The Cotton Tent

by Carson Drew


My name is Carson Drew and I spent 25 years working as a lifestyles reporter for a major U.S. newspaper.  My job was to get the “story within the story” and I did my job well – winning numerous writing awards.   When I retired, I decided to explore that one area that is still taboo with “regular” folks – sex stories.  Working on the theory that “everyone has a story to tell,” I began to interview to random people at the United States.  These are their stories....

POSTMARK – Twin Falls, Idaho  ---    I met Jim Levine at a Memorial Day barbecue at Harmon Park.  He was a man of average height, just a few days past his 30th birthday, with a thin, athletic build.  A runner's body.  He soon confessed to me that he had been addicted to running since his freshman year in High School.  He had taken it up to get in shape for Freshmen Soccer.  After he didn't make the team, he just kept running.


After a few burgers and beers we dropped into a couple of cheap outdoor chaise lounge style chairs and watched the world of people rotate around us.  Jim looked at the posse of mostly white faces, young and old, and turned reflective.  Turning thirty will do that to you.


He asked about my family.  There was not much to tell.  I was an only child.  My father died in the Korean war.  My Mom was broken the rest of her life.  I got out of there as soon as possible as stayed away as much as possible.


“I had a big family,” Jim told me.   “A very proper family.  My father was a veteran of the first Iraq war.  Didn't seem to make a dent in him.  He got hit riding his bike home in the dark one night three years ago and died from his injuries.  My mother was one of those perfect PTA / Soccer Mom.   She raised three girls and myself in an atmosphere of homemade rice crispy treats and family game nights.”


Jim cracked open another Heineken.  “I'm the baby of the family.   Samantha and Jayne were three years apart.  They were raised to find their own way in the world and they did.  Serena and I were sheltered more; babied more.  Mom had changed her mind about trusting the world, so she held us closer.  Serena was only a year and a half older than me.   Sam and Jayne were gone all the time, out making their way in the world and at school and all, so Serena and I were home most of the time.   We ended up doing most of the chores and work around the house, especially after Dad shipped off to Iraq and Mom slipped into a big time depression.  She kept up the Happy Face outside the home, but inside she was mostly too exhausted to do anything more than lie on the couch and stare at the television or lie in bed in her thick pale blue bathrobe, pretending to read a book while sipping tall glasses of red wine.


Many nights Serena went in to Mom's room before bed and covered her up and took the wine glasses to the kitchen.”


Jim let his empty bottle drop to the ground.  A whirl of motion, the mechanics of the people in the park, seemed to be thinning and moving away from us.  I could feel the sun setting behind our chairs.


“My folks were very strict, very proper, and very appropriate.  There was only one way to do things – the right way.  There was no room for us to explore, experiment, of find ourselves.  There was a “way” that all of us were to be, and that was it.  There was one path, the right path, and my parents expected us to follow that path, without question, without complaint.  There was no advice, no instruction, no give and take through that twisted road of adolescence.


For example, my parents never told us anything about sex.  They told each of us that sex was for married couples only.  Since we weren't married, we didn't need to know about it.  I don't know whether they were chicken and hoped we get information from other sources or not, but I remember Samantha complaining bitterly at her wedding reception that neither Mom nor Dad had held “the conversation” with her in the last few days before the wedding.


Jayne and Serena and I made mental notes to find our information on our own.


Life in the summer of 1993 was a bore.  Father was still in Kuwait working on communications and raising alarms about burning oil wells and something called “Gulf War Syndrome.”  Samantha was married and living in New York.  Jayne was a sophomore at the Denver University.   She was working an internship in hotel and restaurant management and had stayed in Denver for the summer.


Serena was 16 and had recently received her driver's license.  Since Mom was basically housebound, Serena had almost unlimited access to the car.   She was working  as a nanny for a local family across town.


I was working five days a week as a counselor for the parks and recreation summer day camp for elementary kids.


Serena and I were spending a lot of time together.   She didn't like to drive around town by herself.  I was still on the “child” side of life, contenting myself with tennis and fishing, hiking and goofing around with the club of boys I had hung with since elementary school.   We were all innocent geeks.


Rich and Steve Galceno and I had planned a five day camping trip around the fourth of July near Craters of the Moon Park.  I talked Serena into driving us to the Army Surplus Warehouse in Idaho Falls on her day off so we could “gear up.”


I purchased the usual useless merchandise – a folding green shovel, mosquito netting, a jumbo knife with a compass on the end, waterproof matches, a 200 year old sleeping bag, etc.  My prize purchase was a white cotton pup tent that appeared to have seen action in the Civil War.


We spoke excitedly of our impending adventure the entire trip back.  Serena stayed quiet for a while, but the electricity was too much, and soon she was sharing the dream and getting just as excited as the rest of us.


During Dad's absence and Mom's hiatus from parenthood, Serena and I had quietly come to rely on each other and we had grown close without any outward signs.  I had grown to love and respect her very much, although in typical Levine fashion there was no chance in hell I would tell her.


Mom and Dad and Sam and Jayne were so distant they seemed like characters to me, like distant stars.  But Serena was real and warm and human.  The best part was that she was proud to be my big sister.  She had a great sense of humor and she lightened many difficult moments.  She was a great student, sister, and daughter.”


I felt the first wave of cool air drift through the park.


“And Serena was a straight, moral, Christian girl.   She was the only member of our family who attended church, although she had been dragging me with her since she got the driver's license.  She was tight with God and right with her life.


At dinner that evening, Serena was bubbling with excitement over my upcoming camping trip.


'I'm going to field test the tent tonight in the backyard,' I said while swallowing chunks of peas and corns.


“Awesome,” Serena said.  “Can I sleep out with you?”


An hour later we were setting up the white cotton tent in the backyard.  There was a full moon and silver beams of light slipped through the sheer cloth and gently illuminated the inside of the tent.


I didn't want to wear out my new sleeping bag, so Serena and I put down a ground cloth and two thick queen size quilts.  We climbed in with our pajamas on and pulled two heavy wool blankets over us.  


We spent an hour talking about Sam and Jayne and Mom and Dad, telling a few jokes and using some language the broke the “Levine” standards, and then I fell asleep.  I woke up some time later when I felt the blankets rustling.  It was a hot June evening and we had too many blankets on.  I could feel my forehead and body covered with sweat.


I opened my eyes.  Serena was sitting up in the tent.


'I've gotta pee,' she said.  'and it's too hot in here.  I couldn't fall asleep.

I'm going to go inside to go to the bathroom, then sleep in my room.  Okay, Jim?'


I said sure.   I heard her slip out of the tent and heard the back screen door slam as she went inside.  Alone, I stripped out of my pajamas as fast as possible, balled them up and wiped my body down, threw one blanket and the pajamas to the side, and pulled the other blanket over my naked body.


I was yet to have an orgasm or wet dream, but I was having sensual dreams.


I immediately fell back asleep.  Sometime later that chaffing of the wool blanket on my bare skin produced an erection and I felt sweat building again on my body, so I threw off the blanket.  A few seconds later I was aware of a presence and heard a voice gasp.


I opened my tired eyes and discovered Serena on her knees, in a soft white nightgown, staring at my erection.  I spun around and reached for a blanket but Serena said:  'wait, I wanna look.  I've never seen a penis.   Is that what it looks like all the time?'


“No, I said, it's hard now.  I have a hard on.”


“what's that? Don't you only get a hard on when you're going to have sex.'\”


“I don't know,” I protested, “I'm a kid.”


“It's really beautiful.  It's awesome, can I touch it.”


I started to protest but Serena had already reached down and wrapped her hand around my thick cock.  She slid her thumb up under the head and that was the end of my protests.  With her hand still wrapped around my member, Serena reached around until she found the flashlight we had brought with us.  She clicked it on and shone the light up and down the length of my cock.


“It's really beautiful, Jim,” she said and sounded just like an admiring sister. “look at the top, it's all red and purple.  Is it always like that?”


“Usually it's a lot smaller and just pink, like the rest of my penis.”


She lifted up my dick and shone the light on my ball sac.


“wait, what's....are those your balls?”


She squeezed them in her hand and I squealed in pain.


“Sorry,” she said and let them drop.


“Okay, I think we've had enough show and tell, Ser, let's just go to sleep.”


She climbed in under the blanket.


“Thanks, Jim,” she said, giving me a huge hug.  I could feel her firm breasts through the nightgown.  Her nipples were hard.


“Think you can get to sleep?” 


“I don't know,” she answered, “I'm all excited and jittery.  Let me rub your back while you go to sleep and that will make me tired.”


I lay on my back.  Serena began to rub my chest and stomach with her free hand.  

She wrapped her other hand tightly around my cock, which was throbbing.  I couldn't tell whether that was good or bad.  She continued to rub my chest and stomach in wide circles while absent-absentmindedly stroking my cock.  At first I started to drift back to sleep, but then I felt a tightness in my groin and something building in my gut. It felt like I was about to take a dump and I really started to squirm and panic.  Serena began to instinctively pull my cock faster and harder.  Her thumb slid forward and slipped into the precum oozing from my cock.  Her attempts to wipe it off on my cock head resulted in agonizing wet circles on the tip of my head.  The painful buildup shifted from my butt to my balls and the front of my groin.


“Something's happening,” I shouted.


Serena grabbed the flashlight and continued to stroke me rapidly.  She shone the light beam on the top of my cock just as my first cum shot exploded into the air.


“Wow,” Serena said as the cum flew out of my cock straight into the air.


“Don't stop pumping me,” I screamed.  


She immediately resumed jerking my cock roughly and I began squirting cum all over the tent.  When I was finished I was out of mind.  I had no clue what an orgasm was and no idea it was so intense.


Serena grabbed my pajama top and attempted to mop up all the cum.


Then we lay in the tent nose to nose and enthused in conspiratorial tones and recounted what had just happened.


“My panties are sopping wet,” she confessed.  “you gotta find a way to do that to me.”


“I don't know,” I started to protest, but she had already whipped off the top of her white nightgown.  She flashed the light on her tits.  They were small but very round and firm with rock hard brown nipples.  'Do you think they look all right?'


I didn't answer.  I just reached out and began to rub them in circles.


She moaned.  I sat up and spun her around so she was lying in my lap.  I froze for a moment but she grabbed my hand and slipped it under her panties.  I felt her hairy mound and rubbed my hand across it awkwardly.  She pushed my hand down further and I found her soaking cunt.  I had no idea what to do and neither had she.

We both fiddled around down for quite a while.  She just got wetter and wetter and the tent smelled like her pussy.


Finally I accidentally brushed against her pussy and she moaned and stopped my hand.  She began to rub my hand in a circle around her clit.  I soon figured it out.  In less than a minute she was jamming her ass into my crotch and beginning to explode.  She threw her hand into her mouth to stifle her screams.  Her ass was dancing in my crotch.  My cock sprung to life again as a result of the friction.


We she finished cumming she pulled my hand off her clit and dropped it on her mound.  I rubbed her cunt juices into her pussy hair for a minute then went right back to her clit.  Soon she was exploding again.  I repeated this procedure seven or eight times until she was limp in my arms.  My cock, after suffering repeated attacks from her ass, was rigid and stinging and on the verge of exploding.


“Something's happening to me again,” I said.


She shone the light on my throbbing member.  “It sorta hurts,” I said.


She grabbed my cock again and started to slide her mouth towards it.


“What are you doing?”


“Dana Grove told me girls do it with the mouth.”


“They put penises in their mouths?”


“Yeah,” she said.


“You don't have to,” I started to say, but then her warm lips kissed my cock head, and her wet mouth slipped over my cock and slid all the way down the shaft.  I felt her start to gag but she just relaxed and kept going.  It only took a few turns of her sliding up and down the length of my cock before I was ready to explode again.  I wondered how she would know to get her mouth off me in time but when I was going to shoot my load instinct took over.  I took her head in the sides of my hands and shoved her head all the way down to the base of my cock.  I held it there while my balls blew up and my cock exploded.   A second battalion of cum streamed into her mouth, half shooting down her throat and the other half slipping along my shaft and dripping out her mouth.


“Oh my God,” I said in utter amazement.


We lay side by side, shoulder to shoulder, and immediately fell asleep.  I drifted off with the greatest feeling of contentment I had ever know, along with an incredible love and respect for Serena.


As first light of dawn peeked through the tent I awoke to a soft whimpering sound.  I opened my eyes and spotted Serena, curled in a ball in the corner, crying.


“Hey, what's the matter,” I asked.


“we shouldn't have done that Jimmy,” she whimpered.  “it was so wrong.  So wrong.  Now God hates me and I'm ashamed of myself.  This was so wrong.  And it was my fault.”


I reached over and pulled her to me.  She was shaking.  I wrapped the blanket around her and held her close, in silence, for a long time.  Until her crying stopped.  The whole time I hoped she wouldn't bump into my raging hard on.  Because I was feeling differently.


She finally stopped crying.  


“Look at me,” I said.  


She looked down.  I cupped her chin inmy palm and raised her head until we were eye to eye.  


“God will forgive us,” I said.  “And it never happened.  As far as you and I are concerned, this never happened.  It was a dream.”


She kissed me on the forehead and ran from the tent and into the house.  We never spoke of that incident again.  As I grew older and began to understand relationships and sex, I too grew ashamed.  It had seemed so innocent and wonderful when it happened, but by the time I was an adult, in the Levine tradition, it was gross and disgusting and wholly wrong.


Ten years later, Serena Levine got married.  She wore white – the color of the virgin, as she was entitled to.  Her experience with sexual intercourse would happen on her wedding night.  The wedding was beautiful and the reception was a genuine time of joy and celebration.


As my sister and her husband ran to their car, covered with words of well-wishing and a tail of tin cans, Serena looked over her shoulder.


Rice was raining on them from every angle.  


I smiled.  She whispered something to her husband, then turned and ran to me.  She threw her arms around me and we twirled around in unspoken appreciation of all we meant to each other.  She gave me a bear hug and her gown and veil crushed into my shoulder.  


She leaned over to whisper in my ear.


“I glad your cock was the first one I sucked, Jim.  And I'm glad you were the first man to make me cum.  No regrets.”


Then she spun away, jumped into the car, and drove off into her life.


Jim Levine picked up two beer bottles and slid on his flip-flops.


“That's my story, man,” he said as he walked away.

