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I was in bed, shivering slightly in the cold night. It had been a very warm day, but tonight was unseasonably cold. Probably only about 40-45 degrees outside, and not too much warmer inside. In theory I could turn the heat up, but my mom and twelve-year-old brother, Matty, were out of town with one of Matty's swim meets, and the thermostat had a security code on it and I couldn't turn it up, despite the cold. I was thirteen. I shouldn't have to put up with this shit. I got tired of trying to stay warm and thought of a different idea. I pulled on a pair of panties and a t-shirt (I normally slept nude), and walked down the hall to the bedroom of my fourteen-year-old brother, Danny, and I knocked on the door. I heard his still boyish voice come from the other side of the door: “Yeah?” “Can I come in?” He grunted what I took as an affirmative. I opened his door and crept inside. In the faint light from the window, I could see Danny covered almost completely by his blankets. “Cold?” I asked. “What do you think?” I grinned a little while shivering still. “Well, look… I can't sleep;
I'm freezing my ass off. Can I… well, can I sleep with you so that we can both stay warm?” He seemed to shrug and go: “Uh…sure.”
“Good. Move over.” Danny scooted over and I pulled back his blankets, joining him under them. At first it still felt cold, but after only a couple minutes I warmed up and was soon feeling nice and toasty. “Oh, this is much better, Danny… thank you.”
“You're welcome, Mandy,” he said, sounding a little sleepy.
I laid on my back, my brother facing the wall of his bedroom, and eventually drifted off to a nice warm sleep… And then I woke up. I didn't know why, but I was awake. I lay there, totally motionless, wondering what had woken me up when I suddenly became aware of my brother's hand moving along my arm. I wondered why he was doing this and couldn't figure out how I should handle it. I mean, it didn't feel bad having him touching my arm. It wasn't any really big deal. Perhaps he was sleeping and just doing so in his sleep? That was cool, I guessed. No big deal. Just as I started to doze off I felt my brother's hand move again and heard him whisper softly, “Mandy? Mandy, are you awake?” I said nothing, just continued to act asleep. Very slowly, Danny moved his hand off my arm and down to my stomach. He moved his fingers gently up from there until they brushed against the underside of one of my breasts. He shifted his weight a little and slowly traced his fingers up until his hand was completely cupping my breast. I wanted to stop him, but frankly it did feel good, and he was certainly keeping me warm, so I suppose I didn't have too much to complain about. Besides, it was kind of sweet in its own way. I laid there in this half-asleep state, wondering what else Danny had in mind to do. It wasn't too terribly long before I found out, as he removed his hand from my breast and whispered, once more, “Mandy? Mandy, wake up.” I remained motionless. Danny shifted around a little behind me and this time I felt his fingers stray down to my panties. My pulse jumped into high gear at this point. I'd had some experience with boys, but it was mostly limited to making out and one of them feeling my breasts, just like Danny had done. None had ever put their hands anywhere near my panties, despite what they might've wanted. Danny first moved his hands along my stomach and then along the waistband of my panties. I wondered if he was going to try to slip it inside, but apparently not. All he did was put his fingers along the surface from the waistband and down slightly to the top of my pubic hair. It wasn't much, but it felt pretty nice.
My brother moved his hand off my panties and I felt him shifting around behind me. It took a moment to figure out what he was doing, but once I puzzled it out, it was pretty clear he was masturbating.
I wondered what to do next, he moved his hand back onto my panties.
“Mandy?” he whispered once more, his voice on edge. Danny was breathing pretty hard at this point. It was apparent that he was quite excited by what he was doing. I could hardly blame him, since I was pretty excited myself.
Danny then slipped a couple fingers into the waistband of my panties. I found myself trying not to hold my breath as he moved them down until they encountered my pubic hair. He traced his fingertips around in the tangle, and then moved down a little more until his fingers brushed against my clitoris…my brother's fingers drifted lower, until the tip of one finger was pressing right against my vagina. He pushed slightly and I felt his finger slide in a little as he breathed out, whispering, “Oh, wow…” Yeah: wow. I mean, yeah, this was my brother, but it was turning me on. I felt my brother's bed shaking a little, and his finger trembling as it pushed a little more into my vagina, past about the first knuckle or so. Then Danny let out a little moan and stiffened up next to me. He was cumming. When Danny was done with his orgasm he pulled his finger out of me. He moved around a little and, after a bit, started breathing like he was sleep. Once I was sure he was sleeping, I got out of his bed, went to the bathroom, masturbated to a quick orgasm of my own, and then went back to go to sleep. 2.
By the time I woke up the next morning, Danny was already out of bed and downstairs. I laid there in his bed, wondering how much of what had happened last night had been real and how much had just been a very vivid dream. It certainly felt like it had been real, but how was I to know for sure? I guessed there wasn't any real way, unless I talked with Danny about it, and he'd lie like a dog if it were true.
When I finally got myself together, and put on some clothes, I went down to where Danny was sitting in the living room watching TV. I came up to him and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “Thank you!”
“For what?” he said. Sly, I said: “Letting me sleep in your bed.” “Oh! Sure, you're welcome.” Nothing registered on his face: guilt, desire, nothing…had he been asleep? An idea entered my head the way his finger had entered my vagina. “If it's really cold tonight, can I do it again?” I asked. “Sure, if you want to.”
“I do.” “Okay.” Danny and I went about the rest of our days separately. We got a call from our mom late in the night who told us that Matty had made it into the semi-finals in his swim meet. We were all pretty happy about that, so I made a special dinner, homemade pizza, for my brother and me before we got ready for bed.
3. When night rolled around, I was secretly pleased at how cold it was. I told Danny I planned to sleep with him tonight, and he said that was fine. So I went to my bedroom, changed into just a t-shirt and, this time, a pair of loose fitting boxers (to make it easier for his fingers, of course), before I went and joined him in his bed. “Welcome back, Mandy,” Danny said as I got into bed with him. “Thank you,” I said with a giggle. Then I leaned over and hugged him, feeling his bare chest against me. “I hate freezing.”
He seemed a bit nervous. “Me, too. It's a lot warmer with you in here.” My head was tilted away from my brother and pretended to be sleeping. It actually didn't take too long before I started to drift slowly off, but as I felt Danny begin moving next to me I woke entirely up, wondering what he had in mind this time. “Mandy?” he whispered again. I wondered what he'd do if I responded. “Mandy, are you awake?” Upon my saying nothing, my brother obviously felt things were ok to go. He placed his hand at the base of my t-shirt and then slipped it slowly up inside. This was new, but it didn't bother me in the least, and it especially didn't bother me when Danny moved his hand up until it was cupping my breast, my hard nipple against the palm of his hand. Danny whispered something under his breath, but I didn't catch what it was. Obviously he was pretty happy to have his hand on me. He pulled his hand back after a minute or two, though, but then he pulled my shirt up enough to expose both my breasts. It moved me around considerably, and if I hadn't been awake already, this would've woken me up.
“Wow,” he whispered as he looked at my exposed breasts. I felt him shaking a little next to me and knew that he was masturbating again. Then he placed a hand over one of my nipples again, moving it around just a little. It felt nice, that was certain.
Danny did something I really didn't expect. He leaned down and I felt his lips against my nipple. I'd just had time to notice that when I felt him starting to suck gently, which really started to get me horny. It was all that I could do to keep from twitching as the pleasure flooded through my body. Just as I was getting into it, Danny pulled his mouth off me and pulled my t-shirt back down. He started shaking a little more, which reminded me of what else he was doing on his bed. I tried to picture what it looked like when Danny masturbated. I felt Danny moving again as his hand came to rest above my panties. Moments later he slipped his fingers under the waistband, probably very surprised to find rather less hair than there had been the day before. I'd trimmed it down a little during the afternoon. If Danny noticed any difference, he didn't let on. He just moved his fingers down until the tip of one encountered my vagina. He stuck out one of his fingers and slowly slipped it up inside me, this time until it was the way in me. I felt him starting to shake big time, and it was pretty clear he was about to cum. Sure enough, after only a few moments of him fingering me he tensed up and let out a quiet moan as his climax hit. A few moments later Danny withdrew his finger from inside my vagina. To my surprise he then leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek before he laid back and, presumably, eventually drifted off to sleep. I wasn't at all able to sleep. I'd been horny all day, and having my brother fingering me and sucking on my breast had been enough to make me REALLY horny. I wanted to get out of the bed and go masturbate, but I also didn't want to freeze my ass off. I came up with a new idea. Turning over, I cracked open my eyes and in the faint light from the window saw Danny lying on his back, about half his chest exposed from under the blanket. Quietly I whispered, “Danny? Danny?”
No reply. I placed my hand on his bare chest, feeling the heat from his body against me. He did have a pretty nice body, really.
Plus it was kind of cool feeling him up as he slept. Well, presumably slept. For all I knew, he was faking like I had been. “Danny?
Danny, if you're awake, I'll let you fuck me,” I lied softly. I figured if he was awake, that would certainly get his attention.
Nothing. Good. I let my hand slide under the blanket and drift slowly down my brother's chest and stomach until I reached the top of his boxers. Swallowing a little I moved my hand down farther, until I felt a bulge in the fabric under my palm. My hand was now resting over my brother's penis. A surge of excitement went through me at the thought of what I was doing. I felt a lot of warmth under my palm, and realized that there was nothing bit a thin bit of fabric between me and my brother. I moved my hand up again and before I could chicken out slid it under the fabric of Danny's boxers, past a small bit of pubic hair and then, just that swiftly, my fingers touched the base of his penis. Moving my hand down farther, I let it rest directly on his penis, and felt it twitch and start to harden, until it was sticking out completely. I wrapped my hand around it and held it, savoring the texture and warmth. Well, here I was with my hand down my brother's boxers and his penis in my hand. What did I do next? I had no idea. I used my other hand to reach down into my underwear and finger myself while holding him. It was certainly cool.
It was at this point, with my brother's penis in my hand and my fingers inside my vagina, that my own orgasm hit me, hard and sudden.
It was, without a doubt, the best I'd ever had, taking me at least a couple minutes before I came back to myself. 
The next day passed uneventfully. It was Sunday night, and Danny and I would still have tonight to be by ourselves before our mom and Matty came back. Thankfully, it was even colder than it had been the previous two nights. As bedtime rolled around, I made sure Danny knew I planned to sleep with him. He seemed just as thrilled about the notion as I was, though I was sure he had no idea why I was so pleased. When I got to his bedroom, and under the blankets, Danny said, “Hey, Mandy?” “Yeah?” “I got an idea.” “Yeah?””
Danny was silent for so long I'd almost thought he was sleeping.
Then he said, “Um…I remember reading in a Boy Scout book that…well…if you're sleeping with someone to stay warm you should, you know, sleep…naked… cause the heat goes from one person to the other person better than it would with clothes.” I was surprised and proud of my little brother for coming with such a crazy nice notion. So I said, “Oh…that sounds like a good idea.” “It does?” “Yeah!” I sat up in his bed and tossed my t-shirt onto the ground, then pretended to throw my panties on the floor. What my brother didn't know is that I hadn't been wearing anything under the shirt. Moments later Danny sat up and threw his boxers past me and onto the floor. Then we both snuggled under the blankets and said good night to each other. Then I just had to pretend to sleep and see how long it would be before Danny's throbbing teenage hormones overtook him. As it happened it didn't take too long before I felt him moving around next to me. I really wished I could just open my eyes up and look at him and have him know that he was making me feel good and everything else, but I didn't want to scare him.
Danny ended up making record time on his activities. Not more than five minutes after I'd pretended to go to sleep, he started whispering my name, trying to see if I was awake. He even shook my shoulder, wanting to make damn sure I was asleep. I gave him his wish.
My brother didn't bother to wait any further. He simply placed his hand between my legs and started rubbing at my vagina, working a finger up inside me. I'd left my legs spread to make this easier for him, and that certainly seemed to help, and it felt even better for me cause it meant that he could get his finger into me a little deeper.
Danny shifted around on the bed, and I figured he was just masturbating, but then I realized that he was trying to spread my legs. Wondering exactly what he had in mind, I let him spread them, and he got them pretty wide before he let go. Then Danny sat up and moved over, positioning himself so that he was between my legs.
This surprised me. It was likely that my brother was going to try and fuck me, and if he thought I was going to pretend to be asleep while I lost my virginity, he had another think coming. Still, I thought, maybe I was wrong. Maybe he didn't have that in mind, though what he did have planned, I couldn't guess. Danny moved himself up until his face was near mine. “Mandy?” he whispered again. I kept pretending to sleep. “Good,” he whispered softly. He reached down between our legs and I felt the tip of his penis brushing up against my vagina. Well, great, I thought. Now I had to make up my mind and make it up quick. Did I actually, truly want to stop him, or did I want to see what it felt like to have a boy inside me? I mean, being a virgin at thirteen kind of sucky, after all. But did I want to loose it to my brother and while I was pretending to sleep? I felt the tip of Danny's penis pressing into the entrance to my vagina. If I didn't do something soon, he'd slide right inside, and what would I do then? There'd be no way I could keep pretending to sleep while I got fucked. So, being a little brat like only I can be, I opened my eyes and quietly said, “Boo.” Danny screamed and jumped off me, got tangled up in his blankets and fell onto the floor with a loud thump as I sat up in the bed and started laughing.
“Mandy!” Danny yelped, trying to cover himself with the blanket that had ended up on the floor with him. “Uh… I… it wasn't… I just…”
I held up my hand and kept laughing as I shook my head. “You were thinking I was asleep so you thought you'd try fucking me, right?” “What? No! Of course not!” my brother replied, doing his best to look offended and innocent at the same time. It didn't work.
“I mean…why… why would you think that?” “Cause you were naked on top of me with your dick about to poke into me.” “Oh, that.
Well, that's because… uh…” I decided to have mercy. “Danny.
Get back up into bed.” “No, I'm fine down here.” “Well, I'm COLD up here, so get your naked butt back into bed.” Shyly, and doing his best to hide his naked body, Danny got back into the bed, laying as far away from me as he could get. “Why are you all the way over there?” I said. “More comfy.” He shrugged.
“Yeah…well, you didn't have a problem being next to me the last couple nights.” Danny was silent. Look. Let's talk, Danny.”
“About what?” He couldn't look at me. I said, “About you feeling me up when you thought I was sleeping.” “Oh, that.” He waved like it was nothing. “Yes, that. What do you have to say for yourself?” Danny shifted around a bit and then said. “I dunno…sorry.” “That's the best you can do?” “Very sorry?”
I rolled my eyes. “Try again,” I said, reaching over and smacking him on the arm. Danny sighed. “I'm sorry I was feeling you up while I thought you were sleeping. It was wrong and I shouldn't have done it.” I grinned. “Apology accepted.” “Wait. If you were awake, why didn't you stop me?” he wanted to know That question was not one I'd prepared for. I settled for honestly. “Well, to tell the truth, it felt pretty nice.” “It did?” “Yeah. Besides, I already had my revenge.” “What do you mean?” “I mean I felt you up last night after you were done with me.” “You did?” he said like he didn't believe me. “Yeah. Sorry.” I shrugged with a smile. “What did you do?” I shrugged again. “Just put my hand down inside your boxers and held your penis for a bit.”
“Oh.” “Yeah.” “Well… fair is fair, I guess.”
“Yeah. Danny?” “Yeah?” “Were you really going to try to fuck me?” Danny went quiet but finally said, “Well… I was going to try to at least put it in, just to see what it felt like.”
“Oh.” “I would've pulled out before I came. But it's just that I'm a virgin still and I wanted to know what it's like inside a girl.” “Yeah, I can understand that. I wonder what it's like to have a boy inside me,” I said. “You're still a virgin, too?” he asked. “Yeah.” “Oh.” “Well, you might've at least used a condom,” I said. “You think I want to get pregnant?” He said, “I don't have any. Plus I wasn't going to cum in you anyhow. I was only going to stick it in and take it right back out again.”
“Oh.” “Yeah.” We were both silent for a bit now, but then I said, “So… Danny?” “Yeah?” “I got a deal for you.”
“Yeah?” I took a deep breath. “If you promise not to cum, I'll let you put it in me so that we can both see what it feels like.”
“You will? Really?” “Yeah, but you can't cum inside me.”
“You bet!” Danny sat up. “You want me on top like I was going to?” “Sure.” I spread my legs wide as Danny moved around, getting between my legs. My heart was racing as I thought about the fact that I was about to loose my virginity to my little brother. I was a little creeped out, but mostly just really excited and horny as hell. Once Danny was on top of me I took his penis in my hand and lined it up with my vagina, feeling the tip press slightly into me.
“Push it in real slowly,” I said. Danny nodded at me and looked down into the darkness under the blanket. I felt him move around a little and then a faint pressure between my legs as, with surprising ease, my brother's fourteen-year-old virgin penis glided smoothly into my fifteen-year-old virgin vagina, stopping only when he could go no deeper. My brain froze up as Danny entered me for the first time. The feeling of having him inside me in such an amazing fashion was really overwhelming! There was a faint twinge of pain, but that was knocked aside by the pure pleasure of our relative coupling.
It was like he was where he really belonged. 
“Wow, Mandy,” Danny whispered, looking down at me. “I know,” I whispered back. “This feels… so cool…”
“Yeah…it does.” I looked up at as much of my brother's nude body I could see in the faint light that filled the room. He looked really hot on top of me, I had to admit. Knowing that his penis was deep inside me made him even hotter. Danny was trying hard not to move, which I guessed meant that he was getting close to cumming. I let him keep his penis inside me for about a minute or so, but then I figured anything more than that and I could get pregnant.
So I had to do what I didn't want to do. “Danny…?” I said.
“Yeah…?” he said. “You gotta pull out…” Danny looked crushed. “Do I have to…?” I nodded. “I don't want you to… but you can't cum in there…” “Can I just keep it inside a little longer? Please? I promise to pull out before I cum! Please???”
Danny had such a look of desperation on his face… Darn, it sure did feel really good to have him inside me. So I nodded and said, “All right, b but you better pull out…” “I will, I promise!”
Danny at first didn't move or anything, but then I felt his muscular naked body moving on top of me in a slow, somewhat steady motion, his penis sawing back and forth inside my vagina as, for the first time, he stared to truly fuck me. I let out a little moan and placed my hands on my brother's ass, cupping it as he fucked me, my mind spinning with pleasure. I'd never known anything could ever feel this good! If I'd known sex was like this, I would've lost my virginity years ago, you know, when I was like eight! “Mandy…?”
Danny moved his penis within me. “Yeah…?” “I'm gettin' close…” “Okay…” “Can I cum in you… please…? Just this once…please? I promise I'll never ask again… just this once… please…?” I knew I shouldn't let him, but I didn't want to have him stop. It all felt way too good. But if he got me pregnant… oh, the hell with it. The odds of that were pretty low. I could take the chance. I said, “Ok… just this once…” He looked like he had won the lottery. Danny's body moved faster as he thrust ever harder into me. Then he pushed deep inside me, tensed and grunted as I felt his penis start to twitch within my vagina, and I knew that my brother's sperm was bathing the inside of my body as he climaxed. I could actually feel it spurting into me! It was incredibly intense, almost enough to trigger my own orgasm, but not quite. When my brother was done cumming, he fell on top of me, his naked, sweaty body laying on mine, his erection still within my body as he tried to get his breath back. “Well,” I managed to say after a few moments. “That was interesting…” “Yeah…” “Get off me now.” “Huh? Oh, yeah, sure sure.” My brother's penis slipped out of my vagina as he rolled off me and onto his back. Neither of us spoke for a bit, and then he said, “I can't believe we just had sex.”
“Me, either,” I said. “I really liked it,” he said. “I did, too,” I said, after thinking for a moment. “Do you… maybe… wanna do it again sometime?” he asked, with hope in his voice. I considered the implications. “Yeah. I think so. It really felt nice,” I said. “Cool.” Danny was quiet again. “Do you think you wanna do it again… right now?” I laughed at my horny brother. “Now? But we just got done doing it!” “Yeah, but I'm still hard.” “You are?” I reached under the blanket and found my brother's stiff penis. Stroking it a little I said, “Damn… yeah, you are.” “I told you.” I thought about it for a few seconds. “I guess we can do it some more tonight, but if we do it after this, we're going to have to get some condoms, okey-doke?” “Okay!”
“Let's get these blankets off, though. I'm too hot.” “Me, too.” We tossed Danny's blankets onto the floor and savored the feeling of the cooler air over our naked teenage bodies. It was somewhat ironic that I'd come into his room originally to stay warm and now was too warm. “Hey, Mandy?” “Yeah?” “Do you mind if I turn on a light this time? I wanna see you when we do it.”
“Sure,” I said. We both spent several minutes going “argh” as the light blinded us. When our eyes finally adjusted I checked out my naked brother and got a good look at the penis that had taken my virginity. It was about four, maybe four and a half inches long and, like the rest of his body, was rather thin and mostly hairless.
Nice, though. 
“You look beautiful, Mandy,” Danny said, looking at me as he started stroking his penis. “You look good, too.” I assumed the position again, lying on my back with my legs spread wide and high, watching as Danny moved his naked body on top of mine, with his penis pointing almost straight up at the ceiling. I watched as he took it in his hand and aimed it at my vagina. “Are you ready?” my brother asked, looking into my eyes. “Oh, yeah.” I looked down between my legs, wanting to see my brother entering me. I'd felt it, of course, the first time, but this time I'd actually be able to see it when he put his penis inside me, and I couldn't wait!
Danny scooted forward until the tip of his erection pressed against me. Then I watched him move again and watched as he very slowly began to sink his penis into my vagina. The shaft disappeared into me bit by bit until it was all the way inside me, and his pubic hair was mashed into mine. It was the coolest thing I'd ever seen and felt even better than it had the first time he put it in me.
“Wow, that's cool,” Danny said, smiling as he looked down at me.
“Yeah, it is…” Danny lowered his body down onto mine and started slowly pumping with his hips, sliding in and out of me in a fairly steady rhythm. It felt wonderful having him do that! I once again let my hands stray onto his firm butt, savoring the motion of his muscles under the skin. “This so wonderful, Mandy,” Danny whispered. Danny fucked me like that for a good three or four minutes before an idea hit me. “Hey, Danny?” “Yeah…?”
“Stop for a second.” Danny stopped moving and looked down at me, concern on his face. “What's wrong?” he asked. “Nothing. I just wanna be on top.” “Oh!” Danny smiled back. “Sure!”
“Here, get off me and lay on your back.” Danny got off me, his penis slipping out my body as he flipped over and lay down on his bed. I straddled my brother at the waist, taking his penis in my hand and lining it up with my vagina. I thought at first that it would be a little awkward this way, but it really wasn't. I just sort of backed up, lowered myself down, and just that easily had him inside me.
I placed one hand on the bed to steady myself and the other on my brother's smooth, hairless chest as I started doing my best to ride his penis. This was going to take some practice, I realized quick. It certainly felt good to have him under me like this, and it was cool looking down and seeing the look of rapture on his face as we fucked.
“Oh, that's good,” muttered Danny as he started pushing up into me. “Yeah…” My brother reached up with one hand and cupped one of my breasts, then moved the hand down to my clitoris, trying to rub at it while we fucked. After a bit he gave up and just laid there and enjoyed the ride. He pushed up into me and I felt his penis pulsing inside my vagina as his sperm filled me. The look on his face was adorable! It was just a pity I didn't wind up cumming as well. 
Once Danny was finished, I lifted myself off him and lay back down on the bed, a little of his sperm leaking out from me as I did so. I ran a finger through it and looked at it. Just like they told us in health class. Sticky, white, smelled weird. For quite a while neither of us said anything. We just laid side-by-side on Danny's bed, slowly getting our breath back and staring at the ceiling, and then Danny said, “I gotta go to the bathroom. I'll be right back.” Danny got out of bed and walked out of the room, my eyes fixed on his butt as he walked. I wondered why I'd never realized before just how good looking Danny was. This brought me, of course, to another problem. I started to wonder, in the back of my head, about the appropriateness of what Danny and I had done. I mean, this was incest, after all, which was illegal and most people thought it was immoral. I wasn't sure what I should think about it. It felt really good the two times we'd had sex, but maybe there was a good reason why it was illegal and wrong. But could anything that felt as good as this be wrong? Ah, who cared. I'd sort it out later.
Right now my mind drifted back to other things as my naked brother walked back into the bedroom, looking all shy and cute and smiling just a little bit. “Hey,” he said. “Mind if I join you?”
“Not at all.” 
Danny placed his hand between my legs and rubbed at my vagina a little. “Like this?” he asked. “Oh yeah,” I said. “You're still horny?” “Oh, wow, it's back,” I muttered, looking at my brother's erection. “Yes. So can I put it somewhere nice and warm?” I rolled my eyes. “I can tell you where you can stick it…” “In you?” I laughed. “You're really a pest, aren't you?” I laughed some more and spread my legs for my brother. “Alright, alright. I know better than to try and fight the future.” He took his penis in his hand and slipped it easily into me with one smooth motion, burying himself all the way inside my vagina. He said, “Thank you for doing this with me…” “You're very, very welcome…” My brother lowered himself down again until his face was mere inches from mine. “Can we do this again? A lot more?”
“Oh, yes…” “Every day?” “Yeah…” “Cool.” Danny smiled as he kept thrusting into me. “Am I gonna have to start wearing a condom?” “No.” I didn't really want him to. “Can I always cum in you?” he whispered, fucking me a little faster. “Yes,” I whispered back, not sure why, but it felt like the right answer. It certainly sent a little thrill through my body. Danny leaned in closer, until his lips were almost touching mine as he fucked me faster and faster. “Do you… want to… have a baby… with me?”
“Oh, god, yes,” I moaned, unsure if I really wanted to, but not really caring. “Make me pregnant, my brother…give me a baby…”
Was I really saying this shit? Danny closed his eyes, let out a low moan, and then, to my surprise, kissed me! His mouth pushed right up against mine as I felt his penis start kicking inside my vagina, his sperm flooding into me for the third time today, heading out onto its mission of making me pregnant. The idea of that was enough to finally give me my first orgasm with a boy, my vagina convulsing around my brother's hard penis as I clutched his ass and the pleasure washed over me in waves that I rode with a bliss that made everything else we'd done look like nothing at all. This time, when Danny was done cumming, he simply collapsed on top of me, both of us breathing hard and sweating up a storm. After a minute or two he said, “I think I'm fucked-out for right now,” and rolled onto the bed next to me. “Yeah,” I said with a gasp. “Me, too.”
After a bit I got out of bed and went to the bathroom where I did the usually bathroom things and cleaned up a little. By the time I got back to Danny's bedroom he was already asleep. I snuggled up under the blankets next to him and in moments had joined him in slumber. 
I woke up first the next morning. I looked over at my brother, my lover, I guessed he was now, lying naked in the bed next to me. He looked so adorable! I wanted to feel him inside me again, but first needed to take care of other pressing biological business.
While I used the bathroom I thought about everything that had gone on last night. I still had no regrets, except that I did wish I hadn't mentioned anything about having a baby. Despite what I'd said, I certainly didn't want to get pregnant, especially not by my own brother. The sex was nice, but not worth that. So I made up my mind that, as soon as possible, I would get out there and get on the Pill. I became aware of the fact that I really, really smelled bad. This was what a night of hardcore sex with your brother can do.
Since I was still naked, I figured I might as well get a shower, so I turned on the water and, once it was ready, stepped inside. Ah… not quite as good as the sex last night, but nice anyhow, I thought to myself as the water beat down onto me. I picked up the soap and started getting clean, paying special attention to the part between my legs. Just as I was about finished the curtain got pulled back and Danny stuck his head in. “Room for one more?” he asked.
“Yeah.” “Cool.” My brother got into the shower with me, naked as he was the night before, still hard as he was the night before. I stood aside so that he could get under the flow of water and he did so, getting good and soaked. He grinned a little. “I'm sore in lots of places.” I smiled back. “Me, too.” “So we really did do it last night, huh?” “Yeah. What, you thought we didn't?” Danny shrugged. “I wondered if I'd maybe dreamed it all.” “You didn't.” Looking down at my brother's hard penis, I got an idea. “Stand still for a second,” I said. I dropped to my knees in front of Danny, gave his penis a couple strokes, then opened my mouth up and lowered it around the shaft. I'd given a couple blowjobs before in my life, and always felt somewhat uncertain about them. The idea of sucking my own brother off really appealed, though, so I had no problem with doing it. I pulled my face off his penis, still stroking it with one hand. “Better than sex?” I asked with a grin. “Fuck, no.” “Thought so.” I went back down on my brother. After a minute or so, Danny said, “Hey, Mandy?”
“Yeah?” “Can I fuck you now? We can have another try at making a baby.” Standing up, I figured the best way to do it would be to turn away from him, lean up against a wall and bend over a little, which I did as Danny got behind me. I felt his penis poking against my ass. “Where do I go in?” I took my brother's penis in my hand and lined him up. “Right here.” Danny gave a little push and slowly slid his penis into my vagina. He moaned a little and began thrusting slowly. It was pretty neat, really, cause I could feel his hips pushing against my butt as he fucked me. I moaned lowly. I delighted in having him inside me like this. I was addicted forever now, and I knew it. Even if I wanted to stop having sex with Danny there wouldn't be any way that I could. I'd never experienced anything as wonderful as this. We fucked for about five minutes there in the shower. It wasn't very comfortable, but it felt pretty good. Good enough, certainly, that at the end of that time, my brother fired yet another blast of sperm into my vagina.
Danny stayed inside my vagina for a few moments, getting his breath back and cupping my breasts. “Wow… this is all so cool,” he whispered into my ear. “Yeah.” “You think I've got you pregnant yet?” “Uh, maybe,” I said, not sure what else to say. I still wasn't exactly wild about the idea of carrying my little brother's baby, but it was obviously turning him on. “I hope so,” he replied, sawing his still slightly hard penis back and forth inside me for a few seconds before slipping out. Making a mental note to myself to go and get onto the Pill, I finished cleaning up and soon my brother and I exited the shower, went to our respective bedrooms, got dressed and made ready for the day.



The Little Brother-in-Law and His Unstoppable Cock



Sharon Benjamin


My complex relation with my little step brother in started on my wedding night, when I married the older brother, Shepard. I had met him earlier. Andrew was openly my admirer. He followed me everywhere, hanging on my lips, looking up to me with an admiring look and I basked in the warmth of his admiration. Every woman adores being admired, even if her admirer is just a 10-year-old brat, though a cute one, I have to say.
This is probably why I was amused rather than annoyed when I caught him peeping on me when changing my wedding dress. Wedding is a huge production in these parts. The bride is pampered at a beauty saloon all day long, and then she is taken by an insistent photographer to a photography session that last for hours and then she is rushed to the banquet hall to her wedding ceremony and party-usually with 600 to 800 guests to entertain. I hadn't eaten since morning but I was elated and intoxicated with all the adrenalin.
And after the ceremony I had to welcome each and every one of my 450 guests, and to drink with them to my health, so obviously I was more then somewhat tipsy when the time came to change my formal wedding dress to the more comfortable dancing dress. So, finally, I have entered the quiet brides' seclusion room, shooed out all my friends and relatives and slipped off my dress. After a self-admiring survey before the mirror, caressing and fondling my perfumed and exposed breasts, I have turned around to put on my dancing dress-and there he was! Andrew was staring at me, his mouth agape, his eyes open wide as two platters. As I have said, I was more amused than annoyed, perhaps because of his open admiration, in part because I was tipsy. Anyway what he said was, “Wow! How beautiful you are!” And he added, “So beautiful boobies!” I could have kissed him, and I did, on his lips, after slipping on my dancing dress. Honestly, I don't recall giving him the tongue-as he claims I did- but as I've said, I was intoxicated so I may have done it.
Unknowingly I've sealed my fate with that kiss. Since my wedding, my little brother in law has settled with us. He visited us every day and there wasn't a week that he hadn't stayed overnight at least once. I didn't mind, he was really a very nice boy. I didn't mind even when I found out that he was peeping at me in the bathroom and the bedroom, you see he was a very cute boy too. I found it amusing and it even added a spice to our sex life, to know that he was in the next room, rubbing his boyish, pencil-like pecker. Yes I peeked, and had seen it. Well, our sex life… after a couple of years it certainly could use the added spice. It deteriorated quickly to a boring routine. I admit that I was partially to blame. I did start nagging my Shepard that I wanted a child, to mind my ovulating times and so on. Anyhow, I found that the stains on Andrew's bed rather added pepper to my love life. I also have noticed a rather pronounced bulge in his pants after I had “neglected” to close properly the door in the bathroom. By that time, Andrew has been keeping his door meticulously closed, so I couldn't confirm my expectations regarding his size. I wouldn't stoop so low to peep through the keyhole! And, besides, he did keep the key always in.
Well, Andrew's growing bulge and the stains on his bed and on my soiled panties made me think of his coming bar-mitzvah. You may know, Bar mitzvah is the Jewish ritual coming of age for boys, at 13 years, and I have been thinking that the ancients must have had the age right. Andrew sure was showing signs of coming of age! Thinking of his Bar Mitzvah, I have asked Andrew what present he would like. To my surprise, his answer was, “A kiss.” I was surprised, yes, but I can't say that I was shocked, although I did know exactly what he had in mind! Nevertheless, I hugged him, pecked him on both cheeks and said, teasingly, “What a sweet boy you are! You can have my kisses any time!” “No!” he said. “I mean a real kiss!” “Why, isn't this real kiss?” I feigned innocence. “On my lips, like you did on your wedding!” He retorted and, holding me tight, he did plant a wet kiss on my lips, inserting his tongue roughly in. I must admit that although it shouldn't have, it did tingle in my groin. As I've said he was a very cute boy. “C'mon,” I teased him. “This kind of kisses is reserved for men, not for boys!” He answered, “But on my bar mitzvah I turn into a man, don't I?” Cute, wasn't he? So, pretending to be pondering, I answered, “Well… you do have a point there. But for being a man you have to practice a lot, yet… First of all, you don't force your tongue on your partner.” And it was then that he said that I had tongued him on my wedding episode. So, in order to correct his impression, I kissed on his lips, properly this time. I kissed him softly, sliding on his lips with my tongue, softly entering his eager mouth, rolling his innocent tongue, savoring its sweet taste. It went through me like an earthquake, so I just could imagine what this kiss did to him! We “practiced” like this several times, and each time the kisses grew more fervent. He held me tight to him, making me feel the bulge in his pants, which made me, I must admit, rather weak on my knees, so weak that, moaning into his mouth, I let him cup my breast in his hands and only with difficulty I did overcome myself and slapped his wrist away. It really did grow too dangerous, this game! Luckily, his bar mitzvah did come soon enough.
With us, Bar mitzvah is a very big celebration. It is almost as big production as a wedding! In Andrew's case we have kept it “on low profile” meaning we had only about 200 guests. What do you want, our family alone is about 100, and then the nearest friends and neighbors.
Well, 200 guests meant that the celebration was held in a banquet hall but we had to help with the catering in order to keep the expenses down. The soft drinks were kept in a sort of magazine and I kept getting in and out of there to fetch the drinks, and suddenly I felt hands squeezing my butt, and Andrew whispered in my ear, “I want my Bar Mitzvah present now please, you've promised.” I hate to admit it, but the situation made me rather horny. I felt hot and wet in my pussy, and it was in a rather hoarse voice that I whispered back, “Well, I did indeed. Come, take your present in the present room.” You see, the presents were kept in a small cubicle in the rear of that magazine. I knew that I shouldn't have, but couldn't help myself.
I've dragged him after me into the small cubicle, made him sit on a cupboard there, and lovingly kissed his lips. His tongue slipped slowly and softly into my mouth, rolling around mine, sucking it into his own mouth. He sucked my breath away with that kiss! I moaned and sagged and leaned into him making him lean back. I felt his hard cock pressing into my breast. He sent his hands to feel and caress my tits, at first over my blouse and then, when he hadn't met any resistance, he slipped his a hand inside and squeezed them, rolling my nipple between his fingers… A thirteen years old kid shouldn't know such things! My pussy burned and trickled and I just had to see the huge pole that was throbbing and poking my belly. I released his cock from its prison… No it was no boy's pecker! It was a full grown, six inches long manly tool, throbbing in my hand, with a purple mushroom head hungrily opening its slit with wet glassy drops forming.
I just had to taste it… Moaning I slipped it into my mouth, licking the salty-sweet drop of pre-cum from the soft big mushroom. I kept sucking it in, lowering myself more and more, feeling the hardness of the big pole in my mouth, until my lips met his pubic mound. I kept sucking and licking, and he was groaning excitedly, jerking his throbbing cock deep, deep into me. All that time his hands were rolling and squeezing my exposed tits, and when I handled softly his round balls, in their silky sack, he exploded. He spewed wad after wad of salty/sweet come into my mouth and I eagerly swallowed every single drop. What did you think, that I could have left the room with wads and stains on my blouse? In a shaky voice I have told him, “You are a man now!” And fled away on trembling limbs, and made straight for the toilets. I just had to jerk off immediately, before I lost my mind completely and climbed that wonderful pole! I took some of the remains of his spunk from my mouth on my finger and rubbed it in on my burning pussy, coming in a minute. What a beautiful sweet cock! The thought that the spunk could have made me pregnant just had sent me into another round and soon I was climaxing again, fantasizing that I was being fucked by this magnificent young tool. I know. I know it was perverted, but I couldn't help it.
I was hooked.*** Things changed between me and my little brother-in-law after his Bar Mitzvah. After all, we couldn't pretend that nothing had happened, could we? Honestly we tried to return to normalcy. Just that I have turned negligent with what I was wearing around at home, and I neglected even more to close properly the door to my bathroom or my bedroom. Now and then Andrew would ask, and with time demand, a kiss and sometimes I did grant his wish.
Damn me…how I did savor these sweet kisses! They went through me like tiny earthquakes, they did! And Andrew also did grab my tits and squeeze my ass, whenever he thought that he could do it unpunished, which was turning rather frequent. Andrew also turned not so careful about closing his door, even when jerking off. And yes, I did peek! And I did masturbate on seeing his wonder wand spewing its stuff! But we hadn't overtly resumed our physical relations. My relations with my husband Shepard, on the other hand, deteriorated from bad to worse. I can't honestly say that it was unconnected. You see, when I compared Andrew's open admiration and enthusiasm with Shepard's indifferent love making, I grew rather bitchy. And all that time I have nagged Shepard constantly about not giving me an offspring. I'm afraid that I quite derided him about that, calling him impotent, half a man, sissy, and whatnot. So once, about a year of these unhealthy relations later, after a rather fierce quarrel, Shepard has slammed the door behind him and left for the pub, leaving me annoyed, weeping, behind. And Andrew was there. He came to me, sat beside me on the sofa, caressing me, comforting me as I wept on his shoulder. Yes he had grown enough, now he was as high as I was. And yes, his penis grew too, I knew that. He hugged me and whispered into my ear how beautiful I was, and how mean Shepard had been to harass me like that, and he wiped off my tears, and kissed them of my eyes, and off my cheeks, and off my lips. His tongue entered my lips ever so softly and was caressing my lips as they parted and I just moaned with pleasure into his mouth, the hard feeling being gone and replaced by soft, loving wish to cuddle. I kissed him back, sliding my tongue into his mouth, sucking on his tongue which went down into my throat! I pressed against his youthful body, pulling his head into me while his hands were sliding up and down my back, and then, then it happened. As I've said I was pretty much agitated, and in my agitation I failed to dress properly and I wasn't wearing anything under my bathrobe. Now, as his hands were hungrily hugging me into him, the bathrobe fell open, and I felt the cool air on my exposed tits. Not only the air. I soon had his face buried in my cleft, his mouth sucking and licking my erect, sensitive nipples. I somehow slid back, finding myself lying on the sofa, Andrew lying between my spread, naked thighs. He slid down and down and I ecstatically, hungrily, directed his face in between my thighs, straight into my burning pussy. He landed there, kissing and caressing with his hands, licking in my love button, and I remember thinking, “Thank god for the internet! The kids nowadays know everything and don't need explaining what to do.” I was wrong. He needed guidance how to satisfy me, which I enjoyed, loved, to give him, and did he satisfy me! I moaned and sighed and squealed while squirming and thrashing my legs, jerking my pelvis into Andrew's face as I came. By now I couldn't stop. I stripped him naked, enjoying the sight of his lanky, hairless, flat chest, I nibbled on his nipples, and further down, down to his sparse, soft pubic garden that was surrounding his manful maypole. And it was manful indeed!
Straight, erect 6 inches of steel hard, velvety smooth manhood, topped with a burning red mushroom, so soft on the touch! Lovingly I kissed it, the throbbing hot pole, licking it from base to tip and down again and when his sweet pre-cum drops started to form, I sucked them happily with his tool into my mouth. Yes, It was so sweet/salty taste-I can't even describe it. I can only say I loved it, and sucked and licked for more and more. Andrew groaned and sticking his hand roughly into my cunt, he drew me to him, sticking his tongue deep into my opening, fucking me with his tongue and fingers. He groaned and yelled suddenly, his tool spewing streams and streams of hot, salty, sticky spunk into my eager mouth, over my contorted face, on my chest, squirting and soiling even the sofa. You wouldn't believe how much sperm he had, and how far it landed… I licked his tool clean continuing to his beautiful soft, hairless nut sack, sucking in the throbbing globes. He groaned, yelled and spread his thighs as wide as he could while I was devouring his balls. And his dick. Oh they were So sweet and hot! And this wonder boy, he went stiff yet again! I kneeled between his legs sucking his big cock into my mouth as deep as I could, my lips scrubbing his pubic mound, my tongue slipping and licking the underside of his scrotum. He stood up, and pulling my face into his groin has started to fuck my face. His cock hit again and again the back of my mouth and my throat, his pelvis jerking uncontrollably. I was as excited as he was. My hand rubbing fast in my cunt I just wanted to feel him fuck me. And then with a roar he erupted again in my mouth over my face, spewing jism over the entire floor. And the sweet boy, he didn't stop! He pushed me spread-eagled on the sofa, and dove between my thighs, licking and sucking and fingering me to a huge orgasm. I screamed, I thrashed around I pulled his face as deep into me as I could and I came and came and came.
Gasping we lay side by side on that sofa. After a long time I resumed kissing Andrew's sweet face, and neck and all over again. He made me come four times, and he came countless times himself. And no, we didn't screw that time. I had remorse. Yes, I felt elated, as satisfied as I have never been, and my heart just sang in my chest attempting to fly with song birds, but I felt guilty, guilty as hell.
I was cheating on my husband! And with his brother! And him being a fourteen years old boy too! Luckily, so I thought, we didn't go all the way. I didn't screw him. So I wasn't a perverted felon yet, but it had to stop, much as I enjoyed it, much as I wanted it to go on and on…*** I managed to avoid Andrew the rest of that week. A couple of days later, Andrew was spending the weekend with us, as usual. In mid of the night, when Shepard was fast asleep, I slipped quietly into Andrew's room. Andrew was sleeping sweetly on his back, looking as some angel. I sat down on his bed, at his head, and woke him. Andrew, Andrew I whispered in his ear, until he woke up. “Andrew,” I said. “What has happened, has happened, but we must never, never repeat it. It is so wrong! It's incest and you are a minor and, damn it, Shepard is your brother! You are very sweet and I love you very much.” That was as far as got with my speech.
Andrew took my face in both his hand and made me shut up with a fervent kiss the he has planted on my lips, inserting his tongue in, rolling it round mine… I kept mumbling that we shouldn't…
But all the while his hands were roaming all over my body, stripping my night gown, stripping my panties off, stripping my resistance away. I felt his young, supple, hard body being engulfed with my soft one, and I wanted to contain him in me. And I felt his hard pole poking in belly, sliding in between my thighs, poking into my wet, hot cunt and with a shock I pulled off. Here I was nearly fucking a young boy! I made him stop, and despite all his attempts to seduce me I made him swear to me that he would never fuck me, never! I mean till he was sixteen, which is the age of coming of age in my country. I told him that it was a felony, and we would be sent to jail, especially I would. I described to him in vivid colors the dark, cold dungeon where they throw forever the perverts who have sex with minors, claiming, and thinking, that what we did, sucking and licking and masturbating wasn't sex. I was jerking the throbbing hot rod squeezing it between my thighs, sliding it on my belly, until he erupted. His spunk literally hit the ceiling! And I had to stifle his groans by kissing him sticking my tongue deep, deep in his mouth and throat. All that made me very hot and he just sled to the floor puling me up he just stuck his half hard cock into my mouth… I sucked on it lovingly, feeling it regain its full size and hardness, filling me to my capacity, and the he started fucking my mouth, with steady rhythm, each shove hitting the back of my throat! I started bobbing on this wonderful cock, licking his balls on each run, rubbing furiously my cunt with my free hand while the other one was rolling, handling his soft round jewels. It didn't take long time, even now, for him to come, filling my mouth to the brim with his semen. I'm proud to say that I swallowed and downed every single drop… The sweet boy has now dropped to his knees between my spread thighs, and pushing my hand away, he started licking my cunt. He kissed and licked, his half hard tongue exploring every nook and cranny of my pussy, and, entering my vagina as some stiff cock, he made me come. I stuffed the bed sheet into my mouth to prevent me from screaming clamping my teeth in it and my pelvis just went mad! It hopped and rotated and jerked and all the time his tongue and his fingers too were buried deep in me. I came and came and yet I came again. I hadn't known that I had so much cum in me! And so we kept making love all that night, until sunrise. Only then I rose on shaky limbs and returned to my bed, to lie beside my husband… *** Ever since that night we have been lovers, Andrew and I. We made love, and sex every opportunity, every time he visited us, and as I have said it was very often. We didn't go all the way, though, I mean we didn't screw. My description of the hell that expected me in jail must have held him since even later on, when I have lost my will power and resolution, he kept his. I had made him an expert on oral sex. He could, and did, make me come three times in a row just by his tongue. And when he added his fingers, just fell apart. And all that time Shepard, my hubby sensed nothing. Our sex life even improved, because I was so highly strung after each session with Andrew that I have fucked Shepard as a wild animal. So we spent the time in sucking and fucking all those two years, but I still didn't get pregnant. We made love almost every week, but in time it was getting harder and harder to keep from going all the way. At last we got to 'dry humping'-I mean Andrew would lie naked between my closely held thighs, his big cock rubbing between them making them a sort of cunt. God it was anything but dry! I was dripping wet and I came so much that haven't been able to keep my thighs tight and they repeatedly spread open, with his lovely cock sliding along my cunt.
Every time he hit my clit, I came, moaning and screaming like some damned whore. I tell you, I had never known until then that I could squirt! I squirted gallons, luckily I was the one who took the bed-sheets to the laundry. At last I couldn't keep it any more. One day while “dry fucking” I directed his bludgeon to my open cunt letting the thick head sink in and screamed, “FUCK ME!” To my amazement and dismay, Andrew pulled out! He said that now, only months away from his sixteenth birthday, he wouldn't make a criminal out of me! I pleaded with him, damning all the stupid regulations about age, I wept, I even tried to force him! He was adamant. No, he wouldn't send me to jail-no way! So I had to accept that fucked up situation, yearning for his cock, praying for the time to pass quickly. The darling boy did make the waiting shorter. He had found out that by the Jewish calendar, he became sixteen two weeks earlier than by the regular calendar! I was besides my self with joy. You simply can't imagine the torture that my yearning for him gave me. All my body would actually ache, starting with my pussy and the aches climbing into my belly, hurting and burning in my nipples and giving me monstrous migraines if I didn't rub to orgasm right away. *** At last the day has come. With fluttering heart I had prepared for it. I had spread perfumed bed-spread on Andrew's bed, I had strewn the floor with rose petals, and I had put on the special, sexy transparent nightie that I had bought specially for this day.
I needn't have bothered, especially with the night gown-Andrew didn't have time to notice it. Moments after Shepard left for work, Andrew, who had to be lying in ambush, rang the bell. I ran to the door with fluttering heart, and opened it with a burning pussy.
Andrew's cock was in me, with my leg wrapped around his loins, even before we slammed the door closed. I was so high strung, that I was coming even as we hit floor, and Andrew came in me, shooting his huge hot stream into my vagina, only a moment and a few humps later.
We rolled all over the floor, his fat, rock hard cock never leaving my cunt, loosing our clothes on the way. The flimsy material of my night-dress must have evaporated with the heat of my body, because I have never found it again. We ended with Andrew on top of me, pounding his huge dick into my expectant vagina, bludgeoning its way up to my crevice. I screamed and heaved he roared and slammed and filled me so tight! And then, my pelvis bucking under him like some wild horse, he came again, shooting a steaming hot stream of sperm.
I came too, yelling loudly. Oh how much I craved this stream of his manhood to quench my flames! When I had milked him dry, I took him by the hand and pulled him to my marital bed, and pushing him on his back I straddled him. His huge cock was still hard! And erect!
Straddling him, I climbed up his pole, and mounting it I pointed it directly into my dripping opening and slid down. Even with all the lubrication of his previous come and my juices, his huge cock had to bludgeon it's way into me inch by inch, and I was enjoying every single one! All the stiff, fat seven inches of him! Yes, he did grow. At last I had him entirely in myself! How can I describe my feelings?! I was full! I was stretched out to my utmost, feeling his manhood uniting with me deep in my womb! I felt like I was expanding, filling the whole world, with him filling me to my brim! I started to move little moves, afraid that I would spill over. The little stirrings turned to heaves and soon I was riding and galloping to heaven! When I had finished coming, Andrew rolled me over, and spreading my legs he pounded into me with a furry! And more, and more, and more! He was grunting and roaring with me yelling for more, rolling and rotating my ass as much as the position and his fat cock allowed me and we came again! Finally, we slumped down, utterly exhausted. We cuddled lovingly. While he was hugging me, gently fondling my tits, I was showering kisses on his sweet face and lips, slowly moving down and down until I reached his glorious column.
Oh, it was erect again! And towering and hard, and hot, and throbbing and I couldn't but kiss it, sucking it into my mouth! Savoring the rich taste of our combined juices, I licked it dry-and we went for another round. We fucked all that long day. We fucked in bed, we fucked in the shower, his shoves literally lifting me off the ground, and we fucked on the kitchen table, amidst all the platters and utensils. While eating ice-cream, Andrew has licked it off my body, and stuffing some of it into my cunt he was soon pounding it inside with his monstrous tool. The cold stuff was burning my entrails, numbing my sensations only to increase them even more when it was thawing! So it went all day long until my husband was about to return from work. I had asked Andrew to stick his cock into me from behind, and stay there to the last second, but he did better than that! He stuffed his huge cock into me, and fucking me from behind he was ejaculating as we heard Shepard's keys in the door. So I have met my hubby with Andrew's semen dripping down my thighs, wearing a smile from ear to ear. Of course I got pregnant. The intensity of our love making alone must have caused me to ovulate.



How I Loved My Brother



D.D.


I never knew my dad, as he died two months before I was born, but he had great impact on my family and on me. From what I've heard, from all who knew him, he was the most caring man they had ever known. I wish I had the opportunity to know him, in person, but the stories others have shared have helped me to feel connected to him. From what I've heard about him, he had great impact on both my mother and my brother. Mom insisted on carrying on the way of life that was so important to Dad. She introduced my brother Tom and me to unlimited experiences, facilitating our explorations and discoveries and helping us to create our own individuality. We always felt safe with her. She was very supportive and showed us that she believed in us. She met Dad in a hiking club they belonged to, while in college. They both loved nature, and she continued to take us camping, hiking and backpacking.
She and Dad had great dreams for Tom and I, and she wasn't going to let his death stifle those dreams. I felt that his death motivated her that much more, as now she was carrying on the dream for two. She was very dedicated to us kids, and though she did have an active social life, over the years, she felt that no one could come close to my dad, so never remarried. I always looked up to Tom. He was three years older than me, but he was the man in our family. I was very precocious when I was young, and I'm sure that I was quite the pest, but he had the patience of a saint. All my life, I've worked hard at developing the patience I've seen in him. Tom was my big brother, the light of my life. No matter what, he always scheduled some special time with me, every day. He would read to me, listen to me ramble on and on, teach me things and share in my discoveries. I was easily distracted and full of energy. To help me slow down and focus, Tom would blindfold me and take me on hikes, when we went on our family outings.
He helped me to get in touch with all of my senses, letting me experience nature from a totally new perspective. I've always been very visual, but he helped me to fine tune my awareness of touch, taste, smell and hearing. He helped me to see things that couldn't be seen with my eyes. Tom was my hero. I loved that he let me tag along with him, holding my hand and giving me hugs, even in front of his friends. He wouldn't let any of his friends make fun of me or give me a hard time. I loved Tom, even before I actually knew what love was. He always called me Princess. Childhood was simple and fun.
We were always playful, and without realizing it, Tom taught me the most amazing things while I thought we were just playing. I would never be the person I am today, if it wasn't for his gentle guidance.
Childhood was beautiful. I hadn't a care in the world. With puberty popping up all around me, I started to become aware of my body. My girlfriends started their periods, and I saw their bodies curving out in fascinating ways. I was very curious. Actually, I have always been curious; I was just unaware of the human body. I guess I just took it for granted. All my life, I just knew that I loved the nurturance I felt from a firm but gentle hug or kiss. I began studying the bodies of others, and also studying my own body. I was filled with endless questions, and Tom always took the time to listen to me and help me to discover the answers.*** When I was 12, Tom realized that I was seeking more in-depth details. He bought me a series of books. The first was “Where Did I Come From?”
That was interesting, but I think I might have been fixated on myself at the time, leading him to give me the next book, “What's Happening To Me?” Then he gave me “Will I Like It?” I asked Tom to show me where all the parts were on my body. Nudity has never been a problem in our family. I don't know why I asked Tom to show me this rather than Mom.
I felt safe with Mom, too; but somehow I felt a special connection to Tom. I have seen Mom without clothes so I knew how my body would change. After my shower that night, and before I put on my nightgown, Tom met me in my bedroom. I brought out my hand mirror, and we set out on the task at hand. He was very gentle, and I felt no discomfort. He told me or showed me all I wanted to know. I still looked like a little girl: no breasts, no hips and no body hair (other than a little peach fuzz on the mound that my slender legs seemed to point to, and on those legs themselves). He pointed out how my nipples get hard when it is cold or when they are rubbed against certain textures and showed me that touching them can lead to this same reaction. I was surprised to discover how nice it felt when he put his hand on my breast and moved my nipple around with his finger.
It was very different from what it felt like to wash myself in the shower. He showed me how different types of touches on different parts of my body bring on different sensations. I couldn't believe that there were so many sensations within me. I spread my legs and took my mirror to explore the next part. He showed me my inner lips and outer lips, where my hymen is and then pulled my hood back to reveal my clit. “So that's where it has been hiding,” I laughed. I asked him about masturbation, and he explained that this is something that is different for each woman, and let me know that I would need to discover what worked for me. He pointed out that he hasn't actually seen or touched a girl before, so he is just sharing what he has discovered from books. He sure has picked up a lot of knowledge from books. I asked him to give me a starting point, so I would know what areas to explore. He got up on my bed and leaned his back against the headboard, with his legs apart. He invited me to scoot up against him, putting my back against his chest. I scooted up snug and placed my legs on the outside of his. I felt little vibrations in his fingers and hands as he started to caress my body. I thought he was very talented to be able to vibrate his hands so fast; though now I realize that he was probably just nervous and didn't want to let on to his little sister. He seemed to realize that I saw him as perfect, and he probably hid what he saw as his little flaws from me. I never saw any flaws, but I realize that he was an adolescent, also, so I'm sure he had his own self-doubts. He started by brushing his fingers through my hair and massaging my scalp. “Princess, close your eyes,” he whispered into my ear. I could feel the warmth of his breath, as those words tickled my ear. I closed my eyes, and his fingers slowly and gently explored every inch of my face. I wasn't even aware of all the interesting places that I was discovering right there on my face. When his fingers got to my mouth, my lips parted to welcome his exploration. How is it that my tongue has been in my mouth all my life, yet I never knew how sensual the roof of my mouth was?
Outward he went to explore all the curves of my ears. I could even hear his touch. My neck proved to be another discovery for me.
Where have all these wonderful places been hiding all my life? Tom massaged my shoulders and arms and out to my hands. I was lost in the sensations. He went back upward and started down my front. I liked the sensation just below my collarbone. Not having any breasts, or so I thought, I didn't think that my breasts would be as sensitive as they were. I liked how he let me discover how each little part felt. Down my sides, over my belly and into my navel he explored, while I discovered. Thinking back, he probably had an incredible erection raging, but I was so lost in my own discoveries and sensations that I didn't even think of that. His hands flowed down my legs. I brought my feet toward my crotch, so he could reach them, also. As his fingers glided up between my legs, I found myself starting to shake, though I couldn't understand why. His hands cradled me between my legs. I stretched my legs out farther, to give him more access. I didn't want him to miss anything. For a while, his hands didn't move; he just held me. I was no longer shaking, but I felt warmth growing outward from my crotch. I lay back on Tom's chest and closed my eyes, feeling enveloped in his protective arms and overwhelmed by a sensation that could only be love. His hands rise slowly. I feel his fingers paint my skin, from my butt cheeks, sliding up, around and through my lips, then over my clit before they become airborne and I sense them rising toward his face. A scent floats past as his hands flow by my face. I realize that he has put his fingers under his nose, and he is taking a deep whiff. “Hey, this is my experience; how about me?” I said in a playfully pouty voice. “Sure, Princess,” Tom said, with a laugh. Getting another sample, he said, “You have more than enough to share here,” and then returned his finger to my nose. “You sure smell sweet,” he whispered, and: “I wonder what you taste like.”
“You got the first smell; I get the first taste,” I said, as I turned to gaze into his eyes. Returning to harvest more of my juices, he painted my lips before letting me suck his fingers dry. “I think you'll like this,” I said to him. I wasn't sure which I was enjoying more: experiencing the sensations or sharing them with Tom.
On his way back down to my crotch, Tom pointed out how puffy my nipples have become. He also made the same observation of my pussy lips. He showed me many more types of touches, from milking my lips, which also massaged my clit, as it drew the hood back and forth over it, to sliding actions and circling actions. He put one finger on either side of my clit and stroked me. I became very aware of the cool air currents that flowed over our hot bodies. “OK Princess, you need your beauty sleep,” Tom said, as he straightened up and gently pushed me away from him. “Aren't I beautiful enough,” I teased back. I wanted this to go on forever. “Princess, no one will ever be more beautiful in my eyes than you,” Tom said. He helped me put my nightgown on, kissed my forehead and then left for his room. Lying in bed, I was flooded with feelings. I wasn't sure what was physical and what was emotional. I did know that I was too hot for a nightgown, though; so removing it was my first course of action. I felt like I was glowing, and I couldn't get the smile off of my face. *** The next morning, I got up refreshed and energized. As I was bouncing around the kitchen, Mom commented, “It sure looks like someone is happy today.” “I couldn't be happier,” I said.
“What brings this on?” she questioned. I know that I could have shared this with her, but at the moment, this was something I only wanted to share with Tom. I said, “It's just a wonderful, beautiful day, and I am the happiest girl in the entire world.” I heard Tom coming down the stairs and I ran up to him and hugged him, squeezing my ear against his heart, listening to that strong steady beat that I knew I could rely on forever. I got on my tiptoes and whispered into his ear, “I wish there was a better word than thank you, for you deserve the best that anyone can offer.”*** Over the next year, our life continued as it always had. I continued to be very close to Tom, enjoying our hugs and little kisses, and fanaticizing about him as I masturbated myself to sleep, every night. One night, when I was 13, he walked by my room and heard me crying. He knocked softly and asked if he could come in.
“Yes,” I sobbed. I was standing in front of my mirror, naked. When he entered, I threw my arms around him and continued to sob. He held me and stroked my head and back.. He handed me my robe and sat down with me on my bed. “Princess,” he said, “what is happening?” I pulled my robe open and said, “Just look. I'm still the same. I haven't changed. I'm the only girl in my class who doesn't even need a training bra, and I can't even find one hair between my legs.” “I thought it was something terrible,” he said. “It is,” I sobbed.
“Here, stand up in front of me,” he said. I did as he requested, with my robe hanging loosely on my body. He opened my robe and took a good look. “I'm sorry, but I am unable to find one defect,” he said. “Let's take a look at your pert little breasts. Picture that all breasts have the same number of nerve endings. The larger a breast is, the farther apart those nerve endings are. How does it feel when I put my hand on your breast?” “Wonderful,” I had to acknowledge. “The closer those nerve endings are, the more intense the sensation will be for you. Do you really want to dilute the sensation by stretching them out? You'll grow. Don't rush it, for the sooner they pop out, the sooner they drop. I'm sure that you'll enjoy your youthful figure later, as you see other women start to fall apart. Realize that though there may be clothes that won't look right on your body, there are clothes that you can wear that the other girls would look terrible in. For every type of person, there is someone who truly appreciates that type of person, and I know that the lucky guy who gets you will get a treasure he'll cherish forever, if he knows what's good for him. I know that you are jealous of your girl friends who wear bras, yet many of them would love the freedom you have to be unencumbered by them. We all want to be something we aren't, thinking that things would be better if we were different. Girls with straight hair want curly hair. Girls with curly hair want straight hair. As I look at you here, I can tell you that you are beautiful and perfect in every way; and it's not just because I am your brother, I'm telling you the honest truth, and you know that I have never lied to you.”
I started to feel better.*** One morning, when I was 14, I awoke to a sticky sensation between my legs. I threw off the covers and looked down.
“Yes!!!” I screamed.
Tom came to my door and asked if everything was all right.
Wasn't ready to have him see me like this, so I just said that all was fine. I went to Mom, and she showed me how to use pads and take care of myself. My junior high school made Mom get trainer bras for me, even though I had nothing to hold in, but I was finding that those trainer bras were starting to get snug. I guess I was growing up. I started feeling more like a woman. I didn't need to tell Tom; he knew. *** Once, when I was 15, I walked by Tom's room and heard some moaning inside. Afraid that he might be getting sick, I rushed in. To my amazement, I found him lying on his bed totally naked, with his penis standing at attention as he stroked it with his hand, which was covered with one of the satin nightgowns I had outgrown. I was frozen where I stood. I knew that guys masturbated, just like I did, but I never pictured Tom doing it. I don't know why.
I was drawn to the sight, his veins standing out and the head all purplish. Tom's eyes were closed, and he was lost in the moment.
I didn't want to shock him or embarrass him or run away. I didn't know what to do. I walked over to his bed and started to stroke his arm.
His eyes popped open and he attempted to cover himself with his hands, but his hands weren't big enough. I shook my head and said, “No, Tom, we have no secrets, nothing to hide from each other. Please share this with me. I know what is supposed to happen, but I want to see it happen.” His erection had deflated some, due to the surprise, so I leaned over and placed a tender kiss on the head of his manhood.
I felt it come to life under my lips. A drop of silky liquid sat at the opening and was transferred to my lips. Using my tongue, I spread it over my lips and savored the taste. I leaned over to his ear and whispered, “You taste even better than me.” He couldn't take his eyes off of me, as he returned to his stroking. Though I was interested in what was happening to him, I wanted to help him along, so I slid my tube top down over my belly and started to caress my A-cups, tweaking my nipples and letting them protrude between my fingers. I got down close to his pulsing rod and was lost in the wonder of what was happening. Very soon, I discovered what I sought.
His muscles tightened as his moans intensified and then Old Faithful exploded. “Oh Princess! Oh Princess!” was all he could say. I was amazed at how high that first spurt shot upward. It actually hit the ceiling. Once I saw what it could do, I couldn't hold back, placing my mouth over his swollen member, catching all his remaining love juices. My mouth remained on his penis as it lost a little of its size and the pulsations echoed away. Looking up into his eyes, I painted my entire mouth with his hot cum, savoring the flavor and finally swallowing it all. I felt like a real woman. I actually had my brother inside of me, and there he will remain. I hugged him and gave him our first lingering lip-to-lip kiss. “Thank you,” I said, looking deep into his eyes, though no sound came from my mouth. Hopping up, and with a devilish smile, I said, “I'll let you get back to work now,” and walked from his room, turning to face him before I exited the door, while slowly returning my tube top to its place on my chest.
I wondered why my breasts felt so much larger as I pulled my tube top up.*** By 16, I was dating guys. It was nice going out and being social, but there always seemed to be something missing. I learned that guys want to touch girls with small breasts, also, but somehow it all felt empty. I sensed that they were only in it for themselves. I tended to stick primarily to platonic friends, as they seemed more real. No matter what I did with my friends, I always looked forward to coming home and being greeted by Tom's hug and kiss.
My senior year has come and gone. Sitting there at my graduation were my Mom and Tom, all proud of my accomplishments. I had done well, focusing more on my academics than boys, so graduated with honors. Tom had done well in school, also, but chose to attend a local college. It was a good college, but not the best that he qualified for. I always wonder if he stayed locally so that he'd always be there for me. They both encouraged me to attend the best college I could qualify for. I was reluctant to do it, as I didn't know if I could make it without Tom, but he believed in me, and that gave me the courage to cross the country for college.*** A week after I graduated from high school, I turned 18. Mom and Tom made my special day wonderful, though they have always been very creative and special in celebrating my birthdays. Afterwards, I went up to Tom and told him that I wanted to work off that wonderful dinner and asked him to come with me to the local nature center and take a hike. As we walked down the streambed, I shared my memories, he helped that little high energy, unfocused little girl slow down and learn to get in touch with nature. “I still remember you taking my little hand in yours and guiding me down this path. I will always cherish all the wonderful experiences we have shared together. I'll miss you so much when I go off to college, but you have left me with so many memories, that you'll always be part of me. I do have one request to make, though, one final birthday present.” “Were you unhappy with what I got you?” he asked.
“No, your gift was very thoughtful and I will treasure it forever. This is something different. I'm sure that you remember that day you caught me crying because I wanted to be a woman but still looked like a little girl. Well, I can tell that you know that I am a woman, now. I know that our increasingly lingering hugs aren't just because you are going to miss me when I leave. I've seen you watch me, and I've loved knowing that you want to and enjoy watching me. I have never wanted to hide anything from you. Well, now that we both know that I am a woman, I feel it is high time at noon for me to truly be a woman. I want to make love like a woman.” “But you don't have a boyfriend right now,” Tom said. “I can't see you having sex with some guy just so you won't be a virgin anymore.” “You're right, Tom. I could never do that. I would never make love with someone I didn't love. But there is a man that I love and adore, a man who has touched my heart deeper than anyone else has ever done.” A look of confusion came over Tom's face. I said, “We both know what I'm saying. You are the man I want to share this moment with. I couldn't imagine wanting to share it with anyone else. Please?” “Princess, you mean so much to me. I would never want to do anything that might jeopardize either our relationship or the memories we both hold dear.
No matter how strongly I want this, too, please don't encourage me to do anything that might harm what we have developed together.”
“Since that night you first taught me the pleasures hidden deep within my body, I have dreamt of this opportunity. I know that nothing could be more right. I know that eventually we'll go our separate ways and raise our own families, but you have done so much to start me down the path of discovering whom I am, and I want you to be the one to start me down this path of womanhood. I've been waiting for the right time, but I realize that I'm running out of time, as I leave in two months for college.” I look up into his eyes, and he reaches his arms out toward me. I dive into his chest and hug him closely. “Thank you, thank you, thank you,” is all I could say.*** Tom always was the one to prepare and plan, even for this. He bought me different sized dildos so that I could stretch myself in advance, as he couldn't face causing me any pain. He suggested that with our love of nature, the ideal time and place would be the full moon, two weeks before I leave for college, and our favorite secluded backpacking trail in the local wilderness area. My excitement grows as the time slowly passes. I'm still jealous of Tom's patience. I diligently follow his directions and stretch my hymen. Actually, this isn't so difficult, as I have this insatiable urge to masturbate whenever I can. The time is finally here. We are packed and ready to go. Tom reassures me that he has packed the condoms (always the responsible one). I feel like a giddy little schoolgirl as we drive into the mountains. Not much time goes by between one or the other reaching over and caressing the thigh of the other. We reach the trailhead and put on our packs. The trail is beautiful and the weather is perfect.
During part of the hike, we are hiking down a stream, with almost shear cliffs on either side. All of a sudden, without any warning, a family of bighorn sheep come barreling down one wall, right in front of us, stop to look at us for a moment, and then head right up the other side. It caught us so off-guard that we forgot to snap a picture. We continue our hike. I've got this itch that doesn't seem to want to go away, but I know what will work. We get to our campsite. We are at the edge of a beautiful meadow, filled with every color flower imaginable. We look out over the wide stretch of open land, with our arms around each other's waist. I feel wonderful. How is it that I feel like a woman and yet feel like a little girl again, too? I run through the flowers, skipping and laughing and having a grand time. Tom just watches me, smiling and slowly shaking his head back and forth. I grab an armful of flowers and run back to Tom.
High in the air I toss them, and flowers rain down all over us as we embrace. We prepare dinner together, wanting to get it finished and cleaned up before it gets dark. Actually, if I weren't so excited about what is to come, I would have found the dinner to be very tasty.
After dinner, Tom puts some water on the fire so we can wash up.
While it is heating up, we gather up a lot of pine needles and make a nice mattress overlooking the meadow. Tom then zips our two sleeping bags together as one, while I shyly look on. The sun is going down, so we split the hot water and go in separate directions to clean up. I strip off my clothes from the hike and wash myself from head to toe.
My skin is tingling, and I can't stop leaking down my leg. I definitely need something big to plug this leak. From my backpack, I remove the special little baby doll nightie I bought just for this occasion. It is silky and almost see through. It leaves nothing to the imagination. It barely covers my other surprise. Now, I do have pubic hair, though not a lot. It is soft and silky, and I've trimmed it into the shape of a heart. Tonight I will share my heart with the man who has possessed my heart my entire life. I've also grown to a small B-cup, so my perky globes will show through nicely behind this veil. I put the final touches on the present I'm sharing with my beloved, and can't wait till he puts his touches on that present.*** The sun is down now. The sky is full of stars, and the Milky Way can be seen reaching across the sky. The moon starts to peek over the mountain as I walk to our love nest. When I get there, I notice that Tom has gathered up flowers and drawn a large heart on the ground around our sleeping bag. The bag is unzipped and folded over, in a welcoming manner. I look towards the meadow and see the moon fully exposed rising right above the head of my beloved. The moonlight shines off of Tom's muscles and makes his definition look that much more impressive. He is wearing only boxer shorts, though they can't hold in his obvious desire. I notice his eyes slowly explore me from head to toe. His gaze lingers on my legs. I realize why. The moonlight is probably glistening off the drops that are endlessly meandering down my legs. He walks up to me, takes my hand and drops to one knee. Looking downward, he says, “My fair princess, how can I be worthy of such a treasure? Your beauty blinds me. Shakespeare said it so perfectly, in Romeo and Juliet: 'My bounty is as boundless as the sea, my love as deep; the more I give to thee, the more I have, for both are infinite.'” “Arise my noble knight, for tonight you are my king. I wish I had my love to give to you, but that love has already been given away, given to you from the day I was born. I can share with you no more than you deserve, yet I lack the assets to fulfill that amount. I can give but myself to you, though I have always been yours. I can never repay you for all you have given me. Tonight, I can but share that which you have created by your love. And with this love, let us entwine.”
In each other's arms we form as one. Our lips touch, ever so gently. Our tongues meet; our first kiss of passion; just a taste of what is to come… I've cherished the memory of that night forever. I can still go back in my mind and feel the wonderful sensations, the glorious love. I couldn't imagine anything more perfect. Though we see each other whenever we can, that night was a one-time experience. We realize that attempting a repeat would only tarnish the memory. I left for college two weeks later. I did miss Tom and Mom, but my workload kept me busy enough to make the loss tolerable. On occasion, I did go out on a date, but I found the guys to be much like the ones I knew from high school, just looking for what they could get.



Taking My Sister's Cherry



J. Wellington Thorpe


I lived in the Los Angeles area with my mother and my older sister. My father died when I was ten of cancer. The insurance money that dad left for us entitled us to live a good life. Mom worked fulltime as a bank teller. Mom was super strict on Nancy. She was going to make sure that her daughter didn't end up getting pregnant by some pimple face teenager. I on the other hand was given more freedom. At 14 years old, I was introduced to sex by an older girl at school. By the time I was 16 I knew very well how to make a girl cum hard. That simmer I was fucking this 12 year old girl in my room, thinking that Mom was at work and Nancy wouldn't be home till later that afternoon. It turned out that I was wrong. My sister came home earlier than expected and just happened to hear me fucking Kari. She first heard us fucking but her downfall was that she wanted to see us fucking. Opening the door to my bedroom she was able to see me slamming my big thick cock in Rene's little preteen pussy. The girl was moaning out loud how I was deeper than anyone had ever been in her (she'd been fucking since she was nine, which was common in Los Angeles). I looked up at a mirror and it was then that I could see that Nancy was looking in on us. So I thought I would give my older sister a show. Pulling out of Rene I position myself so Nancy would have a perfect view of my cock. At a full hard on I was about eight inches long. But what was more frightening to girls when they first saw my cock fully erect was the thickness. Curious to know how thick my cock was, one day when no one was home I took my mom's sewing tape. I measured the thickness of my cock at just short of six inches in circumference. After a few minutes of checking out my cock, Nancy left. A few days went by and during the week mom told us that she was going to Las Vegas with her friends and ask that we behave and that I do what my sister ask of me. Mom left to Vegas on a Friday afternoon. Nancy was watching TV and I thought I would have some fun with her. I told her that we needed to talk. But she had to promise me that what we talked about I could never tell anyone. It was then that I questioned her about spying on me when I was fucking Rene. Nancy began saying that she was sorry about the spying but when she heard me fucking Rene and then after she took a peep and she saw how big I was; she told me that it wasn't fair that Mom gave me more freedom than she gave her. Nancy told me that she was a virgin and had been thinking how it would feel to be made love to.
But she said that she wouldn't dare fool around with any boy at school in fear that he would tell everyone he fucked her. My sister was a very beautiful young woman. She stood at 5'7", long black hair, a small waist, full hips, long legs, and titties a guy would die to suck on. I often wondered what it might be like to be buried all the way in her pussy. So I went for broke. I told her that I thought she was a very beautiful girl and that if she and I were lovers, we both couldn't tell others that we were fucking our own family member.
I told her that mom would never think that we were lovers and that since we both lived under the same roof we wouldn't have to go outside of the house to get sex. After I gave my line and reasoning to her, I was surprise to her response: “But we are brother and sister. It would be incest. And what would mom think if she found out?” She didn't say no. I felt that if I played my cards right, I might be the one to take my sister's cherry. Walking up to her I pull my arms around her waist and held her gently. Bringing my mouth to her ear I whispered: “let's pretend that we are just a boy and girl all alone with their parents gone for the night. We'll take it one step at a time, okay? If you want to stop, tell me and I'll stop.”
Nancy nodded her head up and down. I brought my lips to hers and gently planted a soft, sweet, wet angel kiss on her mouth. It seemed that we both opened our mouths at the same time as my tongue explored her warm wet mouth. Passion began to overtake the gentleness and Nancy was soon moaning into my mouth. I slowly began to undress my older sister. Within a few minutes Nancy stood naked in front of me. I brought my lips to her right nipple and gently began to lick and suck on it. I switched from right to left, from left to right. As I licked and sucked on my sister's titties. I ran my hand down to her pussy.
She was super wet. I knew then that I would soon be the first man inside of Nancy.
I was going to take my sister's cherry.
Stepping back I removed all of my clothes. Nancy did what all the girls did when their eyes rested on my cock. I could see apprehension, fear, excitement, and need. Walking back up to her I took her hand and told her to cup my balls. As she held my balls in her small hand I whispered in her ear: “Roll my balls around in your hand Nancy. Be gentle. Fill my balls with my hot cum Nancy.” Picking her up in my arms I carried her to my bedroom. I laid her down on the bed and crawled between her legs. I gently kissed the inside of her thighs working my way to her virgin pussy. Being careful not to scare her. I began licking Nancy's sweet pussy. She was flowing with her goo. I position myself to enter her. “I'll be very careful not to hurt you,” I told her. “But when I get to your cherry, I'm going to have to thrust hard…” Looking into my eyes Nancy said, “I know that you could never hurt me.” Very slowly and gently I began easing my big cock at Nancy's pussy slit. As I concentrated on sliding my big cock inside of my sister's virgin pussy, she was gently nibbling on my nipples. Little by little I slid my thick cock in my sister's tight wet pussy. Then the head of my cock felt Nancy's hymen. Looking into each other's eyes… I pulled almost all the way out of her hot, wet, pussy and then thrust forward with a mighty forward thrust. I just busted my sister's cherry. She dug her finger nails into my back and bite down hard on my shoulder as I buried myself balls deep in her now de-flowered pussy. At that moment I knew that our lives would always be bound. I half moaned and whispered in Nancy ear: “I will never share you with other man Nancy. Your pussy belongs to me. I want to take care of you. Protect you from harm. I want to be the man who will father your babies?” I began to fuck my sister. I fucked her long and hard and then I knew that I was going to cum inside of her. She went, “I love you more than life itself. Yes my darling, my pussy belongs to only you. No man will ever know what it will feel like to be buried in my pussy.” Nancy conceived that night.
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