I am a 63 year old closet pedophile. I have never had sex with any female under the age of 18, even when I was a teenager. I do not download and collect pictures of preteen girls off the internet. I do not own any videos of little girls having sex with older men. 
 I do like to read and write stories about father-daughter incest and other such family relations. I especially like to read about the daughter who seduces her father or other older family member. I think about young nubile girls all the time. I might come from my time in the military that I spend it Vietnam and Korea. The women there are so small that it is like having sex with a preteen. I always chose the smallest girl when I went to a whorehouse or picked one up in a bar. They may well have been underage but it really was hard to tell. I liked their small breast shaved pussies, and tight firm asses. I liked having them sit on me and ride me or would take them from behind. As I said in the beginning I have never knowingly had sex with an underage girl in my life. All that changed this year.
I have a 40 year old adopted daughter who has 4 kids. Three boys ages 16, 14, 8 and one girl age 12. I have been a widower for about 10 years. I have lived in the same house for over 20 years. My daughter came to live with me for about 2 years after her divorce. She finally got a good job and moved out 5 years ago. There is a middle school about a block from my house which the two older boys went to and twins now attend. The two boys are in high school and the youngest goes to an elementary school closer to his home. The reason I mention the school is because Sam has been stopping by on her way home from school just about every day since she started there. Being the only granddaughter she is, of course my favorite. I love all my grandkids but Sam is the apple of grandpa’s eye. My daughter, Melissa, works very hard and has little time for her kids any more. She got remarried last year and her husband is an asshole. He is a macho man who has no tolerance for dainty, non-athletic girls. As if ballerinas are non-athletic.
Sam is all girl. She loves dolls and dresses and shares grandpa’s love of history. She is a redheaded beauty. Her face is white and smooth like porcelain.  She is 5 foot 6 inches tall and the image of her mother at that age. She has a heart-shaped beauty mark on her inner thigh. I know because I bathed her many times as a baby. 
My story starts this year about 3 weeks before school released for the summer. That would be near the end of May. The days had started to warm up but could be unpredictable in the afternoons. It was Thursday afternoon and I was working in my backyard.  I looked at my watch and it was 2:45. Sam would be getting out of school and coming by at 3:05. Like clock work every day she came. I always made sure the front door was unlocked so she could come right in. She would drop her books in my office so as to do her homework before she went home, than come find me. I didn’t want her to know that my life and time revolved around her so I would sometimes be working outside or be gone for a short while when she got there. 
I had lost track of time when I looked at my watch and saw that it was 3:45. I wasn’t real concerned because she will sometimes stay a little while after and talk to her teacher. I figured I had stayed outside long enough and headed inside. 
My office is really the spare bedroom. It is at the back of the house. There is a sliding glass door that goes into an enclosed breezeway which opens to the garage. I came through the garage and opened the door to the breezeway. I could see clearly into my office. Sam was sitting at my desk in front of my computer. To my shock she had her dress up and her panties down to her ankles. Her knees were spread and her hand was between her legs. Her head was back and her eyes were closed. I know she is my granddaughter but it was the most erotic sight I had ever imagined. I backed up and closed the door just enough to watch her. I watched as my 12 year old porcelain doll behaves like a full grown woman. I watched her as her hand movements increased, her body shook and her mouth fell open in what could only be an intense orgasm. As her hand slowed in movement I closed the door and pushed the button for the garage door. I was sure Sam could hear it open. I waited a few moments and than close the again. I opened the door and could see that she had rearranged her panties and dress. As I came up the steps to glass doors I could see her still flushed face. “Hi Littlebit” I said as I entered. “Hi Grandpa” was her breathless reply. “I’m sorry I wasn’t here when you got home”. I said as I passed through the office into the living room. “It’s ok I was just working on my homework” Her face was still flushed as she pretended to write on her paper. 
It was probably 10-15 minutes before she came out of my office with her book bag in her hand. “Grandpa”? “Yeah Littlebit”? “Can I stay here tonight?” she asked in her sweetest little girl voice. “Isn’t it a school night?” I questioned. She told me that tomorrow was teacher’s conference day so it was a three day weekend. She often stayed overnight on Friday night during the fall and winter because it was “Football” night.  Well get permission from your mother. There really wasn’t any need to get permission it was just a formality I always insisted on. 
I heard Sam cry NO! That caught my attention. I went into my office where Sam was sitting at my desk crying. “What’s wrong”? I asked. “Mom just told me that they are going to Fayetteville to look at houses”. I didn’t even ask any more questions of Sam seeing how distressed she was. I told her to go into the kitchen and get a drink of something to help her calm down. I closed my office door and dialed Melissa’s number. Asshole (Bart is his given name) answered the phone. Yeah? Was all he said. “Let me talk to my daughter”. “She is pretty upset right now. I don’t know what miss high and mighty said…….” That was as far as he got. “Put her on the phone” I said in my best Command Sergeant Major’s voice. Shortly Melissa was on the phone. I listened as she told me that Bart had gotten an offer to be the assistant coach at the university in Fayetteville this coming school year. It was only 50 miles away but they felt it would be better that they moved before the start of the new school year so Troy and the other boys could transfer there. “What about Sam?” I finally was able to ask. “She has one more year of middle school here. All her friends are here. She has her ballet classes here.” I could hear Bart talking in the back ground telling her to tell me that she was just going to have to grow up and accept it. I was quiet for a moment. My daughter knows that I am thinking of a solution so she kept quiet. “Melissa, what you think of allowing Sam to stay with me until she graduates from middle school?”  I heard her ask Brad. I could hear him sputter and fume and than finally “Good riddens to miss prissy”. I told Melissa we could work out the details when they got back from Fayetteville. 
I hung up. My heart was pounding, Sam all to myself. I looked up. Sam had a look of wonder in her eyes. “Do you really want me to stay with you for a year?” “Longer if you want” was my soft reply.

The little girl I love jumped into my lap and almost upset the chair. “I love you grandpa” she said as hugged me and kissed me all over my face. I turned my face to hers and our lips met. She lingered a little longer than I expected. I was growing hard. I pushed her up and suggested we go out to celebrate. “Can we go to a fancy restaurant?” She pleaded. “Do you want to go by the house and pick up something to wear”? “Can we go by the mall first and you can buy me an early birthday present. There is a darling little blue dress I would love to have but mom says I’m too young”.  “You probably are, but we can take a look” I replied casually, trying not to think of how hot she would look in a grownup dress. 
I cleaned up and made myself presentable and off we went to the mall. By most standards we have more of mini-mall. It has a JC Penny’s and Dillard’s. It also has a Victoria Secrets. As soon as we got to the mall Sam headed straight towards a specialty store catering to the “cool kids”. Sam had never shown any interest in being one of the cool kids. She dressed very conservatively compare to most 7th graders I saw. She stopped in front of the display window. 
“That’s what I want” She pointed to a very short blue leather skirt with a matching leather vest. It had a white open neck blouse and high white leather boots. 
“You want the whole thing?” I asked. “Your mother would kill me if she knew I bought something like that for you”. 
“She wouldn’t have to know. I will be living with you remember and she will be in Fayetteville”. 
I was already picturing her in it and I had to say she would look hot. “Ok let’s see if they have it in you size.” 
“They do! I already checked.” Of course she had.  
I was hoping she would try it on so I could see her in it but she insisted that she had already done it and she wanted to surprise me. After I paid for the outfit she informed me that we had to make one more stop so off across the mall she went with me in tow. Into the Victoria Secret store she went. I told her I would wait in the food court. She laughed. I love her laugh. I was there maybe 5 minutes when she came with two small VS bags. 
“How did you pay for what ever you bought”? I puzzled.
 “I used some of my birthday money from last year. I stashed it at your house for safe keeping” Clever girl! 
“So where to now” was my question.

 “You wait right here and I will be right back” was her answer as she took the packages and headed to the mall rest rooms. 
I guess it seemed like an hour went by but was more like 20 minutes. I was facing the hallway where the restrooms were. Two teen age boys started down the hall and stopped in their tracks. They stepped back a step as this gorgeous little redhead came strolling out of the hall. I knew in an instant it was Sam, only because I recognized the outfit. She came straight up to me and said “Do you like”?  I thought oh shit I am going to be arrested. Here was my 12 year old granddaughter dressed in an outfit that made her look much older. I noticed that her chest was fuller. The gap in her white blouse showed cleavage. “Where did that come from”? 
“Let’s go grandpa” she whispered in my ear. 
I looked around and all the males ages 11 and up were staring with envy. All the females of the same age group were glaring for a whole different reason. 

Sam hung on to my arm as we left the mall. “You’re the greatest Grandpa”.
 “OK where do you want to have dinner dressed like that?” I asked.
 “Donatello’s” was her quick response.
 She had it all planned out. Donatello’s was a well known night spot outside of town. It had a great restaurant that served a special client, married men and their special friends. It also had a dance floor. It was just dark enough for plausible deniability. 

“Why there” I questioned.
 “Because no one who might see us there would ever tell” Not only was she beautiful but she was smart too. 

“There won’t be any band there on Thursday night.” 
“Oh shit! I forgot it’s only Thursday” She pouted
“Watch your language young lady, you’re not too old to put over my knee”. I kidded

“Promises, promises” She purred

So we decided she had turned enough heads for one day and we settled for take out pizza and a movie at home. Donatello’s can wait. 

“Grandpa, do you masturbate”? 

That question hit me out of the blue. After we got back to the house Sam changed back into her school clothes. We had brought home a couple of pizzas and rented Transformer 3. We were sitting together on the couch in the den. We were about half way through the pizzas and movie when she sprang the question.

I had thought to lie and say no but I had never lied to Sam about anything and wasn’t about to now. Besides I wanted to know where she was going with this. 

“Yes baby I do”. Waiting to see what she would say next.

“Do you do it every day”? She looked up at me with those beautiful green eyes. 

“Not every day” Where was she getting this?

“My health teacher said that it is healthy for a person to masturbate frequently” 
“Was this in a private conversation or in sex education class”?

“In a private conversation”

I became very curious as to why a 12 year old girl would be asking a teacher about masturbation. 

“Were you asking for yourself or someone else”?

“At first it was about someone else but than I was curious”.

“Who were you asking for”? 

“You” she answered after a long pause.

“Me?” Why would you ask that question of a stranger?
She tearfully told me about finding my stories about incest. She read in my own words that I would see my granddaughter daily and would get so turned on that I would have to masturbate. 

I was stunned. “Honey, those are just stories. Fantasies I made up in my head”

“So I don’t really turn you on”? She looked with tears in her eyes.

This was not going well. My mind was racing. Should I lie and say no or tell the truth and maybe lose her forever. I decided to tell the truth. 

“Yes Littlebit, you turn me on every time I see you”, “Especially when you are wearing your ballet outfit”.

“Do you masturbate when I turn you on”? GOD she was so beautiful.

“Most of the time” It is a little hard to do when I pick you up from your class.
Than she did an unexpected thing, she threw her arms around my neck and kissed me. 

“I masturbate when ever I read your stories about how I turn you on.” I like the ones about how you make love to me. 

“Is that what you were reading that hot you turned on today”?

She blushed a bright red, “You saw me”?

“Yes and it was the most beautiful and erotic thing I have ever seen. My own fantasies could not have been better. You were so beautiful.”

“Grandpa” 

“Yes Littlebit”?

“Will you make love to me for real”?

By this time my cock was rock hard. Sam was leaning against me. I turned her face to me and kissed her.
“If you are sure it is what you want”

“Grandpa I want you.  I want you to do to me the things you have wrote about. I want to feel your tongue on my pussy. I have rubbed myself to sleep thinking about you”. 

“I had no idea you felt this way baby girl”

I kissed her forehead, than the tears on her cheeks. I pulled her close. I began to unbutton her blouse from the back. She hugged me closer. As I slipped off her blouse I saw that she was not wearing a bra. She must have left it off when she changed her clothes. Her tiny breasts were straight and her nipples were tight. She reached down and held them out to me. 

“Kiss them and suck my nipples like in your stories”

“Your wish is my command my lady” 

She giggled. It brought me back to reality. She is my 12 year old granddaughter, even though her mother was adopted. I held her at arms length. Her face was her mother, her body was her mother. I had wanted to do this with her mother. Suddenly Sam said in a very mature voice. 

“Do to me like you wanted to do with my mother”

“How do you know that?” 

“The story about the redheaded adopted daughter who was a track star. Come on grandpa I may be only 12 but I am not dumb”. 

I decided that I was going to take this beautiful, willing young girl and make her my lover. I lowered my mouth to her breasts. I sucked on her nipples until they seem ready to explode. She moaned and pressed harder against my hungry mouth. 

“Oh grandpa it’s just like I thought it would be” 

You haven’t felt anything yet baby girl, I whispered. I moved my mouth lower as I laid her back onto the couch. My tongue explored her as it worked it way down to the spot I most wanted to sample. She offered no resistance as I raised her skirt to her waist. To my surprise she was wearing a red thong. 

“I suppose you got this at Victoria Secrets?

Uh huh was all she replied.  I continued my path down her stomach and slowly pulled down her thong. 

Oh my GOD! She has little tuffs of red hair above her baby smooth girl pussy. I restrained myself from diving right in. I wanted to savor this moment for as long as I could. I spread her legs and moved her up a little so she could see what I was doing

“Watch grandpa suck your pussy just like he wanted to do your mother so many times”

My tongue flicked in and out of her tasting her juices that were already flowing. I inserted one finger just below the fine red down. She jumped, 

“Oh yes it just like you wrote! My spot is in the same place you said moms would be”. I continued my exploration of her slippery virgin tunnel. She suddenly shuttered, orgasm number one. 

I continue to lick and such her wonderfully soft lips. “Oh grandpa it feels so good.” She pulled my head deeper into her and shuttered again, orgasm number two. 

She lifted my head and looked lovingly into my eyes.

“Daddy I am ready for you” I knew what she meant because it was exactly what I had my daughter say in my story. My daughter was now playing the part of her mother. Trying to fulfill a 30 year old fantasy for the grandfather she loved so much. 

My mind went blank. It was my daughter under me and she was telling me to take her.  I stripped of my shirt and shorts. My cock was so hard it hurt. Sam/Melissa stripped off her skirt. She reached up to me. 
“Take me daddy, I have waited so long” Her emerald green eyes sparkled with lust. My mind was racing. I want her so bad. Thirty years of lust for this beautiful porcelain doll was boiling in my hard cock. 

“Take me daddy now!”

My cock was above her soaked pussy. My cock was pushing against the resistance of her pubescent body. Finally I gained entrance. I heard her cry out.
“Oh grandpa!” Daddy, grandpa I didn’t care what she called me, I drove my 8 inches into her.

I looked down at her and she was staring back at me. Her mouth was open in silence. I almost stopped but she pulled me tighter against her. 

“Please don’t stop.” I want this, I need this.” I really couldn’t have stopped if she had begged me to. 

After my initial deep thrust I eased back and slowly started a slow in and out motion. She moaned and turned her head. When she turned her head back she was no longer the sweet little 12 year old girl but a full grown woman ready for what ever I could give her.

“Fuck me daddy! Fuck me hard.  You know how I want it. Drive your hard cock into me” Oh my GOD she was once again quoting from one of my stories. I was too far gone to care anymore. I started driving my cock deeper and harder, faster and faster as she shouted.

Yes, daddy, Yes!

She shuttered again much harder this time, Orgasm number three.

“Cum in me daddy! I want to feel your cum in me”. These were not the word of a 12 year old. These were my words, my fantasy words spoken by my 11 year old daughter in a story written almost 30 years ago. 

I came! I shot my cum in my granddaughter/daughter’s virgin pussy. 

She shuttered and collapsed back onto the couch. Orgasms number four. 

“Oh grandpa it was just like you wrote! It was wonderful!”

“I’m glad you approve” 

“Will you make love to me now?” She pleaded 

“I think we should clean you up a first”. I answered as I rose and withdrew from her.

She looked down and saw the mixture of blood and semen seeping from her pussy and on my semi-hard cock. Her eyes widened. I told her not to worry it is normal after a woman has sex for the first time. 

“I know about the blood, I have been taking sex Ed. It’s all that cum dripping out. I didn’t think there would be so much.” 

“That is only half of it baby, the rest is still inside you”

She smiled at that. I lifted her up and carried her into my master bathroom. She laid her head on my shoulder as I set her down. I ran the water for the shower. 

“Grandpa are you big”? She asked as she waited for the shower.

It took me a moment to understand what she was asking. “I am about average, 8 inches long but a little thicker than most”.

Once we got into the shower she started exploring my, re-hardening, cock. Her small hand barely wrapped around it. She soaped it up and started stroking it. The more she stroked it hard it seem to get. While she was stroking me I washed her pussy with light even strokes. She started moaning. 

“Can I taste it”? She asked

After I rinsed the soap off she knelt down and started to suck on the tip. 

“Where did you learn to do that”? I asked with a moan

“From Mary Jane Carmichael” She replied as she continued to lick and suck me like a seasoned cock sucker.
“Mary Jane, from your ballet class”?  I was very familiar with Mary Jane Carmichael. She made me get hard almost as often as Sam. Mary Jane is a 14 year old cock tease. She was 5 foot 7 inches and has a dancer’s body. She had small breast that barely made a ripple in her tutu. She has raven black hair that is cut so that it makes a small pony tail in the back. I decided to leave that subject for another time. I was enjoying my granddaughter’s sweet mouth.
I lifted her face with reluctance. “I think you better stop that for now if you want me to cum in you again.”

She smiled and we got rinsed off. I toweled her dry leaving her hair slightly damp. It made her look 12 years old again. I wanted to see that image when I drove my cock into her once again. I led her into my bedroom. Her skin was so white. I laid her on the bed. 

“This time it is for you”. I said as my mouth reached for her stiff nipple. I released her and reached over into my night stand. I took out a tube of warming gel. She watched as I rubbed some on my hands. 
“What’s that Grandpa”? 

“Warming gel” 

“Oh I know what that’s for, Mary Jane showed me”

I am becoming more and more interested in Mary Jane Carmichael. 

I resumed my tongue lashing of her nipples as I moved my hand down her stomach to her now clean pussy. I slipped my fingers in and out as I moved from breast to breast. I stopped to kiss her mouth. She responded well to my kisses. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me to her. My fingers found her button spot and she lifted her body to meet them. 
“Oh grandpa that feels so good” She whispered in my ear. “Please let me have you inside me”. How could I refuse this beautiful young woman under me. As I started to rise she said “Let me get on top”. Again she was taking direction from my stories.

“I know you like to watch while you are making love to your young girls. You like to watch their faces”.

I turned over on my back. She climbed up and straddled me. I watched her as she reached down and guided my cock into her opening. She knew just what she was doing, either from experience or from careful reading of my words. She slowly lowered her self. I watched as her face changed from caution to pleasure as she engulfed the entire thing. She opened her eyes and smiled. She slowed started moving her body. She leaned forward and I reached up to her tiny breasts. She closed her eyes again as her motions increased. I could feel the warming gel intensify the friction between us. Sam’s face alternated between pain and pleasure. Her breathing became rapid. I knew she was close. I grabbed her waist and on an upward stroke I pulled her hard down to me. She threw her head back and cried out. “OH” She shuddered. I continued to lift her and drop her until finally I could take no more. I pulled her hard and lifted myself to meet her. My balls emptied into her as she collapsed onto my chest. I did not worry about getting her pregnant since I had had a vasectomy shortly after we adopted her mother. I lifted her face and kissed her, she opened her eyes. She looked so young, so fragile. She smiled at me. 
I slowly rolled her off of me. She opened her arms as I lifted off of her. I kissed her again. I slid down to lick me cum from her dripping pussy. I wanted her to know that nothing we did together was wrong.  I didn’t care anymore, she was mine. As I cleaned the juices she orgasmed again.  I took her in my arms and we fell asleep together.

I would like to say that the next day we made love all day the next day but that would be a lie. I may be in excellent shape for 63 but I am only human. Besides we had things to do to get her room ready. We spent the day clean up the room that she stayed in when ever she stayed over night. We knew we were going to have to keep up the appearance of our now defunct granddaughter/grandfather relationship.  
We went over to her mothers and got those things she held dear to her. Her stuffed animals, lap top, books, photos, clothes (which she had a lot of) and of course her ballet stuff. Her mother, step father and brothers were not there. Then Sam asked if she could get her hair done and a make over for our big date that night. I, believe it or not, had forgotten that I had promised to take her to Donatello’s. I dropped her off at 2pm at a local beauty shop she said Mary Jane recommended. I spent the next three hours trying to keep busy and my mind off of tonight. She called me at 5 to come pick her up. I pulled up into the parking lot. This time I almost didn’t recognize her. She had cut her so it made into flowing waves on both sides of her face. She had had it darken just a bit so that it was rich auburn. Her face was made up to enhance her beautiful green eyes. She now had full red lips. She bounded to the car and jumped in. 
“Do you like”?

“You’re gorgeous baby” Was all I could say.

She chattered like a 12 year old all the way home. She told me she had talked to Mary Jane on her cell while she was having her nails done. My heart stopped. “Did she tell her what had happened last night”? 

Sam saw the look of concern on my face. “Don’t worry, Mary Jane would never tell. “She is the one who encouraged me to go for it. We have talked about you a lot.
“Are you sure it is such a good idea to tell anyone what we have done”? 

“Mary Jane is my best friend now”. 

“Since when? This is the first I heard of it and you used to tell me everything”. 

“Grandpa, I haven’t told you everything because I didn’t know how you would take it”. 

“So what else haven’t you told me”. I asked as we pulled into the garage.

“I printed out your stories and let Mary Jane read them” She replied. 

“And?”

“She loves them. She and I would finger each other while reading them. She confessed. “She even taught me how to suck a cock using a dildo she borrowed from her mother’s closet. She said I would need to know how when I finally seduced you. We read how you had mother do it to you.”

“So Mary Jane now knows that I have fucked my own granddaughter, she encouraged you to seduce me?”

“Don’t worry she won’t tell.”

In for a penny, in for a pound. That is an old saying. I have fucked  my only granddaughter and her “new” best friend knows all about it. So now what?

“Your not angry are you”? She inquired.

“Not angry,  just confused. You know I could go to jail if it ever got out what we did?” 

“Mary Jane would never tell because she has been fucking her grandfather since she was 12. She knows how much I love you and would never want to hurt me”.

“What about my stories you printed out”? 

“We shredded them” 
“I think I would like to talk to Mary Jane about this”

“Oh she would love it. She has had a crush on you since the first time you came to my dance class”. 

“Call her and ask her if she can come over tomorrow after dance class”. 

I watched as Sam called Mary Jane. I heard her as she ask her if she could spend the night here tomorrow night. I gave her the “no” sign several times but she ignored me. 

“Oh and guess what? Grandpa’s taking me to Donatello’s tonight. Yes tonight!, and I am wearing my new outfit.” 

After she hung up I asked “Do you have any idea what the word discretion means? I suppose Mary Jane knows all about Donatello’s?”

“Of course she does, and she knows you are a member”

Donatello’s is a very exclusive, member’s only club. It caters to a very select cliental. You have to be sponsored. I have been a member for about 8 years. The restaurant is open Monday through Thursday evenings to the general public. It serves excellent food. Friday and Saturday’s, are members only nights. The members it serves are mostly married men and women who wish to bring their special dates there for a nice peaceful night of dinner and dancing. Who you see in Donatello’s stays in Donatello’s. As I said it is by sponsorship only. I had often brought friends there. It was not a swingers club, but it was very private and discreet. I know that some of the member brought guest who were underage. Some were wives of their best friend. I had brought a few married women myself. I even brought the 18 year old daughter of my wife’s best friend. The place has a dining room and a dance floor. There are also rooms in the back for special occasions.  

My sponsor was Anita Donatello. I am member number 5. I knew Anita Donatello when she was Anita Shipman. We grew up together. We even dated a few times. She was 3 years younger than me. When I said I had never had sex with any female under the age of 18 that was a lie. I was Anita’s first. I was 18 and a Senior and she was 15 a Sophomore. That is a story for another time. I went into the Army straight out of high school and we lost touch sometime over the next 25 years. I ran into her at a social gathering. She had married very well. Any way Donatello’s is her place. She runs it with her 4 sons. You don’t get through the door without your membership card and/or with her son’s approval. 
“How does Mary Jane know that I am a member”? 

“She has been there with her grandfather” She smiled

I decided to let it go for now. We put her stuff away in her room and than took a shower together, making sure not to mess up her make over and hair. I watched as she stood naked in front of the full length mirror in the hall. My cock started getting hard as I watched her fondle her breast. “Do you think I am too small?” She asked. 

“You are 12 years old. Your breast will get bigger”. Was my reply, even though I was thinking that I hope they wouldn’t get much bigger.

“Miss Sophia’s boobs aren’t much bigger than mine” She pouted.

Miss Sophia is Sam’s ballet dance teacher. It was true her boobs aren’t much bigger than Sam’s. Those skin tight dance clothes do not leave much to the imagination.
Sam started getting her outfit on. I watched as she put on the red thong. She picked up the laced pushup bra but decided not to wear it. She put on the white blouse over her bare skin, than short black leather skirt. By the time she put on the leather vest and boots the transformation was complete. 

“How do I look grandpa?” She asked as she spun around and struck a sexy pose.

“Hot” was all I could say.

By the time I finished dressing it was almost 8. Sam wanted to take the motorcycle but I vetoed that. My maroon 67 Corvette would do nicely. I had few toys, but my Harley and Corvette. She wanted me to put the top down but I vetoed that because it would mess up her make over. She reluctantly agreed.
So off to Donatello’s we went. There were a few cars already there when we arrived. Antonio and Raul, Anita’s sons, nodded with approval as they let us in. Sam turned back and blew them a kiss. This is going to be an interesting night. Anita greeted us personally, guided us to my favorite table near the dance floor. As we set down her eyes fell upon my date. 

“Sam”?

“Hi Auntie Anita” Sam had been call her Auntie Anita since she was 8. I had brought my wife and the family here on several occasions for special dinners during the week. Anita looked at me with eyes raised.  

“Who you see in Donatello’s stays in Donatello’s”. Motto passed between us. 

“Enjoy your dinner my dear”, was her only comment.

The food was excellent, as always. As the dishes were being cleared the band started to play. Sam grabbed my hand. “Let’s dance”. Now Sam is a great dancer. She loves ballet most of all but she likes to dance too just about everything. I am a decent dancer myself and we would often dance together at the house. I would show her moves of the 50’s, 60’s and 70’s and she would show me the more modern stuff. The band was playing a nice little swing dance number. It was one Sam’s favorites. So we got into it. Other couples watched as we danced around the floor. We even got applause when we finished. Than a slow dance started, I turned to go back to the table but Sam would have none of it. She pulled me close. Her body pressed against me. She head lay on my chest. I looked up and saw Anita. She was smiling a knowing smile. I was beginning to feel the effects of this closeness. She could to. 

She looked up at me and smiled “Is that for me”? She whispered

“You know it is baby” 
She smiled again and pressed even closer. 

After the dance ended I told her I needed to set down. As we set down a couple came in the door. It was Miss Sophia and another lady I knew very well. Sam’s back was to the door so she didn’t see her. The lady who was Sam’s dance teacher saw me and steered her to our table.
“Tom, it is so good to see you” She had her arm around Sophia’s waist. 

“Hello Donna, it is good to see you. Hello Miss Sophia”. I realized I couldn’t remember her last name. 

Sam’s head jerked around and than back. 

“How do you know Sophia?” Donna asked.

“She is Sam’s ballet instructor”.

“Hello Mr. Hatten” Sophia said still trying to take it all in.

“Hello Sam” She also said. So she knew! Donna looked surprised as she had not recognized her. 

“Hello Miss Sophia, hello Aunt Donna”. Was all Sam could say. 

Donna was not Sam’s aunt but she called her that. Donna was a friend of my late wife. I had sponsored her as a member. I had introduced her to bi sexuality a couple of years ago with a threesome. She has been hooked on it ever since. 
“Would you like to join us”? I asked. 

“We wouldn’t want to intrude” was Sophia’s reply

It was a surprise to me when Sam looked up and said “No please join us”

I am not going to go into the details of the next two hours. Just to say we all had a good time and nothing was said about Sam being there. Sam wasn’t going to let the fact that her dance teacher was there interfere with her having a good time. Being an exclusive club no ID was required when I ordered Sam a wine with dinner or when I ordered all of us a tequila sunrise.  I knew Sam could handle it because I often let her have wine with me when she stayed with me. I danced with Sam, Donna and Sophia. Sam even danced with Donna. Than a slow dance started and Sophia asked Sam to dance. It was not unusual to see two women slow dancing together at Donatello’s. As Donna and I watched them dance I noticed that Sam and Sophia were talking, than Sam laid her head on Sophia’s chest just like she did me. Than an interesting thing happened, when the music stopped Sophia lifted Sam’s face and kissed her, a deep kiss. Donna saw it too. 
“I think I just lost her”. Donna said. It took me a second to realize who she was referring to. “I am not sure, let’s wait and see” was my reply. After they separated they returned to the table. Sam looked at me and said “I think I am ready to go home now”. I was ready an hour ago but was going to hang in as long as she wanted. Sam gave Donna and Sophia a big hug. Sophia told her she had better be in dance class at 1 o’clock sharp tomorrow. Sam laughed and smiled.  I decided to put the top down on the vet on the way home. Sam was lively and talkative all the way home. I felt like I had my 12 year old granddaughter back. She opened her vest and let the wind blow on her chest. 
When we got to the house is was almost 12. Sam threw off her outfit with abandon. She jumped into my arms. “Oh grandpa I had a great time”. I just had to ask how things went with her and Miss Sophia. 

“Oh I love Miss Sophia”. She is so kind and understanding. She kissed me.”

“I noticed that, what did you two talk about?” I asked as I carried her to the bedroom. 

“She said she love me and hopes to have a special relationship with me like you and I do”. 

“Did you tell her about our relationship?”

“No grandpa she told me. She said she could tell we had a very special relationship that was more than just grandfather and granddaughter”.” She replied dreamingly. 
She opened her arms and pulled me close as I laid her on the bed. Even with her hair all tangled she was still a vision. Her skin was still moist from sweat. I kissed her on the lips and neck. She giggled. “Oh that tickles”. I stripped off my clothes. My cock was hard and ready. As I started to climb on the bed she set up. She grabbed my cock and started to lick the tip. “Let me lay down and we can do each other at the same time”. Again she knew exactly what I meant. As I lay down she climbed up on me with her pussy towards me. I pulled her up to my mouth. She continued with her expert mouth. She was already wet just like I was already hard. I licked her smooth silky lips. She dove deeper onto my cock. It felt like she had it all the way in her throat. I am not much for being sucked off because most women just don’t know how to do it, however Sam was doing things I have never felt before. I pulled her even closer and searched for her clit. My tongue dug deep into her. Finally I found it and nibbled on it softly. She shuddered. I was ready to explode. She had been teasing me all night. The image of Sam and Sophia kissing took me over the top. 
“I am cumming baby, I groaned” 
She eased up just as my first shot released. I knew it went into her mouth. She still covered my cock as I continued to fire my load. My fingers spread the cheeks of her ass. My tongue explored her hole. 
She released my cock and cried out “Oh grandpa!”
 She pushed her ass harder into my face. I slipped my finger between my tongue and her pucker hole. I used her juices to wet my finger. I slipped it in. She lifted off my cock and turned her upper body around. I could see cum on her lips.  
“Oh do that!” She moaned.
 I worked my finger in and out of her ass with increasing speed while I went back to licking her pussy. She went wild. 
“Oh yes grandpa do that, yes that…….fuck my ass…..lick my pussy….and with a gush of juices she came.

 I licked the juices as they flowed from her. I lifted her ass and moved her around so she faced me. Cum was still on her lips. I drew her close and kissed her.  

“I love you grandpa” “I love you too Littlebit” 
I got up and got a warm wash cloth and wiped the cum from her face and pussy. 

We fell asleep with her ass against my cock and my hand on her breast.

End of Sam part one

