This story is purely fictional. It contains adult descriptions of teen incest.

If you're not supposed to be here, LEAVE!

This story contains no raunch, no S&M, no B&D, or anything else except loving sex.

Chapter 1 of 6
I was having trouble getting to sleep. Tomorrow would be my 16th birthday and I knew something big was up from all the whispering and knowing looks. My folks were well-to-do and my sister and I had everything we wanted as long as we did not get into trouble and had good grades, which we both did.

I pumped my sister about what she knew until she got a little pissed at me and told me to just shut up and wait. I was hoping for a car but I knew they wouldn't let my sister have a car until she graduated so I didn't think that was realistic.

I was lying in bed idly fondling my half hard dick when my bedroom door opened startling the shit out of me. It was around midnight and that never happened before. My first thought was to be ready to defend myself against an intruder.

As the person moved toward me, there was just enough light from the window that I could see it was my sister. What the fuck? She came over and got in bed with me and said, "I knew you wouldn't be asleep yet. May I come in?" May she come in? Holy shit, yes! She was almost a year and a half older than me and every guy in school had tried at one time or another to get me to introduce him to my sister.

We were close all our lives, but not close enough that I knew if she was fucking any of her boyfriends. She had never gone steady and always played the field so I figured she was doing plenty of experimenting. I was pretty shy and mostly tried to make my mom and dad proud of me, but she was uninhibited and she wore some pretty skimpy clothes around home most of the time. We had a pool, so she wore a lot less at home than when she was out.

She was a good student and didn't seem to have to work hard at it. I had gotten many a hardon when she sat next to me helping me with my homework with our legs touching.

She wrapped her hand around my cock and asked, "What have you got there, brother", as casually as if she was asking the time. She always called me brother. Never,” little brother", which I appreciated. They say no one blushes in the dark, but I could feel my face on fire as she put her hand around my dick which of course I had let go of by this time. "Mmmmmm, nice", she said, "Are you sure you're only fifteen."

"Sixteen, I croaked." It was all I could think of to say.

"It's not midnight yet” , she said. She was teasing me. She had turned on her side and I could feel her tits through her filmy almost-not-there nightgown.

She was not making any serious effort to work on my dick. Her hand rubbed my chest lightly and then returned to my cock and then to my thighs and then to my cock and then gently fondled my balls and then tickled my lips and nose. I didn't know what to do, so I just lay there and tried to relax and enjoy it.

My beautiful sister asked me how I felt. I said, "I feel wonderful, but I am very nervous and I don't know what I should do."

She just snuggled her tits closer to me and said, "Don't worry about doing anything. This is an early birthday present. Try to relax. Well, not too relaxed. Keep that big beautiful cock hard."

She gently touched me all over; my eyes, my ears, my neck. She trailed her hands down my arms, over my chest and down to as much as she could reach of my buttocks. She said, "I know guys don't need much stimulation, but I wanted to show you what a girl likes because it's almost midnight and maybe I'll show you how to return the favor when you're sixteen in a little while. She rolled almost on top of me which was no problem since I am quite a bit bigger than she. She began to kiss me on the lips. Very gently and kind of exploring at first, but it soon became a mutually almost frantic effort as we both heated up.

She asked me if I had jacked off today and I almost freaked out. I never could have expected such a question from her and I just stuttered for a moment and then told her no. Obviously my sister was way more experienced than I knew. She said, "Good. Then the first one won't take long." My mind was reeling. Return the favor? The first one? What could she have in mind?

She licked her way down to my pubes and then very gently and very slowly, agonizingly slowly, she put her mouth around my cock. Oh shit Oh shit. Her warm mouth, her suction action, her tongue. Her mouth moved almost all the way down my cock and back up again. Her tongue moved around the sensitive spot at the base of the head, Down most of my length and back up again, All the while she was making contented mewling sounds as if she was enjoying it as much as I was which I didn't think was possible.

She was right. I couldn't last very long. I told her I was about to cum and she took her hand off my balls and put the length of her thumb along my pucker and pushed hard and wiggled, She made no attempt to put it in, just pressure and motion and I came like I didn't know I could.

Where in hell did she learn that? I didn't even know my asshole was sensitive like that. She took the first shot in her mouth and then let the rest shoot all over my chest and stomach. When I was spent, she put my dick back in her mouth and I told her it was too sensitive. She said, "I know", and she just held it there without any pressure or motion for several moments while I came back to earth.

So many thoughts were fighting for priority in my mind. Why had she done this? Would it ever happen again? Was it a one time birthday thing? How did she know so much about cocks? What now? What was I supposed to do? Then she said, "Happy Birthday, brother. It's after midnight. I'm going to give you another blow job and then I am going to put you to work and see how long you can last. Are you ready to learn?"

All I could say was , "Oh my God, I think so. I hope so." She kissed me and I could taste my cum in her mouth.

End chapter one

From Birthday eve, Chapter 1

I was shocked to find my sister come to my bed and give me a blow job like it was the most natural thing in the world. I could only wonder what was next.

 Chapter 2

I got so carried away telling you about my sister coming to my bed that I didn't tell you anything about me and my family. My father is an architect who works all over the world. He came back from Brazil for my birthday. They say I am the spit and image of him. I hope so.  We have always been a very close family and my father loves deep sea fishing so I have been able to go on many trips with him. His parents, my grandparents, live only about four hours away and my grandfather has gone with us many times.
We see my dad's folks fairly often and they are very active and fit for their age. My mother's parents live half way across the country and we only see them two or three times a year. They are also very active and my other grandfather loves to play golf. My dad is not much interested in golf, but he has talked my grandfather into going fishing with us a couple times and he loved it.

My father has one brother who is an engineer and runs his own construction company. I have been working for him in the summer since I was ten.
My mother has two younger sisters, both of whom are married and have children so I have cousins on my mother’s side. My father's brother has never had children, so I have no cousins on that side.  My folks were in their thirties when my sister and I came along and my cousins are older or the same age as us because my mom's sister's got started having babies earlier than she did.

My mom is a free lance magazine writer and sometimes travels to other countries for research or on assignment. Usually a photographer goes along with her. Either my sister or I get to go along sometimes. Never at the same time, though.

I have been blessed with my father's genes, I guess. I am 6'2" and between working for my uncle in the summer and school sports, I am lean and pretty athletic. My dad also has a fitness center over the garage complete with dry sauna and shower. I wouldn't call him a fitness freak, but he definitely believes in eating right and being fit.

My sister is a certified knockout. She has perfect skin and teeth to go with her to-die-for body.  She is not on a swim team but swims at home all the time and works at it, not just splashing in the pool. She is about a foot shorter than I am with the same blue eyes and not-quite-blond hair. I have to scrub carefully and take care of my skin but her skin is perfect and she is as beautiful without makeup as with it.

Anyhow, back to my birthday night. It was past midnight, and I was officially sixteen. It seemed to make a difference to my sister. She was true to her word and as soon as my cock recovered, which wasn't long, she was all over it again.

This time it seemed like she just wanted me to come, so as she jacked the bottom half of my cock while she sucked on the head, I stiffened my legs and went along with her. Her tongue seemed to be all over the head at once. I could feel it all the way to the top of my head. My scalp was tingling and I know my toes were curling up without any conscious effort on my part.
She had moved so that she was kneeling between my legs and it was hard for me to reach all but her shoulders but she swung her tits so I could feel them on my legs. She picked up the pace on the head of my cock and soon I told her I was getting close. This time she just held her mouth over my dick as I came and  came and came. She seemed to know when the head became sensitive because she stopped working on it and just held it in her mouth.
I couldn't tell if she had swallowed all my jizz or was holding it in her mouth or if it dribbled out. My mind seemed to go blank and I felt like my insides were coming out through my cock.

End chapter 2

From Birthday eve, chapter 1&2
My sister had come to my bed on the eve of my 16th birthday. She gave me my first blow job while I was still fifteen and my second as soon as I was 16. She hinted of other things to come. Since I was inexperienced, I just let her take and lead and see what happened.

 Chapter 3

I guess she must have swallowed my cum. I wasn't sure what to think about that. I had tasted mine a couple of times but didn't much like it.

She asked me if I was tired or if I wanted to learn more. Tired hell! I wasn’t going to take a chance that this might never happen again.  I told her I wanted to learn everything. She joked that the night might not be long enough for that but let’s get started.

She took my hands and put them on her tits and told me to do what I felt was natural.
My sister’s tits seemed to start right under her chin. I sometimes wondered when I saw the other girls at school why their tits seemed to start an inch or two lower than my 

sisters’.

As I rolled her perfect tits around in my big hands, I tweaked her nipples. I could tell from her response that she liked it. I was trying to be a fast learner, but she said, “Gentle, but not that gentle."

So I started to put a little more pressure on her nipples and I could tell she liked that better. Soon she took my hand and moved it to her mound. She wasn't shaved, but obviously she kept it trimmed. She covered my hand and showed me where to put pressure as she rubbed herself with my hand. She soon took her hand away and left it to me to continue rubbing. I could tell by her reaction that I had found a special spot like the spot under the head of my cock. She soon started moaning and arching her hips against my hand.

She was making a lot of noise and I was afraid our folks would hear. They were both in town because it was my birthday.

By now I had one tit in my mouth, one in my hand, and my other hand on her mound where I could tell I had found a very special place. I wondered why women wanted cock in their pussies if the sensitive place was at the outer edge, but now was a time to learn. She was moaning and bucking and I was proud of myself that I had found a way to excite her so quickly. She kept saying my name louder and louder and I was sure my folks would hear but she didn't seem concerned.  All of a sudden, she bucked hard against my hand and at the same time bit my ear hard enough to make me yelp. And then she sighed and went limp back on the bed. She lay there just saying my name for what seemed like a long time.

While she lay there seemingly content, I let my hands roam all over her perfect body. I couldn't get enough. It was all new to me and I wanted everything I could get. When I began to rub her mound again, it was wet and so warm and my cock was stirring again.

She kept saying my name. Oh, Sean. Oh, Sean. Oh, Sean. You are so beautiful. I've wanted to do this for a long time. Well, shit, sis you could have done this a long time ago as far as I was concerned.

She reached for my cock and found it was almost fully hard again. It didn't take long for her warm, wonderful touch to bring it to full erection. She pulled me on top of her by tugging on my dick until I was over her. Holy shit! Was she going to let me fuck her? She took my cock and was rubbing the head of it at the opening to her slit. Damn. Was she just going to tease me? She was wet and so wonderfully warm that soon my cock was well lubricated and she wordlessly guided it to the opening.

My heart was hammering so hard, I thought my whole body was shaking. She guided my dick into her sweet, wonderful pussy but she kept her hand on it as she said, "Take it slow and easy. I want this to last a while."

You want it to last a while. I want it to last forever. I asked her if we shouldn't have a rubber. At least I knew that much. She said, "No, I'm OK." I began to slide into that wonderful place an inch at a time and then back almost out. I was afraid I was going to pass out from the overload of new feelings.

Her pussy engulfed my cock like it was made to fit snugly around it. I could feel the outer petals of her opening each time I pulled back and then I could feel something like ridges as I slid deeper and deeper until our pubic bones were touching.

The first time I hit bottom, I just held there feeling the wholeness of my cock surrounded by the heat of her tight pussy. I used the muscles in my ass to flex my cock inside her and I could feel her using muscles to milk my sensitive dick. I had heard my more experienced friends at school talk about pussy muscles but I thought it was just macho bullshit. Boy was I wrong.

I started a nice slow rhythm sometimes going in all the way, sometimes just part way. I discovered that I could get the most pressure on my "gold spot" as I called it, that sensitive spot under the head, if I just worked short strokes at the entrance.

As I experimented with these new feelings and tried to figure out what worked best for her and me, she just kept saying my name over and over. She told me again how beautiful I was. No one had told me that before and I thought it was too feminine but I wasn't going to be offended just now.

She put her hands on my butt cheeks and began to use pressure there to control the rhythm. She moved her hands near my pucker, but just put pressure there, not trying to put her finger in. She began to signal me to pick up the pace and she said, "Move up as you move in and push against my clit. It took me a few strokes to get the hang of it but soon she was bucking and moaning and shouting my name louder and louder.

I was about to come, when she said, "Stay with me, Sean. Just a little more. That's it. Oooooh. Ooooooh.” I tried to think of pouring concrete for my uncle and what hard unpleasant work it was in order to distract myself, but it didn't work real well and soon I told my sis that I couldn't hold back any longer. I asked her if I should pull out and she said, "You better not." She said, "Come on, Sean, I'm coming. Oh God, Sean, Come with me. Our first time and we're coming together. Oh, Sean. Oh, Sean. Oh, Sean."

End chapter 3

From Chapters 1-3
To say I felt the best I ever had is an understatement to say the least. Not only had I just had my first real fuck, it was with my beautiful sister, the cause of many a hard-on, but she had come at the same time. I was in a state of complete bliss and not a little ego. I had learned so much in less than an hour and I felt suddenly so much more grown up. Whatever birthday present my folks had for me couldn't compare to this.

Chapter 4

My sister only rested for a little while and then asked me if I was ready for the next step. I had jacked off four times in a day before, but I was frankly a little unsure how much more I could handle in a short time. I told her I thought so and anyway wanted to try, maybe just to test myself. She said, "You can handle this. You don't even have to get hard."

Not hard? What then, did she have in mind? She said, "I want you to eat me out. To put your mouth on my pussy, like I did on your cock." I asked her if she didn't want to go to the bathroom first. After all she was full of my cum. She said, "No, once you get started, you'll like it." 

I didn't believe that, and I was hesitant, but she took me by the hair and spread her legs and led me to her pussy. I closed my eyes and tried to close my nose. But, after all, I owed her. How much I owed her couldn't be measured. So I let her lead my mouth to her pussy and she began to tell me where to lick and not just lick but take turns licking and sucking and nipping. She showed me where her clit was and how to concentrate on it. It was getting stiff and standing out so I could find it easily.

I'll be damned! It wasn't unpleasant at all. And as she said, once I got started, I liked it.

Most of her juices and my cum ran down her ass crack but I swallowed some and it wasn't gross, just different than anything I had tasted before. My saliva began to mix with the other juices and soon a small river of our juices was running down her crack and I began to lick up more of it.

Her foot was massaging my cock and soon it was hard again. When my cock was hard, it pulled up against my belly so it exposed the gold spot to her footwork. The harder my cock got, the more I wanted of her pussy and I was slurping and licking and sucking with no further thought of hesitation.

When she had my cock hard again, she said, "If you swing around, I can get your lovely cock in my mouth and you can still work on my clitty." Oh, shit. She was going to put it in her mouth again. Had I died in my sleep and gone to heaven?

It took me about two seconds to shift around where she took just the head in like she was teasing me. But she sucked so hard, I thought she was going to pull the head off. Then she let up and began to focus on the gold spot. After she had me ready to burst, she took it out of her mouth and worked her tongue up and down the length. When she got to the root, she paused long enough to take my balls in her mouth one at a time, and then continued up and down my shaft with a little nip on the gold spot each time.

Meanwhile, it took me a little practice to get the right position and get her clit back in my mouth and work on the rest of her pussy. I just wanted to look at it for a while. I could tell that I was going to last longer this time, so I began to get comfortable and experiment a little bit.

The river of juices running down her crack had lubricated her ass and now I was in a position to get my hands on her ass cheeks. I began to massage her ass cheeks, all the while working my fingers closer to her pucker. She made no effort to discourage me and even seemed to like it.

In this 69 position, my nose was right at her asshole and I was surprised that there was no unpleasant odor. In my inexperience, it seemed I kept expecting the worst.

Since her ass was so well lubricated, and she was working closer to my pucker as she sucked me, I began to put a finger gently at her asshole and work it around. She moved her ass in way that I understood she liked it. I soon put my finger in and began a fucking motion. She moaned around my cock and wiggled her ass. I realized that one finger had slipped in easily so I boldly tried two fingers. It didn’t seem to make her uncomfortable and I soon had three fingers in her ass.

All the while I was slobbering on her pussy and her ass crack was wet so my fingers slipped in easily. She took my cock out of her mouth long enough to say, “Just a little more, Sean. Keep doing that.” I moved my fingers in and out of her ass while I sucked and licked on her pussy and especially her clit. She started  bucking hard against my mouth and put one hand on my head while she put her thumb in my ass.

That did it. I couldn’t hold out any longer. She took my cock out of her mouth and jacked me off all the while encouraging me to suck her pussy. By this time I didn’t need any encouragement. I knew I had found a place I wanted to stay. Mouth, cock, whatever, I wanted to stay there forever.

w. Some got in my nostrils and I had to pull away or drown. I still had a lot to learn.

She jacked me off all over her tits this time instead of keeping it in her mouth like before. I had never made myself come a fourth time like she did. It seemed as intense and made as much cum as the first time.

As she relaxed, she scooped some of my cum off her tits and licked it off her fingers all the while smiling at me. She then scooped up some and tried to put it in my mouth but I turned away. She told me to taste it. After all, I already had some out of her pussy. After all this, I didn’t want to argue with her so I kind of licked her finger a little bit.

She then scooped up the last of it and put it in her mouth. Good, it’s all gone. Then she grabbed my hair and pulled my face to hers, kissed me and transferred some of my cum to my mouth. I was hooked. I just kept kissing her, cum or no cum, I wanted to kiss forever this lovely woman, my sister, who had come to my bed and made me a man.
End Chapter 4 
From Chapters 1-4
My older sister had gotten in my bed for the first time on the eve of my 16th birthday and after two blow jobs, a fuck and another blow job, all for my first time.

Chapter 5

 My sis went into my private bathroom and got a warm washcloth, and a towel and cleaned us up.

She kept telling me how wonderful I was and complimented my cock and my technique. What technique? I had always been extremely shy and all I could say was, "Thanks, Sis, you're pretty fine yourself."

As we lay there and held hands and kissed and touched and made small talk, mostly about my birthday, It was almost as if I could feel some of my shyness falling away.

Holy Shit! I never even told you my sister's name. My mother is French Canadian and named my sister after her aunt Angelique. Mom calls her Angelique, Dad calls her Angie, and I've called her Angel ever since I learned to talk. So it stuck. She was Angel to me and after tonight, that wasn’t going to change.

Finally I was able to form some coherent words. I told my sister how great I felt and thanked her for the birthday present, and told her how beautiful and wonderful she was. She replied, teasingly, “I thought you wanted to learn it all. Are you ready to give up?” She saw me roll over and look at the clock. It was 1:30 A.M. She was still teasing me. “Well, if it’s too late for you, I’ll just go back to bed.”

I held her tighter, kissed her face, nuzzled her neck and tits and rubbed her ass. I was learning how sensitive asses could be. She just made contented sounds without saying anything. She had one hand on the back of my neck and just ran her finger through my hair and rubbed my neck. Her other hand seemed to be all over. She sure liked to play with my ass. Not that I was complaining. I was glad I was squeaky clean.

After a time, I began to feel my dick stirring again, not hard, but like it was getting ready. So many new sensations in so short a time. My sister, my Angel, seemed to sense it like she had some radar. She began to stroke my cock and then put her mouth on it again until I wondered if there was a fuse in me someplace that was going to blow.

When she had my cock hard as a brick again, she asked me if I was ready to try something else. Something else? We had sucked each other and fucked. What else was there? But I said, “I think you’ve got me ready. I think I could move furniture with that thing.”

She said,“ I bet you could, but that’s not what I had in mind.” She told me to get on hands and knees which I obediently did. Whatever she wanted. She moved behind me and very slowly and very gently spread my ass cheeks and began to lick my asshole.

Was there no end to her list of surprises? I jumped at first, but quickly settled back and began to enjoy her tongue explore my pucker. She worked at it for a few minutes until she actually had her tongue in my ass. By that time I was as hard as ever I had been.

She asked me if I was ready to do that for her or if I needed more time. I admitted that I thought I needed more time to get used to all these new things. She said that was OK, she understood.

She then handed me some KY jelly and told me to use my hand to get her asshole well lubed since I wasn’t ready to use my tongue there. I had mixed emotions. I wanted to give her as good as she gave me, but I just wasn't ready for some of the things that seemed casual to her.

I used the jelly to lubricate her pucker one finger at a time until I had three fingers working her ass thoroughly. I was mad at myself that I couldn't just relax and be as uninhibited as she was, but I couldn't yet.

After I had worked three fingers in her for a few minutes, she said, "OK, big boy, put your lovely dick in there. I wasn't sure I heard right. She wanted me to put my cock in her ass? As I hesitated, she said, "Come on, handsome, fuck my ass with your big wonderful cock. I didn't think my cock was either big or wonderful, but if she wanted me to put it in her ass, I was going to do her bidding.

She kept encouraging me. "Come on, bro, I want to give you my virgin ass." I was so horned up, I was only half listening. I forced the head of my cock in her ass and she clamped on it like a vise. She said, "Just hold it there for a minute. I need to get used to it.

Only then did it fully dawn on me that she said she was giving me her virgin ass.

Her ass was so hot and so tight that I wasn't sure whether she was going to burn the head of my cock off or pinch it off.

Her ass felt different than her pussy, but I couldn't say one was better, just different. She squirmed for a few minutes, muttering about it hurting some, then she told me to fuck her just like I did her pussy. By now, I was working on my fifth come and for the first time in my life I felt like I could take time to control and enjoy, not just hurry and squirt.

I slowly worked my cock into her ass as she rotated and worked her ass back against me. As we both got used to it, I began to pick up a rhythm that she matched and soon we were both sweating and grunting and it seemed like each of us was trying to get the other one off first.

I reached around her and found her clit with my big hand and began to rub as she moved back like she was trying to get more of her ass around my cock. As I found her clit she hunched against my hand and began to just repeat my name again and again. I felt strong. I felt worldly. I felt like I was in some level of control. I felt wonderful.

Then, just as I felt like I had some control, here it came. I couldn’t stop it. I just said, “Sis, I’m going to come. I can’t help it.”

She said, “Come on, my wonderful brother, keep your hand there. I’m with you.” I asked her for the second time tonight if I should pull out and she said, “No, no, no. Just keep your hand there. Oh, yesss, that’s it, come with me, bro, come now.”

I was over the edge and I pumped what seed I could muster in her wonderful tight, hot, virgin ass as she clamped on me and hissed my name.

I don’t know how long we lay there snuggling, kissing, fondling, telling each other how wonderful the other was.

End Chapter 5

 From Chapters 1-5
My sister, my Angel, shared my bed for the first time just before midnight on my 16th birthday. I came 5 times in the next two hours. Three in her mouth, once in her pussy and once in her ass. Then I fell asleep. Now mom was waking me up and acting like she could smell something in my bedroom.

Chapter 6
It wasn't unusual for mom to tell me to throw my bed linens in the laundry on a Friday morning, but there seemed to be some significance in the way she said it today. Or was it my imagination?

She told me to shave and shower and come to breakfast. I didn't have that much to shave, but she liked me to be well groomed.

She was taller than my sister, but I still had a good eight inches on her. I chuckled at the thought of the half-assed funny I had made.

I shaved and showered as quickly as I could. I put on some snug black pants I had never worn before and a ruffled white shirt and even a spritz of cologne.

My hair is medium length and I don't comb it. I just run my fingers through it and let it lay where it lays. It has a little curl, so I really don't have to work on it. I was never one to have every hair in place, anyway.

When I hit the kitchen, my mom took one look at me and said, "What's this? Sixteenth birthday and suddenly you're Mr. Stud? I thought you didn't like those pants because they were too tight. Now you want to show off your buff bod."

I know I turned beet red. I never could handle personal teasing. But I noticed that it passed quickly and rather than being uncomfortable for a long time, I was thinking of some clever and witty comebacks. That was unusual for me and I didn’t really say anything. But just the fact that I had thought of them kind of excited me and made me feel more adult.

Mom set my plate in front of me and kissed my cheek - a little longer than usual - or was it my imagination? She ruffled my hair like she often did and then said. “Even perfume, today. What are you planning?” 

I said, “It’s not perfume, mom. It’s just called scent. Is it too strong?” I didn’t use it often and wasn’t sure how much to use.

She said, “No, I didn’t notice it until I kissed you, so it’s OK." She didn’t say “kissed your cheek.’ She said, “Kissed you.” What the hell was I thinking? Why was I trying to put some extra meaning in everything she said? Was this a byproduct of sex with my sister? Was I going to think like this all the time?

My sister came in then, in one of her too-skimpy outfits but mom just gave her a disapproving look. They had had some arguments in the past over the way my sister dressed but made a truce when my sister, my Angel, agreed with mom not to go out in general public like that. Damn, she made up for it at home, though.

I am not a big eater despite my size and my mother had made everything she could think of that I might like for my birthday breakfast. So after eating most of what I wanted, I toyed with the rest of it mostly to please mom, but holy Jesus, there was my sister across from me leaving little to the imagination and just starting to eat.

Suddenly, I could feel her toes on my leg just above my ankle. How fast can you say boner? Holy shit. If my mom came near my side of the table she couldn't miss it in the tight pants I was wearing.

After my sis had a few bites, she said, "What's with the getup, stud? I thought you didn't like those clothes. Stand up and turn around so I can see how you look."

Dammit, Angel you know damn well I can't stand up right now. I couldn't figure out how to move my cock down along my leg and stay there without making it obvious to mom. And I wasn't really used to Angel being this way either. On the other hand, if mom weren't there, I just might have strutted my stuff for my sister.

In a few short hours she had turned me from a painfully shy boy into practically a man of the world. I could already feel some of my discomfort with girls falling away. Suddenly I wanted to learn how to kiss. Although my sister didn't complain about my kissing last night. Maybe I'd even learn how to dance.

I hesitantly asked my sister what she was going to do today. She said, "In case you've forgotten, stud, we are going to school this morning and mom has arranged with the school for us to have the afternoon off."

Was that all she was going to call me from now on? I told her, ”S-e-a-n is pronounced Shawn, not Stud.”

She laughed and said, "You're going to have to change your name, then". All the while she was rubbing my leg under the table. I knew if I slouched down in my chair, she would rub my cock and in about fifteen seconds or less, I would make a mess of my trousers.

I was still digesting all this. Yesterday I was so shy I wouldn't think of rubbing a girl's tits for fear of being in big trouble one way or another. Now I wanted to start comparing one pussy to another. It was just wishful thinking, of course. I couldn't overcome being so terribly shy that quickly, but at least now I knew that the day would come when I would look in the mirror and say, "Hello, Stud."

I wondered how long it would take. Would Angel help me learn or was last night just a one time birthday present.

Mom‘s voice broke through my reverie, "Come, on, Sean! What are you daydreaming about? You'll be late for school. And you'd better be a little more careful roughhousing with the dogs. It looks like one of them bit your ear."

My sister snickered and winked at me.

I knew even half a day was going to be a long, long one.

End --- or not. This first time writer won't bother if no one cares.
