
Can I Stay Here, Uncle Peter?
by DirtyDog27

  Do you ever read one of these stories and figure that they could never happen in real life?  That's what I thought until I received a phone call from my sister one day........

“Hello?”

“Hey, Peter this is Ellen.  How are you doing?”

“Fine.  What's happening?”  I really meant what are you calling me for.  My sister Ellen is one of those people that only call if they need something.  Usually involving money other some other favor.  The last time we talked was 5 years before at our Father's funeral.

“Well, you remember Sarah don't you?”

“Yeah, I remember her.  How's she doing?”

“She's doing fine except she has a little problem.  Well. not so little really.  She's just had a baby girl.  Now, she's been staying here for the last few months but my new husband doesn't want her around.  She's always causing problems and it's tearing us apart.“

“What do you expect me to do about it?  I suppose I could talk to her or something.“  The last time I saw my niece at the funeral she was only 9 years old.  That would make her only 14 now.  I wondered what had happened to the sweet little 9 year old that had turned her into a mother at 14.

“No, talking won't do any good.  What I'd like is to have her stay with you until she gets herself together or whatever.“

“Well............., How about you bringing her down here so she and I can talk and we'll see what we can work out?“

“That's perfect!  We'll all be down Saturday around lunchtime.“

The morning before they arrived I straightened the house and tried to remember some of the little things about Sarah.  Of course at the last time I saw her she was only a sweet 9 year old girl I figured not much would have changed in the last five years.  She had been just starting to blossom into a beautiful adolescent with long blond hair that she always seemed to wear in a single ponytail.  With her perpetual smile and cornflower blue eyes she was the perfect picture of innocence.  Her sense of humor had always made me laugh and her interest in what I did for a living was refreshing.

I am an author.  I write stories and publish them online to a members only website.  The only stories she knew about at the time were about kittens and puppies and fairy tale princesses.  What I really wrote were adult short stories about sexual fantasies and fetishes.  I wasn't getting rich, but I made enough that I hadn't had a real job in the last 10 years.  Which was great because I could pretty much work whenever I wanted.

DING DONG

I went to open the door.

“Hey, Peter!  Sarah is getting Shelly out of her car seat and will be right in.  She's a little nervous about seeing you for some reason so please be nice.“

Just then I saw her walking up onto the front porch.  She was a vision of pure and innocent beauty that only a young teenage girl can show to the world.  And the little beauty she was carrying was as cute as a button and looked just like her mother at that age.

“Hello Uncle Peter”, she looked slightly apprehensive when she spoke, “ This is your great-niece Shelly.”

“How are you?  Come on in.  Have you all eaten lunch yet?“

As we walked into the living room and got ourselves settled I had a chance to see Sarah a little better.  She still had her long blonde hair worn in the single braid I remembered.  Her eyes were still the same cornflower blue that took your breath away but there the similarity ended.  She had matured into a lovely girl or rather mother and still looked like an innocent child.  Although looking at her holding her daughter I realized that the look of sweet innocence was somewhat deceptive.

“So how have you been Sarah?  I haven't heard from you since your last Christmas card you sent me.“

“Well”, she said with a little smile, “there have been a few things happening that I haven't told you about.“

“Ok, let's start with letting me hold that beautiful daughter of yours while you tell me a little bit about what's been going on.“

With a the big proud smile of a mother she let me hold Shelly.  

“Well, about 2 years ago I started to really mature to the point where the boys took notice.  Then I met Ben.“   As she said this she had a kinda happy sad smile.  “He was older, in High School, and invited me to a party.  There I was a little twelve year old girl being invited to a High School party.  I was flattered and said yes before I even thought about it.  That night at the party I got my first kiss and it was wonderful!  Over the next few weeks we saw each other almost every day at first just kissing and holding hands, that sort of thing you know.“  She looked at me like she really wanted me to understand what she had felt.

I nodded and asked her what happened next.

“There was another party, this one at somebodies house.  Their parents were gone for the weekend and it was going to be something special.  Or at least that was what Ben told me.  There were about a hundred kids there, mostly teenagers.  They had a keg and a couple of bottles of Tequilla.   Ben brought me some beer and we walked around the party for awhile just talking to his friends and each other.  After my second beer I was feeling a little dizzy so I went to the living room to sit for awhile.  I must have dozed off because the next thing I knew Ben and another guy were carrying me to the bedroom.  At first I didn't mind Ben laying there with me, just holding me, caressing me.  He slowly unbuttoned my shirt and started kissing me.  First my lips and then my neck.  My stomach felt strange, kind of like a little tickling tingle.  By the time he started to remove my bra my skin was feeling warm.  When his lips......“

At this she looked up at me, her face flushed, and smiled.  It was at that moment that I felt myself looking at her more like a woman than my niece.

“It was more than I...  Anyway, after that Ben stopped talking to me and I just felt confused and lonely.  Later I found out that Ben had set me up as a party favor for his friends,  it wasn't Ben's lips that....“

Embarrassed, she looked away for a moment and then back to me.

“It seemed like that was the only kind of guys I met after that.  Guys that just wanted to use me.  Then one day I missed my period and I knew that I was in trouble.  I never thought anything like that could happen to me.  Thirteen and pregnant,  I didn't know what to do.“

She looked at me strangely, like she wanted me to understand, like she wanted me to   forgive her.

I looked at my sister, she had a disgusted look on her face.  I love my sister but she could be a stone cold bitch.  Probably the reason she was on her fourth husband

“Well, Sarah, you can stay here as long as you want.  I have plenty of room and besides, what is family for.“

The smile on her face and look on relief was worth everything and anything I could do to make her feel like she mattered.

The next day they came by early in the morning with all of Sarah's and Shelly's things.  Ellen left so fast after unloading that she barely said good-bye.  I gave Sarah the room across the hall from mine which let her have the room next to it for Shelly.  She really didn't have much in the way of baby gear so that afternoon we went to the store and bought a crib and stroller along with some more of the basic stuff you need to raise a baby.  By then it was getting late so instead of cooking I ordered pizza and we just talked a little about this and that until I saw her yawning.  

“Good night Sarah.  I'm an early riser, but you sleep as late as you want and I'll see you in the morning.“  As I leaned down to kiss her cheek she threw her arms around me and 
hugged me.

“Thank you, Uncle Peter, I.....”

I could hear the sob in her voice and I just held her a moment before I said. “That's ok Sarah tomorrow starts another day, and I'll be here for you from now on.“  With that I went to bed to a restless night's sleep.

I had heard Shelly crying a couple of times during the night but Sarah got up to feed her and she went right back to sleep.

I got up before the sun and went into the kitchen to start the coffee.   I went to the bathroom to wash my face and brush my teeth while the coffee was brewing and got myself ready for the day.  By the time I finished dressing I smelled something cooking and I knew Sarah was awake too.  When I got to the kitchen there she was wearing an oversize shirt cooking breakfast.  She turned around and smiled at me.

“Good morning, Uncle Peter.  There's a cup of coffee on the table, have a seat.  Breakfast will be ready in a minute.“

I sat down and fixed my coffee while Sarah cooked and talked.

“I hope we didn't disturb you last night.  Shelly's a good girl but she still wants to be fed 2 or 3 times a night.“

I watched her as she talked and cooked.  Her hair was down and she had a certain glow about her as she made breakfast.  The shirt came down to just below her white panties so that I could got a glimpse whenever she leaned over a little bit.  Once when I was looking she glanced back and caught me watching, she just smiled a little and turned back to her cooking.  I started to play with Shelly to keep my mind from where it was going.  She was a beautiful baby, one that any father would be proud to call his own.  Just then Sarah came over and sat down and started to dish out breakfast.

“Where did you learn to cook?”

“Well, Mom wasn't much into cooking meals and her latest husband figured that if I could cook that maybe he wouldn't smack me around too much.“

“What did your Mom say?”

“Nothing.  I guess she figured the same thing.”

We ate in silence with occasional input from little Shelly.  I keep glancing at Sarah and she keep looking at me.  There was something in her eyes that I couldn't figure out.  It was as if she was waiting or weighing something in her mind.

“So what do are you doing today Uncle Peter?”

“I need to work a little on this story I'm writing, other than that I don't have anything planned.  Why do you ask.“

“Are you online?”

“Sure,  just click on the icon and surf away.  Are you looking for anything in particular?“

“No,  I just take my High School classes online and I don't want to fall behind.“

“I'll be done in about an hour so feel free to use it whenever you want.“

“Thanx”

We finished breakfast and I headed into the den to work.  I had an idea for a new story and I wanted to start on it while it was still fresh in my head.  

After I finished I went to tell Sarah she could go online if she wanted.  When I found her she was sitting in the living room breast feeding Shelly.  It was erotic and sensual and motherly at the same time.  Shelly sucking on Sarah's 14 year old breast was a sight to give me ideas that I definitely shouldn't have.  Sarah saw me and smiled, not bothered in the least by me watching.

“Anytime you're ready you can get online.”

“Shelly will be done in a minute Uncle Peter.  I'll put her down to nap and do my schoolwork.“

Over the next few weeks we fell into a routine.  She'd fix the meals and we'd take care of our online work before lunch.  After lunch we'd talk or go for a drive, maybe even play cards or some other game.  She was very casual about breast feeding Shelly and it wasn't unusual for her to unbutton her shirt and feed Shelly when we were talking.  At times I would watch and think of Shelly sucking on those beautiful nipples.  Sometimes I wish it was me doing the sucking. 

 Sarah became very casual about her dress or rather undress.   It wasn't that unusual for her to leave the door open in her room when she was changing or even leaving the door to the bathroom open while she was taking a bath.  To top that off she always made sure she gave me a hug and a kiss in the morning and before bed at night.  Not that I was complaining, but I didn't want her to feel uncomfortable after all she'd been through.

One afternoon I was reading in the living room when Sarah came into the living room and sat on the chair arm across the room for me.  Today she was wearing a little tight white tank top and a pair of cut-off jeans.  She sat there for a moment watching me read.  I looked up and smiled and tried to continue with my reading.

“Uncle Peter.”

“Yes.”  I put down my book and looked over at her.  I couldn't help but notice her perfect little nipples poking out from her top.  Her hair was braided in two long pigtails and her cut-offs hung low and loose on her hips.

“Do you think I'm pretty?”  With that she sat a little straighter and arched her back emphasizing her sweet breasts even more.  Along with the pigtails she was a picture of innocence and every one of my recent fantasies.

“Yes Sarah I think you're beautiful”

“Is that why you wrote that story Uncle Peter?  The one on your computer,  one one about the Uncle taking care of his niece“  She said this with a little smile, almost a hopeful one.

“Aaaa...”  I felt my face turning red.  It was indeed why I wrote that story but in my embarrassment I couldn't think of anything to say. 

Her smile grew and with that it wasn't the only thing that started to grow.

“How long have you been writing those kind of stories?”, she asked as she looked over at me.  She had started to swing her one leg and it was like a magnet drawing my my eyes.

“A little over 5 years ago.  I really didn't mean anything by them you know.“

“Do you mean that you wouldn't like to kiss me or that you wouldn't like to suck on my little nipples or that you wouldn't want to do all those other things that the man in the story did.?“

As she was talking she had stood up and slowly walked over to me.  She sat down on my lap right on top of my now raging hard-on.  She just sat there and curled into my lap putting her head on my shoulder with her sweet little ass trapping my hard dick with only a couple of layers of clothing between us.  I was slowly losing any coherent thought as my pent-up fantasies started to take over.  Telling myself that this was my niece, my 14 year old niece did nothing to change the directions my mind was going.

I still couldn't say anything.  I put my arms around her and held her to me letting my feelings for her out and just sitting there feeling good.

At that moment Shelly chose to wake-up and cry.  Sarah sat-up and looking into my eyes with a smile kissed my lips with a promise to be right back.  As she left I watched her sweet little shorts clad bottom walk out of the room.  What was I doing,  I asked myself.  Here I was a 45 year old man thinking things about her I hadn't thought about anyone my age for a long time.  Not only was she 14 she was my niece

Sarah came back holding Shelly and sat right back down on my lap with her back to me.  She had taken her top off and she brought Shelly up to one of those perky milk filled breasts to nurse on her crinkled nipple.  As she was nursing I put my arms around them both watching the erotic sight, my mind numb with thoughts.  After awhile Shelly was done and Sarah held her and burped her the both of them seemingly content to stay right where they were forever. 

With that my mind seemed to clear a little.  “I love you Sarah”, I whispered in her ear.  She seemed to shiver a little and melt further into my arms.  Even Shelly seemed to be happier.

I knew that the path I had taken was wrong but it felt right.  As long as I let Sarah set the pace I at least hoped that she wouldn't regret any decisions she made.  

We sat a lotntent with each others company.  She almost always nursed Shelly while sitting on my lap.  I had taken to caressing her thighs and kissing her occasionally on the neck while she held Shelly to her perfect little breast.

One night after about a week of this I had turned in and been asleep for a couple of hours when I was woke up to the sound of my door opening.  I knew who it was and what I hoped it meant.  I opened my eyes to the sight of her dimly outlined by the light from the street.  She seemed to hesitate a moment before lifting the corner of the blanket and slipping under the covers with me.  She put her arm across my chest and her head on my shoulder and seemed to settle down to sleep.  Her warmth and feel soon had me aroused more than I had for a long time and the thoughts in my head were not very much those of an Uncle.  I realized after awhile that she had fallen asleep.  I placed my arm around her and after awhile I too fell asleep. 

“Good morning Uncle Peter.”

I looked up to see her beautiful face smiling down on me.  Her pony tail partially cover one breast while the other one shown in all it's youthful glory.  Her blue eyes were twinkling and I knew she had made her decision.

“Good morning Sarah”. 

I looked up at her for a moment before reaching up and pulling her into my arms.  Our lips met and with a tender eagerness we kissed.  Tenatively at first until her youth and my passion started to take us away.  She sat back up and threw the blankets back revealing her flawless beauty to my hungry eyes.  The only thing she was wearing were a pair of white cotton panties that did little to conceal her charms.  She took my hands and pulled them up to cup her sweet young breasts.  Their size was perfect even though they didn't quite fill my hands.  As I gently pinched and rolled her hard little nipples she moaned and leaned into my questing hands.  I pulled her back down to me and eagerly sought her left nipple with my lips.  Gently flicking it with my tongue she pressed her firm young breast towards my lips.  Taking it between my lips I sucked it gently and was surprised when I got a little breast milk from her 14 year old nipple.  The taste was exquisite  and I eagerly sought some more from her other breast.  She held my head to her chest and seemed to shiver with desire as I lovingly nursed at her firm teenage breasts.  Her other hand reached down between us and soon had her warm hand inside my boxers.  She softly took hold of my rock hard penis and her touch alone almost caused me to loose control.  She sat back up and I helped her take off my boxers.  As soon as they were completely off my hard on sprang up.  She grasped it with both hands as if to take possession of it.  Her fingers of one hand squeezed and pulled, slowly jacking me off.  She leaned closer and flick the tip with her tongue, just getting a taste.  Lower she leaned and then she took the head between her lips causing me to shiver in anticipation.  She looked up at me with those impossible blue eyes and pushed her face down until, unbelievably, she hand swallowed the whole things right down her throat.  Her tongue swirled along the bottom side of my rod before she slowly pulled back until just the tip was between hers lips.  Again she swallowed my pole to the root, a little faster going down and up.  The feeling was almost more than I could handle as I grasped her head and caressed her face as she gave me the best head I ever had.  Before long my balls were churning and I knew I was getting close.

“I'm going to cum!”, I said, barely able to hold back from filling her 14 year old mouth with my sperm.  With that she jammed her face down and literally swallowed and sucked my cum out like it was something she couldn't get enough of.  She continued sucking until she let my spent penis slip from between her lips gently stroking it as if to tell it she would be back for more.  I pulled her up and hugged her to me feeling so satisfied that mere words would not do my feelings justice.  I rubbed her bare back and down towards her panty clad bottom.  It's nicely rounded shape had the firmness of youth and the warmth of her desire.  I gently pulled her panties down and with her help cast them aside.  Now there was absolutely nothing between us.  Her flawless skin felt amazingly sensual as I rubbed the cheeks of her firm bottom running my fingers along her crack.  The heat from her young pussy was like a magnet to my questing fingers.  I noticed that she was hairless and could hardly wait to taste her teenage juices.  I flipped her over onto her back and looked down at her laying there, already breathing a little heavily in anticipation.  As I knelt down between her legs the aroma from her 14 year old pussy was like ambrosia to my nose.  I leaned down and slowly took her legs and pushed them up and apart revealing her hairless slit and crinkled anus to my hungry eyes.  I ran my tongue from her back hole to her clit and gave it a little flick.  She pushed her hips off the bed and pushed my face towards her slit eagerly wanting more.  Her taste was amazing and her juicy young pussy was perfectly ripe for what we were doing.  I plunged my tongue into her tight young hole and sucked her clit between my lips.  She shuddered and clamped her legs around my head as she came in a shuddering climax.  With that I rolled her over on top of me and held her close.Who was this beautiful creature and how come I was so lucky as to hold her in my arms?

Just then Shelly cried and I rolled out from under Sarah and caressing her sleeping head as I left the bed I put on some shorts and went to take care of her.  I changed Shelly's diaper and picked her up to take her to the kitchen.  While I was warming her bottle I started some coffee.  As I held Shelly in my arms and fed her her bottle I thought about what just happened.  It was clear that something more than mere love making had just happened.  I wasn't sure what but I knew that it was wonderful.  In the back of my mind I knew that whatever it was it could get me in big trouble and could hurt both Sarah and Shelly more than I wanted to admit.  But, the bottom line was that, whatever the cost, I was happier now than I had ever been in my life

Shelly finished her bottle and I stood up to burp her.  I walked around the kitchen humming and smiling thinking that no matter what I felt wonderful.  Just then Sarah came into the room wearing one of my shirts.  The smile on her face relieved one of my worries and the hug and kisses she gave us relieved the rest.  Whatever it took I was going to make it work.  Sarah took Shelly and I fixed us breakfast.  We chattered about inconsequential things and just enjoyed each others company.  

After eating I went in to take a shower.  I had just stepped in the shower when Sarah came in and joined me.  

“You don't mind if I join you do you Uncle Peter?”  

The twinkle in her eyes made me smile.  This was the first time I had seen her completely naked.  Her 14 year old body was beautifully ripe.  Her breasts, though small,  were shaped by an artists eye.  My eyes continued down to her beautifully hairless mound and sweetly rounded hips.  This child in a woman's body was here, with me.  I reached out with my soapy hands and ran them down her sides to end up cupping her firm backside.  I pulled her to me and leaned down to kiss her neck, nibbling her ear as I went down.  She put her arms around me and gave me a squeeze.

“Oh, Uncle Peter.  It feels so good.  Thank you for being there for me mom just didn't understand.“

“Well, I'm not sure I understand it yet either so we'll just work it out between us“  I said looking into her innocent blue eyes and the little smile she had on her full young lips.

“Speaking of working it out between us,  what are we going to do about this“, as she took hold of my hardening dick with both hands. 

She looked down at it a moment and then licking her full lips, she knelt down in front of me and brought the head to her lips.  She flicked it with her tongue a few times as if to taste it.  Then she pushed her head down until the crown of my cock slide into her wet and willing mouth.  Her tongue was washing the underside of my rod as she rapidly  but barely bobbed her head.  She stopped for a moment and looked up at me with her beautiful eyes.  Not so innocent looking now with my hard cock poised again at her lips.  Only this time she literally swallowed my rod to the root without any hesitation.  Her throat worked liked a milking machine, trying to suck the juices from inside.  Then she rose back up only for a moment before plunging her head all the way back down again.  I held her head in her wild pursuit, for she was evidently working for her prize.  Soon I could hold back no longer and I grabbed her head and jammed my cock down her throat, unloading my juices to her willing throat as it did it's beat to milk every last drop of juice from it that it could.  She finally looked up and let my now limp dick slip out of her mouth, then slowly stood sliding her taut young body up my until she wrapped her arms around me and just squeezed.

“Thank you Uncle Peter.  I feel so safe now in your arms.  Is this what people feel when they love each other?“

“Yes, my darling Sarah, I think that this is exactly what people feel when they love each other.  Because I feel it now and I do love you Sarah.“

After we dried each other off, to the endless amusement of each other, we went to take care of the day.  Me off to the computer to write for awhile and Sarah off to check on Shelly.


