Sasha. She met my eye and smiled, "Happy birthday bro." That mouth, so beautiful. I leaned up beside her and closing the space between us lay my hand at the small of her back. She didn't move or take any notice I was touching her. I began to caress my hand up and down the center of her spine, and over her ass cheeks feeling her flesh through the thin fabric of her dress.
"Remember that one?" She asked.
I looked back at the TV, it was the two of us each with a water hose pointed at the other, we were soaking wet. It's implication was not missed by me. My sister standing there with dirt smears on her legs, laughing as I was hosing her off.
"You always kept me so clean." The glint of her smile, her mischievous eyes.
"You like to get so dirty."
I knew precisely what she was thinking. In fact we were thinking the same things a lot lately, and I felt so utterly close to her. I do not think I had ever felt so close to anyone. I kept stroking her, noting she had on no bra and no panties just like she had said. Delicious. Exquisite. Soft and delicate, the feel of her ass. I could feel myself grow hard and adjusted myself, noting her eyes flash to my hand as I did. But giving no other notice than that. She knew I was getting hard, a little smirk on her face forming as she continued to watch the show.
I squeezed her a little on her hip, tugging her a little toward me and she scooted closer, hiding my arm better. My heart was pounding so hard. I wanted this to go on forever, to keep touching her, as everything else was falling away. She waggled her butt at me so as to indicate she wanted me to rub her ass more, drawing my hand downward.
So I complied, letting my caresses wander down over her ass and over the back of her thighs. I began to press my fingers in the crack of her ass and run them in a line down low between her legs, below the hem of her skirt touching her skin. Sasha just closed her eyes. I begin to stroke up her thighs, no one could see what I was doing. Giving my sister nice soft long strokes at the back of her thighs, moving my hand between her legs up the inside of her thighs with the front of my hand and the back of my hand. She stepped back a little. I just kept stroking her, one leg then the other, reaching high under her dress. I lay my hand on her bare ass, the curve of her ass meeting her thighs, drinking in the feel of her.
Sasha's head tipped down, her eyes glazing, giving me a sideways glance and sly little grin. I keep rubbing, playing with that little space between her legs opening right to her pussy, tipping my palm up and pressed it between her legs. She let one leg slide wider, repositioning herself - for me. The fruit of her pussy, I cupped it in my palm.
I gave a light little squeeze. It fit perfectly in my hand, and as I squeezed she closed her eyes and moaned.
Permission. I curled my fingers and began to lightly scratch my nails over her labia, sort of petting her front to back, curling my fingers over the mound of her cunt and drawing my nails back along the soft hairs. I was scratching her itch, nice slow long strokes. Could feel her inner pussy lips press out of her slit as she got aroused.
"Mmmmmm."
I just petted her like that for a long time.
She began to undulate her hips moving with my touch, dancing over my hand. She whispers to no one in particular, "feels...nice," as I continued to pet her little puss, changing nothing. Not the pace, the pressure, the touch.
She looked at me, "You make me want to be so bad."
And with that Sasha moved away, my hand falling off as her skirt waved down around her legs.
What followed was a dinner composed of my favorite meal, which is basically steak and potatoes. Again, it was Sasha who sat next to me, and though no one noticed we were in heat. The fact we would sit next to each other was not particularly surprising as we were sitting in the seats where we had always sat growing up.
I honestly cannot even remember what the conversations were, my mind being utterly addled. I recall my sister outlining her plans after college, of wanting to buy a house. I do remember that, the thought of her living in a house alone, yum. I had an utterly one track mind. As she said that, I lay my hand over her bare knee. Just held her, wrapping my fingers around her leg. Again, she made no notice of my touch and it did not affect her discussion in the least. To have a little better access I shifted myself a bit closer, stroking my hand along her leg. I let go to eat and drink, but always maintaining that closeness and contact between us.
I finished before her, and she was about half done and for the most part so was everyone else. I was a fast eater. So as my hand again lay at her knee, I began to stroke up and down her leg, keeping up with the conversation at the table as I did so. She was eating slowly, and at some point my mom asked if I wanted anything else. At those words, my sister glanced at me, a little smile.
"Want anything else??" She was so coy. As I said my "no," my answer to her was yes as I curled my fingers on the inside of her thigh sliding my hand higher and her dress.
We were all talking now about friends and work, girls and boys and weekend parties, and sports. But my touch lingered on my sister, sweet and light. Tickling my fingers over her skin, drinking in her flesh. Sasha's skirt was so light and slid up easily, gathering in her lap. Something no one but me could see. I slid my hand up and down her thighs, letting it drift higher each time, until I could feel the heat between her legs. I knew she was getting wet. Reaching higher, hotter, the moisture of her pussy changing the feel of her skin, until I lightly grazed light hairs. My finger tips tracing along just below the edge of her cunny, letting my fingertips tickle along the fine hairs. I was intoxicated, and felt her open her legs lightly, as she slid closer to the table. I lay three fingers up the center of her labia and held her by her little puss, petting her there like she were my pet. She gasped, I did it just as she reaching for her glass of water. And as she set her glass down, she reached and took hold my wrist tugging it off her puss puss. She barely moved my hand, sliding it no more than an inch, still so tantalizingly close. The heat of her. The tease! She met my eye, and I could literally read her mind.
What are you doing? You are so bad! The desire. How she loved it, and did not want me to stop my tease.
So I stroked her steadily, steadily in that space between her legs just below her pussy. Agonizingly close, just the lightest grazes of her hair, until she was literally squirming in her seat, and then the cake was out and I let go. I could smell her, her pussy smell, it was on my fingers. Mom walking over with the cake, lit up with candles. She pushed her chair away now and facing me, everyone singing, the candles are lit, and I blow out the candles as everyone sings. A few stragglers still lit. GIRLFRIENDS! Everyone chimes.
"Hey where is Katie?"
Someone let it slip. The girl I had been seeing.
I saw my sister glance around the table and at me.
"She was busy." I lied.
Sasha said, "So she has a name."
Mom says, "I can't believe she was too busy for this."
Truth, I had not invited her.
"She had to work."
"She is a nice girl," mom adds. And completes it with, "Sasha you are going to have to invite that boyfriend you have over sometime too."
My sister was, to my eye, visibly agitated at those words. Here we were secretly fooling around, and the dawning awareness of our visible lives interlacing with other girls and boys - that included hers and mine.
The moment passed, the cake served with ice cream. I again found her leg leg, my hand at her knee again. She was giving no indication I was touching her, but also there was a little dark cloud behind her eyes.
It's Ok, I'm going to be seeing girls, just like you are going to be seeing guys. I said telepathically to her. I don't like thinking about it she said to me with no words at all.
It was an odd moment, but she continued to receive my touch and I began to roam again. Up along her leg, the outside of her leg, and tipping my hand once again caressing the inside her thighs, slowly rising higher and higher all over again. My hand would touch her knees and then rising up higher again, inside her thighs, my finger tips touching her, tickling along, caressing, so tender and light. Her skirt bunching up again.
And once again, tickling the hairs of her pussy, she was fit to be tied. I had her in such a state now. Desire, jealousy, anger, lust. I pressed my middle finger into her slit and felt her fairly burst, the juices leaking from her slit. Her eyes went utterly liquid, and her mouth fell open as she leaned forward over the table. At that moment she looked at me, holding a bite of cake on her fork and pressing it slowly into her mouth, letting a line of chocolate smear across her lips.
She left the chocolate there, and then licked it off.
I about came. My finger still running along her slit, so lubricated and wet, she closed her legs on my hand. As she held my like that, I waggled my finger on her and finding her vagina pressed my finger inside as she finished her ice cream, barely able to contain herself.
Dinner was over, and folks were beginning to get up. With my hands still buried between her legs, I asked, "You want to join us downstairs for darts and pool." Her hips rocking over my finger ever so lightly.
She could barely answer, just nodding her head. And at the same time, she broke free of my caress, turning her legs away.
Then brushing her dress and tugging her skirt back down over her legs, "I got crumbs all over myself. I'm such a messy eater," she said, knowing it had meaning only to me.
We all got up and mom began putting dishes away. "You kids have fun now." We went downstairs to continue our evening. The guys were happy Sasha was staying, and I could see each of them eying her. She looked so hot hot, and as the night wore on she started taking on a highly fuckable look. The fact I'd been fingering her for a portion of the evening could explain it.
Four boys and one girl - hahaha counting me - which I was counting for THIS evening. Another first, not something WE did together. Hanging out, playing pool. Again, being able to read her mind, it was dawning on her I had not invited Katie because SHE was going to be my date tonight. Her thoughts, which I was reading, revealed a rapidly lightening mood and I could feel the clouds lift.
In response I squeezed her hand as she stood waiting her turn with the pool cue.
She smiling at me leans against me and whispers, "Say, I haven't had my workout yet today."
------------------------
She next says under her breath to me, "When did Brian get so cute." Looking over at him as he was taking his third shot. "He was such a dork in high school." She said this to me, and I felt a little heat rise. She looked so delicious and anyone could have had her. And swatting me added, "Like you." And with a pause, "But I guess you turned out all right too."
She looked at me and laughed, I was standing so near to her, could feel the heat of her.
I wanted to say, 'You're with me tonight.' But said nothing, did not want to presume. She was just being Sasha, drinking her daiquiris and being a girl.
It made me want her, I think she knew.
I finally said, "Anyone looks cute to you right now."
"Yeah, MY man won't do anything for me." She said this with a pout, adorable. Her head bowed down, lifting her eyes to me.
I said, "If you don't feed your bitch, she'll eventually run off to the neighbors to eat."
Damn that was good, I thought. Alluding to me knowing about her lack of sex, my acknowledging her wandering eye, my interest, our past. And then going in for the kill, with a huge lump in my throat. "I can be a really good neighbor."
As I said that I pressed my leg up along the inside of her thigh to the hem of her dress, a quick move no one saw, or if they did would never suspect. Her groan at my touch.
She leaned in and whispered in my ear, "Well this bitch is damn hungry." And glancing around she said so quietly I barely heard, "Wanna watch me work out?"
I could not even answer, but she was able to read my mind screaming 'YES,' and she continued, "Mom packed me some of that cake." Her smile was hard to describe. Aggressive and shy, hungry and direct. Our minds were melding, it is that feeling you get when you are connecting with a girl and know, just know, you will fuck. My knees about gave way.
"Your roommates?" I couldn't follow the logistics.
She frowned. "I'm all alone. They've all abandoned me to other boys houses. I'm going home to an empty house."
I lay my hand behind her, right at the middle of her back, and she reached back to take my hand.
"Your turn, your turn!"
And Sasha let go my hand and sidled over to the table.
It was amazing that night what I got away with cause she was my sister. It is the sort of thing you don't even see because you aren't looking for it. The way I stood by her, so near to her, my hand at her back, the way she flipped her hair so it would land on me, her eyes, her smile, the flash of teeth. My god we were flirting all night long, her lingering hand at my wrist, her flat palm on my chest. The way she was letting me do anything I wanted, bumping up behind her from behind.
One of the best birthdays I had ever had.
----------------------
At the end of the evening it was decided my lovely sister was a bit too drunk to drive. Everyone wanted to give her a ride, and in the exuberance, for which I - the letch of letches in the group - defended my sisters honor and stated unequivocally that I would be her driver.
I mean it didn't really matter, I could have slunk off to her house later in the evening, but the prize was mine now not later, and our path was established. In her tipsy bliss she was hanging off me now, touching my nose calling me sweet and every lewd behavior that seems innocent because it is with her big brother.
So I wrapped my arm around her waist and lead her out, everyone saying their goodbyes (and whispering their god dams at a lost opportunity). I opened the door for her like a gentleman (and I'll add I had never before opened a door for my sister) and hoisted her into my pickup. When I got to the other side she had already slid to the middle. I got in and she snuggled up, gripping my arm and laid her head on my shoulder. I was looking around to see if anyone could see us, but at the same time realizing that we were still exhibiting what could be considered fairly typical brother and sister behavior. Plus, she was drunk.



She reached with her finger and brushed my nose.
Giggling, "You have been so bad tonight. Sooooo bad."
She is leaning close, and I press her back so she is sitting upright, "We are still in the driveway."
I quickly back out and get onto the road. She arcs her hand across my thigh holding me with the flat of her hand as I drove. I needed gas so I stopped at the station on the way, and she followed me in, or I should say weaved her way into the station behind me as I go in to pre-pay. So we get up to the counter, my sister leaning on me, my arm around her, her hair is fallen down around my shoulder. Snuggling. Thankfully this is a big enough town that no body knows us. And it dawns on me that everyone here thinks she is my girlfriend. If they only knew. I bought her a coke, sober her up realizing she is not really all that tipsy, and I believed it to be part of her game to get us out of the house together.
So, the ride home!
She immediately returned to snuggling. And as I turn back to the road Sasha says, "Am I making you hard?" eying the lump in my jeans. As she said that, reached across and gripped my cock through my jeans. No one is saying anything now, her hand stroking the length of me. "Hmmmm someone is happy." She flips her hair back over her shoulder. "So how are you and Katie doing?"
She meant it nice but it kind of came out mean. Now what do you say when your bitch in heat sister asks about your now girlfriend, or more or less girlfriend considering she's who I am sleeping with. This is dangerous ground. Anyway, I keep watching the road, Sasha is still stroking my cock.
I considered my words carefully and answer, "Same, same, she's Ok."
"Same, same? You sleeping with her?"
"Not recent...." She still has my cock, and gives it a squeeze. And there is an agonizing moment, my heart thumping in my chest. Change the subject, "Let me tell you all the things I won't do to you?"
"Mmmmmm." She closes her eyes, gently rubbing up to my stomach and back down over crotch, and up again. Agonizingly slow, light, gentle.
"I won't grab those perfect tits of yours, or lick off all those crumbs you spilled on yourself."
"You won't?"
"Or draw lines on you with my cum, or make you open those delicious legs."
She is quiet now, and I continue to drive.
"I want to work out first. You watch me?"
"Yes."
"You take off your clothes too. That's the deal."
And when we pull into her driveway she flips her leg over the top of me, and sits down on my lap facing me. Her little dress is spread out around her, so she is basically sitting down on my cock with her bare cunny. Her hips rocking and she settles down against me, and I moan at the feel of her pushing down on me.
She says, "you are seriously sexy, you smell so good right now." And she kisses me, turning her head as shes kissing me, we open wide and let our tongues play. Her eyes are closed, her hair down around our faces. She releases her kiss and holds my face with her hands looking in my eyes. "This is seriously stupid you know," she says with her lips nearly touching mine, rocking her hips and kisses me again. I wrap my arms around her waist and pull her close.
Oh, my god.
I am more turned on than I've ever been in my life.
I groan, "I know. Dumbest dumbest thing ever."
She locks her leg around the back of my leg as we are kissing again, which gives her leverage to push her bare mound hard against my crotch and I swear to god I was going to cum. I bring my hands down and beneath her dress and grab her bare ass - fucking god - feeling her rocking on me. She looks like she is fucking me, still kissing and dry humping in my struck.
She pulls back again and we catch our breaths, getting a little ahead of ourselves.
"Come on."
----------------------------
The energy was electric as we walked into her place. She said nothing, lay her purse down on a chair and began turning on lights and closing blinds.
I felt numb, and was literally trembling.
"Here we are," Sasha said to no one in particular. She turned her back to me, showing me, "Can you untie this?"
I pulled the little tie at her waist and watched the dress, that was cinched around her waist fall loosely around her hips. She walked away from me pulling her hair back over her shoulders and holding it in a sort of pony tail before letting it go, and taking a deep sigh she let the dress drop down her arms and off her hips, falling around her feet.
I said softly, "I could get used to that."
She turned her head to me and smiled, "You too." And touched her nose, meaning she expected a naked brother along with herself. More lights turned on, and then she walked into the kitchen and called out. "Want anything to drink." So casual and natural. I really could get used to this. I loved being with her.
"Uh, sure."
"What?"
I laughed, "Something strong."
She walked back into the room, naked with two glasses with ice, and a bottle of scotch and set it on a side table. She also had unwrapped the cake, put it on a little plate and set it next to the scotch.
I sat down on the leather sofa, and breathed out. "Scotch and chocolate cake. This is the best birthday I have ever had."
"Come on, I want to see naked boy." I was so hard, and just as she was saying that I was adjusting myself again. She was walking over to the treadmill now. She was serious, she was going to do her workout.
The room was silent, and before I poured the scotch I unzipped my jeans. The sound of the zipper was so loud, and she turned to watch as I stripped, standing with my cock straight out. The treadmill started and she was walking, with her back to me. I sat down and poured scotch, two fingers in each glass. Swirled mine around, and took a good sip.
I wanted her, wanted her in the worst way. Her hips swaying as she walked, her hair swaying back and forth over her shoulders with each step, watching as the treadmill sped up and she was in a light jog.
-----------------------------
Silently, I took a final swallow, set my glass down, got up and walked over to her; stood directly behind watching her ass bounce with each step. Her pace was picking up to a good fast pace.
"How long?"
"About Twenty minutes." Her voice already getting winded.
I took a step right to the edge of the treadmill, directly behind her. I watched the muscles of her back move as she ran, listened to her breathing. Felt the pat pat pat of each step, and the bounce of her perfect ass. She could feel my presence, but let me stand as close as I wanted. I don't think she cared what I did.
I reached out and ran my hand down her back, she pressed out against my touch, arching her back a little as she continued to run. Right at the small of her back my hand slipped along the sheen of sweat forming there. A shine of moisture from between her shoulder blades to the crack of her ass. I stroked lower and slipped my fingers into the crack of her ass, feeling the trail of moisture.
"You're very wet."
"Everywhere." She panted out of breath.
And as she ran, she let me trail my hands over her naked body. I moved to the side of her and rubbed my hand over her hip and across her abdomen, also damp now with sweat.
"Dirty girl." I cooed. Her cheeks red, she was breathing hard, holding to the bar at the front of the treadmill. Keeping her pace with the machine. I ran my hand up and down her front, gave her breasts a squeeze, and down her tummy, over her navel and abdomen, covering her bush with my hand giving her labia a little squeeze and back over her hip. She was looking over at me, giving me a be patient look, and eying my cock at the same time.
"When do your roommates come back?"
She shrugged, "Sometime tomorrow." An eye to me, "Not early."
I walked back and poured myself another scotch. At this point my cock ached, its tip ready to explode. I pushed on the head of my cock, it so wanted to be pressed, to be inside a cunt. Oh, agony. I swallowed another scotch, felt its buzz.
And with two fingers, I scooped up a dollop of frosting from my birthday cake.
"I could stay."
Between pants now, "Hoping you would."
Took my final sip, draining the glass and walked up behind her again. I was going to stay with her the night, sleep in her bed. It was too much. I could hardly contain myself. I walked back behind her again and began rubbing her again, now lubricated with sweat, hot and moist. Her whole body tight and hard from running. I stroked and rubbed her back, drawing my hand down from between her shoulder blades and over her ass, stepping to her side and again running my hands over her skin. So delicious. Letting me do whatever I wanted.
With the dollop of frosting I began to smear it over her abdomen. She immediately felt the texture of the chocolate frosting and looking down at herself let out a sigh and a laugh.
"Dirty girl." I said. I drew a heart on her tummy just above her navel. Above the heart I drew a D and below it a S.
D Hearts S written on her flesh.
I continued to rub her body, stroking down and petting her bush. As I rubbed her little puss the machine made a sound and began to slow, shifting to a fast walk.
"The cool down," she panted, gripping the bar.
And I dropped behind again watching her move, her body, soon to be mine. God I wanted her. God I wanted to drink her right up, we had all night. I stepped up onto the treadmill behind her, keeping pace with her steps following along behind her.
She realized I was behind her, "What are you..." She could feel me there as I picked up my pace moving up close behind her. My cock touching her, erratically, touching her thigh and ass. I let the tip of my cock bump against her, drawing trails of cum on her. Staying close, I wrapped my hands around her waist stepping in time with her steps, drawing closer. I leaned forward and kissed her shoulder, nuzzling my chin into her hair.
"I can't wait." I whispered.
She was too exquisite for words just then, I cannot forget her smell, her liquid body. Her heat. She had become my Goddess.
"Feels nice," she cooed.
Mine all mine.
I slid in close and let my hard cock slide in between her legs, the treadmill slowing now to a even paced walk. The heat of her, the shine of her skin. The angle of my cock if I moved just right began to slide up between her legs and bump her cunny lips, and I could feel her dripping wet how easily my cock slid between her legs, luscious fruit. Opening around my tip, like a piece of fruit I was splitting in half.
She leaned down over the bar, lifting her ass and feeling my cock on her, opening the back of her legs as she walked, like an animal in heat, lifting her sex for me to impale. I felt more animal than human, and our bodies were moist, her smell intoxicating.
Feeling her lift up on her toes as the treadmill stopped, holding herself for me, I aimed and pressed, feeling the folds of her cunt open, the angle of her ass cheeks and thighs forming that pocket that leads inside. Her velvet wet pussy. I pressed, following sliding up between her legs, lifting myself to her pulling myself to her as she groaned, "put it in me."
The head of my cock pierced her in one motion, "Ahhhhh" as she leaned herself down holding herself for me. I pushed in as far as I could moaning "O000, so good."
I held her hips and tugged her close, her dark hair hanging around her face, her back shiny and slippery, holding herself to me on tip toes. I release and draw my cock out, she is pressing back with her ass. "Ahhh, Put it in me." And I push, push, filling her liquid, so wet, the juices of her taking me in. So tight. My cock pushing through to her belly. God I am in her, and sliding out, and pressing pressing deep inside. Oh God. Oh God. We were fucking.
"So good," she whimpers again, and her growl follows. She is rocking her hips and grinding against me as I fill her, each thrust over and over. Her foot curls around me, pulling me in and I am fucking her faster.
"Don't cum in me." Her lone rational thought.
I wrap my hands around her waist and press my fingers between her legs, find her clit and rub over its little nub. That G spot I've already watched her play with, and I already know the touch that makes her crazy. I can even picture us, how we look fucking, of what it feels like, of how she feels, how her body moves. Our minds, how we become one.
We kept the lights low this time, and now if feels like we are in the glow of fire, we are in a cave. There are shadows on the wall. The world becomes ancient, and we are living at a time when brothers fucked their sisters, and our bodies are absolutely right. My cock is the perfect fit, the perfect length and girth. We are one. Her tight little cunny taking my cock is perfect, the absolute perfect mouth to suck my cock. In the low lights our bodies look like wet statues, moving and fucking. The movement of our shadows, their rhythm forms a wake of motion. Our sweat and warmth, literally glowing. I am fucking her so hard now she is pressed against the bar, pushing back against me with all her might and my every thrust sends her tilting forward. She is open and her leg crooked around mine holding me to her. We are both panting and I want to cum. Oh god, don't cum in me.
I slow my thrusts, and she pressing back against me. Our sighs and coos. We move so slowly against each other. Like a dream. And then I let go, I slide out of her, am touching her sliding between her legs again. She is soaking between her legs, grasps my cock with her fingers and strokes me, god I am hungry and hard. And her whole body goes into a sort of spasm, her body following my cock as I back away.
She turns to me, smiling. "God, crazy, this is the stupidest thing we've ever done." She holds to me, and we kiss.
I love the way you move just then, and can't get over how we don't feel human. I move closer touch my belly to hers and press my cock between her legs, let it slide in the wetness, her hole is still open from my impaling. We keep kissing, soft and firm, nibbling eating, the line of her teeth, smiling as we we kiss.
"You taste so good."
"So good."
Her body is trembling, and she begins to push me back toward the sofa.
"I need to sit down."
But when she gets there, lays herself back opening her legs wide, this cradle for me to enter. She is so hungry, her eyes liquid and dark. She already looks like she has fucked for a lifetime. I lay down between her legs, and lay within her heat, feeling the hunger and sweat of her body. I lay down and immediately slide my cock inside, her body so utterly mine. I take her. Lay on her, fucking. I am inside without so much as a tease. Can feel my belly fluttering against hers, the quivering of our hearts, sliding on each other we can barely breath and we are kissing again as I rise and fall on her body. Fucking her again, I will be inside her all night.
I kiss your open mouth, my baby bird, and I bite her shoulder and lick the chocolate off her breasts, fucking slowly, long slow strokes. Taking me, every inch.
"Ahhh, ahhh." She begins to moan out, and I lift myself up hard so my cock enters at a steep angle rubbing her clit with each thrust, her body sliding up the couch. She is spasming and cumming. Oh god felt so good.
Her smile again, her eyes closed tight, and an almost laugh as her body spasms and her cunny clutches my cock tight and she throws her arms around my neck and holds on for the ride of her life. My heart is beating so fast, and I cannot catch my breath. We are pounding our bodies together. I could feel myself exploding right inside her, and a wave of confusion. I promised. I didn't care. She could have pulled away but pressed back even harder. Cum rising from deep inside.
"You cumming in me?" and "Oh shit!" But she began to buck against me even harder, arching her back and sliding and pressing her cunt to me. I came so quickly, ribbons of cum spraying into her, holding her to me. She was not pulling away, but grinding back against me, she could feel me as I pulsed into her. We were complicit.
I let out a deep guttural moan, And then her body began to quiver, her thighs and cunny shaking over my cock and I could feel her cunt squeezing around me, as she held to me, digging her nails into my back. I could feel her cumming with me just then, hear her whimpering.
I am whispering, "You are a goddess."
She can only moan "mmmmmm. Crazy....." and her smile. An other worldly gaze. And she holds me close, filled up with me, still squirming. We are unwinding, relaxing. My cock buried deep inside, squishing together. I can feel her leaking onto the sofa.
We are nowhere.
I taste her again, our bodies falling now, settling, easing back. Curling ourselves together in a warm little puddle. My cock sucking on your cunt, the mix of Sasha's pussy juices and my cum, we lay there, and my cock slowly slipping out.
She kisses me deeply, and touches my nose. Looking at me.
"You came in me. I have no protection," she spread her legs showing me the white cum leaking out her cunt.
I guess I turned her lady cake into a cream pie.
------------------------------
Let me know what you thought. Your comments motivate me to write and give me ideas.
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Saaaa-ra. I always feel like I am asking for something. I Love the name Sara, and would beg her say it when we got back from OUR vacation, watching those red lips - Saa-ra - ending with her mouth open and its lewd meaning shared only by us. The obsession has only grown since we parted. To the world she is my sister, sweet and oh so innocent, the top of her head even with my eyes, brunette and darkening each year. I can just lean forward and kiss her forehead. Can anyone match my Sa-ra, especially the Sara that has driven my fantasies by absence?
**************
What is it about a hot summers day and the smell of sea water that brings it all back? The fresh smell of warm humid Seattle air and I can feel her skin, her body sliding on me, those sweaty Florida nights. So here I am, chasing my siren, watching the rocks emerge, their spray forms on my upper lip. I am sweating. Envy, want, weakness. My seraph, Sa-ra. My brow is wet as I wear this crown of thorns.
Here is my newest chapter.
****************
First. I didn't call ahead because there was no way of knowing what she'd say, and I really had nowhere else to go. I figured if I was just standing at her door she'd HAVE to let me in. It had been quite a while since I'd seen her. After Sara got married, I went to college and got in my own now dissolved relationship, and I tried to be with Sara. I flirted, played, called, emailed. We were close. We were still brother and sister I told her. We were normal I guess, in a dysfunctional sort of way.
I knew she was home, knew she was still married, and heard through mom and dad that she was pregnant. I got her address from them, feeding their hopes we may reconcile from a break for reasons they knew not. Pregnant. Fucking-A. I was so curious. What would my Sara look like pregnant?
Now, before I go on - and I will deny it forever, but a man can dream. Maybe she was ready to cross those little lines again? And for me dreaming was also remembering. But pregnant. Wow! I was trying to imagine her naked, pregnant and naked, what she would look like? Engorged breasts, hard nipples, and that perfect belly, sinking low hiding her pussy hairs down between her legs. Fat pussy lips. Mmmmm. It had been too long.
It was a building urge that started on our car trip, and I wished to fetch my Sara once again. But here is where deniability sets in. I mean, what else could I do but dream? Sara was married. Life goes on. So, absolutely, while I imbibed in these fantasies, my head thoroughly informed me of the 'reality.' Was she Happily married? Was she satisfied? In bed? Stop it!! These questions that lurked at the edges of my mind. Once you have sex with your sister, the erotic tension never leaves your relationship. I should know. And especially with my little Sara, the freest most erotic woman I had ever known, and with the most outrageous libido of any woman I had ever met. I mean, did she like to fuck! God dammit.
Stop!!
I could feel a wet spot forming in my pants as I walked up the steps to her house. No way she was fully satisfied.
At the very least I could SEE her, she was everything I desired, and could fulfill my visions that were fading. Her jerk-off factor was declining with my memory of her, and I needed it refilled. My heroin(e), my Sara, and I needed this fix bad.
DING
I knew that, if I stayed, I could lay in her guest bedroom and conjure up her vision freshly seen, imagining her -pregnant- young body as I stroked my stiffy. Would she do the same after seeing me?? All this is happening in a split second by the way, standing at the door of a completely normal suburban home while waiting for the door to open. My heart pounding a million times a second.
I was mapping a path to her bed, no doubt about it. But at minimum a bed that was separated from her by a door, a wall, a shower curtain? Mmmmm. Maybe I'd hear her and hubby do the naughty. How fantastic would that be? Jerking off to her moans.
I felt myself grow hard, danger. Great, she answers the door and I got a tent in my pants. Shifting my thoughts. Dripping is one thing but to stand there stiff. Do I hug her? Yes. That is normal. She will be opening this door, standing right there, a light flipped on.
DING.
I would touch her, more than once. How could I find a way to 'feel' her, which is a step more than a touch. A lingering caress. To hold my hand on her skin, a second too long. First she had to let me stay.
Calm.
I breathed. No more than ten seconds had passed.
When the door swung open, she froze like a deer. And what I saw bordered on obscene; all the innocence I ever remembered all that naughty lurking in the corners, and in all the right places. Sara, innocence at the edge of perverted. It was all in the mouth. A permanent pout and smile. That lower lip! I melted. My Sara. Sara!! Surprise in her eyes, a surge of adrenaline, and cheeks that went instantly red.
"Holy shit," My pregnant Sara exclaimed.
She looked so hot in a tight pair of stretchy jeans and red V-sweater.
And I had to be real careful.
------------
She looked a little tired. And, my oh my, pregnant!
In a flash as she turned, her swollen belly peeking out from under that red sweater. The jeans nicely stretched, straining the zipper and button. I knew she would let me feel her belly, and at the thought I was stiffening again.
--------------
Well, after hearing my woes, she or I should say THEY let me stay.
I say 'they' because Mark had to agree to it. From the beginning he never liked me, and that had not changed. Jealousy? How could it be? He never knew. No way had she told him. It made me nervous the way he was looking at me though.
"What are you doing here?" her voice breathless, I loved the surprise. I saw her hand involuntarily reach, ready to hold mine. But Mark was there and that hand stayed dutifully by her side.
And I did get the room of my dreams.
A room right next to theirs, which was the guest room. Oh to be wealthy enough to have a guest room. I leaned against the wall that we shared. This was getting to be too much.
That evening I took a shower, a nice long slow shower. I loved the idea of being naked in the same house, rubbing soap across my chest. I began to fantasize about Sara naked, or walking about the house in a towel or nightie. Come in here, I thought. I remembered the times I had seen her, pulling back the shower curtain, the way she would turn toward me without covering herself. I began to lather up my crotch, all nice and slippery, feeling the warm water cascade down my back and began to stroke. Mmmmmm. I was so hard, if felt heavy in my hand.
I closed my eyes, picturing her body. My voice low mumbles, "Do you always make coffee naked." "Mmmmm, yes, early before anyone else rises." "Where is Mark?" "Gone already." Mmmmmmm. "Yes. Someone else is rising early too."
Sara kneeling down in front of me, looking at my cock, as I am slapping at her cheek with it. Her mouth on me, wrapping her lips around its head. Popping inside. Oh God. I can see it. The softness of her slick pussy, all tight and hungry. Her eyes looking up at me, her white teeth, red mouth. Licking her lips. Ahhhhh.
Fuck.
"Welcome back." I breath in my own voice, and began convulsing in the shower as spurt after spurt of cum sprayed into the shower.
Delicious. I rinsed and got out. I wiped the steamed mirror and looked, held my hands out in front of me. These hands had done just about everything with my sister. I stood naked and felt my cock rising again. Are you kidding me?
I wrapped myself in a towel - would she see me? Trotted off to my room. Nope. And got dressed in jeans and a T shirt, before going downstairs.
As I settled onto the sofa Sara caught my eye. That smirk. Was I imagining it? The corners lifted, and her eyes twinkling. What was she thinking?
She said, "Have a nice shower?"
You would have made it nicer. I felt myself blush, I looked away.
"Yeah."
Sara was still in jeans, but that would not be for too much longer. Her belly was really straining at the zipper and snaps. She was so fucking sexy. I kept peeking at her, and she was pretty much just ignoring me. Busy. Pregnancy does something to a woman's body. Her breasts were fantastic, pendulous. Her hair shined, her lips were swollen and red. She had this glowing look, ripe and full and I so wanted to run my hand over her hips.
I blurted out, "You're Pregnant! Mom told me. You look happy."
She just smiled and walked by.
When she came by again I said, "You look great." My eyes following a line down her body. She paused a beat, letting me look at her.
"Thanks." Her smile, the kind that forms a softening at her eyes.
My heart began to pound. "When you due?"
"Its my third trimester, like nine more weeks."
"Holy shit. Baby move much?"
"All the time," she had moved herself to the sofa. Her top was riding up leaving a bare swelling belly.
"Can I..." Oh god. First night. I wanted to.
She moved a little closer.
"Sure. It's moving a bit now." Her tone all innocent, she slid close. I lay the flat of my hand on her belly, and touched her soft bare skin. My fingers were trembling. I about exploded. Could she feel it? Was she? My little Sara. "Here, it's little foot is right here." She took my hand and slid it low under her belly, and beneath her navel. My fingers just grazing the edge of her jeans. Soft downy hairs running up her abdomen. "Feel it?"
I didn't. I wanted to and was sliding my hand along the edge of her jeans. She took my hand and pressed hard.
Ohhhh, this was too much. My fingers tucked just into her jeans. Her belly tight, the soft swell of her abdomen. Soft downy hair. And a ridge of hair up toward her navel.
"Yes. Yes. There." I could so totally feel it.
"Been kicking at me all day. So active. It makes my back hurt."
"It's so cool."
She was still smiling, enjoying my response. All I could think of was her smell, and the warmth of her skin.
---------------
It was the next week, and we had all sort of settled into somewhat of a routine. Mark in his suit. He was one of those suit and tie control freaks, not warm at all like my Sara. He was was reading something, and most of the time I tried not to be there until he left, but at the same time I have to have my coffee.
Sara is not always up either, but this morning she was and made coffee. She was wearing a dark blue silk robe, light and soft, probably still in a nightgown. But I couldn't see it. Fantasies of her with nothing underneath. The robe opening lightly at her knees when she walked, swinging open and closed. I loved the way she looked and Mark did not even notice.
What I did was.
She brought a cup of coffee to Mark and in the process stepped beside me as she set it at the table. Right at that moment, I lay my hand up under her robe on her thigh. Soft, warm flesh. It was instinct, honestly. I almost did not realize I had done it.
I felt my sister jump, but she did not move away, at least not quickly. She made as if she were interested in something that Mark was reading, pausing, just standing there. By the time I realized what I had done, I was amazed at her not moving away from me. Mark had no idea. I was not going to mess up, and determined that this was all I was going to do.
But so long as she would stand there, I could not relent. I stroked her softly a little, did not move my hand from its spot at all. So there we were. That moment passed, her feigned interest ended and she moved to walk away. I felt her thigh tense before she took her first step. Dreading the loss of her touch my hand slid the littlest bit higher, I could feel the warmth rising along her inner thigh and then she was gone.
No one was ever the wiser. Her cheeks were flushed as she sipped her coffee leaning against the counter. Mark folded up his papers and rose to leave.
The door closed, the rush of wind as it sealed. Sara still sipping her cup and looking at me sideways. Eyes of daggers, but little else. A smile?
Was she mad?
I tried to ignore, but those eyes, fixed. Her smirk. She says softly, no anger, "You fire starter bad boy. Do you enjoy your divinity?"
"What?" I, playing innocent. But fidgeting now. Where would this go?
"You did that purposely didn't you?"
"It was habit." I looked down my face flushing. She leaned back and stretched, the robe opening ever so slight. A deep V formed between her breasts, nothing, bare flesh.
She took a sip of her coffee and set it down. "So who keeps you in line Jason? A Bitch or a Feline? I bet pussy still tames you good." Her words jarred me, and not asked as a question, rhetorical or otherwise. Upon delivery she rose and left the room.
I didn't get up, and in a moment she was back, as if nothing was said at all. It was in a blur. All she said was, "What are you doing today?"
I shrugged, "Looking for a job." It was like time had stopped and then started again.
"Mmmm." Smirk. She was thinking, pensive. Her cheeks glowing. Pregnancy or... "You want a warm up?" She held the pot out to me. It almost seemed suggestive.
"Sure."
With the pot in hand she walked up slowly, padding her bare feet and stood in the exact same spot as five minutes earlier. Turning herself to pour my coffee.
I could just about hear her thoughts, 'I dare you!'
As she poured I once again lay my hand right at the back of her thigh, just above the back of her knees. My hand trembling, I could scarcely breath. The warmth of her skin, soft as silk flesh.
She sighed. I felt a frustration in her sigh, loneliness, frustration. Connection. It was coursing between us, refilling us. Like a wind hitting limp sails. My hand sliding higher until touching the arch at her butt, and no panties. Her naked body covered in a silk robe. I knew every inch. I wanted to slide my hand between her legs, knew she was wet.
Her voice breaking in with a steady, "Jason." And absent encouragement, I let go, grasping my cup. I was trembling, she icy calm. Nothing on under that robe, I could not get that out of my head.
I sipped, "Nice and warm."
She swung around and seated herself across from me, "You didn't answer. A bitch or a feline?"
So it was a question.
"I didn't know it was a question?"
"Hmmmm." That smirk.
So I answered, "Well, 'she' started out as a Feline." I did not take my eyes off hers. Watching the color rise in her face. "Definitely. But a bitch can get the job done. As to your second question, YES."
Then silence and, "I got to get dressed," as she padded out the kitchen.
---------------
It was stupid I know it was, and with every action there is a reaction.
Since I had now signaled my depravity, and unrequited (requited?) interest, she became distant. Not only that, she physically kept her distance.
At one point: "Nothing can happen while you are here?"
I stared at her like a bobble head doll. A 'Who me' puppy look, who had just despoiled the family meal.
"I'm serious. This morning was - NOT ok. And Mark was right there."
"I'm sorry. Really, it was like habit, I know that sounds stupid. But considering... And the way you were dressed. AND you teased me!"
"I wasn't dressed..."
"Exactly."
"...yet. Jason this is my house."
"I said I was sorry. Sorry. How many times you want me to say it."
"Till you mean it."
"Truth. I miss us."
"Jason."
"It just ended. You know. Out of the blue."
"Out of the BLUE. I got married!"
"Well, obviously. But, for me, it WAS hard. I mean, it is the kind of thing one needs to be weaned off of."
She smirked.
"You left me cold turkey."
"Not the way I remember it." We were suddenly silent. I knew our thoughts. Memories and images of us, and what passed between us. It was like a mutual flashback. If it had been a movie a million images would have been flashing on the screen. "So you my breast fed baby now? All lost without me." At that I stared directly at her tits. She blushed, "We did plenty of weaning. I gave you more than I should have." And a little pause, a little smile, "In fact, I weaned you a bit this morning didn't I?"
I met her eye, felt my cock jump.
"What you already apologized for." Her smile. "Or have you already forgotten?"
"These things take time."
"Well, try to behave. At least while Mark is around."
----------------
Wean. We could wean. I turned over and over in my mind her words. 'Try to behave.' Try. Was this any level of permission, was there anything? I had no way of knowing. 'I weaned you this morning.'
That evening she curled herself on the sofa, watching TV.
Mark was sitting down but getting up all the time, wandering around the house. He seemed to always have something on his mind, fidgety. He had gotten used to having me around and that problem had passed entirely.
Sara's knees were tucked under her and her head lay on the back of the sofa.
I sat there in another chair with a perfect view of her. Turn my head one way TV, the other my Sa-ra. She knew I was looking at her, but ignoring me.
And what did I do? Fantasized. Letting my mind wander. That first night we shared a bed, peaking at her perfect body. My hand on her breasts. She was wearing a nightshirt, then in my imagination the clothes were gone and she was sitting on a chair with her legs wide, her delicious crotch wide open, pussy hairs, slit spread for me, her knees hooked on each arm rest. I mean, she had done this for me!
I could see her, completely naked. And now I was hard. My cock running along the zipper of my jeans. I needed to adjust. She would notice.
The urge growing. Heat, my heart. Naughty, desire, anticipation. How wrong it would be. She's Sara, she loves to be bad. I knew that about her. No way she changed ThAT much. Enough of US survived. Her libido. It was wild, wild to the hilt. God I could ride her. How do you fuck a pregnant woman? What would she taste like?
I had to move, I couldn't just sit there. I said, "You want something to drink?" She glanced at me, smiled with a nod. I rose, and as I went by leaned in, whispered, "I could use a little weaning this evening."
Absolutely no response, my heart in my throat. I brought her back some ice water. She, sitting there, in the exact same position.
And a moment later, she rose and left.
Shit. I'm such a fuck up. But then another moment, back in the same spot - in her robe! That little silk robe. I flushed. Her eyes darting for her husband's whereabouts, knowing her thoughts.
'What if he walked in here?' 'Where is he?'
Sara moved her hand to her front and squeezed the front of the robe between her breasts pulling it tight, then slid her hand down soft over her belly, and up again. Smoothing the fabric over her body, letting me watch her touch herself. I had made her horny. I knew it. I thought about going over and sitting by her, but decided it would be too much and it would be over before it began. Let her. Let her feel it. Her hand lay across her breasts, and in another moment, her legs sliding open, her robe parting. Fuck. Red panties, set against that deep blue robe, the passage up her thighs the fabric of her panties over her crotch. Not naked under that robe. She left on her panties. She knew how I love panties!
Oh Christ. Her eyes flickered over my way, a slight smile. She slid down the seat a little allowing the robe to rise higher, opening, one side lay at the side of her thigh. Her knee swinging in and out, opening and closing, giving me a view of her panty covered puss.
As she did this was watching around herself, ready to pull it all in should Mark come in. She tucked her hand into her robe, covering her breast and gave her nipple a tweak as her legs swung open for me.
It was better than her being naked, all imagination. I ran my hand over my crotch and rubbed lightly as I watched, drinking her body in. So delicious. Her eyes flashing to my hand, knowing my cock, the feel and weight, god How I wanted it in her mouth. Would she masturbate tonight? Would she cum for me? I could walk over there. Walk over. She would let me, but we both stay in place. I could picture her on my bed, legs wide frigging herself, fingers tucked inside. I wanted to open that robe and eat her, lick her wet juices right off those red panties, and pull her down on me. What would it feel like to have her sitting on me, on my lap bearing down on my cock. Her pregnant belly, squeezing her tits.



"Oh Godddd." I moaned.
Her eyes went wide, glancing around. I needed to be quiet. My mind racing. Sara raised her hips slid back again, and moved her hand between her legs.
Fuck, oh fuck.
Her hand slid between her legs, and the movement under her robe took on the unmistakable movement and steady rhythm. She was masturbating, squeezing her thighs around her hand. I wanted to kiss her as she did that. Kiss her neck and watch her lift her chin up. I knew I was in love with her. I always had been. That she was doing this. Our bodies were formed to the other. I knew her every thought. Her head turned to the side. She had pulled her robe closed now, not needing to be ready for the distraction of Mark, which next moment actually did occur. He walked in and sat down, she stopped all movement but left her hand where it was.
When, he got up again and wandered off I asked, "What does he do?" surprising her. She began masturbating again as I stroked my cock.
"Oh, he has papers he goes through, things he fixes. The garage."
Silence again, hands roaming. Her cheeks flushed, and she was squirming now.
"Good show." I said signaling to the TV.
"You like it." She smiled.
I just watched, and she continued, breathing deep. Her hand moving faster, chewing her lower lip, tipping her head back. Eyes closed now. It was too much. I ached. My hand running along my cock. I realized that at this point I could not bear a second longer, and began to scratch my fingers along my cock, I needed release. I was going to give my own show, and I needed to cum. Pressing, scratching along the length of my cock. She watched me with her eyes half closed.
I watched until the tell tale spasm of her body, the squeeze of her thighs, signaling a delicious little orgasm; and my cock sprayed inside my pants, leaving a stain.
We couldn't talk, we were idiots, masturbating for each other, watching each other cum.
So this is weaning.
------------------
Weaning can happen with words too.
It was afternoon, a lovely day and we were outside on the back patio.
"Sara. You remember that first night, we shared a bed."
Her eye twinkled a moment, she answered evenly. "What about it?"
"Just seeing if you do. Best night of my life."
"Pervert."
She was cross stitching. A very unlike Sara thing to do.
"I can remember everything." She was silent. That light outside the window made you glow, I can remember how you look when you sleep. You had shifted right next to me, and for some reason, you probably didn't even know, but I lay my hand right at your stomach."
She looked up at me, "I was not asleep. Don't know why I let you. It was - nice. You were sweet."
"It's the first time I thought of you as sexy."
She laughed, "it's the first time I thought of you as a pervert."
"It was innocent."
"it was nice. It wasn't innocent."
"I fell back asleep like that, with my hand on you. And when I woke up my hand was in the exact same spot on you, but your bare skin."
She sighed. "That was because of ME actually. I lay there awake, your hand on my tummy. I wanted to feel it on my skin, it felt so nice against me, warm and heavy. I tugged and tugged my nightshirt up, and when your hand was safe there right against me, the warmth of your bare hand, I lay my head in your shoulder and then, finally, I could sleep. I remember the warmth."
I had never heard that part, she never said anything about it.
"You never said that."
"No, considering what happened next."
"I massaged you."
"Yes, you did." She stretched out at the thought. Yes she was feline.
"I knew you weren't asleep?"
"No. Your hand, the moment it moved. Your every move I was aware of. Little circles over my tummy." She looked down at her swollen belly. "I thought you were going to touch my breast, and that's why I took your hand. But you were a persistent little bugger."
"I wasn't sure you had even been awake. You didn't pull your top down. And you kept holding my hand, so warm. Your breathing."
She closed her eyes. "Stop."
"That is when I looked at you."
She blushed, "Stop."
"We were just covered by that sheet and I peaked at you. The light in the room illuminated your body. Burned in my memory. So beautiful, those white panties. First time I ever saw your breasts.
"I don't have that body any more."
"Oh you are still beautiful."
She smiled. "You can be sweet. And then I let go, and that hand of yours went right back at it. I hoped you would though. It felt nice to be touched, I knew you were looking at me. You looked ridiculous with your head under the covers. I let it happen. I shouldn't have but, I did. You were touching my panties now and I was like, this has to stop. I wanted it, but knew it was wrong. I took your hand again. I had to stop you."
"Oh god. I was so mortified when you looked at me under the sheet. Your growl, 'Get up Here'"
"It was then I knew just how WELL you could see me. Pervert."
"I apologized."
"HA. You are always apologizing."
"You held my hand again."
"Yes I did. 'You like looking don't ya.'" That was same phrase she used before. She remembered everything just like me. "The next night was when I was really conflicted about it, about you. It was so wrong. I was pretty vulnerable then. I did not feel all that pretty, hadn't had a good boyfriend in a long time. Excited about being in a bathing suit, and suddenly I have this boy in my bed."
"It was you who teased me with a description of the panties you were wearing that day. And, YOU also were the one who rolled your top up again."
She continued her stitching, "Guilty as charged. At that point I wanted you to touch me again, I admit it."
"And I did."
"Oh, yeah. You did all right. I was in shock. We did a lot."
"You were wide awake. You were a feline then. I just rubbed you, your hands, arm."
"My breasts. Mmmm." Her mmmm came out without her fully conscious of it.
"You loved it. Your eyes on me as I did it the whole time. I'll never forget. And I was good, I let go when you wanted. We fell asleep with my hands on you."
"I can't call it sleep. I felt everything. I was melting. Every time you woke you would rub my body, and break me down."
"The feel of you. I could do it all night."
"You did."
"You let me rub you everywhere, didn't move at all. You did have small panties, and I so remember running my hand across the very top of them. Mmmmm."
"Make me crazy."
She was squeezing her legs together.
"You were so bad, god how you wanted to touch my breasts. Teasing around them, just along the edges. And THEN! You didn't grab THEM! You grabbed me, god, your hand went right to my pussy. Ohhh, I was not expecting THAT! Pussy tames you good."
"Your first growl."
"God. We weren't even alone in the room that night. I could NOT make noise. Oh," she shook her head. "Stop." She had set the stitching down and lay her hand over her crotch. "It hurts."
"I pushed my hand into those panties. You were such a cat, pushing against me wherever I touched you. I wanted to see if you were wet, and you burst. Oh god you burst."
"It was everything I could do to stop you. Our folks in the next bed. I took your hand then!"
"Yes. And when the negotiations began, the ones that could never hold."
"The summits."
"You can touch me here and not here, you can squeeze my tits but not play with my nipples. Fuck. Jason! You have me so wet right now."
"You were the one who invited me back into your bed. And pulled me up against your back."
"Yes. Next to go, my panties."
She looked at me. Her eyes met mine, liquid lust. I had touched something in her just then.
"It was our first night we had sex." She closed her eyes. "The sweetest, softest, baddest sex I'd ever had. I can't remember how many times."
I slid my chair closer and put my hand on her neck, she lifted her chin, let me draw my hand down her front and lightly stroke her breasts over her top. She did not move, let me stroke her body, her arms, her lips, down her throat. I squeezed and held her breasts, felt their weight. Her chin fell and she watched my hand.
I whispered to her, "You're not the kind of person who anyone gets over."
"You have any idea how horny a pregnant woman is?"
-----------------------------
And those eyes.
I saw tears. "I remember everything. You are not someone I can say no to you know."
And she took my hand, let out such a deep sigh. Held my hand between her knees.
"We can't."
-------------
About a week later:
I came in and sat down by her.
She glanced up, "You going to make me cry again?" Sara said leaning back into the corner of the sofa, nibbling her lower lip, and gazing across at me.
She had on this fantastic yellow crinkle sun dress that fell just below her knees. So cheerful, the fabric was light, supple, but it had weight. Had to be expensive.
She continued, "You have a way of showing up out of the blue haven't you? At my vulnerable moments."
"Like last time? At your wedding."
She blushed. "Yeah. Like that."
"You answering the door in your fucking wedding dress, drinking champagne."
"Ha!! That was a million years ago."
"Well I'm back. Hi," I said reaching her arm and giving it a squeeze. She raised her foot and pushed my hand away, which left the hem of her dress raised high on her thigh, and giving me a peak up her thighs, no panties this time.
She gave a mock frown, "I was mad at you, for leaving. Where were you? Why ARE you here?"
I kept the mystery alive responding, "Don't know if I'm ready to go into it all yet. I appreciate everything you've done. And Mark."
I could tell she was not sure how to respond. Curiosity. Compassion. Loneliness.
I Pointed out the sliding glass window, "A blue-jay."
Silence.
Finally, she says, "I loved my wedding practice. It is the baddest thing we ever did." She let out a breath, "It's taken five years of therapy to get over you."
"You're kidding? A therapist?" My mind racing. I had never thought about us leaving our hermetically sealed world, of moving it outside of US. Of her going to someone else and talking about it. "You tell him about, I mean. Anything about. You know."
"It's a Her. And, yeah, I told her Everything."
"About US. As in, brother and sister. You serious?"
She just nodded. "Just about everything." What a rush, a weird thrill ran through me, the idea of her words reaching another human being about what we had done. She looked so soft and delicate, her hair falling over her shoulders. She was so female, a softness that is hard to put in words. The fabric of her dress, her throat, small chin.
"They didn't like arrest us or anything? Call the paddy wagons."
"It's more common than you think." She put me at ease, "If the ages of the siblings are similar, like less than three years, and circumstances being what they are, or were, there are triggers. Conservative parents. Absent father. It fit, and she helped me make sense, make peace with myself. We were, actually, the postcard dysfunctional family."
Her eyes turned to me. I reached to take her hand. She let me briefly, but pulled away again.
"I've missed you. I miss us."
"Jason."
Silence.
"You are beautiful, you know that?"
"Stop."
"I don't think your husband thinks too highly of me."
"Oh, it's all fine. Mark's fine. He likes things just so, that's all, the house and everything."
"You can't have said very nice things about me. I mean..."
"I never said anything bad."
"What HAVE you said?"
As we talked, I gradually slid closer watching her breathe, the rise and fall of her chest, the way her nose moved as she talked. Her dress dipped down between her breasts, and the bulge of her tummy from beneath where the sun dress cinched at mid chest. The bulge of her tummy, and the dress dipping down between her thighs raised up high across her hips. She made no effort to cover her sex from me. Her breasts were so much bigger. I watched as her long hair slipped down over her cheeks. She was so beautiful. I could feel her warmth as I slid closer, and her smell, sweet and deep. I was drinking her in as we talked.
So comfortable, guards falling. Our bodies were beginning to intertwine. Losing that thread of where one ends and the other begins.
"About us? Nothing. I mean, that your my brother, I don't know where you went, that I missed you. I worried. That's it."
"But still, anytime there is family that is never coming round, one is bound to think not good things."
She tried to change the subject, "So you can't tell me anything Jason? You going to remain a mystery. Why are you here? You break up with someone?"
She hit the target close. "I probably need therapy." I tried a laugh. "Let's say it is better to have loved and..."
She finished it, "Lost..."
"I was going to say abandoned."
She was looking at me, concern in her eyes. "Adults aren't abandoned. We aren't children anymore to be abandoned. When you're ready, tell me. You can tell me anything. Ok?"
"Lets just say...she's the bitch, now." I felt a tear in my eye, trying to be tough. But the words hurt. It's probably the most honest I had been. Sara was staring intently, listening to me and everything else melted. I said it again, "I think you are beautiful, and I missed you." Running my finger along her wrist.
"Stop."
"You said anything."
"You know what I mean."
My eyes misting, "It felt like abandonment though." I left interpretation open, my ex or my sister.
I took her hand and she let me. She slid her small fingers over mine, rubbing my palm like it had a stain in it. I responded. We held our hands out flat between us and then folded our fingers together.
"Feels nice."
She said nothing. Her breathing was quicker. I opened my hand again and ran my fingers down her wrist to her elbow and back again. Over and over.
"This Ok?"
"Mmmm. A little." And we so silently let our hands touch together. Fingers stroking our palms, fingers entwined, simple soft caresses along our arms. Sliding closer, not even realizing our movement.
I asked, "We can hold hands?" She met my eyes, without saying no. My heart lept at that single point of allowed access. Without thinking I spoke, and immediately regretted what I said, "Can I kiss you?"
She looked surprised, "No. Behave," pulling her hand away.
"Sorry." Shit.
We were both still facing each other though. Our knees just about touching. She did not move any further away. I believe she was realizing how much closer we had gotten, with our heads laying against the sofa cushions, relaxed, eying one another. Her dress brushed against my cheek. It felt so right with her, I felt like I could breathe.
"Remember our first kiss?"
Sara closed her eyes, "I remember."
I reached to her and moved a strand of hair from her cheek.
"You need to stop." Eyes closed.
"I'm not doing anything. I love looking in your eyes...your hair was in the way. You have beautiful lips." I touched her lower lip with my finger and added in a whisper, "One kiss."
"Jason! If this is how you are going to be, like this."
"I'm, sorry. It's hard. You have to know, you have to feel some of the same things."
"It's different now. It's wrong. I don't want anything to...I work hard to be where I am."
"I know. I know. I'm not saying run off. I miss your taste, to have one taste. I barely remember." Was I whining?
Her cheeks glowed and her head lay on the cushion. She opened her eyes in little slits, looking at me.
Silence.
I could not help myself as I prattled on, "No one knows. One. One little kiss. Sara. Just surrender, that little bit."
She closed her eyes and I felt the breath go out of her as she froze. Neither a yes or no.
Consent.
I leaned in and touched her lips with mine. She remained there unmoving. No other response. I felt the warmth of her, her smell before she turned.
She opened her eyes, looking back at me - mischievous - and I immediately protested. There was a thin smile on her lips.
"Not what I meant. A kiss. A real kiss."
She leaned to me, our foreheads touching. We were so close, too close for a brother and sister.
"Brat."
Without a word, I leaned in again without her moving away, touching her cheek with my hand and guided her mouth to mine. Our trembling lips, reaching. This time I felt her lips lightly, and I pressed her lower lip between mine. I felt her mouth open, pressed in with my warm tongue. We let our tongues touch. Tip to tip. Soft. Slow. Electric. I turned to her and we pressed ourselves close, folding our bodies slowly molding into one another. Kissing. I have no idea how long we kissed, delicious long lovely kisses. I wrapped my arm around and held my Sara to me. The thin fabric of her dress clung to her body, feelling as if she had nothing on at all. How long had it been?
We stopped and caught our breath, moving back but still within reach of each other. I had my hand at her hip, scraping my fingers up and down, could feel the warmth of her. I lowered the palm of my hand to her ass and then sliding up to her waist, no panties. Watching her breathe, the weight of her breasts. No bra, and felt suddenly very warm. She leaned away from me, letting my hand lay across her tummy, rubbing her through the thin fabric. Her pregnant body was more awkward, not lithe and bendable as I remember.
"Wow!" I said.
She eyed me, "You are so bad." But I could see she was proud of herself, her effect on me.
"You knew we might."
She harrumphed. "You've had your hands all over me. You've been a walking talking seduction. But a kiss. No. I wasn't going to let it."
I moved close, nose to nose, and she did not pull away. Leaning nearer, not asking, I lay my mouth on hers for a third time, as I talked. "I missed you." She could feel my lips brushing hers as I spoke, keeping her head where it was as my words washed over her. Eyes sparkling and fixed on mine. "A thousand times I missed you. I love your taste. You know that. You are beautiful. It all comes back." Breaking our kiss, I let my hand wander up along her side and down across her tummy, brushing the narrow line of her ribs between her tummy and breasts, feeling the top of her breasts at the back of my hand. I once again lay my hand back over the swell of her belly.
"Pregnant," as I caressed her tummy, stroking the bulge and the hem of her dress slipping above her knees. At my touch she shifted herself up and away, but now with knees lifted the dress sliding down her thighs.
"Ok Jason." She said not angry at all, almost sad. "You kissed me. We can't. We can't do this," tugging her dress back over her knees. "Stop," she added as I followed her movement as she slid away. I began pulling at her. Her eyes widening, "Jason! I'm serious."
"Ok. But One, one more."
I kissed her again and she responded by pressing her whole body to me, leaning me back and laying down on me. Her mouth opening, biting into me. Hungry. She was chewing my lips, sucking my lower lip the way I loved, tipping her chin up and I began to nibble her neck. Her breasts pressed to my chest. God, she loved when I nibbled her neck. I clung to her, rocking her in my arms as we kissed. Sliding my knee up between her legs making contact with her groin, we lay side by side, her dress tucked between her legs. My cock was so hard.
As we kissed she was panting, "Stop. Stop." Her rocking body over me, kissing me between her words.
Me protesting, "One minute. One more," and continued nibbling down her neck, soft kisses biting her there, across her collarbone and at her shoulder, running kisses across the top of her breasts. She sighed, rubbing and rocking her pussy along my thigh, humping my leg, giving me her neck, her throat, and tossing back her hair. I could feel her surrender. She was so hot and hungry. God, she was NOT getting any. "Oh, Jason." I knew this was one of her favorite ways to be kissed, and I continued to nibble around her ears, along her shoulder.



"Sara."
She whimpered, "You know all my weaknesses." Our tongues softly rolling together, our open mouths, her bodies rocking softly together. We were slowing down, not as hungry. Sensual, slow, delicate. Soft. Lazy. A wave running up the sand of a beach, falling and rising.
I asked, "Did you miss me?"
Her lips on mine, "You have no idea."
I brought my hand higher and squeezed it over her breast, as the most exquisite moan left her. The feeling of her flesh, her nipple pressed at the center of my palm.
"Oh Jason." She groaned. Had I gone to far? She was rolling herself off my thigh, sliding in beside me, turned herself around. Suddenly sad.
I let go, though we were still wrapped together. It took awhile, as we untangled our bodies. I had honestly intended not to touch her like that. She released me, and began tugging her dress back into place, sitting up and pulling it out from between her legs, exhaling. Catching our breaths, as the last orange light shining across our skin as the sun sunk lower behind the trees. We were sitting now in shadows.
"Be Good." She was plaintive now. "You are staying at our house. We HAVE to be careful, you and I. We can't start. You make me want to do things, and have them done to me." She closed her eyes and gave out such a deep sigh. "So bad. You are the true definition of a seducer."
She lay her head on my chest, "Be Good. Be good." And she hit my chest with her open hand after each utterance.
"I try. It's hard."
She lay her hand over my cock and squeezed.
"That's the problem."
AS she lay with her head on my chest, her hair brushing under my chin, we simply watched the sun slip entirely out of sight.
Suddenly dark, no lights on.
------------------------
The moment was broken with, "I am going to have to tell my therapist about this."
"Five years. You still see her?"
My Sara was turning into a shadow, just teeth and eyes.
"Hmmm. Some. Not as much." She moved herself so she was sitting between my legs, her back to me. I wrapped my arms around her.
"Do you have to?"
She nodded. "I do now. You shit."
"What will she say?"
"She told me this might happen when I told her you showed up at my door."
"What were you supposed to do if I show up?"
"Not be alone with you," her sideways glance.
I laughed. "Not going very well."
"No. Fuck."
"You still going to let me stay?"
"You going to promise to behave?" She turned wagged a finger at me.
I leaned in and sucking her finger that was pointing at me, slowly sucking it in and out, before saying, "I promise."
Catching the surprise in her eyes.
"I'm serious."
Pleased at the pulse of desire.
She wanted more.
Game. Set. Match. And just as I had never felt so close to my Sara she said, "I have to go."
------------
Fuck!
Sara stood. "I have to go meet Mark." Fuck! I so did not want this to end, but said nothing. Let her do what she wants. Don't push it, not now, reveling in these soft lines in the sand shifting about. The feel on my lips, still tingling from our kiss.
I said nothing, and ultimately made the right choice.
She simply stood in front of me, looking down at me. I watched her, hair falling down around her face. A dark silhouette
"What am I going to do with you."
Invitation? At this point, I knew she would let me do just about anything I wanted. I lay my hand at the back of her thigh, same as that morning in the kitchen and began to stroke her legs. From her knees up to her ass. She let me rub my hand around her bare ass under the loose dress. Up to the small of her back and I scratched her there. Her favorite spot.
"Hmmmmm."
She breathed out one more almost silent "Oh fuck" and turning herself sat next to me.
I gave a half-hearted, "You got to go?"
To which she responded, "I have a few minutes. Now. Behave!!"
"Ok," and reached my hand over to hold hers.
She opened her palm to me and lay it on her knee and let me stroke her fingers, "I thought we were going to talk. Whatever happened to that? 'I just want to talk.' [mimicking me] Or was this just like some evil plan of yours?"
She was leaning back and placing her feet on the cushion, teasing me. Laying in the dark, all shadows. The darkness between her thighs.
"No. There was no plan."
"To get your hands all over me." I loved the way she said that. "Kiss me. Grope me." She put her hands over her tits and kicked me with her foot.
I stretched toward her and said as nonchalant as I could, "So...What music you been listening to?"
She looked up, "Nothing, lately," crossing her arms over her tits instead of gripping them.
"You used to love music!"
There was a pause as she transitioned her thinking, saying as she shrugged, "Good music is hard to find, or maybe I'm just getting too fricken old."
I was adjusting to the fact she was not going anywhere.
This was an interesting turn, I could not help but notice how feisty she was, more the old Sara. Our antics had kind of messed her up a bit. God I loved her disheveled hair. I thought back to our long drives in Florida, her leaning between the seats and me diddling her in the back seat as our parents sat in front. Good god we were bad. There was a faint scent of her sex. Unmistakable. She was wet.
As my mind raced through all these thoughts and memories, I continued the conversation, "I agree. It's like, the only things popular are prostitutes and teenage boys. I don't listen to the radio much."
"Its like there's only one station on no matter what you tune it to."
I added, "I like indie rock."
"Interesting! When I met Mark, he opened up a whole new world of music to me. Small labels, unknown bands. Modest Mouse, Pavement, Iron and Wine, Holopaw, The Shins, the Flaming Lips. Indie rock. Right?"
"Yeah, pretty much. I know them. Some are getting more popular now, Modest Mouse. This one song of theirs is EVERYWHERE. TV, Radio, stores... I hear it constantly, from the weirdest places."
"I like Radiohead," she said stretching her legs out, and resting them over the top of my legs. "I've been a dedicated fan of theirs since the beginning, although I haven't really gotten into their new album."
"I like nine inch nails."
"Mmmmm. They have good music. Sorta mainstream."
"I want to fuck you like an animal."
"Behave."
"It's the name of the song. I like that one."
"I bet you do. You know what I mean...I also love some other stuff. But so much music has gotten lame and I like my oldies."
As I had said fuck you like an animal, I had lain my hand over her knee and now began to run my hands down her leg, knee to ankle. She had extended her legs over my lap, and I felt myself getting hard at the contact. I scooted back a bit so she couldn't feel anything. Her head was tilting back so she was just talking to the ceiling, letting me run my hands over her bare legs. It was not lost on me that she was wearing absolutely nothing beside this little yellow dress.
She continued, "Stevie Wonder, Paul Simon, Cat Stevens, Jason Bowie, Elvis. I have a big crush on Elvis. Thin, sexy Elvis, not fat druggie Elvis. But you knew that."
I was edging toward her as she leaned back, and my movement caused her knees to rise a bit higher as I ran my hands over her legs. As I stroked her legs, I pushed the hem of her dress over the top and her dress began to slip down her thighs unnoticed.
She asked, "Have you ever heard the song Your Body is a Wonderland, by Mayer? Swim in a deep sea of blankets."
"I love that song."
"I won't be able to get that song out of my head now. That is what I will think of when I go to bed tonight."
And I recited some lyrics, "We've got the afternoon. You got this room for two.
One thing I've left to do. Discover me Discovering you. One mile to every inch of your skin like porcelain. One pair of candy lips and Your bubblegum tongue."
I thought of how I could seriously masturbate to that image of us in a sea of blankets.
"Good memory."
I asked, "What about movies?"
"Where do I begin. Hey! Have you ever seen Harold and Maude? One of my all time favorite movies. Mentioning Cat Stevens reminded me of it... That movie was partially filmed close to here. There's a bridge they ride across and get pulled over by a cop. They just rebuilt it."
"Mmmmm."
And then it was like we ran out of topics. In the silence I continued rubbing her legs, up and down, up and down, edging my hands over her lovely thighs.
She filled the silence with, "What else?"
But I had already formulated what I was going to say, "You really haven't changed." She looked down at my hands stroking her. "Your body, I mean, you feel...the same."
"I wish. I'm fat."
"What?? Not at all." I squeezed her thigh just above her knee.
"No. Not my legs, up top."
At that I lay my hand over her belly. Taking her comment as permission, and stroking my hand in a circle, the movement causing her dress to ride higher still. There has always been something about being able to touch a pregnant ladies tummy.
"Your pregnant Sara."
She was looking down at my hand as I was clinically exploring her flesh. She took my hand by the wrist and said, "Feel that," as she set my hand just above her hip at the side. "Feel all that blubber. THAT's fat bro."
I squeezed the bulge of flesh at her hip, "That's for the baby. Come on. You look so fucking sexy," I deftly moved my hand across her abdomen to a point low below her navel and just above her pussy mound, "and you know it." I could just feel the edge of her pussy hairs.
She did not react at all, only the hint of a smile as I called her sexy. She simply responded, "You should see me naked now."
"Ok."
"Not what I mean." She swatted at me. "My breasts sag."
"Uh, they look good from here."
"Not lately. They're huge, they got veins."
I let my hand wander up and lay my hand right over her breast, for the second time.
"Jason!" Her voice was even, but she was not pushing me away or stopping me.
"Just checking. They are NOT sagging." I roamed over her breasts. Again, oh so clinically, I continued, "they ARE bigger than I remember though." I began squeezing, lifting them up. Feeling their heft. She letting me.
"You're SO BAD, seriously," and she finally moved my hand away, and closed her eyes. "We are talking. Be-Have." Her sing song voice. "Besides, my nipples ache. They are way too sensitive."
I relented that moment, and moved my hand back to her middle, rubbing and caressing her soft skin across her tummy, down over her hips and upper thighs, keeping the fabric of her little dress covering where my hand roamed. Watching her reaction the whole time.
As my hands ran along her hips she surprised me with, "You watch any porn?"
"Excuse me. I'm supposed to answer that?"
"Do you?" She asked again.
"Do you?"
"I have a video. It's like the only porno I've ever really seen." She opened her eyes to check my reaction.
"At the house?"
"Hidden. It's just a bunch of home video type scenarios, amateur, all put together. There is one called 'Gang Fuck Debutantes.'"
"Gang Fuck, what?" I bit. "They never have good names."
My hands softly stroking her tummy, like I was petting her, drawing my hands down from her hips or down from her tummy, low into her crotch until I could feel the V of her puss, over and over. The tease of her cunny hairs, those hairs I could literally feel trailing up to her navel. Her dress had fallen to the top of her thighs, but it was so dark. I could only see a dark opening between her legs, her knees risen up over my legs.
She continued talking as I touched, massaged, caressed her, "It's really pretty fucking hilarious. Some of it is sad. I don't think its very good because none of the women actually look like they are enjoying themselves. And the men mostly look bored. It's like, what's the fucking point??? Earn your money! Show some enthusiasm! Christ."
"Why do you keep it?"
"Don't know. The hiddeness." She opened her eyes and met mine, the whites glowed. "I like secrets Jason. It's what I inherited from...OUR relationship. It's hid right in our room."
Taking in what she said my cheeks grew warmer. Her body was so fucking incredible. I began to slip my hand back to her thighs, running my hands up and down the top of her legs, and insinuating my fingers along on her inner thighs under her dress as I caressed her. Skin to skin.
As I continued touching her I kept my end of the conversation going, "Touché. Then we should watch it some time."
"Maybe." Her thoughts were muddling, "you never answered my question. You watch any?"
"Only on the computer. Sometimes. More lately." I laughed, "I mean I'm a guy, newly single," I let my hand run up her bare hip, under her dress, slipping my fingers under the fabric and running up her hip bone, so that the edge of my hand was touching the edge of her puss hairs from the side. I almost came. It had been so long.
At the brush of my fingers on her bush she reacted, "Hey, careful there!"
"I just wanted a little feel, I love the feel of your hair," and I tipped my hand under her dress right along the top of her bush. "A little touch."
"Stay inside the lines," she said wiggling her hips. It was an old phrase between us, one I had not heard in a long time.
"You don't shave." She shook her head, and I went back to rubbing her legs, but she was not indicating she wanted any of this to end. "So why do you watch it if you don't really like it?"
"Good question. There are a few acrobatic ones which make me kind of turn my head to the side. A few pretty kinky scenes. If I'm really horny, I watch it and masturbate."
I was getting aroused, and I think that had been her intention. My cock was throbbing. She had to be wet. My hands drifting back up over her hip, rubbing her bare skin.
My mouth was dry and I continued the thread of conversation as her body kept opening up to me. "You watch it lately?" Running my hand back over the top of her mound, letting my thumb graze her hairs again. So delicious, god I wanted her. I knew this was driving her crazy, and so I stayed 'inside the lines.'
She frowned, "Haven't in a long time, just not in the mood. Been in more of a literary mood. And in light of our conversation...I like erotica."
Now I raised my eyes. "Quite the kinky little lady."
"My hormones have been crazy. Its all the pregnancy and birth. Remember my friend Dennis? He was, by the way, the first person to ever get me high."
"Yeah, I remember him."
I was stroking her higher up her torso, over her belly. The dress was so loose I was able to rub her up to just below her breasts, where the dress cinched around her ribs. I was sitting right against her butt now so her thighs were bent up at my hip, and her dress fallen down around her legs. So erotic, so delicious.
"He found an old beat up copy of a Hustler magazine. We were pretty young. There were all these pictures of naked women. But that did nothing for me, but as I was looking, a section caught my eye. I was like, 'what is this?' It was the Letters Section. There was this story about some girl getting fucked in her office. Supposedly a true story. I remember asking for the stories, and he let me tear them out. I kept them hidden under my bed."
I like to buy copies of Club Magazine, filled with true life erotic stories that people had written. I became so enthralled with them. I'd sit there and read and lose track of time. My husband found my stash one time and made me get rid of them."
"Did you?"
"Yes. It was no big deal." And noticing my reaction she added, "But I got more." Her wry smile that I had not remembered seeing in years as she added, "and hid them better." The Sara I remembered. "Now they are all over the web. Found a site I kind of liked. A few months ago, I went looking again on the internet. I don't even remember when or why. Just before you showed up, my hormones I think. Mark is pretty standoffish now I'm pregnant."
"Some guys are like that." Interesting I thought, "So what do you like?"
"I been reading incest stories." She had pronounced it inn-cest.
"Of course."
"An extra little thrill for me, considering. So I'd get online sometimes, read a bunch of stories until I was all hot and bothered, and..."
I realized then that after all these years she was still fantasizing about me. I croaked out, "Masturbate." God I could just feel my cock sliding in her then.
I had my hands low on her belly again and tickled my way down over the top of her puss, tickling the hairs of her pussy, her legs bent up over my lap and her the hem of her dress now even with my hand. I could just make out the white of her legs and the triangle of hair between her legs. She was all lain out for me, her arms raised up over her head buried in her disheveled hair.
**********
I pressed further and slid my fingers down along either side of her outer cunny lips, whereupon she casually tugged my hand out from between her legs. The dress still raised up, she did not cover herself. She simply said, "We probably need to talk about something else."
I quickly suggested, "Like, how about, when was the first time you ever had an orgasm?"
She laughed, "How about something besides perversion or my pussy."
"You've never told me. I'm curious considering all the revelations. Just tell me, I'd tell you."
"Oh God. This conversation is going down the wrong path." There was silence, but it was because she was thinking. "I can hardly remember."
She was completely ignoring me now as I rubbed my hands over her body. Long strokes along her legs, and over her hips. Up her sides and across her tummy, up and down the insides of her legs.
Her story began:
"For the longest time, the only way I ever had an orgasm was in the bathtub. I was actually pretty old before I knew an orgasm even happened. Not the kind of thing they teach in fifth grade sex ed. I think, when I finally figured out how to masturbate it was from a talk radio show."
"The person who'd called in, a girl, saying she couldn't have an orgasm. And I was like what's that? So the operator told her that there was this one trick that would never fail. Use the running water in the bathtub. This was interesting I thought, and it was obvious how they intended the water to run right through my little kitty."
"Oh god," I breathed. It had been awhile since she had used that word to describe her privates.
My cheeks were hot, and she noticed my reaction to that word, a smile spread on her face.
Memories.
A flash of pleasure and lust between us.
"So I headed straight to the bath to find out what they were talking about. I let the stream of water spray as I opened my legs. Mmmmm."
This time I rubbed along her hip bones to each side of her pussy with both my hands, and pressing my thumbs between her legs right along her pussy lips, and began to stroke up and down while pressing into her center from the outside of her lips. She was totally letting me rub her, I could feel the slight undulation of her hips as I rubbed her like that.
Her voice got softer, "The water was gushing down between my legs and then the stream hit just the right spot and I was like, oh my god!"
Her hips were undulating gently against my fingers as she thought about it, rubbing herself against my hand.
"It was good, really good." She arched her back as I pressed between her legs. "The flow of water, I held it there and then my whole body just exploded. That was the first time. I lay there in the bath thinking... hell yes! Now I know what all the fuss is about. Mmmmmm. Yum."
At that moment her cell phone rang.
"Hang on...sorry." She sat up a little, and then turned herself to the side and propped herself on an elbow to dig her cell phone out of her pocket, and I slid back and scooted behind her. She sort of laid on her side as she answered. The motion exposed her ass to me, and as she talked I tossed her dress over her hips as I continued rubbing her legs, until I had her bare ass and thighs turned to me. As she talked, she slid herself back against me and pinned me to the back of the sofa.



I began rubbing the small of her back and bare ass, knowing how she loved that and felt her stretch and move into my hand as I did. I rubbed from her hips across her waist and back down along the outside of her thighs. Her naked skin everywhere! I turned further toward her, and then slid myself higher so I could nuzzle between her shoulder blades as I continued to rub her bare bottom.
I could hear her husband on the phone, 'Where are you?'
"Oh, what time is it? I'm sorry. Time got away from me."
She was lying, hiding our secret. I loved the feeling.
She continued, "I'm leaving right now."
I missed what he said, and unzipped my pants tugging them down, releasing my cock. She was so wet and horny. I held my bare stomach to her ass, skin to skin. How far would she let me go?
She had not seen what I had done with her back to me. My cock sprang out. So as I pressed myself to her, I let my cock slide along her thighs!
Her eyes went wide and she looked back at me, the feel of my bare cock. But she continued talking and made no sudden movement, she just continued to lie there with her back to me.
Mark was saying something about her needing to be more responsible or some such.
"No. You can when I get back."
I missed what was said.
"You always say that! It won't be that much longer."
And she said, "Stop it!" And "Mark!" And "Don't go there."
She finished with, "Just be patient. I will get there!! Sorry!"
She hung up.
There was no reaction from Sara about the position we were now in. That my cock was rubbing along the inside of her thighs. Amazing. Even after she hung up there was no response to how we were positioned, the two of us spooning on the sofa, my cock dug in between her legs.
All she said was, "Uhhh. Sorry. Need to regroup....Fuck! He seriously pissed off right now. I just need to yell right now, really loud," and she let out a very loud "FUUUUUUUCK!!! That's better." And she literally leaned back against me.
"You Ok?" My hands sliding back over onto her tummy and stretching her dress so my hand found her bare breasts, giving them a squeeze before sliding my hand back down to cover the hairs of her puss from the front. She was letting me rub her anywhere, everywhere. I had no idea how long this would last.
She talked in a quiet voice, "He just needs to.... Ugh. Anyways. So what was I talking about?" Ignoring my hands all over her.
"You just had your first orgasm."
"Mmmmm, yeah." And as she said that, she tipped her ass back against me, causing my cock to bump the hairs of her pussy. I wanted her to keep talking, for this to continue. I could imagine her shifting herself up, pushing me away, and admonishing me for bad behavior.
"Keep going. Another. So, how about, ah, one without, ahhh water, a bathtub." I was desperate. [Don't stop this Sara!] I was undulating my hips causing my cock to slip and slide between her legs, and digging my middle finger into her cunt opening her slit, feeling her cream open. Fucking god, so good. Her cunny burst open, so wet, squishing cum. She was so wet and juicy. My cock was pealing her open from behind at the same time. I pressed right over her vagina and softly rubbed her opening, feeling the head of my cock with my fingers sliding along her slit. With my fingers and then my cock alternately rubbing over her vagina.
"Mmmmmm, I only got a little minute," she was moaning softly as she breathed out, my intrusions having a nice effect on her body, closing her eyes and opening them again. She looked back and met my eyes, this time watching as I touched her, my bare fingers ready to press deep into her. With my eyes on hers I stroked my fingers through her slit. She closed her eyes again, with no other reaction than to begin another story.
"For a long time it was the bath. Mmmmmm. I practiced, learned different ways of manipulating the water against my kitty. I learned that the longer I prolonged it, the better my orgasm." She was sliding her hips back and forward to my touches and strokes. "I liked to dip my finger into my vagina, just a little. The skin around the opening is sooo sensitive."
I pressed harder at that moment, filling her cunt with the end of my finger and slipping higher until it touched her hard clit.
She paused and in a soft whimper, "Oh, Jason. This is...."
I froze.
NO. I did not want to stop.
I could see the wheels turning in her mind, the conflict of what was happening. A sudden moment. She was thinking about stopping. The sun was gone. It was dark, my cock opening her cunt, dripping on her thighs and my hand rubbing her clit.
I did not remove my hand from between her legs, but pulled back off her clit and brushed my hands over her hairy pussy lips, smearing the juices around. "Sorry," I breathed. I would do less if she wanted.
It was enough, and she continued "So slick and silky and just incredible. To rub it just the tiniest bit... mmmmmm. Push my finger in and out." God she was teasing me, testing me, talking about her cunny being rubbed and having fingers pushing inside. So inviting. Describing the motions of my fingers on her.
"When did you first slip a finger in your ass?" I whispered. Keeping the stream of words going.
Her hips were moving as I slipped my hand deeper between her legs and began once again fingering her slit, and drawing a circle around her clit.
Her eyes sparkling at me, I knew how she liked a finger in her ass. "God, I think that was YOU, ahhhh" she cooed, squeezing her legs together on my cock thinking about it. "God, I do like a finger up my ass. Yum. A finger in my cunt and my ass, yum yum." Then she frowned, "Uh, I'm uncomfortable here."
"Sorry," I quickly responded.
She started to slide down lower, and I followed, "Move over. I want to lay flatter," and she slid me across so she could lay her head down. I held myself close to her as we moved.
"This Ok?" I breathed.
"Mmm Hmmm." She nodded. "This feels nice. Relaxed. I'm actually sensitive all over, and I am horny all the time."
"I remember your nipples being sensitive." I was stroking her tummy, and down along the front of her thighs. But reaching up I gave her nipples a good squeeze.
"Ahhh, careful, you have no idea how they are now. Oh god, I ache." I continued to squeeze her tits as the head of my cock slipped along the folds of her cunt, so slippery now, my cock just sliding on her juices.
"I remember your neck being very sensitive."
Squeezing her tits, and kissing her neck, as I slid my cock back and pressing until my cockhead popped right up inside. I knew her body so perfect, the angle and pressure. She let out a deep moan. "Ohhhh." Silky tight, exquisite. Fucking my sister. Her pussy was throbbing, squeezing my dick as I pressed into her. I could literally feel it kissing the end of my cock. The juices running down my shaft. God, this is how we knew each other.
She turned her head. "Mmmm. Stop."
She did not mean it in the same way, it was more like she was over aroused. It was a 'hold still and let me absorb what you are doing to me.' I simply lay perfectly still, let go her tits and held my cock inside without moving.
"I am getting too aroused. Oh, fuck. Oh God!" She was trembling. "I am soooo horny. I am too horny. Oh god Jason."
"Did you cum?"
"Not quite, but god my body. It's wild."
She opened her eyes at me, I could see the whites of her eyes and teeth, and in that moment she pushed hard against me, pushing her puss back impaling my cock deep inside. We made no reference that we were fucking again. Her pussy lips opening around my cock, a soft sigh from her. The head of my cock buried up in her belly. She reached down and held my bare thighs pulling and pushing me, in rhythm to my cock sliding in and out.
"Oh, God, Jason. So bad...." As we fucked, she continued. "I had my first orgasm using just my hands the following summer."
I was tugging her hips fucking my cock into her, and feeling her ass pressing and sliding on me. She had her hands down now between her legs and was rubbing her clit. We were moving together faster, her breathing became ragged, panting. I took my thumb and began to shove it into her ass, working it around her little opening and slowly pressing it inside her.
She tried to continue, "I don't remember how, uh, ohhhhhh, it just started happening. Oh god. I know I was still at home. I learned a quick sideways motion across the top of my clit, like this." I couldn't see her but imagined she was frigging herself. "Uh, If I did it fast enough. Mmmmmm. Oh god. I only did it when everyone was out of the house."
In a ragged gasp, "Ever do it, when I was home?" I was fucking her now steady and rubbing my thumb around in her asshole.
"Oh, yeah. Uhhhh." She was shuddering and rocking her hips, causing me to enter her from every angle and every side, she was moving around and rubbing herself against.
"I would have loved to sneak in your room then. To see you like that. For your first time."
"You would would you? You've gotten to do more with me than any brother I know. Ahhh. There's this one spot in my vagina, if I move just right, it has just the perfect angle.... yum." She was moving herself back. "Oh yeah. You got it. I love the water though, my first time."
"I'll have to remember that."
"I can sit there, uh, uh." I was really thrusting into her. "Like, I'm just soaking in the tub, totally get off."
Sara was so wet and turned on, her body was trembling, quivering, so alive and I could feel her beginning to have the orgasm she was talking about. I wanted to cement this somehow, to have her. I wanted her again somehow.
I began nibbling her neck and whispered in her ear, "Sara. I want to see you. Naked. Watch you, move with no clothes. Oh, to see you."
"Oh god. Jason. Now?"
"No. Later."
"At the house?"
"Anywhere. Doesn't...matter."
She was moving hard on me, frigging herself. I could feel myself ready to cum.
"MMmmm." Her body was vibrating, "I'm going to cum." Her body was thrashing and she cried out.
"I just want that. Can I?"
"Mmmmm. We'll see. Ahhh, God."
"Just once. Say yes."
"Not now. Ah. Ah. Fuck, so good."
"Sara?"
"Yes. Yes. You can see me."
I could feel my cum rising, ready to burst in her.
She began to cry out, "Oh god, yes."
Our bodies exploded, rising too high. Everything white and electric. Oh so good. Our movements began to slow, I was fucking her slow and her body relaxing in my arms. I was holding her tits, her body pressing back against me, holding me in. The energy in us falling, settling into the seat we lay for awhile. Spooning. Not moving and silent.
I heard a small quiet, "My."
I did not respond. Would she be angry? I knew reality was going to descend.
I began to stroke skin, to run my hands down her arms and held myself to her. Stay calm I was thinking. I hugged her and slipping my cock around, still inside, pumping my softening cock in her open cunny. I wanted to stay inside her as long as I could. In a moment I felt her squeeze and push me out. The seat was soaked with our cum.
Sara did not move, she just said, "We weren't supposed to do this. This wasn't supposed to happen."
"You Ok?"
Silence.
"Sara?"
Silence. She lifted herself up, stood and turned on a light. She stood in front of me looking down at herself, at me. Her dress was held up around her middle, naked from from her waist down. Her belly out over her pussy, ragged little pussy lips I had just fucked. I sat with my cock pointing up between my legs, "Are you mad?"
She shook her head. She sighed, "No. I...I got to go though, god he is going to be mad." as she straightened her dress, letting it fall back over her legs.
I pulled my clothes on.
She said again, "Mark is going to be mad. Shit. How long has it been since he called?"
"I don't know. Sorry."
"Quit saying sorry."
-----------------------
Careful what you wish for, you just might get it.
She was so nervous I agreed to go along. As we drove Sara was getting angrier, but it was with herself or more like the situation. I was an accessory.
She kept bringing up, "Mark is going to be so mad. Shit. Shit." Saying this as she was glancing at the clock. It was working her into a panic. It was pitch black outside now.
I volunteered, "We were in the middle of, ah, something."
She looked daggers at me, "I can't believe you did this."
"It just happened."
"Fuck You!"
My temperature started to rise, "You could have left, YOU could have left when you first got up. You didn't I had no idea. So..fuck, calm down. It'll be fine."
There was a pause, and she softened. "I'm sorry." She started to cry a little. "I'm just...confused."
"Ok, Ok." I was feeling pretty bad, "but give me some..." I did not know what to say "It's hard Sara. Makes me crazy." I made no sense. This was something that felt so right, I wanted to say that. Ask her. She was NOT sorry. I didn't believe it.
"I'm, I'm fucking pregnant, and have such raging hormones, and...horny. And I haven't been getting any. Mark isn't interested. And YOU show up. Fuck." She was crying again.
"Sara. It's ok. Come on. And maybe this, what we did. It'll work out Sis. We get it out of our system. It's over. Come on."
She was still sniffling, "Yeah. You weaned yet bro? And for how long, 24 hours? Tomorrow I'll be as horny as ever. And you pushing all my buttons."
She was frowning, gripping the steering wheel. I fought from laughing. I wanted to say opening all your buttons more like. It just hit me as sounding funny. I was really walking a fine line here and held my tongue.
She always had an amazing sex drive. I could only imagine if SHE thought she was horny.
"Sara. I know I keep saying, I'm sorry, I really am. I should have been the better person. I'd be lying if I said it wasn't perfect, so, and.... I intended to only talk with you. Maybe hold you. It's been so long."
She looked at me and finally a smile, "It felt good. I wanted the kiss, I wanted your hands on me, to be held, I like being in your arms, you in me. I like your touch."
"I know. It makes it hard."
"No pun intended. Right?"
"I do love you." I said, I meant it.
"I love you, too."
And we were silent the rest of the way. When she turned the car off Sara repeated our story. It was like we had been in a car accident or something, going to see the cops.
--------------
Before we so much as stopped the car, the door swung open.
"Where the hell have you been?!"
Sara immediately, "It got later than I realized. We stopped for..."
And I immediately jumped in, "Mark, she wasn't feeling well I told her to lay down, she wasn't ready when she got up. It's my fault. I knew what time she needed to leave."
Sara looked at me with what was at first an angry glare, because she had told me to stay out of it. But as I spoke her demeanor changed to look like, 'Wow! That was brilliant.' as she heard what I said.
Mark was looking at Sara and me, taking in her tear streaked face. I realized after I said it how good that sounded. My being there took the edge off.
Mark was speechless.
Sara added, "How many nights am I late? This was one time."
He looked at me and swung his head back, like he'd smelled something awful. He got in.
He no more than closed the door, when he swung around to me now in the back seat. "And YOU! I want you out of here. Got that. I don't like all this bullshit. I'm tired of it, and you're...."
Sara jumped in, "Don't you talk to him like that. It's my house too. WE can talk about it, but he's not leaving tonight or tomorrow, got that."
His nostrils flaring he looked at his wife. "Sorry babe. Yeah. But this invitation is NOT open ended."
"I understand," she said softly.
We got home, and he was up the stairs and gone.
--------------------
The juxtaposition was incredible.
Sara crying in the car, Mark screaming at us, and suddenly we were standing alone in the living room.
It was almost more than I could take.
We looked at each other, and it was a very weird moment.
The only comparable situation is when you get really drunk and accidentally fuck someone only to wake up with them the next day. Only this was not quite right.
And I STILL hadn't seen her naked. Oh, what pops into my head. Standing there in that little yellow dress, her breasts, looking so inviting. I could literally drink in her body, could feel every crevice. We had been fucking not half hour ago. I could smell her on my hands. I made her cum. How long had it been since she had last had sex? How long since she had cum like that?
I wanted to ask, but didn't.
She was smoothing her clothing out the way girls do, and looking down at herself as if she were indecent. Probably sensing my thoughts, and not wanting to give me anything to see.
Her nose was red, and her hair was clinging to her cheeks. She looked so sexy, and the smell of sex unmistakable, to me anyway. Thank god Mark was mad, I had not even thought of that. Unbelievably, she looked so good my cock was stirring again. We could so easily fuck like bunnies, the two of us. Mark wasn't here. Stop!! My thoughts screaming.
All of this transpired in about six seconds.
"Ok. I think that went about as well as could be expected." She breathed out a sigh.
"I thought he was going to hit me?"
"He was." She waited for the effect of her words on me. "I think I'm going to take a shower, get cleaned up. I'm a bit of a sticky mess."
I felt myself get instantly aroused, wanted to say something with major double entendre but held by tongue. Then it hit me, my Sara in the shower? Oh yeah just great. Be naked in the house with just me. And did she have to use the word Sticky? I had immediate visions of my cum leaking from her and crusting on her thighs. Fuuuuck.
"Uh, yeah. Ok" I looked her up and down as I spoke. So obviously drinking her in. What was she thinking? "Sure."
I could say, 'can I join you?' I could say, 'you had agreed to let me see you naked. This would be a good time.' I could say, 'Can I undress you?'
I was rock hard now.
If she noticed, she did not indicate anything.
"See you in a bit." A sway of her hips as she turned.
I called out to her, "Considering we actually have NOT eaten. I'll see if there is anything I can make us."
"Yeah, thanks."
She was up the stairs and gone.
I felt like I so needed to masturbate, I felt such an emerging heat. And then I was wondering. If this is how I feel, what about her?
What would SHE be doing up in that shower?
--------------------
The shower was long, and my anticipation drove me crazy. I was hard and my cock was tenting. This would be too obvious. I turned on the TV, with sound low to distract myself, and after a bit my cock settled down.
God, fuck. I was trembling.
I couldn't think about it. It had to be natural.
But after a bit, I began scanning the room creating scenarios for myself. Where would she sit. I looked at the sofa. We had just had sex but I was rock hard.
I could jack off, but now not enough time. And, lets be honest, part of me did not want to waste it. It was a lost cause and finally in an exhausted heap I simply sat and waited while watching the weather channel.
I heard the water stop, and moved the plates around a bit.
Silence. I heard nothing, until some padding down the steps.
She appeared. Her hair was wet. She was in a soft white robe. Anything underneath? Honestly, it was my first thought.
When she stepped into the living room she paused and got a big smile on her face and said "sandwiches, thanks." "I said I would."
She sat down beside me, "Mark is sleeping" she said and we ate mostly in silence. I kept eying her and she kept noticing, giving me sideways glances.
Her robe fell off one leg, exposing her soft thighs. I about swooned. I was still so horny my cock was throbbing.



I could literally feel how she had felt, my cock inside her. Pull open your robe. I could feel her breath rise and fall. I could tell how hungry she was.
She held her tummy with one hand and made little rubbing motions.
I sighed, "We had quite a day."
She glanced at me with her chin down. Took one last bite of her sandwich, and then saying to no one in particular, "I think I'll be going to bed."
She rose to leave.
Noooo!!!
I called out to her, "Sara!"
She paused and looked back.
"It's early, I mean, don't go up yet. We have the evening."
"I can just imagine what you have in mind."
"You, said I could see you naked."
Her eyes widening a bit. "I was under duress."
"I thought you were under me."
She laughed.
Sara, what do you want? Sara?? Anything."
She lay her hand at her belly again, spacing out for a bit. Hips shifting lightly. And then she was looking directly at me.
"Right now?" She was staring directly into my eyes. I could see her breathing change. She was contemplating her words. And then she untied the robe and opened the front. Her breasts hanging free, soft and warm. Her pussy peaking under her tremendous belly, her legs looked too small for her. The robe pulled back and she let it fall to the floor.
My heart lept into my throat.
"There, happy now."
"You have no idea."
She picked up her robe and took my hand, and pulled me into the three season porch.
"I do want something from you, something I've wanted for a long time."
I followed, "What?"
"I want you to eat me. Suck me, let my pussy tame you. Can you do that? Lick my cunt. It's what I've wanted in the worst way. Mark won't, he hasn't for a long time. I'm all showered."
I was spellbound.
She laughed. "Surprised you, huh? I haven't had good cunnilingus since, like fucking forever."
She leaned back on the arm of the chair. Her knees opening to a dark patch of pussy, red pussy lips and line gapping down between her legs.
"I think You've opened Pandoras box here."
"I think it's your box I opened."
She slipped her ass toward me so she was laying flatter again. "I'm fucking crazy. Come on." Raising her arms above her head. "Do anything you want to me."
I lay my hands on each side of her hips, and she opened wider. She lay her hand on my head as I leaned down between her legs.
I began to massage her tummy, letting my hands caress her thighs, inside her thighs brushing the hairs of her puss. "Mmmmm," stiffening like a cat. She lay open, completely naked.
I continued to stroke the inside of her thighs up to her center, her open puss still swollen from being fucked the other night. Moving closer I lay my whole palm over her mound, covering it completely; and then so gently pressed her open with my middle finger and ran it from the top of her mound through her pink line, her pink center. The smell of sex rose around me. She was so wet. And I bent down my face and nuzzled further up into her puss, putting my nose right where it had been when I had undressed her - and dressed her for the beach. She could hear me inhale deeply.
"You like my smell?" she purred to me.
"I love your smell."
"Mmmmm." She pushed herself into my face, lay her hand on my head and I rubbed my nose along her length.
"Mmm, Yes. What I want."
And I began to lightly lick the hairs of her puss, the outline of her cunny. Her puss lips puffing out, skin and thin hairs, I pressed my fingers and opened her like a small fruit, pulling her lips wide white with cream and then slid my tongue along her pink center and she arched her back pushed me into her.
I looked up at her, my wet face, cum on my chin and her head was tipped toward me, dreamily eyeing me and smiling, "You look like you're enjoying me."
I lapped at her, nibbled, chewed sucked like this forever. Forever and ever. I never would stop. I lay my hands up around her hips, wrapped my hands under her ass and held her like a platter of milk. She played with my hair, and tugged and pressed directing me silently where she wanted me to go next.
I licked from the bottom of her puss pressing my tongue into her vagina, fucking her with my mouth and then sliding firmly up to her clit with my flat tongue. I tippled around her clit until she could not stand it and would push me lower, feeling her get more and more aroused. Her cheeks glowed red and her mouth was open, I could see the tops of her teeth, her breathing became ragged and she had this steady undulation of her hips into my mouth.
Her clitoris when it was hard would poke out like a little finger and I could put my mouth around it and suck. She would press me down and I could hear her breath catch, "ah, ah." Her clit was hooded and I could lap beneath the edges and around the bottom, and feel her push as hard as she could, I quickened and sucked her there. That hard little tool at the top of her puss, how it loved to be played with.
Between gasps, as I pressed my tongue hard against her, she said softly "Mmmm, so nice. So . . .good. You take your time. Keep . . ."
I tipped my head up and met her eyes.
I let my fingers press up into her and reached inside. She opened her legs wider for me and I curled my fingers up into her and rubbed the rough walls of her vagina until she was undulating around my finger. Quicker now, harder, she was not so sensitive and I pressed my tongue against her, dug my fingers inside. She was bucking against me, squirming, rolling back and forth squeezing her thighs around me.
As I lapped at her I was slipping my jeans off.
"Nice cock."
"It's all yours."
She said nothing more, just reached her hand out and began to stroke my cock, hanging on as I continued to suck on her little cunny. I could feel the trembling in her belly, and with my thumb shoved it deep into her ass. The shock in her eyes as she arched her back. The movement, the suddenness and she was exploding. Needing silence and whispering to no one in particular, "Oh god. Yes. Oh my god. So good." And her cries were tumbling out of her, she went completely rigid and squeezed her legs around my head so tight it hurt.
She was utterly surrendering to me, liquid. I could do anything to her. And she began to fall into me, and shiver, and cry. Her hair was across her mouth and she panted. Turning to her side and back, clinging to me and crying out. Oh, this little girl who was disheveled, naked, my hungry little slut sister getting what she wanted. What she wanted: Me eating her out. Sucking on her cunt. Fingers up her ass.
And she came, creaming white in my face and crying, relaxing again, her one hand fallen on her breast, the other stroking my hair. Then rising, taking her robe, me standing before her, grasping my cock, letting go. Slipping her robe on and leaving into the darkness of the house.
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This story is dedicated to a very special woman who has rocked my life in alternate reality. These stories are true, collections of events, moments, and what might have been. I credit the fact that many of these conversations are true, the words have been breathed in my ear. I take them to a fulfillment of what may have been.
Enjoy.
*
The End
I was reviewing old emails in a secret email account, missives from a relationship with my niece that had started years and years ago. She lived with me four years and after she moved out, we kept in touch by email. But then even these ended, and all I had was this collection of old love notes.
The email added chat to their services and as I was looking, there she was online. My heart began pounding in my chest, should I? It took me no time to decide, my now wife was just in the other room getting ready for bed. I had some time, she usually let me finish up by business at the end of the day.
I initiated the chat:
Me: Hi
Rach: wow
Me: long time no 'see'
Rach: indeed how are you
Me: I'm doing just fine. My site said you were there
Rach: lol tattle tale
Me: yeah, who knew. Whats new?
Rach: everything, been a few years
Me: ha! you find a guy
Rach: yea
Me: i would imagine. you rock his world
Rach: he's learning things about himself
Me: we all are. You rocked my world back in the day
Rach: hmmmm. that's why you left me?
Me: I was a fool
Rach: good reply lol. Ok i'm over it
Me: You probably have calmed down a little since then.
Rach: depends on what you mean i guess needs are different but still there
Me: I still have our old emails. Was looking at them
Rach: lol i did too until they got me in trouble
Me: what happened
Rach: i got nervous. to an outsider my sexual expression seemed too open
Me: I've kept them. A little piece of you. A little crazy
Rach: hmmmm my memory is pretty good. you made me challenge myself
Me: I made you do a lot of things
Rach: yes...you did
Me: my my my. That has to be six years ago
Me: be still my heart
Rach: no use for me then but if you insist
Me: my bad
Rach: you with Susan
Me: Still. You move
Rach: yes. went to graduate school.
Me:!!!! Congrats.
Rach: thanks
Me: you were frustrated with direction and purpose when we wrote
Rach: yea life milestones unmet
Me: So when I say you found a guy, you married
Rach: no.... but if i were to leap this one would be the one
Me: wow. That says a lot.
Rach: hmmm stamina yum
Me: hahaha. Anyone with you would need stamina.
Rach: hmmmm sweet compliment thank you
Me: It was true. I remember. We were Baaaad Yum
Rach: i gain that from you its stayed with me
yum
yummy
Me: We did connect
Rach: mission accomplished
Me: you were good at stroking my ego
Rach: not all I stroked
oh well
Me: ultimately good, you went out and got what you wanted. I was your boy toy
Rach: you say that like its a bad thing
Me: hahahha. Not bad. I do remember how utterly delectable you are.
You left me no doubt about that.
Rach: hmmm i coulda played any role you needed if needed
so sweet
Me: Yes. I remember
You did my heart good, and we had what we had
Rach: hmm
Me: Not something I forget
Rach: thank you
and you know i cant forget you
i dont think i went after a boy as hard as you
i enjoyed it
Me: my heart felt like I was running
Rach: hmmmm we ran
Get me a cigarette!!
Me: I liked the heat Sigh
Rach: rememories
Me: unedited and raw you were a bit of a wild child
Rach: lol
hmmm just horny
Me: you took horny to a whole new level
I will add another compliment, you have a wild and wonderful body under that brilliant head of yours, all tied together with pure energy. Truth.
Rach: thank you. i accept
and would never imagine insulting you by not accepting
Me: I bet you are so delectable today, yum.
Rach: teasing
Me: I'm a bad boy remember
you are just a bad good girl
Rach: no
you are MY bad boy
Me: I believe I touched every inch of your body
Rach: hmmm
Me: And made a mess of you lol
Rach: in a way that my body was left broken and humbled
Me: I reremember. How you teased me!
Rach: you taught me how
Me: I don't think so. Other way round
Rach: gave my tease direction then.... i still love how you went in for the "kill"
Such a surprise!! I never thought my tease would get a response
Me: I was in agony, the desire, the wanting, the waiting before having. So good.
Rach: yes you my teacher
in the end.... its always temporary. and my true nature comes out
but you....
you made me want it like no body else
Me: so you built up a pretty good portfolio of a sex life then
After
I hope so.
I know you as a lover
Rach: you know me different then a lover
you know me without restraints
not everyone can handle what they say they can
Me: true enough. We revealed more than we ever would have
and our restraints were pretty much ALL gone
wild. You got me all heated up
Rach: hold on please
Me: Holding
Rach: hmmm bent over too?
Me: what you do to me
mmmm, see, we can still be a little bad
Rach: Always innocent
bad would be me at your door
Me: And
Rach: My panties in my purse, and sitting in your lap
Me: Oh. lecherous me
Rach: hmm
Me: going for my weakness. I have ALWAYS had a panty fetish
Rach: Hmmm. we can dream
but you like keeping your play life in its place
and thats smart
Me: yes it is
Rach: so did i
Me: But I think about it
Rach: i most certainly hope so
Me: hahah
Rach: this one i love him
its all good, my point is
Me: It's all in the angle babe
Rach: we were intense
Me: yes we were, I WAS into you
Rach: thank you
you still made me sad though
when you went away
granted i did start to get jealous
just didn't want to lose a good thing
you
you were a pleasure
a sin
something just for me to enjoy
as gift to me
Me: I am sorry. It was all so intense and it overwhelmed me.
I wondered if I should keep doing it at all
Like a thunderstorm. I loved what we had
Rach: its ok
i understand
truly i do
it just made me sad
you're a rare jewel sweetheart
Me: I remember
Rach: sad
Me: yes Life goes on
Rach: yep
Me: Are you at work
Rach: no home
i'll have to delete this convo when we are done
you still my dirty lil secret
Me: truly. Give us half hour and we manage to be pretty bad
Oh god, what I used to do to you
Rach: and?
lol
its ok
Me: you gave me my first blow job
Rach: i loved teasing
Me: how demanding I was. presumptuous
Rach: you knew i like it
you knew i wanted it
you knew i would do every lil bad thing you asked and love it
i trusted you
Me: Oh god. You made it abundantly clear. god I made you wear just what I wanted
I was a pretty good bad boy
Rach: Or not wear. That weekend you took my clothes away
you were the bestest badboy a girl could want
Me: sigh
speechless
breathless
Rach: hmmm
Me: I always like being called a bad boy
the best a girl could want
you sweet
Rach: bestest not a typo
Me: Ha. So, you wet babe
Rach: lol.
You know what? I'm talking to my love now on the phone
but its not him that has me achy now
hmmm. yes very wet Jimmy
Me: true
Rach: lol yes
Me: so you are talking to your love now while typing
brie : yep
Me:!!
Rach: lololol bad boy!
you're gonna do it to me again aren't you
Me: flutter my touches all over you. I loved your kiss.
your taste
Rach: hmmmm
oh darling
i'll be waiting
lolol
Me: I would not know where to even begin. Top or bottom?
Rach: hmmmm well say a certain woman comes to you
Me: panties in her purse?
Rach: Something like that
And gives you just five minutes
Me:!! I want to touch you so bad
Rach: Jimmy
Me: We start at the neck just under the ears, soft nibbles and licks. Safe and soft
You may be deleting this but I shall be tucking it away in my treasure chest of jewels
Rach: hmmm
Me: filled with Rachel
Rach: lol ok. Put it in me anytime you want
Me: wrap my arms around you and hold you tight, feel your breath. Breathe.
Rach: yes
Me: Sigh
Rach: I'd be a puddle
every one of my holes is yours
Me: hmmm
Rach: Visit me some time. i look forward to it
and if you get lost i'll understand
me of all people will understand
Me: yes How would we meet
Rach: I'll contact you
Me: Ok
Rach: lol
Me: Me and you babe
Rach: hmmm
Me: I will seduce you
Rach: you already have
but you may again
Me: I do know some of your weaknesses
Rach: some? ha
Rach: alright darling
i need to bounce
Me: It has been so great to catch up.
Rach: it was
you know i adore you
Me: and I you. Crazy
Nite. Nite.
Rach:
yes
night
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THIS is how the story began:
-------------------
The Beginning
Sometime in my fourth year as a widower, I got a call from my sister Kate. She had a daughter who wanted to go to University in the States, and the college she was interested in, and accepted to, I taught at.
Congratulations were in order, but her real question came out more suddenly than I expected, "Can she live with you while there?"
I paused, neglecting to have connected the dots.
We had a back and forth on this, as I indicated the importance of a campus experience, etc. etc. but Rachel, her daughter, indicated she wanted to stay more focused on studies and feared the distraction. They were also concerned about costs. I understood these points, while still trying to wrap my head around what she was suggesting. There was a part of me, also, that would not mind having someone around. My house had been empty for too long.
As these thoughts rambled around Kate continued, "Right now, it's the only place we could agree on, what with the divorce and all. And - you can say no - but, actually she would like to come over earlier to sort of acclimate herself. Like, next summer."
"Uh. That's six months!"
"It is so important. I really need some help."
Silence. "I see."
"You remember her?"
"Yes, very smart girl. I remember."
Silence.
And then I said it, "Yes. OK."
My sister closed with, "I sort of told her it would be all right, if it's OK with you. And, James, I would appreciate it if you kept me informed about her." I think she knew that came out wrong, "A little bit." She added.
"A spy," I said. I was very cognizant of parental interference in their newly adult children and as a professor disliked it immensely.
"I won't lie to you, she has been difficult, especially since the divorce; and, since Tom..." Tom, who is that? I thought to myself. But said nothing. "Just let me know if it gets too hard for you, that is what I am really trying to get to. She hasn't fully adjusted to...all the changes..."
She continued on, as I began to phase her words out altogether. There is a way my mind worked since losing my wife, that any discussions associated with difficulty, pain, complexity. I lost the ability to follow. I knew she was talking about her divorce, litigation, someone named Tom. It also made me angry. In it, there was nothing about Rachel. Only about my sister, her thoughts, wants, needs. I did not listen until she stopped talking.
"I said I'd do it, and yes I will keep you informed about Rachel."
Little did I realize.
--------------------
Remembering
I remembered Rachel well actually. The last time I had seen her was maybe five years ago. It was Christmas and her entire family came over from England to celebrate. My wife was still alive.
One evening in particular Rachel wanted to go to a movie, and she couldn't get her mother or father to go, and she asked me. I said I would. So my niece and I went to a movie and an arcade. It was snowing that night, not hard, but steady as it sometimes does in northern Cali.
The snow was so beautiful. Truly magical. Outside the arcade, I had a moment of youth and ran out into the parking lot and twirled around, held my mouth open looking up at the sky and ate snowflakes. The falling snow swirled around my face as if I was flying through stars. Rachel joined me, arms out and there we stood just the two of us. One of my happiest evenings.
Once in the car, we could tell how bad the snow was. The car was sliding a lot and we had to go really slow. But I didn't care, Rachel and I kept joking and talking about the movie and the arcade. It was one of the most carefree days of my life. Rachel was such an intelligent girl, a quick wit, with dark hair and large almond eyes.
The trees were covered in white and the street lights could barely compete with the white of the snow, reflected on the headlights on the car. When we got back to the house it was late and the whole house had gone to bed.
As we were walking up to the house, trying to be quiet, all of a sudden Rachel threw a snowball and hit me in the middle of the back! I responded and now we are running around throwing snow at each other, I remember laughing and how hard I tried not to laugh loud. At one point she was shoveling snow at me and I fell back into the snow which had to be six or eight inches deep, and she jumped down onto my chest continuing to shove snow over my head. I grasped her arms and held them as she straddled me, and we had this awkward moment. She was older, developing into a young woman and here we were rolling around in the snow. I looked her in the eyes, and we paused, before getting up out of the snow.
To relieve whatever tension there may have been I shoveled a bit more snow up her front, and ran to the house.
As we got to the door Rachel says to me, "You can be pretty fun."
After that, we became fast friends. After they left she emailed me a few times. Nothing particularly memorable. I responded but then it faded out, my wife got sick, and I have to say I had not even thought about her until my sister called.
I did remember her writing in one of her emails, 'I'm a lot different than the rest of my family, sort of the black sheep. My family is over serious, especially my mom.'
That all came to my mind as I hung up the phone.
------------------------
Rachel Remembers and Prepares
Rachel sat in the coach seat of a transcontinental jet making the 13 hour flight to her uncles. The feelings she had at this precise moment were difficult to put into words. Chiefly, that expansive feeling of freedom. The freedom of leaving home, of striking out, of problems left behind, a sort of sense of limitlessness. But things had already turned out a little different than planned, and instead of leaving in the summer she was leaving three months earlier in spring, and leaving her school and friends behind mid-term. Or what was left of her friends anyway.
She had been in nonstop fights with her mother for well over a year, who had taken on a boyfriend now living in the house, and now they were to be married. But she had also made some stupid decisions, partly in reaction to the emotional pain of a) her father leaving, b) his absence for extended period, and c) her mothers changes. In a span of two years she had quite literally lost the home she had lived in her entire life. All this on top of things that close in on a teenage girl (who had just turned 18). Her 'bad' behaviors had led to rumors circulating in school, hurtful vicious rumors, resulting in a decidedly different treatment even by those she thought were close. The rumors centered around her becoming the class slut, odd since the year before the hurtful reproach was her as class prude. 'Rachel's name was bantered about as the one who would be voted most likely to get laid. A charge that was NOT true, but in a certain light she understood how it could be construed as true.
At any rate she was leaving all of this far behind and had a chance to, briefly at least, close out her senior year without any further torment. The bridge was being burned. But then, the prospect of briefly going to a new school in her senior year for just 3 months. The new girl, and all the risk that entails. Making real friends was more or less out of the question, and she had to keep her head low. Maybe one or two friends, but even then school would be over and everyone head to college. Her real start was not until fall of the year, her real destination was college. So, really, she also knew that boys were out of the question for now, as there was too much danger as the 'new girl' to stir up trouble and end up in the exact same position. High School is a fearful place.
She was angry at her mother for making her this way, angry she had to leave early, angry at her father for working in Kenya and Egypt. She was also worried about her overactive libido, which was getting her in the trouble spots she was finding herself in.
And then there was her Uncle James. Doctor James. She could blame him too, in a way. But mainly for being this wonderful man she remembered who went to a movie with her, played arcades, laughed, and on whose chest she had sat and briefly looked deep in his eyes, struck by his sweetness, his corny openness. His smile and eyes. Always ready with the last word, challenging, bright, surprising.
After that trip she dreamed of living in the States, of going to college and being in the same city as Dr. James. She knew the college was hard to get into, she also knew she was smart, a good student, and with effort could be accepted. The plan had originally been to be near to him, but her mother was complaining about cost and this hatched the plan of living at his house!
All manner of feelings and thoughts swirled around this new reality, accentuated by the accelerated time line. She would be living with this man, knowing how much she liked older men, knowing how much she liked this particular uncle of hers. How different she was now from then. And there was also this lingering thought of how his presence, his relationship, could shield her from the loneliness of the changes she had undertaken. Shielding her from the loss of her family and friends, her new school, and keep her from any trouble with the boys. Rachel knew she was pretty, knew she would be an exotic at this school with her accent and cultural differences, her dark hair, dark eyes and dark honey chocolate skin; and as she knew, was very very weak in resisting the charms of boys.
Her body was in a constant state of heat truth be told, her libido was high. Partly having put herself under a bushel basket for too long because of the horror stories her mother had told, and her internalized fear and anger at men came from her mother which turned later into a pent up desire. She had bought the lies hook line and sinker, all so consistent with the messages of her strict religious upbringing. She had her parents to blame again.
As the cabin went dark, and a movie played silently overhead because she had not purchased the earphones, Rachel covered herself with a little blanket and began to fantasize. Not at all tired, she opened her pants and tugged them down her hips a little and slipped her hand through her neatly trimmed little bush. The woman to her left was sleeping, leaning against the window and no one would notice her now. It was a long flight and she was nervous, excited, elated really and needed to De-stress a little. Just the thing her little finger could do!!
The fantasy:
She was imagining herself with Uncle James in the house she remembered. It was evening, they were watching a movie and she had popcorn in her lap. Sitting near him on the sofa, she would begin playing with her long dark hair, twirl it in her fingers, draw it across her lips. Flirting, giving him furtive glances. She had no pajamas, no she didn't, and so was wearing a tee shirt, or perhaps a mans shirt she had borrowed from him. Were all the buttons buttoned?



Delicious, she felt her middle begin to melt, her little puss moistening as her fingers played.
'Was he noticing? Why yes he was.' Her sable skin was fresh and clean, she had showered, her hair shiny fell wild around her shoulders. Her long legs curled underneath, a little cat, a little pussy. How could he not notice? The hem of her tee is short, and she imagines him glancing at her legs as he reaches for popcorn.
'Oh, and my panties. Mmmmm. Can he see them?' And she is shifting about, drawing her one knee up so he can just see it wrapping around her ass. Eyes glued to the screen, don't notice at all if he watches you, because you don't want him to stop.
Powder blue. Very nice. Innocent, very see through. Rachel loved lace panties. 'Does he want to touch me?' She imagines he is shifting a little bit closer.
Glancing briefly around the cabin, she lets out a sigh, and slips her fingers deep into the wet folds opening her center and opens her lips wide, drawing her knees apart beneath the blanket. Mmmmm, light fluttering sighs. No one noticing, as she pretends to be asleep with the blanket over her.
And then in her fantasy, the same sigh. James looking at her, she had not meant for it to be so loud. He asks, "You OK?"
**
I just draw my knees up and smile. "Just thinking of something." And giving him a little sideways glance, I purr, "You want more?" Sliding closer to give him popcorn, and now curling there right beside him. "This is nice," and stretch so now I am leaning into him. Will he let me?
Why yes he does? The feel of him, he is wearing a robe. What is on underneath? His chest is bare, I can tell.
And then my hand finds his, an accidental brush, but I hold it, place his hand onto my bare leg, fluttering my eyes at him. "Could you rub me there? It's sore"
The feel of his warm hands stroking my calves, so sensitive. So good. "Hmmmmm."
Rachel's head dips down, and her hand is working faster, its magic, she finds her stiffening clit and digs in. Oh god so good, so god damn good.
His hands wander onto my thighs now, and she lets him.
As she fantasizes of his hands on her, she presses her legs together, can feel the juices in her cunny squeeze out of her. Oh, yum.
If only....
I lay my legs over his lap and coo, "That feels so nice. Do them all please."
Do you know how wet I am James?
Would I ever say that?
I let the shirt I am wearing, his shirt now, fall open at the bottom so he can see the little V of my panties tucking in between my legs, and Iet him rub me up high on my thighs, wiggling my toes for him, stretching my body, closing my eyes. Pamper me. Pamper me.
She is soaking wet now, and frigging herself hard, and trying to be quiet and trying not to squirm. Humping her hand, at some point she realized her head is bobbing up and down a little, and tries to stop doing that. Oh god, yes.
Her breathing is hard to control, a soft pant, like a dogs. Take longer breaths, breathe.
Can he see what he is doing to me, his eyes are glued to my crotch, the powder blue. Can he see the nicely trimmed fur patch between my legs. Of course.
My little landing strip. Do you want to touch me there? His hands stroking up my thighs, so perilously close. But don't look at him, give him anonymity, permission. It works if we are just watching our movie together.
In another version of this fantasy, now feeling so horny and hungry. My panties are gone, and the hem of my shirt is letting my dark hairs slip slightly into view. He is looking at my bare bottom when I am leaning into the sofa and at my bare bush as he is rubbing my legs, and then deliciously, yes, his fingers graze the hairs of my puss.
Oh god I am wet, it is getting on the seat. So wet. I can hear my fingers sliding through my cunt. I have no panties, my vagina is open and ready to be penetrated, penetrate me and I shove two fingers up inside. Feel my cunt stretch, taking in his cock. Oh god, yes.
Do I open my legs a little and invite him in? Slip my legs open, and his fingers are brushing the hairs of my bush, right over the top of my mound. I moan as he does that and then our eyes meet.
Permission.
I say, "Sorry I don't have my panties on, I forgot. All I have on is this shirt I borrowed from you. That OK?"
Rachel is gripping the armrest in her airline chair as her other hand is rubbing furiously between her legs.
The fantasy takes so many turns. Pretend I fell asleep while watching the movies, and as I sleep slide lower and lower until my tee has slipped up over my hip, and he is looking at my ass, staring between my legs. My shaved cunny, a juicy peach for him to bite into. MMMMMMM! Eat me.
I can feel his hand lifting my top over my hip, for a better view and I squirm my little ass to give him the show of his life.
God he would like that!
And as he is watching me, do I pretend to waken and notice how exposed I am? Oh, and ask "You don't mind do you? What do you want to see?" Oh god, "What do you want to do to me? Anything? Anything at all."
I roll on my back and let my knees fall apart.
"Want to see my tat?"
A little pair of angel wings tatted right between my vagina and my ass.
"See?" He's leaning in, yes he can. My legs wide. Oh, touch me. "When I am fucked, the cock inside me has angel wings."
"Oh, Uncle James I can't believe I let you see that!."
And then, oh, he is fucking me, all the way inside. He is not slow, hard, deep. He has turned me over and holding me on my knees.
Uhh, Uhh, Uhh. Slapping my ass each time he penetrates me.
With that her body begins to spasm uncontrollably, her abdomen contracting, her vagina contracting over her fingers as wave after wave of a fantastic orgasm burns inside. A lovely velvet orgasm, liquid glass, sending searing white heat through her. Oh god, Oh god. She is pressing herself into the seat, stretching, trembling. Petting her soft cunny, thank you. Thank you. The woman beside her does not move, no one is looking.
Oh it is fire, she is on fire. It feels so fucking good.
"James." She whispers under her breath.
Now calm, now silent.
Only the dull roar of engines through the hull of the plane. Her hand soaked in cum. She can feel the wet spot beneath her ass. A smile quirks her lips.
She closes her pants and falls asleep.
-----------------------
Meeting - Again
I found myself at the airport waiting for Rachel, thinking what have I gotten myself into.
She appeared suddenly from the entrance wearing cargo pants and a pink tube top, looking tired but with a big smile on her face when she saw me. My how she had changed.
"Uncle James!"
My god she was coming to stay at my house. She came up and gave me a hug, which considering I am not used to, I looked like one of those ridiculous old people who do not know how to hug. It was no big deal at the time, but I remembered in hindsight having no idea where to put my hands since her entire midriff were bare.
"You tired?"
"I'm not too bad, yet. I just about arrived when I left though. I won't make it too late tonight. We can go."
"Baggage?"
She was rolling a tote bag behind her. "This is it, all I got in the world."
I looked at her incredulously. Almost jealously. The idea of having so little baggage. And so little considering she was, after all, moving here for an undetermined duration.
"Mum gave me money. I don't want to wear all those British clothes HERE. I'll need to fit in." And she was moving along with me in tow. "Besides I got everything I need on this." And she held out her Ipod.
"You are a true nomad."
"A nomad with plastic!" waving her purse in the air.
------------------
Going Home
Rachel was 18 now and quite a bit taller, but still shorter than me, coming up to about my chin. Her dark hair was so much longer than I remembered, silky and shiny, and she was so well groomed. Her hair was clipped at the center, a handful of hairs forming a pony tail down a mane of dark hair that curled over her shoulders to the middle of her back. Europeans have such a cleaner, more confident look about them. Vibrant. Her hair flashed and followed behind as she tossed it around as she moved. She had such a lovely smile, and something exotic. The whites of her eyes were so white, the pool of brown brought that out, and her teeth so white. Such a wonderful smile, even when tired. Her movement so fluid, catlike. Her waist was narrow, her legs long, as I followed in her wake. Her mother moved there from America years ago, and so Rachel's entire life had been spent on the outskirts of London. Her father was a global traveler, multiple nationalities. She had inherited her mothers size and shape, and her fathers smile, eyes and dark skin. As she walked ahead, the sway of her hips. I am writing this after all events have occurred, but still, I could not help noticing. And I definitely did look at her ass and lovely female figure as I trailed behind that day.
"Mum says hi."
"I got everything ready, all the school things are in your room. We need to meet with the administrator and I have to sign paperwork with you. I'll be your guardian here."
I prattled on but she was not listening.
"I got to pee something fierce."
She laid her bag at my feet and disappeared as I stood waiting.
-------------------
That First Night Sets the Wheel in Motion
I believe all the subsequent events between us were set in motion over the next four hours. It put all the relevant pieces in place and set them in motion so to speak.
"I can NOT go to bed until eight," she declared as she set her bag by the sofa. "You got to entertain me." She cocked her head, threw back her hair and met my eyes. "I'm really here," she interjected.
"Ahhh." A woman in my house, interaction. Entertain? I was no longer home by myself, moving through a space that had become likes a monks cell. I was a fish who left the water of my solitary home and went out into the dry world, trying to remain alive until I could make my way back into the safety of my cell. But this girl was standing in my pond.
She volunteered, "We can play poker."
It seemed absurd, but I agreed.
I had cards which I readily found, and dealt them out.
With such certainty she says, "We got to play for money. All I got is plastic. Can you spot me?"
I looked like a deer in the headlights, so much happening. My reticence and acquiescence to her became my dominant trait, she found it silly and endearing.
In response to me she added, "We don't have to." The sideways glance, the pout, the girlish voice. Those teeth. Another beginning. My coquette.
"No. No. I got a jar of coins upstairs."
I wanted to please her and got my jar. We divied up the coins and darn if she did not win $10.
"I guess I don't owe you anything after all!" She had this wonderful smile, her eyebrow quirked up as she scooped her winnings into her purse. What was my sister talking about. Trouble?? So easygoing.
I said, "You sure are good at bluffing."
"You are too easy to read."
Cards laid aside, I had a small glass of red wine I had been sipping. I gave her small glass.
"So, Rachel why did you come, now? I mean, you were supposed to come summer, but its three months before high school is over. I mean not finishing out a full year in your senior year?"
She stretched, a little, tension? "You want the long story or the short?"
"Uh, just the story."
"It was because...." she paused, stretched again. Almost punched the air. "Well, it was Mums boyfriend, Tom, her now future ex-husband." My eyes widened. I had not heard. They were married? "He's a creep, a loser. Having her married was too much."
"That does not sound like Kate."
She sighed. "Mums changed. They've all changed." She shrugged, looked to the side a little while. There was pain there. "After dad divorced her right around...." I eyed her. "You know right after..."
"Lisa died."
It was like permission to proceed. I had to say it. "It was like she never got over what happened. And she's older, I get that, it's hard, and like men don't seem so interested. She wanted someone, and there was no one, and ended up taking anyone. So...ok, I get it, that's like, whatever. But....I just asked her to wait, not even that long. Wait till I move, you know. THIS was already planned. I'm already accepted at university. Just fucking wait." She paused. "Sorry."
"I see. And what did she say when you asked?"
"She says, I am through putting my life on hold...for you." And I distinctly saw her eyes go glassy, "I'm like fuck you."
I shook my head, "Not Kate...her faith..."
"Oh, she plays a good game. You know what - she's the kind of religious that doesn't do it for love love love, but so she can not be held accountable. It's like god told me or I prayed about it or I asked forgiveness, blah blah blah. I was fuck you and said you know what if that's how you feel, and I called her on it."
There was a pause.
"So that's my story, how about you?"
My heart immediately heavy. I hated this story. "Nothing to tell. Its four years since...." my turn to feel pain. It formed this fulcrum, this odd point of connection between us. I felt very close just then for some reason, I remembered. We talked low in this large silent house, one light on. The two of us now.
And she leaned in, and I wanted it not to go there, not tonight. So I added, "And you threw that snowball at me."
She laughed. "That's right. Oh my god. So, now?"
"I got to get back at you sometime." I grinned.
"What do you do around here?" She yawned.
I shrugged. "Not a lot to tell. Ordinary....I go to work, I have classes. Read. Teach."
"Anyone in your life?"
I felt myself grow warm, her eyes on me. "I, uh, I'm," shaking my head, "Not ready." She looked at me incredulously. "It's, I mean..." I had an odd need to justify myself.
"You sound depressed."
"No it isn't that. Really. I'm, it feels like the play is over. Nothing else there. I look ahead and..."
"Well, sounds depressing."
"I'm comfortable." It did sound depressing. "I found a magazine once that had an article how long it takes you to get over someone. It said it takes as long to get over them as you have been together. I mean it was a teenage magazine. I was like, I'm 53 and was with Lisa for 23 years so I can start dating when I am 72."
She laughed at that, "No, no. Don't, talk like that. A catch like you, you can find the ladies. You gotta try." She touched my arm. "You are as cute as I ever remember you. Cuter," and she reached her hand and brushed the side of my ears, "with these little silver stripes. You're like a silver back."
I flushed a little and said, "You will be good for me."
"Shake things up a bit eh, I'm the coolest girl you'll ever know."
"Boost my ego."
"Coolio."
And we fell silent, her eyes drooping, but fixed on mine. I had succeeded and kept her awake.
"Well this little coolio has to go to bed."
-----------
Risk and Reward, and Secrets
Rachel was a mystery to me. There was a hiddenness in her openness and honesty. Too much openness. She literally said whatever was on her mind, no holding back. I could not imagine her as anything but a good girl.
But.
This drip drip drip of teenage secrets was beginning to bother me. Not because I could not handle what she told me. Given her background it did not even really surprise me, but the fact I had indicated to my sister I would keep her in the loop as a parent had me bothered. The things she would sometimes say about her mom and Tom. In fact, my absence of problems led her to believe I was not being honest, and she would ply me for stories, events. Implying I MUST have had a thing with one of my students before. Especially after.....or SOMETHING.
But Rachel was another story. I won't go into full detail here. It would be too long. They included going through a friend's house when she wasn't supposed to, riding in a car packed with kids when she had just been expressly told not to, shoplifting. Taking money from her mother. These were stories readily shared. Things that I did not pass along to her mother.
But today I was being openly invited to be complicit, as she specifically asked me not tell her mother. After tentatively agreeing, she had asked me if I would sign a permission for her to get contraceptives, the 'pill.' Now from my point of view this was responsible teenage behavior, but since it came with the promise not to tell her mother to the point of lying if I am point blank asked I said, "I'll have to think about that."
And it escalated further. She asked me if I would be willing to buy her a vibrator. A sex toy!! And she asked in the context of the contraception.
Isn't this something SHE could do, why ask me? She was being completely 'honest' (or so I thought). She was upfront always open, I was at a loss. Nothing could prepare me for this.
Where do I go from here? Why ask ME? I figured she was trying to throw me off, after all given her behavior with her mother there was probably many things I was also not being told. Isn't that a strategy with 'honesty.' Was she really? Was this her just trying to throw me off. There was another angle that fascinated me, after all one of my fields was the neurobiology of teenage learning and here I was able to observe first hand these choices, the language, what was told, how it was told.
A category of sharing is honest deception. The lies are hidden in plain sight. So this was the position I found myself and I had to decide what to do. I knew my sister would be all over her daughter if she knew any of this.
I started obvious, "Why ask me? Ask your mother. Why keep it from her?"
"Which request?" A smirk on her face.
"Lets start with the first one."
"She would say no."
"Then, there is your answer."
"You know that is irresponsible."
"Are you sexually active?"
She eyed me. "I should be prepared. I have been. In the past. Yes."
I sighed, good. This was responsible. "While in the States?"
"No."
"It's just, I don't want to lecture you but...."
"Here it comes." She slumped back in her chair.
"No. No. Seriously." I was flushed. Winded. Could not believe I was in this conversation. "You are new here temporarily, in transition."
"Life is temporary. I'm... I'm going to be here at least four and a half years." And her tone, her voice, her eyes, her luck all suddenly converged and in that moment she looked like Lisa. It shocked me, and I paused for a moment. The intransigence, impatience. Even her eyes. I had noticed once before, but today merging with her movement and voice, tone and words. And then she was Rachel again.
"...Let me finish. Yes. I know that, but you are in this high school another two months and whoever you are with is also moving on. It is a time to remain focused. You can get yourself in conflicts you just don't need right now. You are an outsider from a different country."
"I'm NOT having sex. I was on the pill at home, mom never knew."
"I will say it again. You are 18. Why ask me?"
"It is free at the school with parental permission. You are my guardian. YOU are responsible for me." She was exasperated. "Look, Jim, you know this is the right thing for me to do. It just is, I am an adult, a situation can occur. It is reality. I don't want to have anything happen, have some accident." I was silent as she continued. "I guess I can always use the poor girls birth control, if need be." She threw that in so nonchalant.
"Excuse me?"
"Poor girls birth control," another smirk on her face. It was readily apparent I had not comprehended her words. She added, "You're the teenager neurobiologist." She waited for me to catch on, "Oh come on!"
I was truly at a loss.
"Seriously. I have to say it?"
-
"A blow job. You know, a blow job." She said each word slowly the second time.



I really flushed then, my ears went bright red. My eye twitched, it caught me completely off guard. Testing me. She had managed to do it. It touched on some things sexually I was not prepared for. I was almost thrown back.
She read me immediately. "It takes the boy right out of commission, well most of them anyway. So sign me up for poor girls birth control? That what you want?"
I simply said, then, taking the paper, "OK. here, I'll sign it."
"Why are you so flustered about this. I thought this would be, like a normal adult conversation."
"I'm not..." I slid the paper to her across the table. She left it there.
"You are, look at you, you're glowing!"
"It's just not something I think about, or say. Or..."
"What? Contraception. Or ... Blow job. It's like no big deal. For my age it is like totally no big deal. It's less than a kiss."
"Oh, you know that is not true." The words fairly burst out of me.
"A kiss is intimacy."
"A ... blow job... IS sex."
"Not to President Clinton it's not," she laughed.
"It is..." I was wavering. I sounded foreign in my ears. "It's not...I...mean"
"Not to young people. No way. You ever have a blow job?"
"What?" This conversation had to end.
"It's sure not sex, that's for sure. Have you? Ever. I mean its not like it was just invented."
"Give me the slip, here I can sign this."
"You already signed it!" She was smiling at my discomfort, and pausing she said in a whisper, "I won't tell."
Truth. I never had. Never. It was something that was simply so unacceptable, said to even be dangerous. Even masturbation was frowned on. I hadn't even heard of such a thing until I was a teenager. My sister and I raised in a religious family. My wife, my only sexual partner, she never did. I had thought about it and now I was remembering actually asking and being rebuffed. It never came up again.
"You haven't. Seriously?" She was genuinely surprised. I did not answer. "Serious. Wow." She fell back in her chair.
I looked down, somehow feeling deficient and more embarrassed than ever. I looked over letting my eyes wander up her legs, wondering at the things she had done. This girl so much younger than I. Seeing her bare feet. Wondering at the sexual freedom of young people. At all the things I had never done. I had never gone down on my wife, never had a blowjob. Cunnilingus. We spooned. I sucked her breasts, her nipples in my mouth....thinking of what we had and had not done with each other. I had intercourse with her doggy style, something we had done.
Suddenly feeling so deficient. I tried to recover myself, and proceeded to move into lecture mode: "Lets talk about YOUR situation. The teenage mind is not wired to make good decisions in matters like... this, especially in YOUR situation. A new environment, your need to establish yourself arouses a desire to experiment."
She took the sheet I signed and began folding it up. "Thanks, but that is precisely why this is a GOOD idea. I might not make good decisions, right? I agree."
"Let me finish....Teenagers underestimate risk and overestimate reward. So the behaviors, and you have shared with me plenty that exhibits this very thing, get skewed to highly risky behaviors for an overestimated reward. There is a survival benefit to all this, but for the group not the individual. Today it is mostly detrimental because the risks have been societally reduced. The pill gives you a sense of security, and will allow an even higher underplay of risk relative to reward."
"I get it." She wanted to smile, patronize me, but did not. She got what she wanted and wished to leave. I wondered at what she could possibly be thinking. All my talk now was for nothing, I signed the thing, I could not go back now. She was right, and I had acquiesced but now she knew things about me, personal things that embarrassed me.
"It is like tattoos. No assessment of risk."
Her eyes brightened. "I have a tat."
"Exactly. It can have long term consequence."
"No one ever going to see it where I got mine." She said under her breath. I felt myself grow warmer, let it pass.
I continued, "In contrast, you have to understand, over time the ability to assess risk improves. You make better choices. Risk and reward comes into balance, but time. It takes time. Age experience."
And then, she leaned in and kissed me on the lips.
And for the briefest instant I let her. Her lips molding around my lower lip, a soft and delicate kiss.
Intimate.
"What?!"
She leaned back, tossed her hair back, a sweet smile on her face. Her head tipped to the side looking at me. She said innocently, "I'm underestimating risk to reward James. It's just my little teenage brain, I guess. OK."
I was sputtering, "You...."
She just continued, talking over me, "I get it. I agree. I do not fully trust myself around men. I have been here over a month and have had no acceptable release, at all. I am a sexual being who is young, at the prime of my life and I am self aware enough to know if I make a bad choice I do not want it to be a catastrophic choice. I am also aware of my different means of release with boys, and because of certain events in my history, know that I should keep protection. I also know I do not generally like condoms, though I should. As for the dildo - next subject by the way - this also can provide me with the needed release that will keep me in a state of mind that keeps me to not be, how do you say, over risky." She put her chin on her hand and met my eyes again, warm and sweet. "We are on the same page here, James, I know myself. And, yes, I am over sharing, but you get it, and I have always felt I can talk to you."
I was still thinking about the kiss, looking at her lips, the white of her teeth, her tongue. Feeling my face flush all over again. Her neck was narrow, her top dipping down across her collar bone.
She was leaning toward me, eyes still on me.
"Ahhh, James. If you...." she paused, stopping herself before continuing. "I know risk and I'm not really who ANYONE thinks I am." (The tough front of a person hurting I remember thinking) "Lots of changes." She leaned back into her chair and began straightening her top, let out a breath. "I'm going to tell you something." She took a breath and continued, "It cannot leave this room."
She paused waiting for my consent.
Not again, but I agreed.
"Last year, I became infatuated with this boy who I saw one day out of the blue. He stopped me in my tracks, looked up and saw me staring, gave me a sweet smile and kept on walking. After that, it was all over. I'd never had such a crush. This little girl was smitten. But I was so shy, and lived under the shadow of my mothers endless behavior restrictions. I was her good girl after all. So what to do? He knew I liked him cause my friends made sure of that and he was a tease. A player. Whenever he talked to me I blushed. Whenever I tried to talk to him, my tongue became thick, my mind blank. I said a lot of stupid things. He toyed with me, he'd stand too close, touch my arm, kiss my cheek for my birthday. He always had girlfriends, it didn't matter to me. I just felt all these things, and could not imagine him liking me, I couldn't be myself WITH him. I was just a gangly little tomboy, not a woman, not capable of feeling desire, or being desirable."
"Anyways he ended up being part of my group, and I got to knowing him. I started to talk more easily. We became better acquainted, his interests weren't the same - at all. And, the more I got to know him the less I liked him, romantically anyway. Unfortunately, the more he got to know me, the more he liked me. Isn't it always the way. He invited me to his house one time, and I truly thought - OK - we are friends. I said yes. When I arrived I immediately realized his parents were gone, and we would be alone. Girls have this radar that is always on. I was aware but It didn't bother me, we were friends. You would say minimizing RISK."
Anticipating my thoughts.
"But I wasn't uncomfortable. Never had cause to be. I was just aware. I didn't know that an hour into the movie I would be fighting him off of me, or that he'd tear my shirt, or I'd be yelling for him to stop, holding my torn top to my chest as I left. And that wasn't the worst of it."
She paused, it seemed, collecting herself. Her voice had become this even low tone.
"The next day at school I was ridiculed. His guy friends would mutter under their breaths to me as I walked by, "No! Stop!" in a whiny little girl voice. He had told everyone how I wouldn't put out. And my friends saying, 'you liked him didn't you?' I did my best to ignore it all, but still ended up spending most of the day cutting class in the bathroom, crying and trying to hold it together. And in that bathroom I saw myself for the very first time. Really saw. My hair was long, wavy, the rich color of honey reflecting back at me in the mirror. My eyes were blue. My skin was tan and clear, my lips have a nice shape." I was looking at her eyes, her face, her lips as she spoke, and even looking down at her chest as she said, "My breasts were nice, developed, I had curves in all the right places, my legs were long. And I realized I was NOT a tom boy. And how I had spent my adolescence in this shell, arrested development, mentally isolated from WHO I AM. And my mom is divorced now, and all her men and the way SHE is, and what it all did to me. Her projections of her wishes for herself ALL pushed on ME, but not even what she really wants for herself. Adults are hypocrites. And she did this to me until her fears became mine, my fear of intimacy. How love had become this mechanism that hurts you, and I was angry and something broke that day."
"You became you." I intoned.
"How she had poisoned me with fear and hate for my body, for sex, for boys, for men. I saw for the first time how I really appeared, the desire, the power I could have. Confidence. I don't know. But not fear. That my body could be enjoyed, I could feel, be touched. It's not risk vs. reward that teenagers don't understand James. It is that the intensity of EVERYTHING is so incredible to a teenage brain, intense, the wiring is brand new, it's like our circuitry is wet and it has not dried yet. Our skin is this wet, living membrane, wet all the time. How everything feels, looks, the memory of everything. Intense, new, beautiful, alive, all the time. A minute is an hour for me, burning inside me. I can so feel everything. Want, desire, anger, sadness. And I want these things because I fucking KNOW THE RISK. Life is different when you have time, all the time in the world. Risk is just this box that never lets you live. Fear. Hatred."
She was just about whispering now, "So everything was different now. Everything. And I was with these friends of mine. Boys. Boys who really have no interest in girls. And I am joking around with them, sort of, in a way trying to somehow share what I was feeling, but its impossible, and the words aren't there, and its not coming out the same. They are laughing at me, and I get this idea to, what the hell, do something with this brand new body of mine. And I tell them out of the blue that I really really want to go dogging."
"Dogging?"
"Dogging. Yeah. You never heard of it?" She is exasperated, like I don't know anything. "It's a thing in England. Women, women will go out, usually with a couple guys in tow, and make themselves available. Sexually."
She waited for a light to sort of go on in my eyes, which this time it did. I wanted to lecture, but refrained. This was all so irresponsible. I did not want to hear.
"You decide what you will allow, what you are willing to make available. Like..." she laughed, "You know, poor girls birth control, maybe." She was still smiling as I grew embarrassed all over again. Fuck, I hated she knew that about me. "And my friends were like why the hell not. And as a joke they put a collar on me, and a leash and we went to one of the places where dogging happens. I was out and had this collar and leash, and they are sending out the message and I am waiting by the car. It's getting dark. I wanted to give pleasure, be desired, feel desire, FEEL my body, feel, feel my power."
"And truth I'd never done it before, nothing like it. I had barely held hands. So, a great way to practice. HA." She winked. "And the first guy is there and ready and its like open your pants, and my god - he does it! His penis is right there, hard and I put my mouth on it. And its like, I don't know how to do this. Am I doing it right? But it doesn't matter at all. He's standing with his eyes closed, and I am sitting down, he doesn't care."
And now I am sitting there listening to her actually describe a blow job. I do not know what to do with my hands. I can actually feel myself stiffening a bit. I simply listen impassively. I cannot recall ever feeling so uncomfortable, and I just want it all to end.
"And I am like this goddess, he just wants it. Wants. Wants me to. And he cums like right away and I do not know what to do and it makes this mess, and he is like all into that. I have it on my face, and he's like 'yeah, best blowjob ever. Thanks.' Polite. And I think, this is like so funny. There is absolutely nothing you can do wrong. I am a goddess, you know. His hand was in my hair and I had not even noticed, and then someone else waiting. I sucked off three guys, and I was tired. Ready to stop."
"And this other guy comes up and I'm like no no no, and he says no he doesn't want a blowjob. He just wants to sit down and have me stand in front of him and touch me over my clothes a little bit. I was in this skirt and nice little top, still had the collar on, and I had not expected this and I said OK. And Oh, when I felt his hands, soft and slow, on my body. Feeling, touch, really feeling me. It was like I was feeling myself for the first time, which is fucked up I know. But that's how it felt. I had never felt anything like it, it had such devotion, so soft, his eyes were closed and he rubbed up my body. Slow, every touch and I swayed there and let him rub me, my hips and breasts, my neck, under my chin. He found my legs and I let him rub me up under my dress, up my thighs, inside my legs, and he cupped me between my legs and this may be weird but I was in touch with my body, like it was the first time. I felt beautiful and in that moment it was exactly what I wanted."
"When he sort of slowed down, I asked - enough - in this sweet little girl voice. Like I was helping him find something. Like I was his nanny or guru. He nodded, all glassy eyed, grateful, and I left."
She looked exhausted after this story.
I was confused, dizzy, it was overwhelming. I was feeling things I had not felt in years. Had nothing to say.
There was some kind of a seed being planted, and it would not be going away.
Call it life. My brain going a million miles a minute, a part of me trying to understand, but not. And this other part of me feeling, and still another desiring. Desire. This was the seed, and I felt it sinking into my skin.
And suddenly I felt myself coming alive. The desire. I could feel it, and I wanted to be one of those men on that nondescript night. I wanted to feel like that. With these thoughts, when she met my eyes again and lay her hand on the side of my cheek and brushed her fingers through my beard as we shared that moment. As we somehow sensed a feeling that was shared. Not words, and I cannot even say what it was. But it WAS shared. And then I felt shame with my desire, as I looked down and away.
Speechless.
There were simply no words.
Somehow my walls, my pond, my defenses - had all been broken.
She simply brushed her fingers along my beard and said, "We have to give your beard a little trim."
-------------------------
Complicity and Guilt
So that's a hell of a lot of context.
Here is my question:
How much am I obliged to tell my sister when my niece confides in me? On one hand, I want my niece to have a non-parent adult to whom she can talk about things. On the other, I can imagine her telling me something eventually that I would have to tell my sister. Where is the line? And if it was not all I had heard, then what is??
In this case, I did not tell my sister any of it. She would absolutely want to know, and I think would be disappointed or even hurt if she found out I had withheld this from her. But my niece has a right to the same respect my sister gets, and there are definitely secrets I keep for my sister. I don't think this topic is going to hurt my niece, so I think I'm pretty safe not telling my sister. But we've entered some fraught territory already.
And even worse, my sister was not willing to believe me. As a result I had to outright lie.
"She really is a good kid Kate."
"You are keeping things from me."
"No, really, I am not."
"Has she asked you for anything?"
"No."
"Birth Control?"
"Kate!"
-------------------------
First (and Second) Touch
After that evening, a tension emerged between us.
Nothing obvious, and hard to put a finger on really. On the surface nothing changed. She was still talkative, we had our routines, I gave all my opinions and thoughts, we played cards, shopped, watched TV, ordinary life. But there were pauses, openings, an added feeling between us, a warmth and pleasure that covered me when I looked at her. It was this pleasurable tension, attraction and arousal. Like the feeling of melting chocolate. Like a shell was there one day and gone the next, leaving this extra sensitive layer beneath our skins. It didn't help it was spring with the weather noticeably warming, adding sunlight, injecting libido and desire into everything. Maybe she did not feel it, but it seemed she did. She certainly played it, and from that day forward I was 'Jimmy.'
That name, my new name, one I had never been called before, changed us.
One other thing. She liked to come down for coffee in the morning, just before I was ready to leave for work. The coffee was already made, I had long since been making extra in the pot for her, and I had already had breakfast. Whenever Rachel came down, she wore tight sweatpants and T-shirt. They had High School names and slogans printed on the front. She had one pair of sweats that said pink right over her butt. A little suggestive. There had been mornings she wore only a long tee, with bare legs, her top just covering her behind - but on warmer days. She was always barefoot, and her hair a nice dark tangle fallen over her eyes, sometimes pulled back and clipped. She always wore a little make up, lip gloss, but not in the morning when she met me to say goodbye and have her first cup of coffee. She had such a fresh look in the morning, large eyes, and kind of a groggy demeanor.
But the new thing, the thing that was completely different, was when I would get my bags and say my good days, she would walk up to me and say "See you Jimmy!" and kiss me. A peck really, a short kiss, on the lips. At first it surprised me, and I started a bit, thought about putting a stop to it all. The feeling that ran through me, a warm happiness. She, balancing herself against my chest with her hand, "Bye. Bye. Jimmy. See you tonight!" I never sought a longer kiss or anything like it. Utterly innocent. I remained passive, though in my heart of hearts it sent a shiver through me. Not lust exactly, but a wonderful morning shiver. Joy. Human connection. I had determined many mornings to put a stop to it, but at the relevant moment never did. Some mornings she would wrinkle her nose after the kiss.
It became habit, automatic.
The nose wrinkle was when her lips slipped slightly higher onto my upper lip from my lower lip, which resulted in my mustache scraping her upper lip. She would wrinkle her nose. It tickled. It was a very similar reaction to when I had kissed Lisa. I had had a mustache and beard for many many years.



And on some of those mornings Rachel would say, "We need to trim that beard of yours." Just as she had said the day our kisses began.
So imagine the scene of me in professorial suit and tie, usually tweed. Sometimes no tie. Sometimes a sweater with my leather bags. This 18 year old girl in a tight little pair of sweat pants and tee following me to the door, her tangle of auburn hair fallen around her shoulders, sparkling brown eyes, pressing her hand to my chest leaning up on tip toe and giving me a soft little kiss on the lips each morning. I simply started to reply, "Bye dear."
On Fridays I have a half day, and on that day Rachel actually leaves the house for school before I do. On this Friday, however, there was a teachers conference on Thursday and Friday, so she had both days off. We had our morning off together. Not a big deal, I set Friday mornings as a time to read student papers, but Rachel had another idea as to what we were going to do this morning.
She had a small beard trimmer in her hand as she stood in the doorway. Sweats and tee on, her normal morning attire.
"We are going to trim that beard."
I looked at her, "What?"
This was something she had said many many times now, but it never dawned on me that she actually meant it.
"Trim your beard," she was waving the trimmer around in her hand, standing before me with a cocked hip, and it registered what she held. I had one as well, but I did tend to be remiss, and I usually let the barber trim my beard when I got my hair cut.
"OK. Uh, let me do a few papers first, then..."
She came over and took my hand, "Uh, uh," and pulled me into the den and sat me on the leather sofa. A little pout, "Lets do it now." She had a small towel there which was wrapped around my neck and she leaned me forward away from the sofa, getting everything ready. I was following along letting it happen, because after all this was something she had said she was going to do for some time now.
I looked at her with the beard trimmer in her hand, "Why do you have one of those anyway?"
And she looked me right in the eye, again, with her 'you should know' look. I had a pause, blood rushing to my skin, and as my realization arrived she added, "I have a little beard I like to trim as well." Her eyebrow arched as she said it, that smile on her face, so precious, her eyes twinkling into mine, the enjoyment she felt when she left me speechless.
This morning she had put on a little of her lip gloss which gave her mouth a delicious shine. Her eyes a deep, dark almond shape, and the brown of her eyes bringing out the sparkling white. Her lips, in a pout, as she adjusted me getting me ready, and then she kneeled down in front of me, standing up on her knees between my legs, placing her even with me as I leaned forward.
That tension between us again. I looked at her arched eyebrows, the little strands of hair falling over her eyes that she could look through. Her warmth and smell as she kneeled before me. So sweet, her concern, how she loved taking care of me. Preening, she ran her hand across my cheek, roughing my beard as she did, assessing its length.
"You'll look so much better when this is trimmed up," she cooed, and with that the trimmer began to buzz. It was battery operated, a small narrow black razor with the right length attached to the end of it. I could tell. She seemed to know what she was doing. She swayed and held herself there between my legs as she trimmed, slowly, carefully.
Little tufts of hair falling to the floor, the feel of the razor running up my cheek, under my chin. We were so close, the angle of her there, her body before me. I could feel her breath on me occasionally. I began thinking of her stories, of what she had done, of feelings, desire, her body. Her beauty. And as she swayed before me, shaving my beard I reached my hand out and held her, simply to steady her, holding her at her side wrapping my fingers around to the back of her ribcage. Watching her eyes, she briefly glanced at me but continued to trim. I was going to hold her steady.
I could feel the weight of her, feel her breathing, this little bird, her thin ribcage and how I could wrap my hand around her side, the way she leaned occasionally against my hand as I steadied her. No acknowledgement I was holding her, touching her, and I had never touched her like this before. She had lay her hand on my cheek, pressed her hand to my chest, kissed me. But never I reaching out to her. I brought up my other hand onto her other side, and again held her. Holding her there before me. Her small frame, so light, frail even. She letting me hold her, holding my hands on her. I could feel her breathing in and out, thought I could feel her heart beating, and I could feel a slight trembling in my own finger tips.
What I did next was unforgivable.
I haven't a clue what thoughts there were. Actually, there were none. Her breathing was so even, her smell, warmth, the feel of her so wonderful. I felt a sudden compassion, connection, moment of sweetest desire. Dare I say lust. It felt so right. I stroked my thumbs up her front as I held to her so that my thumbs literally pressed over the edge of her breasts. Far enough over her breasts to feel their softness, far enough to realize she wore no bra, and I so perfectly remember how such a thought registered in my thoughts. No bra. Her soft flesh. And I began to rub the side of her breasts with my thumbs, still holding her, still 'steadying' her, as I had touched her in this way.
I looked at her, frightened, almost as a child would who had done wrong. But there was no reaction whatever from Rachel. I had gotten away with it, or rather was in the midst of doing it and being allowed. So I continued, stroking her with my thumbs, more brazen. Letting my thumbs press inward as I rubbed up over her breasts, closer in, shifting my hands a bit as I did it. She responded by shifting herself a little closer, the whole time trimming my beard. Her breathing warm on my face, her eyes not looking at me, but at her hands as she worked. She had placed her other hand on my knee. I continued, slipping my hands around now to the front, and without any excuse, cupped her breasts, palming her with trembling hands, squeezing and feeling their shape, openly rubbing her. Feeling their shape and weight, so soft beneath the fabric of her top. I held to her, squeezed and stroked at her breasts. They felt so free beneath the fabric, the thin worn fabric of the tee. Each hand covering each breast, I could feel her nipples tighten in my palm, could feel her leaning into my hands as I stroked my thumbs across her hardening nipples.
My heart was pounding as I looked at her, squeezing her breasts. I saw her eyes close a little once or twice, as she would catch her breath, each time I scraped my thumb across her nipples. A wave of pleasure? I pressed her nipple with my thumb and forefinger, watching her head tip lower and her shaving briefly stop. Her eyes again meeting mine, liquid, the pleasure in her eyes. What could I possibly say? I saw this girl in front of me, this girl and her stories. I thought of her body, her desirability, how she wanted to be desired. The pleasure in her eyes. And I did, I desired her.
She leaned away from me, and breathed out, "There. I think we're done."
I croaked out, "Thanks."
"Don't mention it." She moved back and my hands fell away. She was now standing before me, and I was looking up at her. Did this even happen? Guilt ridden, what could I possibly do now? Much like that man had in her story. She stood before me in her sweat pants and tee, pulling the hair back out of her face. I was waiting for a tut tut. Something. Anything.
Finally I said, "Rachel, I'm sorry. I never intended to...."
She looked at herself and at me, put her hand on my cheek, held it there as I looked up at her, and said, "It's OK Jimmy. You do so much for me. You make me feel good. I like it when I can make you feel good sometimes too."
She took the towel from around me, and I had not even realized it was there. I was trembling, continued looking at her. Her body beneath that loose fitting morning outfit, the same one I saw each day. Knowing what her body felt like. Her hair, her smell. The feel of her hand on my cheek. This rising desire I felt. It simply cannot be. I could now imagine how her breasts felt, her heartbeat, breath. I had touched them, held them. She walked out of the room and came back with a dust pan and small brush, leaning down to sweep up, her tee falling away a bit.
I said, "I'm afraid I have become like all those other boys, those men."
She did not look at me, but said, "I didn't go running out of the house did I?"
"Rachel...."
She stopped, set down the brush and pan, and sat next to me. "Stop. Look." Gathering her thoughts, "Don't make it a big deal. It felt...good. Nice. You do so much for me. You make me feel good. Believe me, I know how to take care of myself." She had taken my hand and was rubbing my fingers, holding my hands palm up, looking at me. She laughed then and looked down at herself, "I mean, really, they are so small anyways, it doesn't matter. Does it? Anything above my waist, is yours."
I wanted to say, 'no, they are wonderful.' But did not want to go there. We paused, she let go of my hands and once again brushed my cheek, ruffled my beard and drew her hand under my chin. "Oh Jimmy. What am I going to do with you?"
I looked at her eyes, her smile. The way she held my cheek. And I said, "So, it was OK? You're sure?"
"Yes. I would tell you if it wasn't."
And my heart began pounding, her body before me, and I am now literally trembling. Temptation rising in my thoughts. How I wanted to touch her again. The feelings that were coming over me were overwhelming. "Can I. Now?"
My hand open, and palm up. Like I was begging. She looked down at herself and me, leaned back into the sofa. "Sure."
And surrendering herself to me, I began to once again draw my hands over her. Rubbing softly up and down her front, squeezing her breasts, caressing her shoulders, and down her arms. Her thin top moving to my touch, as I pushed the fabric around on her body. She lay like that with her head back on the cushion, looking at me, sighing and closing her eyes, a soft smile on her face. I ran my hand across her belly, over her navel, could feel the little indent there, and up over her breasts again. Squeezing and drawing my fingers around her nipples. Feeling her nipples tightening again. She felt so wonderful, her yielding body. Anything above the waist, I am thinking. I wanted to lay her down and stroke her back, take her top off, run my fingers through her hair. I rubbed my hand over her neck under her chin and across her collar bone, she simply leaning back in the sofa letting me. Running my hand down her sides I could feel each rib, I wanted to count every little crevice, dimple and curve on her body in that moment. I was in such a flight of fancy. Lost in feeling and desire. It had been so long.
"Mmmm." She stretched, "feels nice," she cooed to me, eyes on me now, encouraging me. I could feel her arousal. Soft sighs, and the movement of her body against my hand. Letting me stroke, touch, squeeze, caress.
I have no idea how long we were like that. This time she had not touched me. But I her. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes glowed. I brushed the hairs from her cheek, and then we stopped, as if on a nonverbal command between us. The air was liquid and warm and I was hard, my cock was hard, and with subtle embarrassment I adjusted myself. She gave no notice.
The time had gotten so I needed to get ready to go.
I got up to gather my things, and she finished sweeping. As I put my coat on, she padded up to me barefoot with a big smile, "There, you look so much better Jimmy. I can see your lips now."
She put her hand to my chest and leaned in, so slow closing her eyes. I held her by the waist this time, running my hands up her side, over her ribcage with my thumbs pressing into her breasts as I held her to me, her lips pressed to mine. She lingered this time, slower and I let her, let her kiss me soft and full on the mouth. I wrapped my arms around her then and felt her chest press into me. I returned the kiss, and we let our lips close around one another. Her breasts now pressing into my chest, she was still up on tip toe. I let go and she stood back.
I could barely breathe.
Her cheeks glowed, and she was suddenly shy, turning away. "Have a nice day," looking back at me in her bare feet. Her smile, her lingering warmth.
I walked out of the house in a daze.
----------------------------------
Susan, a Guilty Mind and Hatching a Plan
My feelings over the next several hours cannot be conveyed.
First, an overwhelming general elation. There was this tremendous release, I believe, from a surge of testosterone that was now coursing through my body, a first in many many years. The feeling was so new to me, I wondered if I had actually been depressed. I kept looking at my hands, and remembering the feel of her flesh. But other parts of me were processing guilt and regret, and worry. What had I done? What if she were not fully honest with me? She may be disgusted with me. Of course she is going to say it is OK. What else to say, with the position of power I have she has no where to go, wants to stay in the States. Fearful of being sent back.
Guilt and worry led to thoughts of commitment on my part to never letting it happen again. It was wonderful, but a gross misjudgement. I had to convey this to Rachel, in no uncertain terms. That I had engaged in touching her the first time, one can show carelessness. But, to ask and engage that second time while sitting next to her on the sofa. It had all the making of intent, of 'guilty mind.'
What did she think of me now? Really think of me?
!!
As I rounded the corridor to my office, I almost ran right into Susan. Susan was a Fellow in my field, but a surgeon and not a researcher. We had worked together for many years, perhaps at least a decade.
"James!"
"Oh," suddenly aware of her there. "Yes." I felt as if she could read my mind.
Surprised at my simply saying yes, and nothing more, she proceeded with, "Hello." Standing and staring now at me. I was flustered at the contact as she stood right before me, and she noticed my discomfort. She was perhaps four of five years younger than me, a brunette with short brown hair; wearing a white coat, exactly as I always saw her. "You all right? You seem distracted."
"I'm just late."
"You're not! You are early. I didn't expect to see you for another hour."
I ran my hand through my hair. "Yes. Well...." Shit.
She was eying me now, "There's something different about you." I was truly positively glowing, physically I felt great. Was it all that obvious? It was my mind tormenting me not my body.
"Uh, yes, well my niece trimmed my beard this morning." I smiled trying to be nonchalant. "Like it." And settling down I began to move my thoughts back into the reality of my day, where I was. I felt like I was using my eyes for the first time.
She appraised me up and down. "Yes. That might be it. You just seem...distracted, more energy, than I've ever seen in you."
"Sorry."
"I kind of like it." She was smiling now. And I will add here that over the past several years Susan had displayed a consistent and high level of interest in me, and she at various times had not been subtle either. An interest that was held at bay due to me being in a period of mourning, but a mourning from which I suppose I have never fully emerged. She could have said I seemed happier, which at that moment was true. But I knew she would not. I was trying now to find my way around her, but she met my eyes and was keeping me in place, eying me up and down. Her cheeks flushed a little.
Was I going to leak testosterone now on every woman I met?
As I began to walk again she turned herself in beside me. "Say James." We were shoulder to shoulder now. "I've known you a long time, and we do not ever seem to do anything outside campus. What do you think about..."
I looked at her, and in a flash, realized this may be good. Susan. Yes. A way to deflect from Rachel, turn my thoughts. And I continued to listen with all these thoughts crashing about, cascading in my mind. No way she could have imagined my thoughts.
"Wouldn't it be nice to just go out, the two of us." Which I know she added because on other occasions she had tried to have a drink with me, or lunch, I tended to invite yet another colleague.
I ran my hand through my hair again, set my stuff down in my office. We had arrived at my office I realized and Susan was facing me again. Looking up at me expectant. We were like teenagers, nervous and the room was warm.
"Yes, lets do that, it would be nice. Very nice." I said with a smile.
Her eyes literally sparkled, and I noticed how pretty she was. A white lab coat does nothing for ones figure and she was not young, as I was not. She had a shapely figure, though with more weight. The kind of look a middle aged woman would have, but pretty eyes, and a narrow nose. Very pretty eyes as I looked into them, green. Something I had never noticed before.
"When?" And she continued with, "How about this weekend?"
"How about Sunday." I did not want to say tonight, and Saturday seemed to soon. I needed time for this. I needed to tell Rachel. Why? Why did I think that? Would she be mad at me? Why the HELL would I think that?
"Sunday has the possibility of me being busy in the evening. I have a patient that will be having some of their equipment adjusted. Saturday might be better, or Monday. I actually have some surgery both days, but can schedule to have the evening. I can drive over to your house and get you, if that would be all right."
"Saturday then." I said.
"We can go out to eat. Yes?"
"Yes."
And in a moment she was out the door, and I leaned back in my seat. Reveling in my body, and recoiling in my mind.
---------------------
Avoidance
The rest of the day went quickly. I knew I had a reprieve from Rachel because it was Friday and she was always out Friday nights. She may be home when I got home, and in realization of that, I stayed in my office a little later. At one point I got a text from her: 'WHEN YOU COMING HOME?' Did I really intend to miss her like this? I answered, 'DID NOT GET MY PAPERS DONE THIS MORNING.' Which was true. 'I WILL BE LATER.' I admit it, I was nervous. Did not know what to expect. She may be angry at me, I honestly did not know. I kept thinking about how I had fondled her, how she had felt, what she had said. The way her breasts felt, my hands roaming over her, the way she lay back, settled in the sofa. It was too much.
And what she had said!
'I'm yours from the waist up' and 'they're so small it doesn't matter.'
And I am thinking, they did not seem all that small.
Stop!!
So I got home late and felt relief at the empty house, a note on the table indicating where she was. I had a curfew for her of 11:30 which she assiduously followed so she did not need to provide any indication when she would be home. It would be then or a little earlier. And I also found myself going to bed earlier, again avoidance. Many times I was up when she got home on Friday night. I usually went to bed a little earlier than 11:30 but tonight I was in bed before ten, so if she had even come earlier I would be asleep.
I lay in bed going through the day, everything. Worried about Susan coming to the house on Saturday and Rachel here. What if something was said, what if?
I looked different today, Susan had said so. I smiled. I turned on my side, and fell asleep.
-----------------------
Morning Tete a Tete



I was roused next morning by a knock at my door.
Blinking my eyes open, I could see the sun was just coming up and that it was about 7:00. It was Saturday.
"Jimmy. Jimmy, can I come in?" Rachel's voice. "I have to leave for yearbook. I wanted to say goodbye."
Normally she would just leave. One of the things she had done at the school was to take journalism, and the school had made a space for her to participate in the assembly of the school yearbook. And it had been a great way for her to make some friends.
I sat myself up and pulled the sheet higher, tucked it in around myself. I slept in boxers or nothing at all. This morning it was nothing at all. She had never seen me with my shirt off, and my heart began to pound, thinking about what I had done. Everything rushing in around me. This would be the first time I saw her since...a twinge in my loins.
I heard her again, "Jimmy?"
"Yes. I'm OK. Come on in."
She opened the door slowly and looked inside, before opening it all the way and padding over to my bed without turning on the light. I saw her sit at the edge of my bed, her form in the low light wearing a pair of shorts and a top that rode high up her midriff, a tight band around her middle with fabric running up over each breast, a little V down her middle. I could see it was tied around her neck. I knew the outfit, that I was noticing was interesting, as my thoughts immediately wandered to her body, her breasts, and I felt my cock stiffen It was frustrating and embarrassing.
"Hi." She said. This soft lilting hi. Sing song. She was not angry at all. "I didn't see you last night, you must of went to bed early, and I have to go to yearbook. I have a lot of layout work and I'm a bit behind. Jason and Marnie are going to help me."
"That's fine."
"I wanted to say bye." She sat there looking at me, this pause between us. "You OK?"
I sat myself a little higher, knowing precisely what she meant. "Still waking. I'm fine...You?"
And we were silent again.
She pulled her hair back from her eyes, and bit at her lower lip looking at me, "I'm not usually tongue tied. You want me to get you some coffee. ANYTHING you need? I got a little time still." I caught a definite emphasis in the word anything.
Silence, and I once again went into a worried little confession. "Look. Rachel. I'm sorry. I didn't mean...."
"Jimmy!"
I tried to continue, "Can we go back....forget....about"
"Stop! I SAID it was fine. Sheeesh. I'm fine. Look, I meant what I said."
"Honey, we can't."
Another pause.
"OK then. I'm just checking in, I'll see you later." I wanted to mention about Susan, but in that moment she lay her hand at my shoulder and leaned down to give me her kiss. All thoughts vanishing.
Her lips were tremulous, she was moving slow, almost like SHE were nervous. Her hand trembling as she held my bare shoulder. I didn't stop her as her lips wrapped around my lower lip, the way she did it, and kissed me slow. Slow like the morning before, held her mouth to me. This little bee nipping and bouncing along the petal of a flower. I could smell her perfume and feel the warmth of her. So good. Her fingers were caressing my shoulder as she lingered there. I felt her tongue run along my lower lip, testing as I ever so slightly opened my mouth to her. The narrowest line, and felt her tongue dip inside, as I touched her tongue with mine.
She gave an audible sigh. My heart was pounding and my cock felt heavy. All my feelings, of release and exultation.
She sat back up and said in a quiet voice, "Hmm, That was nice!" Her hand was still on my shoulder, "Sure you don't want some coffee?" Looking me up and down she says out of the blue, "You want a back rub?" and began pushing at me with her small hands, rolling me over, and I let her turn me onto my front. "You seem tense."
"I'm not tense, I just woke up."
Her hand rubbed down the center of my back, feathery touches. This little bird in my room. I let out a sigh and she sat closer, by my side, running her fingers lightly all over my back. This human contact, so addictive, and I felt her run her fingers across my shoulder blades and down my back, while holding the sheet across my waist.
"Feels nice," I sighed at the touch. This was alright.
She said softly, "It's the same for you. Above the waist, K?" The implication was unmistakable, I let it pass. Her hands running down to my lower back, I continued to let her stroke and rub and caress. At one point her hands dipped beneath the sheet and ran right over the top of my butt cheeks.
I looked at her, opening my eyes without lifting my head. "Above the waist."
"It was." She said matter of fact looking at her hands as she massaged me, running her hands over the same spot to make her point.
"That was not ABOVE."
"Where do you think the waist is?"
Honestly, this was ridiculous. "Across the middle, that's your waist. At, at your navel." And I made a motion across my back at the narrow point of my back.
She let go of me and grasped her cellphone, "No it's not."
"Rachel, I am a doctor."
"A BRAIN doctor."
She was tapping away at her phone. And she held out her phone, "There."
I turned myself around to look, sitting myself up to read the entry with the query 'Waist' while keeping the sheet tightly wrapped around my bottom half.
In triumph she said, "I googled it. The waist begins right here," pointing at the picture, "Right at the hip bone. This one has it a bit lower." As I read she had her hands on me again pressing me back on the bed, and she was stroking me on my front across my chest and drawing her hand lower as she said, "Right to Here." She drew a line across my abdomen well below my navel from the center point of my hip bone across to the other, coming perilously close to my penis, its hardness now completely obvious beneath the sheet. Her eyes on my abdomen the whole time, unmistakably eying my crotch. Then she let go and drew a line on herself across her low riding shorts well below the beltline, "On me, it is from here to here." Meeting my eyes, making sure I was looking, "And I think it dips down in the middle."
I let out a breath as her hand was basically laying across the front of her crotch. I eyed her concave belly, her shorts running low across her hips. Lust and desire filling me.
Wanting to stop this I said, "I'll have some of that coffee now."
"K." She rose and left, shortly returning with a cup. I set up a little higher and had a sip.
As I sat there, she continued to rub me. I letting her. It felt so nice. She had done my back and now she was doing my front. I let her run her hands across my belly, up along my front and low across my abdomen. Above the waist, after all. And it felt so fucking good.
As she stroked me she says, "Honestly, Jimmy, I don't know how you ever got to first base with a girl."
I knew exactly what she meant.
"What are the bases now a days anyway?"
"What do you think they are?"
"Well first base is kissing, second base is up top, third base is uh lower, and well...."
"And where are WE?" she said playfully. Her head jerked up as she said it, looking me in the eye. My cheeks were glowing now and she was drawing her finger down my front and poking at me as she said it.
I played along, "I guess, second base."
"Maybe minor league," she says.
"What is that supposed to mean?"
"Well, in the majors first base is kissing AND feeling up. You are definitely on FIRST base Jimmy."
She was so adorable sitting there. So female. Her hands were mesmerizing me. I wanted to touch her. I moved a bit closer on the pretense of reaching my coffee, but as I sipped and set the cup back down, remained. Her hands were rubbing across my chest, drawing circles and lines on my skin. Playful and random. I lay my hand right at her hip, the demarcated line, and slid my hand up her side no fabric covering her there. I was touching her bare skin. She letting me, continuing to massage, not acknowledging at all my hand was on her as I began to curl my fingers across the bare skin of her midriff above those little shorts.
"Don't you have to go?"
"I have a little time."
And I did it again. I brought my hand up her chest and across her breasts. The fabric of her top was so much thinner. She closed her eyes as my palm scraped across her nipples. I lay my hand at her collar bone and felt her nails scratching me as I brought my hand back down over her chest, palming her breast and squeezing.
I ran my hand down her sides as she stroked me, and over her breasts, only our breathing and sighs in that gradually brightening room from rising sun.
She let out a sigh and cooed, "You make me feel good." I gave her another squeeze.
"We shouldn't be doing this." I said as I continued to run my hands down over her tummy and across the top of her shorts, over her belt line, drawing my hand back and forth across the top of her shorts. I felt her hipbones and held them, curling my fingers around to her butt, ran my hand over her abdomen as she sat there, low between her legs. I could feel the mound of her crotch, her sex. I wanted to dip my hands into those shorts just then, I wanted her so much. To feel her, take her clothes off.
She shrugged. "It's not like we are going to go all the way. Nothing wrong with it. What's so different about your chest than mine? Really. With you it's OK. So...."
The reasoning was muddled. And I wanted to stop, but did not. I was running my hand across her navel, playing with her, felt the indentation which went down her abdomen from her navel down between her legs and the downy fur that would grow into that patch between her legs. Her warmth, the smell of her. She was looking down at my hand. Her massage of me had ended, and she simply held her hand to me in one place, holding herself up as I rubbed.
"But you are so much younger than me."
"Younger?" She rolled her eyes. "Not, that I am your niece?"
"Well yes. I mean..."
She cut in, "Just kidding. We're just making each other feel good. It's nice." And she let go of me, threw her hair back and put her hands behind her neck. "Want to see?"
Oh my god! She was going to take her top down. And I needed NEEDED to say no. But did nothing as I looked at her.
She fumbled behind her neck and let the fabric down around her waist. Her breasts exposed, perfect full tear drops clinging to her front. Lovely brown aureoles, half dollars, her nipples hard little erasers. She let me look at her keeping her hands at her sides. Proud of her effect on me. I lay my hand at her bare breast and stroked her so soft, her powder skin, pressing my hand to make it rise and squeezing. Her nipples were so tight, her cheeks were mottled and red as I touched her naked skin. She sighed as I touched her, her chin dipped low as she watched me.
"I like it when you touch me. It's OK."
We continued like that a little while longer. When she looked the clock, "Oh, god." An hour had gone by. It was 8:00. "I do have to go," almost apologetic. She leaned down and was kissing me again, leaning across my chest, her bare breasts pressed to me and her lips on mine. The feeling was impossible, her breasts pressed to my chest. Skin to skin, it was too much. My cock was in agony. I let my mouth part and our tongues sliding and dancing together. I slid my arm around her back and held to her, she brought one leg up and let it lay along me. She was almost lying on top of me, skin to skin as we kissed, so gentle and soft, wet. She was chewing my lower lip, I felt the line of her teeth with my tongue. The most erotic thing I had ever felt in my life. She was such a good kisser. Before parting she bit my lower lip.
Then she stopped and leaned back a little and looked deep into my eyes, her hair falling down around my face as she said, "Don't be getting weird on me."
I watched her as if in a dream stand back up, slowly grasp her top and nonchalant pull the fabric back over her breasts, toss her hair back and tie it back around her neck.
"Bye."
In another moment she was gone.
--------------------------
D'Oh
I never told her about Susan.
Fuck.
It dawned on me as she walked out the door. 'Don't be getting weird on me.' What did that mean? But I knew immediately telling her about Susan had suddenly gotten harder.
--------------------
Confrontation and Reconciliation
Rachel arrived home a little after one, and I had made some soup and sandwiches. She was in such a wonderful mood, happy, light. It was me with clouds in my eyes. She was a being a tease, open, touching my back as she walked by. What did she think this was? I had certainly let it all get too far.
"We got so much done today." She said, going on about the yearbook. I had difficulty following as she listed everyone who was there that day.
She is 18 I kept telling myself, how can a teenager know what they want, or know what is OK? This was entirely. ENTIRELY my fault. There is a momentum to events, cause and effect. Past events have a way of recurring. I knew that. Patterns and habits. How do I put this back in the bottle? THAT would have to wait.
"Jimmy you aren't listening to me."
She was right. I had something I had to say, before getting distracted. Her flutter of words. This little bird in the house again. I simply dove right in.
"I have something to tell you."
"Yes." She stopped in front of me, so quickly she tipped to the side, almost toppling over, and back up.
"When I was at work yesterday, I ran into a colleague of mine. And...and we, uh SHE, is going with me to dinner."
"When?"
"Uh, tonight."
"OKaaaay. And you were going to tell me when?" She had a sandwich in her hand, was pointing it at me as she spoke.
"Well, now."
"Not like yesterday, OR this morning. I thought we were going to watch a show....Fine." She looked away. I watched her deflate before me. As she walked away she said, "Is this like a DATE or something?"
I answered honestly, "Sort of." She looked back, stopped, clouds forming in her eyes. Realizing my mistake I added, "No. Not really."
"Wow! Mr. not dated in four years, I'm not ready has a date, what a coincidence."
"Rachel."
"It's fine. I don't...I said it's fine." She left the kitchen. "I don't care."
I followed, "She is a colleague of mine. I've known her for years."
"You ever go out with her before?"
"Yes."
"Alone."
"No."
"So out of the blue, today - yesterday actually - it's like OK yeah lets go out. I'm READY now." A growl in her voice.
"She asked me."
She headed for the stairs talking as she walked, "I said it's fine. It's FINE. Go. This has gotten boring all of a sudden. Leave me alone."
I didn't see her the rest of the afternoon. I wanted to go in and talk with her some more but why should I have to justify myself? I knew how awkward. Waiting was a mistake. She was getting attached, there was a physical relationship now. I could imagine her feeling our dalliances would continue. That by going out I was somehow cheating on her. I had not told her when I knew, had engaged in what we had engaged in without telling her. And she knew I had not actually dated anyone in four years, that is if she believed me then. Was this even a date? I sat down, yes, yes it was. I also knew how interested Susan was in me.
Fuck.
At one point I walked down the hall and saw Rachel in the bathroom looking at herself in the mirror, it reminded me immediately of what she had told me. She was feeling the same way, I imagined that was what she did when she felt that way. I had done it, become one of the boys.
I now felt guilty for something in no way should I be feeling right now. I was not cheating on her. She was my niece for chrissakes.
From there I heard her slam her door. She did not appear again until evening when I heard her padding into the kitchen. I sighed. I have to talk to her.
When I entered the kitchen there she was, getting some food out of the fridge, wearing only a short little tee top that stopped right at the bottom of her butt. No sweat pants. Her legs bare,her hair pulled back in a pony tail.
When she looked at me, her mouth was in a thin line. When she turned I could tell the tee was older, worn thin which accentuated her breasts. I could see the pink of her skin through the fabric. She went to the fridge again bending to get a soda, her top rising up her backside and I could see her panties. Oh my god! I felt a surge of heat, and felt my cock stiffen. A little pink pair, lace, with fringes. From behind the fabric ran half way up her ass before curving out to her hips, leaving most of her ass cheeks exposed. Her behind was unbelievable. I have since been told the style of these panties are called Tanga, and you should look that up sometime. The effect it had on me was overwhelming, bringing back all my desire and feelings of her from before. She stood again and walked over to the counter, ignoring me. My eyes unable to look away, riveted to her bottom peeking out from under the tee.
She said to no one, "This kitchen is a mess!" Her tee was so short I could still see her ass, which as she stood there made it look as if she had nothing on underneath at all. Her thighs running up to the edge of the tee, and her bare ass cheeks peeking out, the edge of her top rising and falling with each movement. I could feel my hands begin to tremble and had to adjust myself, as my cock was stiffening down my pants leg.
She looked back at me as I stood there, "What do you want?" Her voice firm. She knew. A quirky little smile as she opened the dishwasher, and began putting the dirty dishes from the sink and counter in. Teasing me.
I simply watched, as each time she bent over her perfect ass came into view, the swell of her pussy lips bulging from her panties. I swear I could see the line of her slit disappear between her legs. Her top falling forward, and I could also see it fall forward away from her breasts, though from my angle could not look down her top. To me, being partially clothed is so much sexier than being naked, and her effect on me was overwhelming. At the same time I could tell she was mad at me. I considered my words carefully. She continued setting the plates in haphazardly, the glasses in the bottom. I like them on top. She was not putting the silverware in the container but just laying them in. Each time she bent over her little bottom on display.
I stepped forward, "Sweetie. Here. Here, you know you aren't doing it right." She, glaring at me, I continued moving closer. "Here let me help."
She spun around at me, "I know how to wash dishes Jimmy."
"I know you do, I..."
From where I had approached and the suddenness of how she had moved placed her directly in front of me, and as she turned I backed to the counter. She approached and moved close so that her chest was just brushing against me. I tried to sidestep towards the dishwasher, but she had me trapped. She was standing so close I feared she would feel my cock running straight up my pants but I could not move back. She did not move any closer, and I moved to the other side from her and began to reposition the dishes and the cups and the silverware she had placed in the washer into their appropriate spots.
She then went to the fridge and took out a three-quarter full bottle of wine and poured it into a wine glass, filling the glass to the top.
"Rachel, you shouldn't be drinking that."
"What?" She stood with legs apart, and took a long drink from the glass.
"Your not old enough."
"I am, in England."
"You're here."
"You served me a glass of wine two nights ago."
"With dinner."
"What? Now I need your permission?"
"Yes you do." And I took the glass out of her hand and set it on the counter. "Rachel, Susan is going to be here soon. I wanted her to meet you."



"So?"
"You. The way you are dressed. Not like this...Drinking wine, alcohol on your breath. I'm your guardian, how will it seem?"
"Like you..." She stopped mid sentence, not finish finishing what I knew she may say. But she did not go there.
I continued to work with the dishes, she watching me, silent. She hadn't rinsed any of them, and in frustration I began removing everything and putting them back in the sink.
"What are you doing?"
"You didn't rinse any of these." I continued, "Susan is a friend, I fully intended to tell you this morning, really, but, uh, I forgot. And I did not see you last night...."
She interrupted me. "You know what, I'm not mad about that. I'm not. I just feel like I tell you not to get all weird on me and you get all weird on me."
"This isn't weird."
"You know what, it suddenly feels fucking weird. Alright. I mean, I never hear anyone, like there is NOBODY in your life. All this not ready stuff, heard that one before? You haven't so much as looked at a girl - according to you - since...you know. And then, after - yesterday - you have date."
She moved to the sink as she said that, turned on the water, began to rinse and place each dish back into the dishwasher as well, correctly. Bending and giving me a perfect view of her ass each time. I moved myself to see less of her and began putting in some of the glasses. Her glass of wine sitting on the counter. I wanted to take it dump it in the sink but did not. She next took a plate, rinsed it off, and turning toward me leaned into the dishwasher brushing the tips of her breasts across my arm. She did it again. Her body having its effect. She asked, "You going to sleep with her?"
When she next turned to the sink, I moved behind her and stood close, answering, "No. No. I'm just going out all right?" My mind was getting all muddled. I knew I could touch her, that she would let me. She had dressed like this for me. I could smell her, feel her hairs brush my arm as she moved.
With her back to me she said, "You know what? You are ARE like all the other boys."
I lay my hands at her hips, and I watched her head go up as I touched her. Surprise? I began feeling the curve of her ass rubbing over the fabric of her top, could feel the lacy fabric of those panties. She continued to rinse as I rubbed my hands down her thighs and back up under her top over her ass cheeks. Leaning in, my hands still on her, I tucked my chin into her shoulder and said low into her ear, "First of all, I am not ignoring you. Second of all..."
The water continued to run but she had frozen in place. I reached around and lay the flat of my hand up under her shirt and let my hands wander over her tummy. Her head went down as I softly stroked her bare midriff. "...It's not possible. Rachel, I can't be a boyfriend. You have to know. All I can..." and I brought my hands up now and squeezed her breasts. She moaned as I squeezed, she turned the water off and pressed her ass into my crotch. I met her and rocked my hip, nuzzling my cock into her ass, let my hard cock brush up and down her behind. She felt me, and her whole body, melting. "...do, is make you feel good."
I could feel her going soft as I pinned her there.
Her voice so soft I could barely hear, "I know."
I was cooing my words into her ear now, "you understand?." She backed herself into me and waggled her ass back and forth over my crotch, feeling how hard I was. I kissed her neck, "When I've said I'm sorry, that is why. Do you have any idea how good I felt yesterday? I felt great. In fact people noticed, noticed me ... happy, probably the first time in my life, it feels like I was happy. Rachel, you make me happy. You know that don't you?"
I was massaging her front, running my hands up and down her sides, taking in her warm velvet skin. Her top was up above her breasts, bunched up under her arms. Looking down I could see this narrow waist, and the most perfect pantie covered ass sliding along my crotch. She was pressing to my hand like a cat.
"I do."
"Yes. But not everything that makes you happy is good. Feeling good is not the same thing as good."
"But this, this IS OK. Isn't it? Mmmm," her breathing was sighs, my hands continued to roam. "Any way you touch me is the right way." She looked back at me, "It could never be wrong, just to hold me, could it? Jimmy, everywhere else, the rest of the world can have you. I understand. But I know something they don't. I want this. It can be good, for us."
I ran my hands back down over her hips, and began stroking her tummy again, downy soft skin, feeling the line of lace at the top of her panties that ran so low across her abdomen. She felt so fucking good. It could never be wrong? I began to rub her ass again. Below the waist, again following the lace of her panties, noticing her start as my hands began to pull the fabric aside and let my finger press into her ass crack down between her legs. I reached around to her front, slid my hands into her panties and continued, "I don't know. I really don't. But right now. I want THIS." And I slid my between her legs and squeezed her pussy. Held her in my palm like a ripe piece of fruit.
She turned herself around facing me, twisting my hands from between her legs. She leaned back against the counter looking down between us as I again lay my hand at her abdomen and slid my hand right down the front of her panties, running my fingers through her sex. Tickling and teasing at her. She had a little bush of hair above her pussy lips, jet black, and as I pressed between her legs could feel the wiry hairs in my palm. So fucking good. I pressed my fingers between her legs and dug into her lips, felt her wetness burst around my fingers. Her slippery wetness opening up as my fingers slid along her slit. I was feeling her, feeling her intimately, she letting me. At that moment I knew she would let me do anything to her.
She breathed out, "mmmm, Yes. Its yours." She lay her hands over mine watching me, licking her lips and then throwing her hair back as she looked at me. In a mock scolding said, "Jimmy, what are you doing?"
"Paying attention to my little girl. You got all dressed up for me didn't you?"
I pushed my middle finger inside her, and watched her eyes go vacant at my intrusion. Stroking my finger in and out. Her panties sliding down her thighs. I tugged them lower and they fell down around her ankles as she kicked them away.
"Undressed more like." She was opening her legs wide.
"I noticed."
"Yes."
And holding her there, pressing her to the counter, I stroked my hands between her legs and smeared her juices all over her pussy. Running my fingers through her slit, I found her clit and began to draw circles, pressing her little pearl first soft and then hard. Her bush undulating over my hand, her clit growing hard. She was panting and pressing down on me, moving herself against my hand, guiding me how she liked it. "Yeah, like that. Keep doing that."
-
"Oh so fucking good."
"Don't Stop."
"Faster."
-
"Yessssss."
I leaned to her as I rubbed, pressing my mouth to hers said, "So if we are going to do this. No one can ever know. Only us."
She opened her mouth kissing me, and barely able to speak, holding her mouth open, her panting and whimpers. "Hmmmm, yes." She took my lower lip between her lips the way she did, we let our tongues touch. She bit my lower lip again. I dug my fingers inside her and with both hands rubbed her pussy, fast and hard. Fucking her with my fingers, pressing up inside her almost lifting her off the ground. She leaned back, grinding herself down on me, eyes closed, "Oh God....I'm going to cum. Oh Yes. Let me cum. Oh god." She was gripping my arm. I could feel her whole body tense, "I'm...cumming." I could feel her legs giving out as she literally was sitting down on my hand, my fingers were buried up inside. I was holding her up, impaled on my fingers.
"Oh god. So goooood."
Her body began to buck forward, I held her up. Her whole body vibrating. I was so hard. I wanted to cum so bad, to press myself inside. Such a hunger. But right now, for me, the line in the sand had to be sex. I just did not want to go that far.
I felt her body relax. I took my hands out of her panties, shiny with her juices. The smell was incredible. And she stood before me, wanton, her full swollen lips, droopy sleepy eyes. She smiled such a relaxed and disheveled smile, wet, her hair clinging to her cheeks. Near naked, her body was like Venus de Milo. I continued to look at her body, her top was lifted up around her hips and I could see her little puss. I continued to rub over her bush, she watched wherever my hand went and did not move. I lightly stroke her belly and gave her breasts another squeeze.
She reached down her hand and cupped my cock in my pants, felt it's weight and traced the line of my cock. I watched her lick her lips as she did. She pushed at the tip of my cock and I groaned. It felt so good.
"Wish you could stay. I owe you," she cooed, her smile and dreamy eyes looking up at me. I held her to me. Putting my arms around her I could lay my hand over her bare ass and up her bare back. Soft skin wherever my hands wandered.
We let go of one another.
"THAT was a little below the waist." she said to me, picking up her panties and pulling them up her legs.
I couldn't believe what had happened. I needed to sit down, and pulled out one of the kitchen table chairs. I was so hard I could not stand it. Rachel eyed me, playfully straddling my lap facing me. She adjusted herself so her bottom pushed straight down against my cock, staining me with her juices. "Ohhhhh," I let out an involuntary moan. Oh god I ached. It was too much.
She,ignoring me, wrapped her arms around my neck saying, "I still wish you weren't going though. I thought you were doing this to avoid me." She waggled her ass down on me letting my cock nestle right in between her legs.
I was happy she was not mad, but as reason began to return I was certain I was moving down a path from which it would be difficult to extract myself. This was getting harder to stop, and all my thoughts of how stopping was the right thing to do, I was realizing how my feelings and libido was making it increasingly impossible. Like any addiction, you lose the ability to control or make choices at the critical moments.
Her eyes cast down in that moment. "I'm not mad. I wasn't mad. It's just, I don't feel like sharing you right now. I mean its been months of US, and all of a sudden we have this. And suddenly, you changed. I want to trust you. You didn't tell me. It's trust. I want you to be happy too. We are too much alike. I am attracted to you, I have been for a long time. There I said it, but I think you are attracted to me."
"You know we have to be careful."
"I know all that."
"And, we can NOT have sex."
She moaned and gave a little pout, waggling her ass over my cock again, "K. But there's lots of things that aren't sex." The whole time she was talking now, she was riding on my cock like a lap dance. Drawing her pussy up and down on my cock, dry humping me. "And we can kiss?"
She kissed me as I said, "Yes." Her hair falling around my face as our mouths melted together, opening and playing our tongues together. Pulling away a little she continued, "And, maybe, play around a little." Still waggling herself on me, stroking up and down my cock. Oh, god it felt so good.
"Mmmmm." I groaned.
"THIS OK?"
"Yes." I grasped her waist and began pulling her back and forth on my cock, accentuating her ride.
"M Kay." She let me pull her back and forth. "You helped me cum, it's the least I can do," she crawled off my lap like a cat and got onto her knees, unbuckling my belt, and her hands found the zipper of my pants. I sat there watching, in that moment I could not contain myself. I was so hard. She pulled my cock out and held it in her hands and kissed the tip. She looked up at me and said, "I am not letting you leave here with this thing loaded."
She gave me a nice squeeze and then pushed at the head of my cock, the pressure was exquisite and I moaned, "Oh, God."
"Like that?"
She was looking at my cock saying, "I know YOU want to be inside me?" Squeezing me again.
"Ohhhh," I groaned.
She began positioning herself between my legs, looking up at me again. "I'm going to blow you Jimmy. I want to blow your mind. You can do anything you want to me you know."
She was holding my thighs, brushing the tip of my cock with her mouth. I was stroking her shoulders and feeling her, thinking, my god a blow job.
She licked my cock like an ice cream cone, and then blew on her breath over the wet trails of saliva. "Mmmm. I want this, let me suck you off."
Her face was right at my cock and she licked at the tip. Her cheeks nuzzling my shift, pressing her lips down on my cockhead, licking without taking me in her mouth. It was too wonderful for words, as I dug my fingers into her hair. She looked up at me.
"Like that?"
"Oh, you have no idea."
That connection beginning, incomprehensible.
She opened her mouth, let the head of my cock in, let it fill her mouth. I could feel her teeth grazing me, and arched my back. Oh I was inside her, her mouth. I grasped her hair and pulled her down into my lap. I wanted to toss her on her back and fuck her, take her, she would let me. I could do anything. She took her mouth off me and began licking my shaft and balls all over again. Such a tease. Licking and holding me, before pressing her lips down around me deeper, stroking me with her mouth.
"Mmmmmm."
I began holding her hair, instinctively tugging and guiding her. Her wet mouth firm over my shaft and she was moving on me up and down. The rhythm, the motion of her mouth on my cock. She tipping her head, pressing my cock into her cheeks, and back into her throat. So tight, faster and faster she was pumping me in her mouth, and I was so fucking aroused. I could feel my cum already beginning to rise. Such a good little girl. I wanted to fuck her, cum inside her body,watch her drink me in, to cum in her every way possible. She was moving on me faster, and my hands pulling her head onto my shaft, taking me as deeply as she could. I could feel my cum rising, and panting I was calling out to her. "Oh, god, baby, I'm cumming, I'm going to cum.
I felt her press herself to me, holding her mouth over my cock and then I was spraying into her, her cheeks filling with my cum. Oh god, so much I was spraying and she held herself to me. I was rocking and spasming.
I felt myself settle in my seat, my cock softening and she was still drinking, sucking on me. And then she let go. I could see the whites of her teeth, a trail of cum running down her chin. She took her hand and scooped it up and then lapped at it. Smiling up at me and she was crawling up onto my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck, and kissing me.
"How was that my little blow job virgin."
"Rachel, I...."
We were kissing again, and she was back on my lap, when the doorbell rang.
Fuck. Susan!
I froze, mid kiss, and Rachel bit my lower lip HARD.
"OW!"
She ground her pussy down over my cock saying, "Well go have fun with that Susan Bitch then," before swinging herself off my lap.
Oh god. My mind swimming. I'm tucking my shirt in, closing my pants, buckling my belt. I began to adjust myself right in front of her, shoving my cock in my pants. She, watching me with delight. The doorbell rang again. "A little trouble there?"
My lip hurt, I began toward the door looking back at Rachel, completely disheveled now. Her glassy eyes, swollen lips, tee shirt up around her waist, those pink panties that started everything. Her lips red and languorous. Not thinking clear I say, "Go change. You can meet Susan."
She set her glass down and ran past me, "Have fun on your date." And as she went up the stairs, "But no way do I want to meet her."
----------------------------------------
Teasing Susan
As I answered the door, truthfully, I was exhausted. Worse. I was an emotional wreck and STILL horny. Worse, everything going on in my head I could not talk about with anyone. I swung the door open and smiled. Susan stepped in, and I must say, she was not in a lab coat.
She had on a lovely flower dress, it hugged her waist and swung out loose from her hips down to her knees. She had on high heel shoes. She had gone all out. A beautiful plunging neckline, she had a beauty that adult women have, soft and full. She had this long slender neck. I had never seen her like that, and her work clothes made her seem much larger than she actually turned out to be.
"You look, great! Really. I've never seen you in anything but pants and a lab coat."
"That's not true." She smiled at the compliment. "It's not every day I get to see you - Alone."
She had picked the restaurant, she had the car, the evening was in her hands. And I was perfectly ready for it to be so. Though, in the back of my mind I had this other little girl, and it felt as if she were watching, watching everything.
I realized rather quickly that this was something Susan had wanted for a long time, and my ego was becoming further elevated. After all, I had two women after me didn't I? Which was likely my third glass of wine talking as I sat at the table. Susan listened to me as if each word I uttered was fascinating. She looked into my eyes as I spoke, listening deeply, commenting, laughing, her intelligence and wit. It made me feel young and grounded. I went on about my history, "I studied my doctorate in xxxx—but it took me five years. I did not want to borrow. So glad it was so much cheaper then, if it were today I would never be a doctor." And I recounted some of the directions it all took me, and how I wound up in research and not the big bucks of practice.
She replied, "Research would have been a better path for me. If I hadn't pursued surgery I would be married today and not divorced without children."
"You can't know that. We can't know our futures." And my brief recollection of Lisa led Susan to wish she had not shared her lament. I quickly sensed her worry that my memories would blot out this evening. I felt bad, and changed the subject. "You've done what you love to do, I can tell. Besides, I can't believe you have not met other men. Guys are easy to find, women not so much."
"You know, it's quite the opposite for me. I did go out for awhile, but everyone I met remind me what it is I like. It's so rare for me to find a guy with the right - I don't know - eyes, a look, a tone of voice. I'm so easy really. But I don't want second best and my first husband was a great guy. So I took a time out, and then I took my time, and it all turned out to be my 40's."
"I don't really know what I'd be looking for in someone."
"You know, we talk so much about what we want in the OTHER but hardly any about what we bring. So I thought I would work on that, but you know what, I bring work. It scares me when I think there might be only one, and that I divorced him."
"I. I understand. I think the same. There is no going back. But really do we all become too choosy. Nothing is ever just right. Sometimes you have to say, what the hell. I just want energy in my life, new, creativity. It's ironic I work in a field that studies the brain, and somehow it can feel routine. I am not spontaneous anymore, this memory, history, this past, follows me around. The difference from when I was twenty is I lived in a world where I had no opinions of what I wanted or did not want. I was free."
"The young can make mistakes." She added.
We engaged in this back and forth small talk and I liked her then, I really did, but the energy in me was not all there. I was biting my lower lip, could still feel it throbbing from when Rachel bit me. All the wine was sort of going to my head, and I felt bad but there was just nothing I could do.



She leaned forward over the table and whispered "Stop it." I recoiled a little from her addressing me, it continued to feel as if she were reading my mind, not knowing what the issue was. "You keep biting your lower lip when you look at me. You hungry?" Her smile just then, flirting, she was not talking about food.
She had no idea how close to the mark she had come.
"James, I think you've known this, but I have wanted to see you for a long time. I think you are wonderful, and," she took my hand. "Thanks for doing this."
And we held hands. We talked about work, about our homes, and I began rubbing my thumb along her palm. She talked of her best friend.
"I met her because I got locked out of our apartment, we were both new to the city. I forgot the key when taking out the trash and I hadn't given a spare to anyone yet. But there I was alone, couldn't call anyone. And the only person I knew the address of, she'd invited me over on a lunch-break once, was her. It was like she was expecting me? They were so great, she and her then-boyfriend. We cooked together, talked like old friends and danced. So fun. I've known her ever since."
I talked about my absolute aversion to killing anything, "I lift bugs onto paper and carry them outside, even ants. I would never do away with them. I hate it when people for no reason other than, they can, will kill an insect."
It was random, relaxing, nice, not particularly suggestive. I imagined what Rachel would think we were doing.
"Tell me about Rachel. She's the new addition to your life." I snapped out of my thoughts, again it was as if she had just read my mind. I bit my lower lip again, and then stopped.
I paused, flushed a little. "She's my sisters daughter, and will be going to university here. She needed a place to stay and they couldn't afford the dorms. She's lively, added a lot of energy to my life. I said I would help out. My sister said she might be trouble but so far she hasn't been any trouble at all." Was this becoming a lie?
"I thought I might see her."
"Well today it was better you didn't, believe me."
She looked curious.
I scurried for an answer, "They are closing in on the yearbook year end and she was able to get on the group putting it together, and she is very stressed about it."
Dinner was nice, she took my arm on the way out. It was actually kind of late. Susan drove me home and we sat like teenagers in the driveway, I thought of Rachel inside. Was she looking out the window, watching me! Talk about role reversal.
Susan turned off the car and turning to me, "I really had a nice time. We need to do this again."
We had been holding hands on the way. I loved the feel of a woman's hand and.... the last few days had been simply astonishing.
"Yes. We will."
She was there, in the dark, expectant. I felt almost obligated, truthfully, but the idea of kissing two different women on the same day seemed so utterly decadent. Something I truly had NEVER done before.
I acquiesced and leaned in to her, and kissed her, taking her lower lip, same as Rachel did to me. Susan wrapped her arms around my neck and held to me, leaning herself back a little and I followed. Her kiss was soft, but her lips were thinner. She had a more intense, hungrier kiss. It was odd how I made this ongoing comparison in my head. I held her waist, the feel of her. It felt so incredibly good. And I held her to me and we kissed for a good long while, this woman in my arms. She tipped her head up and I kissed a line down her neck and felt her shiver and sigh.
I felt my cock grow as I held her and thought of touching her breasts, letting my hand slide up from her waist and stroking up her side. Susan never moved as she lean into the corner of the car, taking it all in. I continued kissing her ears and neck, and as my thumb pressed the side of her breast she began to protest, but all the while tilting her head from one side to the other as I nibbled at her neck and shoulder."
As my hand curled over her breast, and my mind raged with what I was doing, she sighed deeply and said, "You know, I'm vulnerable to these kisses right now and you are taking advantage of that."
I whispered, "I'll stop." But I continued to hold her, squeezing her soft breasts, larger than Rachel's.
Susan opened her eyes and began to sit up.
I put my mouth to hers and kissed her, she melted and let me rub her body as we kissed.
If you stop like that I'm going to melt into a puddle right here!"
My hands found her legs, soft and bare and I let them slide higher, feeling the heat of her thighs and stroked her hip up under her loose dress. Her panties were surprisingly small. Just a string across her hips. I never imagined Susan in a pair like these. Had she put them on, thinking maybe. My mind was so muddled. The day I had, how aroused I was feeling.
She moaned into my mouth as my hand ran across the top of her panties, over the mound of her pussy. I could feel her hairs. A nice sized bush. She started at my touch, and kissed me harder, opening her mouth before pulling away and looking me in the eyes, pressing back at meas I let go of her, realizing what I had been doing. She smiled at me, this lovely smile, and through heavy breathing said "It is time to go." I paused and looked her in the eyes, she was so beautiful in that moment. And Susan in the darkness cooed, "Mmmm, I can tell any way you held me would be the right way."
I could have invited her in. On any other night prior to Rachel I would have, hell prior to this week I might have. But tonight I said, "Lets find a time next week to do this again." I said it to convince myself.
"All right. Maybe I could have you over."
"Yes." I kissed her one more time, one more time in a way that I knew left her breathless. I was enjoying this effect I was having on her, before getting out of the car.
I walked to the house realizing how tipsy I was.
--------------------------------
Home Again
The restaurant was smoke free, but the bar was not. I realized I had the smell of smoke in my clothes and hair. As I entered the house, everything was quiet, all lights out. Rachel was in bed. I paused and listen.
Good.
I went upstairs and pulled my clothes off threw them into the laundry chute and headed into the bathroom for a shower. I needed to wash my hair and get rid of the smoke smell. The only lights in the house was my room and the bathroom.
As I showered I heard the bathroom door. I had soap in my hair.
"Rachel?"
I began rinsing the soap out of my hair and wiped my eyes.
Her voice chirruped, "So how was the evening?"
She was sitting on the toilet. I could see her shape in a scattered pattern on the glass.
"Rachel I'm taking a shower!"
"S'all right. You look like an impressionist painting and the towels are covering all the naughty bits."
Shit. "Just give me a moment all right."
I was feeling quite vulnerable. She could not see me now, but she had to leave before I would get out. Naked under the sheets was one thing, but I was not going to get out of this shower with her in here.
"You sleep with her?"
"What? We went to dinner."
"You kiss her?"
"She is a friend. We went out and talked about work. Now go, I'll be out, wait for me."
"Just a sec."
I watched her stand. She did look like one of those impressionist paintings through the shower door. Instead of leaving I watched her lift the lid of the toilet and take down her sweats. She stood a moment facing me through the glass. I could see her bare legs and the shadow of brown hair between her legs as she sat down. I could hear her peeing.
I called out, "Can't you use the other bathroom."
"I gotta go."
I continued cleaning myself, and when she finished she left.
-------------------------
Sleeping Together
I put my boxers and robe on and entered my room. Immediately I noticed Rachel was laying on the bed under the covers. I was still tipsy, and not ready for anything else. I was tired, and my nerves were on edge. I had truly been a fish who had been out my safe little pond for too long.
"What?" I walked into my room.
"I want to hear all about it."
"Rachel what are you doing?"
"I want to sleep here tonight, K? So...your date. She was cute, I saw her."
I paused. Had she seen me out the window? When? "She is a friend. Rachel I told you I'm...Rachel, I'm tired." Rachel was pulling the covers back for me. "You have to go to your own room."
"I want to talk."
I sat down on my side of the mattress. "Just talk?"
"Yes. Look I got my pajamas on. It's cold tonight. I couldn't sleep, and..." then changing the subject back to Susan, she added "It's good you went out. You need to get back in the saddle, go riding again." Eying me.
I let out a sigh and opened my robe, let it drop to the floor. "I sleep in boxers, that OK?" I was honestly too tired to argue.
She shrugged, "Fine." She tapped the mattress and I sat down and rolled into my spot, reached up and turned off the light.
"I'm tired." Rachel took my hands in hers, facing me on the mattress. The moment felt nice, it had been years since anyone else had been in my bed. "I had a nice time, but nothing happened."
"K."
"Nite."
I felt her moving around a bit, tugging at the covers. "Nite."
------------------------
NOT Sleeping, Together
Rachel couldn't stop shifting on the bed (or maybe I simply was not used to anyone else there), and she continued to hold my hand. The warmth of her began to radiate under the covers.
After a minute or so her movements settled down and I was drifting off to sleep, when she let go my hand and turning herself away pressed back into my chest. I let her do this as she sighed and snuggled into me. I lay my arm over her and rubbed her side a little.
"Sorry for being so much trouble," she said just above a whisper.
I ran my hand through her hair, "You haven't been any trouble." And kissing her shoulder I added, "just don't know how you can be interested in an old guy like me."
She giggled as my beard rubbed her shoulder, reacting with "Your beard tickles." She was wiggling around and rolled to her back turning her face to me. I could see the whites of her eyes as she looked at me, her hair spread out over the pillow. She shrugged, "I've always had a thing for older guys." I lay my hand right over her tummy and she put her hand on top of mine. "You really don't think I been too much trouble?"
I kissed her cheek. "Baby doll." I used to call Lisa that. "You are the mouse that pulled the thorn from this old lions paw. The princess that found my golden ball."
She turned to me eyes wide, her lips covering mine, "That's sweet." I kissed her.
"But, when I'm 80 you'll be 47."
Her head leaned back, "So now you have us living our whole life together?"
"I'm just saying."
With that she turned to me and wrapped her arms around me, pulling herself close. "I'm going to be living here the next four years. Lets work on that." Her eyes were even with mine, eying me, and once more she slowly kissed me, pressing her tongue into my mouth. We kissed like that for awhile before she, once again, rolled her back to me and pressed that scrumptious little butt into me, "Nite." Her little girl voice. The feel of her so close against me was arousing, and I could feel myself growing hard again. Its length began to press up her backside, and I knew she could feel me. In response, I felt her ass waggling around as she said, "I can feel your golden ball right now!"
"Behave." I didn't pull away, but let my cock nestle in along the crack of her ass.
She cooed, "I didn't come to bed to do anything," as her ass rocked over my hard cock. "Just want you near me. Hold me."
I wrapped my arms around her, "You're going to have to quit moving around then."
She giggled. "It's hard."
"No pun intended."
We lay still, and I could feel her breathing slow, but she stayed so close, never pulling away from me. I began to fall asleep, and believe I was actually drifting in and out of sleep. But it felt like my mind continued to be wakeful, her closeness, her breath, her smell was working on my body. Every sensation bringing me to arousal. Every little move, and touch. I adjusted my arm a little so it settled at her middle, lay my hand down low over her sweats.
I began to think of her laying there, right beside me, all spread out. The softness of her body, how small she was, warm. I could feel her feet pressed against my ankle. Every bit of her, the feel of her hair on my cheek. My thoughts filling with erotic thoughts, my cock unable to rest, twitching and aching. She smelled so damn good!
I may have drifted off, or it may have been ten minutes more, I did not know. But my eyes opened again and my cock ached. I had a terrible urge to adjust my cock, press on it. This deep throb, a boner that would not go down. After a few more minutes, I backed away from her, she continued to lay in the same place, rolling a little forward with one knee up. I held my hand at her back, just beneath her top and felt the bare skin of her lower back maintaining contact as I lay there. Her soft skin. I slid my hand up under her tee and began to softly rub her back. As I did that Rachel rolled forward until she was flat on the mattress, and as caressed my hand lifted her top higher. I stroked and caressed until I had pushed her tee all the way up under her arms. This was innocent, silent, safe, intimate. There was no negative response from Rachel, her breathing was smooth and even. The silence of the room, as my cock throbbed. I began to run my hands along her sides as well, and inexorably rubbing over the edge of her breasts. Those lovely soft breasts.
Rachel said in a very tired voice, "Hmmmm, What are you doing?"
"Nothing."
"Go to sleep. S'late" And she lifted herself a little pulling her top right off and tossed it beside the bed. "I'm warm," and again lay at her side snuggling back into my arms.
My chest was pressed to her bare back. She also stretched her ass against me nuzzling my cock back in its place. I could feel her relax into me. And once again, I wrapped my arm around her now bare top, letting my hand lay right over her breast. I did not move, rub or squeeze. I held my hand there, felt her chest expanding as she breathed, her tight little nipple right at the center of my palm. I could feel her heart beating, fast, like a little birds.
I leisurely began to gently squeeze and caress her, would she stop me? I could feel her move a bit again, and then this moan of contentment. "Your being so naughty. You're just going to get me all hot and bothered." She held my hand and pulled it low on her tummy. We were quiet again.
Her words had planted a little seed though, and shortly I could feel her ass begin to undulate up and down along my cock, slow, barely moving, twisting herself ever so lightly over the form and shape of my cock. I squeezed against her in response and she clenched her ass checks around my cock. My heart began to beat harder, and I ever so lightly pressed my cock into her as she slid against me, meeting her, bumping into her as she moved.
I slid my hand down, she let go my hand and I caught the elastic waist band of her sweats with my thumb and began to slide them down her hips. No panties! My hands sliding down her bare hips. Without saying anything Rachel lifted her hips a little giving me the space to lower her bottoms down, a little at a time. I got them past her thighs and she began to kick them off, pressing them beneath the covers to the bottom of the bed. Then I slid off my boxers, and we lay naked together. Silent.
She was naked now, and we again softly slid our bodies together, but skin to skin. She stretched her leg straight and lifted it back over mine. We tangled our legs together, both on our sides. I tipped myself back a bit before dipping my cock lower so it slid between her legs from behind, and squeezed my cockhead between her thighs across the bare lips of her pussy. She lay her hand on my hip holding to me. I felt her breathing change slightly, but she lay silent next to me.
I let my cock rest there, as she squeezed her thighs around me and wriggled her ass. I wrapped my hands around her hips and began combing my fingers through her short pussy hairs from the front, Digging the tips of my fingers into her slit. In response I felt her nails dig into my hip and she pulled me close, a light moan escaping her.
As I rubbed her pussy, she lay her hand over mine and reaching between her legs grasped the head of my cock with her finger tips, and we silently rocked our bodies together in the warm bed.
I continued to play with her tuft of curly pussy hair. The movement of my cock on her had left her soaking wet, and her juices were leaking from her puss so that my cock was slipping along her slit, sliding easily between her legs, back and forth back and forth. I could feel her pussy lips opening and feel her clit slide along my shaft. Her breathing was getting faster and ragged, but she lay still for me. Her body growing tense.
I felt her moving around, positioning herself so that my cock would slide along her hard little clit better, making direct contact. Her breathing was a light pant now. As I pressed, her breathing gave way to a moan, her clit digging into me.
We lay like that, slowly moving in rhythm with the other, and as I pulled back could feel the head of my cock passing the indentation that would take me deep inside my little Rachel. My wavering line in the sand. I so wanted to be inside her, it was becoming impossible to resist. I could do anything to her. She was this little fuck toy, and I had not fucked in such a long time. What would it all mean? How would she feel in the morning? How would I feel? We continued to move on one another silently. She made no effort to do more, or have more, or take me inside her. Clearly not thinking clear. Our breathing was now sighs and groans.
With each thrust I began to pause right at the entrance of her vagina. I was lowering myself and adjusting my angle to the point now it was catching between her legs each time I passed. A few times I felt her tensing, waiting, sensing my desire. This time? This time? She would squeeze my hand a little as I slipped across. My cock so hungry, I could feel the heat of her.
As we continued to get worked up, my fingers drew circles on her clit, Rachel began to arch her ass back a tiny bit, allowing the head of my cock to now be positioned for easy access. I could feel the head of my cock catch right at her opening. I paused as she felt my cock, following the head around, squirming, as I touched at her. She was gently rocking her hips, rubbing my cock as I held to her opening, guiding me, holding me there. My cock head touching, kissing right at the mouth of her vagina. Over and over. I began to kiss her neck. She reached between her legs and was rubbing my full length, smearing her cum all over my cock, making me so slippery and pressing at my head guiding, guiding me inside.
I kissed her neck, nuzzling her shoulders, her hair so soft on my face. She tipped her ass back, still guiding my cock into her slick puss, and then I gave a light push. My cockhead pressing into her, but no more than a half inch. Her body stiffened and her breath caught in her throat. 'Aahhh.' I held myself there, just inside. I wanted her, more than anything to be inside.
I was going to fuck her.
In silence, the question lingered, 'Should I stop?'
Sensing my reticence, she slowly, so slowly began to push back against me and I slid in a little more. Teasing, testing. A question, 'Want it?'
She lay, waiting, legs opening, I was pressed up behind her. She simply lay waiting, waiting waiting. This was my call.
And in one motion I pushed into her, I felt her squeeze open and we pushed together. The breath going out of us. I felt the head of my cock nestle up inside and felt her tightness envelope my cock. Fucking into her and holding her to me, the searing heat of us. She turned her head and kissed me, squeezing me with her thighs at the same time, our lips playing together as she rocked her ass against me. So deep inside. Low groans as my length penetrated her.



Oh God. Yes. We were fucking.
-----------------------
Some of Rachel's thoughts:
Wh....?
I'm awakened by a slow grind against my butt. It feels like a question, a question I have already answered. Hands cup my waist as I spoon right at his hip. Oh. Jimmy... Mmmmmm. I smile inside thinking; Took you long enough, huh? Your bulge sliding along my butt, right into that pocket my legs curve into cheeks. You're getting awfully comfortable and I wiggle closer.
I'm trying so hard to be quiet. Thinking I'll break the spell if I make a sound harsher than a sigh. I feel like crying...the feel of you, so right. A breath fanning my ear rousing me from dreams of you. Yes, I must be dreaming. Your hand trickles like a brook over my tummy, pressing a finger right into my belly button. You like to play. Play away. Oh yeah, slide your hand around my waist. God, you are such a tease. Just what I like. How can you know that I like it like that? Crazy. I'm moving my hand to the nape of your neck. Want to touch you. Feel the hairs swirl in my fingers. She seems to like you...My Kitty. You're so gentle with her. Every caress so knowing. I reach behind and hold your hip, cooler than the rest of you. I'll warm you up. I scratch my nails up and down first then pet to soothe them. I feel your muscles clamp when I do that. You're getting hard. That cock of yours. So hard and Hot. Amazing. I'm so wet now I'd do anything to cum for you... So measured you inch in touching my curly hairs...Ahhhhh. Shit... fingers slipping along the slit of your puss. Yes. Your puss. Relinquished to you by the deftness of your fingers. You open me up. Mmmmmmmm. Oh god, so good.
My eyes flutter open, still half-asleep. The room is dark. Shit, it is 3:30.
I want to see you. Oh, I am greedy. I want everything my senses can prepare of you. I want you to see me, to be completely naked, and your eyes. I'm all sighs now. Still. If this is a dream I don't ever want to wake up. You are so gentle. Though I sense your need for me growing with your breath. Harsh now. Bruising my shoulder with the heat from your mouth. I turn my head slightly. Look into your eyes. Glowing. You want me? I am in awe. You are everywhere now. Bumping into my bum, this wet cockhead teasing the lips of my puss. Opening me like a flower. A hand petting my clit in tandem. It's too much. SO wet. Impossibly wet. I'm getting impatient. Feeling so good. I am moving, can't help it. The itch is getting impossible. You are flowing behind me. Don't know why. Can't stop Undulating. My body limp. Seeking more of this pleasure you give. Yes. Please kiss my neck, nibble on my ear. How weak you make me. Humbled.
Moaning in spite of myself. These strangled noises deep in my throat. I tremble against your hand and the sheets shiver. Over and again. I hold onto your hip and thighs to steady me. You feel good. Strong under my hand.
This is torture. What crime did I commit? I'll do it over a thousand times in broad daylight to feel you like this again. The tickle is almost unbearable. My legs fall apart seeking out your errant fingers. I turn and kiss your lips. My mouth open. You do well filling it with your tongue. You Moan. Softly fucking my mouth as you Fuck my cunt. My hand pushing your head closer mussed in your hair. Why are you never close enough? I'm almost chewing you for a meal now. Bruising your lips tender. You taste so good. Sweet like sugar. Heady. My white rum.
Fuck yes. Oh god. Fuck. Yes. Go ahead and peel me open. Ughhh. To be filled like that, so big. I feel you in my belly. You want a piece of me? Split me in half. Uhhhh. Stretching, Oh, you sliding inside! Have both halves. I want to touch you everywhere. Please let me touch you. Now you tip your finger, let it slide and rub my petals, your cockhead in me, sweet sugar cum. Sweet agony. I'm all creamy now. My slit wet with it, trailing onto my thigh. Make a mess of me. Cum in me, make my cream pie. Clean it up? Another finger? Oh you know my body. Inside so quick. Gave me no time to prepare, You little fucker! Made me cry out. Ah. Then slow again. In..then out. Deliberate. My cunt all grippy, trying to suck you in. Can I suck you off? Mold your cock to me. Tell me what you like. What you want me to do to you, anything, anything at all. You want to cum in my mouth babe? Cum on my tits? While I look in your eyes? I want that too. Swirl my tongue on you. Suck on your balls, feel them tighten. Hear you whimper. Begging me to fuck you. I want that too. Pull my hair straight. Ride me. We have all the time in the world to Fuck. Slow. Wet. Warm. Like being drunk on champagne. Memorising every sound you make.
Any way you want me I'm yours.
-----------------------
Feeling Good
As I penetrated her, she turned her front onto the mattress and I move up over the top of her, pressing hard, filling her completely as she lay flat on the bed, feeling the wetness and heat tighten around me. I could feel her quivering beneath me.
As I slid out of her, letting the tip of my cock play around her opening. Her low moan, "Ohhh, so . . . god! You, fucking me?" I slid inside again, and she lifted her ass up from the mattress putting her into a crouching position. I was filling her, filling her completely, loved how tight she was, pumping into her.
She pressed her ass back up into the air and let me ride her, positioning herself so I could enter her so deep. I held her to me pushing into her hard, my cock pressing her back to the mattress. Her arms were stretching forward so she could push back against me. I began to brush my thumb over her ass, pressing the tip of my thumb into her little 'rose.'
"Oh, god." All the air hissing out of her. "That feels . . . so good." I was pressing in my thumb as I fucked her.
"You like that?"
"Fill me up, everywhere."
I held her this way, filling her completely. Sliding into her, and then rising until my cockhead played at her opening and then back and back, over and over so softly, rising and falling feeling her yield to me. Softening beneath me, holding me as I washed upon her. We were one. I could smell the heat and sex between us, hear her receiving me and letting me go. Her wet cunny slapping against me, over and over.
She began to roll, causing me to drop out, and she lay on her back with her arms raised up on either side, her legs open and she held her knees out. "I want to see you," she was pulling at me, pulling me on top of her between her legs and I straddled her, lifting my aching cock between her legs and pressing myself back inside as her arms wrapped around my neck and we were kissing. Her eyes glowed in the dark, her wonderful teeth biting me as we kissed. I quickened my pace, fucking so deep into her, she was meeting my every thrust. I had not had sex in such a long time, so hungry. I had to have her. In every way. She was pushing back as hard as she could. Her knees were up and she was sliding her hips against me so my cock was sliding along her clit, rocking her body against me.
She cooed into my mouth, "Oh Jimmy, cum in me. Cum inside me."
"You feel so good. Such a good little girl, letting me fuck you."
And then she said. "Ohhh, I can feel you in my belly. I want you, uh, deep."
I felt her tensing, as her body began to spasm beneath me. She was moaning, "Oh God Jimmy. I'm going to cum." her body twitching and I continued to pound her into the mattress, and felt my cum rising. The heat between us, she was calling my name, as she climaxed. Her pussy throbbing and tightening I felt myself release.
"I'm cumming."
We came in one long continuous wave, until I was almost in pain. My body held to her, and we began kissing. I could feel myself releasing ribbons of cum into her, and as it pulsed out of me, I was watching her looking at this little girl. I was inside of her, she was drinking me into her body, her back arching as she came with me.
We lay naked, the sheets down around our legs. I just kept staring into her eyes as I kissed her. I was still inside her, her tiny body laying open beneath me.
We lay like that for quite awhile. She looked down between us and laughed.
"I can feel you inside me." She pushed me up revealing the point where we were joined. "You came in me."
"Yes."
"You made love to me."
I have no idea when we actually fell to sleep.
-----------------------------
Good Morning
When I opened my eyes Rachel was laying there facing me staring her brown eyes at me, the sheet down around her waist, and as my eyes focused she says in an even voice, "Don't you fucking say it, don't you even think it."
I was disoriented. The room had this wonderful glow of sunlight. I did catch the clock, it was 12:30, past noon
Groggily I say, "What?"
She lifts herself up on one elbow, "I do not want to hear a diatribe about 'how you made a mistake,' blah blah blah."
Her breasts were hanging down the way she was leaning on the bed. I could look down her front and see the outline of her disheveled puss against the white sheets. She was still naked, so delicious.
I sighed, "It's not. Not going to happen." As I looked at her up and down, I could feel myself getting aroused all over again.
"You are shitting me."
"I let you in my bed, I undressed you, I....made love to you. You let me, but I did it."
"You did round all the bases Jimmy." I began to run my hands over her as she said that, and in response she rolled back onto the bed. The sheets off her completely. It was the first time I could leisurely look at her naked, her brown nipples and long dark hair, dark neatly shaved bush. Her sable skin, chocolate and honey, a little lighter over her hips and breasts where her panties and bra covered her skin. I ran my hands over every inch of her, slow and methodical, exploring. So lazy and relaxed, she was smiling and watching my hand as it roamed over her. "You want to hear something funny."
"Hmmm." I was running my hand through her bush.
"Tomorrow at school, you have to come in to talk to my teacher."
I looked at her and my cheeks flushed.
"Why?"
"Conference. I forgot to tell you, considering everything."
--
I let the words pass, didn't think anything really. This was my niece after all I was sleeping with, laying in bed naked with. Playing with. I had a picture of us sitting together at the school. How it would feel.
The moment passed and as I was rubbing her thighs she lay her hand below her navel. "ohh, I'm kind of sore." And she turned and pulled the covers off me, exposing my stiffening cock, looking at it, frowning. "You're kind of big Jimmy."
She took it in her hand and rolled it back and forth, I continued to grow hard and she rolled herself over my belly and popped the tip into her mouth, playing with me. The feel of my cockhead buried in her wet mouth, the feel of her tongue swirling on me, it felt so lovely. I let out a low sigh. And she took her mouth off me, "You stretched me out good."
As she lapped at my cock I said, "What do you want to do today?"
A pause and she lay her head over my belly, "Mmm, like right now?"
"Yes."
Her eyes looking at me liquid and soft. She had this devilish, impish look, staring directly into my eyes. "Anything I want?"
"Well, Yes."
"I want you to eat me."
Unexpected. I could feel myself grow incredibly hard now, my cock had literally jumped in her hand. She felt it.
"I was thinking of something more like going for a hike or something." I looked at her bush, her legs sliding open. She lifted her knees and began to wave them out and in, opening her legs up as she did.
"Lick my cunt Jimmy. If you do there's a surprise!."
"Surprise?"
"Hmmmm. Yes there is. My tat."
And I remembered. I looked her over, running my hands up and down her legs, her chest. "Turn over." She did and I looked over her butt, her thighs, her back. That's right. She told me she had a tattoo.
"Not going to find it." Then she rolled around again, "I gave you a pretty good blow job, blow me Jimmy. Do anything you want to me."
I moved between her legs.
She opened her legs around me. I began to massage her tummy, letting my hands caress her thighs, inside her thighs brushing the hairs of her puss. "Mmmmm," stiffening like a cat. She reached back and held the headboard.
I continued to stroke the inside of her thighs up to her center."
"Look." I looked up from between her legs and met her eyes. "Look. Between my legs."
Her open puss still swollen from being fucked the other night. Moving between her legs, she opened her legs wide and there it was! Right over the clamshell of her pussy, at each side of her pussy lips, and even with her vagina a perfect tattoo of a pair of angel wings. Or maybe butterfly wings.
She smiled so big as I met her eyes again.
"Pretty cool huh?"
"How on earth did you do that?"
When you fuck me, you fly Jimmy."
It was true, the way they were positioned, my cock inside her puss would place the wings right at either side of my penetrating cock. I had flown last night.
I lay my hand over her mound, palming her pussy, slipping in my fingers, opened her up and nosed down between her legs. She began to giggle and wiggle. "Oh god, that feels weird." My beard was brushing at her thighs as I put my mouth over her pussy. "Your beard on my beard, I need to shave you again Jimmy."
Covering her completely with my mouth, I pressed my tongue along her slit, and she burst open in my mouth, as with my middle finger I shoved two digits up into her ass. The smell of sex rose around me. She was so wet. And I bent down my face and nuzzled further up into her puss, putting my nose right over her slit. My beard scratching her bare cunny.
"You like my smell?" she purred to me.
"I love your smell."
And I began to play between her legs, poking and squeezing, licking, stroking running my fingers through her bush. She was wiggling around, undulating her hips meeting my thrusts. God.....I loved her pussy. My cock was aching again, and I wanted to rise up after I ate her and have at her one more time, stretch her out good. I was so hungry and aroused. She lay there feeling everything, passively taking it all in. She knew she was about to be fucked again. We would spend the entire day in this bed.
I could see her pink slit from ass to front, and the white pearl of her clit, covered in its little hood and I licked around it with the tip of my tongue, pushing my fingers in as I lick and chew until she could not stand it, squirming underneath me. She kept getting wetter, and I lapped at her. Her hands began to tangle in my hair as she pushed my face between her legs and squeezed her thighs around my face until I could barely breath, but I kept licking fucking her with my tongue.
I sucked her clit into my mouth, and rubbed it until she was moaning and stiffening, it was all I could do to hold myself there letting her push and squeeze and rub herself to my open mouth. Harder and harder and harder, grinding herself against me. I wanted her to cum, cum again for me, right there, cum on my mouth and as I licked pushed my fingers deep inside, working her softer and then harder. Rubbing her over that little rough spot up inside, dig in to feel her body trembling against me. She grabbed my head and pushed me hard, as she was crying out, panting. "Oh god oh god." I let her thrash beneath me, holding on for dear life.
My little girl is cumming!
God I love the way she feels. Her eyes were on fire, panting, her cunt this hungry open wound. And I suck and suck and suck. Still aching and your whole body rolling back and forth, crying out, Cumming!
As she slowed her movements, relaxing back on the bed I began to crawl up her center kissing her hips, thighs, tummy, breasts, neck and then kissing her mouth soft and wet. She did not move, her knees lay wide open as I crawled up knowing I was about to enter her, so soon after she came. She laughed a little as I kissed her, "God Jimmy, you have to go slow, I'm not going to be able to move if you make me cum again." She mewed these words out into my mouth as we kissed.
"I'm not done with you little girl." I growled.
We touched our bellies together, and I lift my hips and position myself. She is so wet and wide open I slid right in, softly, my full length. Oh, that feeling, I needed to feel myself inside. All the air pressing out of her now as she scratched her nails across my shoulder blades. Looking down between our hips, we watch my cock move inside and outside her puss, rising and falling between her legs. Her knees are bent, and held open. Her hair is everywhere, dissolved, hungry, wild. Her skin is wet, hair sticking to her mouth. I press in, my whole length, looking into her eyes watching as I penetrate her. Slow, holding you, pinning you to me, and rising lift back out. We can see my shiny cock leave hr body and press back in. Does it hurt? A little. She is whimpering as I enter, "Ah, Ah, Ah. Move slow," she pants as I pick up speed. I let her feel me enter, stretching the walls of her cunny. Her belly filling with me, our heat rising. Animals. I can feel her breath on my chest as her hands cling to me.
She is holding my arms as I lay down again and we kiss, we kiss as we fuck. Fuck with our mouths and our sex. She chews my lower lip, knowing how I love that now. I am moving gradually faster, I am getting hungrier and hungrier. Pressing into her, watching her head bob up and down, her eyes wide. Each thrust, and now I won't slow down as her whimpers and sighs and warnings go unheaded. She will cum again, in an agony of pleasure, holding her legs open. Oh it feels so good, her tight little puss sucking at my cock.
I growl, "You like being fucked?"
I begin to pound harder and harder. Lifting myself up, running my hard cock along her clit.
She cannot hardly talk. I cradle the small of her back and reach lower lower, dig my fingers into the crack of her ass, and find her little rosebud and press a finger inside, her eyes wide, and I press my whole finger in. Ass fuck with my finger and press back against my cock from inside, fucking her hard and holding her against me with my fingers up inside. "Ahhh, Jimmy. You crazy...." Her body is pressed against me, we slide together our bellies wet with sweat, we kiss and down into the mattress until I feel my cum rising again.
"I'm going cum in you, fill you up."
"Oh, give me a cream pie. Spray me, oh god, put your seed in me."
Drinking me with her other mouth, her wet open mouth. And I grind her, her body shaking. She is crying, cumming again. We are one, vanishing, clinging to one another. Pressing ourselves together, consumed consuming. I spray into her and feel her contract tight around me, pulse into my body.
We are loud, we do not even know we are loud. Our bodies go rigid and relax, I lay my head beside my little Rachel, fall to the mattress, laying crossways my chest beside her, my cock still piercing between her legs. Utterly disheveled, we are just stains in the sheets. Our bodies are hot and wet. I run my hand along her front, over her belly soaking wet, my hand sliding on skin. Oh skin, everywhere skin. Our flesh. Our bodies.
I notice her teeth, the redness of her mouth and at that moment fall out, push my one leg up between your legs, and feel the wetness of my cum between your legs. We kiss again. Her mouth is cold, we laugh, talk about how ridiculous we are.
"Mmm, I can't move anymore. You paralyzed me. I can't cum three times Jimmy."
She was utterly surrendered, as was I. Given up. I could do anything to her. And she began to fall into me, and shiver, and cry. Her hair was across her mouth. Happy. Turning to her side, crying. Oh, This little girl who was disheveled, naked, my hungry little girl getting what she had gone after. What she wanted: Me eating her out. Sucking on her cunt. Sucking my cock, fucking. And she came, and came and came, creaming white and now crying, in my bed, relaxed, falling, her one hand held her breast, the other stroking my hair.



She opened her eyes, glowing, exhausted.
"Fuck. What am I going to do with you?"
----------------------------
Making Plans
Three months later Rachel was in college. These were our emails, of preparations for a weekend together:
To Rachel: Sweet girl, you have a way of touching me, so many things I love about you. So playful, such a girl woman, so female, soft, but with sting. I can see the fire in your eyes, and the water, the smoke, the smolder. The dark eyebrows framing your eyes, your white teeth, the turned up corners of your mouth. Your small neck, how you turn your cheek to the side as I caress you. So strong, yielding. Oh, how I would ache, stumbling into work still feeling your 'wounds' your sting, your touch and claws and teeth, like wrestling a tiger. You are my kitty that can bite. See you tonight. Mmmmmmm.
Jimmy
***
Jimmy: I want to blindfold you, yes, with one of my silkscarves. And kiss you all over, bite your neck, mark you. Scratches even in your scalp. I want to fuck you so good I'll change your dna. So slow you growl in anguish. I'll ask you how much you want it, to tell me or I stop. You want it? You want to fuck me? Harder? Faster? Deeper?
Tonight?
Rachel
***
Rachel: It goes both ways sweet, I would do anything, yield. You want me to beg, yes I will beg. My words drift over you like wind. Like warm rain, like flowers. I rush to you like arrows and then explode around you like a puff of petals. Soft, hard, wet, cold, hot. Mmmmmm. I love the growl. I love to be scratched, attack me with that kitty of yours. The head of my cock pressing to your tummy from the inside, rising up into you. One. One. One. rising up, you want this? you want my cock in your kitty? you want it bad? Your hair forming this little room around my face. Leaning down and whispering in my ear, or rising up, hands on my chest and sitting down on me. I imagine how deep the head of my cock could drive inside you. So deep. I can't speak. Mmmmm, to touch your navel with the tip of my cock.
Jimmy
***
Jimmy: Ahhh, stop I can't concentrate. "So deep. I can't speak." My licorice nipples brushing against yours, red from how you chew me.
Rachel
***
Rachel: Ah yes, I can see them now, those wonderful tear drops hanging from you, held before me. I'd love to suck you. So nice and dark, I love your skin, can see you. I get so hard, I am right now. I can't stand up. The curve of my cock, I'll mold your insides, hold me there. Squeeze and mold.
Jimmy
***
Jimmy: You know I always lick my upper lip as I cum. That open mouth, the look of agony, the sounds, moaning and growls. I can't stand it. Oh yeah,fuck me over and over. Lift my knees and get at me from the side, turn my body over and ride me from behind, pull my hair almost straight. Yes, you can ride me all day and all night. Your cock was made for my pussy. I want to hear how good you feel when you're inside me. How you'll never let me go. Every atom of my body molded to you then. So hot we burst into flames and just burn. God you make me wet, I'm a waterfall.
Rachel
--------------
But what about Susan?
Well you know the end. But I give a little bit more. In the same way that first evening with Rachel set my future course, this weekend did the same with Susan. Now before you get all mad about my behavior I put it this way. Rachel, in all her wonder, existed only in this secret world which could never ever be seen or spoken. Hidden. And this relationship had wakened something inside of me, an erotic world that I wanted to share with someone in the open. That is how I put it, good bad indifferent. And as it turns out Susan was that other woman.
I will give a few snippets, and they began almost immediately.
****
For in the moment after Rachel said, "Fuck what am I going to do with you?" the phone was ringing.
The noise came as a shock and I grabbed the phone, Rachel still lying at my side. We were both sitting there with the sheets down around our feet, utterly exposed, naked.
I read the screen. Shit. It's Susan. Truth. That was my first thought.
"Hello?"
"James." Susan's voice.
"Oh hi. I knew it was you."
Rachel lay herself back down looking at me.
She mouthed, 'Who is it?'
"Sorry to bother you, but you had said you might call me this weekend. And..." I did? I had no memory. "Well the weekend is almost over. I'm calling because my schedule is filling up and we were going to get together this week."
Clouds in Rachel's eyes. She could hear the conversation, and immediately knew it was Susan.
Shit. I had this perfect night, perfect day. It would be OK.
Rachel had rolled to a sitting position at the edge of the bed and was fishing for her clothes. I grabbed her and pulled her back to the mattress, she flopped with a giggle.
"Shhhh."
"Well, I don't know how my week is yet either. I don't have my calendar." There was a pause, she may feel I was blowing her off. So I added, "I'm pretty open."
To that remark Susan said, "I promise not to be quite so reserved next time."
Rachel right there with, "What does that mean?"
Distraction. She had to stop listening. I said, "That would be fine, how about next Friday. Gives us the weekend." I began to pull at Rachel's legs, pull them open. At first she was snapping them shut but then as I played left them wide, until I could see the line of her puss opening up, so juicy, her pussy lips opening and the swollen inner lips. The tattoo of angel wings spread wide. Oh god she was delicious.
Susan repeated, "Friday sounds fine." She was so happy. "What are you doing today?"
Rachel could still hear, I lay my hand over her wide open puss. I said, "Taking care of a few things." Rachel could not help but smile.
I squeezed and she stretched out and fell to the mattress.
"Important matters, they have kept me pretty distracted."
I began slipping my hand into the crack of her ass and rubbing lower until my finger pressed across her anus. Rachel jumped, this low moan forming in her throat.
"I've been at the hospital. Hard day, it's so good to hear your voice. Would you like come over to my house?"
"That would be fine." as I ran my hand lower, pressing my fingers into her still sopping cunt.
Rachel was already panting, and when I penetrated her a low growl.
Susan heard, "What was that?"
Shit. Shit. Shit.
Not knowing what to say, "I think it's Rachel, I don't know. I think she slipped." I had my thumb at her clit, her hips were rocking against me holding a finger to her mouth, shushing between little giggles. "I better check on her."
And Rachel had me pressed back on the bed.
"I want to say again, what a nice time I had the other night. And...You surprised me." Her voice took on this almost sexy tone, "And next time you won't."
Rachel rolled right on top of me, straddling my legs. I could feel her little bush tickle against my stomach, sitting on me and holding her hands on my chest.
I played along, "I look forward to trying." A double tease going on right now, and my distractions working because Rachel was no longer listening.
Rather, she was squirming on me, sliding her puss over my abdomen lowering herself, I could feel my cock rubbing up her thighs, until my tip bumped her puss. Oh god, I held in a moan. I was not sure I could go hard AGAIN. But my cock was stiffening a little, her legs wide riding up and down my stiffening cock, letting me touch her there, then rising again, and bumping back down on me again. She was trying to get me hard again. I was getting so aroused, and was still on the phone.
"It's nice to know I can still surprise," I added.
To that Susan cooed, "What do you like, I mean, to eat?"
Agony. Oh god. My voice was in this painful low moan, and I had to control myself. How could I speak?
"You can surprise me." I said. "But a little red wine and fruit as a starter, my favorite thing of all. I love peaches."
"Mmmm. OK then." I had images of her flushed and excited.
I took my mouth from the receiver, Rachel was looking down at me with liquid eyes, she had all the time in the world, squirming on me, and it was working. I continued to stiffen, just enough to slide inside. Ohhhhhh. I could not breath as she settled down on me.
"I have to go now Susan. Thanks for calling."
"Bye."
Rachel lifted herself up then, letting my cock slap down on my abdomen and then she was sitting down on me, my cock laying flat and began sliding along its length, her wet puss lubricating my shaft. I could feel her pussy opening, sliding on me with her slit, back so I was at her opening. I lifted my hips pressing the head of my cock inside her again, could feel her opening right around me. She spread her legs, holding herself open and letting herself slide lower. Pushing down. I lifted, and we were pressing ourselves together. The head of my cock, the feeling of her opening. Looking into her face, her mouth held open, her eyes closed.
With eyes closed, she whispered out "You going out with Susan?"
"Yes."
"Hmmmm." She said no more.
She held there, eyes closed, thinking. This pause as that reality was processed and then she lay down on me and kissed me.
I said she was my secret, that we lived in a secret world. That there was no barrier between us, and for that reason we had to share each other with the rest of the world. I began to arch my back and let my cock move out of her again. She did not move, feeling me leave her body now. She simply reacted by squeezing her legs around me, I felt her vagina tighten, this exquisite tightening holding me inside her. So tight, and I thrust up into her again, felt her lower herself down. We held together, pressing our sexes together, filling her, feeling her fall onto me. Feeling her rise up again.
We never got dressed that Sunday. After, we were so sore we could barely walk. Both our sexes sore and bruised.
***
Susan was a surprise. She came into my office on Monday, in another wonderful dress. I joked, "No lab coat."
And she said, "Not for you."
The talk she had was basically that she had been too careful too choosy, that her life was ebbing away. She said I was the first man she had kissed in years. I did not lie and say me too to that one. She could feel my energy, my erotic nature. She had called it that. She had never been so surprised and turned on by anyone. It was like an animal nature, and all words which built my ego. She also indicated that our relationship could be whatever I wanted it to be, that she was interested in feeling something, that she needed her body to wake up, and would I be willing to teach her, wake her. I can be whatever you want me to be, were her words. At first I had no words, I said we would see where it goes. Before she left she stood there and said, "Aren't you going to give me a hug?" I laughed and said "Sure." I went over and she wrapped her arms around me, knowing her eyes glued to mine, leaned in to kiss her.
After, she whimpered, "Where did you learn to kiss like that?" She also said she loved the way I smelled and loved the way I tasted. I kissed her again and lay my hand over her ass. She stiffened, and as she did I whispered in her ear, "No reluctance? When you are in my arms, surrender." And she stopped, relaxed and held to me tight as I traced my hands over her back and bottom, rubbing her hips and even ran my fingers through the crease of her ass. I could feel how small her panties were again and asked, "You always were lingerie?" She blushed, "It is my treat to myself."
I said, "Maybe I will see it sometime." She was at a loss as she exited my office.
***
Rachel did finally understand our situation one time when we went on a hike, a long hike that was hilarious in part because she never had before, and had completely worn non-hiking garb, and a pair of fluffy boots with tassels. I had told her to wear boots. We moved up through a mountain trail, up very high and at an overlook stood by a fence that crossed the path. She was so beautiful with her arms leaning on that fence, and I came up behind her and nudge her with my crotch and hugged her too me.
She glanced back at me, and her whole demeanor stiffened. She wriggled free and said, "Dad, don't be so corny."
I had no idea what she was about, but realized there were some people coming up the trail. She whispering to me, "I told those two I was your niece." She said. She was flustered and embarrassed. This time we went out in public, even in wilderness and our secret. It was impactful on Rachel. She understood, but our relationship continued the entire time she lived with me.
It was a double world I lived. Alternate reality and my wish that it could be different. Do I wonder, dream, long for what I never had.
Yes.
I won't lie. But we all have lives lived in the world everyone sees, with a part of us forever hidden.
It is what makes us human, the pain of which allows us to love.
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"You're shittin me." I thought there was a punch line in there from my big brother.
"I wish," and he cast his eyes down. "Don't know why I'm telling you this but you can't share this with a soul. Sara, I don't know who to go to. It's embarrassing. Sue does NOT want to have sex with me anymore."
I did not know what to say. I mean Nick is just 31, how could this be? A good looking guy. I began thinking about Suzanne and there was always something a little cold fishy about her and I can't say we were close. I love her as family but I'd have never picked her as a friend and never much understood what Nick saw in her, but what does anyone see in who they end up with, right? She was never mean or angry, she was great with her kids. A good mother.
"She told me she wants to show me her love in other ways."
I am a highly sexual person, probably more sexed than my husband. The idea of NO SEX hit me in the gut.
"So, like what does that even mean?"
He was leaning in talking quietly now, "She's a good cook, takes care of the house. Good with the kids." He sighed, trying to make it sound reasonable, which it wasn't. She says "I love you," all the time.
"But NO SEX!"
He tried to shush me, my voice had risen a little to high.
I was so engaged in what I heard, that it wasn't until later this little voice was like, 'why is he telling me all this?' And I felt so bad for him, he obviously just was venting and needing to talk, but why me? Embarrassment with his buddies? I was the one person in the family who was closest to him, besides Suzanne. It did make sense for him to vent his frustration and confide in someone.
"I should just go out and hire a hooker, get some ass!" After he said that he began to back track and wanted me to realize he was a real family guy and had no intention of getting divorced, which is true cause that is the kind of family we are. But still.
I took his hand at one point and there he was tearing up.
"Oh, sweetie." My heart was breaking and I just held his hand. I felt bad, didn't know what to say. He already swore me to confidence no way I could talk to Suzanne. But the wheels were turning in my head and what if my brother did go out and hook up with some woman, and everyone found out. He'd end up divorced and then his life is destroyed.
When I got home I just couldn't stop thinking about it. Would he ever bring it up again, and what would he do? I started to think about the fact he hadn't had sex in six months, cause I believed he wasn't with anyone else. I started thinking about if it were me. I'm highly sexual and I don't know what I would do, actually I did. I wasn't even consciously thinking this, but the seed of my feelings and compassion, was beginning to form what kind of release or happiness or whatever I could give? Be there for. It was not conscious cause I never would have admitted or accepted entering an incest relationship.
This wasn't about seduction or anything like that, it was about family, love and caring for my brother; and being at a loss from knowing something nobody else did.
--------------
Over the next week the things Nick said settled permanently in the back of my mind, never leaving my thoughts for long. The following weekend we were at his house and I was in the kitchen with Suzanne. I kept watching her and getting angry, angry at what she was doing to my brother. I kept looking at her and thinking 'frigid bitch.' And then feeling mortified with guilt for thinking that about her. She is a loving mother.
While having dinner my brother was all smiles talking about a boat he had found and that he wanted to get it, trade in his old one. Another thing he and Suzanne did not share, but now she was all supportive. I would not have noticed this before, but in the past she would have stopped such a thing from happening. She hated the boat. Obviously she must have felt some guilt, and was trying to 'indulge' him in other ways.
I kept wondering how I would ever bring this up with him again, a 'how's it going?' or 'you OK?' seemed trite. I wanted to reach out and hold his hand. He would catch my eye, and this secret we both shared between us was right there.
Could I? I watched him and felt such a warm feeling. Would I bring up the subject again, and how could I help? What was I saying? How would I ever be able to "help" him out with this. I had never had such a thought, but just below the surface I was aware.
I went home that night unable to sleep. We could come to hate each other, it could destroy him and me and our family. I wouldn't want that for him. He said he would be fine. Anyway, he'd never ask, and I would never bring it up.
The next day he called me early and asked about breakfast this weekend and I said yes. Somehow our voices sounded different on the phone, this secret was affecting everything. When I hung up the phone my fingers tingled.
It won't come up anymore. He just wanted me to know.
------------------
I dressed up a little nicer for our breakfast. Wore a tight little skirt that showed off my behind, and next a top showing some nice cleavage. In my mind it was sort of just a little something extra, I could at least be nice to look at. I wanted to be real sweet to my big brother today.
Nick was pretty quiet, but he never brought IT up. My heart broke looking at him. I had this feeling he wanted to talk to me, and just could not bring himself to say anything more. So there we were with this elephant between us.
So, without context, I blurted out, "you could see a counselor, or the pastor."
It was the subtext of everything and he knew immediately what I was talking about. He met my eyes, permission to talk. He responded, "She's never going to change Sara, and that's just the way it is. Can you imagine if our pastor found out?"
"You're. Right. But I mean..." I lost my voice, and my thoughts continued on silently. I was not going to go there.
His eyes were so sad and I was convinced that he was feeling worse and my knowing, simply knowing, didn't do nothing.
Then he started to talk about it, "I thought it was weird when weeks became months, but still I thought maybe. But now, she is happier than ever."
"Nothing?"
Tears in his eyes again, "I love her Lisa, I won't leave her, but..." His voice trailing off same as mine.
"What are you going to do?"
"I'm going to be a good husband and a great dad and happy I got a job, and I will stay busy. She's letting me get a new boat!"
"I'm worried you are going to end up making some really bad mistake, end up with another woman, and have feelings for her. It won't all be solved so long as you have your needs." My cheeks glowed as I said this, and did not even know how the meaning of what I said could be construed. But he kept looking at the table so I think it came out right.
"I don't WANT to do that." And he gave a stupid little laugh and added, the last thing I need is ANOTHER woman in my life." I took it to mean ME and Suzanne were enough for him.
And Then I said, "If you EVER find yourself in a bar somewhere with some woman, and find yourself ready to start screwing around, you have to call me."
He laughed, "Now that would be something."
"I'm serious, I can..." I paused to find the words, there it was again lurking in my thoughts, "... talk you down. Every time, talk you down."
We just laughed. I lay my hand by his, did not hold it then, just kept it real close. For some reason I felt guilty touching him.
Then I got him talking about the boat and what he was planning to do, and what he would do to it and that he was going to dock it at Long Lake. He cheered up then.
"That's not so close?"
"It's got the best fishing though."
The conversation trailed off after that, about fishing and hunting. When we finished I grabbed my purse.
He saw me pull out my wallet. "No let me pay, sis."
"No, sweetie I've got it." I'd never called him anything but Nick, but somehow I felt so in his confidence. So close just then. It never came up before because we always went dutch. "Men don't always have to pay for their dates." I let my eye twinkle at him, so this was a date?
We left and I walked with him to his truck, something else I had never done. As we said our goodbyes I gave him a nice hug and leaned up against his broad chest and kissed him on the lips. We let our lips touch together, nothing more. A little something. As I pulled away, I asked "Does she still kiss you?"
"Uh, she lets me kiss her, sorta." He shrugged, "But...like we just done."
I felt warmth come to my face, I wanted to give him something more, but resisted. It would have been so easy.
We left it at that and irrespective of my thoughts, and my feelings just then, there was no way. I looked at those broad shoulders, and the blue jeans he wore, the way they held low on his hips and his smile and his clean cut hair and the way he smelled, he slid into his truck. I can talk him down. I can help him stay on the straight and narrow.
Is that what he wants though?
Watching him drive off as I walked to my car. I worry about him.
------------------------
It was two weeks before we had breakfast again and this time he paid for our 'date,' and something else changed between us when he done that. Our breakfasts had become dates.
He also seemed much more chipper, a real excited front, about everything and the kids and the boat and how he had his money all together, but as we continued his emotions were draining out of him. He got a bit quieter, seeming more down.
His eyes met mine, "I want to have one last time on my old boat before I get this new one, you want to go out fishing with me?"
I felt a tingle, a something more. "You bringing Billy?"
"Naw, he's only six and I can't get any serious fishing done with him. Suzanne didn't want to go and I thought I'd ask. What about it?"
"Sure, but I got to check with Dave first." I thought of asking if Dave could come too, but bit my tongue. I could tell he wanted just me to go. Also, both of us knew Dave didn't like to fish but he would come if I asked. And second, I had a sixth sense Nick wanted to go with just me.
Honestly, I was uncertain what to think, and felt I was reading way too much into my brothers request. My mind was getting all warped thinking about how he hadn't been getting any. All we would be doing is fishing.
My brother loves to fish, and truthfully he probably liked fishing more than sex, though probably not these days! In fact, the only person who loves to fish as much as him is me, and so that's all we are talking about here. And I hardly ever get to go, and I have no boat. We used to go hunting together as well, but that too had fallen away.
"Yeah, I'll go." I said. "I got to check with Dave. It'll be fine." So we were establishing quite a bit of alone time.
In all the time we spent in the woods alone, my brother never laid an inappropriate hand on me, and this would be just the same. Still, all this time together in light of his situation was adding a risk. I felt it anyway. And all over again, a little voice in my head, what he would do if I offered myself to him. It was the first time I considered it so directly.
And at the end I added, "I make a pretty good 'other' woman in your life. Liking the same things, I mean." I blushed.
That did not come out quite right, but at the same time I think he knew what I was intimating. I should have worded it different, but I knew he was lonely and I meant it as simply another companion. And I was now thinking of myself as the most "safe" woman he could be around. It's not like he could take any other woman fishing with him without his wife flipping out.
----------------------
The weekend of the fishing trip came and I was all butterflies, which made no sense at all.
Getting ready I looked in my closet and decided to pack a few extra things, and to wear something nice, even if we were just going to go fishing. I felt positively wicked pulling on my panties, little red ones that made my ass look bare from behind, and I looked in the mirror at myself. Definitely my best feature. I turned back around and stared in the mirror, my dark shoulder length hair, nice breasts and thin waist. Good hips. They made me feel sexy. It was going to be nice and warm, I pulled on a nice tight fitting pair of jean shorts that were low on my hips, and didn't bother with a bra. I put on a loose top that dipped between my breasts, almost too low and I wanted my midriff to show. I even added a little makeup to smooth out my skin, but no lipstick. In my bag I added some pajamas, but threw in an extra nightie that fell just below my butt since we'd be staying overnight. He told me he was bringing the tent.
My brother would be here any time, and I was alone at the house with my stuff all packed, and my rods and lures ready. I kept thinking about what we were doing, and it felt illicit. The butterflies in my stomach made me all tingly. Just before he arrived I ran up the stairs like a little kid and grabbed my little yellow bikini. I hadn't worn it since my Freshman year in Daytona.
------------------------
Waiting.
Ultimately my plan was to have no plan at all. I assumed we would end up talking about Suzanne again.
My thoughts kept getting corrected to 'I'm just going fishing, nothing else.' We would be staying a night, and that was something I hadn't done with him in a few years. It was a big tent, and I remembered the boat had a little cabin in it. There was very little room in there. A table that could be converted into a bed. I let that thought rest in the back of my head. We can have some good talks, a nice heart to heart. Figure things out, maybe things are better. Maybe he is exaggerating.
It's not like I wanted anything to happen, but that was the thing constantly in the back of my mind, together with 'Would I?'
I just know I love my brother and I'd like to help him however I can, if it included sexually, I did not know. There are a lot of things that don't really rise to the level of sex. I don't want to hurt him or me or our families.
---------------------
We got out on the boat and at first fishing was pretty poor, but we moved around quite a bit and then it picked up. It was so beautiful, quiet and serene. It was later in the year, and the sun slanted low in the sky but it was still warm and there were no other boats on the lake. Everything was serene and it made me feel wonderful. He had beers and I had wine, and I was feeling really really good.
As the sun got lower in the sky, I brought up he and Suzanne. Maybe it was the little buzz I felt but I held no punches. I shared my fears about him and Suzanne and that I thought it would be a mistake for him to see any other women.
"I have no intention of doing that," he said.
I honestly believed him.
But I added at the same time that I would not ever be disappointed if there was a time of weakness. I promised I would never be disappointed in him. I would understand. And if it happened he still needed to feel like he could talk with me. I was not laying all this out as my rules for his behavior and that all I was talking about was concern. I was not imposing anything on him.
I also added my main concern was not necessarily about him being with another woman, but how some women are.
"You do not want some skank standing in your front yard screaming for you to come out to her."
"I'm not stupid." The way he said that told me it had crossed his mind.
It was kinda funny the way he said that, and it lightened the mood. I also reminded him of something he told me when I got married.
"You remember what advise you told me when I got married?"
He did not.
I continued, "If you don't feed your dog he'll eventually run off to the neighbors to eat."
He laughed, "Cruel justice."
Here he had given me this 'brotherly' advice to keep my man sexually happy.
He laughed, yeah he did remember
It got quiet then, we had our poles in the water. It was nearing evening and we usually went to shore and cooked some of our fish. There was no wind, not a ripple on the lake. Perfectly still and silent. I was feeling good, and close with my brother.
I gritted my teeth and added, "Well, I took your advice. My man is damn happy. I'm also done having babies, and sex for me is about expressing love and just having a good ole' time." I swallowed and added, "I want you to know I love you, I have always loved you, and... if you should ever NEED me to be there, I would be."
I was almost going to say, "I can be a pretty good neighbor." But I bit my tongue. I think what I was offering was clear enough.
I know he did understand. He was quiet a really long time. I watched him close out the corner of my eye. He was not angry.
Finally, he just said "You are crazy, you know that."
"Well, we ARE related."
"I love you too."
-------------------------
"Time for dinner."
We picked a nice cove with a sandy beach, opposite side of the lake from any of the public areas. The tent was secured at the front of the boat but we didn't take it out yet. He took a stringer of fish and his knife off to a rock and cleaned them. I set up the grill and took out a basket with plates and cups, extra food and another bottle of wine. We found a spot where fires had been started before, and there were some logs set up around.
It was the best damn fish I ever ate. I was still drinking my wine and he was still drinking his beers.
As he usually did Nick started telling a stupid fishing joke.
"A guy went fishing see. He caught an 8-pound bass on the first cast and a 7-pounder on the second. On the third cast he pulls in an 11-pounder when his cell phone rings. It was the doctor notifying him that his wife had just been in a terrible accident and was in ICU. The man tells the doctor to tell his wife he was fishing and would be there as soon as possible. Just his luck you know, best fishing he'd ever had his entire life. He decides to get in a couple of more casts before leaving and he ends up there the rest of the morning finishing with a stringer like he'd never seen. Then he remembers his wife. Feeling guilty, he gets to the hospital and asks about his wife's conditions."
"The doctor yells at him, 'You went ahead and finished your fishing trip didn't you! I hope you're proud of yourself! While you were out your wife has been in the ICU! It's just as well you went ahead and finished, it'll be the last fishing trip you ever take! For the rest of her life she will require 'round the clock care. And you'll be her care giver forever!' The guy was feeling so guilty he broke down and sobbed. The doctor then laughs and says, 'I'm just pulling your leg. She's dead. What'd you catch?'"
"That's truly awful." And I hit him.
"S'how I'm feeling lately. A little dark humor."
"You'll be fine. Everything has ways of working out you know." I was pleased how he'd been looking at me, I felt so sexy today. My hair all windblown. I thought I looked my best when I was out in the woods, and wine can make me pretty horny. "You need to negotiate with her is all. There's lots of different ways to have sex you know. She can give you a hand job, or let you titty fuck her!"
"Sara!" He laughed, surprised. "I didn't even know you knew such a thing."
"Well. She has nice tits."
"Sara!"
I was feeling tipsy and added, "Maybe not as nice as mine." And held out my chest. Noting his eyes lingering on me. "You think so?" Acknowledging his eyes on me and inviting him to look. "On a scale of six to ten, what do you think?"
"You're drunk."
"Maybe a little." And I spun myself onto the log behind him and slid up close, pressing my breasts against his back. "Just giving my big brother a little something. I just think you need some positive female attention."



In my state, I was feeling an attraction, I'd loved how he was looking at me today on the boat. Our naughty talk. Offering my brother a little sexual release would be alright I thought because I loved him, lust has nothing to do with it.
I said real quiet in the beautiful stillness, "I guess I can see two sides to sex; There is the fun, loving, emotional and intimate part of sharing yourself with someone you love and then there is the kind of sex that is merely the satisfying, primal side of it that is more like a biological need like breathing or going to the bathroom. You just have to do in order to function properly. Even though it's the same physical act. I could...be there for you, in some ways. It might sound bad, but ..." I let my words trail off still pressing to him, rubbing his arm.
He looked back at me, "You serious? You're my sister, we can't do nothing."
"I don't know about nothing. Nick, there ARE some things we can do." I reached around his waist and gave him a hug. He groaned at the human contact.
He turned toward me and, facing each other on the log, we hugged again. He lay his head on my shoulder and stroked my back, running his big hands over the small of my back, touching my bare skin. I let him, he felt so warm. I held him close, ran my fingers through his hair.
"See. Feel nice?"
He nodded. "Yes."
"You're heart's beating so hard." And I pressed myself to him.
After a little while of letting him hug me I thought I would go for broke. I reached down between us, not looking at him and began to run my hands over his thighs. God he was such a muscular man, not like my husband at all. He did not let go, and I did not want him to see me as we touched. No one saying anything, no laughter, just the silence all around us. The sun ready to dip below the tree line.
I broke the silence, in nearly a whisper, "You know I meant what I said before."
"I know you did."
At those words I slowly moved my hand over his crotch, real slow and gentle. Gave a light squeeze. He did not move and I didn't try to do anything else because I did not want him to freak out. He was in bluejeans so I could not exactly grab him, but I could feel he was hard. I just rubbed his cock through his jeans as he held to me. I felt his hands wander down over my ass and rub me over my shorts. He cleared his throat a couple times, but nothing else. And he did not stop me.
"Are you okay?"
He laughs and says "I'm fine."
At that he reached down with his big hands, gripping my butt, and pulls me up onto his lap.
"This is seriously stupid you know."
The way his steel blue eyes looked into me just then, it so turned me on, it kind of scared me. I hooked my legs around his to give myself leverage and ground myself into his lap. He held his hands on my butt, pulling me back and forth over his crotch, letting me basically give him a lap dance.
That was not lost on him. He met my eyes and said, "I haven't been completely honest with you. I had gone to the strip club a few times. But it made it worse. They don't let you touch."
I was really feeling the heat of his body.
"You can touch."
-------------------------
His eyes ran down my front as I wrapped my arms around his neck to hold on. The invite. He let go my ass and as I leaned back he pressed his hands over my tits.
God that felt so good.
I was watching his hands, "You like that?"
"Hmmmm."
I continued to rock myself on him, could feel the rod in his pants.
"I kiss too." And I bent in and touched his lips with mine, gripping his lower lip with mine and sort of chewed on it. His eyes glued to mine the whole time. He kept his mouth shut, and I could feel the hunger rising in him. God he felt good, and I was conflicted.
I could do this, but what was too much? I did not think it through, he was so hard. I imagined him inside me. Would that be right? I was cheating on my husband? It was just a blend of thoughts, and his mouth opening to me, I pressed myself to him as we kissed. Not gentle or sweet, but primal and hungry like I had said sex could be. I was whimpering, don't think I ever felt such a man hold to me like this. He was strong, his hands were rough and big. He was a tall big man, and he was big down there too. Oh god, I whimpered in his arms, felt small and fragile.
I don't know how long we kissed like that, enough for me to nearly cum in my pants. We finally came up for air. I brushed a stray hair off his forehead, "Whew. You needed that," I cooed. I was out of breath.
"This is seriously weird, but yeah."
He let go of me, and it felt as if we were waking from a dream. I was still in his lap facing him, my hair all wild and my face flushed.
He said, "It's getting dark, we need to put up the tent."
"Lets just sleep in the boat and anchor it in the cove. I like the sensation of floating."
--------------------------
There was no argument.
We did not pick up our stuff off the beach, it would be there in the morning. Silently we got in the boat and pushed it out, lay anchor. The water was no more than 5 feet deep. We made the right choice because in the next ten minutes it was pitch black with a million stars.
Nick turned on a little light, that gave off the illumination about equal to a candle. He lifted a board and laid the cushions in place. It could be a table or a bed. It was not as small as a twin but not really full size. A little stiff, but I loved laying out in the boat and feel the darkness and the sensation of floating. He looked at me as the sheets and covers were put in place, and then he sat down on the bed, still looking at me.
Not lost at all on what we were doing, and feeling the electricity around getting into that bed with my brother.
"How we going to do this?"
I answered, "I brought my pajamas." In that moment I had a choice. My shirt and pants pajamas or my nightie. His eyes on me in that space, it took me a nano second to choose.
The nightie.
Rather than telling him to turn around while I got ready, I decided to just turn around. As he sat there I turned my back and, opening my top, let it drop off my arms. He could not see nothing, though he could see I was topless. When I dropped my shorts I heard a small breath from behind me, as I stood bent slightly in the cabin in just those red panties which basically exposed my bare ass to him. I reached in my bag and pulled on my nightie, a light yellow thin fabric that came just below my butt, my nipples were clearly visible through the fabric.
I turned around, "Ready."
He had taken off his shirt, and god he looked good. He was in construction, and all that hard labor paid off, damn what that does to your chest. I could not remember the last time I had seen him with his shirt off.
He asked, "OK, if I sleep in my underwear."
I said, "It's fine." Though as I said that I reached under my nightie and pulled mine off. "Mind if I don't?"
-------------------------
The covers were a hodge podge of sheets and old blankets. It was not at all cool outside, in fact the temperature felt absolutely perfect against my skin. I slid in first and he went into a little bathroom. The Head. As he came out I was all tucked in and ready for him to get in. He paused looking at me, and I patted the bed with an innocent smile on my face. "Maybe we can snuggle a little."
He slipped beneath the sheet next to me and I turned toward him.
"We can do this," I said breathing out and wrapping my arms around his chest, suddenly feeling vulnerable and needing to place some limits. "But, we can't have sex."
"Of course," he said as he slid close and lay his hand on my hip. It all felt like a dream to me.
"Anytime you need a little release, honestly, I can be available." I lay my head in the crook of his neck. "We can make this work."
"I can touch you?"
The way he asked it was so cute. I gulped, nodding my head.
His hand slid along my entire side, he was feeling a woman's body for probably the first time in months, and god it felt wonderful. I was a horny little vixen. Horny on a good day and this was plain crazy. I stretched and arced my back at his touch, and felt his hand slide around and grasp my breasts.
"This OK?"
"You can touch as much as you want." I reached out and grasped his hard cock, "Me too."
He turned the light out then, and I rolled onto my back with my arms up over my head. Feeling his hands follow me as I lay back, roaming over the top of my nightie and down my thighs. He was staying on top of the fabric. Wherever it lay he left it. Bare skin on my thighs he would touch and his hand brushed over the mound of my puss, squeezing me there and I moaned. God I was horny, I was picturing him laying on me and fucking. I could feel the rush of juices flood between my legs as his hands drifted up my body, my cunny instantly wet, and I could feel my pussy lips sliding together when I moved. My womb literally ached, and everywhere he touched me was hot and electric. My tits were hard, and my breathing was wild.
He leaned in and kissed me, his chest pressing to me. I rolled toward him and met his passion. In the blackness we kissed, and I could feel the weight of him, his bare powerful chest. I reached around his back and whimpered like a kitten. I could not believe how I felt. I could sense the flicks of light in his eyes, feel his breath on me, his grunts and for how powerful his body, how gentle his touch. As we spooned I could feel my nightie ride higher, up my thighs, and I honestly did not care. When it had risen above my hips, I was waiting for him to explore my body some more.
Would he be surprised!
And his hand wandering low suddenly felt the bare skin at my middle, tracing over my navel, he rubbed his hand down over the curly hairs of my golden brown pussy. Squeezing a hand between my legs and drawing his middle finger through my slit. I tucked my hand into his underwear and grasped his cock, it was fucking thick and I literally ached to have it inside me. I turned and pressed my entire body to him, feeling the hardness of his cock trapped between us as I rubbed my bare pussy on his thigh. He reached around and grasped my ass, running his fingers through my crack, and down between my legs from behind. I could not stand this, I was ready to cum. His whole body had me on fire, it was beyond anything I had ever felt before. It was so dark, like a demon in the night had me. Only flecks of light, of his teeth and eyes.
His voice was so deep and low, "You are so beautiful Sara. So beautiful." This beast, like out of a dream.
His kisses and the way he could bend me to his body. I loved this strength. I was literally melting, he could do anything to me. Anything at all. My body making it impossible to think.
And I rolled him onto his back, and got up on top. Wanted to feel that cock between my legs. As I sat on him I lifted my nightie over my head and off. He reaching up and grasped my breasts. I leaned down and pressed them into his mouth. He began to suck and chew on me as I gave my hard nipples to him. Oh, how does he know what I like, how I like that. His mouth was so firm, and his teeth on me, I was being marked. Molded to this body beneath me. My legs spread wide over his hips and felt my lips press onto the fabric covering his cock, the only thing separating us, as I undulated against him letting my hair fall down around his face. The heat of his body, his smell all around me.
My voice sounded so strange, since I was talking to my brother. "You a pretty hungry boy."
"Oh god Sara I needed this. I needed you."
"I'm here." And then as if I had no thoughts left added, "You're little fuck toy. You need a little toy to play with?"
"Oh, Oh yeah." His mouth filled with my breast as he groaned, suckling me. My little boy suckling me.
I lifted myself up onto my knees and tugged at the underwear, pulling it down to his thighs and he kicked them the rest of the way off. This was getting dangerous. I settled back down and felt my pussy lips spread wide over the girth of him. My juices bursting out of me, literally puddling in his groin. I reached back and grasped his balls, this bull beneath me. God this cock inside me would be so incredible. I slid myself up and down its length, his heaving breath beneath me. If it were cold I would see steam bursting from his nostrils, this bull I was riding, my legs held as wide as I could, letting him split me down my center. He was holding me up by my tits and I could literally hold my arms out and ride. Up and down, along the length of his shaft, letting my clit grind and scrape along the veins of his cock. His cockhead catching as I slid back and tipping myself forward to give my clit better pressure, oh god, my breath left me as I lay down on him skin to skin.
"You are amazing," I panted into his mouth as I kissed him, my mouth was wet and so hungry. I plunged my tongue into him and wanted to fuck him any way I could.
Permission.
What would he do if I said he could fuck me? Would he stop? Oh God, Could he? How would we feel tomorrow? I said I would give myself sexually to him any time he wanted. How drunk am I? Is this a mistake?
I continued to kiss him and press my breasts to his chest. We were moist, our bodies wet and warm, our skin sliding together as I rocked on him and he cradling me, holding me. Caressing me, loving me.
I posed it as a question, "Anything you want? Anything you want to do to me?"
His eyes opened, I could see the whites of his eyes, his mouth on mine. Kissing me, our naked bodies sliding together. This hunger.
He did not answer.
His mouth nibbling a line along my jaw, he began chewing and kissing my neck. Tingles burning down my spine, oh god, I continued, "You want to fuck me don't you?"
He said nothing, deep groans. Conflicted. I could feel him continuing to kiss my shoulder, and then suckling my tits again.
"I can feel it. You can tell me, tell me if you do."
"Sara. I just ..." giving way to silence.
"It's alright. I understand." I continued to rock and slide up and down the length of his cock, and bringing myself forward let it spring up between my legs. Then slid back again catching that beautiful cock pointing straight up between my legs, and lifting myself, almost like a crouching cat. Riding his beautiful cock letting my ass rise and fall, up and down as it pressed vertically between my legs. The pressure of his cock as I rode him this way was loaded like a spring wanting to snap back against his abdomen. The way he was bent out and the way I moved, made it press right in over my vagina and catch with each thrust.
"It's all right, I cooed. It's all right. Tell me what you want." I wanted it, but was waiting for him. Say yes. Oh god, he felt so good.
And then this deep guttural moan, "Let me fuck you."
"You'll be OK. Tomorrow?"
I held my vagina right over his tip. Held myself right there for him.
"Yes. Please. Yes. Sara." I positioned myself and said, "Push."
I opened my legs as he raised his hips, working that cock in, lifting one leg higher angling myself for him. Could feel his cockhead open me, pressing me wide open. The pressure on the walls of my cunt. Oh god he was stretching me, oh god I had never felt so full. My whole body opening up as his cock plunged deep inside and I sat down into his lap. Lifting myself, letting my cunt impale itself once more. I could feel it bump deep into my womb, and when I sat upright I swear the head of his cock pushed right into my belly.
All the air went out of us and I fell onto him, he wrapped his arms around the small of my back, tugging me down. We acclimated to each other. His cock molding to me, and my pussy opening and stretching, bending his cock. We were one.
"God you are so tight Sara."
"You are so big. Oh....no idea." And I began to grind myself to his body. This piece of clay inside me. I slid my clit hard into him and his hands reaching round my thighs and between my legs, touching himself feeling his cock as it slid in and out of me. He began pumping into me, faster and faster, grunting and fucking me hard, lifting his whole body to meet me.
"Oh, put it in me," I panted.
He was pumping into me so hungrily, the desire was making me crazy. I had never felt such a lust, and his movement in me. I swear I could feel every vein of his cock itching me, scraping into me. Opening me. Stretching me out from the inside. Oh, god it was crazy and I was so turned on. I began panting and wriggling my clit, digging deep into him, riding hard against him and kissing him. As I rode, began shaking my hips against his cock, scratching such a delicious itch. And my body so hungry. Yes. I want this. Yes. could feel myself cumming.
"Oh, baby, sweety, my love, I'm cumming." He grasped me and pulled me tight. "Oh you fucking me. Fuck. Fuck." And my body fell forward against him, as I filled with a white light. My entire soul was set fire, and I began to cry out, panting and crying. "Oh sweet jesus, you fuck. Oh fuck. Yesssss!"
I could barely breathe, barely knew where I was when, as I held to him, he lifted me right up and rolled me onto my back and lay on top, his cock still inside of me. He was thrusting into me so hard. I was trying to hold my legs as wide as I could, my knees rising on each side of him, he felt so big. His entire body falling on me, plunging inside and rising like a billows, this steel cutting into my body, completely filling me in this darkness. We were glowing now, embers, or so it seemed. My arms raised and I was pushing myself down, as his thrusts lifted pounded me into the bed. I felt as if I could see him. His glow. And it hurt, and I was grimacing and panting, "Ah Ah Ah." Too sensitive, each thrust. I was always oversensitive after I'd cum, and I could feel I was going to cum again, and it all felt so exquisitely painful. Almost too much, too much. But I was not going to stop this, it hurt with such a delirious confusion.
I was lost, time was ended. I could feel his breath on me, fucking me with such abandon. I did not know where I was. A sea of foam.
I needed him to cum, and I began cooing in his ear, "Cum in me baby. Cum in me lover. cum for me. Let me eat your cum."
This stream of words.
"You are mine," he would groan. "Mine."
"I'm yours, anything, you need me. Need your little fuck toy."
And he growled, "You are MY FUCK toy."
"Yes. Take my cunt. It is yours. Yours. You can put your hands in my pants any time you want. You want me, you want this cunt."
"Oh Sara, god, I...."
"No panties today. Fuck me, yea. Come on. You like my pussy, Give me your cock, I want it, put it in me. So deep, ah, ah, ah Cum in me."
Frantically he pounded on me, oh god, I was going to break. I could not go much longer. I was trembling and my body was about to explode. I was in such agony. His body was going to shatter me into pieces. I could feel him stiffen and trembling, his whole body rigid. I was a glass that was vibrating and ready to explode, and his body trembling, clinging to me.
"Cum in me baby. come on. Yes. Come on. Oh yeesss, I'm cumming." Holding my legs so wide. Holding him to me. My whole body melting, an agony so deep inside. I felt like the back of my body opened right up and he was falling right through me. Oh god.
"Oh baby, I'm filling you." He held himself rigid over me, the weight of him and our bodies pressing together. My orgasm falling together with his, and then the ribbons of cum. Oh my fucking god. I could literally feel the cum filling me, pressing into me. God, I was swelling. His cock plunging into the fire, plunging into the sea, my salt sea. His cum quenching and his body falling against me. I was clawing his back and kissing his neck, biting his shoulder. A shudder, silence. I was looking up into the silence and....



He fell to my side.
I couldn't breath. Could not catch my breath. Motherfucker!
We did it. After seven months, my brother fucked.
Me.
------------------------
After what must have been fifteen minutes of simply returning to consciousness, breathing, saying nothing, I sat up and turned on the little light.
The covers were everywhere. A mirror behind the little bar showed my reflection, and from the tits up indeed I was glowing. My eyes were on fire and my hair looked like Medusa. I was the fire eater. I was life. I looked over at Nick, and with the covers pulled back, there his cock lay red, shining with cum, across his thigh. He was looking at me, not bothering to cover himself.
The little boat floating in the midst of the heavens.
I poured a brandy and then a second. I handed one to him, and downed mine in a single gulp.
I had never been naked in front of my brother, and now I settled back against the pillow in that little bed without the least compunction of covering myself.
My golden pussy matted with juices, his and mine, my belly streaked with sweat. My lips swollen and bruised. My breasts so deliciously full, so sensitive from being chewed and sucked. I had never been fucked like this. What that does to a woman is hard for a man to understand.
I was marked. Stained.
It is indelible.
I poured another brandy, and sipped it this time.
He lay a hand on my thigh stroking me softly, brushing his fingertips into my bush.
I looked at him and smiled.
He said, "Thanks, I guess." Looking at me with puppy dog eyes.
I patted his head, "I did not plan this and, I feel weird saying this, you are fucking incredible."
-----------------------
The light went out, and I lay back next to him, my brother/lover. My mind swaying uneasily between those two points of light.
I could feel him breathing softly, he had fallen immediately to sleep.
Me, not so easy.
Sex is not so casual as I had been letting on, or convincing myself. Sex alters you, the most meaningless sex has meaning. I thought about what I had said, and wondered what would require correction, editing. How does one establish a sex life with their brother? This just happened. It did and it didn't. I was not wooed. I was and I wasn't.
It still felt like a dream from which I would wake.
Did I say that? I said he could put his hands in my pants anytime he wanted. I said I was his fuck toy. Christ. I had offered to be his release as in he can fuck me in the future, and I wondered. Wondered about how I had opened myself so completely, to let him tap his root into my soil. They have a way of growing, of hanging on, gripping and growing into my heart. Altering us as we grow together. I let him inside me. He would be in me now, forever. Forever and ever. Once it enters it does not leave. Every man I've had sex with, there is something that remains. I love my brother, want him to be happy.
I lay my hand at his back, sleeping like a baby, and ran it down over his ass. We both have nice asses, damn.
I began reliving our breakfasts, and times with him, fishing. Wrestling. Picturing his smile, fishing. When was it we changed, when had I decided to have sex with my brother? Because I had chosen. My want was like nothing I'd ever felt, it scared me. The more I thought about helping Nick, the more I wanted to. What does he think really? I want Nick to know I'll love him no matter what, if this never happens again or if sometimes it does. Should this be a regular practice? I don't know how it can be.
With Nick? God, how could I possibly satisfy two men. I truly had not thought this through.
It wasn't the incest. I've never felt anything with any of the other family men in my life. But this was so fucking hot. I grew up in a house full of men all except for mom, and living in the country where I was the only girl for miles around. So these men were all I had, and in a way I AM abnormally close to Nick. Is THAT incest?
As far as cuteness goes, my cousin was cuter, and yeah I actually did crush on him. My uncles were mean drunks, but that's different. The age difference.
Nick rolled onto his back and unable to help myself I ran my fingers through the dark bush of his crotch, let the wiry hairs catch between my fingers. He is so delicious, so powerful, and these were the feelings which worried me. I would fall in love with him, was in love with him, and want this. Want this inside of me. Want to feel this again, again again and...I am getting wet, can feel it.
I lay back down like that with his thick cock wrapped in my hand, feeling the pulse of its heart beating.
To be continued
I am interested in your comments and thoughts. Do they spend a day together at the beach before going home? Should she be in her little yellow bikini? What happens when she gets home? What kind of little sex toy does Sara become for her brother? All fantasies welcome. Your comments are the reason I write.
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I had sex with my Brother Nick and was now laying in bed with him on his boat during our fishing trip.
Before falling asleep I had run through all the ramifications of what I had done, including how I could possibly sexually satisfy two men. The word which kept running through my head was incest, sex with my brother. But it didn't feel like incest at all, but then I had no idea what it would be like except for how incredible my body felt. I'd never had feelings for Nick until he shared that his wife Suzanne was refusing him sex, which set everything in motion.
My very last thoughts before drifting off were of a more carnal nature, centered around how fucking hot the sex had been and what a great lover he was. God, my body was singing. Nick was sleeping next to me, and before drifting off myself I lay listening to his breathing in the dark, and the feel of his warmth. Unable to resist I ran my fingers through the dark bush of his crotch, letting the wiry hairs catch between my fingers. He was so delicious, so powerful, and these were the feelings which worried me. I would fall in love with him, was in love with him, and want this wonderful cock for my very own, still remembering its hum inside of me. Yes, I would want to feel it all again, again again and...I am getting wet just thinking about it.
Fuck.
I lay like that with his thick cock wrapped in my hand, feeling the pulse of its heart beating and wondering what he tasted like?
-------------------------
Chapter 2
-------------------------
I woke slowly, could feel the gentle rocking of the boat in the pitch dark night, wrapped in Nick's powerful arms. Oh, our bed was so warm and I was so relaxed and comfortable. My back was to him, his soft breath on my shoulder; and I could feel in the blackness, his hard cock pressed right into my back. But what I realized next was his hand sliding lightly over my hip.
God, he was so hard, I could feel its length running up my spine. That beautiful cock. I felt giddy at where I was and guilty for feeling so wonderful.
His hand continued to move softly along my hip bone, curling his fingers so their tips tickled my golden bush, probably why I woke up. His breath at the nape of my neck was hot, and when I felt the head of his cock slide lower down my back and across my bum my whole body tingled. He was positioning himself behind me, sliding lower, lower, mmmmmm, god. Fuck, I could feel it slipping between my legs, that little space opening up right at the bottom of my butt. Fuck, it was thick. His hand gripping me tighter around my waist as he pressed, rolling me forward a little. My breath caught in my throat, oh god, he wants to fuck me again, and I was instantly wet. I tried to hold myself still, but could not resist responding as I pressed myself back against him, feeling his length push further between my legs. Unable to resist, I feigned a stretch and slipped one leg forward, opening my cunt to his play.
Play with me sweet, oh god I itch.
His cock, once nestled in began to slide lightly, back and forth, back and forth, and with each pass I could feel myself moistening and opening. His movement was insistent, he was plowing me, tickling my hairs, and spreading my pussy lips open until the tip of his cock was burrowing right into my wet slit. I was creaming as my juices began to flow, it became impossible to stay still, my hips began moving in a rhythmic undulation. I felt like sighing, moaning, whimpering when suddenly he froze. Did I make a noise? Can he tell I am awake? Shit. Don't stop! I lay utterly motionless trying to hold my breath as even as possible, feigning sleep.
Oh god, that itch. Oh god, play, move on me. Oh, how I wanted this.
His cock held still, nestled between my legs, when I felt his breath fanning my ear, "Sara? Sara. You awake?"
"Hmmmm." I sighed, as if rousing.
"Sara, I NEED you. I want you, again."
His words tickling my ear and I turned my head so my cheek touched his. The insistence, so delicious. Not, he wanted to have sex, but he NEEDED me.
Still feigning sleep, I pretended to rouse myself, "Hmmmm." Looking into the darkness toward him, "Baby. Again? What time is it?"
Oh God, he is so strong. In the pitch black night I am enveloped by a demon. It is a dream, it felt like dreaming and I was still half asleep. My voice sounded like a kittens, my words were mewing out of me. I felt so small and surrounded, so female. His arms on me, his smell, his cock between my legs as I pressed my ass into his hips. His hand began trickling over my tummy, playing at the edge of my bush below my navel. I can't get over how gentle those big hands were.
All these thoughts happened simultaneous, when his response to my question of the time brought me back. He answered, "I don't know." Then added, "You are so beautiful, you feel so good. I NEED you." His cock again moving, pressing deep between my legs at the word need, its hunger, its touch, and the thought of being needed. His body needing mine. I was his instrument, play me, the hammer striking its string. Play away. Yes.
I am thinking 'Yes! My lover yes,' but remaining calm I say, "K" and open my legs further to him.
I am all yours. All of me. God, his hand pressing further down my front as his cock was opening my brook. My gushing river, feeling it trickle down my thigh with such a hunger I had never felt before.
Be lazy with him he is mine all mine, yes. Let him play, feeling him press to me, touching me, sliding, up and back, inside around my slit. His dripping hungry cock poking prodding, playing and splitting me. Oh god, what a tease, such an exquisite torture, until I am following that beautiful cock head around like a kitten with a bowl of milk, moving my hips to him. Give me your milk, milk me. I want. I want to drink the milk of that cock.
My body hurt with such a delicious ache as he dipped it just inside. I opened my mouth at the intrusion, panting like an animal, yes, put it in me! His fingers had found my clit, all swollen and sensitive, rubbing me just how I like it. How can you know? Our bodies so perfect, so fitted. Can it be that a brothers cock and sisters cunt are actually perfectly fitted? We come from the same place, the same DNA. How can it be?
And my mind, my sleepy mind, imagines this all as dreaming. It is crazy to feel like this, my hand reaches back and grips his hip, yes he is there solid and real, and then reaching back into the his bush. Tickling the hilt of his cock, how I want to feel myself filled with it, oh yes. His fingers are working between my legs, and I am openly panting, moaning under his touch, can't get enough. I want to kiss him, and can feel his chin buried in my hair, kissing my neck. My pussy is swirling in his fingers, shiny with cum. I scratch my nails on his skin at a particularly invasive probe, feeling his cock head again pop just into me, then out again. My body pressing back to swallow it whole. Give it to me, yes and the pressure and the curve of my back as I lift my ass, turning it up like a cats, and yes, oh god, yes.
Here it comes!
Ohhhhh, god, his cock sliding up inside, finding its mark, stretching and opening. I am filled with that beautiful cock. "Oh baby," I breathe. The air goes right out of me. Sighing, "Yeeeees. Oh god, yes."
So hard and Hot. Amazing. I'm so wet and again overcome, how I would do anything. Anything! Ahhhhh. Shit...he is still rubbing, digging, rooting around my clit, rubbing me so hard and fast, his fingers pressed between my legs and I clamp down on his hand. Fuck me.
I moan, "Oh baby, yes, I am, your fuck toy. I'll give you, anything. Anything you want. So fucking good." I can't recognize my own voice.
Am I still asleep? This lazy fuck. Am I dreaming? I barely move and in the blackness take it from behind, arching my back, give him my hungry mouth between my legs. Take it, anything, all of it, yours. My pussy is yours. You own my cunt. Take it, open me, oh GOD how my body stretches with each thrust. The angle of it, as his cock head presses up inside, sliding along the front of my insides, scraping and stretching me open. It feels so incredible and my body stretching to take him in. Put it in me, god, taking its length as I push back against his beautiful body, every inch.
Oh I want to see him, but it is so dark, my tongue hangs out and lays on my lower lip as I take it. I realize I still have not ever seen him completely naked in the light of day, giving me such an urge to see this body naked as I fuck in the dark. I have not bowed down to worship at the gate of this cock that is in me. I want to eat him, push my mouth around this head, feel it in my throat. I want to taste the salt of his cum and do so many other dirty things. Be filled and fucked in every way possible.
I want everything. I want to be naked and eaten, looked at and adored with legs spread wide. Oh, imagine his mouth on my pink slit, open and wet. Lick MY cream. I want to be naked in the light of day, to ride this cock and see it slide into me. Can I? How can I be feeling like this? All over again, his root in me, opening and spreading. I can feel it rising into my heart, it leaves me panting and sighing.
I keep cooing into the night, "Oh my baby, oh my lover."
"Sara...I've got you, I'm fucking you." His voice is a rumble that shakes my chest, and he is grasping my breasts, mauling me, as he pumps inside from behind, and rolling me over face first onto the bed. He follows as I turn into the bed, never leaving my cunt, his leg lifts over my ass and he lays lightly upon me, riding me from behind. Fucking into me, gripping my hips, god I am so tight filled to the hilt with this cock! I pull my legs together and squeeze. 'You can do any god damn thing you want.' is repeating over and over in my brain. I can't wake up, and I lay there and take it, so gentle, these long slow strokes. His kisses raining down on my shoulders.
Then faster, deeper, so steady, and I press back to meet each thrust, ugh, my throat gurgling at his thrusts, the feel of his shaft in me. I lift my backside up, bending my ass in the air, I can smell us and hear the squish and slap of our sexes coming together. He moves back, tugging my hips and I follow so my knees are holding me up a little more and a little more. I become his doggy and he rides me, takes me by the hair and pulls back my head.
"Uhhh," we still fit in this little space, riding together so close. My ass lifted in the air and my arms stretched in front of me, crouching with my ass up, so I can push back and get him inside me as deep as possible. We are One again. Oh so deep, so deep, pulling out and pressing in, one. His tip playing at my entrance and then burying inside. The delicious pain rising, the throb, the heartbeat, the ridge of his cock stretching and closing me.
Oh god, Oh god, my body is burning, liquid. My cunt is creaming, taking it. Yes. And I take it, and the pain of my hair being pulled back as he rides me feels so incredibly hot. Trapped in the dark by demons. It feels involuntary, I am being held, I want to scream 'NO,' just so he will keep doing it. I can't leave, he pulls my hair so hard my head is bent sharply back as he rides, fucking me so hard and I take it. My tits jostling from his thrusts. Oh God!
"Oh fuck me," I pant.
"I need this so bad," he growls.
"Yes. Yes. Cum in me, cum in me, take me any way you want. Baby. Over and over. My cunt is yours." And I can't even control what I am saying now.
Even as I say it, he is bruising me again. Marking me, my body breaking, it aches. I turn to look back, just the flicker of eyes and movement, pumping away. I can feel each thrust and my head bobbing each time. He is glowing again, Am I? I am in awe. My skin is blurred when we are together. I can't tell me from him. The way his cock kisses into my cunt. The base of his cock bumping into my bum, this wet cock head teasing the lips of my puss, my gapping cunt gagging on this beautiful cock. Opening me like a flower, he plunges his hands between my legs, feeling him pump into me as he grinds my clit, I am about to explode. His fingers working on me, a rising exquisite pain and I am going to cum, yes, rising in me. Can feel it in my hips, my skin is hot, flushed, my body trembling. I feel my body begin to spasm, rocking me with involuntary contractions. "Oh god," I am panting. "Fuck me." I want this so bad, am so wet, can feel streaks of cum running down my thighs as I hold my legs open, losing utter control of my body.
The itch, the itch. Yes cum in me, god I want a taste. "Oh baby, cum in me, let me drink you, oh yea, cum in me. I want it. Give it to me. Fuck me. Fuck...my CUNT."
"I'm cumming, cumming in you baby. Oh, oh." His deep moan. This animal behind me.
I push back so hard, hold my hands straight out. He is pounding me faster now, so hard and pulling at me, give it. Moaning in spite of myself, these strangled noises deep in my throat. And the rumble of his guttural groans. I lost, gripping the sheets in my hands and the orgasm ripping my body, shaking and quivering, cannot hold myself up as he grips to me. My skin hot, so sensitive. I squeeze my cunt hard and his body stiffens. Oh fuck.
My legs open wide, take him all in as he explodes. "Oh FUCK! YES." Go ahead and peel me open. Ughhh. I can feel it. He pressing his cock inside and stiffening, holding it there, deep, and cumming, filling me. Milking him, his milk. Ahhhh, his cum! God so much cum. He is streaming into me, I'm drinking him as fast as I can. I feel it every time.
I respond, panting out "I'm cumming," To be filled like that, so big. My orgasm is this rolling flash of light, an aching pain. It keeps going, and does not end. I can feel cum in my belly and collapse into the mattress, my orgasm so long, its pain. Split me in half. Uhhhh. Stretch me, Oh, still inside! I feel like I am being cut by glass, laying flat on the mattress. Never cum like that. He lays down on me, and his trembling body quivers with my skin, wet with sweat.
"You feel so good. So fucking good. Such a good little girl letting me fuck you."
In one wave, together laying there in the dark, slight waves of water lapping the boat, the pain of our orgasm. I feel my senses return, and still dark. The inability of my eyes to take anything in, accentuating the smells and sounds. I am wet, so wet, and the earthy smell of our sex, my sex. The smell of fish and wood, and old wine. The water and the night, the old boat and the trees. We made so much noise! Noisy sex. Our cries had to have been heard for miles around, by everyone on this silent lake. I realize this as I come to my senses. What did we sound like? Some wild animal, a fight maybe or being eaten alive. Our screams echoing off the trees. My body held to his, all silence now.
Except our Breath. Breathing, this singular moment, and the exhaustion sets in. I can feel our hearts, can still feel the pulse of his cock in me. Where does such a hunger come from?
He rolls off and to my side, and I feel him slip out, we turn to one another and kiss. Soft and open, more like holding our mouths together, exhausted, wet kisses.
He smothers me with his body, skin to skin, pressing close, laying naked, tangled in the sheets cum oozing out my little cream pie. I can just see the whites of his eyes, little flecks, and open myself, wrap my arms around his hot waist and we kiss, hard and softer. And then just hold our mouths together, laying side by side.
I say, "I can still feel you inside me. I can still feel your heartbeat."
"Yes."
I say, "You made love to me."
"Yes."
-----------------
And as we shift ourselves, I once again turn my back to him, feel those powerful arms wrap around me. Feel his wet and flaccid cock against my back. The smell of us is incredible. His hand slides along my belly for the sweaty wetness, the warmth.
As we lay there, his hand stroking through my damp bush, and in the blackness, the quiet, the night, my brother just totally opens his heart:
"Sara."
"Yes."
There was this long pause.
"I consider myself a pretty tough guy, can handle a lot. I never realized how much pain I been in." He sighs, "What you have given me, you just don't know. You given me my sight back, my life back. Seriously. Most of the time I don't know what I FEEL. Never have, I guess. Too busy. Most of the time I don't, cause I 'do,' I 'think,' I 'plan.' The thing is it's not sex I want. It never was. I just, so crave, love. But what? What is that? To be needed. To be needed. And it IS physical too. With lovers, with a wife, a girlfriend you can say 'I love you' and it is the love you want. But the physical love, the feelings and contact, the need for the the bodies to come together, IN love, its that too. Not bad or dirty. It can't be separated, it can't, physical love and love in general. To be wanted, desired, needed. It's all one thing, it has to be. You can't live with just the smell of food, you have to eat it. Hold it in your hand, swallow it. To hear 'I love you, but I don't want to have sex with you.' Sara, Sara I've felt so abandoned, embarrassed. It hurt so much. Like being paralyzed. I won't lie. I've been so lonely, so sad in the midst of wonderful friends and family, success in every other way. I have a wonderful life. But no one, NO ONE, touching me or needing me or wanting me in THAT one way. That mattered, more than I realized. It would be like a baby whose parents won't pick her up but who lean over the crib saying 'I love you' 'I love you' all the time. What does that even mean? And you. Sara. Crazy bat shit. God. You gave me this, even though you are my sister. Even though this is wrong on so many levels, and no one would understand. You risked THIS, for me. I was so lonely Sara. You needing ME, giving your body, and what a body it is by the way. Mmmm. It's weird, this simple act, this physical act. I have always loved you, as family. Never any other way, as gods truth. I'd have never imagined sharing physical love, with the love I have, for you. But being cut off, left adrift, what you mean to me now, saving me. God Sara, I love you in every way I can. If we never ever do anything ever again, if you never touch me again, I will never never forget this."
I kissed him, felt the deepest compassion I'd ever felt for anyone. Felt connected in a way I never thought possible. My eyes tearing up.
"I'm right here. Not going anywhere. Here for you, said I would be. I love you, but never in a million years could I imagine I'd be wrapped in your arms. But I am. This will all work out. I have no fucking clue how. I never provided sexual release to two men, and don't know how much I can be there for you in this way in the future. But I am yours, and my love for you includes 'physically' now. You've been in me Nick, inside my body. I let you touch me sexually. I love you, and I love you 'in that way' too now. And I don't think I can put the genie back in the bottle."
I opened my mouth to him, kissed him passionately, hungrily and clung to his chest. I was crying and felt the tears on his cheeks, felt his tongue on my teeth, his chest pressed to my breasts.
"I know," he said so gentle, kissing me again, and forming the words on my lips, "Thanks...Thanks."
We rolled apart a little, settling back in for sleep.
"I'm just your every day bat shit crazy sister who puts her panties on one leg at a time..."
I waited a pregnant pause --
before adding, "...When I wear em."
And drifted off to sleep.
-----------------
Next morning, slowly I pulled myself out of his arms and rolled myself over to look at him. God, there he was in the gradually rising sunlight. My brother in bed with me, both of us naked. My night demon. He stayed just how he was, laying on his side with such a peaceful look. Was he happy? Why yes he was, and I felt proud in a strange way. I had really given him something, something no one else had in quite awhile and, to my mind anyway, no one else could. My thoughts drifted to the prior night, how absurd it all seemed to me now. I relived the feeling of settling down on him, how he stretched me. The way he pulled my hair back, how it felt to be held that way in the dark, how he rode my body. His hunger, and I shivered. I lay my hand over my puss and groaned, god it felt so good. I lay there and the soreness of my body entered my senses, ohhh, he still felt like he was in me. The throbbing between my legs. It felt as if he were permanently in me, I could literally feel the rise and fall of his breath. Throbbing. My liquid center began to release, I could feel my wetness, still holding my hand over my matted and sore little cunny. How would I control this?



And something else. Attachment, lust, call it what you will. I had offered myself as a vessel to him, let him use my body and he came inside. I felt it, we were one, our two bodies were merged. He was in me. I had never felt so female, so desired, so wanted. He was so powerful and strong, his body with mine. His cock, oh god. It ached to think about. His passion, like nothing else and with it this dawning awareness that this feeling I had was a little dangerous. This was not my life, my future. Everything that happened had to remain secret and hidden. It HAD to be controlled.
----------------------
He opened his eyes. Simply opened them and looked at me like a bird would, or a squirrel. His brown impassive eyes. I let him look, let his eyes linger over my body, my bare breasts, and smiled. We were naked. I lay by him and felt my body tingle, could smell his body, feel his warmth.
I broke the silence, "Hey you."
"Hey." His relaxed, low voice rumbling out.
"How you feeling?"
"Pretty damn good."
"I think we both feeling pretty damn good."
"Can't believe it Sara. What you done. That you let me."
I leaned in and gave him a soft little kiss, "Yup. Hope you're all right, what we did and all." He smiled a smile that lit up the world, and I rolled onto my back, "God I am sore!"
"Need me to rub your back?"
"That ain't what's sore sweetie."
He laughed, deep and rumbling. In the silence he ran his hand over my belly, hip to hip, rising and falling up along my sides. Caressing the edge of my breasts, before cupping them in his hand. I could watch his hand as it moved on me, the sheet was down around my hips, and I was letting him touch me however he wanted. I was his after all. So light and delicate, his hands so big and gentle. God he could make me crazy.
I felt a little itch between my legs.
I glanced at him, "Feels good." Acknowledging his touch, and let him continue to draw his hands over me.
"I like fishing with you."
"Well, I like fishing with you," and reached over with my hand, pressing it into his crotch over the sheet, and the surprise came over my face. It was rock hard again! In awe I blurted out, "Are you kidding me?" At the touch of its hardness my whole body went a little liquid, but god, there was just no way. My body would break. Would he want to?
He laughed, "Morning wood."
I let go. "Glad I could be there for you, last night. Do something."
He was looking at my radiant face, "Such beautiful eyes. You are beautiful." He was rubbing his hand over my bush now and I felt myself moving to his touch involuntarily.
"What are you doing?"
"Nothing." His hand pressed between my legs and I opened my thighs, the sheet fell away and his eyes on my gaping puss. He turned and moved himself closer. My pink slit was open. God he was doing it to me. I was just going to let him do whatever he wanted, but god I was so sensitive. As he touched my clit, I clamped my legs over his hand.
"Careful. Sensitive. Ahhh, god, I am such a mess. You made such a mess of me." He rolled closer toward me and lay himself along my front. I could see his hard cock emerge from under the sheet as he kissed me, opening his mouth and I met him, let our tongues play together. His hungry mouth, we kissed and wrapped our arms around each other.
I turned toward him, "You always this horny?"
"It's been seven months. Last night the first in seven months."
"Oh, poor baby. My baby." I kissed him again. "You want me again?" His cock was pressed between our bellies, "I don't know if I can, yet." I lifted my leg and sandwiched his cock between my legs, just to feel that beautiful cock one more time. My mind imagining being up and riding him again. Oh, I was wet. I was letting him slide it between my legs as we faced each other. Why not? "God you are big." Giving him a squeeze with my thighs. "I just have to tell you that."
We simply lay facing each other with his cock sliding back and forth between my legs. I began to coo to his touch, lifted my leg higher up over his thigh and hugged myself close to him.
He asks quietly, "Can we? One more time?"
"Ohhh, sweetie." I was thinking, the spirit was willing. "I just, don't know." Was I up for...a third time! Fuck. "Baby, you can titty fuck me, K?"
He laughed, and began to rise up, the sheet falling away. There he was! Oh my god. In the light of day, he was up on his knees with his cock pointing straight out even with my eyes, as I lay back he rolled over on top of me. His cock pointing out, balls and bush at the hilt. He was beautiful. Tan and dark, the muscles of his chest, his dark hair and dark eyes. Chestnut bush and thick cock. He wanted me again. And I am thinking can I do this? All over again.
I settled up on my elbows looking at him, "I need some lotion." He paused. "I got a little baby lotion in my bag. Over there." I pointed.
He slid off me and took the tiny bottle and squeezed it between my breasts and rubbed it in thick. Running his hands over each tit for good measure. I lay there with my breasts all shiny and slippery.
"This is what got the whole thing started yesterday," he said grinning, squeezing my tit. "God you are beautiful."
The covers were pulled off of us and as he rubbed the lotion on me was looking at my body up and down. Looking at my golden pussy, he sighed, shaking his head in wonderment. I opened my legs a little, happy to have him a look. And then he swung his leg back over me and slid high up my chest. I scooted down so he could lean forward and we could all fit on the little bed.
Again. Fuck. I was wet and part of me thought I might still take him, picturing myself up on top riding that beautiful cock.
Ohhhhh, I ached and throbbed, but god I was sore. God damn. Thinking how he fit so tight, how he stretched me out. For the first time I wondered how we could get together when we got back to our respective houses. I couldn't do it in the house. Where would we go? It was a fleeting thought, made me hot all over again. And guilty too. He opened his legs and leaning down on me a little, positioned his cock between my tits. I squeezed them around his shaft. God, even this felt good.
I let out a deep breath and said, "come on baby, titty fuck me." I squeezed my breasts around his member, could see his cock head poking out the top of my breasts. As he pumped on me it would disappear and reappear. I lay there looking down at him. Watching the muscles of his hips as he thrust through my tits pressed tight around his cock. Oh god, I lay there and held myself for him. A vessel for him to cum in, and on. I thought about putting him in my mouth. I wanted to taste him, and this may be my chance.
"Mmmm. Yes," I cooed as he fucked my tits. I was looking up at him and thinking about it all, the entire night. Everything we did everything we said. I began, "I might of said some things, last night," his hands were on either side of my shoulders and he was thrusting quicker between my tits, panting and groaning a little. He met my eyes as I said that. His cock riding me. My tits were so sensitive. His cock was so warm, heating with the friction and all shiny from the oil.
He said in a low growl, "Mmmm. Like, you being my fuck toy."
I whimpered, "Hmmm. Hmmmm. I might have been a little carried away."
"Mmmm. So I can't put my hands in your pants ANY time I want?"
I laughed, "God you remembered."
"I remembered everything." He grunted and smiled down at me, pumping faster. "Sara, today. You are. Today, you...my fuck toy."
I looked at him, as he continued and began to coo, "Mmmmm. You so naughty...That's it cum for me baby. I want it. I want to see you cum. That's right, I'm your little fuck toy. You like that? And I got a surprise for you too."
"ugh, a surprise?"
He was getting close, pressing down a little harder on me. I watched the head of his cock, watched the look on his face. His eyes closed now, pumping on me. I kept repositioning my tits, holding them in a tight little pocket for him to ride. Kept my head tilted up, positioning myself. I wanted to catch some of his cum.
I so wanted this, to be there for him and something else too. I felt a wave of compassion for him mingling with lust. Watching his hips, and his cock, the purple head just inches from my mouth. I wanted to see the cum shoot out, marking me on the outside too. I wanted to taste, and lick him up. I wanted his cock in my mouth. I loved riding him, I felt the need to have him inside. Part of me would have let him slide down my body and fuck me all over again.
The look in his eyes, his body, his strength. Nothing was solved at all, really. How would we be now? At home? Tomorrow? This morning, sober, I suppose there was a little more to what we were doing. I didn't even have the excuse of alcohol anymore. I was giving myself to him, and every time I did it would be harder to say no.
"Oh baby, I'm going to cum!"
I held my mouth open ready, head held up and turned to the tip of his cock. I looked like a little baby bird, with mouth open waiting for him to spray it in my mouth. "Yeah, fuck me, fuck me good." I kept saying, "Ride me, your little toy. Fuck me. That's it baby, fuck me good. Oh god, yeah let me see you. I want you."
Yeah, today I was his fuck toy.
He stiffened, arched his back, and groaned. I was watching his cock shooting cum, holding my mouth right there. Streams of cum dribbling across my neck, and then I caught a nice white spurt in my mouth. His cum, this white stream hitting my mouth and forming a lines down my chin and across my cheek. Splashing onto tits, and running down my neck. My god, so much cum. Spurting out, I had a puddle on my tongue, could feel the cool ooze on my face and neck. No doubt in my hair too, god I was such a mess. Fuck, so good. I was watching him, the abandon in his eyes. The way his body spasmed with each ribbon of cum.
"Oh Sara, yeah."
He slid to my side, his cock still shiny, softening. I savored his thick semen. Oh fresh cum! Salty, thick, I let it roll down my throat, scooped some off my chest and licked it. Oh he was in me again, fucking me, I was drinking his cum with my mouth. My body filled with his cum, my lips red, licking my lips and smiling.
"Mmmmmm."
He watched me licking him, a dazzling smile on his face. I sat up and roll over on top of him, kissing him again, smearing the lotion from my tits to his chest and then rising naked, in all my glory, from the bed.
"God I am a mess! What a slut I've been."
I went into the little bathroom and found some water. I took a washcloth and wiped myself all over, pressed the warm damp cloth between my legs and moaned. Looked in the mirror, my dark chocolate hair was an absolute tangle. My lips swollen and red. I smiled, freshly fucked. My god I did look like a slut I thought, and laughed.
I popped out into the entry again, still naked grabbing my bag and he says, "What are you doing?"
"You'll see." I took my bag and headed out onto the deck of the boat, closed the door, and stood out in the morning sunshine buck naked. The fresh air felt wonderful, naked to the entire lake. Reaching in my bag I found my yellow bikini. Stepping in the legs pulled the bottoms up over my thighs and then retied them at each hip, nice and snug. Slipped the top on, and adjusted it. I was a little bigger, but they held my breasts so nice. I had great cleavage and it held to my front supporting my tits like a pair of tear drops. It fit me well. I had the tiniest little triangle over my bush, the curve of my mound perfectly visible. I loved the little ties at the hip, their invitation. Yellow, bright yellow. And I combed my hair out with my fingers, all wild, why I like it in the woods. My cheeks were red, mottled from fucking, no doubt. My eyes sparkling and squinting in the sunlight. I looked down at myself, and scanned the horizon. No one on the lake, the sun low in the sky. It was still early, fresh, beautiful.
I looked back at that little door going down the stairs and had a little moment. Going back down there would seal my fate. That thought in that moment, frozen in time, has come back to me many times. It was then, I was about to go off a trail walked by virtually everyone and step into the fresh earth, deep into the woods, on a path virtually no one took. I was about to dance to some music only I could hear, and it felt distant. But I could hear it, my body was its song. My life would forever contain a secret, a hidden room, an unopened cupboard in the house. A false wall. I realized that in an imperfect world, what we were doing was wrong. That all trodden paths take us to various imperfect compromise.
I paused at the door, was ready, ran my hands over my skin and glanced around at the world I was leaving.
If I did nothing else right in this world, I would prevail to this perfection.
-------------------------------
I opened the door and stepped back down the stairs.
"Ta da!" Holding my arms out. Nick was sitting on the bed and had pulled his T shirt on, nothing else.
Me in my little yellow bikini, all his, all day. I loved the look on his face as he eyed me.
"I'm ready to go fishing." I sing songed. "And I thought I'd wrap your little toy."
He laughed.
Toys are so much more fun when you get to unwrap them.
-----------------------------
Please let me know what you think, and give me ideas what you think they should do next. How bad is she today? On the way home? What happens next? How do they interact with others around? Your comments contribute to the direction the story takes. I need your positive input. Hope you enjoyed.
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***************
THE BEGINNING
My daughter, Cala, sat beside me on the bus. She started riding with me after her mother and I got divorced, concurrent with her being accepted at a new high school for her Senior Year.
The combination of events was 1) her getting accepted to a magnet dance school, and 2) our divorce draining us of the financial resources to support her. The compromise was that she did not have a car, but she could go to the school. Like everything, it had been handled emotionally and poorly with much shouting and tears I felt guilty but she got over it.
I was a disaster after the divorce, emotionally in pain, angry, and hurt. Depressed. Cala did not fully comprehend my feelings, as she had just turned 18, a teenager in the prime of her life excited about dance. Actually, the divorce meant I got to be with her much more than I ever had in the past, and given my emotional state I came to rely on her emotionally, as I put forward a veneer of adult calm. I hid my pain well. I also could not help but notice how she had grown into a woman, particularly the way she dressed for her dance school; and, her ability was truly amazing. I loved watching her as we waited for the bus, surreptitiously practicing steps, moving her foot forward and to the side, shaking her shoulders a little, turn her hips. You could see her mentally run through routines, and the way she could move, the pliancy of her body. The intensity and level of her dancing had given her an amazing body, which I would be lying if I said I did not notice. I certainly did.
But it was one day, in particular, I remember: The day she wore a pair of large sunglasses. It proved to be the seminal event which utterly changed her and us.
The other thing I remembered was her boots. She had on a pair of black boots tightly hugging her calves with buckles cinching into the leather, which is so popular now. Rising to just below her knees. She had on a pair of black tights, like colored opaque nylons. Over those she had on a pair of short shorts, dark brown with a tweed pattern, and with cuffs. Loose around her legs high up on her thighs, they accentuated her hips and bottom perfectly. Her top was a shimmery loose white pullover with a collar that hung down loose around her shoulders and front. And with those large dark sunglasses, and her enormous bag. She was mesmerizing, the most beautiful and alluring that any woman had ever looked to me. And the giant bag which had everything. Her phone (which she had at all times), her makeup, shoes, everything I ever saw her with was always in that bag.
Cala had long brunette hair, like her mother, thick, shiny and perfectly cut and combed. She could toss it around, a beautiful mane of hair cascading down her back. She had a small mouth, a protruding lower lip, bright shining brown eyes, and the whitest teeth I had ever seen. She would smile at messages as she glanced at her phone and write furiously as she sat next to me on the bus. While she tended to ignore me, she still did sit next to me. Her earrings were gold, dangly, delicate and beautiful. She liked red, and leather and black, but always with a hint of the feminine. Patterns and fabrics, flowers and soft curves. Light fabrics. Her lips shined with a pink/red lipstick to which she applied gloss which she drew out of her giant bag. I noticed so many things about my daughter that day, all burned into my memory. Her mouth formed a frown if you looked closely, but somehow always gave the impression of an impish grin. A Mona Lisa smile.
She did not ride with me always. Some days she got rides with friends, and her mother would give her rides when she was staying with her. So it was one week on and one week off.
But those days she wore the glasses, she felt like an exotic stranger to me. Whether she noticed, I do not know. But I could not help but watch her sitting next to me, all exotic, and beautiful and mysterious. She became someone else altogether to me.
She fed my every fantasy after that.
*****************
THE BUS
There is a routine on a bus. Any bus will fill out at basically the same rate every day along its route. Everybody catching the bus at more or less the same time, at their same respective stops, with only a subtle variation near holidays or weekends. Overall, every day works and looks nearly the same.
Since you get on at the same time on your same corner, and the bus has filled to essentially the same level when you get on, your experience of the bus is also the same everyday. The habit extends to where you sit. There is a tendency to seat yourself in the same place. Another rule of the bus is that the seats do not start to double up until every vacant seat has been taken. Hence, for some there is always a window seat because the stop is early. For others you must always choose to sit next to someone. It is this second group who do move around a bit, as they are less likely to take the same seat. To do so would tend to place them next to the same person, who does take the same seat when it is empty. To do so among the second set of seat takers is to sit next to same person, putting one in a too familiar position relative to the stranger they must sit next to.
This is the etiquette of the bus.
But we violated these rules, getting on the bus early and sitting next to one another. We, therefore, being early boarders sat above the wheel well and behind the interior heater. A warm place in winter, a cool place in summer, and on the side of the bus which gave me the morning sun on my skin. I was a cat in my former life and I loved the feel of sunshine.
We rarely spoke, we never made eye contact - or I can't say for sure when Cala had on those sunglasses. Her outfits were different every single day, save for tights (her dancers uniform), never repeating and, yes, I noticed it all. She also had white ear buds, always, listening to music and tapping at her phone.
Her impish grin, and those impossibly white teeth, if something she read struck her fancy.
*************
WHY
After the divorce I moved to an apartment which is 1/2 mile from my former home. I have been working the same job and living in the same neighborhood, and prior to one year ago, the same house for the past 25 years. My life had had all the hallmarks of stability, until I was thrown out. The surface stability has mostly held, but internally I have been a wreck, and no one to really talk to. No adults, and I am still too embarrassed, too emotionally vulnerable, to open up to any of my professional male friends. And I have much higher expenses on the same income, and somehow have to hold it all together. It felt as if it were all lost, all a waste, fruitless. The years of comfort - as I had been such a creature of habit - doing the same things, going to the same job and raising two wonderful children resulted in two adults who lived together all of that time somehow losing track of one another. I had been fine with it, Lisa was not. She came home one day and wanted more out of life, the end result was that I was to no longer live in the house with my children. It also contributes to this story, in that this was the event which led Cala and I to commute by bus.
I moved close by, into a nice little apartment with three bedrooms; and have the kids - Cala and Mark - one week, she the other. In hindsight I could have suspected, as my wife of 25 years suddenly began to lose weight and take an inordinate interest in her appearance. I have since learned it is called the divorce diet. Our relationship since has evolved in, how shall I call it, interesting directions. First of all, her dreams of the newly single life was not as exciting as she imagined. Not much demand out there for the freshly divorced forty something mother of two, as she had hoped. She also felt guilty about what she had done to me, as I took it particularly hard. I could not hide THAT from her. What has grown out of it all was an ongoing *secret* relationship, where we do go out, spend time together, and have sex. As Lisa puts it, fulfill our 'needs.' So a certain strange stability has held in that department. Although, I believe it has made things more disruptive for me emotionally, and also kept my libido elevated as I never knew when these little sessions might spring. They were spontaneous and based upon her needs. On the surface, we get along amicably, and at least do not fight in front of the kids. Cala is 18 now, so I guess she's an adult, but I hadn't been able to share anything negative with her about her mother. So again, this dichotomy between my surface life and inner life. How shall I say it, it's been thrilling and awful.
The end result of all of this, and why I include it here, is that the whole event of the past year has yet left me depressed, but led me to an escape hatch has been a rising sexual appetite, where my imagination and my libido feed into a world of fantasy, erotica and pornography most days. Fed, in part, by my ex-wife. I have needed to escape, and it led me into porn, which also gave my stress and depression what it needed. Call it addictive, or whatever you want. I was not dealing with my emotions in any meaningful way. I treated myself with distraction, fantasy, porn, alcohol, and it all left me in a particularly heightened state of desire, with dreams of adventure, lust, and beautiful women. I began reading stories, erotic stories, or looking at pictures (porn), dreaming of tete a tetes I would never in reality engage myself in. I am not particularly outgoing and meeting a woman for a new relationship is a complete mystery, and I simply say to myself - I am not ready. I do know I am drawn to particular types of women, essentially Lisa and variations thereof. I call them female women, girlie girls, I love dark hair (and dark pussies), mysterious eyes, and bodies that move and exude confidence, lithe and flexible. Something the young girls these days seem to exude in spades. Somehow, my daughter triggered an innate desire in me whenever she put on those dark sunglasses, becoming someone else entirely. She became the fantasy of my fantasies. But I could do nothing about that, except within my own imagination. She was my daughter for gods sake. But she became, for me, a living avatar, a living manga cartoon. She fed my visions and my libido, I could feel my loins rise, on those days we rode together and on those days she dressed in her tight outfits, her leather boots and those glasses.
And when she sat beside me, her little lithe frame alighting next to me, this little bird, her thigh just brushing mine. I could feel my heart leap and let my imagination run wild.
It was on one of those warm spring mornings which come too early, bursting onto the scene catching you unawares. I have a particular stirring in spring, get an especially wild feel and it triggers memories of my youth. I had been such a wild child in my youth, as had Lisa my ex, all of that satiated in my middle years. But it was the kind of sun and warmth and scent which makes one think of sex. I'd had a frustrating week at work, but the day pushed any thought of strategy, phone calls, computers out of my mind. Deadlines were vanishing and my heart felt wonderful. The sunshine on my skin, warm wind and the smell of summer and wet grass.
Naturally, my thoughts wandered to Cala, sitting beside me in those dark glasses, feeding an ongoing fantasy of her as stranger. I ran a comb through my hair, felt warm and aroused.
*******************
THE FIRST TIME
The sun was bright, warm, and the heater in the bus was turned off allowing the spring smells in.
!!
Today she was wearing a perfume I did not recognize, exotic and sweet. The perfume was citrus with honey and definitely rose, but with a bite. Her neck was exposed because of the low dip in the dress she wore, a light yellow dress cinched at the waist. But still those thin tights beneath the dress, white today, and the presence of the tights allowed the dress to be quite short. No necklace, but a pair of loose earrings with a green gem. Her collarbone, completely exposed, her beautiful bare throat was her jewelry today. Her right hand had a large ring in the shape of a flower. She was feeling spring too, I thought.
I glanced at her, she did not move at all, her impish face looking down, staring at her phone and selecting some music. Neither looking left nor right. So economical in her movements. Pouting. Her eyes covered in those large dark glasses.
She was small, stood to my chin when we faced one another. Her breasts were exquisite, a guilt rising in me as I daydreamed of her breasts, the perfect size and shape in that tight fitting dress, tear drops clinging to her front. I could make out the pattern of lace in the fabric of her top, a lace bra. Did her panties match? Oh, this was too much. I felt this wonderful stirring as the bus accelerated onto the highway and we settled in for the journey. I was feeling unusually aroused today, I felt hot, lurid as this object of my fantasy was sitting next to me. My daughter. Recklessly, I let my leg slide toward her and brush along the length of her thigh, touching her knee with mine. I held my leg like that, and looked out the window as I did so.
When!
I felt an unmistakable pressure back. Cala's leg pressing to mine, unmistakable. And it was not a bump, I could read that. She was not trying to bump me away, signalling me to move, back off. It was, rather, a light and persistent pressure back, our legs pressed together. Our bodies touching, by choice. Her warmth penetrating my trousers, her smell capturing my imagination. We sat like that for perhaps five minutes or so. She moved only to tap tap tap on her phone. Her head tipped down, but her leg still pressing itself to mine, her big bag laid across her lap.
I could have been imagining all this, it all could have been a dream, but she seemed somehow restless too. The vibration of the bus was shaking us and our legs at times clung together, and I wondered if it had anything to do with the vibrations from the bus causing our thighs to brush up and down and back and forth. The bus slowing now, stuck in slow traffic gridlock, and as I glanced at her she gave no notice. A deep breath filling her lungs, I looked to the window again and reached down my hand; lay it at the top of her thigh. Just to have some human contact I told myself.
My heart fell from my chest, rolled to the center aisle. My breath left me and my throat went dry to the point I feared falling into an uncontrolled coughing fit. I did not know where to look. This was absurd. It was an innocent touch, holding her leg, but inside the turmoil of what I felt. Her leg pressing to mine, and my hand wrapped lightly around her thigh right along the hem of her cute little yellow dress. The throb from the bus engine accelerating and decelerating, her leg so warm and soft, and me watching that window, looking at nothing, fearing to look at her. Ready to apologize, or do whatever I needed to do to get out of this outrageous behavior I had just engaged in. But my little girl did nothing at all.
The bus was slowing now, exiting and entering the city. The idling engine vibrating my hand, her pressure on my leg continued unabated. It all giving me a horny buzz. In all of it, she did not move, she did nothing. In my mind she had become my avatar, a stranger, a beautiful siren. She was frozen, looking off to the right (I lied, I peeked), a slight turn of her head. Her chin lifted somewhat higher as she listened to the music, as if balancing a pencil on her chin.
Did she realize how turned on I was? That she was arousing her father? I had carried it all this far. Why not? And I squeezed, moving my fingers lightly and then squeezing her softly again. There was no mistaking my contact now, my touch at her thigh. My idle hand had sent a smoke signal out to the 'mystery' girl in glasses, my Morse Code. Cala. Cala. You are so beautiful. My hand trembled, and my fingers felt numb. I relaxed my leg and pulled it away from her, leaving my hand where it was. She could stop me now. The heat between our thighs cooled, but the heat in my hand rose. I could see her breathing, and she still did nothing, no movement, her leg relaxing as mine had since we were pressed together. It was as if a spring had been unwound. I began curling my fingers further between her legs, stroking her thigh, stroking lightly over her tights, small movements. My hand easily wrapped around her leg. This taboo-breaking contact established, what now? What is the code of conduct for groping your daughter? At this point I was doing it because I had done it, how do I stop such an outrageous thing? How innocent? How depraved?
I began to curl my fingers, holding to her, draw my nails along her flesh, could feel the fabric of her tights press along ahead of my fingers, so thin. It was as if I were touching her bare skin. The etiquette is this, my friend: Slow. Gentle. Stop and go, a move and wait, move and wait, a touch which allows for my little girl to signal, whether to proceed, to end it, or to wait for the police. My rationalization was that I was placing it onto her. She, the governor of me. An absence of response, a face turned away, isa green light - so I told myself. It has been established since the game of red light green light was played in back yards forever. Curling my fingers over her smooth tights, feeling the hem of her skirt and listening to her breath, I squeezed again and she brought her chin lower, turned her head from the aisle in a distinct shift my direction. She had reacted to my presence for, perhaps, the first time. Her mouth was a straight line, slightly pursed, assessing. Her motionlessness perhaps the most erotic thing that had ever happened in my life. The imperceptible permission. I felt the hot ache of desire spread through my chest, and could feel my penis stiffen. It was too good to be true. I glanced once more in her direction, much more obvious than I had. Her dark glasses hiding those eyes, but her head inclined down before that imperceptible impish smile/frown of her small mouth turned into a teasing and imperceptible grin. A sort of mocking, I cannot believe you are doing this, but what the hell I'll play.
I let my hand drift down further between her legs, which were never pressed together. The front of my hand drawing back and forth along the inner thigh of her left leg as the back of my hand bushed along the inner thigh of her right leg. Stroking both sides of her inner thighs in deliciously growing, lengthening strokes. The big bag hiding it all. She waggled her hips a little, nothing more. Total permission granted, my strokes extending from her knees to the hem of her skirt, which you must understand was high up my little girls thighs. The heat rising as my hand touched the hem, cooling as my hands ran back down to her knees. Feeling the heat of her sex had me turned on like nothing I could imagine. Even just thinking about my little girls sex. Her lips turning positively wicked as my fingers stroked and teased at the hem of her little yellow skirt. Giving me a kind of pout, pressing out her lower lip. As if to say, I dare you.
But we were both surprised when the bus pulled into her schools stop. We had lost all sense of place or time or day or year, the bus pulled to its designated corner, my daughters magnet school, being several stops before mine. She took my hand off her thigh, setting it back onto my lap. A sort of stern tut tut registering on her lips.
Rising, she simply said, "See you tonight, daddy."
And did not turn as she tucked her phone into her bag and walked off.
I had not realized what an emotional wreck I had become until she had gone.




I could not catch my breath, my cock was frozen into a painful pole that I struggled to keep hidden, as I made my way to the office. My cheeks flushed red and I felt dizzy, afraid, embarrassed.
What the hell had I done?
**********************
THE WHEEL TURNS
The entire day I was in fear of the evening, of Cala coming home and what I could possibly say. What would she tell Lisa? My fantasies had taken me over a cliff, I was racing with the bulls down Spanish streets, going wild. Too wild. Found myself watching for her during lunch, my heart beating with a skip which reverberated in the unusually warm weather. It was all so surreal. My hands could not stop trembling, and I looked at my hands which had so softly slid up and down the thighs of my little girl.
And I had no idea what to say to her.
But the issue never arose. She came home in the same outfit, the same large bag, but not wearing the sunglasses. It was as if she became someone else entirely. It had not even been her. Never really happening at all.
I had already had two gin and tonics to muster the courage to ask, "Did you have a good day?" And it was all I could muster. She recounted her teachers, her excitement at a program they were planning for later in May. Some things happening with her friend Stephanie. She was excited about the new school. It was as if the morning had not happened at all.
I allowed myself to paper over the indiscretion, except....except that it HAD happened and I was still an emotional wreck, whose need for sexual release had never been higher. I also allowed it to happen AGAIN the following day, and the day after. Each morning leaving the house, Cala walking by my side in her little outfits and her big bag, making small talk as we walked and waited for the bus. My heart pounding by her side. Cala in those glasses, slipping in the ear buds of her smartphone, boarding the bus and sliding in next to me.
She could sit elsewhere, leave those glasses in her bag. Ride with her friends. Anything.
Instead, I perceived each day as a new tacit permission.
*******************
WHAT CALA FELT
Cala lay in bed feeling melancholy.
The entire week had put her into such a state of confused arousal. She lay in bed wearing nothing but a T shirt, letting her fingers drift down, tucking them between her legs and opening up her nicely trimmed little kitty. This had been her morning routine every morning each day this week. Hmmmmm. It all felt so good. So unexpected, so wrong, so stupid.
Her life had been turned upside down along with everyone else. She was attending a new school she loved (though as a first year senior), but it had all happened in the midst of her parents divorce. It's really the worst thing emotionally. She had made friends, but given all the drama in her life was unable, or uninterested in relationships with any of the boys. It had left her extremely frustrated, lonely, self pitying; and, in light of the last week - vulnerable.
She petted her dark kitty, spreading her legs wide, lifting a knee and stroking more firmly. Stroking her pink wet center. So...she felt melancholy.
That was it. But why?
Maybe because the 'boy' giving her pleasure right now, that was feeding into her desires for more, was impossible. Worse, it could not be acted on. It could get out of control. Seriously out of control. Maybe it exposed how needy she was, how hard to process her feelings. How bad she felt for her dad, the pain she knew he felt. Was that why she let it happen? Only partly. How horrible this past year had been, and through it all how he'd been there for her.
She was, even now, touching herself while imagining his hand there.
What to do with these obsessions?
--
Feeling the desire rising, thinking, 'I let him.'
Every day this week, I let him touch me. Hmmmm. I could not have stopped if I tried. Why? Who does this?
I liked it, my body, to be desired, to feel sexy. I've been so lonely. Too much going on inside. It's just wild.
But frustrating.
Where could this go anyway? Nowhere. Ugh, imagining his hands feels so fucking good. When did he start having these sexy thoughts about me?
Would I let him?
---
Cala was now squeezing her nipples with one hand, and drawing a lazy circle over her clit with the other. These morning (and evening) sessions did not help, she'd been cumming over and over, but it did feel good. Gave her release. Something she needed, they both needed this, it seemed. Her body was always aroused. Hungry for touch.
She wished she could meet someone 'like him' somewhere, that she did not know him. An older man, a stranger. Obviously, to be not related. A stranger, he felt like a stranger on the bus, that was part of it. The problem, why she let it happen. But this did have to stop, and it made her sad. She knew he was messed up, had not adjusted to everything that was happening. She was angry at her mother for creating all these unmet needs. Sad. We are sad, and needy.
A broken family. Were they trying to put some of the pieces back together?
But none of this helps today, now, this morning. Should I let him do it again? Knowing she would.
It made her ache just thinking about it, and she could feel her arousal rise, as she undulated on the bed rubbing herself harder. He was so close right now, right in the other room. She could go in there. But she couldn't. Only on the bus, he was so normal otherwise. How can he be so compartmental?
She began to wonder if she could tease him, arouse him at other times. Could she? In the evening, just like her thoughts of walking into the bedroom. But it terrified her. Go in there, only her nightshirt, nothing else. Crawl under the covers with him. His smell and the warmth of his body.
Cala's fantasies began to flutter through her, pictures of what might happen. His hands on her breasts, a lingering kiss. Looking at her, walking in and lifting her top, letting him see. Lying in bed with him, one image after another, as she touched herself.
---
I don't want to have sex with him.
Do I?
It isn't about sex. We need each other, we need something beyond ordinary. To be Close. To feel the other. Love. Love is sometimes physical, at least a little.
We've gone through the same things, the same losses, the same fear. Our touches are like dressings on these wounds we both have. A little more than a hug, a hug would be alright?
Does this make us lovers?
And these images passing, his hands tingling between my legs.
Oh god, so good.
Was this possible?
-----
The images began again, Cala could give encouragement. Hints around the house, innuendo. Flirty smiles, be a naughty girl. What he was doing to her in reverse. Her fingers flew over her pussy, sliding quickly in a sideways motion. Ugh. Ugh. Uh. Catching her clit. Her hips trembling, her body on fire.
Sighs filling her lungs, as tears filled her eyes. She was opening her legs wider. Picturing her small hands, holding her skirt above her waist, looking at the ceiling, letting him see between her legs. "You can touch me daddy, do anything you want," she cooed to no one. His hand between her legs. "Oh, yes, touch me. Touch me." Her body shivering, trembling,
His cock in her mouth. Oh god! Sucking him. His hands pulling her hair. "Fuck, me."
Oh god, as a delicious orgasm waved through her body. Her body writhing and trembling on her bed. She lay with the sheet down below her hips, her nightshirt up above her breasts, laying there and running her hands over her body. Powdery smooth. Imagining what she really wanted.
What she really wanted?
To lay in bed with him. To just hold him for a whole night, nothing else. It does not have to be sexual. To feel his arms, to feel safe, sexy. Unable to see, just the darkness. Skin to skin, to be naked with him.
Just the night, one night. To reach and feel him, aroused, hard. His cock.
Oh my. She squeezed her tits.
----
Arousal rising all over again.
To touch our bodies together. It is innocent. It's nothing, I am a woman, growing hair between my legs, sensitive breasts. My smell. I get wet, nothing to fear,
I could let him inside me. MMmmmm.
Open my legs, let him see me. Ahhhhh. The tip of his cock in my womb. My tits pressed to his chest. Oh, Christ.
That ache.
Why do I feel like this?
-----------------------
She sighed and sat up. Nothing resolved, kicking the sheet away and pulling the little nightshirt over her head, stepping naked into her bathroom, and then showered and dressed,
She always wore tights for dance, it was the first class in the morning. She loved the feel, skin tight, the way she could move. It's what she loved about dance, her body felt so free when it could move so lightly. That was it. The lightness of her body, and she loved the feel of the cool morning air on her skin. It often felt like wearing nothing at all. This morning she opened her panty drawer, staring at the colors, and didn't take out a pair. She left them. Instead, she pulled on a pair of white tights, without any panties; looked at herself in the mirror with her skirt tugged up over her hips. Turning, she could see the crack of her ass through the tights. Mmmmm. Getting wet all over again. From the front her cute little dark bush utterly visible. And no bra either! Her breasts held in the fabric of her dress, no bra.
Naughty.
Sexy. Feeling extra sexy, extra hungry.
So what? He's going to try again today.
Her daddy was waiting now, they were leaving. Her little tights, no panties, the cotton dress, no bra. Fuck she felt positively wicked.
She could feel her heart fluttering as they left, eying him. Could feel herself melt inside, feel the wetness of her pussy. She put on her sunglasses, she felt brave in them.
Go ahead.
Touch me.
*******************************
SURPRISE
She walked out the front of the house in those glasses, those fucking glasses. A spring in her step, not looking at me. Her large bag, and already the ear buds in, listening to music. She settled in next to me, and sat close, very close. Twirling her hair in her finger. Her leg sliding along mine.
Permission?
Hell, eagerness.
My hand finding her thigh, the whole indiscretion feeling almost ordinary.
Reaching, rubbing between her legs, running along her thighs, feeling her relax into my touch. The feeling was electric between us. If felt as if she had been waiting. I was moving over her, soft caresses, and running my hands higher, up along her hips.
One line in the sand I had maintained was to touch her in a manner which could not be considered 'sexual.' I avoided touching too near her crotch, or too low over her abdomen, or too near her breasts. Any overtly sexual touching. I came close, too close, but I maintained this rationalization of propriety by only touching her legs, side, hips, tummy. Oddly, I had been using her panties as a guide, the panty line across her middle. The line not passed as I rubbed her body. They became my line in the sand.
But today, as I stroked my hand up along her hip and over her tummy, it was not there! My Cala was not wearing panties? Suddenly, so suddenly, my heart burst at the realization. This being an especially powerful erotic fetish of mine. She continued to tug her bag over her lap, covering my indiscretions, and ignoring me as I ran my hand over her, once, twice, three times across her hip and over her tummy. Double and triple checking. It was then I detected a light smile turn the corners of her mouth. She, knowing I had discovered my bad little girls secret. It was too much!! Today she had on those high boots, a little black dress, impossibly thin tights and no panties!
Fuck!
The encounter passed into another realm, as my hunger went where it had not before. My cock stiffened immediately, and I felt myself go warm.
I reveled in running my hand over her tummy and drifting lower, lower than I ever had, in the absence of that line where her panties should be. Across her hips, over her abdomen, and then above her waist. I had never touched her above the waist either. I ran my hand up her side under her arms. My mind perhaps checking, if no panties then...No bra either! What could this possibly mean? Cala sat nearly perfectly still, and turned her back a little to me as my hand rose up her side, covering my hand with her arm. It was all the invitation I needed, as I let my fingers brush over the thin material of her top, grazing the soft flesh of her breasts. Fuck! No bra. She dropping her chin at my touch and scooting still closer. As I squeezed I detected a light sigh from her, the first audible indication of what I had been doing. Her chin low, not facing me.
She was so close to me now that I could feel her body heat against me, and her warmth. I ran my hand over her tummy and held her there, feeling her breath, letting my fingers dip lightly between her hips, low into that delicious V between her hips. My hand rubbing lower still, feeling the mound of her little puss and the soft fur of her pussy hair beneath the fabric of her dress. At my touch along the ridge of her little puss, her hand landed over mine, and held me there firm. The first time she moved to stop me, not to remove my hand, but to hold me where it was, right over the top of her little pussy. The tips of my fingers able to feel the ridge of her pussy mound pressed into the V of her abdomen. I did not move at all.
So many firsts!
She ran her little fingers over the back of my hand, holding me, squeezing me, touching me. Her soft hand caressing the back of my hand skin to skin, pressing me to her body.
And that was how we rode the rest of the way that day.
**********************
BETRAYAL
The week was over, and Cala and Mark were leaving for their mother's.
They left on Friday nights and were gone until the following Friday. This week would be excruciating. Cala, rising from her seat on Friday turned and waved a little wave, "Bye daddy, see you next week," as I was extricating my hands from her.
Now the interesting thing about my mind wandering into all these fantasies, obsessions, and taboo behaviors, is that the beneficiary of these escapades had became my ex wife.
On this day, my libido had literally exploded, and I needed a fuck. The week had me in a state I had never felt in my life. I needed my cock inside a sweet little, brunette pussy. I managed to resist on Friday evening, what with their being with their mother the first evening they would all be doing something together. But on Saturday, I could no longer resist. So I called. Which, in itself, is unusual.
That afternoon I had signaled my intent with an unusually intimate phone call to my ex wife. I asked "Can I come over?" My intent unmistakable, my voice a deep rumble of arousal.
"What, here at the house?"
"If that's alright."
She did not answer, except to say with a slight purr in her voice. "But the kids are here this week."
"Are they there now?" Knowing they were not, they were seldom in on Saturdays until late in the evening, and I had made sure to call early.
"Well, no." A pause at her end of the line. The wheels turning.
"I need you little girl." I practically groaned.
The pause at the end of the line, and then her voice whispering, "It has to be right now!"
--
I have keys to the house, but today I knocked. It's the polite thing to do when you have come to the house to fuck your ex wife. She answered, and my kiss removed all doubt of my intentions, my hand wandering over her ass and tits.
"What has gotten into you? You are playful tonight!" My little Lisa cooed. She had no idea. She pulled me inside, "We haven't got a lot of time."
By the time I had her under the covers, Lisa had turned out the light with the sun sending slanting rays into the room. We rolled in together and met at the middle, our naked bodies making tentative contact.
"Mmmmm, sweet little girl," I said holding her to me feeling our bodies sliding together, "What I want is to fuck you right now." I leaned up on my elbows in the bed and began turning her away, her bottom bending toward me as I pulled the covers back. I wanted to see that ass, and a little dirty cunt.
She laughed, "So bad!" she squealed as I pushed her face into the pillow.
"Lets just say spring is in my blood today, that's the kind of day...oh, god!" I beheld her as she lifted her ass up before me, parting her legs and exposing that little clam shell between legs. Her sweet little cunt opening into a pink shining line as she pushed her knees into the mattress, that unmistakable brunette bush. Her hole quivering and gaping. The top of her thighs opening to her pussy. Fuck, I wanted her. Cala, fuck. Fuck yes. My fantasies arising, I was imagining Cala on the bus, coming home, coming home with me, opening her legs....
She was looking back at me, enjoying the look of lust in my eyes, her hair already wild. She cooed out, "OK, well, Fuck Me."
In that moment, in that light, my fantasies came to life. My mystery woman in the dark glasses, my little girl. I had torn her tights down, her words were so hungry, this feline before me, crouching down on her elbows like a cat. As she said 'fuck' her ass found my cock, and I could feel my hardness slip right in between her thighs, her slick pussy opening and I let my cock settle between her lips, pulling back hard and finding her, a nice push - aaahhhhh - feeling her open around my cock. Squeezing inside! Opening, nice and tight around me. Oh, fuck, God, those thighs I had been dreaming of all day. My illicit fantasies coming to life. She was already so wet, slick and slippery. Her sex hungry for a fuck, so open, wet, and I imaged the feeling of my Cala's pussy as I stroked her thighs, tugging her hips against me sinking so deep, the feeling of wetness enveloping my cock, squeezing me as I touched her.
"Mmmm. Babe! Wow. You're a hungry girl too." I growled. Imagining my daughter, touching her, violating her. Holding myself against her hips, my memory of running my hands over her thighs, rubbing between her legs. Picturing my Cala on the bus. What would she let me do? Would she let me do it again?
Lisa was whimpering with each thrust, "It's ugh, been ahh, awhile. Mmmmmm."
I gripped her hair and pulled her head back, loved her long dark hair, holding her as I rode her. "You bad little girl, you get punished for being so bad. Letting your daddy in the house like this."
Lisa was taking it, pushing back against me and moaning. "I'm sorry for being so bad, what you going to do?"
I was drawing my length out and squeezing it in, "Fuck you...Fuck you. Bad girls get fucked." Each moan, a deep guttural drive as I plunged inside. She was pressed into the bed and I followed her down, Oh ... god. So tight. She squeezed her legs together, my thrusts pressing into her, as I thrust harder she opened her legs wide. Letting me slide deep inside. Oh so fucking good. I nuzzled my face into her hair and began chewing her neck, breathing in her ear. I knew how she loved that, this sexy little girl.
So good, it felt so good and as she began to press back against me again, I rolled off and fell onto my back. My cock still hard and hungry, shiny with her juices, she turned herself and got up onto her knees, straddling me, her favorite position. I loved looking at her full breasts, her wide hips. Her bush matted with juices. We knew our bodies and play well, our dance. I, realizing how much like Lisa my Cala would look, imagining her naked body above me, the cascade of hair around her shoulders. Lithe and languid, hungry little hips. Imagining her legs spread wide. It would be so much the same. She leaned down over me on all fours, and lay herself down slowly letting her breasts lay on my chest and holding her ass up, put her mouth to my ear. "Mmmm, I found a little cock here." As the hairs of her pussy brushed over my hard cock. "Mind if I sit down? Just for a little minute? Your little girl wants to sit on her daddy's lap." The words stirring me like she could not imagine.



"Ahhh, No, go ahead. This seat is wide open."
"Mmmm, OK." She raised herself up and let my cock pop up between her legs, and then grinding her cunt around, "Mmmm, Woops! I think I, ghhhohghhhh," she squeezed herself over my cock head, her cunt opening around me, squeezing herself down and then rising up again, "There's something slipping inside my, uh, pussy. It's so big!"
I could see my cock sliding up inside her as she rose up, riding me.
"Oh, Don't mind me, mmmm. Sit down."
"I think it's, oh, what a big cock!" She held her lower lip between her teeth as she slid down on me again, the same as Cala.
"Just let me cum in you, that's all. Our secret."
"I don't usually just come in and sit on my daddy's lap like this," she cooed in a little girl voice, leaning herself down across me, rocking her hips, rising and falling on my shaft. "...And let him fuck me." She began to rise and fall, riding me, holding to my chest.
Lisa was getting hotter, riding me harder. Her voice coming in gasps. Driving her clit into the hilt of my cock, her mouth held open and her hair falling around my face. "You feel so good. Am I your good little girl?" She had no idea what she was doing to me, and I rolled her over onto her back in one motion. It surprised her, her eyes went wide as she looked at me. I felt powerful, and hungry. God I had to fuck!
I started to slide in and out of her, holding her hips, spreading those thighs. I was fucking her so hard, pulling her legs into the air. Driving my cock into her, sliding along her clit. Could feel her gripping me with her cunt. She had her head thrown back, and then pressing her hands against my chest pushing at me as I pumped into her, clawing my skin, lifting her legs in the air. Her eyes were closed, and she was panting, "Ah, Ah, Ah." I reached down and held her thighs, her bare thighs in my hand and stroked her legs as I fucked her.
I leaned down and breathed in her ear, "You're my good little girl. Hmmmm. You like being my good little girl? Letting me fuck you any time I want?"
"Yes, oh yes, fuck me. You like my pussy? My cunt?"
"Oh yeah, your hungry cunt." Pulling her legs open wide. What was going on? I had to touch her pussy, I had to put my hands inside of her. I was panting, "You are mine. All mine." Reaching around her thighs and digging my hands between her legs, feeling the hairs of her cunt, running my finger over her ass, feeling my cock slipping inside. Her fat pussy lips open around my cock.
"Yes...I can do anything I want to you."
"Mmmm, Yes."
"Take you out without panties, just this pussy in a short little dress. MY pussy. I can fuck it any time I want."
"Oh yes, I'm your good little girl."
"Put my hands in your clothes, squeeze your tits." And I squeezed.
"Ahhhhh." I pulled her tight against me so her clit was rocking over the veins of my cock, sliding along my shaft, riding her hard, a slick sheen of sweat as our bodies slid together. Her hair was sticking to her cheeks. The bed rocked and our moans and cries filled the room. Her cries of "I'm your little cunt, Fuck my cunt" filled the house. "Make me cum, fill me," moaned out from her wet lips. She began to pant in wild short breaths. "Oh, yeah, make me. . . make me Cum. Fuck me. Oh, god, yessssss!"
I was fucking, she was mine, could feel myself coming, ribbons of cum. Exploding into her. Wave after wave as Lisa's body shook beneath me, we cried out and fell into the mattress. I held myself inside, her body relaxing beneath me. I kissed her softly, and her liquid eyes gazing up at me. Our senses slowly returning.
Silence. Our bodies entwined. Her eyes began focusing, she said quietly, "You ARE a bad boy tonight. God, that was crazy."
I cradled her head in my hand, wiped the hair out of her eyes stroked her chin and kissed her deeply. We kept kissing, then rolled onto our sides.
She whispering, "Wow! Shit. Jesus. What has gotten into you?" She sat up, moved to the edge of the bed and stood beside the bed bending to pick up her clothes. Her thighs shiny with her juices and my cum. She cupped her pussy with her hand, as a nice little cream pie was leaking down her thigh.
"I'm going to be sore."
I smiled, with the vague -satisfied- notion that Cala and I would ride the bus again.
*********************************
BETRAYAL WITNESSED
Cala was riding her bike home from a friends, taking her time and enjoying the warm sun on her skin - thinking about the touches her father had rained on her all week long. She had almost told Stephanie, her best friend, about what had happened with her dad on the bus. But thought better of it. Instead she had given obscure hints, describing it in a way that made her dad some 'unnamed boy' she had seen who had touched her.
Stephanie squealed in delight, reacting in a much stronger way than Cala anticipated, and so the next half hour was spent tamping out the flames of curiosity in her friend; putting it all off as no big deal. And not knowing the boys name, etc. etc. But the discussion brought it all back into her mind again, the feeling of his hands on her, the wetness filling her middle, the tickle in her belly. The warmth, and rush of adrenaline. She felt herself getting aroused all over again, as she told Steph she had to get home.
But she did not, and took the long way.
When she got to the house, Cala decided to ditch the bike in the backyard rather than going in the house, opening the garage door, and bringing the bike in that way. So after laying her bike at the back, she came in through the basement.
When she got upstairs, Cala immediately noticed that not only was her mom home but someone else was there. There was talking coming from the second floor, talking like she had never heard from her mother. Sing song, lilting. She crept along the hallway, put her hand on her mothers door.
!!
"Oh my god!" she breathed under her breath. The sound of a man in moms room. She knew immediately, mom is in there having sex! When, it hit her in the next second.
Fuck! Blood rushed to her eyes. It was dad! The fucker.
The adrenaline she had been feeling, the warmth in her belly turned to a ball of anger in an instant. All astonishment, she turned to go to her room. Thoughts were mixed with a flood of emotion.
------
Just the other day he had been touching me!
What a fuck!
And I stood in front of my dresser and stared in the mirror, my brunette hair and young skin, standing there in a blue and white striped top, cheap and comfortable, and a pair of short jean shorts. It was the weekend and I didn't have to wear anything fancy, no dancing. I pressed my hands into my breasts, realizing what having this body was going to be like.
How am I feeling? What am I feeling? Had I really entertained anything more with daddy?
He was definitely seeing me as a sexual being, what was that about? I did over-tease on Friday. And for a moment felt sorry for him. Maybe it was mom who called him? And he was all worked up. Did I indulge him too much? Was that so bad? It did feel nice, to be touched, caressed. But the anger lingered.
I like older men, no one really knows that - not even Steph. I have no interest in any of the boys at school. And things were still normal between us, it was just when we were on that bus, all last week.
Fuck, it was fun, you know. But now,
Fucker
This is messed up. But it's mom that is messing him up, and now he's in there fucking her!
Fuck.
------------------------
She looked back at her door and could hear them again.
Cala poked her head out and stared down the hall. They were loud, did they realize? Obviously didn't expect anyone home, or thought they could hear if someone came in. She was only home because the topic of conversation had drifted to her dad. Worried of what she might say, and realized she had already said too much. So sneaking quietly down the hall, cheeks flushed, she made her way toward the door, keeping far enough away to dive back into her room if she had to.
Their voices were muffled, but standing with her head tilted to the hall wall she could make out her fathers voice, "Mmmmm, sweet little girl, what I want is to fuck you right now." His voice was so deep.
But it was mom's voice that surprised. It did not sound like anything she had ever heard before, "So bad!" she squealed, and Cala could hear the bed. Had he just thrown her onto it? How long had they been in there?
"Lets just say spring is in my blood today, that's the kind of day..." A pause, and, "Oh, god!"
My mom again, "OK, well, Fuck Me." God, just then her voice sounded like mine. Young, giggling, lilting.
It was quiet for a while. A deep groan, and the sound of the mattress again.
"Mmmm. Babe! Wow. You're a hungry girl too." Daddy's voice was so low. She crept closer and leaned her head against the door. Unmistakable. They were fucking! Oh my god. Cala's hand found its way down to the crotch of her jeans, sort of holding herself there, thinking of sex. She could feel herself getting wet, aroused, but feeling jealousy at the same time.
This was crazy.
Mom whined, "It's been awhile."
How many times have they done this??
"You bad little girl, you get punished for being so bad. Letting your daddy in the house like this."
Oh my god, Cala's cheeks flushed. He called her his little girl. Did they do that??
"I'm sorry for being so bad, what you going to do?" her mom cooed.
The bed began rocking back and forth.
"Fuck you...Fuck you. Bad girls get fucked."
Cala was being caught up in the feeling, swirling around. Her emotions lost. It was so hot, it made her dizzy, she squeezed her legs, feeling the juices in her puss. Pressing her head close to the door, their voices were muffled again. The ache between her legs.
--
'Was he thinking about me??'
And mom groaning, so liquid, her voice sounds just like mine. "Mmmm, I found a little cock here. Mind if I sit down? Just for a little minute? Your little girl wants to sit on her daddy's lap." And this flood of emotion, the feeling of a cock sliding in between my moms legs. I squeezed my thighs, imagining his hard cock.
"Ahhh, No, go ahead. This seat is wide open."
"Mmmm, OK."
I could picture it, mom is sitting on him. Her legs apart, riding him. I was so fucking aroused. I wanted to see, but the door was closed. I was moving as close as I could, lay my hand on the door.
"Mmmm, Woops! I think I, ghhhohghhhh, There's something slipping inside my, uh, pussy. It's so big!"
Christ, I thought I was going to cum. I was squeezing my thighs. Imagining being fucked.
"Oh, Don't mind me, mmmm. Sit down."
"I think it's, oh ... big cock!" The groan of her voice.
He was sliding into her. Fuck. Fuck me.
"Just let me cum in you, that's all. Our secret."
"I don't usually just come in and sit on my daddy's lap like this, and let him fuck me. You feel so good. Am I your good little girl?"
I was hot, aroused and angry at the same time. Thinking about them, I could hear the bed again, feel the rhythm of their movements.
"Ah, Ah, Ah." Mom was crying out.
Daddy, in a deep voice, "You're my good little girl, you can ride with me any time you want. Hmmmm. You like being my good little girl? Letting me fuck you any time I want?"
I felt like he was talking to me, like he wanted me. Letting him fuck me any time he wanted. His toy. I felt hot. But what the hell was he doing with mom? How long has this been going on? The whole fucking time?
"Yes, oh yes, fuck me. You like my pussy? My cunt?"
"Oh yeah, your hungry cunt."
Listen to them, I could not believe it. So dirty, so fucking dirty. Squeezing my thighs I slipped my hand into my underwear. God I was soaking wet.
"You are mine. All mine. Yes...I can do anything I want to you."
I had let him do anything he wanted to me all week, and now he was doing it to her. I pressed my finger into my slit, felt my juices, rubbed my clit and shoved my fingers in my hole. Immediately, felt an orgasm wave over me. I could barely stand as I bucked into my hand. God I was so hot, stifling a moan I came in silence, and continued holding my fingers in my pants. Feeling the soft wetness of my sex.
"Mmmm, Yes." My mom was so loud now.
Daddy continued, "Take you out without panties, just this pussy in a short little dress. MY pussy. I can fuck it any time I want."
I didn't wear any panties on Friday. Jealousy rising, realizing how aroused he'd been.
"Oh yes, I'm your good little girl."
"Put my hands in your clothes, squeeze your tits."
I was coming off my orgasm, and jealousy flooding my eyes. I'm done with him I thought, pulling my fingers out of my pants. All shiny and slick. God I had gotten so aroused, the bed was pounding. My whole body aching as I continued to listen.
"Ahhhhh." she was crying out, I could hear in her voice the rhythmic fuck, literally feel his cock sliding in and out of her. Mom was such a slut, "I'm your little cunt, Fuck my cunt. Make me cum, fill me. Oh, yeah, make me. . . make me Cum. Fuck me. Oh, god, yessssss!"
God it WAS so fucking hot. I was getting aroused all over again again.
And
Silence.
After what seemed like a minute, my mom in a little sing song voice, "You ARE a bad boy tonight. God, that was crazy."
Had she gotten up from the bed? I backed away from the door, and went back downstairs and slipped out of the house. They can NOT know I was here.
I thought I knew my parents. Had no idea they were still having sex. I trusted my daddy. I loved him in so many ways. I sort of felt like what we were doing was OK, that it was all harmless, that he had no outlets and I felt bad for him. But to get all worked up and run to mom, worked up about me, and take it all out on her.
That is fucked!
I felt jealous, like...like, I wanted to be fucked like that. Not by him, but by somebody. There was nobody for me.
Nobody I cared about. I stood by the side of the house and waited, looking out until I saw him leave and then slipped back in through the basement. I stayed down there, did not want to see my mom. She was probably still laying naked in her room. God, what a slut. But it's not me getting any. This was all crazy. I stood at the back and watched dad leave the house. He hadn't even parked in the driveway. When he was gone, I went back in through the basement and into the laundry room. I was all horny again, fuck. I took off my clothes, my top and my jeans, stood there in just panties, and then stepped out of everything. Stood there gazing at my naked body, wondering what daddy would think if he'd ever had the chance to see this. Mom and I looked a lot alike, I always knew that. But I was so much younger, hotter. She had wider hips than me, I had a tiny waist and smaller breasts. But from behind we looked the same, I turned and looked into he mirror. My mane of black hair falling between my shoulders.
Fuck, he got all worked up with me and took it out on her. Fuck that shit. This is fucked. Would he think I was sexy? He already did, I was sure. I felt this desperate need to be wanted by him, to be thought of as sexy. But decided, not to be used this way. No more, AND I did NOT want him with mom!
I lightly ran my hands over my body, squeezed my tits and looked in the mirror, wondering what it would feel like if he did all that to me? Without thinking I threw my clothes together with a pile of clothes on the floor, into the washer and turned it on and went back into my reverie. I lay my hand over my bush, positioning my hand to cover all the hair growing there. Looking at myself. I wonder if I shaved? Thinking of how he had actually felt my little bush, and my cheeks flushed.
When.
I sensed it, that feeling that you're not alone when just a second before you were. I emptied the dryer, took a pair of panties and pulled them on, now standing there topless in my panties.
And then I noticed, mom standing near the basement stairs. How long had she been there? I hadn't said anything. She was standing back by the door, dressed. But her hair was a mess.
I turned, and we locked our eyes together and I suddenly had the need to appear normal. Normal. Fuck! I'm fucking topless wearing nothing but panties. I can do this. I had already cum once, what did I look like? We BOTH looked like we'd just been fucked.
Seeming surprised I saw her, she spoke first, "I heard the washer. How long have you been here?"
"I just got here." I lied.
"You didn't go upstairs?" It was a statement, but it sort of sounded like a question.
"No. I, uh, was all sweaty from biking and took my clothes straight to the washer. I didn't think anyone was in the house."
Mom paused, and then said, "Well you shouldn't be running around the house naked, your brother could see you."
I wanted to say, "Or my daddy." But I bit my tongue. Mom standing there, all slutted out, my dads cum probably running down her legs lecturing me about being naked.
I just said, "Sorry."
I looked straight into her eyes as I said it, almost sending a secret signal that I knew everything. She looked away, and turned.
When she was gone, I fled upstairs into my room, closed the door. Winded, breathless. Everything that had just happened. I lay on my bed, running my hands over my body. I was still so aroused. Once, I thought I heard footsteps coming to my room, but they stopped and was gone. My heart was racing, my mind all muddled. Part of me wanted to haul off and smack him for being there, for arousing me, for making me want it. I felt aroused and embarrassed. The way I'd looked at myself, touched myself. Christ. Tears were coming to my eyes.
There was another emotion closely following my wave of shame. My body was shaking, my breath coming out in gasps. I was more aroused than I'd ever been, felt hot, feverish. I was all swollen and achy between my legs. Imagining him in my room, talking to me. I could remember every word, closing my eyes could make it seem he was talking to me. Remembering the words, he was.
What the hell was going on with me??!!
I pressed my hand into my panties and ran my fingers through my slit, spreading my legs wide. Fuck me. This was my dad I was thinking these things about. I knew I shouldn't be turned on. I should be disgusted. But I wasn't. I was dying inside from this torment.
I came three more times that night.
*********************************
IT ALL FALLS APART
The week passed slowly, but for the next several days I felt satiated. As I calmed down my thoughts drifted to putting this whole episode away, back in a box somewhere. Let it end. No more. But these feelings morphed into a, see what happens attitude. And as Friday came the anticipation rose in me. My Cala had not changed, so beautiful. Her dark hair and beautiful eyes. We had a lovely weekend. But I did detect a certain reserve, distance, a cautiousness. The electricity was still there, a lingering look. A pause before speaking, many thoughts but nothing said. I was nervous, but maintained normalcy. The possibility of losing the week we had was causing my resolve to ebb.
So that, by Monday, to say I was ready for bear as I boarded the bus is an understatement.
But Cala left the house WITHOUT her sunglasses, despite the day being sunny and wonderful. It somehow changed everything. For me, the signal was received. She eyed me as she got on the bus and as she slid in next to me. She engaged in her same tap tap tap of the phone, but remained seated toward the center aisle, away from me, and did not provide any point of contact between us. I felt silly and deflated, having ridden this fantasy and the hopes of this morning. A week of thinking and she had put an end to it. It is the right thing to do, after all.
I remember thinking how my little Cala accepted my advances, but upon reflection perhaps she has now decided her dad was a pervert. Or its just something we shouldn't do. Should I talk to her about what I had done? Apologize? Just let it all pass. I felt ashamed, still buzzing from the past two weeks. I felt suddenly exhausted. I felt as if I'd just gotten into an accident. This was the kind of emotional wreck I was, and then feeling guilty how I had fucked Lisa all the while dreaming of Cala.



Cala kept glancing my direction, her small mouth a straight line. We said nothing, seldom did we talk on the bus. This would not be the place.
To say I was not hopeful the next day, I was. But this pang of guilt now overtaking me. My desire and libido was yet off the charts. I had never felt like this, like a teenager. I wanted to ask her to remember her sunglasses, what it all may mean. But again, Cala left without her glasses, were they in the bag? Put them on.
But I would not ask such a thing. I could not breathe, felt depressed. My whole life felt like a waste, a stupid waste, spending my time chasing after my own daughter. It is embarrassing. Today she sat nearer me, not toward the aisle as yesterday, and she seemed more relaxed as well. The moment had passed, it was gone. I kept my hands to myself.
All day I wondered, worked through in my mind every conceivable facet of Cala's thoughts. But I said nothing, we had no contact at all that week, I left her alone. Feeling she wanted it that way. By Friday it would be another week with her mother, and I would not see her at all.
On Friday I left work early, thinking of catching the bus home, knowing what time Cala rode the bus home. She may think it was weird, but I wanted to see her. Should we talk about this? She would be leaving tonight, but as I went past the stop she was not there. Then I felt stupid and realized how things needed to be normal. My mind exhausted, so much emotional adrenaline. When my phone rang. It was Lisa, no doubt coordinating the transfer. They would be leaving either tonight or tomorrow and be with her for the following week.
I answered, "Hello."
I had been so distracted, it never occurred to me it was anything but a perfunctory scheduling call.
"Hi." Her voice sounded different, her hi was drawn out, but still with a playful edge.
"Yes." I turned myself toward the window speaking low. The bus was full and I had a little difficulty hearing, hunching over my phone and holding it tight to my ear.
"Say, I never got a chance to thank you for, uh, the other night." Pause. "Don't know what got into you."
"Yeah, well thank YOU."
"But, uh, well I wanted to add that I thought it might have been a little inappropriate." Fuck. "You being at the house and all. It's not a good idea. The kids could have seen us."
"Fine." I answered in an even, measured tone. Here was the Lisa I knew, who shit on everything.
"Oh, and, uh, I might of said some things that I didn't really mean."
To that I responded, "I think I might of known that." I wanted to say No Shit Sherlock.
"I just wanted to be certain." She was heading me off, afraid I might be calling her again. Shooting me down, it had crossed my mind.
I did say, "So, only boring sex from now on, got it." I was beginning to tremble with anger.
"Not what I meant...."
I cut her off, "You know what, I've had a horrible week. And now the one good thing that happened in it, you SHIT on..."
"Nickie, I..."
"So you're welcome for some great sex. It will never happen again."
"Nickie I don't want it to end this ..."
I cut her off, did not want to hear it, "SERIOUSLY! You call me...Look, I got to go, I'm on the bus. I can't talk." And I hung up the phone.
My heart beating harder than it had all day, my hands trembling. I shoved the phone into my coat pocket. Fuck her. Fuck her. This has been the story of my whole life. This was the Lisa I knew. Take every bit of spontaneity in my life and kill it. It's what she's been doing to me for the last twenty years. Killing everything, EVERYTHING, in my life I enjoy and feel good about. Crafting me into this stable, routine, reliable, shell of a man. Behind the anger, an unsettled guilt. I had used her to play my fantasy. I shouldn't have gotten so angry. But what the fuck!
I pressed my hand to my temples and squeezed. Fuck. FUCK.
What had my life become?
*********************
FORGIVENESS?
Now I was not quite such a mess as, up to this point, it may appear.
I recovered admirably over the weekend and had a quiet weekend and was determined to settle down the following week. Though with a tinge of depression. I was hit hard by midweek. But I had managed to take my mind off things and the following weekend had Cala and Mark again, and we engaged in several activities. I grilled and we had a generally nice time, and Cala seemed more herself. She was warmer, everything back to normal. By the following Monday, I too was back to normal, albeit anyone looking at me would know I was down. All the drama was behind me. Though I was thinking about trying to apologize to Lisa, do something with her. My arousal was off the charts. I needed to apologize and somehow reconcile to our 'relationship.'
Monday passed and Tuesday, Wednesday. I was adjusting, a thing of memory.
Except this morning, Thursday.
Cala came down the stairs dressed for school, leaving with me as always. Normal. But as we left the house she slipped on those dark sunglasses, and stepped out ahead of me looking back as we walked toward the stop. I felt my heart flutter.
Coincidence.
Now, there was a mist of rain, the smell of spring, enough chance of rain I brought my umbrella. No need for sunglasses, was there? I could not help it, as she slowed her walk, letting me catch up, her ear buds in, silent. She was transforming, becoming this mysterious woman again. Her small chin, the straight line of her mouth. Impish grin. My heart quivered, my breath catching in my throat. Remembering what I had done.
I boarded the bus and stared out the window, distracted. What was this about? I was not even going to try get my hopes up, it was too exhausting. I kept looking at her, noticing, again her body, her hair, her outfit. A tight pair of jeans and a loose jersey. A blue and white extra large jersey. As I glanced, not knowing if she noticed or not, my heart racing, feeling warm and trembling.
But I was determined, no, I was not going to do anything. It's chance, she doesn't even know what the glasses do to me.
No. No way. The fun was over. The whole experience had become too painful. One can experience too much arousal.
But my rising lust was betraying my reason. I felt as if the heat of her was radiating along my body, and her smell. Her wonderful perfume. I glanced her way and could see this shimmer, a mist of water droplets in her dark hair. The misty rain. The way the clouded daylight shined through the windows, it created this light shimmer, like small diamonds in her hair. An angel. And she still had the large bag and the phone, and those dark glasses. My heart was pounding and I could feel my cock stiffening. I glanced at her legs, and also realizing the 'tight' jeans were not jeans at all. They were tights the color of blue jeans, of course, form fitting to her body with that jersey fallen around her lap. The fabric was even slightly faded along the top of her thighs, and had seams imprinted on the sides. The jersey was large, and loose. Blue and white with a picture of an angel on the front, the school mascot.
Angels. How appropriate.
I felt like I could not breathe, as my resistance melted away.
Fuck, I wanted to touch her again. One time. Cala, would you let me? Same as before. This is something I need, human contact. But I just could not bring myself to. I looked out the window and felt it, her leg pressing along mine. God she was right there, pressing her leg to me. I pressed back in return and she held the pressure. Smoke. Fire. My heart beating in my chest.
I lay my hand at her thigh. I can't describe the feeling, like eating food after having nothing for days.
She was looking down at her phone, wearing her ear buds. No reaction. Same as before.
I began drawing small circles on her, began stroking along her thighs, more quickly than before, hungry. A wave of lust, relief, desire. I traced the printed seam up along her inner thigh, slipping my hand down between her legs, lightly stroking up the inside of her legs as I had now weeks before. Feeling her legs open for me. Stroking her, higher, higher up to the edge of the jersey. The fabric of the tights were just like nylons, with a jean pattern. It felt as if I were rubbing her skin. Just the movement of fabric beneath my fingers. I was more openly looking up and down her legs as I stroked her, the open space between her legs, the length of her thigh still pressing to mine. She, turning her chin to me, a small smile on her face. Almost as if welcoming me. A hello after long absence.
I'll play.
God, each smooth stroke of her leg, I could feel the warmth of her body, so intoxicating. How she let me do this. I continued to stroke my hands softly over her legs, same as the last time. Down to her knees and back up between her legs, no hem of a skirt. I could reach up high into her crotch and let my fingers drift higher still. I could feel the heat of her, her warmth. Higher. The humid heat of her body. I held my breath as I brushed my hand right at her crotch, scratching my nails on the fabric. And no panties. I could tell immediately. Fuck. She was crazy. She sucked in her breath at my touch. I could feel the swell, the perfect form of her two pussy lips, through the thin the fabric right between her legs, and the cushion of pussy hair. Her response was to open her legs still further and tug the bag over the top of my hand. Hidden, I slid my hand down, she was letting me palm her pussy. I curled my fingers and scratched there between her legs and held my hand there. Feeling her fire, and god she was hot and wet. Her juices staining the fabric, I could feel her. I simply wanted to hold her there, feel the heat of her. I could feel the cushion of her her pussy hairs in the fabric. Her little cunny separated by a bit of fabric. No panties again today. My heart pounding in my chest. She slid the tiniest bit down, causing her jersey to rise a bit and I could see my hand laying over her puss. Like a kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar, I raised my hand up, back under her jersey, hiding it from view and lay it now over her abdomen just below her navel.
She turned her head to me slightly, cocking her head, waggled her hips. No expression, but the impish smile was there. An, 'I can't believe you just did that look.'
I had just run my hand over her puss. And she had let me. She was probably thinking the same thing as me, what the hell am I doing? But the look she gave me felt more like, what now? I let go again, it was too much. I was about to explode, so I caressed her thighs some more, and she looked away again.
But once again rubbing higher, repeating my prior path. Scratching at her upper thigh, right at her crotch, and to the side back over her abdomen. Avoiding her puss this time, honestly, it was too much. I would have cum. And something else. I realized I had to touch her, skin to skin. I wanted to feel her flesh. Her head cocked toward me again as I left her tights, tucking my hand beneath the jersey and began to rub her bare tummy. Following along the edge of her tights, could feel the indent of her navel. Her powdery skin, no movement other than the rise and fall of her breathing. My eyes on her, silence. Permission.
My hand drawing these delicious strokes over her tummy, the feel of her soft warm flesh was electrifying. Oh my god, my hand was tucked up under her jersey and I could feel the coolness of my hands by the heat of her tummy. I could feel her body clench at my touch, it probably felt cold. I wanted to say, 'sorry' but she had those ear buds in, there were no words between us.
The transition to nothing between my hand and her flesh was exhilarating. It is not an exaggeration to say I nearly came from that, and my cock was a pole in my pants. My hand lay over her tummy now, as I traced the edge of her ribs with my fingers. Could feel her breath and her rapidly beating heart. My mind an utter blank, only sensation, I haven't a clue what thoughts there were. Only sensation, her smell, her warmth, the powdery feel of her skin. Nothing more.
I continued to stroke my hand higher, so my fingers began to press at the edge of her breasts. Far enough to feel the fabric of the softest little silk bra I had ever felt. The kind with no under wire, a thin silky fabric covering the softness of the swell of her breasts. I traced the fabric higher. Her soft flesh, and the sudden edge of her bra, a bra that barely covered her nipples. A little bow in the middle. This bra was not lace and I rubbed the top swell of her breasts and could feel the beat of her heart. Covering her breast with my hand and I squeezed.
Do you want to know the exact size and shape of her breasts? Do an internet search for 'Champagne Coupe' a glass molded from the breasts of Marie Antoinette. To look at a champagne coupe is to look at the breasts of my little girl. She was looking toward me now as I touched her, and had even moved her bag a little to cover my hand. Her aloof demeanor had broken, and she eyed me as my hand could be seen rustling around beneath her jersey. But again, she let me touch her, had even positioned her bag for me to continue. I began to rub the side of her breasts with my palm and to press her nipple with my thumb.
I looked at her, at her face, she was biting her lower lip with her teeth, nothing more. May not have even known she was doing that. But she was looking my way now, watching. Definitely watching. Desire rising in her, her cheeks were flushed. Desire, and with it a nervousness. I continued, though at one point as I attempted to tug her bra higher, wanting to feel her nipples to expose her breasts beneath the jersey, her hand covered mine. Sudden, but not hard, a soft hand pressed to her breast where my hand was. Stopping me. The rules of red light green light, and I relented. She did not, however, seek to pull my hand out. But, no, I was not to remove her bra, pull it up and off her, expose her. Instead I moved higher and insinuated my fingers over her soft breasts from above and tickled my fingers over her nipples, feeling them stiffen at my touch. This apparently was allowed. Green light! To this also, she did respond by shifting herself, turning herself toward me and moving a little closer. If I could just see her eyes, they would be closed I thought. And yes, as I had imagined, her breasts were sensitive. She loved what I was doing, I could tell, as her chin rose and she lay her head back on the chair, so my ministrations continued. Squeezing and rubbing her little nubs. God damn, it was wonderful.
My hand now drifting back down her front, caressing her rib cage, her tummy, her abdomen. Continuing, I began slipping my fingers beneath the edge of her tights, pressing low on her abdomen, between her hips, narrowing to that little puss, but still rubbing bare flesh. I could feel the downy hairs form a line from her navel, opening into her little bush. To this her head tipped down again, toward me, her chin nearly touching her neck. I could imagine her thoughts as she looked slightly my way, 'Really?' and her impish smile forming a line, was there any 'behave' in it. Her lips pressed together, our entire conversation an indecipherable read of her mouth. I paused, no response means permission, as I let my palm simply lay over her abdomen beneath her tights, the tips of my fingers playing with edges of short pussy hairs. I could stay like this all day. She was still turned toward me. My god, and she letting me, all of it. Unbelievable. Time again, stopped.
I was just drinking her in, feeling the curve of her body. The quiver of her flesh, her warmth. The heat of her was melting me, my hand trembling as I held to her. Her legs remained comfortably open.
After a long while, and realizing we were in the city now, I pressed slightly further. My movement readily allowed by the stretchy material of her thin tights, the fabric opening as my hand pressed lower, as my fingers brushed into the forest of her little bush, feeling the ridge of her pussy mound. Further, her leg opening a little more, and my hand was again cupping her bare pussy. I could feel the ridge, the swell of each lip. The hairs tickling my palm.
At that moment I believe we were both surprised at where my hand was, what I held to. I almost felt as if I had gotten further than intended. To continue was to split open this pussy ready to burst, I was imagining how wet she was. To feel her juices, and it was I who suddenly became shy, reserved. My hand in this little girls pants, her legs open, cupping and palming her pussy. I squeezed, squeezed. And her chin went low with each squeeze, her head cocked to the side, and she clung to her bag which she had now pressed right over her lap. I did not press into her, open her, slide inside, press my finger in her, burst her open. Her fruit so ripe and ready. She was chewing her lip again. Her cheeks were flushed now, betraying her arousal. A slight undulation of her hip. Her hunger, I could feel it now. Crazy, we were crazy. Using my thumb and forefinger I squeezed again, squeezed her pussy lips together from the edge, rubbing her like a piece of clay, applying a pressure where I imagined her clit to be.
She breathed in deep, stifling a moan, and her fingers clung to the bag she was holding, I detected a shiver. Her body trembling at my touch, her hips trembling, her body all a quiver and breath quickening. I closed my eyes, as I let my fingers press down, the pressure of the tights on the back of my hand, could just feel the beginning of her parting labia her leaking puss. A seam of wet flesh, a ribbon of her juices. Her aroused inner lips swelling. Oh god, her bare pussy, her nicely trimmed bush. I was so god damned close.
Her head was cocked to me again, and then eying the front of the bus. I looked up, realizing the bus was approaching her stop, moving past stop lights, her stop was coming. I did not have long, and I never wanted this to end, but neither had I intended to have my hand covering her bare pussy.
I let go, held my hand to her abdomen for a moment, felt her relax and release a deep breath, as she lay her hand right over mine and held it. A soft pressure separated by the fabric of the Jersey. And I did not move, letting my hand lay on her bare skin, wanting to touch her as long as I could. Feeling the pressure of her hand on the back of mine. So nice. Now this felt innocent, intimate. Having held and stroked, caressed, and touched her most intimately.
What would she taste like? I looked at her mouth, her shiny beautiful lips. A kiss. To hold her in my arms, to hold hands. To talk.
As the bus came to the stop I was aware, as was she. Time to go. I did not want this to ever end.
As the final stop came and passengers began to rise, she squeezed my hand and shot me an impish smile and pressed a piece of paper in my hand.
I HAVE STUDY PERIOD AT ONE DADDY. I THINK WE BETTER CHAT
On the other side it said said
TEXT ME
It felt as if I had taken a grenade in my hand. Placing it in my pocket I felt as if everyone was looking, knew.
I remember thinking, if I sucked my fingers hard enough, I could probably taste her.
***********************
THE DEAL IS . . .
The meditation of my day: What do I do now? Should I? Do I write? Or wait until the evening. Writing would be so much easier than facing her.
Followed by: What do I write? What could I possibly say?
The answer was inevitable, the invitation, the compulsion was too great. I could no more have not contacted her than I could not draw my next breath.
That afternoon, at one o'clock, I sat at my desk and tapped out:
hello sweet
i feel I should say i'm sorry
i don't know what has come over me
it won't happen again.
There. What else could I possibly say? I sat there and stared at the words, unmoving. How was it? Stupid. Admission of guilt. I had to apologize. Ultimately I had no ability to even assess - and hit send. It was too late, and I was on to recrimination and self doubt. Undoubtedly, the worst text ever. I could not stop looking at the screen.



--------------------
Amazingly, I did not have to wait long for a reply. A little box opened, received:
daddy
i know you been messed up
don't apologize
i feel bad too
its ok
you went a little faaaaarrr today though
badboy!
C
--------------------
I began trembling. She was encouraging me?
My fingers fumbling at the keys:
yes
i don't know what came over me
if i'm disturbing you let me know
please
--------------------
you not only disturb
you shake my whole being
i don't know what to think
so i'm not:)
but
yes
i will let you know
C
---------------------
I had to tell her:
sweet it's those glasses
they do something to me
you become like someone else
a fantasy
--------------------
lol
serious?
I wondered
i did give you the leg bump today
C
--------------------
you did
but i'll behave
promise
-------------------
k
not too much
you CAN touch if you want
its nice
i'll see you tonite :)
C
*****************
I read the words and something from my distant past woke in me. I blinked at it. This door opening, the windows of my mind thrown open.
The dust scattering in the sunlight:
ok
you have to let me know
---------------------
glasses
lol
i know i should not write this
but
i bet pussy tames you good
C
----------------------
I laughed, my cheeks flushed. I had to answer:
yes!
---
And in another burst of recklessness I added:
tell me about yours?
----------------------
Her response flew back:
!!
YOU
you don't beat around the bush do you?
^_^. :):):):
my pussy
mmm
is this dark little chestnut kitty that likes to be petted
when it's good she'll curl into herself
and if it's really good she'll purrrrrr like a baby tiger in play
There was a pause, and another message scrolled before me:
let me know if you want to see it sometime :)
C
----------------------
I paused. The red flag waving before me, the boundary not to be crossed.
This was escalating.
She just named it.
I wrote:
!!
That might be taking things far
-------------------
Hmmm. Ya think?
:D But then seeing is less than touching
don't you think badboy?
C
she added:
one more thing
I know you been seeing mom
Drrrr
C
------------------
I blinked at the screen, my mouth went dry
I had no idea how to respond
did she know?
I just wrote:
a little, yes
------------------
I don't think it's good
going out like that with her
good for YOU i mean
C
------------------
She did not seem to realize.
I just responded:
OK
i'll think about that
---------------------
you can come to ME
see me
go out with me
if you need anything
C
---------------------
she had no idea, did she?
I felt myself grow more aroused as I thought about this offer. I wrote:
I can do that
--------------------
Promise?
be my badboy
C
-------------------
Always
------------------
Just Promise
always is a ridiculous concept
You want to promise
promise.
You won't ALWAYS be there
at some point you'll be dead
or stuck in traffic
or in love with someone else
or whatever.
C
----------------
that's so cynical
-----------------
years of experience
Ha!
So...
Promise?
-----------------
Just then, she seemed so much older than, me.
I closed with:
OK
Promise.
i'll see you tonight
sweet
------------------------
K
it takes two to get tangled
C
****************
TEMPTATION
I kept looking over our messages. As I did, I imagined what kind of kisser she would be.
Silly I know. Her mouth became the focus of my overwhelming desire, her lips, so soft and small. She kept them shiny with lip gloss. Pink and her impish frown/grin. Her white teeth, I was imagining a tongue so delicate that it would melt into me. Would she kiss me though? God I wanted to kiss her. To know her, lean in to her as she sat down and before even thinking, kiss her as I rubbed her thighs. Which was all I had of her right now.
I set to work again, but my mind refused. Instead it wandered, to breasts. I was imagining her body, her top removed, closing my eyes and holding my temples. She was small, small breasted, small enough that she was perfectly supported without a bra. Drops clinging to her body, god those nipples. Mmmmm. Fuck, I could see them. Stiff little nipples. I could just make them out, imagining myself press my thumb into them. Like her mother years and years ago. She has such gorgeous breasts, pink little buds. Sucking on her, oh, give me your sweet nipple. Sensitive. Would you hold the back of my head as I suckle you? I wanted her, the feel of her. What does she taste like?
Taste? Her hair, so perfectly quaffed. They say you can tell girls pussy by looking at her eyebrows. Thin, trimmed, the care of the hair - the same down there. Her pussy would be dark, trimmed. Small like her mouth? Tight? Would it have the same impish grin?I imagined her lain back in the bed, holding her legs open, open and ready, wet, her pink slit opening to me. That brunette pussy. God. I got to concentrate. Aroused, her swollen lips, a little light pink hood and white clit, hard, its sticky sheen. Does she like being fucked? That was a stupid question. God; in my god damn fantasies, this pussy, God help me. I would breath on her clit, my warm breath, lick it so soft. Imagining her smell, of cinnamon and honey, cherries and roses, fuck I was hard.
I would forever do so much more to her in my dreams than I ever would or could. It was maddening. "Please," I whispered. pushing my fingers out in front of me, imagining their insertion into a delicate puss. My cock so ready. Trailing my fingers over her thighs, would she let me. I wanted her touch, to have as much of her as she would allow. Wordless, her ear buds playing music, her legs slipping wide. Her dark glasses, wordless, voiceless. I could bite her pussy lips, suck them in, hold her with my teeth, and lay her back and, oh god, to fuck her. Fuck her over and over. Push her panties aside. Hell, tear out her crotch. That kind of fucking.
**********************
HOME
I maintained a studied calm as I got home. Realizing what we had done, and what we had written. Nonetheless it would be as if we were starting over each time. I walked into the house and knew she was there, could see her big bag on the sofa.
That evening we maintained an utterly normal demeanor, getting ready for dinner, eating, but she was in a spicy mood. Nothing overt, but I could see it in her eyes. A playful flirt. They lingered, her cheeks flushed. A tingling electricity between us.
After dinner as she cleared the dishes, she wandered near to me and whispered soft, "I really do have a red silk nightie you know." An obvious reference to our chat.
I paused, looked at her from tippie-toe to the top of her brunette head. Her eyes innocent saucers, enjoying the way I looked at her, undressing her. She twirled to the sink, enjoying my eyes on her. Maybe a little bit too much I thought to myself. When dinner was finished she was putting dishes into the dishwasher. Bending, giving me a nice view of her ass in a tight pair of tights and leotards, which looked as if her body were painted. Up top she had on only a half top sweater over the leotards. I could actually see the line of her ass, she still had no panties on. I felt myself stiffening at that thought, and chastising myself for being so out of control.
At one point she turned and said, "What?" An impish grin.
I flushed, "Nothing."
"I know what." She smiled, turning back around, "It's OK dad."
I know I needed to leave, but what I did was move up behind her, and turned her to face me again. She shrugged. I stood close, could lean in to kiss her, and as I looked down at her she pressed into my chest as I held her, turning her mouth to my ear, "You going to be bad again?"
I could feel my fingers tingling.
I let go and she stood there before me, barefoot, white tights, her leotard dipping low between her small breasts. Her sweater unbuttoned. I looked down at her and held my hands at her hips, and stroked her abdomen with my thumb, as an answer. She lifted her chin, meeting my eyes as I touched her, as I continued to run my thumbs along the front of her thighs.
Nervousness? Surprise? I continued, and rubbed my hand over her ass, only that tight little leotard. She had no panties, nothing else on.
She turned away and continued to rinse dishes as I rubbed my hands over her ass, only her ass. Her back to me. It was my sole display of self control. She had said a little touching was OK, hadn't she? Leaning in, my hands still on her, I tucked my chin into her shoulder and said low into her ear, "You feel nice."
"So do you."
The water continued to run but she did not move. I reached around and lay my hand flat on her tummy.. Her head went down as I softly stroked her there.
"This OK?"
"It's fine." She cooed.
I brought my hands up now almost to her breasts, but again stopped. Rubbing her ribcage and under her arms. She held completely still. God I wanted to touch her again, but did not. She moved to the side, light as a feather, the continual touching was working us up. Looking at me with glassy eyes she said, "Just a sec." And was out the door.
She returned wearing those glasses moving back into place in front of me, turned the water on again and pressed her ass back into me. This game. God, I was all wired up. My cock was a pole and she touched it with her ass. I wrapped my arms back around, caressed her body. Permission, her hair and smell, I squeezed her breasts, meeting her with my crotch rocking my hip into her, nuzzling my cock into her ass, let my hard cock brush up and down her behind. She felt me, and her whole body, melting at our touch.
I could feel her going soft as I pinned her there.
Her voice so soft I could barely hear, as she pressed back against me and waggled herself over my crotch, feeling how hard I was. I stepped back.
"Daddy."
"Yes," I was stroking up and down her back as she stood there.
"I want to ask you something?"
My face flushed, what was it? Here it comes, I thought.
"So...you won't go out with mom anymore." For a moment I felt relief at all the other things she may have said, but then a flood of wondering all over again. What did she know? Exactly. I did not want to ask.
I stood in silence.
"Promise?"
"Honey, we..."
"I think I know why, daddy, you two are lonely. Maybe you need to go over stuff about us. But, I DON'T think it is good. Go out with me."
This shook me out of my reverie. She did not realize what she was saying. To go out with her. To be alone with her, how far did I want to take this? She was cutting me off from sex, did she know that? My mind going a million miles a minute. Am I just leading her on? What am I doing?
She backed herself into me and waggled her ass back and forth over my crotch, feeling how hard I was. I stepped back from her. Suddenly nervous.
I stammered, "Uh, sure, I guess."
"I'm serious. You don't know her anymore, like I do." She turned around and stood very close, looking up at me. Her hair hanging down over her eyes, her beautiful hair, full mouth, her cheeks shined.
"I'm being serious. Anything you need. You need to talk, let me know. I'm yours. All yours. I can...do...anything you want."
She lay her hand to my chest, and I took her hand.
"Baby, I..."
"You need to stop." Her eyes melted into mine. "Meet someone new; or, you know, be with me."
"I don't know. I just don't know."
"I already let you put your hands on me." I was looking down at her, still hard. My heart pounding. She was following my eyes. "Go ahead, squeeze my tits." She took my hands and pressed them right over her breasts.
I squeezed and drew my fingers down her front, looking down at her body.
"Can we go upstairs? You could, you know, give me a massage."
Turning, she faced me, "And you can behave? Right."
"Yes." I needed limits here. "Well, if this IS OK. Isn't it? Mmmm," and as she faced me I was squeezing her breasts, pressing her nipples in with my thumb.
"Yeah." She closed her eyes, "Ahhhh." Those sensitive nipples.
I ran my hands back down over her hips, and began stroking her tummy again, downy soft skin, feeling the line of her bush and tracing a line along her hips. She felt so fucking good. I began to rub her ass again. Below the waist.
She took my hand, "Come on."
When from the other room Mark called,
"DAD!!"
I NEED SOME HELP.
***********************
HELP
Now I helped Mark with his homework quite often. In fact, through all of this I had not neglected Mark at all, its just that in this little missive I don't write about everything. I was actually quite a good parent, I believe. Other than my porn obsession, sleeping with my ex-wife, and groping my daughter.
Sigh.
He was a good student but he had to work at it, and he liked me to check over his work, and if he got stuck to sort of guide him. I did not mind at all, and I actually understood what he was doing which is more than a lot of parents.
I went in and sat on the sofa by Mark, all his stuff laid out on a series of TV trays. Shortly after sitting down, Cala came into the living room as well and sat down by my side and just behind me. I was leaned forward on the sofa and she was laying back into the cusions. The room was somewhat dark except for the light illuminating Marks work, and I felt a little shuffling which was Cala drawing her legs under her.
And then I felt her hands at my shoulders, rubbing across my shoulder blades and down the middle of my back. It felt nice, and now this actually was a little innocent, letting her rub my shoulders. After a bit though, I felt her tugging at the back of my shirt, and next thing I knew her hands were up under my shirt rubbing my bare skin, stroking and scratching my back. Skin to skin, knowing it was my little Cala it was making me hard. I reached back with my one hand and found her knee and sort of lay it there, rubbing her a little on her calf as she rubbed my back.
I was moving some of the papers around with my one hand, and rubbing her calf with my other. At one point she leaned in and kissed my neck, which is distracting to say the least! I swatted at her with my open hand and shooed her away. I heard a faint giggle, Mark not noticing at all.
She moved in a bit closer, and taking her nearness as an opportunity I actually began to stroke higher up her thighs, as I did not the bus. She kept moving forward, closer and closer until my hand was landed right over the crotch of her leotards. I began palming her pussy, with her hands stroking my arms.
So we had taken our kitchen impropriety into the living room. I glanced back and Cala's eyes went wide and her mouth opened in a teenage grin, none of the reserve she showed on the bus.
I was looking over at Mark, engrossed in his work again, writing out figures, He did not notice, so I let my hand stay where it was, holding this delicious little cup full of Cala's puss, her sweet cunny rocking around in my hand. I cupped it, about the size of a little peach. When I pressed my middle finger, could feel her slit run along the center. My every sense wakened, my cock grew stiff in my lap and I adjusted it.
What would we do when we got upstairs, but Mark's work continued and he had a lot to do. I continued to help, and was determined not to cut it short. I could tell Cala was trying to tempt me with her little games with me.
Two can play this game, and I began to ever so slightly curl my fingers pressing them hard between her legs and she began to wiggle around over my hand, closing her legs trapping me between her legs. I pressed my middle finger upward pressing the fabric of her leotard and tights into her pussy lips, and could feel her getting wet soaking the fabric, I continued to scratch over her glancing back I could see her head bowed and her eyes closed. She noticed me and lifting up, touched her upper lip with her tongue, and mouthed the words 'UPSTAIRS.'
She was having a hard time holding her hips still as I rubbed her, and her frustration was pronounced, but I felt it too. Yet I continued. After awhile she moved back away from me into the cushions and my hands fell from her. Frustrated no doubt.
I waggled my hands around at my side, but now she ignored me.
A little while later she was gone.
Shit, I thought. But I was going to do the right thing on this count.
*************************
FRUSTRATED
Cala threw herself down on the bed in utter frustration:
Her mind going a million miles a second. I have never felt so horny and frustrated in my life. How can it be? What the fuck? I mean, WHAT THE FUCK? I reserve my feelings, can usually control myself, hold myself in; but now! And these are feelings that cannot even be expressed to anybody! No matter what. This secret. Its no wonder I am so prone to tears. I graduate in two weeks and then, I'm leaving and my life may be just beginning but then it makes me cry. Why, because THIS will be ending. I leave Nick, dad. I been crying at the weirdest shit. This is fucked.
Cala rose from the bed and walked a restless circle in her room. Do I want this? Hell, What is THIS? Waving her arms in the air. An affair with my dad? To be jealous of mom. Jealous of Mark.
Shit, serious daddy issues. She laughed at that.
My heart literally aches, it hasn't helped I can't find a boy in my life, just scare them all off. I'm the new girl. My heart, just hurts. I got to keep pressing down these feelings. And, goddammit Mark. Really?! Tonight. You got to study, tonight!! For fucking two hours!
She fell back onto her bed. I don't want to leave, I don't. I want THIS. And she tucked her hand between her legs and squeezed. I fucking ache, I'm wet all the time. I am so fucking horny. Ugh. It's all so overwhelming, I don't know where to start, or what to say, I'm like on quicksand and the surface tension is pulling me under. To try pull away just sucks me in further.
I just need to go to bed, wake up and everything will feel better.
Yeah, right.
Cala went to her dresser, pulled off her clothes and threw them in a pile at the foot of her bed, got in her bed naked. Enjoying the feel of cool sheets on her skin. Her eyes wide open in the darkness.
I want to wake up tomorrow and go swimming, lay in the sun. Feel the water on my skin. Pamper myself. It calms me.
But her mind continuing to drift to Nick.
Nick. Nickie. In my mind I see his name now, Nick. Nickie. Fuck. Serious daddy issues. She rolled to her side stroking her bush with her fingers. I am going to end up a stripper. She laughed into her pillow, her eyes watering. We've been in this 'relationship,' what, two, three months? Yeah, call it that. This relationship. Everything felt like it was moving closer and closer, until this evening. He was as playful as I've ever seen him, different. If this is what he's like, I want it. But god. It can't. I'm leaving, I'm leaving, I'm leaving. Then, the distance. Fuck. fuck. Now all I have is that empty feeling I'm always left with when someone you love really hard, and go after hard, just up and goes back to their life. And then, you don't exist. But I know that is not it, he had to help Mark, nothing more than that. I am reading too much into it. I am just needy or greedy. But the day I leave, it's OVER. Alone. I should not even be feeling this shit.
I feel emptier and lonelier than before, and it keeps happening. I am one of those girls doomed to repeat my mistakes, and THIS! Fuck, the ultimate impossible relationship. I mean I really started to feel like he was cheating on ME when he was with mom (I fucking still do), and now tonight I feel that way again.



She hit the bed with her fist.
You, working your way into my heart through my pants, its so aggravating. How do I justify this, why? Why! Just because you touch me?
Fucker!
-----
She lay there in silence. Her mind silent, empty for a long time.
Her heart softening:
He could come with me.
At that moment she heard him walk past her door, heard his door close. She looked toward the wall separating them.
Fuck, I'm never going to get to sleep tonight. Her mind swirled to being cornered with my back against the wall in the kitchen, his hands all over me, and I playing along. She felt her wetness trickle down her thigh, and reached a finger and let it slide along her slit. I felt his cock, and her insides melted. Tugging at her clit, pulling the little hood back. Ahhhhh, squeezing her thighs together, trapping her hand. It feels so fucking good.
If I go, and he stays. Let it go, I have to. The itch lingering, she rolled to her stomach. But what if? Daddy, came with me. She pulled her arms up over her head. Would he? Would he? Cala began to cry.
"Come with me." She spoke the words, and pushed herself to the edge of the bed and sat up.
I am going to spend the next two hours freaking the fuck out, sobbing and crying and I've spent probably the last I don't know how many months wavering back and forth between this is never going to work and maybe somehow it can. Tonight I definitely crashed straight through to "this will never work" right into trying to plan how to make it work. At least a dozen times. Fuck. I've tried. I want this. I want this. But if I'm so focused, I'll be too vulnerable. Is this a game to him? A fucking game. Drrrrr. If he would move, we could live in the same house. Same as here. Then it's not a game, if he would do that, then I know. Can I do this without him? And the one that kills me that I can't stop asking myself is, is all this tangling and touching...where does it get me, where? Where the fuck am I, are WE?' Is this nothing? Cause now, I love you Nickie. Happy now?
I have to know.
The light flipped on, and Cala slid out of bed, standing naked in front of her full length mirror looking at herself.
How fucking selfish am I? Like, very, especially in the few days I've been here at daddy's. But...do I? Really. Do I? Do I even love him? In that way. Or am I just thinking with my cunt, the same as his little head? Does HE want me? Fuck, this isn't about love, its about not being a fucking game. Cause my heart is too invested now. I got to know that.
She opened her drawer and pulled on a pair of loose silk red panties, and a red silk nightie, wiggling them down over her hips. She looked in the mirror again and wiped her eyes.
I want one thing, to sleep with him one night. To be with him one night. Then I will know. I have to talk with him, he has to hear me out. Commitment. Anything. Tonight I'm like, have I been making the biggest mistake of my life to date? I'm not going to wait, if this is a fucking game I'm not so sure I want to keep trying to make this work.
Cala padded to her door, passed down the hallway to his door and with a click slipped inside.
Tonight she would sleep with him, one night.
****************************
FRUSTRATED
When Mark and I finally finished up, I went to my room.
Alone. Cala's door was closed, the lights out, she was in bed no doubt.
A feeling of deflation, arousal, and guilt washed through my veins. I could feel my heart beating in my eyes. Thinking about what we had done right here in the house. She was probably mad now, but in my mind I had to hold some semblance of a center together. My mind was muddling around, trying to figure out how to navigate in a world where I am being sexual with my daughter.
Bottom line. I needed to help Mark; and more than that, I can't let all my behavior with Cala interfere with my other relationships. I was still committed to be a good dad. It was my rationalization. My behaviors have not been the best, not reasonable, responsible. I ran my hand through my hair as I sat down on the bed, with this lingering frustrated guilt. A lot of things to keep track of, but at the end of the day, in my muddled thinking, I want to be a good dad. Cala had waited for me, patiently waited for me. The frustration I felt was palpable, I knew what I wanted to do. But I was not going to cut my time short with Mark, for what we were going to do. But I did not want to stop.
Fuck. I let my head hang down.
It is what it is.
So, with a sigh, I stripped and slid into bed, pulled the covers over me. Exhausted, still trembling at my arousal, and lay in the darkness. But my mind swam, would not rest, going a million miles a minute.
Whenever I closed my eyes I could see her, the way she moved, could turn her body in my imagination. The feel of her. I knew the way her body felt, the touch of her breasts, the soft downy hairs of her skin, the way she slid against me this evening, could still feel her breath. And in my minds eye I could see her naked body. She had such a similarity to Lisa; a younger, thinner, narrower hipped Lisa. Her soft skin, the delicacy of her shoulder blades, the line of her ass, and the space between her legs, her sex. It was all visible to my imagining eye. I had touched her, caressed her, felt her bare skin, but she had not removed her clothing before me, but I could SEE.
I knew the color of her pussy, its trimmed bush, the shape of her cunny lips. Her small mouth, her beautiful smile, her breasts, their size and shape, her almond eyes - that fire in them - so teasing, the line of her mouth. Her impish smile. I fantasized about her, could not stop. The feel of her, the softness, imagining her legs opening, over and over.
I thought about the fact she would be graduating, and leaving. Cala would be gone. This play between us, the rising tension. Her touching me now, flirting, playing. Her words. 'Pussy tames you good.' The electricity, the rising tension. How sexual was I willing to go? She asked me. She wants this, I can feel it. The way she looked at me tonight, the dam has burst. I did try to be normal around her, but the normalcy of our touching one another had given way to me being unable to identify what normal is anymore. When she leaned against me downstairs tonight, the heat between us, the feeling of her body. Her small hands stroking my shoulders, the way she tucked her hands into my belt. Just her smell sets me off now.
Fuck.
How I reached back and held her, stroked her thighs, cuped her pussy in my hand. How wet she was. How she lets me do anything to her now. She let me play with her fingers, leaning in close and letting her lips graze my neck. It made me shudder, the feel of her breath at my neck.
What will I do when she is gone? I will be alone. Does her forbidding me seeing Lisa extend to when she is gone? Taking away my fantasy of her.
I felt alone, sad, depressed. My chronic state for the last year. She was going, had already selected her college. Her cryptic remark about 'always,' of course, she is already thinking about leaving. She is weeks from graduating. She will leave home, find a job, find other (did I think other?) lovers. Am I? It is only 400 miles away, but too far to go back and forth. She will be in a dorm. Our 'relationship' cannot continue anyway, whatever our current relationship is.
It can't.
*******************
CAN I SLEEP WITH YOU TONIGHT?
At some point I drifted off, and did not wake until I heard my name whispered in the darkness.
"Nickie?"
I couldn't see, raising myself up and asked, "Wha...??" How had Lisa gotten in the house? I recognized her voice immediately. Looking about the room, "What are you doing in here?"
I was reaching for the light, and at the exact moment the room illuminated she said, "I never got my massage," as I blinked my eyes focused on Cala standing by the door, her legs crossed, swaying back and forth.
"Cala, baby. What you doing?" I put my hand to my face groggily, relief that I had not used Lisa's name. The sheet fell across my lap as I sat myself up.
She stepped nearer, whispering. "Can I, stay here tonight?" I was clutching the covers to me, "Just, tonight."
Upon rousing further, realized I was naked.
Stating the obvious, "Baby, I'm naked."
"But, I'm not."
She looked down at herself, which was a terribly unreasonable response from her to accept, to let her in my bed. I blinked at her, she was standing there in a red nightie, I could tell in the low light how sheer it was, and short, no more than an inch below her little puss. What did she have on under, anything? Her dark hair fallen around her shoulders. I felt my cock grow hard at the sight of her. It was useless to resist, but I made my feeble attempt.
"I...." I did not know what to say. How about yes? "Baby I...." my voice failing, I wanted her there. She was pulling the covers back, crawling in bed with me!
Cala melting any remaining resistance continued, "I just want to be with you. One night. Just one. Can you do that for me Nickie?"
She never called me that before. Lisa always called me Nickie. 'Nickie.' Yes. I wanted her there, it felt right. We did not get to do what we wanted. She put her knee on the bed, waiting. I slid over making room, giving her my voiceless yes, felt the mattress compress as she slipped under the covers.
She slid toward me and I could feel her trembling. Her eyes wide, I could feel her nervousness. As she moved close, I opened my arms enclosing her. She lay her head on my chest.
I turned out the light, and her voice, "We can just sleep, OK? I couldn't sleep. It's all I want, to be near you."
We lay there in the darkness, feeling her warmth fill the bed. Her sweet perfume. I did not know where to put my hands. She was so soft, the silk fabric wrapped around her, it felt like air or spiders webs clinging to her body. My cock was a pole as I lay on my back, Cala extended across my chest at an angle, laying her head on my chest. Her hair, her cheek so warm. She kissed my bare chest, it felt wet and wonderful.
"I love you," she said in the darkness.
"I love you too."
I brought my arm around and lay it at her hip, running my fingers over the curved bone and down the front of her thigh.
And that was it. We lay like that, still. She was rubbing her check to me like a cat getting comfortable, exhaling a contented sigh. It felt OK, almost normal. So close. I held to her and she lay with me, and I began to accept that I was naked.
Silence.
***************
WE DIDN'T SLEEP
Her hand lay on my chest, up by her cheek, and she began to slide her hand down over my stomach. It felt nice, I let her rub me. Today she had been rubbing me I thought, massaging my back. Her fingers playing on my skin. It is fair. What I have done to her. I felt her hand drawing circles over my navel, running her hand around my hips and lower. I could tell what she was up to. Feeling my nakedness, her hand sliding over my hips and onto my thighs.
I opened my eyes and could see her looking at me. The whites of her eyes glowing, her chin on my chest now.
"What are you doing?" I said low, with a slight rumble in my voice.
"Just looking at you." Her hand drifting ever lower as she said that, until I could feel her fingers playing in the hairs at my crotch.
"Well, sleep." I did not remove her hand, which I believe she took as permission. Her hand found the base of my cock from the side, and moving around studiously avoiding my pole. I made no reference to where she was touching me just then, her fingers edging along my balls.
I looked at her again and growled, "I can feel your eyes."
She giggled, "No you can't."
--
Silence again.
Her hand continued to play, teasing around the base of my cock, if I had felt hard before, it was agonizing what she was doing to me. When! Her palm opened, and she lay it flat over my length, pressing it to my abdomen.
I let out a low groan. "Caa-laaaaa." God the pressure of her hand on my bare cock.
I raised my hips up in response, pressing myself into her hand. Her voice had this resonance now, her whole body felt hot.
"Daddy?"
"Baby...." I groaned. My voice was pleading. She squeezed her fingers around the head of my cock. I didn't know what to say. She was pushing down on my head. I did not want to say stop, I did not want her too. She let me touch her anywhere and everywhere. "Uh, oh, baby." I said it again. What did I mean by It? Perhaps my powerlessness. Her hand pressed to me in the darkness.
She proceeded to have a normal conversation as she ran her fingers up and down my length, stroking me, her fingers making out the shape of my cock head, and grasping my balls in her hand, "I graduate in three weeks."
"I know," I breathed. My hip rolling and moving with her hand.
"And, I'll be going to college. And...." She let go my cock and hugged herself to me, sliding along my side, scooting higher. I turned to look at her. She continued, "...I'll miss you. And...And, I don't want to go."
I suddenly became fatherly. The conversation almost sounded normal except I was naked in bed with her and she had been fondling my cock.
"Cala. You won't be that far, we will stay in touch." I brought my arm around her and squeezed. She lay closer, bringing herself right up against me, raising her leg and letting it drop between mine. I could feel the softness and shape of her body, my hand ran down her spine and lay at the curve of her ass. The intoxicating softness of her body.
"It's 400 miles away." Her hand at my cock again.
I breathed out, "You'll forget about me. I mean...about this."
She lifted her head, and looked right at me. I detected a tear in her voice, "I won't. No, I won't." She held on so tight. "I've already tried. It's been such a terrible year daddy. For you. I'm so sorry you been so hurt, I know how sad you've been."
I didn't know what to say. I had tried so hard. She knew how I felt, I hadn't hid a thing. I felt bad, for everything. Now I was making her not want to even go to school. I realized that this 'woman' who I was so enamored with, lusting for (What am I even saying??) was laying here HERE in bed with me. Comforting ME. She turned to me and we lay in that bed nose to nose. I loved her.
God dammit, this isn't supposed to happen.
And I simply had to say it, "I should not have..." and I did not need to say more, my hand caressing her ass. The way we touched now, the way we clung together. "Any of it."
"Don't say that! I let you. I can't explain, I don't want to. I wanted to be there for you, to make things right. To be the one. I told you that." Her hand drifting down again, she held the tip of my cock which was sticking straight out and pushed at the head. And then she said the obvious, "You're so hard."
"Oh, little girl." I groaned as she held me, "You will forget about me." As I said that, I pressed my hands to her chest, feeling her breasts through her nightie as she stroked my cock. The feel of her tight little nipples pressed into my palm. Our bodies getting rapidly aroused, our 'sleep' interrupted. Her nightie was riding up and my hand, drifting lower, found her thighs and I caressed her, checking. Thinking, what is she wearing under this? She was wearing a light and small pair of loose fitting silk panties, giving plenty of access around her legs, not like panties at all. I could feel the hairs of her puss, and the crotch of her panties hanging low between her legs.
She lifted herself up, propping herself on an elbow looking at me close. Her eyes sparkling in the darkness, and I could see her teeth.
"Come with me."
"Baby. You know I can't."
There was a pause between us,
Her voice low, tears in her eyes, could feel them drop onto my chest. She persisted, "School is, expensive. You could get a house and I could stay with you. It would save money." The reasonableness, she knew me. It did sound reasonable in my addled mind. Us together. Her housing costs paying the mortgage. "YOU would be my roommate. I would be your secret. No one would know."
I let out a sigh.
"What?" Her voice a question, with exasperation in it.
"There's so much more to it than that. I would have to ..."
"But you want ME to go?"
"Yes. Go to school, to college. Get on with..." She was crying. "I'll, I will miss you too."
She was hugging me now, "Don't forget about me, and I won't forget."
"Oh, baby. But that's normal. Hard as it is. Baby, I'm so sorry."
Her voice low in the dark, and broken, "I been so lonely. Everything changing, my senior year. I hate what mom did to you, how she hurt you, us. And I want to, to be there for you. I love what happened. What you did. Don't ever apologize. I needed this. I need you daddy. It's different, and you can. Come with me, we could live together."
The warmth between us was this wonderful little world we were laying in, my bed covers and darkness. Just two whispering voices in the dark, our lips inches apart. Our breaths mingling.
"Cala, I think....you are the most beautiful girl, and your whole life...I just...."
She stopped me with a kiss, a lingering, deep kiss.
After its initial surprise I responded. She was still up on her elbow, and she leaned in and kissed me. Her eyes open, my eyes on hers. We kissed as we stared into each others eyes, a kiss that got hungrier as it went on. A kiss of lovers parting. Her tears on my cheeks. Our mouths opening and our tongues touching. Her leg rose higher over my thigh and I held her closer, her hip tipping onto mine, laying on me. My hard cock pressing to her belly, I did not care.
Her nightie had ridden up above her waist, and as I held her to me, was holding her bare back. Her abdomen pressing to my cock skin to skin. Our legs tangling together. The warmth of our bodies feeding the other, our skin, so soft, her young body.
She held herself there, leaning to me, kissing. When finally we stopped, our sighs and warmth. I let my hand run up beneath her nightie and felt her bare skin. What I had been doing for weeks. She slid off me and we turned toward each other, leaning our heads together. She began to touch and play with my cock, as I squeezed her breasts.
I could feel her heart racing, my own hand trembling. I let go.
Reading my thoughts, she whispered, "I want to be sexual with you. It's OK. Go on."
I was so aroused now, my whole body on fire. I ached for her. Wanted to feel her, kiss her, see her. I leaned in and kissing her as I so softly, luxuriously rubbed all over her, felt her, pressed my fingers into her soft flesh. Our heads turned toward one another, we could feel our warm breath between us. I pinched lightly at her nipples, heard this sudden little growl. Her hand reached back around me and rubbing my back and ass. I felt so strong as I lay next to her little body. Rolling her onto her back beneath my kisses.
She was turning her mouth to my ear and whispered to me, "Just think about it daddy. We can. We can do it you know."
"Baby, I will."
The darkness left nothing to the imagination, I could feel the ridges of her little nipples as they tightened against my chest, lay my hand on one breast and then the other, tracing a line back and forth letting my hand fall into the little valley between and rise up the other side. I traced another line up to her neck and touched her bare skin, wrapping my fingers around her throat, could feel her breathing, the pulse of her heart.
I just said, "Your heart is pounding."
She cooed, "Hmmm Hmmm." Her eyes were closed, as she lay there, she had fallen back into the pillow with her arms were stretched over her head. "You can do anything to me, any time you want. Anywhere you want."
I reached up and turned on the light. She continued to lay on the bed with her arms raised. The covers up to her waist and the nightie lay just below her breasts. Her hair spread out on the pillow. She did not move, looking so relaxed laying there in the low light.



"I want to see you."
She did not move, laying there expectant.
Her arms were already raised and I took the nightie by its hem and began to pull it up. She arched her back and sat up a little and I lifted it over her head. Her luxurious bare body, her breasts exposed, lay flat on her chest. The white skin, I could see faint traces of tan lines. Her breasts whiter than the rest of her torso.
I traced my fingers down from her neck and began touching, squeezing her breasts some more, lightly, softly, feeling around to their side, everywhere, reaching up under her arms. Listening to her soft breathing as she lay there, turning her body this way and that. She turned her head, letting me. I could see her breasts and front down to her waist for the first time.
As I touched her she cooed out, "This is nice."
I was laying there thinking this is not happening.
How can this be?
It was a moment frozen in my memory that can never be repeated, only remembered over and over. I could see her, her narrow waist. I tugged the covers lower exposing the little red panties, the flare of her hips and the way she lay with her arms over her head, enjoying my eyes on her. Her beautiful eyes framed in dark hair.
I could barely breath. Her eyes still on me as I let my hand drift down, lower, lower, tugging the covers down to her knees. Lay my hand lightly over her abdomen. I was sitting by her side now, naked, leaning over her, looking, drinking her in with every sense. My thumb touched her navel, and drawing my hands over the concave space between her hips. I felt her touch my arm, but that is all. I drew a line along the edge of her panties, and tugged them lower, until the dark hairs of her puss began to peak out.
I slid them lower, slowly, so slowly, tipping my fingers beneath her bottoms, those loose fitting bottoms gave way, the thin fabric let me; I could feel the soft hairs coarsening to her
pubic hairs. Tugging her bottoms lower I until her bush was exposed between her legs, as I ran my fingers through her bush. She didn't move. Held her eyes closed. I felt her legs opening slightly, she was going to let me. Yield. I could hear her sighing as I touched the rise of her pussy, her mound. Tugging her panties down and off, she lifting her legs as I tugged them down around her ankles and off. I began to play softly with her pussy. The tangle of hairs pressing between my fingers, I could feel the line of her, its heat, and I curled my fingers right between her legs, and held there just like that for a long time before I let my hand move again. She lifted one knee higher, giving me full access. Taking in every sense of the moment. She lay like that for me, the slightest smile on her face, stretching as I touched her. Like a cat.
I began to move my hand, to stroke her little puss back to front, back to front, so gentle over and over, her hips undulating rocking lightly beneath me. I could feel her hairs tickling
along my hand, feel the line between her pussy lips and I pressed a finger there. I lay myself down by her side, and lay my leg between hers. Pressed and felt her opening pussy, her wetness as she opened up, touching her liquid center.
She was so wet, I felt my finger dip right into her, all resistance gone. Her inner pussy lips began to swell out and lay in folds outside her. The loose flesh, she was so wet, so aroused, rocking her hips around as I pressed into her, rubbing her reaching back, feeling my finger dip into her. And I let my hand reach back into her, feeling that space opening, and pressing my finger in, not far, just the tip of my middle finger pressing right into her vagina. Oh my God! Oh my sweet god. I wanted her. The tip of my cock was at her hips, engorged, and aching.
I pressed my middle finger in between her legs, her mouth opened, "Ahhhhh, ahhhh." She stiffened at my intrusion, my hands on her. She opened her eyes, looking at me, her liquid eyes in the low light. We were both naked.
She lay there with legs open, silent, breathing deep, her heart pounding. Her hair as it lay spread out on the pillow. The heat between us. Our smell. Her hand was now tugging at my cock, pulling at me. Her hips were reaching, I could feel her move around my finger. I heard her suck in her breath as I did that. And then, I paused. I just held my hand there a moment, my finger dipping into her. I had a single moment thinking this was too much. And willing myself, I let my hand drift higher leaving her pink slit and back back onto just her pussy mound, when I felt her hand lay right at her crotch holding the back of my hand.
Her eyes half open, she looking at me, "Keep doing that."
I looked at her.
She pressed her hand, held me there, "It's OK," and she closed her eyes again, let go her hand. I began to rub her pussy again with the palm of my hand, insinuate my finger into her, running them through her center. Occasionally letting my hand rise up over her front and back down again. Finding her clit again. This little nob, its little hood. She jumped when I touched her there, I could see a smile, her soft moan.
"Oh...yeah," I had never heard her voice sound like that. This low coo, such a female moan. My little cat in heat.
And as she relaxed back into my bed I rubbed her clit, Her hips rocking and turning around my finger, guiding me showing me in the silence where and how to touch her. She was turning her head and pressing herself to me. I felt her hand wrap around my cock, stroking me, gripping me tight.
I froze, she cooed again, "This OK?"
I could not speak just nodded, as we played with one another. I pressing another finger into her spreading her vagina open, sliding deep into her and drawing circles around her clit with my thumb. She tugging and rubbing my cock with her hand, laying her thumb right over the top of my cockhead. The rhythm of her hips followed perfectly the rhythm of my hands on her, undulating forward and back, her whole body was sliding and moving against me.
Leaving unspoken whether we would fuck. Our bodies drawing us close.
Her hand found the tip of my cock and was sliding the wetness from its tip around, letting her thumb rub up and down my length. We were pressing closer together, and I was quickening my strokes on her as she met my every move. Began whimpering, licking her lips, pressing hard into my hand, and bucking against me. I was laying by her side now, and she turned her head and we pressed our lips together, simply rubbing them lightly over one another. She stuck her tongue out and we lightly touched our tongues. She smiled, our hands roaming over the other. Becoming one.
My finger was pressed as far as it could up into her, and I insinuated another finger. Oh god, she was so tight. And I crushed into her puss, her cunny this wet open mouth against my hand, my thumb pressing around her clit. I wanted her, I wanted to lay on her and fuck her. I was pressing my cock through her hands as wrapped her fingers around me, in a fucking motion as my fingers matched the movement of my cock through her hand. We masturbated together. Her legs were stiffening, she was arching her back and I continued with my steady strokes on her body, harder and harder, pressing into her clit. "Ah, ah, ah. Oh god. Oh Nickie."
And then she let go me, and moved herself away. She rolled to me and wrapping her arms around me pressed her whole body to me and we were kissing again. I rolled onto her and she was looking up at me, my hard cock lay right over her navel. She looked down between us and then up in my eyes. Nothing said, but the question. The question.
You going to do it?
All she said was, "We being a little bit Naughty."
My chest lifted above her, my hands on each side of her, "You OK?"
"I'm, great." Her impish smile.
I could smell her, her sex. It was so delicious. And then she was lifting herself and I let myself fall to her side, my bare cock touched her leg and she grasped my cock again. I could see the white of her eyes, and then the white of her teeth.
"I want to try something."
She kissed me soft, briefly on the lips, and her smile again.
The covers were down around us, I saw her looking at my cock.
The look of her as she did.
*****************
SIXTY NINE
She rolled me onto my back, as I readily complied. Her small hands pressing me back. I lay there as Cala's leg swung over my head, fascinated as her open legs sat down over my face. She was on all fours, crouching low, with her ass in the air, her naked pussy settling down onto my lips. At the same time I felt her mouth opening around my cock.
Oh fuck. Jesus, unbelievable.
I could not contain my heartbeat. I felt the weight of her tummy touching mine, laying on me in reverse, sucking my cock into her mouth.
The smell of her pussy, her wiry hairs at my lips. The smell of a musky cinnamon, of sweet honey, spring earth, and her wet slippery juices. I pressed my tongue to lick her and as I touched between her legs felt her body jump, lifting her ass up before lowering herself again slowly into my waiting mouth. She pressed down against my tongue letting me lick her cunt. My hips undulating as I met her mouth, her teeth on me, a feeling as if she were smiling.
Her legs squeezing tightly around my head, her hips sliding up and down as I lapped at her, slow long licks. Looking I could see up her naked back, I could see the pucker of her little ass. Her moans now as she danced on me, her body so amazing, a dancers body. God she could move. I could feel how hot she was, her pussy lips swollen and so wet. In reverse as I licked her clit, my nose pressed into her vagina, and the soft loose lips rubbing my face. Lapping at her, her juices running down over my lips, her little bush tickling my chin. I grasped her hips as I became more aroused and pulled her down, moved her how I wanted. My little fuck toy.
Sometimes I noticed I could not breathe, her legs and pussy pressed so tight against me, but it did not stop me. She was pumping on my cock faster, in reaction to my tongue drawing circles on her clit. She was moving, moving herself to get it just right. Our moans and squeaks. Cala continued to move on my face, long strokes, guiding me, but focusing on her little clit. I could hold my tongue out stiff and feel herself moving against me. When her strokes on my cock found a rhythm that froze me in place, feeling as if she were bringing me to orgasm. Oh god, and my thighs began trembling.
Her pussy so wet and hot, licking faster. I was overwhelmed, my body trembling and hungry. I wanted to turn her over and fuck her. I wanted to be inside her. Cala was writhing over me now, her body stiffening. I licked faster, smearing her juices all over my face. God, she was moving up and down, her female voice a fire for me, my growls and our bodies wet with a sheen of sweat.
Her body trembled and I grasped her thighs, moved her beside me. She let go my cock, my rock hard cock. Looking at me with wide eyes and turning her I lay her onto her back, she lay back with her arms above her. I was going to fuck her, she letting me pull her legs open and felt me laying down on her skin to skin.
Her head rolled back as I brought my cock up between her legs and pushed right inside.
"Ahhhh. Nickie. You??" She panted.
"Fucking my little girl. What you wanted?"
"Oh god, yes." I brought myself up above her and plunged inside again.
"Hungry, girl?" I whispered.
She was just about crying, and I moved over her, fucking into my little girl. She began to whimper and pant and at one point I held her close and whispered, "Cala, baby, you have to be quiet. Mark."
She had her eyes closed tight, "S'all right. He's sleeping or listening to music."
She clamped her legs around my hips and began to buck against me hard.
"You like fucking me daddy? Nickie."
"Yes."
"Call me your good little girl." Shaking herself, her clit digging in, "I want to be good, do what you ask."
"Mmmm, yes, fucking my good little girl."
"I can be bad too. What then?"
"Then I punish you."
"Oh, promises."
Her voice a delicious growl.
I was so hot, began riding her harder. The bed was making some noise now, and I slowed again, held myself deep inside. Our eyes on each other. Her mouth open.
I was sliding in long slow strokes, she was looking at me and said, "Fuck me any time you want daddy. Come in my room, put your hand in my dress."
I was sliding in and out long and slow, she was holding my arms as I rode her, our hips pressing together. Her head thrown back and then pressing her hands down on my chest feeling me rise and fall on her.
"You like my pussy? My cunt."
"Uh, oh yeah, Oh god!" And I grabbed her ass finding her little ass, and began stroking my thumb through her crack. She squeezed my hand.
"Oh, so bad, you can be so bad." And I pressed my finger into her little rosebud as I fucked her, feeling her body tighten.
"Ohhhhhh." She panted out.
"Shhhhh" I was holding her tight to me, fucking her from the front and behind, her slippery little cunt taking me in.
"I'm going to cum in you." And I pulled her tight against me so her clit was rocking along my shaft, faster and faster. I rode her until the bed rocked and her moans and cries filled the room. She was whimpering, "I'm your best little cunt."
"Make me cum," I moaned.
"Oh yeah, cum in me. That's right, cum in me."
Cala began trembling, "Fuck me. Fuck me." And then I could feel my cum rising as I held to her.
Cala was smiling. Her belly was wet with sweat and I slid easily on her, as I pounded into her, had my hands cradled under her ass, almost holding her up in the air and she was lifting her legs up and out her knees touching my back.
She was panting, I could feel myself coming, ribbons of come. Wave after wave.
I breathed out, growled. "Oh God. I'm cumming."
And she gripped me so tightly, and her body went rigid, trembling, I could feel an orgasm shudder through her body. I rolled to her side, still cumming facing each other my hips bucking against her. She was panting, "Ahhh Ahhh so sensitive!"
I cradled her head in my hand, wiped the hair out of her eyes stroked her chin and kissed her deeply. We kept kissing, then rolled to our sides.
"Wow! Shit. Jesus."
I was still inside her, could feel her clutching cunt, squeezing and gripping me. The agony of desire, and want had been building for months. Now spent, our bodies had become utterly one, delicious, naked and disheveled.
With eyes closed, she whispered out "Stay there, I want to feel you. God, you feel so good. I want you in my pussy, I want to feel your cock in my pussy."
I pressed to her and we lay like that as long as we could, until I felt the head my cock slip into her, with a little pop, felt her close around my tip.
She hugged me tight just then, laying down on me. Pressing her breasts to me.
I held to her, she was trembling, as I held her to me. She lay like that a long while. I could hear her breathing. She did not move. Was she all right? Now it was over. I knew what she could be thinking. The worry. The concern. The thinking part, rising.
She lifted her head from me finally, and turned the light off, settling into the bed, she whispered to me. "We did it."
"Yes."
"Oh my god. We fucked." She hugged me again, and pulled away holding her hand over the bush of her puss. We looked down at our naked bodies. She laughed, saying again "Oh my god."
"You feel so good."
We finally fell asleep.
*****************
MORNING
The rays of sun slanted into the room, warming the white sheet that covered us. I opened my eyes looking over at Cala sleeping innocently next to me, naked. Her shoulders bare where her arms lay over the sheet. I reached my hand over to feel her bare hip and moved myself in a manner which tugged the sheet low and I could view her from the side, her breasts tucked into the mattress. She was so fucking beautiful.
In another moment, probably sensing my movement, her eyes opened and she smiled.
"Good morning." Her low delicate voice.
"Good morning to you." I kissed her on the forehead, and turning her mouth to me I found her lips. It was a soft quick little kiss. "You better get to your room."
Her eyes wide, and she sat up letting the sheet fall away. Her bare narrow waist, she turned to the edge of the bed. Her tight little ass, and she was rummaging for her nightie.
"I better put this on, can't go walking naked from your room can I."
She stood bent over facing me, and I marveled at the ease of her nakedness before me. I sat upright and touched her hip again. She paused and stood by the edge of the bed. I never wanted this to end, never wanted her to leave. She had on only the top camisole of her nightie, and let me stroke her hips, curving in over her abdomen and brushing over her little tight bush.
She stepped back away, "I'm a bit of a mess." and danced out of the room.
--
At breakfast Mark was eating some cereal and I looked at him guiltily, wondering.
Cala came in and poured some milk. She noticed me watching Mark and came over by me.
"I already checked, he WAS listening to music last night." And she touched her nose as she said it.
We got away with it.
I sat down, my legs suddenly weak, taking it all in. My body still glowing from the night before.
At one point she leaned near me whispering, "I'm going to sleep in your bed again tonight."
Our eyes met, it was not a question.
**********************
MY HAPPIEST DAY EVER
So, I tell this story and you wonder what did I do?
Well, this story gets to end happily. I did indeed move, was able to transfer my job, buy a house. It was all under the auspices of saving money, and making it possible for Mark to go to college at the same time. Cala and I lived in the same house while she went to school. We slept in the same bed, and lived together as lovers within the confines of our little world. We are still together.
My bit of remaining guilt led me to continue to pay a larger alimony than I was required to compensate for my absence, and I also made a very regular practice of visiting Mark, making the long journey frequently.
And so we did live together, and she did have daddy issues. She was always my little girl and I was always her daddy. Coming home in the afternoon, when she was in the mood, leaning against the wall on the floor. Her legs akimbo in a little skirt, a sly smile on her face.
I'd sit by her, "What you doing."
"Dunno daddy."
And my hands on her, sliding along her leg finding the edge of her skirt. "Let me make you more comfortable." She holding her knees apart, a little sigh. And reaching I grasp the edge of her panties and tug. She lifting her ass from the floor watching me pull them off her legs.
"Mmm, that's my good girl." And tugging her forward toward the carpeting near the sofa. "Push your little bottom up for daddy." And she letting me pull her along, and positioning herself on all fours.
"You were waiting for Daddy to come tuck you in weren't you?"
And she can hear my belt, looking back. I lift the skirt over her back exposing her sweet brunette pussy. And letting my cock slide between her legs. "You like it when Daddy rubs you little girl?"
"Ahhh, god."
"What you do today," still sliding my cock on her.
"I had a test."
"How did you do." As I pushed my cock up inside her. Hissing a bit, "Yesss. that's it good little girl."
Her legs parting for me, taking me all in.
"I think I did all right," her head dropping low.
"That's good."
"I think I bumped against you a little hard daddy."
"That's all right."
"That's my good girl, rub your little cunny on Daddy's cock. Yes. That's it."
"Oh god I wanted it. Lets go to the room."
We fall apart and move to the bedroom. A king sized mattress on the floor. The bed frame has not arrived yet. I remember it so perfectly. Boxes against the one wall, having not unpacked yet. She sits on that mattress and I pull off the rest of her clothes, and then she tugs my pants off, unbuttons my shirt. It was a warm and sunny day. Her dark hair, the flash of her eyes. Our home, just us, alone. Being together, still so fucking horny for each other.



When the phone rings, and she lays back on the bed.
It is Lisa, and so I answer.
"Hi."
She asks, "When are you coming again to see Mark?"
A coordinating call, "Next weekend. Is that all right?"
Cala is pressing me back into the pillows and I let her move me how she wants as I talk.
"Yeah," there is a pause. "It was. I was wondering if you would have any time to..."
Cala was straddling my thighs now and running her puss along my length. She was smiling, hearing Lisa on the phone.
So fucking good, and I would be lying if I did not say revenge is sweet.
"Yes." I was toying with her now.
Cala mouthing 'you're so bad.'
"If we might have some time, together."
"I don't know Lisa."
"It's been so long."
"I thought you didn't want to take the risk anymore."
"Nickie."
And Cala at that moment lifted herself up, impaling me. I lay a hand at her hip.
"I think it's time we moved on."
"I want you so bad. I've been a good little girl."
The pout, I had little girls all around me, little fishes. My body tense with the thumping of Calas pussy riding my cock. Her tits bouncing, her wicked grin.
Mmmmmm.
My best day ever.
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First Time
My daughter came home with her hairstylist gear after starting at a hair cutting school. There was a potential wait, and a test. It was my idea, in that I knew she needed something to get her through life now she was out of high school. I heard the door slam and then her screaming, "Ahhhhhh!!! I got in!" What she does when she gets excited. It got my attention.
I was laying on the couch, doing nothing, when her eyes fixed on me with her bag of supplies, "Daddy! Thank you thank you thank you." She was clearly excited. She set her bag down and looked at me, "You need a haircut!"
"Now? You really think that's a good idea? Shouldn't you take some classes first or something?" I was amused.
"I been cutting hair for like forever! I already KNOW how." She was so excited, I thought what the hell, and agreed. Now, my little girl does have a pretty cute body, and while it is not something I think about, it is there. A thought that sort of nestles in the back of my mind. She's not tall, around five foot three, black long hair, and brown eyes, cocoa/mocha skin. She has a great smile and the whites of her eyes just sparkle. So, even though she was my daughter, her looks register with me.
She took me in the guest bedroom and laid a sheet down on the floor, set a chair in the middle and placed me there. I docilely following along. Definitely not a barber shop experience. It was just a normal padded folding chair, so as she worked on me she had to move around the chair with my head coming up to about her middle, meaning she had to bend over a lot. Whenever she was bent over her top fell away giving me quite a show - and it was having quite an effect on me, totally uncontrollable! Also, it was HOT, like over 90 degrees, and the room we were in was closed off from AC. I had been wearing shorts and a T shirt, and before she got started I took my T shirt off. She eyed my chest as I did that, I don't know but something sparked between us in this room. My skin was wet with perspiration as she worked on me. At one point she walked over and closed the door.
She was wearing shorts and a little halter top, and she was definitely hot (both in the sense of her body and the temperature). I could look straight ahead and basically get an eyeful of her cleavage, each time she bent over me. Wow! Little rivulets of sweat giving a little sheen between her breasts. The fabric began clinging to her skin, turning almost transparent, her pink skin and no bra.
So there we are in this hot room, stripped down to almost nothing. I could see her starting to nip out through the halter which was getting damp from her sweat. As the fabric moistened it also took on the rosy glow of her skin beneath, and I could make out the outline of her aureole. My God! The dark color against her skin and the point of her nipple in the fabric. "This alright?" she breathed out at me. I just nodded my head, taking her all in was really getting me aroused. As she cut my hair, circling, her breasts brushing my arm, it gave me a hard on. I could tell she didn't really know what she was doing, but at this point I did not care.
She was having trouble with the front of my hair, cutting my bangs, getting them even and blended. Feathered, she called it. The angle she was working at was wrong, and she finally began to straddle my knees still standing over me with her legs wide. As she worked, she was bending down lower and lower. Her breasts inches from my mouth, and she was just about sitting on my lap. She was so much smaller than I was, perhaps by 50 or 60 pounds, bouncing up and down holding herself above my knees.
Finally I said, "Why don't you just sit on my lap to do this?"
She looked at me, "Really?"
"Yes."
When she lowered herself slowly down, her lithe little body squirmed into place on my lap and I could not help it but sigh. She ignored my obvious pleasure, and continued working on me, as we sat there face to face. My cock was pointing straight down my pant leg and she had to have felt it pressed against her thigh. I could feel her squirming around so that she was basically rolling back and forth over my cock and it was putting me in an agony. Was she doing that on purpose, or just trying to get comfortable? A case of the princess and the pea. HA! Then, I noticed it, an impish sparkle in her eye as I believe she realized what it was poking her. She said nothing, but she sure seemed to be taking a long time, and was now rolling over my thigh agonizingly slow. Back and forth back and forth, oh such sweet agony! Finally, I couldn't take it anymore and I rested my hands at each side of her, trying to move her back. But the effect was different, it felt more like I was moving my hips in rhythm with her wiggling bottom, as my cock slid its length between her thighs. Ahhhhh! And then, she kept herself positioned back over my pole, as I tried again.
God it felt good!
She then managed to position herself so that her legs were spread very wide, resting the front of her pussy mound, the soft cushion between her legs right where her clit would be, over my bulging cock! Too much! And with one more wiggle I thought I might cum. We stopped, frozen in place. Once more, I grasped her hips, but this time pulled her a little closer watching her eyes close in reaction. She licked her lips, but still no acknowledgement of our dry hump action.
She continued to trim, as her crotch pressed down on me, rocked over me, and my hard cock was lining up with her. I could feel her pussy lips spreading apart, feel my heart beat on the head of my dick. AAAhhhh, god. Fucking god. She was not even cutting my hair, and I'm thinking is this happening? The full weight of her on my lap now, I looked in her eyes.
All she said was, "I'm done."
Her cheeks all mottled, and while looking away from me, she did not move for another beat. Her halter was damp, her nipples poking out, and the fabric almost see through. Her waist was moist with sweat.
I leaned in slow, she could get up anytime, would she? My chest brushing her breasts as I said, "OK," as I moved closer, closer. My lips almost touching hers. The thought of kissing fluttering around in my brain.
"OK?" I said it again. I could feel her breath and then she got up from me, backing away. We both turned to the side, avoiding eye contact.
Both of us, utterly aroused.
**************
Later that evening with Lily
Lily lay in her room wondering if something was wrong with her. All she could think of was her daddy, sex with daddy...
her legs squeezing tight around her hand, as she lay naked on her bed. Oh god, the exquisite ache she felt all day long.
Sex with her daddy. Her cheeks felt so hot, the ceiling fan cooling her hot skin. Her fingers working faster, feeling her touch, her fingers play, so nice inside her belly. God to have that cock up inside my belly, she lay her other hand flat over her concave abdomen. Imagining it there. Rocking her hips, feeling the space between her hand at her navel, and the fingers wiggling around deep inside.
Remembering. Going over the day. First was - the Haircut - and what she felt, his hardness, so big between her legs. How she looked into his blue eyes, and how he let her rub against him, his beautiful eyes looking right back. The window opening between them, there was a smile. She felt it. He was moving close to her mouth, so close. She could taste it.
Later that evening they watched a movie. I sat next to him, leaning in close. Would anything happen again? He was stiffer, more careful then, and I didn't want to push it. I leaned against the sofa with my legs spreading wide, twirling my hair in my fingers. Did he notice just how short my skirt was?
He looked. I saw him look, was he thinking about my panties?
And my secret daddy? I wasn't wearing any, but not brave enough.
Oh and how my body arches. 'Sick, sick, sick', as that familiar stern voice chides inside my head, but it only causes my fingers to increase their fevered rubbing.
And I moan out loud, "Fuck me Daddy!" My eyes go wide! How loud was that?
I pause for a second, looking at the door, wondering if he heard me. And deep down, in the pit of my stomach, this wave of excitement. What if he did? And my pussy throbs and twitches, the pit of my stomach trembles, as I listen. My pussy, electric pulsating sparks and my fingers clinging to my clit. Oh god, stretching out languorously like a cat.
My fantasy clicking in. I wonder if he is outside my door? Is he listening to me? Can he hear anything? I think of all the times I lay on my bed doing this. His room right next to mine. Does he know? Does he know what I want? What I have wanted for so long?
I imagine him outside, looking at the door again, he could be stroking his cock behind the closed door right now. I will the door to open. 'Open it, come inside.' I wish he would open it, see me, take what is his. 'Do anything' I would say. And now, rubbing furiously, I say it again, louder, testing myself. "Oh, oh, oh, Daddy, fuck me, fuck me, please Daddy. Fuck me, FUCK me, fuck me!!"
Listening to the quiet house. Feeling all brave. But no response. I continue masturbating furiously, desperate for release. But my kitty remains defiant. I know what it is, how I want more. After the haircut, what I felt, what we did. I know, I want more, and my fingers no longer do.
My pussy felt his cock, it wants HIM. I let my fingers slow, let them slip out of my body, shiny with my wetness. I lay there with my hand up by my hair, unmoving, naked on my little single bed. Laying there in the dark, just my fan spinning, the cool air on my skin. Laying in the darkness, wet, just feeling hungry and aching, and tingling up in my cunt.
I close my eyes, bending my back and arch across the mattress.
I say to no one, "I'm wet daddy." Reaching down I grasp my little light skirt in a ball in my hand and pull it over my hips, topless, no panties, just my skirt.
My fantasy.
I imagine myself walking up to him, "Do you know how wet I am daddy?" He sitting on the sofa, as I lift my skirt over my hips, looking at the ceiling. Just do it, like that "Let me show you." Exposing myself, imagining his eyes on me. I feel myself, running my fingers through my dark bush, resisting the urge to squirm. I say it out loud, deep in my imagination, "It's OK, you can look at me."
I open my legs a little wider on the bed, having pulled my skirt up. I could sleep like this, raise my knee. Open nice and wide, my skirt over my hips. Oh my pussy hurts. Let him look in at me, leave the light on. He would open the door to turn it off. Innocent. I just fell asleep. God he could stand at the end of the bed and look at me, I would just lay here and try to breath slow. Come into my room daddy.
I sit up on the bed, tugging my skirt down my legs, let it fall over the edge and walk over to the mirror. A sheen of sweat on my body, my black hair falling in thick messy waves around my flushed face. I examine myself in the mirror, and even though I'm short, I am proud of my body. I grew up learning ballet, gymnastics. The way I can move, and stretch and bend. He has watched me in those little costumes, he knows what I can do. I am proud how my body never lets me down. I run my hands across my streamlined flat stomach, inside my lean, strong thighs.
I'm not allowed to admit to any of the things I am thinking or wanting. I love my body, love making it feel good. The feel of an orgasm washing over me. I love the tear drop shape of my breasts, I love the shape of my ass, my pussy. How sensitive my clit is. The tight little bush between my legs. I like how I look and I like the attention that being considered beautiful brings. I like touching myself a lot. I love sex. I love fucking. I have wanted to fuck my Dad since I knew what fucking was.
Of course it was never easy for me to admit that, not for a long time. Not about any of these things. Even now, the feeling, so overwhelming, gives me doubt. Guilt, shame, insecurity, right there in the background. Should I be feeling all these things? I suddenly feel insecure at my lack of insecurity. I WANT this? But...Would I after? Could it ever really happen? I remember the haircut, the way he looked at me. The feel of his breath on me, his body. His erection, and the way I rocked on his knee. Feeling him right between my legs. Oh god. Was it for real? Was it a one off?
I have been settling for men who look like my father but could never be him. Tall, hulking, handsome blue eyed, blonde haired boys, who thought I should be happy with blowing them in the front seat of their car, or fingers pushed roughly inside as they watch a movie, or awkward fumblings in their single bed.
Their repeated insistent question, "Did you cum?" translating to 'Please say yes, so I can be finished, since I already did.' Boys who didn't even know what they want. Shyness turned them off yet taking the lead in sex meant I was a slut. I was done with Boys. Boys who didn't call back, who were indifferent to your feelings or who were so political correct you felt stifled.
I want it directly, go after what I want. Want. Desire. What is IT? What did the only man I only loved and felt safe around want? What did HE want? Does he want this, and I cradle my bush, walk back to my bed and lay down, lay on my front this time. Holding my hand between my legs, lifting my ass and shoving a finger inside and rock myself languorously over my hand. I wished it was the same thing as me but I doubt that and the idea of him not feeling the same makes me feel so depressed and frightened.
I'm suddenly scared.
Finding my clit I rub myself fast and hard. Planning, thinking of what I can do. Sneak onto the couch with him in my little skirt, nothing underneath. Then, let him see. I WANT him to at least see me. Run from the bathroom to my room naked. I can do that. Scared of what would happen if my Dad knew how I felt. The fear really turning me on now, the idea I would. Yes. I would, do this. Whatever happens. And it had happened. The haircut. It was real, it did happen. We could at least do it one more time, me on his knee rocking over him. I could live with just that for the rest of my life.
My hand hits home and my breath goes ragged, the reality settling in, I am so fucking aroused. How I have wanted this. How I have searched for advice on the net, tried cuddling routines, climbing on his lap, short outfits, walking around wet with nothing but a towel and it never worked. But the haircut! Until that, he was oblivious.
Oblivious.
I had felt him hard, and my body exploded in an orgasm imagining him pressed up inside me. I stretch out on the bed as my orgasm runs up into my belly, soft and warm, wet and sticky. Oh god, daddy! I know he was aroused. I know. I saw it. My body settling, I roll onto my back. The sheen of sweat covers me.
I cup my breasts.
I could give him another haircut. A trim. That's it. Maybe I am projecting my fantasies. Maybe what had happened had existed only on my end, inside my head. Maybe....
But I know better.
A trim.
I wanted to open the door of his room, walk into his room naked, climb in his bed... but that is being too hasty.
I would wait.
**************
The Trim
Well, we let that go by. But after that encounter I could not get my little girl out of my mind.
About two weeks went by, when she pokes her head into my den and says, "You need a trim?"
It was a question this time, and with its implication I felt my face quickly flush. Felt my heart begin to pound.
Another 'trim.'
I tried to stay calm, "OK."
"K. Meet me downstairs." She seemed nervous as well, and I knew I should have said no. But couldn't.
It was the same guest room, sheet laid out, chair in the middle. I was wearing a pair of shorts again but I had slipped out of my underwear before coming down. I wanted to feel everything. Shit, what was I thinking? And I left my T shirt off.
And my little girl?
Oh, my god!
She was wearing the lightest little sun dress that came up high on her thighs. If you didn't know you would think it was a shirt hanging down around her legs, buttons down the front, and cinched in at the waist. She still looked nervous as she eyed me sitting down. We were silent as she moved in close, leaning over to give me my trim, the top of her sundress falling away from her chest! Fuck. Already! Feeling myself grow stiff. I could see right down her top, her perfect breasts swaying as she moved. Only her nipples were hidden out of view. I was hard, and had kept my cock flat against my thigh so it would run down my leg.
As she trimmed my front, she was straddling me again.
Meeting my eyes she asked, "Do you mind?" Her cheeks were already pink.
"No." Was all I could manage.
She positioned herself right over my thigh, same as last time, settling down right over my hard cock. It took no time at all, and I was in an instant aroused agony. I had on just these thin shorts and her dress flaring around my legs, she was pressed to me with just her panties!
Without waiting I reached out and held her hips, and let my hands wander softly along her delectable thighs, forward and over her knees. When my hands slid back up they stayed on the bare flesh of her thighs. Her dress rising higher, my hands disappearing a little ways beneath the hem. What was I doing? She made no movement, no indication I was touching her like that. She held her lower lip in her teeth as she cut my hair. I rubbed around the sides of her cute little hips, lifting my fingers along her side until I brushed against her panties at each hip. It was a pair of little string bikini panties! In response, all she did was waggle her hips slow, back and forth, over my cock.
Fuck!
Was this happening?
I brought my hand around and scratched my nails lightly across her abdomen, just below her navel. Watched her eyes flutter. She moaned softly, and when her eyes opened, they looked glazed, unfocused, like a birds, until she met my eyes. She held her gaze, looked deep into me. This zing running up my spine. No smile, nothing. But those eyes, pure desire.
Permission?
All she said, was "Tickles. Now hold still." My hands still on her warm bare skin.
So there we were facing each other, her panty clad puss pressed right over my cock, and my hands caressing her tummy at her navel. Feeling braver, I brushed my hand lower over the front of her panties, and felt her breathing change. Waggling again she said soft, "I'm trying to get this even." Her scissors were working, but she just was not getting it right. I do not believe she was thinking about my hair. Perhaps I was distracting her?
I began stroking the crotch of her panties, ever so lightly, lower and lower over the little fabric, each time giving a little more pressure until her head dropped down, and she closed her eyes. Her hands falling to her side, not moving. No pretense of trimming my hair anymore. She also reacted by undulating her hips, forward and back now, sliding her puss up along my cock. Rocking herself on my thigh. The wetness of her crotch making her slippery as she moved along my length.
I let go of her, taking my hand out from under her skirt. She continued and I sat back watching her hips undulating over me, before holding her by the waist. Holding to her, and she began leaning back from me. Sort of falling back into my hands as I held her, cradled her. She was riding me now.
"This is naughty," she cooed with her eyes closed as I held her back, and she lay supported in my hands. Neither of us moved for a moment. It felt so fucking good in this hot quiet room. I could feel the moisture of her body in the fabric of her dress. Her female smell. I knew how wet she was. The moment passed and she lifted up, was sitting on my lap again, opened her eyes as if from a deep dreaming sleep.



Her dress had buttons all down the front, and as she watched, I began to unbutton each one of those buttons starting at the top. She had no bra on and it was not long before the dress lay open down to her hips. She was looking at my chest, rivulets of sweat running down, and I continued unbuttoning and tugging the top of her dress open until her perfect tits came into view. Both our heads bowed over her beautiful breasts. I leaned down, nuzzled into her and took a nipple in my mouth. The heat of her body, her skin slippery and moist.
"Ohhh, God," she moaned, pressing the back of my head into her chest and I felt her nipple harden in my mouth.
Utterly aroused as I sucked on her, I ran my hands up her thighs as her dress hung open down each side of her and began palming her ass over the the tiny pair of panties, the little fabric barely covering her.
As I ran my fingers around her thigh and began tickling up along her crotch she cooed, "Mmmmm. You're going pretty far."
"You started this."
"Hmmm, how?"
"Grinding my lap."
"I was just cutting your hair!"
I continued rubbing her puss, and began pulling the fabric of her crotch aside. She waggled her hips over my cock, leaning back to give me access. Her eyes got wide, as she looked down between us and unzipped my shorts.
"Daddy hard?"
I slid myself down in the chair, and we were awkwardly fumbling with each other, obvious arousal in this hot room. We were both sweating, a sheen of moisture on our skin. She let her dress fall to the floor. My cock sprung free between us and she slid herself toward me, right over my bare cock.
Fuck! So good.
Without us saying anything, we were squirming around, in utter concentration. I knew what she wanted. My bare cock tipped inside her panties, positioning it into her slit, which was opening right over my cock as she sat down again on my lap. As our sexes touched, we paused, the feel of her slippery wetness was exquisite. Her juices opening her cunt. The feel of my cockhead lingering right at the entrance of her pussy. And then, very slowly, so slow, I pulled her close. Could feel her lips spreading, lowering herself over me, her hips tipping to me and I could feel my cock slide right inside that tight little hole.
Oh, fuck.
Her head went back, hanging off me. Impaled on my lap. Her hair fell back between her shoulders, and she let out this guttural moan, going limp in my arms like a rag doll.
"What you wanted little girl?"
And god she was so tight.
"So big." She groaned. Her mouth hung open, she could scarcely breath. I pulled her forward and slid her back, and she opened her legs wide, looked me right in the eye with such a wicked hungry grin. "You have no idea. Fuck me daddy."
She began to undulate her hips, grinding her clit right at the base of my cock, wrapping her arms around my neck and holding me close to her, so her tits were pressed tight against my chest, skin to skin. Our bodies wet with sweat as we slid together, humping on the chair. She turned her head to me, smiling and planted a soft kiss on my lips.
"I've fantasized about this for such a long time you know."
I grasped her long hair and pulled on it.
"You have have you. Such a bad little girl. What am I going to do to you?"
"Oh! I don't know daddy." She was surprised at my roughness as I pulled her back by the hair and continued to fuck her, lifting her up and down on my cock. She was so light, this small bird I was holding in my arms, clinging to me. She holding on to my neck for dear life. "Uh, uh," grunting with each thrust.
"You like that? You deserve a good spanking!"
"Oh, yeah. Oh yeah. Oh, you like my little pussy? Fuck me, fuck me hard. I been so bad. Does it feel good pulling my panties to the side? I;m so bad, letting you in." She clung to me.
"Oh, fuck yeah."
"Take me over to the bed, if you want to. I'll let you do anything to me."
Anything. God it made me wild.
We fucked harder in that chair, whispering nasty things to each other. I let go her hair then, as she continued to cling to me, riding me. Softer slower. I pressed up inside in long slow strokes. So deep. My cock pressed deep into her belly, she let her feet touch the ground. She was lifting herself up, and setting back down, slow and soft. She lowered herself down hard and held me inside, squeezing my cock inside her vagina, and rotating her hips over me. Grinding her clit down hard, her hips began to shake. "Oh god, I'm gonna cum!"
The way she ground down on me, I held to her pressed her along my body, her legs wide and looking down at her shiny wet belly right down to her open legs, and felt my cum rise, spraying ribbons of cum up inside her. She could feel it and she was pounding up and down on me. "Do it, do it!" She groaned. "Cum in me, oh god yea, fill me up."
As I was cumming, I picked her up and holding her in my arms, walked her to the bed and lay her back into the mattress, staying inside laying her down and rolling over on top. I was still so fucking hard.
I shot ribbons of cum into her little cunt. She clamped her legs around me and squeezed. The slippery feel of her pussy squeezing on me as my cock twitched and sprayed inside her. Oh fucking god. Our bodies shiny with sweat and cum leaking down onto my thighs.
I hugged her to me and could feel our chests sliding together in the heat. Her mouth was moist and soft as we kissed again, her lips all swollen, her cheeks red, and her hair disheveled and wild.
I let go and slipped out of her, my cock was still rock hard.
"What do you want me to do?" MY voice a growl.
She lay looking up at me, her arms curled into her dark hair. Legs open wide around me. Considering.
Finally she says, "That's the thing, I am yours. There isn't anything that I wouldn't want you to do. Do you want to lick me all over? Do you want my mouth, my pussy, my ass? Fuck me slow, tease me, fuck me hard, ride me, make me scream, make me beg! Pull me back to the bed, don't let me go.
---------
What He Did Next
What he did next I hadn't expected. Anticipation coursing through my blood. He whispered, "Kneel." And I got in position. "Yes," I could barely speak. I kneeled.
"Higher." His voice a rasp, and I raised my ass in the air.
Silence. I heard his padding steps at the end of the bed. Watching me. I wanted to peek. I waited. I felt silly, and gradually, waiting, lay my forehead down upon the mattress. To have him looking at me, to be completely naked, his eyes on me, my heart really began to pound. What was he thinking? To be looked at like this. He was close, so close, feeling the mattress move. I could feel him, radiating by me. His breath.
To be looked at, the shame that made me so fucking hot, how wet, I was creaming between my thighs. God, I could feel my pussy slipping open, its gaping wound. The wetness so full, began dribbling down the inside of my thighs. Oh fuck, touch me. DO something.
But I waited, he walking circles, along my side, looking at my naked body, my narrow hips, my breasts hanging down. I turned my head on the mattress and could just see him.
What is he doing back there? How close is he, what is he thinking? I am so fucking wet.
And in the silence, my body grew electric. Fuck, I could cum like this. The cum was already dripping down my thigh, it was all the way to my knees. In silence, I could just feel my heart beating, feel it in my neck. I held myself there for him, waiting. Take me. Take me. TAKE ME. Thinking about what his cock felt like up inside me, the aching, the itch. My hips began to move, I squeezed my cunt, the stiff rod, imagining it there between my legs.
My breasts brushing the fabric of the sheet, the light of the room. The heat. My sweat. I could feel the dampness of the heat on my upper lip, blinking, waiting.
When, his voice. Even, said, "Mine."
I whispered, my voice catching in my throat, "Yours."
Just the vibration shook my little cunny, and I reacted by spreading my legs a little wider.
*******************
When....
He pressed a thumb deep under my shoulder blade and drew the tips of his fingers down the center of my back.
"AAAAhhhhhh." My whole back arching, my ass lifting high into the air, as the tips of his fingers pressed in along the line of my ass, and through the folds of my puss.
"Ohhhh, yes." My skin felt soft and caressed. Beloved.
"God that feels so good." His hands wandering over my body, I could not help but press into his hand where it caressed me, undulating there on the bed. His little kitten, feeling like a caged bir.
He was gripping my narrow waist, over my ass cheeks and down the back of my thighs, brushing my puss with his thumbs. I stretched my foot back toward him, sensing where he stood and stretching out pressed my foot along the length of his hard cock, and groaned at the feel of it. Curling my toes, running my foot along its length. We were burning up.
I was so fucking aroused, his low guttural moan, the sound of his voice shaking my insides. Come inside, come in, push it in.
And that is what we did, for the longest time.
His hands fell away from me, and I felt the mattress compress. Then nothing. Silence. He was looking at me again, I could sense it.
I waggled my ass around, seeking skin, contact with his body. His cock, imagining it right behind me, hard and ready. God dammit. Push it in.
Holding myself there, ready, finally I said, "What are you doing?" And glancing back, his hands finding my hips again.
"Touching you, worshiping you."
"You want me?
His hands at my waist tightened, and I felt his cock bump me between my legs. His answer. Yes. Yes, do it! I groaned and held myself, stiffening getting ready. His cock touching along my slit, my soaking wet slit. The hairs of my puss tingling, brushing his skin, warning me. My slick center spreading.
"mmmmm." His deep groan, finding my opening, the push of his body, the pull of his hands and I was opening, sliding, feeling his cokhead pop inside me, right up inside. Just inside, and out again.
I was holding my mouth open, as if taking it in, as if sucking him with my mouth. My lower lip drooping open, my eyes unfocused, it was there again. Popping inside, and slipping back out. Ohhhh, each thrust ever so deep, so slight. Taking me over and over and over.
And then he had my hair, my jet black mane of hair, he was tugging me back. Pressing me to the mattress and fucking me down into the mattress. His lips at my ear. I lifted my head, feeling him fill me, ride me. Oh, yes, Ride Me. His cock sliding in, filling me, his hardness resting up inside and I felt my legs spreading wider and wider, hugging down into the mattress taking him all the way in. The angle of his cock, the roughness of his thrust was so crazy fucking hot. I rocked my ass against his abdomen, and he whispering in my ear. "Baby girl, going to cum in you. Fill you up."
I could only grunt at the thrusts, and his cock slipping, pressing into me hard, sliding inside, oh god, it ached, itched, his head touching my belly. Fuck! I could feel him, faster, faster, and my trembling body giving way. The bottom dropping out beneath us. Falling. And white, and my eyes turning back to him. His mouth at my ear breathing. And my orgasm rocking through me, spasming, "Oh fuck, daddy, yes."
His cum rising, his cock held deep into me. And his whole body arching behind me. And then grinding and thrusting. Oh god it wouldn't end.
I was sopping wet, the sound of his cock sliding inside, the slap of our bodies.
Our wet skin, he rising up and his hand at the center of my back, the pool of sweat between my shoulder blades, as I lay there licking my lips, taking in every movement, motion, moment. His jism running inside. Imagining his seed in me, he could make me pregnant, skin to skin, my little cream pie. I wanted to spread my legs and show it to him.
He lay above me, his softening cock still inside. I look back it him, starting to breath again. "You like that daddy?" I cooed out, seeing the side of him laying supine over my body. My ass arching into his sex, still pressed into me. I could still feel him inside my body.
My breasts swaying as I lifted up on my elbows, his hand sliding around me and grabbing my tits. Holding me by my tits and leaning over me, he nibbled my neck and I giggled. I could feel his abdomen up my backside, still inside me, pressing me lower into the mattress. Fuck was he still hard? His weight on me. His naked body moving over the top of me. Stroking, and squeezing me.
So sensitive, I could feel his cock sliding up inside me again.
"There's some things I'd like to do to you."
"What?"
I looked back at him. My heart skipping a beat.
"You can say no."
His hands scritching at me, saying nothing more.
Trembling I say, "Yes. Anything. Yes. Anything at all."
****************
Mine.
That's the thing about.
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It had been several days now, and Lily lay in her bed, unable to see. It was late in the pitch black night.
Daddy was not there.
She felt a fur shape on the nightstand and shivered. I've never felt so melted, ground into glass. To have his hands run over me. Not my lover, my owner, to be possessed. I said yes, yes, yes... MINE. I felt it, do anything. I am yours. We say this, say it all the time to lovers. But now, it takes getting used to. The euphoria, the feeling in my beating heart, the sweat trickles down between my breasts, when my legs spread wide. Can I handle this?
I've beem sexually active, still am. He still lets me date. And I have, to make HIM jealous. I thought I knew what sex is, know what I like. Feeling its skin to skin embrace, the feel of clinging naked bodies sliding together, wanting and then having. Climbing inside, being. Disappearing, the YES. The YES. Fuck. The fuck as if your life depends on it. The lazy fuck, the morning fuck. The moans, tongues finding each other, the slap and sigh, and kissing. And oh god kissing. But vanilla sex, vanilla! Hah. Vanilla. Something I enjoy, would never tire of. But that hand at my throat, another held between my legs. The fabric, the fur, the tails, the cords.
God, I am cumming and not even touching myself. O, God. Yes. Ahhhhh. Claimed and controlled, NOT between equals. MINE. HIS.
The wax melting to its flame, how I melt. The fear, the electric fear. The grip of its excitement. The secret, the depravity, the fear. The things I let him do to me, what should I wear daddy? What should I wear under my clothes? His whispers when we are out, make my hairs stand on end, my scalp prickling as he forces my legs apart. The palm at my throat, his hands in my shirt making me squirm.
Will I ever get used to this feeling? Do I want to?
I am Afraid...
But the fear, is
the heart of my attraction.
-------------
She agreed.
Feeling the heat from her body, our exhausted selves. She took my hand and followed, out of the vacant room and into mine. I opened this box in my closet and let her look inside.
The gasp, guttural from her throat. "You can, you can...." I did not want to finish the sentence, her small fingers reaching in the box. Ribbons, and fur, cords and soft leather. Masks, and balls, and ....
Her eyes met mine, we are sitting naked, sitting as if everything is normal and she rolls onto her front onto the be. Yes.
She does not say anything, but her softness, the curve of her ass, her legs, the swell of her pussy between her legs. My hand at the center of her back.
Fuck, fuck fuck. Foreplay be damned. I am so hard, can feel the weight of my cock. Mine. I keep thinking, fucking shit.
And I barely touch her, turning her so she faces me. Wrapping the cord around around her neck, down the center of her front, between her legs, she turns and up along her back, her shoulder blades. Looping the cords at the back through the cords at the back of her neck, and down around her sides, crossing, criss crossing, turning the cords around her breasts around her hips..
Silence, her trembling body. Unspeakable.
Our eyes meet, and she is holding her lower lip in her teeth, looking at herself, up on her elbows. Gestures, the knots forming at her navel, the criss-cross of cords on her, Another cord and her knees bent back, and wrapped from thigh to calf. The promise of no movement, what we want. Her ankles held back to her thighs, and her arms secured to the top of the bed. She is mine. The promise, her promise of what we want. She lays still and I draw my hand along her body, we are alone. The house is empty. I touch and stroke, could penetrate her, hear her say no. Her knees spread wide, and turning her onto her front, lifting her ass in the air. On her knees, spread wide.
Digging around in the box, the soft tail. A soft kitties tail, attached as it is to a butt plug. A tube of lubrication and pressing the juices around her ass, push the tail, the soft long tail into her ass, and the arch of her back the rise of her ass, she is mine. My pet. Marking her flash with the cords, held in place, her moan at the silicone penetration. So adorable, she is looking back at me, and her hear is pounding.
Fear??
She was silent as I bound her, but now she is moaning, stretched out and waving her ass back and forth. I will never forget what she looked like there before me, and my cock so hungry to fuck.
I will never forget our bodies, the look of her, our smells, her softness. The room glowed, an instagram. The yielding, the magic. Her now soft, involuntary moans and gasps, squeaks and groans. It was all we could speak, an animal self overtakes the bound.
I do say in a deep voice,
"My pet."
And stroke her softly, find the slit of her pussy and push my finger in. I cover her with my body and lick her by the ear. "I want you, to take you." I say and she is laying there her cheek buried in the pillow, breathing. "Oh god, daddy." She whimpers it out.
Our words feel like they are running through a liquid, through a molten glass, and are bent like light in water. It is an hallucination. I cover her, and kiss her by the ear, her hot skin all beneath me, and lifting my heavy cock up, throw that soft fur to the side, and press inside. Her head goes up, all involuntary. Fucking like animals, like snakes, or fuckkkkk. It feels so good.
The cards are turning, the music plays in the silence, the future of our life, bending to its magic. I press and feel us together, her body, again again again. We have been fucking all day, and the ache is intense, and that space between her legs has me, and her ass filled, and I turn the knob inside her as I fuck and she groans, "Oh daddy." She says it again, fluttery like a bird. "It feels so.....good."
She cries "Oh god I am yours, do it to me. Yes."
She cums immediately, and her body is twisting beneath me and I continue, pounding, driving inside. Holding her, pinning her down. The cords straining at her wrists and she is bound to stay, cannot get up. She is whimpering, "Oh so sensitive, oh god daddy." and her body shudders again, spasms again, as an orgasm rips through again, and she is whimpering, holding her ass up high and crying out. "Oh, I can't I can't, I can't cum again."
I let my hands brush her skin, and it working like glass on her, the skin is being cut with the magic. As I work my way inside, under her arms and hold her still pinned, cannot straighten her legs or stop me, and I pump inside. "I'm going to fill you little girl. So full, fuck you. Cream inside of you, yes." And ribbons of cum pumping inside, her ass pressing back as hard as she can, taking me, drinking me. I work my way up in her sinews, her whole body weak, and drenched. The sheets are pulled down by my flailing on her. Her open gaping pussy, and moving back off her body, her pussy this open wound, with my cream leaking out. Her legs obscenely spread, unable to move or cover herself or recover.
Mine. Mine. Mine. I could leave her like this. Mine.
The cords worked their magic, rubbing her between her legs, chaffing as I fucked. I could dig my fingers into the knots of the cords and pull her to me. These will stay, today she will wear them beneath her clothes. The hidden cords bound to me.
Mine.
How I split her, beautifully bound, and ready for more.
--------------------------
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-
How do I start this?
I can barely type thinking about it, my fingers are tingling. I could begin with how I could not fucking believe it was actually happening. How it did not feel real and, to be honest, *AWKWARD* How else to describe it? Maybe...guilty, ashamed, silly, shy .... and definitely, excited. Like I wanted to scream I CANNOT FUCKING BELIEVE IT!! Or nervous, because our parents were downstairs and dinner would be soon.
AHHHHHHHH!!
My mind was in such a rush, like I was this little animal, kneeling on the floor in front of my brother who was sitting on his bed in just a shirt.
And I was staring at his cock.
Oh, did I mention, he was blindfolded? For his school project. HA! I'm getting ahead of myself.
"I'm right here," I whispered nervously. His face turning to me, unseeing. "What are you doing...."
"Just kneeling...in front of you." I watched his hand go to his cock, watched it rise up between his legs, poking up from his shirt tail, his beautiful mushroom head of a cock spreading above his thumb, all shiny, as he gripped tight. I had dribbled some lotion on it, because he could not see. Edible Lotion, called Kama Sutra, giving me ideas. He paused, I encouraged, "Go ahead. I want you to." I was so close he could probably feel my warm breath.
I WANTED him to see me. I had pulled my top all the way down, had untied the little straps and let it fall all bunched up at my waist. He did not know that, he didn't even know I was wearing red. His favorite color.
I had come into his room, heard the shower and sat on the bed waiting for him; he came out still blindfolded and I watched him put on his shirt. I let him know I was there, god I was horny, and I asked him if it would be OK to go through with it.
After having shared the fantasies we have, to take turns.
His chest was heaving as his hand moved like magic up and down the length of his glistening cock.
I tipped my head up a little, like I was balancing a pencil on my chin. Watching, waiting, eyes wide.
His hand moving faster, he was groaning, a deep panting groan.
"It's beautiful." I said. I'm a romantic.
I held my chest out, didn't want him to miss. My pale breasts standing out with tan lines. "Just spray straight out." He pointed his cock at me. "Yeah, like that." I began to lick my lips. Fuck. This was incredible. I felt like such a slut.
"I can't see anything." He reached with his other hand and felt my shoulder, which was bare and that surprised him. I smiled a little, letting him touch me. He knew? I let his hand wander low. "Your...."
"Hmmm. Hmmmm." A smile in my voice.
His hand stroked across my breasts, it felt so good. His fingers brushing my nipples. I giggled.
I said, "I want to watch you cum, and ... I want you to cum ON me." He was still blindfolded, and I was taking 'care' of him.
His cheeks flushed immediately, as he nodded.
God he was getting into it, stroking his cock. I loved the way he was breathing, the way his breath caught and how he'd hold it as he stroked harder. I could see the pre-cum on his tip and licked my lips, blinking my eyes waiting for him to cum. God this would be heaven. I fantasized about him for longer than I cared to admit. I knew I wanted to taste it, feel it. It was all I could do not to lean forward, to take him. I could take him in my mouth. Mmmmm, I held my mouth open, my tongue lolling on my lower lip. Imagining my lips around that thick delicious cock head.
But I wanted to feel it, on my skin. Fuck. Fuck. Only thing better would be if he were straddling me on the bed while I waited naked.
I could feel my puss melt, feel it opening up, aching. I squeezed my thighs, tingling with its exquisite itch. So hungry. The wetness soaking my panties. I let the curve of my cunny press into the carpet.
I lay my hand on his thighs and scraped my nails across his flesh and then it happened, the catch of his breath and a jet of white, so fast I wasn't sure. It caught me across the cheek, and another and another. He was spinning it out in lines on me. A spider web of cum, across my chest, along my chin, down my torso. It got on my jeans. So much cum.
He couldn't keep quiet, his jerky grunts. And god it made me wet, I almost came, and god I wanted to cum. Let him see me, let him EAT me. I could feel him INSIDE me. Picturing his chin rubbing down between my legs, oh, letting him .... mmmm. Do anything to me. God, yes! Opening my legs I curled my fingers through my little bush and squeezed. I was his little cat in heat.
"OOOOO" Running my hands over my body, smearing him into my skin, and brought a finger-full to my lips. Tasted the thick saltiness.
When he was spent, I watched him relax, his breath slowing, looking at nothing. My little puppy.
"You all right?" He finally said.
"Yeah. I got to go. I was supposed to tell you dinner would be soon." I giggled again, drenched in cum. Could feel the liquids tickling down my skin in cool lines. "You got me. I'm a mess."
His deep voice, "I did it."
I was so happy, it was so what I WANTED. Such a fantasy. To be used, covered in cum. HIS cum. I brought my fingers up his thighs, touching his bare skin, and pressed my hands over his crotch, felt the wiry hairs in my fingers, wrapped my fingers into his balls and pressed the flat of my hand along his cock against his abdomen. So delicious to watch the surprise, the way his head dropped down, as he moaned at my touch. I let my fingers dance across his skin, feeling him. Wrapping my fingers around his shaft. I held it soft in my fingers, stroking, running my thin fingers all over his crotch, stroking lightly, could feel it jump. It was like he crumpled forward as I squeezed. His hands finding my breasts, squeezing, molesting me. He leaned forward and slid down onto the floor in front of me on his knees.
I said again, "I got to go." But did not move. It all felt too right, surreal. Like a dream.
"So beautiful," I purred again still with my hands down between his legs, feeling his member hardening again. I let go and lay my hand at his cheek. Leaning in I touched his lips with my fingers, guiding my own lips there. We kissed for the first time. His beautiful lips, and I opened my mouth, turned into him, let him slip his lower lip between mine and touch my tongue with his, as we crushed our bodies together, feeling my back curve to him as he pulled me in. My cum soaked breasts sticking to his nice white shirt as we kissed.
Once the line was crossed.....I knew we could never stop, knew what was coming. The ache in me, like a razor.
Mmmmmm.
But....
I should start at the beginning.
*******
I idolized my brother since I could remember. I denied it, could not identify it, didn't really even understand it. But it was attraction, all along, I was attracted to him since I can remember. The shape of his eyes, his mouth, his smell. His touch. The way he looked in a pair of jeans. I chalked it up to little sister veneration, and I was a romantic. I gave him Valentines, held his hand, left notes, MISSED him.
Years and years and years. I felt it before I could name it.
And something else.
Starting in nighttime dreams, of us wrestling mostly. Him holding my hands, pinning me, not letting go and bending my arms back until I was forced to lay down as he followed me, as he lay on me. The weight of him, in my dreams pressing down. How I remember that!
I had other dreams, of him running his hands along my back and legs, and me looking back over my shoulder, meeting his eyes. Me laying on the couch, or outside, or on the floor reading or napping. Me in panties or nothing at all. I had dreams of him watching me, always watching, as I dressed or bathed. Of walking around the house naked, or outside, or at school. His eyes on me. Always those eyes.
I would think about these dreams, with him so near to me, and my cheeks burned. I remember turning the dreams over in my mind, recalling every intimate detail, as I lay awake in the mornings and the dreams gradually transformed into fantasies. Waking fantasies. Pictures I controlled and would play with. I would lay on my bed legs spread wide stroking up my thighs, tickling a line softly across my tummy, squeeze my breasts, mmmmmm. Be so naughty, fantasizing about my brother, imagining his commands. "Turn over Ash. Bend over." And following that invisible voice, placing my middle finger deep inside, picturing him there watching, imagining it was him inside me. Feeling him there, moving on me, faster, sliding in and out. Oh so sweet, so good, undulating my hips, squeezing, feeling it all.
He standing beside me, watching. And him masturbating. Those beautiful eyes on me the whole time.
I would lay there imagining him. Talking to no one: Go on. Cum on me. Cum.
Imagining how filthy, how sweet, his spunk on my body. Watching him there, the pleasure I could cause him
So bad, so naughty. His hand pumping, imagining its thickness. Or leaning behind me, letting his cock lay across my ass, him cumming over my back and in my hair.
Letting him push it inside, cumming IN me, wet and slippery. Looking back at him. You Beast!! How he could play with me, do anything. To be his plaything, his toy.
His fuck toy. Mmmmmm.
Imagining his thick erection when I later saw him idly reading, it embarrassed me. My cheeks burning. If he only knew what my thoughts were. Fuck. I climaxed twice, lay disheveled, panting in my sheets. And still hungry, aroused, wild for his eyes. And the fantasy of laying on my bed, looking over at my brother, as he masturbated over my naked body, of his cum spraying all over me, became my touchstone. I was never satiated.
I would cum thinking about nothing else, over and over and over. And could visualize him in my room, in the dark. Or under my bed. Or behind me, or in front of me or above me....
And how THIS actually started is kind of weird, unexpected, and it was more the animation of that underlying energy that always existed between us than anything else.
Did he feel it? Was it always with him the same as with me?
Part of it was that as he got older he was gone more, with friends, with work, and he just didn't think about me so much.
We drifted apart, or he drifted from me.
I felt it. Did he?
The absence, the longing, his disinterest. We did less together and I MISSED MISSED MISSED him, so much.
*******************
Well, whatever it was, the energy started after he left and took on a momentum all its own.
He was a Freshman in the Community College in town and got a dorm, I was in twelfth grade. It is not like he was gone all that much, because he came home for dinner often, stayed weekends so mom could wash his clothes. It just FELT like he was gone a lot. And he felt gone when he was here too, it just was not like it used to be. He talked a little bit about school but never girls. I never really even imagined him being with a girl, though there was a little worry there and I was also a bit jealous of him, protective.
One thing about all these feelings was an emerging flirtiness between us, which I considered as being part of being close. Being close, his absence, and being older now. It was totally normal, I saw it with other brothers and sisters. But I liked to think he actually felt a little bit like I did. When I started missing him, I think the flirting went up a notch, and he let it happen same as me. I would actually get 'ready' when I knew he was coming home. I liked to dress up, wear nice clothes, revealing clothes the way teen girls do, so far nothing unusual at all. It was all in my head anyway. I would walk past and flip my dark hair back from my eyes, glancing at him. I was always playing with my hair in his presence, twirling it around my finger.
The other thing I did encourage, which was such a part of my fantasy, was to have him look at me. Those moments I felt his eyes on me, so electric. Tapping into such a deep part of me, such a deep burning cinder. Those eyes. He had no idea about it. I would leave the slightest cracks in my door and sit in my bedroom, wondering. Or running into the basement and pulling off a top for the laundry when I knew he was downstairs and changing right in front of him. Watching TV in a short nightie in the evening, wagging my legs open and closed; or letting my skirt ride too high, let him see my panties. And watching those eyes when they noticed. Oh, God, yes! And the innuendos I worked into our conversations.
"I bet you could lick me into shape." Not the half of it. Standing at the door waiting for him, seeing him in the driveway, "I want you inside right now!" Mmmmm. Yes, yes I do.
And being he was a guy, I always could gain that little thrill, that feeling, of his eyes on me, or get the sense he got my naughty little perks of his being here. I knew he would peek at me, catch a glance up my skirt as I bent over. My T shirts with no bra. Him peeking down my front as I let it fall forward. And this also, I felt, was a normal behavior between brother and sister.
He was not a peeping tom, did not seek it out. Though secretly, that would have been OK. I also never took it as far as really being naked in front of him, but bra and panties, he saw that quite a bit. More and more through the spring of my Senior Year. By the way, me in my bra and panties is a pretty good sight, if I don't say so myself! Ahahah. So dressing, undressing. And now I think about it, the down my blouse shots would have given him a great view of my nipples. So, yeah, my naked nipples, and sometimes I would change a top in front of him with my back to him, so he would see my bare back. And me in a bikini, the nice view up my open legs. The bulge of my crotch, my camel toe. It's making me hot just thinking about it.
Whew!
Stupid, teenage, but still ordinary. And I knew to be careful, knew how far I should or could go. It was part of our being 'close.' He was a guy, I was a girl, and honestly all our little indiscretions became normal.
A girl does like to be admired.
And it never changed, that feeling of attraction I had for him. And that lingering, what would happen if.... and did I want it to?
And when I was horny, those times when he happened to come home while I was ovulating, well things always just got kicked up a little. About five days of my cycle I was off the charts - crazy horny.
Lets just say I was 'In the mood.'
THAT is when it happened.
********************
First, my brother emailed me during the week about a project and wondered if I would help. I was writing a paper as I saw the email screen pop up on my screen. Sitting at my lap top, writing AND checking email, and noting who is posting stuff on Facebook, and Skype AND... (these days writing a paper is a very social event:)
When...I got the email from him.
It just said: Hi;)
I fluttered because he did not email me often. And I see it pop in on my right screen, being a girl with my lap top monitor and another flat screen.
I open it, and heading says, 'I love to get Naked in the morning."
I was like, what the fuck! I feel my cheeks grow warm, a flutter in my stomach, and immediately shoot an email back.
'WTF??'
About a minute later he writes, 'Didn't you see the picture?'
'No.' And I scroll down, and there is a shot of my dorky brother holding up a bottle of 'Naked Orange Juice.'
So we open a chat:
Me: You are such a dork.
Bro: Got your attention!?
Me: I'm writing a paper, but yeah.
Bro: Just sayin hi.
Me: Hi. That it?
Bro: And a question. Need your help.
Me: Ahhhh. Girl troubles;(
Bro: Nah, but always willing to take advice.
Bro: You always got a guy, any secrets??
I laughed, what the hell is this about?? I got no guy. Feeling silly, and a little bit hot.
Me: Easy. I just flash my titties, and they follow me around like a puppy. HA!
There was a pause. I felt embarrassed.
Me: TMI?
Bro: Guess I can't follow you around then.
Bro: Never seen your tits.
Me: As if.
Bro: Maybe...Once
Bro: or twice
Me: Maybe ten or twenty. LOL
Me: I know about you.
My cheeks were glowing now, I felt all warm. Thinking I should not have written any of this.
Nothing.
Me: Dork. I got to work, what did you want?
Nothing.
Shit.
Me: When you coming home again?
Bro: Not this weekend, next weekend.
Me: And??
Bro: I got this project at school. We are supposed to learn what it is like to live with a disability. Some want to tie an arm to their side, or wear earplugs, or such shit. I decided to wear a blindfold. We're supposed to have someone in our family to interact with, and like. I thought of you. Would you help.
Me: Blindfolded?
Bro: Yes.
Something about that set some trippy feeling in me.
Me: Kind of Weird....
Me: But. Sure.
He went through everything. I wanted to know what it was and he said it had to do with learning about understanding people with disabilities. Elderly, or injury, or physical disability. The project was that everyone in this class had to spend the weekend in a manner that left them with some sort of disability. Earplugs, as in you cannot hear. Or binding an arm to your side. Staying seated in a wheelchair, like that. My brother had the idea of being blindfolded, not being able to see.
The other thing was that the project required the students to be with another person, someone who could help. The teacher was interested in safety but also in the students learning how to interact with another person, what it felt like to be disabled around other. Need seek help, when to be independent. What it felt like to be disabled around those who are not. It would be for the weekend and he needed somebody to be with, and HE thought of me.
Somehow, somewhere in this exchange was a flutter in my stomach. I don't know why, but this idea of him being blindfolded played to all my feelings of being watched, only in this I would be the watcher.
I agreed. And we sort of identified how it would all work out, what help he needed. Obviously it would not be ALL the time, not all night....hee hee hee (and he was the one who said that!). Be still my heart.
So by Friday I pretty much ran wild with the whole thing. Getting to be with him non stop, and him being dependent on me. Being close together. Me having this unfettered access to looking at him, anywhere I wanted! BLUSH. God....I loved it.
Oh, and yes, I was a fertile Myrtle.
---------------------------
He came home Saturday morning, and was to be blindfolded the whole day, the whole weekend. It all drew this little tingle inside. Yum.
He says to me, "You still want to do this?"
"Of course!"
And what we decided first was to go for a walk. Just a walk, get outside. Move around. He had the blindfold which was provided by the teacher. It was shaped in such a way there could be no peeking, but it also was not large, making it inconspicuous. He wore dark glasses over it which made it not weirdly noticeable.
What we did was go for a long walk toward where we used to live, when mom and dad were renting.
--
"This is totally weird. I don't feel at all confident about my steps." He looked like he was ready to drop off a cliff with each step.
I was holding his hand, guiding him.
"It's OK. The road is level. I'll tell you when we come to a curb. Trust me."
Not much happened on the way. But when we got there a distant, barely audible song, and Nick lifted his head. I barely heard it.
"Ashley!! Ice Cream! It's an ice cream truck!" He said. He sounded like a little kid, the kid I remembered.
"Weird how you can know that just by sound."
"I do feel like all my senses are better without my eyes."
Anyway, he was right. We found that truck and each of us got an ice cream cone, sat down by the curb. I guided his eating of the cone while having mine. It was like sitting with a two year old, having to tell him where it was melting too much or about to drip and he would turn it the way I said. We were laughing at this. It was hilarious how much you need to see just to eat an ice cream cone.



He said, "How's dad been?"
"Dad's been, uhhh, dad, I guess."
"He hasn't said one thing to me since I got in the house."
"Mom talked to you. He's NEVER very communicative. Old school, the fact a roof is over our head and food on our table....no different. It's fine."
"He does not even know what I am taking this semester. He could care less."
Nick sighed, and I began pointing out the needed ice cream licks. At one point I was holding his cone and sort of feeding him. He was turned toward me, unseeing. So intimate.
"I like taking care of you."
He says, "I could get used to this."
To which I added, "Any time. I'm yours for the whole weekend." And, by the way, I meant the innuendo; and as I said it I touched his nose with the ice cream.
"Hey! Ash."
Before he could do anything else I leaned in, "Here." And there was this moment, a frozen moment between us. I felt it anyway. A pause, with our faces close together, too close. I could feel the warmth of his cheek, as I .... licked the ice cream off the tip of his nose.
There was something about him not being able to see.
I remained leaning close in to him. He said, "You're being bad."
I felt tingles, "Just helpful. Here...." And then I licked him again, right at the corner of his mouth. And as I pulled back a little said, "You had a little there too."
Silence. This closeness enveloping us, I felt it anyway. After a beat he turned away. "We done?"
"Yes."
The way he took my hand as we got up, helping me to stand, there was an intimacy that is hard to explain. I had never touched him with my tongue before. I was blushing. But he could not see that as we held hands the whole way home.
He could not see anything.
It made it so, we could be anyone. Anonymous. Invisible.
More intimate without eyes.
*****************
I was wearing a plain light green T shirt, candy apple, normally I wore better. Weird how I would do that for him. Knowing my brother was here I would normally dress up a bit, vamp up a bit. But he could not see, and it didn't matter. It was like a muscle shirt, you could see my bra straps, and a faint outline of my bra. I thought about my bra. 'Why did I wear it?' And I pictured what this T shirt would look like on me without a bra. I don't know what it was, but that moment really got me going.
So this whole back and forth conversation going on in my head. I sort of wanted to look nicer, because it was HIM. But, it didn't matter. All silly, yes. It continued like a record skip, seemed significant.
After twenty minutes or so we were almost home, still holding hands. Talking about nothing. Nick seemed totally comfortable at this point, walking along in those dark glasses. He looked like a blues brother and I told him he needed a hat.
It was getting to feel so natural, it felt like we were a couple. We never went for walks, but from outside you could tell he was blindfolded. We had a few times where someone noticed and would take a second look at us.
"Someone noticed." I would whisper.
He listening to me, quirking a smile.
One time a car actually stopped in mid-street. The driver checking out what was going on. I mentioned that too, and we headed into the alley not wanting any cops showing up. But without incident we got ourselves home.
At one point he said, "One thing I'm learning is that I really have to trust you. The ice cream incident notwithstanding."
I squeezed his hand. "We're here."
When we got to the house, it was only mom in the kitchen. Dad was gone, running errands. They knew what was going on, she peeked in at us. "How did it go?" Her sing song voice. Picture your own personal caricature of a mom, and you pretty much had her down.
I said "Fine." Nick piped in, "It's very weird, I can't see, but all my other senses are way better."
It was a warm, humid beautiful summer day and we went into the screen porch. We have two cats and they came out to check on us, one jumped on each of our laps.
I asked, "Do you want anything?"
"I'd like a drink."
"Like a soda drink or a drink drink."
"How about a drink drink."
I went and got him a white wine, not a red. I remember thinking he could spill. I put it in a plastic glass, and told him why because these might be things a person who cannot see would do. No glass, white wine, stuff like that. Might be good for his report.
I also snuck myself a glass as well, and brought the bottle back with me, set it to the back leg of the chair. We always have bottles in the house. I know I am not supposed to have any, but its not like my parents are gestapos; and its not like I'm a drunk. But today, the sun, US, my 'mood,' it all felt so romantic. I put my wine in a plastic cup too.
I sat on a lounge chair opposite from Nick, and we settled in. It was now late afternoon.
I asked, "What is it like?"
"I just feel like I'm invisible. It's hard to explain. Apart from everything."
"I can see you."
"I can't see you. But your hand, holding your hand, walking with you, it all felt different."
"I haven't held your hand in a long time."
"But I really noticed. Like, I notice your smell, I can smell you. Right now."
"Ewww.!!"
"No. No. You smell good. Your hair. Your, skin."
My eyes were glued to him, something he did not know.
Mom left for the store, calling to us, and we stayed where we were. It was a perfect day. And the seed of an idea began to form. Swirling, bobbing and turning in my thoughts, 'He cannot see me.' All these years surreptitiously exposing myself, doors left ajar, changing in front of him. The whole house is empty, only us. My heart skipping a beat, I leaned back in my lounge, spread my legs, lifted my skirt, began 'showing' my panties - exposing myself - to his unseeing eyes.
So bad.
My heart pounding, it just felt so wrong. So naughty.
He was there, right there, like nothing was happening. I remember thinking, Maybe he CAN see me? It became part of the thrill.
I lay my hand over my pussy, gave this delicious little squeeze. It felt dreamy to be like this, right in front of him.
He kept talking like nothing was happening. Sipping his wine, listening to the sounds.
"I notice the birds."
And at that moment I did too. His words were bringing me deeper into my senses too.
I cooed, feeling the wine and a little tickle between my legs, "It's weird how I don't notice, but when you say something, then I do." Still petting myself, bobbing my foot up and down, staring at him, leering at him. Feeling so deliciously decadent. If he only knew.
So as I pet my kitty, we talked about our cats. HA.
At one point he said, "Are you holding a cat too?"
Oh my god!! "Yes." I said, my hand cupping my own personal pussy. "I am."
"Even this feels different. I have to write a report. I can tell I have Leon [one of our cats]. He's smaller. Maybe you should try this? Tomorrow I mean."
"Maybe I will." I said, "It's one of my fantasies. Being blindfolded."
He laughed, "I'll be YOUR helper then," and he finished his wine and I poured him some more. We settled back in as I once more spread my legs.
We had a moment of silence.
Feeling a bit tipsy and braver and horny all at once, I added, "So...tell me one of yours."
"What?"
"I just told you a fantasy of mine. You know. How about you?"
He laughed, "You serious?"
"Why not. I got you the whole day. This has been fun."
He paused, petting the cat. I thought he was going to drop the whole conversation. Let it go, but then he said, "Mine is RED. The color red. Someone all dressed in red, red lingerie, or just red lipstick. Red 'panties,' red bed sheets or..." His cheeks were flushed, his voice trembling a bit as he said it, and the thoughts that were filling my head. I felt hot. I felt so hot. My legs were wide and my panties soaked. God, it was so crazy. He just did not know. He continued. "So....yeah, there. That just popped into my head. Your turn."
"Excuse me?" My eyes wide.
"This is fun, what the hell." He took another sip of wine. "I can tell this is white wine by the way, I can tell without seeing it. Even though you told me. It tastes white. And... I bet you can guess, I love red wine." He laughed. "Red."
I was already on my second glass, and felt almost dizzy but was not sure from what.
"This is kind of a crazy game."
"I don't even feel like I'm talking to my sister."
"What!"
"I'm just in this invisible bubble." Invisible. I smirked at my tipsy brother, as I was rubbing myself steadily, almost to the point of a growl. A spark of naughtiness made me want to take my panties off, bare my pussy to him, and I reached my fingers under the elastic. Goddammit! It felt so good letting my fingers brush through the hairs, right in front of him.
"Welllll....." I held the L's thinking about what I could possibly say.
He encouraged, "Be honest. Daring."
"This IS like truth or dare." Silence again. "It's ....It's always ....been" I was measuring my words. God, what could I say? "Hmmmm. It has been a fantasy of mine to actually, more than be blindfolded I guess, to be, to be laying down. or ..." My fingers were racing now, up and down, fuck, so good. I could feel my voice changing. "To be, I guess, to be watched is how I will say it, looked at and be naked at the same time, like I was someones pet, who I would do...anything for. And the boy, watching, and there is nothing NOTHING I can do about it." My words were stilted. My heart was pounding. "Sorry, I'm trying to find the words."
He took a big drink of the wine as I paused. It was quiet awhile, and he asked, "Any more?"
"More?" I paused. "Like, I don't know if I should say this?"
"Go ahead."
Silence and then I pressed on, "And, all I can do is lay there, you know, watch, and the boy is masturbating, to SEE him do that." God that was it, my fantasy. I fucking said it. My dreams I had of him year after year after year. I began rubbing my puss slowly as I spoke. Felt my face burn, "I could, like, you know, let him put his penis in my mouth, or....move me however he wants. Any way he wants. I weigh practically nothing, so, pick me up and move me just so. And looking.... to be looked at, maybe run his hands over my skin, see me, watch, to see how he wants. But to be controlled. Not resist....and ..." And I accidentally let out an audible moan. His head twitched.
He said, "You're aroused aren't you?"
I took my hand out of my panties, "What do you mean?"
He said, "I can smell it. God, I can smell your...arousal."
I paused. Thinking about what he said. "Maybe a little," I whispered.
Did he know? In the silence he continued, "Keep going. It's OK."
"What? Oh, Well That's It. Yeah." I drained my glass, my head spinning, my cheeks burning. "God. I cannot believe I just said that."
Silence. A long silence. I squeezed my legs together. My God, he could smell me. He could not see me, but he could smell me. Like an, animal. I was so totally aroused by that. God. Fucking god. I had never been so aroused in my life.
My voice resonant with arousal, "Your turn."
I looked over at him and his cock was hard, I could see its outline. This still line in his shorts. I wanted to say, 'you're hard' just like he said 'you're aroused' but did not have the nerve. He was looking around. Squeezing the armrest. Thinking.
Finally he says, "I'm having a hard time thinking of something. That...God, that was really hot Ash. That surprised me."
I, feeling suddenly a little embarrassed said, "Sorry."
"No. No. I asked."
And I said again, "Your turn. Your turn to embarrass YOURSELF now."
He laughed.
"Do I have to top THAT!"
"Feel free to try. Maybe...." I paused. Should I say it, I was tipsy, aroused beyond belief, not wanting to say anything stupid. And then, "Maybe we can make some of these fantasies happen for each other."
Silence again. Long silence. I am thinking. Shit. Shit. Shit. What did I just do?
Finally, "You serious?"
"No." I laughed. "I wanted to see your reaction. Priceless," giving a forced laugh. I lost all nerve. I was shaking. Not able to believe what I had said. My knees were up in the cushions, my little skirt up around my thighs, I was a mess, I felt like I'd cum. Like we had made love.
My heart pounding so hard I thought maybe, in his blindfolded state, he could hear it. He could smell my sex, he could smell me. It burned in my thoughts. The silence of the house, the slant of the sun as it hung just above the trees.
I said, "Here," and poured him another glass full to the top with the last of the bottle.
He took a long sip and spoke in an even, low voice, "I fantasize about being watched too. Kind of the same. But I am tied, I CAN'T move. Can't do anything about it, can't stop it, and a woman I have never met is undressing. Looking at me. I lay down and she ties my hands, and then to feel myself touched, touched and rubbed, and it's like she is a goddess or something, touching me however she wants. Rubbing along my body, and I cannot do anything, She asks what I'm doing and says it's OK, she wants to see me. I could turn it around too, tie her, control her To slide my hands up her legs till I reach her panties and pull them down, knowing she cannot resist. Cannot say no. Just to see, to be like that with each other, watching her get wet as she moves her body for me."
Silence.
And he adds, "There now I am just as embarrassed." I was amazed, the feeling of his fantasy. THIS FANTASY. It's similarity. It's familiarity. My cheeks burned and in the silence of that room, god how I wanted him. Felt so close, so needed, so needy. This little seed beginning to grow. He continued, "So....yeah, Your turn."
The sun had just gone behind the trees, and a descending darkness. The blindfold coming down over the world. It was quiet, no birds. He was waiting patiently, wanted me to fill the silence.
Finally, "I have always fantasized about someone masturbating over me, and cumming on me as I watched it. Feeling my skin covered in cum. Letting it just happen." I squeezed my legs together pressing my hand over my crotch, "Oh god, we are being bad."
The blindfold never came off. The porch was getting darker. Our voices became these disembodied vibrations. Moving us, opening, giving our deepest, hidden secret truths to one another. Erotic gifts. Saying things we never should say out loud, let alone to each other.
We never touched, I did not hold his hand. We had emptied a whole bottle of wine between us. And then the sound of the front door, opening and closing, mom was home as reality snapped back in around us. I bolted upright, tugged my skirt around my legs. Feeling guilty. I hid the empty bottle behind my chair before she popped her head in.
"How is everyone?"
"We're fine." Nick's voice cracked.
"You been in here the whole time?"
"Just talking," I said dizzily.
She turned a light on, "You could have turned on a light."
Nick got up and said, "I didn't notice it had gotten dark. I got to go to the bathroom, rest for a bit."
"Do you need help?" I said as he walked off, I did not even know the meaning of my words as I asked.
--
"No, I know the layout here."
********************
I stayed in the porch, feeling the humid warmth. The darkness. My kitty itching, I loved the ache I felt, I want it so bad, my hormones on fire. No one there, just the glow of the sunset and I pull my panty crotch to the side and sink my fingers in. Oh Fuuuuuck. Running my finger over my clit, so fucking wet. I lay back, feeling like this, just feeling, picturing the day, and what we said. Masturbating in the humid warmth.
Picturing him watching me, and I close my eyes. Those eyes.
I can feel myself gushing as I explore, frigging myself faster. Squeezing myself around my fingers, arching my back. Oh god, I can feel it. Feeling myself be filled up, imagining lines of cum on my skin. The trembling down my spine. Opening my legs nice and wide. Fuuuuuck!!
I had this little skirt on, tiny little panties. I am fucking all spread out for you. I want to feel it in me, feel his cock. See it. Be with him. Touch his skin. Closing my eyes and I can feel his lips, the corner of his mouth. Licking that ice cream off his skin.
I keep my breathing soft and steady, watching the house in case anyone comes in. I am ready to explode. 'Ah. Ah. Ah.' Panting. My skin is wet with perspiration, and I feel it rising. Rising up like a snake inside my body. My toes stretch out, I hold my breath, squeeze tight and pull my knees up.
OOOOOOOh.
The wave of an orgasm rushing through my body, a white light inside. Like nothing I ever felt before. Delicious. Oh fuck. I have to stay quiet, and letting go, my slippery fingers, shiny, covered in my juices. My feet touching the ground, I lay back and look at nothing. Just the warm darkness of the room. The sound of mom moving around in the kitchen.
Shit. What if someone had come in here, when it dawns on me. Holy shit, he went to jack off! We both are masturbating. He came!! I picture his body, oh fuck. If I was wet before, I goddamn ache, imagining him upstairs, his thick gorgeous cock.
I wanted to say, "Can I see it?" Could picture the line of his cock in his pants. My breathing slows, I imagine looking at him with pouting eyes, wanting him, wanting him to do what I ask. To be his little bird with her wing down.
My lithe little body, feeling so soft, warm, wet, relaxed. And my mind moving to my lips, my moist lips. My tongue. My post orgasmic flutter, imagining his spunk on my tongue, sucking him off, god I want a cock.
But, better senses begin to kick in.
I get up, wash my hands in the downstairs bathroom and go into the kitchen to help mom.
------------------------
Dad came home, smiled at me, said hello and asked mom what was for dinner.
I look around the kitchen, my cheeks still felt warm. No way they can tell I just came. Can they?? I feel a twinge of guilt, how ordinary this all appears. My panties feel cool, as they dry out between my legs. I still feel the ache of my crotch, still want to be touched and watched and held. Fuu-uck.
Mom had chicken, potatoes, vegetables. Everything in the oven.
Dad had left and was in watching television.
Mom says, "Dinner will be ready in twenty minutes. Would you go tell your brother?"
"Yes." My heart in my throat.
She adds, "You may have to help him, you know."
I looked at her, what does she mean?? Guilt in my mind, in all my thoughts.
I look at her uncomprehending.
"The Blindfold." She says, "have you forgotten?"
"No, I haven't." I recover.
"OK."
God what a weekend this was.
********************
Going to his room, I hear the shower and....it was open. At first I did not see anything, but then my brother on his bed. No clothes on, my heart beat in my throat. Oh God, I just kept walking by the door and into the bathroom. I leaned on the counter staring into the mirror. What do I do?
I walked back out, past the room again without looking and into my room, but did not close my door.
Well, what I did was creep silently out of my room, sat on his bed as he showered and waited .....
You know what happened!
:)
-------------------------
Fuck. God. I was still so fucking horny. He was up moving around his room getting dressed, and the call from downstairs.
"Kiiiids! Dinner!"
And for the fifth time I am thinking we have to go down to dinner. I said, "I GOT to go."
He continued to dress as I stood, uneasily testing my legs. I felt dizzy, sticky, my top pulled up again with cum stains drying on my front, and I slipped out of his room. I felt so fucking hot, and dirty, nasty. I looked back, remembering every moment. Picturing myself down on my knees, how I wanted it. Leaving covered in his cum, marked and stained, pulling my top off in my room and tossing it in the corner and got dressed. Looking int he mirror - thinking - His wet mess, His slut.



--------------------
I went downstairs for dinner, settled in my place, next to him. My cheeks began to feel warm, feeling as if everyone knew what we had just done. They had to know. I felt marked somehow.
I did not look at him, but it didn't matter.
He had his blindfold on.
I slid in close, close enough for him to feel the heat of me. I had to help after all, sliding close. Probably too close, drinking in his smell. I began to serve up his plate and mom interrupted me.
"Ashley, he needs to try do it for himself. Help him, but don't DO it for him. If he needs you he'll ask!" My cheeks burned with those words.
"OK mama."
I relented and we got ourselves served, I was still right next to him though. Both of us still reeling from what we had done. The conversation, pleasant and bland touched on everything going on in our lives, with dad silent as usual. I began to focus on Nick again, wanting to feed him, touch him, help him. My heart pattering away. I leaned nearer and lay my hand on his leg, and he placed his hand over mine. We froze, drinking in each other skin for a little moment.
"Ashley, you need to focus. He is fine. For heavens sake. Helping is not helping. He can eat his own feed. Focus on your own plate."
"OK mama."
We held hands when we could, as we ate.
------------------
After dinner Nick went into the living room. Dad went to watch the News. Mom stayed in the kitchen, and I stayed to help her a little while.
Mom said, "I'm fine, help your brother."
Permission. It felt so illicit, her granting me permission to go see him, alone in the living room.
I went in silently again, but with enough movement so he knew I was there. Somehow, he KNEW it was me, I could tell. Hmmmm. Can he smell me? Squeezing my legs still feeling how fucking wet I am. I stood by the couch where he was sitting, facing him. My eyes on the door of the kitchen.
"Ash?"
OH! "Yes."
What he did! I don't know if I expected something or what it was. The shock was exquisite. Almost painful. What he did was to trace his fingertips, ever so lightly, up and down my warm smooth bare thighs, letting his hands rise beneath my skirt!
I, ignoring his touch, let him slide his hands on my thighs, over and over again. Finally, I asked him if he liked the day, our walk, the porch, the....ohhhhh, my head dropping as I stood unmoving, his hand reaching out molesting me. Fuck it felt so good. My lips swollen, my cheeks burning with arousal. Squeezing, touching. His delicate touch as I watched the doors, and across the room to where dad was sitting. Standing there, playing sentry.
We talked like this, as if he wasn't doing anything at all, like I was not aware of his little light touches moving higher and higher between my legs. I was in a loose skirt, and the tickle of his touch beneath it. His hidden hand. Only the feel of his touch.
Luckily (luckily??) I was still in my little panties. The only barrier between his hand and my hungry pussy.
I moved a bit closer, holding my one leg out as I did, biting my lip. His strokes making me so warm. I sighed, he heard it.
He said, "You all right?."
"Hmmm."
"You could come to my room tonight." He said it to no one, still blindfolded, he did not look at me as he said it. I was mesmerized. Said nothing. "I just want to SEE you."
Again, my mind reeling. His words met with silence.
"Ash?" It had the sound of begging. Almost a whimper in his voice.
Finally finding some words, "I don't know. I just...." as I was watching, watching for movement, so nervous. His hand still playing down there. "Mom and Dad are right here, their room is right next to us."
"Nothing will happen. We can be quiet."
My cunny near exploded, in that moment he brushed my panties as he said 'quiet.' As if! If nothing happened, then I would be pissed. Fuuuuuck! My heart was beating so hard imagining what he was suggesting. To stay the night in his room. The whole night! Picturing us together, wrapped in his arms. A new rush of wetness, slick and warm, hot, and I faltered. I could barely breath.
I squeaked out, "No. Not tonight I mean." And, "Both mom and dad are right here, right now. Nicky." I waggled my hips, "You have to stop," but made not one step away. This was all too delicious to let go of.
His hands continued, scratching his nails between my legs, I began undulating, seeking his touch. His fingers running across the damp patch of my crotch. I was going to collapse. I could no longer stand, my heart pounded in my ears. I could not breathe! My eyes. I was almost crying.
He says, "You feel so good."
"Nicky. Nicky." Squeezing my legs over his hand, " I WILL be with you, all day tomorrow."
I closed my eyes, and in silence I let him run his hand down my thighs and up the inside of my legs, over the front of my panties, across my tummy, down my mound. Anything. Everything. I wanted it so bad, I did not move. The way his hand caressed me down there. I wanted his cock, to see it again. To feel it, taste it. Imagining him putting it in me. Anywhere, in me. Suck on him, and began opening my legs again.
And at the moment I thought it he said, "I want to see you."
The path was set, the glide path. At that moment I knew. That feeling when you know, when you are with someone and you just know. THIS will happen. I want this one to do anything they want to me, take my clothes off, see me. Touch me, put their mouth on me, anywhere. My brother. It just did not matter, the path, it was opening out ahead. He ran his finger along the inside of my thigh, along the crease of my panties, I leaned closer still, opened my legs, arching my back. So good. I felt him tugging at the edge of my panties. Would he?
His voice. "Ashley?" It took me a moment to hear it. Time was slowing down.
"We will find, time. Tomorrow. Nicky. Oh, Nicky. You HAVE to stop." I did not move.
My mouth lolled open, his finger scratching across my labia, his fingers brushing through the hairs of my pussy. Touching me. Pulling at me, tugging at the crotch of my panties, opening me, opening my pussy lips, his fingers exploring. Slick and sticky and wet, his finger pushing, probing, finding my little hole. Fuck. Oh, fuck, fuck.
"Nicky. Please. I....oh."
Say yes. I kept thinking how I could do this. Yes. Yes. Yes. How I could still go in his room. Maybe.
My nipples were tight, I was breathing hard. It was hard to watch, be aware. Lost in my senses, my eyes, everything moving so slow. My mind is drifting to worries, how Mom would be coming out soon. And then, Oh god, he could make me cum, right here. I can't make noise. I wanted to moan, I can't. Oh god. I began rocking my hips at his touch, moving him how I liked it. Even his voice was beautiful right now.
"Ash." The way he said my name. "This alright?"
Fucking yes! I was buckling over his hand, riding him, he held his fingers to me. I wanted to open his pants. Say yes! His finger working up up inside me, his thumb right over my clit. Oh god, fuck, melting under his touch, my breathing was heavy.
!!
A noise in the kitchen, a shadow under the door.
He let go, his fingers removed from under my skirt. Pausing. Our eyes wide, looking. Nothing. Silence. I am still standing there. Watching his hand, feeling it at my tummy, up along my front, over my T shirt, higher, toward my breasts. My little titties. I felt his hand curling beneath my breasts and down again, his hand spreading over my belly. Holding his hand there, I could imagine his thoughts. Thinking of his cock, right there inside me.
The way he spread his fingers and pressed his hand over my belly, right over my abdomen. It's yours. The way he held it, held me. Owning me. His big sigh as he did it. The desire, the want. To be inside me, I leaned forward pressing my belly into his hand. How the want takes over.
When, finally.
I saw shadows again beneath the kitchen door. "Mom! Coming this way!"
He knew my body. I nearly gasped as his hand left my skin, we knew each others body, each others smell. Like a hunger, reaching into our very being. The sense of loss, his touch gone.
Me.
Me, just standing next to him.
Blind to everything else.
-----
Tomorrow:)
*******************
Safely in my room, I did not believe I would sleep at all that night.
I was wrong.
After everything, after walking, being outside, the heat - of every variety imaginable. The alcohol (I had had more), I actually fell into a deep sleep and did not rouse.
***********************
I woke next morning, suspended in that little window of time when you cannot remember the past or present. As I woke, this dawning awareness rose in me.
"Holy shit." I breathed as I lay in bed that morning staring at the ceiling.
The next thing I felt was sticky, having not showered the night before after our last encounter; confirmed by running my fingers through my puss, still damp and my hairs a bit spiky. I gave a squeeze, ah, fuck. Still so wet. The ache, still very much there. How did I become such a dirty girl this weekend?
I could hear movement in the house, shuffling and thumps. It was Sunday. The bathroom, water running. A rustling in the next room. No way was Nick up. Mom and dad were getting ready, they would be leaving for church. Ha! A swelling adrenaline rising, my heart patting away.
I heard a door close and another, then steps down the stairs.
We would be ALONE in the house all morning. At least four hours! They went to church most Sundays and had lunch after.
Alone.
I turned to my side, looking down at my breasts, threw the sheet back, my hips rising showing a little bush tucked between my legs. I rolled onto my back, wagging my knees in and out. Biting my lower lip, lifting and dropping my knees. Scheming:
He was probably still in bed. Still sleeping. I need to clean up though, but ...Mmmmmm. Nicky. Nicky. Nicky. This warm feeling, an exquisite expectancy came over me.
Anticipation.
Throwing my robe on I headed for the shower. Still scheming, my mind going a million miles a minute. I could put on my nice red satin nightie, mmmm, nothing else and nonchalant stroll in there. Ha! I am going to do it! I bet HE is naked under those sheets, sit down beside him, say 'good morning sleepyhead.' My heart pounding, already my body started to tingle.
The plan was forming along with my hearts quickening rhythm. But I wanted to clean up first, I was still such a mess, so I slipped into the shower. My skin feeling all electric and soft, shining in the water. I lathered, paying special attention to the mess between my legs. I would be wet again soon enough. I put some sweet smelling lotion on, dried and combed my hair. A little lip gloss, dried my hair.
How wrong was this? Standing naked before the mirror holding a red little nightie palm up in my hand. This was it. Red. Oh fuck, and his favorite color. Right now, I didn't care, I felt tingling and hungry. God I wanted to feel his skin. I may see his beautiful cock again! The light little camisole dropped down around my shoulder and over my hips, falling right at my crotch. I held the bottoms, looking at them. Evil grin, and tossed them onto my bed. I was going to go in there in only this one thing. It felt so light and silky, spinning my hips in the mirror. I felt completely naked, and from the waist down I was!
I wanted it. More than anything, than ever before. Desire comes through the eyes, he desired and he wanted to see me.
I laughed at his blindfold. Still scheming. He would just have to wait - to see.
But...
(Oh, I'd let him see, just not right away.)
----------------------
I slipped silently into his room and he was still asleep. I could hardly even see!! He lay so quiet, the sheet pulled up over him, the white fabric drawing a line across his middle. I could see his bare shoulders. He was out, I knew what a sound sleeper he was and I carefully sat at the edge of his bed looking at him. Not moving, sitting so still. Watching his smooth easy breath. My heart pounding so hard I shook, I could hardly contain myself. He did not move, was he faking? I sat there watching him breath. No, he was asleep.
I loved his room, taking it all in, so full of him. I loved sitting on his bed, feeling the sheets. Drinking in his scent. It was part of the connection I had, for some reason I was so attracted, could feel it in my stomach, that erotic feeling, the desire, at his scent.
I slid a bit closer and - here it goes - lay my hand at his hip, held my hand there, palm down and waited. When, I felt him draw a longer breath, felt his muscles tighten the smallest bit. Knowing he felt something, and I closed my hand a little, squeezed.
"Hey sleepy," I cooed. He began to turn.
But I stopped him with my hand, pressing it against his hip, holding him there. Keeping him face down in his pillow.
I said ever so soft, "No. Don't. Don't you move. Stay like that."
He paused, acclimating himself. I could tell he still was not awake. But he lay still as I pushed and prodded at him gently, directing his body how I wanted it, so he was face down on the mattress with his arms out at his sides. I reached to his nightstand and, looking down at him (he still had not seen me) I said, "Close your eyes," taking the blindfold. I did not want him to see me yet. "It's day two," I whispered in his ear and slipped it over his eyes, securing them, making sure he could not peek.
I went back to sitting by his hip, right beside him. He was all mine!
He began turning again and I said, "Just a sec."
He paused again.
"Ash? What are you....doing."
"I said Wait!" And again was pressing him so he continued laying on his front and deftly slid across raising each of his arms above his head. I took a scarf and cinched his wrists together. "There." And I had him tied. I took another length of scarf and tied that between his wrists and then to the middle of the headboard.
He lay with the sheet across his hips, hands raised, with his wrists tied loosely to the headboard. He could have escaped if he wanted.
"Ashley." He tugged a little, a little harder. "What the hell?" Laying with his arms above his head, he was quirking a smile as he said it. I know he knew. He could feel how he was unable to move, knowing what I said. Knowing our fantasies, what we had said. What I was doing.
With that I rubbed my hand over his shoulders, all trussed and blindfolded, in nothing but my red camisole top. "Good morning." I said it again softly. I had never felt so sexy in my life. "Surprised?"
Looking down at him I began tugging the sheet lower, revealing that he actually was NOT naked. With the sheet pulled all the way down it revealed he was wearing a pair of white briefs.
I began to giggle, taking glee in his vulnerable position, his little boy underwear. I teased him about his underwear. Not boxers, but these really small tight little briefs. And White. "Awww. They're so cute." I giggled and spanked his butt. He rocked a bit back and forth, unable to move. "They look like girls panties." I giggled some more, was being so bad; alleviating my nervousness and imagining his cock growing hard.
As I giggled, I let my hand run down his spine, across his lower back, scratching along as I went, and grasped the elastic of those briefs; pulling them lower, exposing his butt. "I'm going to take these off of you now." I said it so matter of fact.
He froze. And as I tugged could feel them catch on his cock. Oh god, he WAS hard. The briefs caught and held, he lifted his butt to aid my effort. I knew it. I worked them down and he now lay naked for me. I turned myself toward him, all blindfolded, tied and now naked.
"What should I do?" I whined in a little girl voice. "We have ALL morning. Mom and dad are gone. You HAVE to do whatever I want." It came out with a pout.
He said nothing. Waiting. I stood beside the bed and his head looking blindly toward me trying to figure what I was up to next. He did not know I was wearing red, for some reason I loved that. That it was the only thing I had on. I was already so wet I could not stand it. I moved onto the bed, this time lay myself down along his length, letting my body slide up against him. So good, feeling his skin through the thin silk. Knowing he felt the silky fabric of my camisole.
"How about ...this?"
"Oh, Asssshhhh." His voice was like a hiss. The pleasure rippled from him, I could feel it. He said, "I want to see you. I HAVE to see. Oh Ash."
His words were met with sharp nails.
"Bad Nicky," I said and delivered my punishment, leaving red streaks across his back.
Raising myself up and straddling his thighs, I dug my fingers in. "How about ... Tickle Torture! Tickle Torture."
He convulsed, laughing. I knew all his ticklish places and he bucked, as I rode him, tickling away. Screaming breathlessly the whole time, "Stop! Ash. Stop it."
But I was cruel and relentless, he was turning now trying to buck me off, lifting his butt in the air and turning himself. Until, finally, he succeeded! I slipped off to the side, letting go, as he turned full onto his back and no sheet covering him!
AND
There is was!
Oh fuck.
Yes. That hard cock. Sticking straight out, a bush of hair at its base. I hadn't seen you for a whole day! Silence filled the room, and it was like time froze. I reached my hand out and grasped his hard cock in my hand, running my fingers along its length. Worshiping, kneeling at his side, licking my lips.
I breathed in his ear, "You behave and you might get to." I gave his cock a little squeeze and lay my head right at his tummy, the corner of my lips resting at his navel, looking down his abdomen at the tip of his delicious cock. I began touching, playing, stroking, as I watched my hand as if it were not mine; playing over his skin, feeling the warmth of his belly on my cheek. Taking in the wiry bush of dark hair from which his beautiful cock sprang. Nice and fat, his mushroom head. The little line at its tip.
I loved the silence of the house, the emptiness, the aloneness, him and me, him being in my power, the dirty play. I slid my cheek down his abdomen, lower, lower until I kissed the tip of his cock, felt his hairs brushing my cheek and the sticky liquid on my lips. Opening my mouth around his shaft, I kept going. His cock playing on my tongue, opening around the head of his cock, feeling it fill my mouth, as I took his entire length in. He was in me, in my mouth. My hungry little mouth. I heard him moan at my violation, the tip of his hips to me, the intake of breath, his trembling heart. All trussed up, tied and helpless, mine, mine mine. I could do whatever I wanted.
So.
I sucked him, sucked his beautiful cock, bobbing my head up and down and rolling over him, so I was on all fours, straddling his legs and sucking. Taking him in as deep as I could, the feel of his cockhead pressing into the back of my throat. Needless to say there is no talking when your mouth is full of cock. And then I relented, let it go, and lay once more along his length, curling into his warmth, drinking his body in, the feel of his skin. Our skin, my silk nightie the only thing between us in these soft white sheets. But he still could not see. Pressing my weight to him, to his front. Working my face toward his, letting my hair fall around him, feeling the bush of my cunny sliding along his thighs. Delicious. Thinking, he knows I have no panties on now! I could feel his cock leave a trail of cum down my body as I rose to meet him. We were eye to blindfolded eye as I settled my bush over that beautiful cock. Letting it press in, between my hungry lips. I could feel my juices leaking over it, settling, settling, ahhh. God so bad.
"What should I do with you?" I asked, leaning up on my elbows, pressing my pussy lips around his hard cock, looking at his lips, sliding the littlest bit up and down. "What should I do with you?" I said with this dirty little mouth that had been sucking on cock, I kissed him soft. A soft and chaste little kiss.



"You feel so fucking good." My Nicky said.
I waggled my hips over his cock, let myself lay down on him feeling its exquisite pressure on my mons. "I thought you would like the 'breakfast' I got for you!" Then pressed at his chest, pushed myself up until I was sitting upright, letting the lips of my cunny slide around his girth pushing down with my full weight, sitting up on top of him. And once again, running my hands over his body, sitting up on him, looking down at him. His arms above his head, unseeing, feeling his warm wetness.
"A good boy like you, doing just what you are told, hmmm, what do you deserve? Hmmmm. You want, um, to see me?"
"Yes! Yes Ash."
"You do huh. Just see?"
"I...." he paused. I was playing with him, toying with him. Was there a wrong answer? There was no wrong answer little Nicky. We were on the glide path.
And I reached up and slid the blindfold off, with no answer, staying just where I was, sitting down on him returning my hands to his chest, knees open and at his side. The vision he saw was a disheveled little brunette, perched on his naked body wearing a little red silk camisole and nothing else. Red. Red. Such a bad little sister.
-------------------------------
"Like it?" Holding my arms out, "I picked it out just for you."
"Red." His voice cracking at the site of me. I leaned down and gave my Nicky another lingering kiss, less chaste this time. He could not touch me, but he could see me. I so loved being looked at like that, moving my body before him, his eyes on me. No brotherly look today! As I was kissing him, I could feel myself sliding a bit, noticing how my pussy was opening up over his cock, the hairs of my cunt brushing his bare skin as I let myself undulate, rocking up and down. Feeling his cock dig into my clit. I began to slide, mmmmm, masturbating that beautiful cock with my cunt. We were over the top, as I raised up high and could feel his tip catch between my legs.
"Nicky?" I whispered, it was a question. "Should I?" His eyes wide, looking into mine. "Should I," looking down between us, "let you fuck me?" All in the trill of my voice, the catch in my throat, our lips so close. My mouth hung open in front of his as I whispered f-u-ck.
I was so hungry and I wanted to be fucked, wanted him to fuck me. Let him. Feel him inside me.
But.
Not sure how, when, like this? Right now. Wait? So many choices. God! My itch insatiable and I slid down hard letting my clit dig in, and he was meeting each thrust, trying to get in me. That first time, the hunger so insatiable. That first time with someone. You want to fuck, but so many ways. Tearing each others clothes off, or standing against a wall, or in the car, can't even wait to lay down. Pulling at each other, like starving and suddenly this room full of food. You want everything all at one time, and it is just overwhelming.
I willed myself, to wait! and lifting my cute little ass, slid away.
"Want to SEE more Nicky?" I was talking as our lips were pressed together, and pushing myself up to my knees over him began to move up his chest on my knees, until I was straddling his face. "You look so hungry. Such a good boy. I have a little something for you." And his eyes on my open dripping cunt, my swollen pink lips. "That Breakfast I promised," as I settled over his mouth. Oh, fucking god, my camisole all spread out.
He nosed in between my legs and began licking, laying his mouth over my pussy. I sat myself down onto his face, and watched him disappear into my kitty. Feeling him slide his tongue, split me open, lapping on me and ground myself into him. Oh fuck, so good. Dropping my nightie over his face, not seeing him there, just a tongue moving inside me. The nightie spread out around my hips. Oh god, invisible tongues. But then those eyes and I would raise up my hem, giving myself to him, his eyes on me. Those eyes.
Saying to no one in particular, "I can't believe this is happening." I wanted to ask if he loved me, I felt that so strong. This love, but I did not. We could never do this again, or I wanted to believe, I wanted to say that too but knew better. No promises, don't think. We can't be doing this. A pair of little animals, our bodies reacting to the other just the way they should. I am horny, I want this. He wants this. It should not be happening, does it even matter? How would we ever stop, I could not imagine ever stopping. I pictured us living forever together. The feel of him, reverential, the way he lapped at me, my pussy juices on his tongue. Feeding him with my pussy. With this stream of consciousness I am sure I said some things, I could not tell what I said out loud and what I did not. Cannot tell his words, or grunts, the smell of us. Of US.
"You like it? You like the way I taste?" I think I said this, but he could not talk. A few times I felt him rocking around and realized I had become so distracted, or squeezed my thighs together to tightly and he could not breath. HA. Such a bad sister! After who knows how long it was, but I began to move away, sliding back down his body looking down at him. His eyes meeting mine. Lifting my hem and looking at him, until with one swish I lifted my nightie right off and threw it beside the bed.
His eyes looking up, across my cunt, my breasts, my eyes.
"You are so beautiful." He said that. "So incredible."
And I wanted to prance around the room, to dance, do a cart wheel. I felt like a little kid. And I lay myself back down his front, breakfast was over, hugging to him. Curling to his body, his little girl. I felt a little selfish looking at those hands, realizing how I wanted them on me, I wanted to be held and stroked. I wanted him to make love to me. Fuck me. I wanted his body, his cock, his tongue, his fingers in me. I felt his cock poking up between my legs again as I lay and bobbing my ass around, felt his body tensing and reaching, as I let the tip of his cockhead press against me. Opening my legs wider, spreading my legs for him and letting myself rock back. Bullseye! I literally hurt with desire. Picturing him inside my belly. Oh. He wanted it, wanted it bad. His cock had its own mind, and lifting my hips up, wham! I trapped him down, pinning it with my mons to his abdomen. Such a tease!
"What you want Nicky? You want to fuck me? You almost did that time."
I opened my legs wide, positioning his cock right at my opening one more time so he could see it. Letting my cunny kiss his tip, dropping and bobbing over him, the slightest pressure until I felt myself open. A little far that time.
I had my head tipped to the side, "Tell me."
"Yes."
"Say it."
"We shouldn't you know."
"I know. Say you want to fuck me. You want it?"
"You know I do."
"What you want Nicky?"
"Oh, Ash, let me fuck you. I want you. To Fuck you. I want to be inside you. I want to hold you. Let me hold you."
I kissed him deep and felt my entire insides go liquid, his eyes were on fire. We lay looking at each other, wary animals, open in every way. And I let myself sink, let him sink deep into me. The surprise when I did it! Feeling his cockhead stretch me nice. Holding my cunny at his cock oh, his head popping in, turning it this way and that, feeling him just inside, the pressure and then slipping. Oops! And feeling the head of his cock sliding through the wet folds of my labia, kissing him down there. Oh god, and then all over again. Tease, such a tease.
My breasts were pressed to his chest, by tummy wet with sweat and he was in me again. My hair tangled and fallen around his face. Deeper, letting him in. I kissed him again, rested my forehead on his chest. Watching. Watching it inside, lifting up so I could see and the bump of our sexes. Held him there. He was thick, and I was stretched further than ever before. I held to him, my cunt opening around his cock. Impaled Could feel his cockhead twitching inside. His hips moving, in and out, the littlest bit. The tug and stretch, the bump of my clit in his tangle of hair. I wanted to lay like this forever, seriously, for eternity. I thought I might pass out. Fucking. Fucking.
As I lay like that, his voice, "Ash, untie me."
To never stop, never end. Ever and Ever. That poison deep inside him, inside me, us. Never more. Only wanting and flesh and hope, and future. Cum. Not a load spent, his cum already inside me. Feeling it leak out my cunt. His body relaxed. This, only this. One.
We were on the glide path.
As I lay on his front, legs open, clinging to his body, I reached up above his head and began to untie. His wrists coming loose, his hands fell down around me, pulling me tight. So fast little boy. Almost violent. Pulling me, his hands were on me. I was his. All his.
I said to Nicky then, "There. I gave you your fantasy. My turn."
And rising up, feeling him deep inside, riding him like a good little cowgirl, grinding, feeling him so deep. I wanted him so far inside, to feel him pressed to my cervix. I wanted it. To cum. He was all eyes and hands now. Eyes and hands. He slowly lay his hands at each side of me, holding my bare hips moving them to the middle of my back and down over my butt, tugging at my body, rocking me over his cock. He was touching me now, everywhere, could not get enough, like he did last night. I turned to my side, so we lay beside each other, his cock still riding inside, holding myself to his body, we were one. Together.
"I'm all yours today. You can do anything you want to me."
We lean back and his hands found my breasts. He squeezed.
"They're kind of small." I pouted. An apology?
"They are so perfect Ash. I've wanted to do this for so long."
True? I say, "They are still growing. You can tell because my nipples still have this kind of poofy look. See?" We are laying like this, exploring, as his cock is squeezed up inside me, right in my belly.
He took his hands away and I leaned near to him, he was lifting up his head and took my nipple in his mouth. Suckling me. Oh, it felt so good. The tug at my teat, and each suck giving a twang in my cunny. God how I love that. Sucking and fucking.
His thrusts began again as he sucked. At one point he held me on each side of my face, giving me these sweet repeated deep kisses as we fucked. I would pull away and let him find me again, over and over and over. I loved the feel of his breath on my skin, his smell. How hot we were, moist, liquid and slippery. I kept thinking how I never wanted this to end as he alternately kissed me and moved inside me.
I began rocking my hips meeting his thrusts, hungrier and hungrier, grinding my cunt against him, curling my leg around his pulling him in until my clit hit bone and I drew little circles, and short little lines. Digging my clit into him. Until I got the rhythm just right. We had never been together, but I knew his body, how right how we fit. I was so wet and could hear the sounds of us sliding together, this sucking of our bodies, how I stretched - like a flower - spreading open, my pink center was his - so delicious - this open mouth.
Then I felt him rolling me onto my back, moving on top of me. Wow, he's strong I thought. The weight of him pressing to the mattress. His muscles tight, pressed up above me. His low voice, it's wonderful growl, "Open your legs."
-------------------------------
"I knew this would happen," as I settled in and brought my knees up, spreading them wide. He lay between my open legs and I watched him lift his torso up, eyes on me. Looking at my naked body. At his cock sliding out, leaving me, slick and shiny, almost out all the way. And then sliding his whole length back inside. Without control my body melting and this long "Ahhhhh," the air just leaving my body.
And again, his length leaving me, sliding out and its whole length back in again, I held my mouth to his ear, "Now I want you to fuck me. Yes. Push. You're going to fuck ME. Cum in me. I want it, feel you inside. Cum. Do it."
His guttural moan as he moved on me faster, "Cum with me."
He was rocking against me, my little body moving - undulating - quivering - beneath him. Sliding up the mattress with each thrust. So much smaller than he was, I realized this. It felt like the first time. His body rising and falling, thrusting against me. He was not looking at me anymore, not at anything. Feeling my body, pounding me. Silence, the sound of the bed, the mattress, the clink of the headboard. My hair spread out about my face, his Medusa. Eating him. Taking him, feeling it all. Faster and faster. The bump of our sexes as we came together. Pressing ourselves to one another in this surf washing in on shore, different each time....the same. Our smells merging, yielding, the way I opened and closed around me, he was stabbing my open wet mouth. And his body tense and hungry, the bump of our sexes when we were penetrated her completely.
The sweat of our tummies sliding together. The touch of my breasts against his. The kiss, the wet open mouth of our kiss.
I let my hands drift lower, caressing his ass, touching the little indent at the crack of his ass, feeling the rise and fall, the tension in his body. Opening myself wider and digging in, oh that's it. That's the spot. yes. yes. I breath out, moving faster. "Yes. Yes. Keep going, cum in me. That's it."
My mound is hitting it just right, oh god, yes. He is pounding down, panting. Hitting it. Oh, yeah and my whole body trembling, my stomach clenching, squeezing my thighs so tight. So tight.
"God you are so tight."
"Yes, baby, keep going. Yes."
His low, oh, yes, "I'm going to cum." He says.
"Yes baby. Cum in me, cum in me."
I reach down between his legs and my fingers between his legs, can feel his balls. Oh god. His body tensing.
Faster, I am after it too, and our bodies trembling together.
When.
It all goes. He is right there, oh right at .....So incredible and I can feel the cum beginning to spray. Oh god, we are cumming.
Everything, it all vanishes. The heat. I see white. I am claws and fur. We watch. I watch his eyes glaze, an anger overtakes his body. I watch his shoulders fall forward and lurch back, his body jerking over me. And I can feel myself tremble, holding, holding, oh yes that's it. And it all washes over me. Oh fucking god.
"Oh, baby, oh, so....." and the wave of orgasm, the spasm of cum. I want him, I want it. It explodes, and my body twitching, curling me in half. The cum, instantly changing the texture of our bodies sliding together, the squish and slosh, the tension inside. He lays down on me, exhausted. His head off to the side and I kiss his ear, he turns and I am holding my mouth open touching his lips with mine.
And as we settle, breathing long deep breaths, we are still clinging, clinging to one another; still wrapped around each other. He is still inside! Oh God still there. Don't leave me. My hair is all stuck to everything. My eyes cannot focus, I want to lay like this all day. So fucking incredible. And then, weirdly, we notice each other. Smile, laugh. Touch our mouths together, I give his tonue a little bite.
I can feel cum running down my legs, I look at us. We are naked. Remember what we are doing. Cum is running all over the bed. His cock, soft, plops out. He rolls off me now.
Laying dissolved, disheveled and naked in our bed.
---------------------
That day when mom and dad came home, we were sitting in the porch again. Like a postcard, innocent, flowers and plants. Sunlight streaming in. But...If one looked close enough, you would know. We smiled, sighed. Our cheeks glowed, and the air in our voice when we said we were having a nice day.
The project? Oh, the project. Yes.
Oh yes, going perfect. Perfect. My Nicky sitting there with that bindfold on.
Why hasn't Nicky left yet.
We turn a little toward them. Oh, well, Nicky can stay this evening, the night. Yes.
Well, Nicky can stay one more night. He has some time in the morning. Yes, one more night. He does not need to go home today.
Yes!
They wander off satisfied, noticing nothing.
------------------------
I woke slowly, could feel the gentle rocking of the mattress in the pitch dark. We agreed, this time, he would sneak in MY room. Convincing ourselves we could be quiet, that my room was the quieter room. I felt myself wrapped in his powerful arms. Tonight, for him, I lay naked waiting.
God, he was so hard, I could feel its length running up my spine. That beautiful cock. I felt giddy at where I was.
His hands moving across my hip, curling his fingers so their tips tickled my bush.
"Ash?" His kiss at my cheek. His breath at the corner of my mouth when I felt the head of his cock tuck nicely between my legs. So fast! Positioning himself behind me, mmmmmm, god. Fuck, I could feel it slipping, finding its mark, oh and tipping my ass back, meeting him. That's it. Yes. Oh, so hard, thick up inside from behind. My breath caught in my throat, oh god.
His cock, once nestled so nice, he slid back and forth, back and forth, and with each pass I could feel myself open. Tipping my ass back to meet him, aahhhh.
"So bad." I breathed as I swatted him. It became impossible to stay still as he rolled me onto my front and I pushed my ass up into the air, got up on all fours. Reading my mind as I picture what we look like he says, "I want to ride you." His low whisper, and I felt him tug my hair and fuck me like this, legs wide on all fours. Taking what he wanted from me, he was so hungry and aroused. His beautiful cock riding inside. The pitch dark, we were both blindfolded in the night.
Oh god, that itch. Oh god, play, move on me. Oh, how I wanted this.
His movement a bit faster, and a sudden, "Oh baby, I'm going to cum!" His low moan.
I encouraged, "Cum in me baby. Yeah, I want it. You can do it." Yeah, today I was his fuck toy. My fertile little belly, that's it. Yes. I could feel him fall down over my back and hold me to him, feel his cum filling me, squishing into me. Oh god, fill my belly. I had momentary thoughts of babies, of being together with him forever. How it would be, secret lovers forever.
His body relaxing, he slid to my side, his cock still shiny and hard. And taking the opportunity, still being a hungry girl, I rolled over the top of him and took my own way with him. My turn, and impaled my body on his cock, holding him to me, grinding down hard and took my pleasure before he got too soft. My clit already knowing his body, already so frazzled, a breath in the right place could shatter me with orgasms. My body ached, was sore. I felt all stretched inside, sensitive. Like glass, hot glass.
He watched me, I could see the glow of his eyes as I kissed him, as I rode him expertly to a delicious little orgasm. My little clit already knowing where to go, squeezing and squeaking as I came.
And then more to myself, "We have to be quiet." And added then, "God I am a mess! What a slut I've been."
I turned on a light, stood naked right beside him. His hand hung out and he pressed my puss, the sore ache of his hand there. Ahhhh. I backed away, went into the little bathroom and found some water.
I took a washcloth and wiped myself down all over, pressed the warm damp cloth between my legs and moaned. God I am still so fucking aroused, looking back into the bedroom. His body curving the sheet. I would be getting back in there with him, knowing. We will be fucking like this all night. Oh god I will be fucking shredded.
And quirking a grin now at my face, wide eyes, swollen lips, my dark chocolate hair was an absolute tangle. My breasts chewed on, little scratch marks. The dark fluff of my puss, all swollen.
Yes, that blindfold. What a romp, and we never lost that blindfold.
------
By the way, we fucked nine times that night!!
The End
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Back to Reality
I am in a relationship with my brother.
Sitting in the passenger seat as we head back home from the best sex in my life, looking out the window watching the trees go by. Everything seems so verdant and green. My body zinging as I sit here.
Back to the real world and I look over, he is looking straight ahead; one of the most beautiful men I have ever looked at. And no one can ever know the butterflies I feel; or, how when we look at each other - no matter what - it will never be the same. So, here I am, 'helping my brother.' My brother. There is no book called The Joy of Incest. So, how did I get here? I mean it has been completely consensual, I offered, he accepted. I have always loved my brother, that does not change and it never will. The physical is like this bonus - it does not feel wrong, at this moment it just doesn't; and, I won't downplay the physical, but it is pure romance and love.
I feel like I have entered a rarefied world. I feel like we have become the oldest of old lovers. Forbidden love, and now I begin to understand. We will go home, live our lives, have our worries and cares, work, all of it. And create this false wall at the back of our hearts, where we can go and no one else. How do I feel about THAT? Something so intimately a part of me, to cut it out and bury it down inside. This will be on the fucking tip of my tongue forever more, my whole body feels it, feels him. I look at my legs and think this will not be easy.
It's not for everyone. HA! It's not supposed to be for anyone. I take Nick's hand for a moment, give it a squeeze let go.
He smiles, "You all right?"
"Yeah."
Look to the window again, he's thinking all the same things.
------------------------
Home Again
Nick drops me off at the house, I take my bag of things from the back seat. I want to lean in and kiss him on the lips and thank him for the best weekend of my life, tell him how changed I am. How beautiful he is, what a man he is, how fucking sore I am. I want to do a cartwheel into the yard.
Instead, I say again, "Thanks," and turn away.
Awww, Fuck it.
I look at the house, no car in the driveway, no movement anywhere. I turn back to the truck, open the door and shielding myself there stand on the sideboard to give him a soft lingering kiss, one hand on each cheek. "That's for a nice weekend," saying it as sexy as I can between kisses. It's so cute, that one moment burned in my memory, standing there in my little summer dress, blond hair fallen down my back, like a first date, all tingling and happy. Nervous as hell, still not wanting things to end.
He says, "It was nice wasn't it?" We have this lingering moment of silence, my eyes on him as he continues, "Can I ...." pausing at the ridiculousness of it. He's my brother for Christ sake. He starts again, and our minds are connected, "Can I, see you sometime this week?" A date, a tryst, a fuck, a coffee. It all runs through my mind.
"I don't think so, not this week." He has his hand pressed to my tummy, rubbing me there over my dress, as I twist my hands together, wanting to get to yes. Still standing there on the sideboard. "I got a lot of things to catch up on. I can't even remember my kids camp schedule." [did I just fucking say that] and I pause and recover, "I'll call you in a few days. K?" It comes out wrong, but suddenly I'm tired and just need time to myself as I step back away from his touch, back onto the ground and close the door. I feel small and vulnerable.
"It was great," he says through the window. Smiles his smile at me, and his teeth take on a whole new meaning, as he rolls his window up and is gone.
Is there ANYONE I could tell this to? No. But, hell, it's not like I go around talking about my sex life with my husband.
But.
At least everyone in my life knows I 'do it' with him. I laugh to myself as I trudge to the house. Hell, they all think Nick is 'doing it' with Suzanne.
Then I notice sounds from the house. Fuck.
I realize they are home, and have the first little mini panic at the riskiness of what we had just done.
I can hear the kids before I get to the door and shake my head.
Mixed between, I will never do it again and when-and-where can we go to be alone and do it again, is the constant - No One Can Ever Know. I will lie, baldfaced lie to ever let anyone know, to ever hurt Nick, or my family, or my/our life. Is there a price for sin? Do we pay for our sins? The crazy thing is I never once felt guilty. Until, this moment, I am looking at my two little ones throwing their arms around me calling "Mommy!!"
God will sort it all out later.
Right now, I just have to live my life. I ask the kids and they tell me Dad is home. Fuck, he was home too?
I have dinner and groceries, and Dave is somewhere in the house. This moment of, did he see? Calculating angles from the upstairs windows. It will be like this now. I am thinking of my husband - finally - and I suddenly miss him and want to feel him, kiss him, smell him. I feel a momentary twang thinking how we will probably have sex tonight and how fucking sore I am.
I put a hand to my head. I go to our room ostensibly to find Dave, but close the door, set down my bags open them quickly and throw all the nighties, bikinis, underthings covered in cum and my sex scent, into the laundry - bottom of the pile. Hide us. I feel like I still smell like a fucking feral cat. And sit down on the bed. Mine and Dave's bed, run my hand over the cover. What is this? I imagine myself laying naked with Nick. THAT can never happen, not in THIS bed. But I cannot get the image of him out of my mind. The night demon. It is probably what I will call him.
I pick up my diary flip to this weeks page and write, 'Had a great time fishing with Nick' and I pause to look at it. I can't even be true to my diary anymore. To the right I draw a little image, a fishing pole, and suggestive looking little fish. My hairy little blonde fish. I sigh. A secret code for myself, in my own diary.
Diaries are made to be read by others.
I can't allow that to happen.
-----------------------
First Time
I finally find Dave and learn my little new world of secrets will be tested sooner than I realized. Suzanne had called and wants us all to get together this week. Dave agreed to Thursday, four days away! I pause, of course it will be fine.
The week is a blur, and it is not like I thought of it every moment of every day. No, it was more like every five minutes of every half hour of every day. And when Thursday arrives, I feel this twinge, an ache, desire. A wanting I had never felt before. All hidden away. They arrive, and HE walks in with Suzanne, his hand at the middle of her back. Such a cute couple! Normal, utterly fucking normal. Postcard normal: kids, mommy, daddy.
I had on a nice summer dress, honestly, I picked it out for him. I also made damn sure I looked good, really really good.
His eyes meet mine, and fuck, I melt. Melt into those eyes and quirk a smile at him. Full of hidden meaning. My cheeks grow warm and that is what we share. Seconds of desire, knowing desire, wanting. Wishing a finger snap could freeze the world. I turn, walk into the house behind them and more than anything I want to be with him, I'll be honest, it was a kick in the gut.
This was all in my heart, my brain, my stomach, every invisible piece of me. To everyone else we very much acted normally as ever before. After ten minutes, it was not even difficult. It was only the beginning, to get the ball rolling, and the moment the wheel began to turn it just continued. Deception is easy. My brother and I have a lifetime of being close, as a brother and sister, we have always been with one another, done things together. We know each other better than anyone in our life. In fact, we will have a million opportunities to ....and I close down the thought as I feel a wetness grow between my legs. Not now! I glance his way, notice his easy smile, his grace, his ease. It all snaps into place, and I breath a little easier.
But in the midst of all this normality, wondering, almost as if: Did it ever happen at all? It all begins to feel like a dream. And in snaps a little piece of guilt, with a mild determination to pretend it never did.
What the hell is he thinking?
Is it: I don't fuck my wife, I fuck my sister now??
--
I am in the kitchen, with Suzanne, and Nick walks in, pauses, stands by me. ME. I feel him at my hip.
I turn slightly, acknowledging his presence. I know he intended to come in here and catch me alone.
As coolly as I can manage, lift my eyes to him, "What do you want?" I wanted to lean back against him, touch him, smell, brush against him. Reassure myself. I mean it has been four days since we have been 'together.' I look back, and those eyes say it all.
"Just seeing what you two beautiful girls are fixing." Though he says it to me and the whole time his eyes are on me, and the warmth of the gaze, as we shared a truly loving connection. An entire conversation carried on as Suzanne dutifully lists the menu. So, we have this, a world of connection. Anywhere and anytime we are together. Our eyes, secretly so silently acknowledging our secret life, that it is OK, that he wants me. That we will figure things out, that we are in this together, that we are in Love. All occurring in this whirlwind of motion. Like it CAN all stop, where WE are the ones frozen in space and time.
While we are together, alone with one another.
I laugh at myself as he pokes his head in two more times, sees his wife and ducks back out.
I KNOW what he is up to, and am enjoying this little game. You fox!
I am his little bird, and he is waiting to find me with my wing down.
--------
Helping in the Pantry
The moment arrives. Well, I sort of give it to him. I needed to get some things down in the pantry in the basement. A room near the garage in our ratty basement that remains unfinished. Just utilities, laundry, boxes of junk, an old freezer and my pantry.
Even as I am walking down the steps I know.
I take my time, walk slowly, hope he is not distracted. Hope he notices. The butterflies in my stomach are churning.
His little bird. I feel so small and feel my fingers tingling. My wing is down. My wing is down. All alone.
This is so wrong, my thoughts are all over the place. If he comes down I think, and a rush of adrenaline hits me, we will be breaking the first rule of our being back. But, then I am thinking he might not notice.
But I am wrong:)
"Hey." His voice rumbles and he steps out from the darkness.
I am standing right by the freezer, below one of only two windows down here. I did not turn on any lights and there is only the glow of the basement half window above me, giving this light bluish glow. The pantry is back away from the stairs, tucked behind a concrete wall which has a narrow opening to the room. Shall I say isolated?
I don't move, standing with my back to him. I say, "Hey" back and feel him lay his hand at my hip. I turn my head to the side, and twist it slightly toward where his hand lay and sigh, "This is soon." I say it so soft. It feels like the boat somehow. The way the light glows, the silence. Like time has stopped. But we are not alone. His fingers curling around the bone of my hip.
"I wanted to see you."
"You seen me upstairs." But I know what he means.
"Not what I ... I..."
"I know what you mean," and pause a beat, "So. Here I am."
I still have my back to him. Feel his presence right up behind me, feel so fucking aroused and his hand moves down, under the hem of my dress and up the bare flesh of my thighs. Oh god! His fingers on my bare skin, it is too much.
I have a moment, a panicking, rational moment. I whisper, "Nick. We have to behave. They are right upstairs." But I can feel his hand on me, and lean forward, relish in the feel of his touch. Oh, the feel of his fingers brushing up my skin, the tips of his fingers sliding along the inside of my thighs. I am thinking, won't he be surprised!
"I just want to look at you." I lean myself further across the chest freezer. Fuck. Everything in my brain says no. I want to say we have to go back upstairs, but I am excited. I have something for my brother. He throws the back of my skirt up over my hips, and I remain there. Surprise! I had nothing, NOTHING, on underneath. Had I thought this might happen? I just wanted the secret pleasure of standing with him bare beneath my dress, to be naked with him even if in secret. I honestly had not intended for anything....oh, and his low groan. His breath, he exhales like the snort of a horse.
"You are a bad girl," he says low, and I laugh.
"You have to hurry. Have your look."
Ahhhh, and he does not wait, but cups his hand right over my pussy from behind, the wispy hairs of my puss splaying out from between his fingers. Palming my little peach, so nice and ripe and wet, with his whole hand. Fuck. So juicy! God I am wet. I close my eyes as he grips me tighter, as I begin undulating my hips against it, his middle finger splits me wide open, finding my clit. I love the way he can touch me now, and spread out my legs and lay flat across the top of the white chest, rocking my hips in rhythm with his touch, arching my back and feeling the gush of juices lubricating his hand between my legs. I am giving him a nice show I think. When he takes his hand away again, my head drops and I lose all sense. When nothing is happening, I look back. I see my brother fumbling with his pants! Oh my god!!
"Oh, you have got to be kidding me," my voice is strained. "We can't," I protest. I can hear his zipper, and his cock poking out of his pants.
"Sara." It's all he says. I do nothing, holding myself there, if anything, spreading my legs a bit. Permission. He says nothing more, I don't move. I feel so hot, flustered. Ready. My mind racing, they will be wondering upstairs.
I feel him moving close and tip my ass up. "Oh, Nicky." He positions himself and fills me right up. Such a sudden thrust, so big and so hard. Uh, entering me with a jolt. Oh god when it is fast it is so intense. All stretched out. Yes. Filling me in one thrust and lay my head down flat, my mind registering he is inside me. Bracing my hands for it, as he's pumping into me, fucking, fucking hard. Oh god, fucking my cunt. His chest is leaning down along my back, thrusting and I feel his breath at my ear. This stream of words, "I've wanted you so bad, you feel so good. You don't know what you do to me." His low rumbling chest, the vibration is amazing. The way his body feels.
All I can do is whimper. "Oh. God. Nicky. Cum in me. Quick. I want to feel it. Fill me." I can't think about anything else.
He grabs my hair, oh so wonderful. His fingers wrapped in my hair pulling me back. I am pressing into him so hard, held to him, my head bent back. God how I love that, no one has ever done that to me before and in no time, a breath, he is gushing cum into me, my body is full of him, my mouth open, panting. The ache of my pussy is back, it has been getting a thorough ravaging this week. My tongue is held over my lower lip, feeling each spurt, and then he is slipping out. I am still so fucking horny, I want to cum so bad. I want to roll over and ride him, looking back I can see his cock is still so hard. He is tucking it in and zipping up. I am still laying there obscenely naked, my dress up over my hips.
Oh, we do not have time! I am so fucking aroused and hot, and I want more.
So this is a quickie.
I had never done anything like this before in my life.
I stand on unsteady legs, do not have time to clean up. Brush myself, smooth the fabric, untangle my hair, tuck some loose hairs behind my ear. My ears feel hot and red, my eyes are liquid pools, I feel like the ultimate slut, and lean into him, kiss him languorously. I want to run away. Cum is running down my legs and I let it. Gathering up the boxes and jars, remembering THESE were my reason for being down here in the first place. Handing him a few of the jars.
I grab a tissue on the way through the basement and wipe quickly a bit between my legs and toss the tissue into the laundry basket. Fuck. Nick is following in my wake, realizing how he watched me just then hitching my dress and wiping between my legs. He has seen everything now.
I turn the corner to the stairs, get to the top and Suzanne is there.
!!
The shock of which genuinely startles me. I am staring at her wide eyed feeling as if she can read my mind or see through walls. She knows what we have done!
All she says is, "I was wondering where you got off to?"
"I had to get some things and..." my mind is faltering. I need to get into the bathroom.
Her eyes drift to Nick, he continues, "She couldn't find a few things, I helped her. Another set of eyes."
She turns to leave back into the kitchen and I turn to Nick.
Nice lie I think, and say so to him with my eyes. When Suzanne is out of the kitchen I say, "You were very bad," still smoothing my dress out still naked underneath. And every time he looked at me now he would know that, and I quirk a smile at the thought.
"Dinner will be soon," I say.
"I'll tell the others." And he is gone.
The problem is. I wanted a fuck so bad I couldn't stand it.
The rest of the evening was going to be torture.
--
At dinner Nick says to me, "So, should we go out for our usual breakfast this Saturday?"
His eyes pleading, his words nonchalant. SATURDAY! Two days, in two days. Alone together with him. I feel everyone knows what we are doing, what we have done. How can they possibly let us do such an illicit thing? My insides jumping about, and I am so horny. I still want to cum. I can feel the ache of my clit, still feel as if his hands are on me. All these thoughts, invisible. Never mind we have had breakfast together on a regular basis for the past five years.
So while we are together and alone, I say, "Uh, I, I mean...." I am so flustered.
And then Dave says, "Aw, go ahead. Looks like you two keep your weekends for each other. S'fine, I got you all week."
And I say, "OK," smiling uneasily.
Permission.
--------------------
First Breakfast
Saturday comes and I am up early. No one even gets up, this also is normal. Nick and I are the ones who fish, who boat. We are the ones who rise early in the morning with the sun, who walk in the woods. And I stand at the mirror with butterflies in my stomach, and tremblingly apply a bit of makeup. A little lipstick, a little mascara. Not too much. A yellow dress, a not too subtle reference to my yellow bikini, I think to myself. I've pulled on the tiniest pair of panties, and a half cup push up bra. I feel beautiful and sexy. I want him to feel what he felt on Thursday.
Walking downstairs to the car I am thinking: Calm. Calm. This is fine. I take a breath, drive into what will be a waking dream and walk into our usual place, The Summers Egg, and to our usual table where he is already sitting.
Everyone knows us, and I realize we are not alone here either. It is already different than I imagined. We are known everywhere. He is my brother even at the Summers Egg.
I settle in and look across the table, an endless memory. Does not even seem like a memory. He has a coffee in his hand. I feel us, and yes, WE are still alone.
Secrets make you alone wherever you are.
"Sara!" He says it so calm. "I wasn't sure if you would make it."
I was going to say, why would that be, but knew better. "Don't be silly. I can have breakfast with my brother." And suddenly have no idea what to do with my hands, and pick up the menu which I have memorized for years.



He asks, "So how was your week?"
I look daggers at him, "You mean, besides Thursday!?"
He grins, "I liked your pantry. Never been down there before."
"Oh, I think you've seen MY pantry!" I say sharply. The innuendo is caught. My cheeks glow at the memory. I sigh, "You did leave me a bit....unfinished," saying it as quiet as I can. His turn to glow a bit. Collecting myself, then, I go back to the original original question. "But, OK, my week." As I collect myself. "Well, camps are all messed up this week." The waitress arrives with my coffee, knowing I wanted one. "You would think they can call and let you know if something changes before the first day. But I worked it out. Thank god for that Chrissy next door."
"Suzanne has the same problem. The folks that run these aren't used to running things."
And our conversation, finally, proceeded to ordinary things, the same kind of conversations we've always shared. But as he's sitting there, I am noticing things a sister should not notice, the line of his jaw, those eyes, his mouth. What he tastes like. I feel myself growing warm, getting wet. Fuck, why does this happen now? His smell. My thoughts drifting to my words 'I am there for you.' All things you don't think about your own brother. And I know, I want it again, to feel him in me again. To keep what we have. And as I am looking at him, bantering back and forth, joking, I can see it. I can tell he is horny, right now, without him saying anything. But then he's a guy, so by definition he's horny all the time. But it could be me.
Finally, a silent little pause, and we are smiling down at our silverware.
I am first, "I must say, Thursday surprised me."
"Surprised me too."
"I never, done anything like that before." What are the words. "It's been quite intense. The weekend on your boat, fishing with you was ...." I trailed off, feeling arousal. What would he say? Head down, glancing up, meeting his eyes.
He smiles, "Yeah, the fishing was pretty good." Not what I wanted.
I drive home my point, "I mean, what happens to us now?" and shift a bit, not knowing how to continue.
Seeing my discomfort he says, "Look, Sara, I..." He sets down his napkin and sighs, "We'll be fine. Fine. I'm still getting my head around it. Nothing will change. You'll see." His optimistic bravado.
And then he took my hand. I look at him with my hand in his and say, "It already has." And he pulls his hand back.
I stare at my coffee. He doesn't know what I am thinking, what I want, whether it will ever happen again.
He says, "What SHOULD we do? Stop? We can. What do you want me to say?"
I am silent.
"Look, Sara what you did. What you gave me. It was selfless, and I want to thank you. For everything. You are an angel."
To that I laugh. HA! Tip my head to the side. Think that one through - a selfless angel. Twinkle my eyes at him. I selflessly fucked my brother, best sex in my life. So fucking aching sore, I can barely walk, and am sitting here thinking about his cock. I can think of a lot of things to call it, but neither selfless nor angel was on the list.
I let out a big breath, "Nicky." And I say this as quiet as I can, "I - enjoyed - it. I enjoy it. YOU know I do. You KNOW. I was hardly, angelic." I pause and meet his eyes as my cheeks burn now, "AND my offer remains." My desire right then is so strong. "I am your sister and now your lover. I can meet those 'needs' you have you know. Lord knows you meet mine. I want to. God, I want to." I am squeezing my thighs together.
-----------------
My offer
There, I said it. What I wanted to say. That's right, nothing had changed, I wanted to be there for him. I wanted to keep helping my brother.
His eyes gain recognition. "Sara, I just want you to know I'm fine, OK, I am. You don't HAVE to do anything you don't want to do. I can figure this out." He takes my hand again. Holds my hand there in the restaurant, and for now I let him. Now Nick and I can be affectionate, but we cannot be overly so and I look around to see who is there as we have this moment. This is a small town and it is just hard for me to relax, to really say what I want, be what I want just then. The biggest risk would be for me to kiss him, which is something I really wanted to do just then. To run my fingers through his hair. To sit on the same side of the booth as him. So, after another beat, I let go. Even hand holding is a bit unusual for a brother and sister.
And I continue, "I mean, you still have those 'needs.' Right? Nothing has changed, has it? How is Suzanne now your back?
"She's the same."
"She notice you were, um, a bit more satisfied than normal after the weekend?"
"Not really, I mean, how could she suspect anything. I was the whole weekend with you."
I touch my nose, "Touche." I am momentarily mad at the little bitch. But....
He adds, "And Thursday went, OK. I mean up top."
Our voices drop to bare whispers as I lean low over the table and begin, "Oh Yeah," Followed by, "OH GOD." shaking my head it all comes rushing back, so crazy, "We only broke like every rule I laid out for us. And you left me so fucking horny the whole rest of the meal, your lucky I didn't jump your bones in the garage."
"I came down to help."
"Oh, you helped me all right! Oh, and note to self, next time you go in the kitchen to see how 'your girls' are doing, stand next to your wife."
He blushed.
"Naw, it was fine. It was ....exactly what I needed."
"You seemed pretty ready for me." He gave a knowing grin.
I arch my brows, "You liked it fine." I touch my nose. And I got quiet again. Half in reaction to my own thoughts I add, "We have to be careful Nicky. REAL careful about this. Not the kind of thing anyone understands. I don't understand it."
"You don't have to do nothing for me, nothing you don't want."
"That is not what I mean. I CAN be there for you. Not real often, NOT in our houses. In fact, I have no fucking clue how I can. All I am saying is I can be." The impossibility of it was depressing me.
So, we let it drop.
We said enough, and slipped back to a normal conversation. He explained the year was going to be real good for him, which also meant real busy. I knew what real good meant. He built houses, and the season begins in June. I work as a nurses aid, the helping profession (just came to me - HA) and summers were for some reason easier. But we each had kids, and a spouse, and work. It seemed really, really unworkable. But our feelings on this needed to be shared, and we shared them. It was good.
---
On the way out, our vehicles were next to each other. We walk out to them, our time together was too short, I did NOT want to leave. My whole being, body and soul, wanted to run off and be with him all day.
He is standing there and asks, "So, How WOULD we do this?" Asking the obvious next question.
"I told you, I don't know." I stood with my arms crossed staring at the ground.
"So, our houses..."
"...Are out of the question." And my minds going a million miles a minute just then, so many thoughts. And I blurt out, "How many times would we be talking about anyway, you know, if you were doing it as often as you'd like, you know, would you do it....if...if" My whole train of thought was breaking down, mainly because right then I'd love to be able to do it with him every day. I wanted him so bad, I ached.
I blush and feel silly. God I want it so bad.
He laughed. "You sound like my therapist."
I smiled and laughed back, "I am. You should be paying me!"
He says, "Well now, that WOULD just be wrong."
I take his hand step a little closer, "Yeah, now that would be." And we both look around very carefully, knowing what we are about to do. No one there and we, keeping our eyes open, lean in and kiss. He's taller and bends down so sweet, I am turned up to him. His mouth, the same one I know; and I taste, let my tongue linger and taste and feel the thrill. I feel his hand close round my breast. The light fabric and the small bra hides nothing, there is a momentary shock, and a little allowance of his hand on my tit. But, already, this is too risky and I pull back, "Nicky!" immediately backing up and look at the pavement.
I ask again, "So? How many?'
"You serious?"
"Yes I am." This is actually a serious question considering Dave likes to get it twice a week, I am really sort of freaked out about this idea of pleasing two men.
"Sara I went seven months without nothing. Before that, Suzanne and I were down to once a month or so."
"Well, that's not enough." I am highly sexed and I shuddered at the thought of once a month. "What would be ideal?" My heart is patting away, and I am very aroused.
He laughs again, looking me up and down, "Right now. You don't want to know."
I like the compliment, feel genuinely desired. There is something about it. This hunger, this need. Somehow, the curtain is all pulled back, and the fact I am in a dress makes me go all wet inside. My body is so open and available in a dress. He has seen me naked, he has been inside me, tasted me, kissed me. It all is running through my mind with his eyes on me. Realizing how much of me he has seen.
Fuck. My cheeks are glowing, "We'll think about it," I say. "Don't have to make any decisions today."
I turn away and his hand finds my ass. I pause for him, stand there. God the pressure of his hands on me, sliding down the curve of my ass, and pressing his fingers right into the crack pushing the fabric between my legs. His fingers lingering low between my legs, so tantalizingly close.
I drop my head and groan, and lean back into his chest. I hear him say how fine a woman I am. How he does not deserve it, and recovering myself, turn to him. I got to be with him, but not here. He's already gotten a kiss and grope, but this is too public. Too many risks for being in a parking lot, but god I was on cloud nine just then.
When...
He whispers in my ear. "What you doing the rest of the day?"
I pause.
"I don't know." My words mew like a kitten. I know what he is going to say and feel my insides melt.
"There's a hotel. It's right up about a mile. I rented a room last night, thinking maybe."
"Last night? What good is that?"
"It's good till one o'clock TODAY."
He looks at me, and I get it.
"Sara?"
I freeze, looking into his eyes. Today, now, us together, a tryst, a fuck, oh so what I want! Our silent conversation complete, I nod my head.
"Get in your car and follow me."
---
But here is the thing, the hormones kick in, it's like alcohol. What can you do? You think you are being careful and you aren't. But, damn, I look down at my dress, feeling him on me. I do enjoy his hands on me.
I am fucking following him to a hotel.
------------------------
How it Goes
Inside the room, it is the first time WE have been together alone since our boat. Us. The feeling of freedom is hard to describe. I look around the unfamiliar room, wander along the wall, look in the bathroom. It is this little dive hotel, everything is shades of brown, no cars were in the parking.
And I walk back and fall into his arms, let him hold me for a long time. We kiss for the first time without a worry in the world, private, anonymous, it feels like forever. Time. Time.
"We are so bad," I say.
"The only thing I could think of."
"The night before! You knew!" I laugh as I give his arm a little mock punch, he is holding me again and his hands trail down over my butt. "The whole time. When were you going to tell me."
"When I did." I punch him again.
Four hours! I am most happy about so much time, and I want, want, want. Oh god.
His hands are rubbing over my butt, my sides and hips, moving the fabric of my dress up. I let him touch me here. Oh, so lovely to have his hands on me, so big and rough in the summer after he's been working.
I move over to the sofa and sit down slowly. He follows and sits, I begin to play with his hair. I feel warm and hungry, watch his breath deepen as I stroke his cheek. We lean together and kiss, slow long deep kisses, he is rolling over the top of me, until I am flat on my back on the couch. He is laying between my legs and I can feel the weight of him, can feel is hard cock pressing at his pants wanting to get out.
I smile, "Feels nice."
As we are kissing his hands wander. My dress becomes completely disheveled. Wander, wander, wander. He kisses my cheek looks at me. Says, "I want you." As he says that I raise my arms up over my head. He lightly caresses my cheeks and says again, "I want you." Draws a soft line around my lips and begins kissing my neck, I tip my chin up high and stretch. He says again, "You have no idea."
I say, "I think I might. Keep doing that, and you might give ME ideas."
I feel his hands on the buttons of my yellow summer dress. Today they form a line down my whole front. Eighteen buttons, I counted them. Undone, my dress folds wide open, just l'il ole me underneath. I have on the cutest little underthings, everything is perfect. He unbuttons five of the buttons and draws his hand down my white neck, and down the center of my chest. We fall silent. My hands are still over my head, and right now he can do anything to me. Five more buttons, lower, lower. I peek my eyes out and he is trailing a line of kisses down to my navel. I reach over and pull his T-shirt off over his head and feel the warmth of his skin.
He presses his hand over my belly, my womb. I let out a delicious moan, "Mmmmmmm. You know what I want, a massage."
"What kind of massage?"
"Any kind you want to give me."
My bra unclasps at the front and he unsnaps me, the cups open with a pop. My breasts are free and his tongue swirls around my nipples. Three more buttons undone and my panties are in view. I feel him suck me in, my nipples tightening. His teeth on me briefly.
He says soft, "You smell so good."
His hands run over every inch of my front, every nook and cranny.
I watch him adjust himself. "You hard?" I eye him, stating the obvious. "Take those off." Signalling to his jeans.
He stands and slides them down, and off come the briefs as well. He is standing naked, cock pointing straight up and I lift my foot and lay it over his cock, rub him with the ball of my foot. "Mmmmm. Hi. I feel a little something. . . Not so little."
I rise and in my dress with five remaining buttons at the bottom, stand and take him by the tip of his cock and walk him to the bed like I am walking a puppy on a leash. He turns and follows along, my hand reaching back tugging at his cock.
He lays down on the bed, and I stand beside him and let my dress drop around my shoulders. The bra comes off and everything down around my ankles. All I have on are my little pair of cute panties. The tiniest little triangle, little bits of string around my hips. I can't hardly stand it.
"What you wanted?" I say, and get on my knees onto the bed and lay down beside my brother. My brother, for some reason that pops in my head, and I remember who we are. The lights are low and we melt into one another, hidden away, here we can be lovers, who we want to be. Who we cannot be anywhere else. I lean in and press my breasts to his chest as we touch our mouths together and kiss and kiss and kiss. Slow, soft, touching our lips together, holding our mouths open. Touching the tips of our tongues. I open my legs and roll myself over his thigh, and begin to ride his thigh, dry humping, sliding my crotch over him. Feeling my cunny slide and working it up good, mmmm, feeling its heat and aching hunger.
I love the way he tastes, his wet mouth, his teeth on me. My hair is all fallen down around his shoulders as I ride his thigh, he is pushing it up hard between my legs, can feel my arousal and wetness dampening the crotch of my panties.
As I ride up a little higher his cock brushes my hip and smears a line of pre-cum on me. I coo, "You're wet."
He says, "So are you."
Oh, god. I lay onto my back and hook my thumbs into my panties and slide them down. The wisps of blonde hairs, curly and soft. We are both naked, naked together now in this little room. All the windows drawn.
He reaches down between my legs, insinuates a finger and I moan at the sudden intrusion, open my legs nice and wide. He plays with my little fur patch, running a finger down the line, opening me up, as I lift one knee and let it swing open.
"God you are so wet." I am beside myself with lust. This wanting, it just aches. "I been thinking about what you said."
"Hmmm."
As he is touching me, caressing me, molesting me he says, "About that question you asked. How many times? I think it is three times a week, maybe four. How about that?"
I smiled, "We're doing pretty good then. I think we got four times in the bag this week."
I am thinking god has it been four times. More! It was once on Saturday, twice on Sunday, three if you count him eating me out on the boat while I was sunning myself, once on Thursday (wow), and today. Six. Oh, my body. Oh, my body. Yes, yes I can I am thinking.
Then I rolled over. "About that massage."
He gave me the most beautiful back massage, slow and soft, and his big hands, god so good, all over my naked body. His hands running up and down my legs, my arms, between my legs. I was his little kitten soaking up every touch. We weren't in a huge rush, it wasn't the first time. It was us, together, lovers. I was helping him again, being there for him. Helping my brother. Such a good sister. Hmmmm.
"You are such a sensual lover. You must have been going crazy. Until I came along that is." I looked back to catch his eye.
"You had no idea."
I curled up under the covers and felt him follow, pressing himself to me. I snuggle up to him, "You know, I would never do anything like this with anyone else, its never dawned on me to have an affair. I'm always incredulous when I turn a guy on, I just don't believe it so I don't really even notice. It's like I'm part of a magic show in Vegas. I do see it when I'm out, you know. There is temptation sometimes. I can touch and hold it but still don't quite believe it, but when I see your eyes." I hugged him tight. "Somehow you are easier to compartmentalize."
"Thanks ... I think. It's not like I ever EVER in a million years believed we would be here like this."
"You never once thought about me, ever?" I pouted.
"You're my sister! I mean, I mean...." He was thinking what to say.
"Go ahead. Be honest. It's OK."
"I always thought you were pretty, attractive, yeah sexy. Seeing you in the house when you were, uh, less than dressed. Which you did a lot by the way. It did turn me on. Sure. But never act on it. But now...."
"So you thought I was sexy?" I was leaning toward him and then lay back flat. "You scare me you know that? But It's the most pleasant kind of fear. Like when you're in the air those seconds after diving in the pool, suspended. About to hit the water. But now, it's like we have been like this forever. Like it has been a year! God I have wanted this. I mean like this, right now. Thursday was kind of weird, amazing, but weird. And you left me so fucking frustrated!"
"I could not help myself. Honestly, you were making me crazy."
"Me!! I do love when you say that!" And we laid there reminiscing about each and every time. Each time so different. The first so wickedly hungry, the second happening in the middle of the night, my night demon. I told him that's what I would call him. And the third, god, I wanted that. It was mine, all mine. His fuck toy, tittie fucking. Eating his cum. And the fourth, my poor baby. We decided that any encounter counted, so the tittie fuck counted and him eating me out on the deck of his boat. Sex with us was EVERYTHING. I told him his breath could make me cum. Thursday, which was just plain crazy, and I described as best I could what if felt like to be empty and then to suddenly be filled to the hilt with an enormous cock, my cunny stretched out tight. "From zero to ninety in one second flat!" I lay my hand over my puss, poor baby.



He asked again about places, places we might get together. He told me about wanting to sneak in the house and hide somewhere, down in the laundry room maybe. All the ways, how he wanted to come to the house and sneak me out to his truck. How we could sit somewhere and be normal, and all the while we are talking he's playing with me, diddling me, drawing a line through my bush. He touches me as he says that and I am opening my legs to him, and tugging at his cock the whole time we are talking, his hands between my legs.
"Well you have me now, I am all yours here."
I roll onto my back and he follows, laying his weight on me. Opening my legs wide, I look down between us, coming together. Feel the head of his cock nestle into my pussy lips and slip right inside, and throw my head back. Too delicious for words. I am lazy, lay back holding myself still, his ass rises and falls nice and slow. I curl my arms into my hair. His arms are down on each side of me, his legs are between mine, and I watch him ride. Feeling so stretched, and the ache of my overworked puss. I wrap my arms around his waist, slide my hands lower and cradle his ass, feeling him pump into me. So powerful, I love the way the muscles on his body feel.
His body rising and falling, and my puss is stretched and full, rising and falling. This liquid heat inside, up inside so far. I whimper, frightened. I said how I can compartmentalize this. My mind is a tumult. I have had sex seven times in the last seven days. Five with my brother. How do you know my body's secrets? Like a drug, he is altering my body. I feel him in me, feel the heat of his chest pressed to my breasts. He rests his forehead on mine.
He says, "I've got you. You are mine today."
Our eyes glowing upon the other. I smile, hug him tight and he rests his cock full in to the hilt and holds himself there for a moment, right there. We are looking deep into each others eyes. I am trembling. Forever. Forever. I have a permanent mental image, will forever remember that moment. Frozen in time. A moment I want to never end and in my memory it never will. You are the body of my secrets. You live in the space behind my heart. You hide in my smile, you know the taste of my tongue. When you have sex with someone, the cells of your body knows them forever, it is unalterable. Our bodies are an album of everyone we have ever slept with. I look so deeply into his eyes, unending. We are altering even our eyes.
I am thinking, I want to shape your cock like water does clay, mold you to fit only-me from inside.
My pussy juices warm you, wet you, mold you. Spinning your cock on my wheel. We are altering ourselves, bending, moving. Body and soul, I am falling in Love. Secret Love. Hidden Love. Frightened, happy, Forever.
I want to harden your softness, and as you begin to rise and fall again you bump me lightly, then harder and harder. Over and over. My body open and revealed, as you fuck me, how I soften your fall. Oh, Nicky, the feel of you falling, I am the ground you are falling into. You are falling into me, and a part of you remains forever. Rooting into me, growing there. So I will help you, with this problem. This problem of no sex with your wife, protect you from affairs, and fighting, and stupid women who do not know you. Or women you would pay to fuck. Be safe with me my Nicky, forever.
I can't hurt you. My heart won't let me. So fall into me again again again. Being one is becoming harder than I think. Your cum in me, no protection. Seeding me. This whole week, so much cum in me. I could become pregnant. It would be us this time. one one one.
He is moving faster and I am gripping my legs, squeezing, leveraging myself against him. Pushing against the ridge of his cock as hard as I can. Riding, rubbing my clit right at the root, driving me wild, winding me like a clock. Amazed at how filled I am, the friction of his cock in my cunt is so perfect. So perfect. Forever.
How you fill me, the vibration of our wet flesh. I am panting, the whites of my eyes are showing, my heart fluttering, and I am vanishing into nothing. The electricity rises through my spine, such a pleasure, and so sensitive. Feeling everything. I'm chocolate, melting. Glass melting. My cunt tastes you. I know it does, it is a mouth. It remembers, melt me, taste ME. My little peach, my piece of fruit, ripe for you. Eat me, cum in me. I am moaning now. Grinding, digging in, taking it. I want it so bad.
"Oh baby, yes, that's it, like that." I have been cooing all these things, and he is whispering in my ear, things my brain barely hears. He loves my smell, my taste, he talks of my open legs, his cock. How tight I am. Smells and hair and flesh, words like cunt and puss and fuck. His little girl.
Let me live on your tongue, and we kiss. Pull me to you, lay me back, oh, yes, like that. I feel his heart beating in my breasts, in the depths of my tummy, in my mouth. His eyes glow like coals when he looks at me, take on the look of an animal. His hunger, his mouth and teeth bare back, ready to bite. To chase and bring down, tearing me. To eat to taste.
Your heart beats in my mouth. It is all happening to you as well. I am burning you, branding you. You will be mine.
Mine.
Was I jealous? Is that why I offered to help. The moment I heard, I thought of the other women who would come into his life. Other women who might come between us. Have I always wanted this? No, and then doubt.
Mine mine mine. He is moving faster, and I am grinding hard, bending, my mouth at his ear. "Oh Nicky, fuck me." Need to concentrate now, I want to cum. I can feel it. My body is ready, oh so good. So close. So fucking good. "Oh baby, keep, I'm going to ....ah, ah ah. Ride me. Harder, yes. I'm going to, god yes, make me CUM."
Lightning flashes through me, and I can't stay still, bucking against him. Trembling. Pulling him in. My cunt this mouth that is taking it. He is pounding me. He is riding hard. cum cum cum. Oh fuck yes! He is pulling my hair back, bending me into a smile. It hurts so fucking good. Oh fuck yeah. I fucking love when he does that. Oh the heat as he pulls my hair. How hungry, how fucking hungry. God dammit. I love how he needs me. Take me. Fucking take me.
My body fucking explodes.
I whimper to no one, "Don't ever go. God I am yours. Your fucking fuck toy!"
"Oh, little girl. Fuck. I have you, your legs are so open, fucking you. I'm ready, oh, yes..." He thrusts and tenses, "I'm cumming!" His rumbling growl, and he thrusts, drives into me and clings to me.
Oh baby, yes. Pulls me up like a rag doll. Give me everything. Take all of me! This wild ride of our bodies.
He holds, trembling, his voice so low. His rumbling chest. And still. A silence. We don't breathe, our bodies unwinding, relaxing. We lay silent, unmoving, his head drops above my shoulder. I feel his weight. Cumming is so light, a spirit, the orgasm so like air. There is nothing. No substance to it. And then his weight, the first I notice. Death has taken us away, and our bodies return. To be resurrected, bodies again, my brain is moving. Soft. Clay.
A little bird is flitting outside our window. I can hear a car.
"Shit, Nicky, that felt good, fuck," I finally say. We are soaked. Breathless.
I cling to him, his breath in my ear, and I kiss his shoulder wet with sweat. My mouth is open, I can barely control my limbs, am panting have to breath through my mouth. Our kisses are just open mouths touching together, smiling. He laughs.
He is still inside me, god he knows what to do. Rolls me to the side with him, still inside.
Smiles. Eyes burning, breath.
I feel him softening, pulling back. I am so full of his cum, I can feel it in me, running down my thigh.
--
I look at the clock, it is 11:30.
-----------------
Rationalizations
We rest, we briefly sleep. There is nothing more to say for a little while, bodies entwined, nothing more. The smell of us. Damp between my legs. The growing wet spot. The smell of our sex.
When my eyes open again, I am once again thinking of where we are. Of his nakedness, and mine. Who we are. Time.
We will get dressed, and drive off in different directions. Secret. And how it is not really what I want. But it is. It really is. Between these lines I am yours and you are mine. Somehow we are wired for this secret. A secret I can keep. It somehow makes us human. We all live with a wall behind our heart, I have to believe that, it somehow makes me feel less alone.
I look at his mouth, relaxed and still. Can feel it everywhere on my body. We must make peace. I can feel his breathing in my womb. I almost say out loud, 'Everywhere else the rest of the world can have you. I know something they don't. I know you beyond speech beyond touch. Hidden, I feel your heart beating every night.'
And then you stand from the bed and walk into the bathroom, naked and beautiful.
And then I want to say, 'You are next to me now as close to me as my lonesomeness.'
My eyes are wet.
I am silent.
The End
--------------------------
Snippets
I can tell Nicky is a lot happier than he was, and I hope it can stay this way. We are finding secret moments, spaces, places. I keep checking in, and he and Suzanne are now getting along better than before. The reason: I am helping, it is a fact, helping my brother, but dare I say it? I am now a bit jealous of her, and every time he tells me they are getting along my mind is worried. What would happen were they to become sexual again?
And then I wonder. I have nothing to back it up, but there have been a few times when it seems they have been sexual together. I know him now, his body, his smell. There are times. Would he actually tell me? And then I am like, it's fine if he is, and then realizing it wouldn't change anything. Not anymore.
The fire is started, and these coals don't die.
--
I know he feels guilt over what we do. He is always thanking me, and 'checking in' telling me I can stop. Which I appreciate, but don't. I need him now as much as he needs me. The best sex of my life. And, with him I feel like my sex life is in balance, HA! I don't feel like I always want it anymore and for the first time in my life I actually have moments where it is like, what? Sex, really, again?
--
Nick is always trying to do it in our houses. Sometimes I have let him. And figuring out how to have each other in our houses continues to cross my mind, makes things easier, but more than that somehow makes the sex so crazy hot. We have figured out how to use some of the houses he is building. So bad.
I have kept one rule. Our bedrooms are out. I just can't do that. Though Nicky, ha, he'd be OK with it.
--
So, this is the crazy life, when I help my brother:
Walking toward his truck feeling happy, smiling, and naughty all at the same time. His 'sister' feeling all these things. Or being out in the backyard, everyone together and leaning close and whispering "I just need you to know how I want you." And stepping away, watching the look on his face.
His hand up my dress as I mix the salad in the kitchen when no one is there.
--
Intimacy is complicated, and is this bad? Is it cheating? I am helping my brother, and this is a case where it has had positive effects. Suzanne's withdrawal of intimate relations hurt Nick deeply, and I remember. His anger and resentment, how wound up. The pain of it. Not feeling he was a man. It would have destroyed his family. He was wounded and depressed.
And Now?
Everyone gets along, it is what it is.
--
Close calls. Hells bells. We had one lustful moment in the hallway, and we vowed never to do that again. His back was to the living room, and my hand was in his pants. Both Dave and Suzanne walking down the hall toward us. Nothing seen, but oh god!
It is what it is.
--
(And we do have that hunting trip now in the plans this September)
One week of happy hunting;)
********
something about the way
my hand slides
along the smooth curve between
her ribs and her hips
and settles along her waist
and curves around to the small of
her back
to pull her closer
something about the way
our lips meet
and pull away
and electricity pulses
and our eyes connect
to share a million secrets
and hands become entangled in hair
and bodies fit against one another
like pieces of a puzzle
sappho
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From my Journal
SUB IN TRAINING
FIRST: when session begins, completely undress.
A good slave stays totally naked (and barefoot) for the whole session. Pull off top and skirt, shoes and socks and wait. When asked, put off my bra and panties and once I'm properly naked, give him my clothes.
(Sometimes I keep my jersey:) - for nostalgia
They are not Mine!! I 'may' get them back at the end if I am a good little girl
SECOND: Assume the 'waiting position'. Use the normal position
or
wait for him to say.
(I know what he likes) Standing, legs apart, hands behind my head.
THIRD: let my Master inspect my naked body. ANYTHING!! Do not move! This inspection should be slow, detailed (!!!!!!). Every orifice, surface, fold, wrinkle.
During inspection, I must stand still and be silent. I may be laying down. Face up or face down.
FOURTH: Once I am inspected, help get ready. Cuffs, anklets, rope maybe a gag. Some days, when it is all day, a collar.
Follow silently.
I am my Master's.
----------
I blink at the notes, trembling.
There is a saying, 'When the Sub is ready the Master arrives'
I may have found mine.
------------------
My actual slave is so pretty, eight years younger than I am, Very shy.
We started by accident. And she was embarrassed, asked me to stay partially dressed (jersey). That was OK at first.
It's been six months, she knows now she must totally undress herself and give me her clothes. She has to stay completely naked for the whole time she's here. Only then do I give her clothes back. If she misbehaves it all just takes longer. The record is three days naked, even drove to the store with her in the passenger seat.
She still complains whines, every now and then, but she is mine. I like skin, I like her embarrassed, the way her ass blushes when I look between her legs.
--
Oh, and she is my sister!!
What do you fucking think of that??
-----------------
Football
The BET was over a game of football. I go to my brothers every Saturday and we watch a game. Sometimes I come over Monday night.
He loves football and knows it well. I love the players, and have a thing for their uniforms and their bodies. They are my gladiators:)
I am eight years younger than my brother and he has his own place. He's not really the football player type (though he thinks he is), so not really my type either, other than his personality. We get along well and it was sad when he moved out, but we kept in touch. He used to date one of my best friends, and we all still get along. He skateboards, and works at a design/ad company with a 'unique understanding of the Millennial culture.' blah blah blah. That's what the website of his company says about him. He is quiet, some think he is serious, but I get his humor. And he loves football.
--
Is there a tension between us?
I am talking like sexual tension. Nah. Nothing I'd ever noticed, and that he ever had any designs on me came as a surprise. And it did start while watching a game. A Cleveland Browns vs. Packers Game, and for some inexplicable reason he is a Packers fan. I graduated high school last May, and was wanting to move myself into a friends apartment. Not a lot of stuff, but some heavy lifting and I needed someone to move me, and my brother would have helped anyway - but, we ended up making a bet.
I bet the Packers would lose and he bet they would win.
"How much is the bet?" He asked.
I raised my hands, letting them drift through my hair. Twinkle in my eye. I do not know why I said it the way I did.
I said, "If I win, I OWN you for a weekend."
He blinked, giving me one of his wry smiles. "And....if I win." He paused for effect. "I own YOU."
It was meant harmless (on my part). I really just wanted him to help me move, AND be able to order him around. It would have been fun. But the tingle I felt at his words, his low voice, the stubble on his chin, the wry smile. The understated way he could say things. He took a pull at his beer. The way he said it, the sound of I OWN YOU.
I was watching the game, not looking at him when I said,
"K"
-----------------------
I remember it like it was yesterday.
It was after my huge flaming breakup with my girlfriend, of which my sister never knew anything about. I don't even think she knew I was dating anybody.
I never told her about it. I don't know why, and ...
My sister. How do I describe her, us. It started so slow, the day she started coming over to watch a Football game with me. I was bummed, having broken up with my girlfriend, giving her my who gives a shit smile. It was uneventful really. She came over and we ate pizza and watched the game.
She liked to wear a jersey, and shorts, and the jersey was XXL, and so long it covered her like a very short skirt. Her standing in that jersey eating pizza in front, her back to me, as she watched the TV screen, is an indelible memory for me. Those legs. The first time, I thought I was looking at the most beautiful girl I had ever seen, and from the inside. Don't misunderstand, I had absolutely no intimacy in mind. I knew who she was - off limits - I just remember thinking, 'Some lucky guy will get you.'
It just happened, we got along, she was funny, it was all good. But I'll never forget how it grew and grew, those Saturdays. The routine. I came to look forward. I tried to date again, comparing these girls each time to her. Because when you date, its all this act, thinking of where to go and be so cool. Always these grand gestures, and its never so good as just sitting around. Who gives a shit. Having a girlfriend, at the beginning anyway is all about the grand gestures. You impress, give gifts, eat at fancy places.
Weirdly forgettable.
It's fake, or not really fake, it's not life. Women just want one thing - prince charming. And they play and play this game, and be coy, and - fuck - then they just hook up with the guy with a good job. It's the men who are the true romantics who come up with all the grand shit, who feel bad if anything is not perfect. Life is not meant to be fake. I mean what girl likes football, really? They put up with it, but Sara she was just here, not trying to impress anybody. It is the small moments. Created the opening, of us, our small moments. And every Saturday and pretty soon you have 100 small moments, and I am like damn!
So then I stopped even trying and started thinking about my Saturdays, and ways we could do other stuff, and then I am like shit. She was really starting to blow my mind, and I am feeling stuff, and she is just watching fucking football. It all felt real, and I felt her, her presence and smile and humor and bull shit. Friends. That's what we were. And when it is small, there is no grand gesture and no drama and no huge fucking flame out at the end. Nothing to understand or misunderstand, no mind to fucking read.
And that is what Love is. Small stuff.
And I knew this would end, she wold meet somebody move on. She was talking about her place with a friend. They were going to have parties, would I ever want to go. I'm kind of old I say and she casts her eyes down. "I guess." We run out of things to say sometimes, get bored waiting for the game. Talk about mom and dad. But then the silence is OK too. I start to hate it when she leaves.
I am a romantic.
I imagine her gone, married with two brats. And one day she is sitting by herself at the table, and she smiles. She smiles because she remembers Me - and smiles. Remembers this sofa, this room, this stupid Game. Everything we did, every small thing we did. Nothing grand. Ever. Maybe Christmas, and we can look at each other and remember and know we are remembering.
Everything else, I'll fucking forget and all these other women. And they will forget too.
But you know what?
We will have The Game.
-------------
The game is on and I am sitting at one end of the sofa with David. We are watching and eating chips, drinking some beer (he lets me when I'm here). I have had enough to feel the light little buzz, and now I'm eating chips.
He says to no one, "I should have been a football player."
I laugh, "You used to play?"
"Uh, yeah, some, I should have kept playing it, there's good money in it."
I quirk a grin, "You'd have to go to college."
Silence. I'm smiling and laughing inside. Any modicum of work, he's just watching now.
We were on a three seater couch, I'm at the one end. It is the Packers and the Colts on TV. We live in Indianapolis and the Colts are OUR team, but my brother likes the Packers.
I like to watch football with my brother. The only light in the room comes from the TV as it flickers green, and then blue sky when the football is thrown high into the air. It flickered on my brothers face, shadows playing across the room. The kitchen light is on.
"What position would you play?" I keep it going.
My brother shrugs. My knees are curled up beneath my jersey. I am wearing shorts today, white shorts. I look at his eyes, and the shape of his chin. He is not thin, but his body is long, and it makes his waist look thinner than it is. His jaw is angular, and he has sharp, dark brown eyes. Muscled round shoulders. He's wearing a tight white T shirt, muscle shirt. I am thinking, he's cute, for no reason at all. And as that thought was working its way out, I have this moment of volition: 'What if I was to slide over to his side of the couch, how would I start that?'
Weird. And my thoughts continue in this path, my heart flutters, flowing from the way he is sitting right now. My eyes glance sideways at him. I could get up, get another beer. And come back, sit at the middle instead of the end? OR only part way. I pull my knees closer. I could stretch, turn my legs out and swing around, and be a bit closer.
Why the hell am I thinking that? And then HE gets up. "Want another beer?"
"Yeah." Shit, well now I can't get up. While he is in the kitchen I swing my legs around and move closer to the middle of the couch. I actually do that.
Put my legs up on the table in front of the couch.
He comes back, hands me the beer, looks a moment and sits next to me. So he moved in a little too. Next to me! It just feels nice. I am feeling like I just want to be closer to him today, nothing but that. He is not at the far end anymore and neither am I. We are next to each other. I have my beer and bring it down between my legs. Look over at him. He has a glass.
"What are you drinking?"
"A little whiskey."
"You didn't offer me any?"
"I didn't think you'd like it."
"I probably don't."
He laughs.
"But you could of...." I drink my beer. And then as we are watching the game, he puts his hand down on my thigh, just below my jersey, as we watch the game, as if nothing was happening?
I don't quite know how to react, but I just sort of lean in a little closer, letting my side brush against him. Drink my beer. Lovely little buzz.
The flickers in my thoughts, as I watch the gladiators on the screen, suddenly make me feel awkward. The thoughts stirring are all about the the feel of his hand, and with it an arousal, a tingling in my sex. A light moment of melting. Human contact, and I have not had any lately. I had masturbated yesterday, felt so nice. Not thinking of anything in particular. I begin thinking of my hands rubbing hard between my legs. It felt so good, but all I had lately is my hand.
-and- my brother?
Pushing it all away made my heart beat a little faster still, bringing warmth to my ears. But with the game, and the room, the beer, his whiskey, and just us. It felt nice. Safe.
A little guilt, but nice. And I smile, as the thought occurs to me. 'How would I confess this?'
Finishing my beer, I set it on the table and play with my hair a little, glance at my brother and sidle in closer next to him. Form myself a bit to him. Is he thinking the same things? What does he think of me? Like right now, in these shorts and this jersey. I have nice legs, and I turn my thighs, his hand readjusts but holds to me. His hand lays on my skin. Not moving.
Does he ever wonder what color my panties are? Where did that fucking come from?
I'm not wearing a bra today.
And again noticing how he is touching me. We could be thinking the same things. That was kind of exciting and sad at the same. Sad because they could never be together, and I jumped a bit when he looked at me mid-thought.
And as his eyes landed on mine, I sighed. An audible sigh.
Fuck! What was that? 'Was it that loud?'
Shit.
"What?" he asked.
For the first time I was a bit tongue tied. I just smile. "Nothing."
"You Bored?"
"Nope."
"You want that whiskey?"
"This is all right." And I stay leaned against him, his hand at my thigh. I wanted one but did not want him to get up. I want nothing to change just then.
What is he thinking? It can't be the same.
He turned away again. Both watching the game.
His hand is warm, sensitive skin. My mind playing, watching, thoughts dancing, 'He probably has experienced fingers'
And that thought brought a gentle squeeze of my thighs together. 'I am fucking drunk'
I am fucking drunk, sitting in the dark beside him and I'm getting fucking wet, and a new wave of guilt. Should I move? In answer I press my bottom a little deeper in the couch. No. I want that whiskey, but don't want either of us to get up.
It was getting worse, the feel of him, and the urge to lay my hand across his stomach. It felt like how I wanted it to feel. I mean, to meet some guy and sit with him just like this. To be with someone, have someone, and suddenly I felt a little sad. And his hand at my thigh, touching my bare skin. I wanted this with someone. Someone I could be with. I had to resist the urge to squirm. And again, a sigh, a long deep breath. My cheeks are flushed, but you cannot tell in the dark. The game, the TV picture, and I'm like what the hell is going on.
And there it is. The context. The beginning.
I felt excited, aroused, guilty, naughty sad.
And that's when we made the bet.
--
I bet the Packers would lose and he bet they would win.
"How much is the bet?" He asked.
I raised my hands, letting them drift through my hair. Twinkle in my eye. I do not know why I said it the way I did.
I said, "If I win, I own YOU for a weekend."
He blinked, wry smile. "And....if I win." He paused for effect. "I own YOU."
It was meant harmless (on my part). I really just wanted him to help me move, AND be able to order him around. It would have been fun. But the tingle I felt at his words, his low voice, the stubble on his chin, the wry smile. The understated way he could say things. He took a pull at his beer. The way he said it, the sound of I OWN YOU.
I was watching the game, not looking at him when I said,
"K"
--------------
And then, suddenly, the GAME mattered. There was this warmth coursing through me, as I watched, as I watched it all unfold. Like some kind of dream.
A Vinatieri 50-yard field goal made it 21-13, still Packers ahead, beginning of the fourth quarter, when Packers kicker Mason Crosby followed that up by missing a 52-yarder. Suddenly, the Packers' offense was sputtering, while the Colts' pass rush was making noise. Luck ran it in from three yards out to cut the lead to two, though the Colts couldn't convert the ensuing two-point attempt. Then Vinatieri drilled a 28-yarder to earn the Colts a lead, 22-21.
Five minutes left. I was going to win.
"I'm going to win!" I nudged into him, now we were both watching. A competitive spirit.
"The Pack is made for this." Was all he said.
He was right? All that did was spur on Rodgers, who drove his team 74 yards before finding Jones from eight yards out to make it Packers 27-22. Luck took over with 3:30 to go and the ball on the 20.
Hell of a game.
Then came what Arians called, "The storybook ending." Luck to Wayne for 15. Luck to Coby Fleener for seven. Twelve more for Wayne. Two plays later, it was Luck to Wayne for 15. Then 18. and first-and-goal from the 4.
And then the Pack shut it down.
I lost. I lost.
David looked over. "You lost." mussing my hair as he got up. "I OWN you." I looking up at him. "You want that whiskey?"
"Yeah."
----------------
Now I was not really thinking anything about it. I mean I was going to have him move me, that was it, So now it meant nothing more than him making me wash dishes, clean his house, make the bed, do laundry. Some such shit.
He came back with two more whiskeys. Handed me mine and sat down. I took a swallow. It was alright, I was expecting a burn or a bite, it was good.
"You like it?"
"Yeah."
"I put a little sweet wine in it. Softens the bite."
I took another sip and as I sat there, swirling its flavor in my mouth, he reached out a hand and lay it over my breast and gently squeezed.
What the fuck!
I jumped at the feel of his hand. Moving myself back. Holding the drink out away from me which had spilled a little.
"What are you doing!!"
He says, "I own you. You lost. You're mine, I guess, for the weekend."
Now I know everything I was thinking before. Being up against him, and all my delicious feelings, naughty guilty feelings. But he was my brother, these were just inside my head.
"That is not what I bet!"
"So...What does it mean to 'own' somebody?" Smile on his face again.
My cheeks are burning, and could still feel the pressure on my tit from being squeezed. I was also, unknown to him, sopping wet. "It means," I said with mock prudery, "I do stuff for you. Like, I don't know, Like...I was going to have you help me move. So..." Collecting my thoughts, "You could...." I was at a loss for words. I was so fucking aroused thinking about it.
He got up and went into the kitchen, called out. "I didn't know you came with so many rules. If I'd known I would have bet for something else."
I laughed, "You are drunk. You can't be serious."
He came back out, "In my book ownership makes you're mine. I can do whatever I want. But..., well, you can go ahead and make me dinner then." He was so nonchalant. What was he thinking?
He turned to leave, and turned back again.
"Just one thing. You have to do it with your Jersey off." My eyes went wide. He had groped me already, he knew I did not have on a bra. He added, "I won't touch, but I'd like to see."
"You are my brother!"
He sort of shrugged. "Just, considering, you are mine. You lost the bet. I should get SOMETHING I want."
And the nugget of an idea.
"I just can't, Not that. But I can...."
I got up and lifting my jersey to my waist, undid the snap on my white shorts, hooked my thumbs at each side and, letting the jersey fall back over my hips, slipped my shorts and panties off together. I was standing there in front of him bottomless, covered by my jersey which was falling just below my crotch. I was breathless with arousal and could not believe what I had just done.
He was surprised himself. I do not think he ever thought I would have taken my jersey off. Not really. And even if I did it was just my tits. But now I was bottomless. I left my shorts and my panties - red by the way - right near my feet as I stood there before him.
"This is what I will wear while making you dinner, since you OWN me." I swayed a little, reaching down, and finished the rest of my whiskey.
He looked at me like he was going to say 'shiiii-it', what he did say was "That's fine."
He sat down again, and as I was going into the kitchen he says, "I think I like owning you."
-----------------------------
Now there is definitely more to this than her version. There is some back story to us.



When I still lived in the house Sara would purposely flirt with her boyfriend in front of me, especially when I was not seeing anyone. Sort of rub it in. I never felt like I would do anything, but I always did feel she was flirting with ME when she did that. Maybe it was more playful than mean.
When it got late, she would feign sleepiness, laying on the sofa disheveled, and her boyfriend would start to basically molest her. Rub her tits or put his hand under his dress, the whole time I am right there. After a bit he'd carry her to her room over his shoulder, and as he'd walk by make some perverted comment to me. But when he got past she would lift her head, peek open her eyes and look at me over his shoulder, as he took her down the hall. Stuff like that.
She would leave her bedroom door open and start making out with her various boyfriends, KNOWING that if I wanted I could see. And sometimes I would peek, you know. Watch them.
That was awhile ago. But she is anything but innocent, so what was I supposed to think tonight when she makes this bet? Owning me! If she wins she owns me, and accepting my side of the bet if I won. Leaning up against me during the game. Rubbing against me. You know??
She had a way of exposing herself, an exhibitionist. The bathroom door had a way of being ajar at just the right moments when mom and dad were gone, and she was showering, putting her make up on in bra and panties. Kid stuff, but still. As I grew older, being so much older than her, we did grow apart, but she kept getting older and gradually we came back together, and now we are this pair of adults who are almost like meeting each other again.
Now we have the game. She wants to hang out with me, by definition it means she does like me.
--
So she is next to me wriggling around, letting me lay my hand on her thigh (no big deal, but the way she reacted). Leaning against me, squeezing her thighs, sighing and carrying on. She was getting me kind of hot, and I was starting to get an erection and she had to have noticed that. So winning the bet, I own her now, and the games WE were playing. I thought, what the hell. Go for it.
It was a test. Are we thinking the same thing, and then she goes all church lady. Though to be fair, she probably wasn't thinking the same thing in the same ways, and I was over the top anyways.
But. Now I am back again. She wanted me to do that, everything signaled it. I was not going to do anything more. Feel her up, maybe kiss a little, like what she would show me when she left her room ajar. My little girl, I was going to call her. But, here's the deal. She actually RAISED the stakes. I was going to cop a feel, and when that was not OK I just, you know, wanted to SEE her tits. She is the one who came over in that jersey with no bra. I noticed that right off.
So what am I supposed to think? Would she let me see? Maybe I was going too far, but maybe not TOO far.
And SHE is the one who raised the stakes. She is the one who took her shorts and panties off, left them in the room here.
Shit. Crazy shit. Standing there in just that fucking jersey. What am I supposed to think? She was such a tease. Always such a tease.
----------------------
I did exactly what I said I did and went into the kitchen. I knew right away I was going to make chili cause I am good at that and it is easy and I know that David has everything for it. So reaching for the pot, my arms go up and I am like Whoah! The jersey goes right up and I can feel my butt exposed. Shit, this thing is short. And I laugh, I am very tipsy at this point.
I look back at the door, tugging the jersey over my swaying ass, did he see? And I walk over and look at the cans of diced tomatoes, they are on a higher shelf and I am feeling perfectly wicked. I look back at the door and he is still not there and I almost want to wait, but then do not. I reach up and can feel the bottom of my jersey rise and god it is making me hot!
With the stove going I finally hear him come in the kitchen.
"What are you making?"
"Chili."
He snorts, and I feel him looking at me. I don't look back and keep my arms down. I feel so fucking naked just then. And my thoughts swimming. I run through my head - he OWNS me.
My breath was caught in my throat, and finally I looked back straight into his eyes feeling utterly exposed, naked under his piercing stare. Which makes me kind of, I don't know, scared AND angry. It is sort of like fight or flight.
So I say, "What?" And turn back and try to act as if nothing unusual was happening.
I could hear him move a bit closer. I was browning the meat, and mixing in the onions. I ask in a nonchalant voice, "Could you get me the beans?" The cupboard door was open and those cans were also on the top shelf. It had to be obvious what reaching for them would do.
He says, "No. You have to do everything."
I blushed deep, and looking back, padded over to the cupboard. Standing there in my bare feet, "You have to turn away."
"Why?"
I was speechless, he WANTED to see. The feelings are indescribable. Groping me, trying to get my jersey off. I felt so guilty, imagining what my confession would be next week. Now, there was another emotion closely following my wave of guilt. My body was shaking, my breath coming out in gasps, and it wasn't just because of the whiskey. I felt hot, feverish. I was all swollen and achy between the legs. I didn't know whether I wanted to hit him or whether I wanted him to just push me up against the wall, and kiss me. God. What is happening? I was so fucking aroused. I could feel my heart beating. I did not look at him and simply reached, reached and took the can.
So he saw my butt, so what?
What the hell was going on with me??!! This was my brother. I knew I shouldn't be turned on by knowing he'd seen me naked, How he watched me. I exposed myself. I should be disgusted. But I wasn't. I was dying inside from this torment. And his footsteps grew closer. I covered my eyes with my hands a moment. Rinsing the beans, my hands trembled.
---
Then he said, "Actually, your my good little girl when you do what I ask."
There was something that shifted. It was like a wave that moved through me. I kept rinsing and moved to the stove, he was standing right behind me. My thoughts went like this: 'I will do whatever you ask, be your good little girl, your bad girl, whatever. Ask and you shall receive.' It felt so complete, this is what ownership feels like.
He moved a little closer, and lay his hand at my back, and I turned myself back and forth. Sort of a motion to shake him off. He responded by simply holding his hand in one place, right at the center of my low back. Fuck. I had nothing on under this thing, and here he was touching me. Feeling me.
His good little girl.
My mind was blank, and I had no idea what to say or do, or anything. I was just stirring the chili.
What I said was, "I am a huge fan of cheesecake." With that his fingers began to move. I continued, "I wish I could make some for desert. Cheesecake, to me, is the most sensual, fucking incredibly sexy food there is. Taste, texture, everything. It's orgasmic."
"You should make some, sometime."
"Hmm."
His hands were down near my hips, his thumb rubbing over my ass, I waggled my butt. A sort of motion to shake him off, but now just a reflex. I was letting him.
I said, "You shouldn't be doing that." No answer. "Even if you do own me." When his hand got close to the hem, I said, "You have to stay on the jersey."
"You have a lot of rules little girl." And he let go. "You want anything else to drink?"
"I think I'm bad enough as it is. I'll be horrified with myself tomorrow."
"How abut a ... A rum and coke?"
Shit. Which is the most fucking wonderful thing in the world. I paused.
"A rum and coke? OK. I think a rum and coke AND cheesecake is the most fucking wonderful thing in the world."
He made me a rum and coke, set it beside me.
"I'll set the table."
"OK."
The room got quiet and I looked around. Lights in the other rooms were off. It was all so romantic somehow. Just us, a beautiful Saturday. The smell of warm food, the light fading outside. His good little girl.
I kept thinking that.
He was getting the plates, and I did say, "David? He looked at me. "Do you think brothers and sisters can be friends, like this, like whatever we are? This isn't too weird is it?"
He had the plates and was getting the cups, not saying anything. He left the room. I was thinking this through, sipping my rum and coke. I did not like waiting. Was he thinking about it? I had to fill the silence so I added, "I'm sorry, I'm being a girl. I don't mind this right now, Should I?"
He was back in the kitchen, "Do you trust me?"
I was surprised, turning his way. I said, "Yes."
"Then you have nothing to worry about. It's nice. I like you, we are friends. Friends. I like that you like coming over and being with me."
"I can keep doing that?"
"Of course."
"I mean..." I turned away again. Embarrassed.
"Sara. There is no 'romance' in my life, no small moments. And I'm not saying there is ANYTHING between us, but I do like you, as a person. Right now, today, this week, this month, you are the best thing that has happened. Making chili, watching a game, drinking beer with you. Making a silly bet. It's just us. Tonight, I own...yeah. You. Your my good little girl, tonight. Trust me. Just be your sweet little self, and maybe a little bit naughty little self. You've always had a touch of that anyway."
I looked back. "Me?"
"Your boyfriends, carrying you to your room. Pretending to be asleep." She laughed put her head down. "I'm not surprised. You probably have all kinds of boys after you. Sara, you are one of the most beautiful girls I know. Some guy will be really lucky."
It got me, that's for sure. No one had EVER been this sweet to me, EVER.
"I haven't had a boyfriend in quite awhile actually."
He was in the dining room now.
I was thinking about his hand at my back, and I wanted it there again. I had shooed him away. I just knew he really knew how to touch a woman, make her feel good, take his time.
Was he seducing me?
I felt a little bit scared. He was good at touching me, with his words. And its true, I want something, too. IT, so bad. But this can't be IT. Is there anything I could do to change this? Was this a mistake? I wanted to be his, and tonight I was.
I was very confused and conflicted.
And horny.
--------------------------
When he came back in, I looked and smiled at him. He put his hands on me again and I made no move.
"The chili is almost ready."
I could hear is breath, could feel him there, just a foot or so away.
"You are beautiful."
The words were drawn out slow and lingering.
His hands rubbed down the center of my back, starting at my shoulders down to the top of my butt and back up again, fabric sliding slightly on my skin. He reached his hand around me in an embrace and I felt his fingers cross my stomach, rising up to cup my breasts. The second time today. He found my nipples, tightening under his touch and my head drops, and I let out this moan.
Is this happening?
His voice is soft, "Why didn't you wear a bra today?" I just shrugged. I didn't know. "I did notice."
"Oh David, what are you doing?"
"Touching you. Nothing but that. Is this OK?"
"Nice. Feels nice."
All I could think to say. And I felt like I owed it to him, for being so sweet. His hand retreated again, but only just - it still was lingering at my hip as I finished. Rubbing down my sides, looking at me, contemplating. I could feel his desire, how he wanted more. I felt so fucking desired.
I moved to the counter and poured the chili into a bowl for the table. He followed me. I imagined how hard he was.
His hand took the edge of my jersey and I felt him lift.
"David?"
It came out as a question. I was letting him, could not believe what I was letting him do.
It was hard to focus, hard to speak. He was so nice, soft, good. I did not move at all, my resistance was melting away. I was so aroused, so desirous. Suddenly exposed, the cool air on my bare ass, and his fingers now touching right at the top of my thigh between my legs. So close. So tantalizingly close. I could feel his fingers brush the hairs of my puss.
"Mmph." I groaned a little. It was too much. I arched my back and turned round to face him. His hand falling away. Too good. Too fucking good.
All I could manage to say was, "David. The chili is ready."
"I have the table all set."
-------------------------------------
He took the chili, and I was getting the saltine crackers, some cheese and sour cream. And yes, reaching recklessly for them letting my jersey rise. It didn't feel as if it exactly mattered anymore. No idea what was happening, but not wanting it to end. My David was entering my skin, and I had no ideas. We were still in 'safe' territory I guess, but my thoughts, my wandering thoughts were like this:
'I would LOVE to make out with you, just sit on your lap and kiss you, run my fingers over your skin, kiss your forehead, your eyelids, that little spot on your cheekbone, up by the corner of your eye'
'I would give you little, light kisses right there. Nibble your ear. All innocent. Kiss your neck, your shoulder, that spot in between. Bury my face there, like a little girl. Your little girl, all yours. Press the tip of my nose against the tip of yours, then tilt my head in to kiss you. Suck your bottom lip. Smile at you. Run my fingers through your hair'
And then my thoughts continued:
'What would it feel like to have you lay on top of me, press your weight down. Oh!! To feel your weight on me. Tell you to kiss my breasts through my shirt. Wrap my arms around your neck. Rub your back. Feel you pressing your thigh in between my legs, hold it tight up against my sex, the way I love. Just lose myself'
Finally, padding out of the kitchen:
'I want to be in bed with you, just kissing, touching, learning your body'
--------------------------------------
He had the chairs moved all to one side of the table, and both bowls in front of him. He had already dished the chili. The lights were out, and three candles were lit running down the center of the table. I turned out the kitchen light. Darkness but for candle light.
He caught my eye.
"Sit down."
I paused, taking it all in.
"Sit." I did and he continued. "I want to feed you."
I wanted to say, 'I can feed myself.' But what I did was sit down in the chair as he had placed it; facing him, with my knees open. He put in some cheese and sour cream into each bowl and stirred it a little. We had our drinks.
"Keep your hands by your side, right against the back of the chair. Let me take care of you." When I sat that way, arms along the back of the chair gripping the seat, the feeling was amazing. He said, "Don't move your hands."
The feeling was one of being tied there.
I leaned forward, holding my wrists at the back of the chair, still gripping the seat. He fed me small spoonfuls as I opened my mouth, closing my lips around the spoon. He was watching my mouth, my tongue catching the drips, feeding me. For just then it was so sensual, like nothing I had ever experienced. I have no idea why. Slowly, we ate, and if I wanted a drink he would put the glass to my lips. While he ate, I waited for him. I was utterly dependent. Each spoon was from him. His little girl. His good little girl. He fed me slow and sweet, his eyes on me.
As I sat there, he would pause. Setting down the spoon to run his fingers over my breasts, cover my neck with the palm of his hand; my eyes following his movements as he fed me, fondled me, touched me in the soft candle light.
As we ate he was also sliding my jersey higher, higher, higher, until I know he could see my little bush. My dark bush, such a mess! A very messy little affair, all tangles and cowlicks. Set low down between my legs. My little leaking clam shell peeking out between my legs. I was letting him do anything.
We felt close, intimate, this wave of love. Desire. Our connection was complete.
He says, "We don't have any cheesecake tonight. But I have an idea for desert."
I was looking at him, silent. My hear patting away. He stood up. I thought he was going to go into the kitchen. He paused.
He looks at me, my head is tilted up. "Tonight, Tonight, I own you."
His hand was going to his fly.
I am like, oh, no. no! My heart fluttering. Oh god. Hanging on to the chair!
He continues, "Yes? Tonight?" It was a question.
I meet his eyes and say, "Yes."
I watch David in the flickering light as if I were floating to the ceiling. He zips down his fly, opening his pants. I watch it disinterestedly, staring at his cock, at his open fly. I close my eyes. I cannot believe what I am seeing. I don't move at all, my hands at my side against the back of my chair.
Bound.
In a small voice I say, "Looks like someone else has to take their pants off tonight."
He stood back slips off his jeans and stands naked, his cock poking out from beneath his T shirt. A dark shock of hair at its base. A small glistening drop at the end.
I lean forward as he moves closer and kis the tip, a warm, lightly sucking kiss, moving my lips down, giving little sucking kisses all the way down the vein on the underside of his cock.
Thinking how I wanted it inside me. The thought will not push away. How I wanted to feel, its heft and warmth. Licking my way back up. I Slide my lips over the shaft and pull it into my mouth, all the way, until his cock hits the back of my throat. His hands resting in my hair, running his fingers down my neck and over my shoulders. Breathing out, gasps of air at my yielding mouth. I'm not going to stop, not going to just tease a little, get up and say NO. He curls his fingers in my hair, brushes it from my face and I continue to suck pulling back slow, letting the glistening cock leave my warm mouth. Before, slipping slowly back in. I know what my David likes by the way he clutches at my hair, tightening his grip when I do something that feels particularly good. I am very eager to please, let him guide me into a rhythm. I want to be such a good/bad little girl. And I push his cock in and out of my mouth,further, longer each time, trying hard to get it all the way inside, to eat every inch, I'm not very good at deep throating though, but I do my best.
My heart is racing, my blood hot, my pussy is soaking wet, leaking in my seat, swollen, so fucking hungry. Faster and faster. I take a hand away and hold the base of his cock with a firm grip, holding him with one hand as I pump my soft mouth; feeling him respond, bucking into me. I move faster and feel the tightening of his thighs, he freezes holding himself, groaning so deep, resonant. I can feel his cock jerking and the feel of semen.
My desert! Filling the back of my throat. I drink it, feeling it slide down my throat. Drinking each spurt. I pull off, and smile my white teeth up at him.
All I say is, "Mmmm, You make it yourself?"
He was flushed in the face, do I detect a sudden shyness?
I lean my head back, feeling suddenly powerful and can't stop smiling. My god what have we done? He brushes his thumb across my bottom lip, all smooth, warm and red from rubbing against a beautiful hard cock. I stand back taking his hand and entwine his fingers in mine.
"Lets watch a movie. I might have a few more snacks."
------------------------
The movie, of course, will be in David's bedroom and we silently walk into his room.
We decide that he in fact owns me until the end of Sunday. A not too subtle agreement I am staying the night.
-------------------------
Sara stands by the TV, looking at each DVD laying in a pile to the side. She may not like anything there, an odd thing to worry about. She looks for a while and then turns to me.



"Isn't there a game tonight?"
Why yes there is. Has it started? I have no idea the time.
It dawns on me what a true football fan my little girl is. I have no idea what time it is and turn on the TV, it is third quarter.
The Patriots, looks like a good game. Sara lays lengthways on my bed, letting her jersey ride high, feet to the pillows facing the screen. She lays with her legs splayed open and I can see the cleft of her delicious pussy down the center of her thighs, a curl of flesh pressed out from the line. Her pussy lips, its shiny wetness. I can tell she is aroused and so very wet!
She lays watching the game and I settle onto the bed beside her in only my T shirt.
Looking at her beautiful body, her lithe frame, formed to the bed, lifted up on her elbows. And I reach out a hand and stroke her thighs, their back and then inside her thighs. My cock is already getting hard again, god she is so fucking hot. I want to make love to her, and it feels right. Will she let me?
She waggles her butt again to my touch, and I flip her jersey up over her ass giving me the most perfect image of her tight little ass. She waggles around, turns and says "Hey!" But leaves it there. While staring at that perfect naked pussy, I lay myself so I am curled around her feet and at my side up by her hips. I begin to run my fingers between her legs, and higher until my hand is right between her legs feeling her wetness slipping my fingers along the slit of her puss.
"Mmmmm." Her head goes down. She says, "Are you watching the game?"
"Yes."
I give my cock a few firm strokes, and move myself on the bed. She keeps watching and does not even look back. I lift my leg over her thighs and get onto my knees, and then she does look back. Me on my knees up behind her and my cock sticking straight out. She looks me in the eyes, and without saying anything turns back around.
Permission?
I spread her legs wider apart, she moving however I position her; I bend low across her back, nuzzling my cock up between her thighs until my face is right at her ear. She looks at me again, our lips an inch apart. "David?" Her warm breath. This lilt in her voice, the most fucking female voice I have ever heard. "You really going to do what I think you are?"
"You look too good. I can't resist."
She looks back to the TV. "You going to go deep?"
"Something like that." and push my cock right up inside.
Sara moans so long and good, "Oh, Penetration!" She says.
I lay myself down on her and rock my abdomen over her ass, feeling myself tipping inside, she was so fucking tight. She pulls her thighs together making it even tighter. She was meeting my thrusts, and giving these cute moans. I start rocking into her a little faster and her ass begins to rise from the mattress. Her knees lifting up bringing her ass up and I follow her up. She is spreading her knees now, opening up and her ass is sticking up meeting my thrusts.
Taking me, and I press in deep, fucking her holding her hips to me. Thrusting and feeling her pulling at my cock, stroking myself off with her pussy. I could tell her focus was breaking, and she presses her face into the bed, turning her head to the side and lifting her ass up like a crouching cat with her hands on the mattress pushing herself hard against me.
"Oh, god David, you feel so fucking good. It's been so long. Fuck! Fuck me."
Her hands went down between her legs and began to rub her puss, and I can feel her fingers probing at my cock. I pound her into the mattress and watch as she undulates around my cock. At one point, I am getting close and wondering if I should pull out and spray her back. She detects me, and says, "Cum in. You can cum in me. It's alright. I want you inside me."
I didn't last long after, a ribbon of cum filling her and she began to push back hard rubbing herself furiously, until she falls down into the mattress and began panting and crying out. "Oh, god David I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Yes." I held myself to her, pushing deep inside.
Her hands rose up and she clutched at the cover pulling it around her, as her body relaxed, I was still buried in her, and I slid back a little between her legs.
Then we both heard from the TV "Touchdown!!"
Sara says, "Fuck yeah.!"
----
I slipped out of my little girl and held myself to her. She looked like she was about to cry. I say, "You alright?" We kissed for the first time. Her eyes were sparkles.
She touches my nose and says, "Oh, what do I do now? Since you own me?"
-------------------------
We slept in his bed, both of us soft and warm and naked. My arms lay across his naked stomach, my breasts pressed into his chest. That is what we did.
Next morning David says he has me all day, and I am laying beneath a single white sheet in his bed, sunlight shining through the window, feeling utterly decadent and wicked.
My god, what have we done? I look beneath the sheet. I am a mess, a cum stained, sticky naked mess.
He tells me I get no clothes for the day. That I am his.
"If my little girl is good I'll give them back to you. You PROMISE to be good."
I pull back the sheets and lay there, my nasty little mess of a pussy. My dark hairs are damp twisting in a wild mat, and spread my knees, let him watch my pussy lips part, let him see my gaping cunt. While opening my legs I say "Anything you say." And cup my little ravaged little pussy and squeeze. God I am sore.
His eyes on me, he crawls back into the bed.
"Such a good little girl."
And we repeat, feeding each other, first I suck his cock and then he eats me out. Breakfast. Hah!!
Lapping the juices out of my puss, finding my clit, which is so fucking sensitive. We rock over the top of each other in a 69, and my cunny is getting so hungry and wild. I lean down and take his cock in my mouth, before turning around and sitting down, trapping his hard cock to his abdomen. God I am so hungry.
"You taste so good. I love breakfast with you. Like the way I taste?"
"Salty, sweet, spicy, hot," He says. He is so fucking sweet.
More rewards.
And I lift up on my knees and work him between my legs and settle back down. So now I am sitting on top, settling myself down, and god as he slips inside, god, I'm kind of sore.
How could I not be?
David settles his hands down on my hips feeling me rise and fall. So I sit there for a minute feeling all full of him, so hard, so deep inside, his beautiful cock, waiting for my body to calm down, adjust. Stop being sore. Such an exquisite ache.
I lean forward, stretch my legs out along his, and kiss his beautiful mouth again, once on the lips and trail line down his neck. Stretch myself down along his whole length trying to press our skin together, trying to feel as much as I can. I love his low groan. It is so nice to just lay here with him inside of me.
I begin to rock my hips just a little, this little shock wave of pleasure runs through me. I rock a little harder, feeling him meet me. Still just pleasure, no pain. I pull my head back to look into his eyes, and smile.
"This is fucking crazy you know?"
His eyes are just looking at me, the pleasure is vibrating from him.
"I stayed the night you know? We're lovers."
"Yes." And he laughs, that shit eating grin.
And I wrap my arms around David and pull us both up into a sitting position, keeping him still deep inside of me. I curl my legs around his hips and settle down close.
"I'm serious. I don't want to fuck things up. You're still my brother."
He kisses me, and his motion causes me to slip and my clit catches, Oh fucking god! THAT is sore, and the ache almost makes me cum.
"Fuck!! That was good."
And I start rocking again, slow, soft movements, slippery and warm, tightening my pussy around this beautiful cock that is up inside me. "God, you feel so fucking good." And he is kissing my breasts as we fuck.
"We going to fuck all day?"
"I may just tie you up."
My eyes go wide.
"Serious?"
He slides his hand down over my ass, down to where I am all stretched out by his cock and runs his fingers over where we're connected.
"Feel this," he says, taking my hand and pulling it back. I reach around, arching my back a little and causing him to slide out of me a bit. I let out a little whimper at the movement, the feeling on my clit being crushed, everything is so heightened, so soft, so slow.
I slip my fingers down there, feel it all slick and hot, that silky skin of my cunt wrapped tightly around cock. "Mmmmmmm"
I moan, rocking my hips again, feeling with my fingers as he slides out, then in.
He breathes in my ear. "Maybe I'll tie you up and take a look at you, everything, everywhere. Do whatever I want. You want that?"
I'm rubbing the underside of his cock with my finger tips as it heads back into me. A shiver runs up my spine and I move faster. Feel with my fingers, rocking my hips. Feeling myself fucking him.
"Can I fuck you again?"
"If you are good." His voice is low and he is so hungry, aroused. We are rocking hard together. And it is turning me on, I am crazy. Tie me the fuck up. Twisted. I really start to whimper, rest my forehead down on His chest.
"Tie me." I say, and moan into his ear my warm breath, "Tie me," these soft, quiet little whimpers between quick breaths.
I can feel us fucking with my fingers, feel it in my cunt.
He cups his hands over my ass, squeezing, moaning back at me. "Open your legs wide and look at your cunt. You like that?" I stay tightened against his strong body, he is holding me at the middle of my back, and I can feel everything, getting off on the feeling from my fingertips, the way we fit together.
"Touch me?"
"If I want."
Faster I'm moving, tingles running through my body. I can feel it, that moment just before my orgasm. Thinking about being his, OWNED, inspected, the wildness of my pussy being looked at, opened up. Nothing I can do about it. His pet. His fuck toy. And I am going abso-fucking wild.
I start really moaning, louder, longer, my breath coming in gasps.
"I'm your little girl. David. You hear me? God take me. Do anything you want to me. Teach me. Bend me. Oh David. David."
He grabs my hips, pulls me down onto his cock harder, harder, and I am being fucked harder than I think possible, and I am thrown back onto the bed, his arms holding me up, fucking so hard, and then it hits, and I cry out, clamp my teeth, my cunt squeezing and releasing still being pounded. Fucking fucking god.
And this white light envelopes us, and all goes silent. Hot and sticky up inside of me, He is cumming, digging his nails into my ass.
We stay like that, wrapped around each other, catching our breaths.
My hair is all stuck to my neck and shoulders. I'm leaking cum all over the bed. Gonna have to change the sheets.
I press my forehead to his and smile, and he smiles back at me.
"Fuck," I say, "That was GOOD. I never."
Awhile later I say. "Do whatever you want to me. It's the only way I can get my clothes back right?"
"Maybe. Otherwise." He smiled and kissed me, "You might have to stay here forever."
-----------------------
Back to now.
My Master.
I pleaded with David with my eyes. I would do whatever he says, but that didn't mean I wouldn't beg.
"Please just let me clean up, I'm covered with cum."
"I know, I like it that way. Wait here."
He disappears and I wait.
I stand there shivering in the middle of the room, feeling a drip roll down my thigh, hugging my middle with my arms to stay warm. My hands have only just been untied.
I looked down at my breasts as I wait, pushing my arms in front squeeze them together, feeling a wave of admiration for them, pushed together. I look at my arms all pink from our fucking, my nipples swollen and begging for some attention.
David came back into the room carrying some fabric and a pair of boots. He holds the fabric out, my Jersey!. The boots are a pair of very long thigh highs with spiked heels.
"That's it??" I stare at him incredulously. "Where are we going?"
"Out," he says it with a grin, no explanation will be given.
He drops the heels to the floor. I stand still as he dresses me, carefully pulling my jersey over my head. My god, it is not a dress, there is nothing to it. It is too short, so fucking short, it barely covers my crotch. Next he has me sit with my legs spread exposing my ravaged puss and pulls on each boot rising up not more than three inches from my cunt, and zipping the long zipper up all the way. At least the boots covered the streaks of cum.
"It was the Friday before Thanksgiving, and I was thinking what would happen when we were all together. When the family gets together. This has been absolutely our secret. What will he make me do with the family all there, but right now I knew - we were going out.
Half an hour later we were standing in line in front of a restaurant which I knew had a little dance floor. It was a popular spot and right now very very busy. I felt so completely exposed, and I so obviously had that freshly fucked look. The place had lots of dark corners, and I was terrified of what he was going to do to me once we were inside. I shivered, more in anticipation, my pussy was creaming, seeping up between my naked thighs. I had a death grip on David who casually laid his hand over my ass, pressing his fingers into my crack. I knew better than to not let him, worried at one shift of his hand lifting the hem.
As we got near the velvet rope he pulled me close to his side in line and I stayed there, obedient, allowing myself to be nudged forward a few steps as the line grew closer to the door, even though inside I was screaming to be let out of the deal. His little pet, his little girl. He was my master now and I his sub. All around me were people dressed up, no one in a jersey which barely covered them, no one with uncombed hair, no one with thigh high leather boots in spiked heels. I was looking at the girls, thinking there is probably no one standing there with no bra and panties under their skirts. We reached the front of the line and I started trembling.
He led me through the doors and we were seated.
Part of me was loving this, the wicked anticipation, the wondering, knowing that no matter what he asked, I would do it. Another part of me was terrified, of not knowing. It was one thing to be in his apartment; but, to be in this situation.
He pulled me to his side of the table, and indicated for me to get in. It was a big cushioned seat about five feet deep. Red velvet. He had me slide all the way in, and I melted into the wall. My face was this white ghost floating in nothingness. He slid his hand inside my jersey and gave my puss a squeeze. He held his hand at the bare skin of my thigh, his hand slipping in the wetness and cum leaking from me, pulling my leg out and exposing me. The waitress would come and see me I thought, but it was dark, maybe maybe not. I could only imagine what it looked like to the people walking by, a man with his back to them, a long, leather wrapped leg pressed up on the back of the red velvet seat and my 'dress' risen high enough to expose the top three inches of white thigh. My tangle of puss visible if anyone cared to take the time to look. l was part of the attraction, and I thought I could see people stopping, slowing and trying to see. Did they get a feeling, an odd twinge at such a sensual sight. I couldn't stop trembling.
David's hands slid between my legs again. "David, they are going to kick us out of here."
But I did not move, leaving my hands at my side, instinctively thinking he didn't want me to move unless he moved me. He took his hands away and began to run his warm fingertips down my body, starting at the dip between my collarbones, down over my breasts, over my stomach. The waitress arrived. My shaking increased. I was still so slick and sopping wet, a mixture of both of us, hot as hell, dripping down my thighs. She can smell sex.
I sat close to the table, he plunged two fingers inside of me and I yelped out before I could stop myself. He squeezed my puss, warning me to be quiet. "She will have a rum and coke, I'll have a gin and tonic. And we just want dessert tonight. Two cheesecakes."
My eyes went wide. My hero!!
"Thank you." She eyed us a moment and left.
No one was coming near, it was dark and noises were everywhere, a throbbing music. He finger fucked me slowly and I tried so hard not to moan, not to make a peep. I was trembling violently, my chin shook, my lips parted, my breath coming out all ragged and fast, rubbing faster inside of me, touching me the way he does. I was returning the favor, rubbing my hips into his hand making a bobbing motion I could not contain. I set there with my eyes staring ahead and my mouth lolled open, my tongue at my bottom lip. Oh god, making me melt. So good. Oh I was near, so near. Heat rushed through my body and I was so close, almost there, just at the edge, about to fall into orgasm and he stopped.
Fuck!
Fuck!
Make me cum!
He Slipped his fingers out carefully, held them to my lips, and I wanted to slap him, A moment where I could knee him in the balls, something, anything. I think he could see the defiance in my eyes, Smiling he said, "Lets eat."
The cheesecake arrived, and he fed me. My pussy was burning and I dug it into the seat. God I was on fire and I ached. I had to cum! God dammit, I could not stop squirming.
I took the cheesecake in my mouth, so good.
I simply said, "Orgasmic."
He smiled.
I said, "You are a shit."
"Behave." His face stern. I took a deep breath, shut my eyes. Opened them again and looked calmly around, became his obedient little girl once again. "My good little girl," he murmured and I smiled.
This was the craziest thing I had ever done.
He was looking at me again, and I knew.
"Get down on your knees."
I immediately dropped to my knees beneath the table there in the dark, then stared at him from beneath the table.
He had positioned me between his legs. I could feel the warmth of his body on my face as he tugged my head closer. I stared, took a breath, this wave of emotion coming over me.
A hard outline in his jeans. I unzipped the fly, pulled out his cock, and looked at it. This part of him, that length sticking straight out at me, this part that could truly be physically inside of me, possess me, fill me. I could take this part of him, envelope it inside of myself, how it could be part of me. One.
I could touch him here, right here right now. No one even knew I was under the table. I felt a sudden power, and pressing forward with my mouth. Without touching anything else, I knew I could make his whole body explode in blinding pleasure. Feel it pulse, alive, inside of me. My cunt was on fire. I had to cum, and set it on the cool bare floor, 'Ahhhhh.'
I sat there for a moment, lost in this thought, gazing worship-fully at this spot between his thighs, as he stayed completely silent. Waited patiently. Like he knew what I was thinking, could see it in my upturned face. My body swelled with love, lust, desire and for wanting it in me. Alive inside of me. I reached out finally, wrapping my mouth around its entire length. It was so hot to the touch, hard and heavy.
I brought my lips back close to the tip, Breathing, almost touching it, I swore I could feel it there, on the tips of my lips, even though it wasn't yet touching.
I looked up into my David's eyes, my master, and saw him gazing down intently at me, this glint in his eyes, an expression hard to read in the darkness. The narrow jaw, the eyes that show such love. I looked back at his cock, parted my lips, and softly, so softly, pulled the tip down until the underside of the head, that little sensitive flap of skin, it lightly touched that silky wet skin on the inside of my bottom lip. Ran it slowly across there. Looked up at again in the darkness, my heart in my eyes.



----------------------
The insanity of what we were doing was not lost on me.
I held my fingers in her hair and felt its shiny softness tickle my palm. What were we doing? More and more daring, wild, out of control. Sara was licking my cock now, hidden from view, a stream of people walking by. They could see a figure there if they stopped and looked, someone on her knees head at my crotch - so obvious what we were doing. I didn't bother to look back.
She was licking up my length, I loved the heat of her body, her wet tongue tingling against my cock.
The wet kisses, invisible kisses, sitting and drinking my whiskey, the little tongue tickling around that little bit of skin just under my cock head. Swirling her tongue around my balls, kissing the tip of my cock. God I loved what she did to me, how well my little girl knew my body. Every moment we had together was this gradual merging. Fucking, we became one - and with it surrender, loss, pain, recovery, peace. I felt her mouth opening, tipping me in, the heat around my cock, her hot mouth - heavy breathing.
I had a moment of - should we stop, go?
But she was on me now, gripping my cock tight. Stroking me with that beautiful mouth, long delicious swirls of her tongue and I simply held to her.
God I wanted to fuck again, turn her around and fuck right here! Her tightness, the way she wrapped around my cock. Her pussy tugging and pulling, its velvet kiss.
I wanted to be inside and feel my cock up in her belly. That warmth that is her womb. Feel her cunt squeezing me, holding me inside. And I was, fucking her mouth and I pushed her head against me. I was watching this hand rise up gripping me, I was almost ready to cum, she could feel me tense and then backed away, resisted, and I let her - as she began licking on me again.
Playing, punishing. Bad girl. Teasing. Lapping at me, and for a moment looking up at me, smiling, this wonderful innocent smile. Such beautiful big eyes! In the darkness I swear I could just make out the green glint of her eyes. That smile!! I was in heaven, my little girl giving me what I wanted and I stayed. We stayed.
And then her mouth on me again, around me. A firm pressure formed by those lips and sliding against me, all the way. taking my cock so deep. I melted, leaned my hand against the wall to hold myself up. All melting together. I was rocking my hips, undulating against her mouth, and as she began letting me slide my cock in and out, deeper and deeper, long strokes - I let out a guttural moan. My whole shining length as her lips grasped around my cock head. And then sinking in. I whispered to no one, "God, let me fuck you."
Her eyes in that moment glinting, and a little bite of teeth. Did she hear? I gripped her hair tightly, pulled a little. I knew it hurt, she squeaked a little, I could see the grimace in her eyes. But she held onto me, and I began to move her head on my cock. Held her there, felt her rocking back and forth back and forth. She was just about sitting down on the floor, I could imagine her hot little cunt setting on the cold wooden floor. Dripping our juices onto the wood there. This creamy white stain, my cum stained little girl. Cum was dried in streaks on her legs. I could feel her mouth shivering as we fucked. Faster and faster, and still deeper, I could feel her throat opening around the tip of my cock. Heard her struggling to breathe, holding her mouth open, lips tight on me.
And my moaning began to increase, mixing with the sounds of the space.
I laughed at the sound, the way it all fit in. Fear and pleasure, its the same thing, isn't it? Can't really tell the difference, and I let myself moan loudly, blending in perfectly with the sounds of the dance floor, the beating rhythm of the music.
Ignoring all else, growling low, menacing. Like some animal, and somewhere in my groin, this heat rising, this tickle, my balls tightening and her mouth on me, moving so fast on me, gripping my thighs, the fabric of my pants as tight as she could.
Mmmmmmm. "I'm going to cum." I whispered low.
My cock was pulsing and I began to tremble, to shake uncontrollably. God this was going to be amazing I thought. I had already cum in her once, but god damn. Cumming twice, the second time is always so much more intense.
I wasn't sure if I would be able to look at all normal. What if the waitress came? I already felt like I was falling, falling into my love, the love of my life, this amazing little girl, so devoted, who gave me such pleasure.
I worshiped my little girl, loved my little girl, and held her to myself as this incredible release, intense tensions giving way to utter release, and I was bucking forward holding myself against the table.
"Oh ah aha.. sweeT Oh My god. So good!"
She stayed stock still as I fucked, holding her mouth for me. The cum rising, spraying into her mouth. I watched her drink, taking in as much as she could. White cream filling the corners of her mouth and running down her chin. Long white lines, her red lips, swollen lips, and she was panting. Looking at me, slight panic in her eyes. God I had cum in her mouth.
I began caressing her hair looking down, our eyes meeting. Smiling at how she waited. Waiting for permission. The love in her eyes, melting me. Innocence. Good little girl, my slave. This wave of love. Tenderness. And I collect her up, all gentleness and she settles in next to me.
She simply says, "There." as I watch her licking her lips; smoothing her jersey, wiping away a spot of cum; looking down at herself, realizing how exposed. I am closing my pants and we are basically pulling ourselves together after making love in the restaurant.
I have to take care of her too.
I know she wants to cum, that I had been teasing her. I wipe her mouth, the little stream of cum running down her chin
"I love you little girl........" followed by an evil glint in my eyes. "Now where should we go......??"
I see the pleading in her eyes.
I smile, "You're still mine aren't you? Anything I want......I still want to eat you, suck those delicious breasts of yours, chew your nipples. Eat you, fuck you. Make you cum. Bite you, mark you. I haven't even left my mark on you little girl. When I'm through you won't even be able to wear any clothes tomorrow, just the touch will send you into an orgasm."
And we head for the door.
--------------------
JOURNAL
I love to think about this, about being A SUB.
Given entirely to somebody. The weekends. One night, maybe two nights? Three?? Four???
A week of nights? LESSONS, I should say, hee hee hee.
I am laughing evilly again because I love this idea.
I am getting dizzy thinking about it...
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"I need to pee," I announce to Evan, my second cousin, first removed. The rest of my five cousins were perched in their individual spots on the jagged rocks, their fishing lines already in the ocean. I had been making demands all day. Evan rolled his eyes.
Uncle Drew stood a few feet away from me. "I'll go with her so she doesn't get lost."
"Cuz you know she'll get lost," Evan teased.
I steal a glance at Drew, catch his eye, pause a beat before getting up. Tug a bit of hair behind my ear and turn without looking back and walk toward the woods, picking the thickest patch of trees. My Uncle and I . . . have a 'special' relationship. But the last two weeks have been torture, with no opportunity to be together.
I can hear his steps, faster than mine, heading into verdant green woods, thick with bushes and small trees, giving way to a full canopy. It becomes dark, rich with the smell of earth and moist heat. Small Ferns brush my calves as I move off the path. He comes up to my side, I pull away, bite my lip. What is he up to?
"I won't get lost you know." Mischievous glint in my eyes, looking at his lips. I remember the first time he kissed me, taking me by surprise after weeks of sexual tension reverberating between us.
He just says, "You might be surprised."
I laugh at that, my excitement and nervousness gives a feeling of giddiness. I am breathless, we are famished for each other. "They're not that far away." His little bird with her wing down.
I look back, our eyes meet as he raises a blond eyebrow at me, and I pause. Everything is spoken in that instant and I can feel my center melt, the slippery wetness leak between my legs as he says, "Then we'll have to be quick."
"But not too quick, I hope," as I grasp his denim belt loops.
He scans my butter color halter top, the one he watched me wiggle into in the mall dressing room when he bought it for me. Slowly he cups my breasts in his hands, giving my stiff nipples a sharp squeeze. I lean in, letting him do anything. His skin smells like sunshine and fresh straw. He lets go my tits and gently cups my face towards his with both warm hands and runs his thumb across my lips before kissing me. He knows I can't get enough of it. I sigh, close my eyes, his breath cascading onto my lips and into my mouth. "I've wanted you all day," he whispers.
Normal breathing turns to slow pants. I squirm in his commanding hold, needing to steady myself. As we kiss he reaches beneath my swim coverup, an impossibly short little royal blue rayon skirt, and unties the strings of my bikini bottom at each hip. My breath catches as the little bit of material drops to the ground, and the heat and wetness between my thighs is suddenly exposed and cools in the forest air. His hand cups my pussy without warning and I gasp at fingers pressing me open. The desire in his eyes, as he growls how wet I am. I love the effect I have on him. God I am so wet. How he knows my body!
He turns me round and moves up close behind, I can hear the zipper of his denim shorts, and arch my back standing on tippy-toe with my ass turned up to him.
Oh God, I am waiting. Feeling lost, so lost, Waiting. Oh I want it.
When. The touch of his cock, pressing between my legs. Feeling it rise in me. Oh fuck!
I surrender to him, my body melts, merging to his touch. I press back against him, feeling his body against my ass, and let him move me how he wants. Each thrust sends me forward. One One One. His cock swelling, bigger than I can remember, my cunny squeezing around him, squeezing so tight. I can literally feel the head of his cock in my belly, opening me right up.
Uh, uh, he's so big. With his strong hands pinning my pelvis to his pounding thrusts, my legs buckle, my body spasming and pulsing. Again and again and again.
A light comes into view, I pant out, "I'm cumming . . . " My skin is alight, burning and contracting. He's fucking harder, faster, harder, then rumbles my name from his throat. His cock twitches, alive in me, he grunts while he releases wet, sticky, messy heat in me. He cums and he cums, my pussy holding on to him until he's stopped.
Fuck, I want to collapse. My head is swimming, the forest is a blur.
I lick my dry lips, trying to catch my breath. My hands use the tree in front of me to prop me up as he slowly pulls out, his streams of cum trickling down my thighs. I can feel his eyes on my bare ass and my reddened pussy. I've lost all track of myself, my body completely exposed.
He sighs, "You're a mess, my good little girl."
I chuckle, looking back to meet his eyes, realizing how naked I am; savoring the tickle of his sperm down my legs. How I love him. No one else can make me feel so good, so loved, so sensual. So bad. I can hear him tuck himself back into his shorts, zipping up, as if nothing happened. I am tying my halter back in place, smoothing my coverup over my legs. It will be a while till I can see all of him again.
I reach for my swim bottoms, and his hand flashes. He