First Moves 1
Laura.

I was babysitting.  

There had been no previous consideration of anything untoward happening.  Not a thought of impropriety.  It just wasn’t an issue.  I was simply helping out.  

Me: the 35 year old unmarried best friend of Jack and Mary.  

Laura : their 5 year old daughter.  

David: their 3 year old son. 

Both asleep upstairs.

Mary, in full party attire, had brought the kids over to me at around 6.00 pm, and, with a quick farewell and “behave yourselves”, had rushed off to pick Jack up for the party which was destined to go on into the small hours.  She assured me that she would be back early in the morning to collect them.  
“Thanks again” she called, smiling as she trotted to her car.

“No problem” I called after her, “anytime”.

As Mary drove off, I turned back into the house glancing in on the kids who were engrossed in an animated DVD.  To be fair they were no trouble at all.  Mary had left enough pre-prepared food to keep them happy for a week, so at 8.30 I just told them “time for bed” and with a little bit of play fighting and childish banter got them to wash their hands and faces, have a pee, put their pyjamas (I had to help David a little) and nightie (Laura managed unaided) on, and get into bed.

We had discussed options and preferences on who wanted to sleep where, and the easy outcome was that they both got their preference - David was in a small single bed in the box room, Laura on a camp bed on the floor in my room.

I left them for about twenty minutes to drop off to sleep before I went for my shower.  I looked through their slightly open doors as I passed to make sure they were sleeping.  All seemed well.
I cracked a cold beer, knocked it back pretty quick, and with one half of my mind on the televised football game coming up, headed for the shower.

I remember it was a good shower, enjoyable, I felt pleasure in the hot water on my skin and I took my time with the soap and shampoo.  Maybe there was something in my unconscious mind that already knew what was going to happen, maybe even wanted it, and was preparing accordingly.

Having dried myself off, I wrapped the towel around me and crept into my room where Laura was sleeping.  I needed clean jogging pants from the bottom of my wardrobe and so had to kneel (quietly) beside Laura’s bed to reach them.  I tried to open the door as quietly as possible but inevitably there was a creak, followed by another creak.  In the half light from the bedroom door I saw Laura stir a little, and her eyes flickered open.

“What are you doing?” she murmured

I felt a surge of adrenalin through my body.  If the light had been any brighter I’m sure I would have been red from head to toe.  I felt as though I had just been caught in some heinous act.
Why did I feel so guilty?

I had done nothing wrong.

“Just getting some clean pants” I whispered back.

“Why aren’t you wearing pants?” she continued, still sleepy.

“I’ve just had a shower” I replied, and continued to rummage in the wardrobe.  I leaned forward to concentrate my efforts and get out of there as quickly as possible but in doing so the towel slipped from my waist and left me naked and kneeling in the half light.  For a brief moment I was paralysed – I just didn’t know what to do or what I wanted to do, although Laura had given me no reason to think I should do anything other than cover myself up, get my pants and leave – and in that moment, any further decisions were taken from me.  I heard a creak as Laura sat up in her bed and, without apparently pausing to think, she leaned across to me, said “I’m going to tickle your willy” and instantly clutched my cock in her tiny fist.
I know I should have moved; I should have gently told her that it was wrong to do that then let her innocently go to sleep; but I didn’t.

I was galvanised.  Blood rushed through my body.  My heart was pounding.  My cock grew in her hand.

For a brief instant I was afraid she would be horrified and scared, but instead she giggled and squeezed it as it became swollen.

God, this was wrong, so wrong.  I should move.  Stop.  Do something.

But I was loving it.  It was beautiful.  I hadn’t (consciously) realised before, but I wanted this.

As I remained kneeling there, her small fingers started to explore.  She felt along the length of my cock, caressing the shaft, stroking the swollen end, inquisitively feeling.

I dared to glance down and watch the fantastic spectacle of her little fingers weaving their magic.

She sensed my movement, and, without letting go, looked up at me, a huge grin across her face.

With difficulty I quietly said “that’s very naughty you know, how would you feel if I did that to you”?
Without hesitation she replied “go on then” and, with her free hand, threw back her bedclothes.

Her nightdress had ridden up above her waist and she was wearing nothing underneath it.  Still grinning broadly, and with a mischievous glint in her eye, she thrust her legs wide apart showing me her beautiful bare vulva, her gorgeous tight slit revealed completely for me, and she repeated “go on then, tickle it”.

She was still stroking my swollen cock (I had a momentary fear that I would be leaking precum over her fingers) but my eyes were glued to her body.  At that moment it seemed the most beautiful thing I had ever seen, and although I knew this was so, so wrong I joyously allowed the temptation to overwhelm and consume me.

As if with a mind of it’s own, my hand slowly reached out towards her, so eager but so restrained, savouring the anticipation of touching her soft skin.  Closer and closer my fingers came to her and then, at last, my fingertips came into contact with her - low down on her little belly.

I nearly orgasmed on the spot but luckily she had stopped moving her fingers on my cock and had just gripped it firmly as I touched her.  

I glanced at her face.  She was still smiling but her face seemed a little flushed and as I started to stroke a little lower she bit her bottom lip, closed her eyes and raised her hips slightly, apparently encouraging me to carry on.
My eyes reverted to gazing at her body watching my fingers slowly and gently stroking down to her wonderful little cunt.  

And then, finally, I was there.  I was touching her lips.  I could feel her perfectly smooth slit.  It was fantastic.  Perfect.  Bliss.  Oh my God, oh my God….
