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---------------------------------------------------------


"If you are in doubt whether to kiss a pretty girl or not,


give her the benefit of the doubt." -  Peter Ustinov


---------------------------------------------------------





Stolen Kisses


by Dafney Dewitt





They were fully engaged.  





Yes, that was the way Charlie liked to think of it.  


He avoided harsh sexual terms.  He rarely swore.  


The only four letter words he liked were "love", 


"boob", and "kiss".





He was taking her.  He pushed into her feeling the 


heat engulf him.  His hands carressed her breasts.  


He moved forward smelling her hair.





"Kiss me," he whispered pushing his lips toward hers.


She twisted her head away from him. He tried again.


She turned her head to the other side.  





Charlie was at a loss.  He had her.  He had taken


her totally, and now she was refusing him this last 


small pleasure.  What more could he do?





He looked to his mother for help.  Without letting


go of the ropes holding her to the bed, his mother 


twisted her daughter's nipple.





"Kiss him" she hissed.





She kissed him.





"Put your tongue into it," his mother urged. 


She tongued him until Charlie burst inside her.





A short time later, his sister committed suicide.  


Charlie continued to assault girls, but he never 


became fully engaged again.  He started and 


ended with kisses.  The middle was empty.





It was stolen kisses forever.
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