What Karen learned on the way to the Kitchen

By Alex Mins

Karen Halidy could still remember when the Dysons had moved in across the street from her.  She was 6 years old, living in a neighbourhood with no other children around, so when she saw the moving van approach and a little girl sitting in the back seat, she was ecstatic.  Karen quickly introduced herself to Rebecca Dyson, who was also 6, and they became great friends.  Becky lived with her mother and older brother; her father had left them shortly after she was born.  Karen’s parents became great friends with Becky’s mom, and the two girls used this to their every advantage.  They were enrolled in the same all girl’s school together, in the same classes, and took the same school bus home.  Rebecca would come and swim in Karen’s pool, and Karen would sleep over at Rebecca’s house.  The two were inseparable.  Karen was blonde, adventurous and very physical, while Becky was quieter, with dark black hair.  It was always Karen who came up with the ideas, and Becky who followed along.

It happened soon after Karen had turned 12.  She was just starting to hit puberty – her breasts hadn’t started growing, but she had spotted a few wispy blonde hairs growing right above her pussy.  Still, her mind had not started to turn towards boys.  That night, Karen went for another sleepover at Becky’s house.  In the middle of the night, she woke suddenly out of a confusing dream.  Becky was sound asleep, and Karen decided not to wake her.  Instead, she crawled out of her sleeping bag and softly tiptoed out of the room and down the hallway to get herself a drink.  She glanced at the clock on the wall as she passed.  It was almost three in the morning, and the windows gave her enough light to make her way towards the kitchen.  As she approached the main room, she started to notice flickerings of light and low, soft noises ahead of her.  Instantly, she thought of the break-ins that had been reported the past few weeks on the next block.  She had heard her parents talking about it, and now, as the noises got louder, she wasn’t sure whether to keep going, or go back and wake up Becky or her brother.  She kept walking, now moving silently, creeping along the wall, until she was able to peek around the corner and into the main room.

Becky’s brother Nick was sitting in on the couch, watching television.  Karen had never liked Nick – he was six years older than the two girls were, and so never really talked with them at all.  She couldn’t remember him saying a single nice word to her in the 6 years she had known the family.  Now, Nick was 18, just finished high school.  All this flashed through Karen’s mind as she took in the sight of Nick sitting naked on the couch, watching what sounded like a porn movie.  Karen would’ve turned to see what he was watching, but she was transfixed.  She was staring at the massive thing between Nick’s legs that was standing straight up, shining in the low light.  She had never seen a man naked before; there were no boys at her school and none in the neighbourhood besides the old men who never left their houses.  Her only contact with men before was with her father and Nick, and she had never seen either of them naked before, until now.  Nick’s cock was staggering – she couldn’t understand it – she knew men and women were different, but no one had told her about this.  As her mind reeled trying to take all it all in, Nick brought his hand to the head of his cock and started slowly moving it down, forcing the foreskin off the head.  As soon as his bright purple cock-head appeared from behind his hand, Karen felt a twinge of pain – or not quite pain – between her legs.  Without taking her eyes off of Nick’s slow strokes, she gently stuck her hand under her nightshirt and probed the spot that had twinged.  Her fingers pressed deeper between her legs until she slid her finger into her tight pussy.  The twinge of pain came back, stronger, only it wasn't anything like pain now.  She pressed her finger deeper, trying to get at that itchy spot deep inside her young cunt, her eyes fixed on Nick as he started to pump his hand up and down on his long shaft.  Karen was feeling more and more desperate – the deeper she dug into her pussy, trying to find that spot, the more that delicious feeling washed over her.  She stuck another finger in while her other hand came down between her legs and started rubbing the edges of her pussy lips.  Nick’s hand was moving faster now, and his cock was getting even bigger than it had been, but now Karen cared more about this burning itching feeling that kept welling up more and more the more she dug into herself.  By now she had two fingers pistoning in and out of her reddening cunt as her other hand rubbed frantically around between her legs, her eyes still fixed on Nick as he pumped harder and harder on his cock.  The feelings between her legs were building to a level higher than she could bear; at any moment she might cry out from the joy of it.  Suddenly, out of nowhere, Nick gave a low groan, and a thick stream of white shot out of the tip of his penis.  Karen was so shocked by the sudden explosion she stopped moving her hands and gasped at the sticky stream of goo that was pooling on a towel at Nick’s feet.  To her horror, Nick suddenly looked up, right in her direction.  She hid behind the wall, certain that he’d seen her, but there was no noise from inside the room.  She breathed a silent sigh of relief and started going back to her bed.  She knew Nick would have to clean up the mess he had made, but she had stayed too long, and the last thing she needed was to be caught.  Still, the feeling between her legs was still there, and she desperately wanted to find something long enough to stick deep inside the folds of her pussy to reach that itchy spot at the very back that her fingers couldn’t touch.  She returned to her room and crawled into the sleeping bag, Becky still asleep and oblivious beside her.  She couldn’t sleep.  All she could think about was how much she wanted to touch herself and get that beautiful feeling again.  It was almost killing her not to do something.  Finally, when she could bear it no more, she reached down and pressed a finger against her pussy lips again.  She was about to push it in, when she heard a noise from the doorway.  She rolled over slightly and caught a glimpse of Nick standing in the doorway.  For a moment she was terrified he had caught her, but she just lay still and feigned sleep.  After a pause, Nick moved from the doorway and stood between the two girl’s beds, looking down at them.  Karen waited until all was quiet, and then opened her eyes a tiny crack.

Above her, she could see Nick.  He was still naked, looking down at her, and he was moving his hand up and down on his cock.  She noticed that it was much smaller now, but that as he rubbed it, it started to grow bigger.  Karen had no idea why Nick was doing this – did he want to see her?  Did he feel the same way looking at her, as she did when she had watched him stroking his cock?  She decided to see for herself.  She was wearing a regular sized t-shirt, so if she could push the sleeping bag down far enough, and if she put her arms above her head, the shirt might just ride up enough. Still pretending to sleep, she turned and pushed off the sleeping bag from her, down to her waist, and raised her arms above her head, pulling the t-shirt up with it.  She could hear a sharp gasp, and opened her eyes a crack.  Nick was staring at her exposed belly, where a few wisps of hair were starting to sprout above her pussy.  She watched as he knelt down beside her bed, still stroking his cock, which was huge now, bigger than before.  He was staring at her exposed skin, so she wriggled up a bit in the bed and spread her legs slightly.  She could feel cool open air on her pussy lips, and knew that Nick could see her tiny cunt.  He was breathing heavily now, and she watched through squinting eyes as he leaned forward, bringing his face near to her pussy.  She could feel his breathing on her cunt.  The itchy feeling was almost more than she could bear.  Suddenly, she felt something press against her cunt.  She opened her eyes wider, trying to see what he was doing without scaring him off.  She could see one of his hands between her legs, while the other one kept steadily stroking at his massive cock.  Now Karen could feel Nick’s finger pressing against her cunt, pressing harder, until it popped inside.  Instantly the wonderful feeling came back, better than ever, as Nick sunk his finger deeper into her pussy.  She could feel it moving deep into her, but then it stopped, before it reached that spot, at the very back, that was driving her mad with the agony of not being able to relieve the pressure.  There had to be something that could fill up her cunt completely, Karen thought, as she tried to control her breathing.  Nick slowly pulled his finger out of her cunt and brought it to his mouth, licking the juices off it.  Karen couldn’t wait to see what he would do next.  Nick stood, looking down at Karen’s half-nude body, then over at his sister’s bed.  Then his gaze came back to Karen, and he took hold of the zipper on the sleeping bag.  Silently, he pulled down the zipper and lifted the sleeping bag off of Karen’s body, exposing her entire body.  In response, she wriggled in what she hoped was a sleepy way, and spread her legs out even farther apart, exposing her cunt to Nick’s wide eyes.  He seemed to move like he was in a dream, as he climbed onto the bed and knelt between Karen’s legs.  She watched him through the slits of her eyes as he lowered his penis down towards her pussy.  Suddenly it all made sense.  The only thing that could truly satisfy her was that thick, massive cock, driving all the way into her pussy.  She had to have it, deep inside her.  Nick lowered himself over Karen’s body, still not touching her, until his cock was directly in line with Karen’s pussy.  The tension was overwhelming, and all the wonderful feelings she had been experiencing started building in her body.  She could feel them getting stronger and stronger as Nick’s cock came closer and closer.  And then, suddenly, she felt his cock bump against her pussy.  It only brushed against it, but that was all it took, as a wave of pleasure washed over Karen.  She could feel her pussy gripping at air, trying to grab Nick’s thick cock and pull it inside of her.  She couldn’t stop a tiny little squeal from escaping her lips as her hips raised slightly and pushed back against Nick’s cock.  

Seeing the preteen girl orgasm, supposedly in her sleep, was too much for Nick.  His shaft suddenly started jerking, and to Karen’s delight, the thick white syrup shot out of his cock and splashed onto her stomach.  Another shot landed squarely on her t-shirt, while the third blast flew up and hit her on the chin, dribbling down onto her neck and shoulders and onto the pillow.  Nick just sat there gasping for breath as he blasted his cum all over Karen’s 12-year old body.  Karen was in heaven, as the milky fluid splattered onto her body.  Finally, Nick’s cock stopped spurting and he looked with horror at the little girl in front of him, covered with his own sperm.  Karen felt a towel lightly rubbing her skin as Kurt desperately tried to clean up some of the mess.  Deciding she wanted to keep the feeling on her skin for longer, she turned onto her side away from Nick.  She waited there, until she finally felt him drape the sleeping bag over her body and slip out the door.

All Karen could think about was how badly she needed to feel Nick’s cock inside her pussy, filling her deepest places.  She couldn’t bear to go on much longer without feeling that way again, and she knew she wouldn’t feel like that until she had Nick’s rod buried inside her cunt.  She would have to seduce him.  She eventually fell asleep, the image of Nick’s huge cock stuck in her head.

The next morning, when Karen awoke, Nick had already gone to work.  She showered the dried cum off her while thinking of the best way to get Nick to fuck her.  She said nothing to Becky about the night’s adventures, but ran home and started planning the next move.  She finally figured out the perfect plan: that Sunday, when her parents went to church, she would feign sickness and stay home alone.  She would call Becky and say that she had forgotten something at her house.  Becky and her mother always went to church Sunday mornings, but Nick always stayed home, so he would be sent to return it.  Once he arrived, there was no way it could go wrong.  

The week waiting for Sunday was the longest week of Karen’s life.  She could hardly bear seeing Nick before then, so she avoided him, which wasn’t that difficult, as he was definitely avoiding her.  When Sunday finally came, she had everything set.  Her parents gave her their sympathy and drove off.  She picked up the phone and, with fingers trembling, dialed Becky’s number.

“Hi Becky, its me.  I think I left some books over there.  Do you think you could get Nick to bring them over?”

“Oh, didn’t you know, Kar?  Nick left for College this morning.  He’s going out of state, so he’ll be gone all year.  He won’t be back til’ April.”

The colour drained out of Karen’s face.  It was just the end of August now, and Nick would be gone until April.  She wouldn’t get a chance to see and touch and feel and . . . and taste . . . that cock, until April.  She didn’t know if she could manage it.  She thanked Becky, hung up the phone, and drove her fingers wildly into her cunt in frustration.  She would have to be patient.  She could make it . . . she would have to.

