Sad Face
By AlyxBoy69

Sandra sat in a café in the middle of Chicago O’Hare airport, looking through a newspaper. She had just turned thirty-two last Thursday. She felt that she needed a change in her life. She had recently moved to Chicago and got a decent apartment downtown which was quite a feat in itself. Since she didn’t have many friends yet, she was feeling quite lonely. She didn’t know many people in the area. She worked at a marketing company and did quite well due to her extensive education, experience, and, let’s face it, striking good looks. Men all through her career had treated her with exceptional trust and respect, simply because she was so attractive. This advantage did not stop Sandra from being a good person however. She tried not to look down her nose at anyone and constantly proved to be a hard-working and independent person despite her opportunities to get favors for batting her eyelashes in front of men. She regarded her good looks as nothing but an opportunity to enjoy life more fully and love more fully. 

She had had a rather “unconventional” childhood. Her father, a very attractive and fit man, had sexually molested her. The truth is, she had always enjoyed it. Her mother would join in a lot of times. She had been very sexual and open even as a child. As she got older she continued to have relations with him but eventually had to stop after she moved. Once in a while, when she was home or at family gatherings, she and her father would slip off into another room and she would give him a blowjob which would sometimes escalate into sex. She had never found anything wrong with it. Her father was a gentle, quiet, man and wasn’t abusive at all. She loved him and he loved her, and they just happened to express themselves that way. The truth is she had never since had such an ecstatic sexual experience as she had had with her father, and she was sure, as he had told her, that he had felt the same way. As she had gotten older, the thing that most worried her was that she might never find another partner she could get as close to as she was to her father; whom she could feel that same ecstatic bliss with. She hoped that she was wrong, but one never knew. The idea of incest had always excited her, and she was sure that if it wasn’t her father it would be someone else in her family. She would have found a way.
She was meeting her cousin at the airport. His name was Francis. The thing that had first gotten her attention to him was a picture of her grandfather who was in the Second World War. In the picture he was a young man. This picture she would routinely see because it was in a frame on her mother’s dresser. This cousin of hers she had not heard about until recently because he and his family had lived in Africa most of his life and didn’t stay in touch with her mother. But the boy had just turned eighteen and had decided to come to America to visit her, since they were relatives, and because he hadn’t seen the country since he was a child. 
She was more than happy to show him around. When her mother had shown her a picture of him her heart had sunk very suddenly. He looked very much like the grandfather she had always seen in her mother’s picture. Her mother’s father in that picture had looked so sad. She felt deep compassion for him and wished she could have been there to help him. Maybe, in some way, she wanted to help Stephen so badly because he was around the same age as her grandfather in that picture and she felt like she knew him already. She didn’t know. She just hoped he was as charming and wonderful as she always imagined her mother’s father was. But then, she would love him even if he wasn’t. Her family was very important to her. 

As she sat there she suddenly recalled the first time her father had gotten intimate with her. The first time she remembered, anyway. It was her fifth birthday. She had had a party. During the day her father had been whispering to her that she would receive a special present that night. During the party her father bought her a beautiful sun dress. When it got to be late, he also showed her what else he got for her. It was a sexy lingerie outfit. He put it on her and videotaped her showing it off. She felt so sexy and so loved by her father. She was in heaven. Her father showed her that video when she was older and she just melts at how cute she looked and how happy she was. After this her father also videotaped her for the first time seeing his cock. It was the first cock she had ever seen. She giggles the whole time as she fits it in her mouth and he fucks her face. When her dad sprays all over her mouth he convinces her to lick it up and she does. Then he fucks her hard in the vagina. She screams and screams and even bleeds but lets her father do it anyway. Then her mother comes in and joins. Then they would take baths and such together. Sandra would always get between them while they were fucking and touch her mothers’ breasts or get her mother to lick her or rub her cunny. She loved being an only child. 
Her father would always fuck her in the ass too. She loved that. Her mother would sometimes get young boys to come in and have wild sex parties with her. When she got older and heard about “pedophiles” and how society looked down on people who had sex with children, she couldn’t for the life of her understand because to her it had always been the norm. Nevertheless her mother had always warned her not to say anything about what they did together because most people wouldn’t understand and then her parents would be in big trouble. She never said a word. 

Sandra looked at her watch. It was 5:30. The plane had already landed and people were slowly finding their way through the maze of people and objects. When she looked up again, there was the boy. Standing, bright, fit, and handsome, and smiling and waving as he recognized her. 

It took them about 30 minutes to drive back to her summer house, a little cabin by the lake. They chatted the entire time and hit it off quite well. They found that they had a lot in common. When they got back to the cabin Sandra poured a glass of wine for both of them and then served the dinner that she had made. The entire time they couldn’t stop talking and Sandra kept pouring more and more wine into both of their glasses without realizing it. For some reason she couldn’t stop thinking about the picture of her grandfather and she decided to tell him about it. 
“You know, there is a picture of my mother’s father in her room, and I always looked at it growing up. You really are the spitting image of him.”
“Really? Do you have the picture with you.”

“No,” she answered, almost disappointed. 

Over the next few days Francis started to notice that there wasn’t anyone around for miles. It began to seem rather strange to him that his older cousin would bring him here. She was almost old enough to be an aunt. As the days went by she seemed to get more and more friendly. 

One morning, it was really early and he heard some noise from outside. He looked outside and his heart jumped when he saw Sandra out in the lake, without clothes. She was swimming around and washing herself off. Suddenly Francis realized that he really hadn’t washed himself. He felt so horny seeing her. In Africa his parents had been missionaries and sex and masturbation was totally prohibited. Still, he fucked a lot of girls. He fucked every single native African girl he could get his hands on, the younger the better. He tried to get them young and untouched and wear a condom every time. He had never gotten any diseases, none that showed up on a blood test anyway. He knew that his cousin wanted to fuck him. And now that he saw her naked body, he wanted to fuck her back. Social niceties be damned. So, he decided not to waste any more time. He stripped off is clothes and headed outside. 
When Sandra saw him his hard dick was standing straight up and she couldn’t help but laugh a little. 

“Care for some company?” He asked. 

“Sure, bring that cute ass of yours over here.”

Francis laughed and jumped in the water. Sandra handed him some soap and he began to wash himself. 

“What a gorgeous body you have, cousin.”

“Why thank you, you’re not so bad yourself. Hey, want to know something?”

“What’s that?”

“There’s a fish that lives in this water, and it’s so strange, but I’ve brought other guys out here and for some reason this fish just LOVES to suck cock.”

“What? Really? You’re kidding right?”

“NO! Seriously. If you stay in here long enough you might get a chance to experience it. All the guys say it feels really good. Here, let me look under the water and see if I can find it.” 
Sandra ducked under the water and noticed the boy’s hard cock sticking straight out of a dark tuft of pubic hair. She stealthily sneaked around underneath him until she was in a position to wrap her lips around his manhood and suck. 

When Francis felt her lips around his cock, for a minute he actually felt that it might be the cock-sucking fish on full attack! Just like a kid, he was tricked into believing Sandra’s hocus pocus. Once he realized it was her, he thought to himself, “Man, this lady is really a freak!” But then, shortly after that he thought, “I am definitely the luckiest boy alive.” God he loved blowjobs. 
Sandra popped back up again. “Did you feel it?”

“Yeah, I felt it alright. You’re getting me so hot I might just want to fuck my own cousin.”
“Who, moi? It was the cock-sucking fish, I swear!”

Francis couldn’t wait any longer. He reached forward and started groping and kissing his cousin all over. Sandra was still playing it cool. 

“What are you doing?” She laughed. He practically carried her back onto the shore and fucked her silly, cumming over and over again all over her and inside her. 

She loved the feeling he gave her. She loved his fit young man body and smell. She was in heaven. Sandra let him fuck her and even cum inside her without protection. 

