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Uncle Tony had been my favourite all time uncle. Well he wasn’t my real uncle, but I loved him just as much, or perhaps more than my real uncles. Mums and dads brothers. He’d been my parents friend since their early childhood and he became my adopted uncle, when I was young we did everything together, he took me everywhere, some even thought he was my father, rather than my adopted uncle, that’s why I was shocked…no I think devastated is a better word, when I’d gone to him for help
I’d turned to him in my time of need, oh he’d help me alright, but it was the price he was asking that came as a shock. How could he, god I’d trusted him, from a small child I’d trusted him implicitly.
Ok so Trevor and I had been a little foolish. Trevor had borrowed the money from Greg Garzio because the deal he had on offer looked foolproof. The money he was borrowing would soon be tripled and he would repay the loan within the period Garzio had stipulated. The only problem was, the so called foolproof deal turned sour, real sour and come the time to repay the loan, whoops no money. Trevor now owed Garzio big time and a rising interest adding to the original debt. Now this should not have been my problem, I had nothing to do with the loan, it had been all Trevor’s idea…the problem was I was Trevor’s friend, and therefore when Trevor took off and scarpered, Garzio saw me as a solution to his problem.

“Look honey, it’s nothing personal…it’s just that you’re boyfriend has taken off and I’m afraid the repaying of the debt is now on your shoulders my love”

“But why…he’s not even my boyfriend I just accompanied him that day when he came to see you about a loan…a loan he assured me he would pay back within the time you gave him…how the hell is it my problem”

“Sorry love, that’s not what he told us…said you and he were close…real close…said to would stand by him…said you was good collateral…that’s the words he used, never mind when we find him its click time” He said, running his finger over his throat.

I felt a cold shudder run through my body. I’d heard some terrible stories about Greg Garzio and had warned Trevor not to deal with him, or trust him
“You got a week honey…a week…don’t disappoint me eh?” he said, dismissing me.
Now to say I was scared was an understatement…I was real scared. I had no idea how I was going to get the money…I liked even less the method Garzio would take to extract the money from me. I shuddered to think what he would do to Trevor when he caught up with him…but I knew what I would do to him, when I caught up with him…the rat had scarpered, left me to deal with Garzio and then tell Garzio I was good for the money. I was in despair, and then a thought came to me. Uncle Tony…yes that’s who can help me…Uncle Tony.

I was feeling a little more confident as I drove my battered old Honda toward his residence. Now uncle Tony, was a person of great wealth. He’d taken a gamble early in his life…a gamble he had invited my father in on, but dad had thought it was too big a risk, declined the offer and had been kicking himself ever since, when the risk turned into a huge success. Dad resented uncle Tony’s success a little…however it was uncle Tony who had taken the risk and it had paid off.

I was almost crying as I told him the mess I was in and with whom.
“God lass…you really are in a pickle…a right mess, and with Garzio…hell that’s bad…real bad, how can I help my love?”

“I need to borrow the money uncle Tony…I was kinda hoping you could lend me it…I’d pay it all back…interest and all…I promise…I just don’t know who to turn too…there’s only you”

He looked at me, deep in thought, pondering my predicament.

He nodded his head saying “Hmmm…yes I can lend it to you…I have no problem with that…after all you’re my favourite niece, aren’t you” he said

I thought to myself I was his only niece…and not his proper niece to boot.

“Oh thank you uncle Tony…thank you” I said, positively gushing my enthusiastic thanks. “I’ll love you for ever” I said grateful that he was getting me out of a potentially appalling situation.

“Well I’ve got to say a couple of things first my sweet child” he said. He always called me sweet child, even at eighteen, I was his sweet child. I guess grown ups never really think of you as anything else.

“It has to be repaid….and with interest” He said

“Oh of course…of course as I said…I’ll repay in full…plus any interest…I’m just so relieved that I can repay Garzio…that’s all” 

“I don’t think you understand my love…I want interest…but not the interest you think”

I looked at him…puzzled by what he had just said.

“What do you mean…interest, but not as I think” I replied, a quizzical look on my face.

“I…I need…er well…I would like to spend time with you my love…real time” he said, not making any real sense.

“But we do spend time together uncle…you and I…you’ve taken me all over…all those fishing trips…outdoor pursuits…you’re always with me…more so that my own father…I don’t understand”

“No…no…more than that…I…I mean of a sexual nature”

I looked at him, unable to speak. I even laughed. “It’s a joke…you’re joking with me aren’t you uncle Tony” I said, still smiling at his rather sick joke.

“No my love I’ve never been more serious in my life. I want you, desire you, desire you more than any woman I’ve ever wanted”

When he didn’t smile or bat an eyelid, I could see he was serious, very serious. “God uncle, you are sick, very sick…you need to see someone…I’m your niece for god’s sake…you know the little girl who follows you all over…the little girl you took everywhere…remember her”

“First off you are not my niece….not really, and second you are no longer a little girl…you’re a woman…a full blooded, very desirable woman, a woman I’ve wanted for some years now” he said.

“No…no…please uncle…this is insane…you are insane” I replied. Here was a man, a man I have loved, looked up to…was my hero…and yes dare I say, had a crush on. What he wanted to do with me…to me, well it had me cringing.

“Yes…yes and it’s you who have driven me insane…I’ve seen you grow, from a seedling, I’ve watched as that seedling developed, ripened. I watched your breasts as they developed. I felt the stirring in my loins as that beautiful body of yours grew and grew. The times we went up into the hills, the fishing we did together. I lay in my part of the tent at night, watched the lighted silhouette of your naked body as you changed, the outline of those luscious breasts, those nipples, a body that I wanted, but was denied. You have no idea how close I came to ripping away the tents fabric to get to you, then I’d follow you to the place you used to bathe…I’d watch you undress…see your naked form as it splashed and frolicked in the cold mountain stream…then hurry back to our camp sight as if nothing had happened …insane…yes I guess I am insane”

I could take no more, I had to leave, get out of here…oh god.

“No…no, wait, Sandra…please…please, wait…come back” 

I slammed the door on his pleas, jumped in my battered old Honda, the tyres screeching as I put it into drive and buried my foot to the floor, eager to get away from my uncle and his house.

Garzio’s men picked me up as I left the coffee shop a few days later. I sat between them in the back seat of the limousine. I was scared, real scared. I was trying to control the trembling in my body as we sped to, who knows where. The answer to that question came when we arrived at the residence of Mr Garzio.
“Ah my dear child…glad to see you again…so good of you to come” A wolf like smile spreading over his face.

“I don’t think I had any option Mr Garzio…do you” I replied.

“Hmm….perhaps not my dear…perhaps not”

“Now tell me, my dear you do have my money, do you not” he asked.

My blood suddenly turned to ice…Panic started to spread through my body. My answer was no…there was no way I could get that sort of money for him…not in ten years of hard saving.

“Then I take it the answer is no…you do not have it…correct”

I stood looking at him, then nodded and said “No…I just can’t get that sort of money”

There was a long pause as he stood, looking me in the eyes, contemplating his next move.

Suddenly, there was a strong smell in the air, a hospital smell; I knew it from somewhere…but where…then I realised…realised too late, there was a soft step behind me, I was about to turn around when a cloth was pressed into my face…chloroform….yes that’s what the smell was, chloroform. I kicked and struggled, I gasped for air, but the more I struggled and the more I gasped only meant I took in more of the chloroform, and then all went black, I was enveloped in a deep inky blackness.

The light became brighter, the nearer I went toward it, there were sounds, voices, brighter and brighter and suddenly I was awake, conscious once again. My mouth was dry, I tried to lick my lips, move my hand to my mouth. I couldn’t move it. It was held down by a strap, a strap connected to the gurney they had placed me on.
“Ah my dear…I see you are with us once more” It was Garzio; he was over to my left, talking to another man. I looked to my right, there was a table next to the gurney, on it was a tray containing a hypodermic and what looked like a length of thin rubber hosing.
“Now my dear you must not distress yourself” he said

“What…what are you going to do to me” I asked a whimper in my voice.

“Oh nothing too serious my love….merely get my money back, that’s all”

“But how…I have no money…I have no way of paying you” I replied.

“Oh but you have my dear…you have. You see you have a most voluptuous and desirable body on you…a body men will pay to enjoy…and that’s where you come in…I’m setting you to work for me”

“What…you mean as a prostitute…is that what you mean?” I replied

“Exactly what I mean my dear…exactly”

“If you think I’m going to work for you as one of your whores, you’re crazy” I replied

He merely smiled and said “Oh you will my pet…you will. In fact when I’m finished with you, you will be begging me, literally begging me for work”
“Oh and how do you propose that Mr Garzio” I asked.

He walked around to the table containing the syringe. “You see this my dear” he asked, picking it up. “It’s full of heroin, Leon here is going to inject you with it…then you’ll have a wonderful, euphoric feeling…well you will for a time…but fear not, Leon can give you another, then another and even another and soon you won’t be able to do without it…you’ll be totally addicted to it. You will no doubt have seen what it can do to a person…totally control them, totally dependent on it. That’s when you will be asking…nay begging for a fix…which of course we will be only to willing to give you…but only after you have performed a service for me, and when you have serviced those men, you will be able to slip into a beautiful euphoria…until the next time” He gave a short laugh, knowing it was all true.
“Oh god no…please no…please” I begged.

“You see, you are already begging me” he said, smiling.

I struggled and begged, trying to release myself from the bonds that held me, but there was no escape.
I watched as Leon wound the rubber tube around my arm, pumping me for a vein. He picked up the syringe, allowing some to escape first. I was screaming, shouting, and begging him to stop. I could not pull my arm away as the needle came nearer to my skin.
I felt a sharp prick. In a moment the needle would enter my flesh, my vein. Then the liquid would be in my system…addiction would soon be guaranteed.

“No…no…no…I’ll get the money…please…please you have to believe me…I can get all of it…every last cent…but please don’t do this to me…please” I was crying and sobbing, my body shook and trembled with the emotion. A hand fell on Leon’s arm, stopping him from going any further.

“All of it…you can get all of it” Garzio asked.

“Yes…yes…I promise…I promise I’ll get all of it…just don’t inject me with that stuff…please” I sobbed.
“Seeing as I like you and you seem such a nice girl…I will give you one more chance to come up with the money…be at the Fisherman’s Wharf…8pm Wednesday…If you don’t have the money…or don’t show up…I don’t have to tell you the consequence do I”

“I’ll have it….I’ll have it I promise Mr Garzio” a little relief now coming back.

“Hmm it’s a pity…you sure you wouldn’t like to work for me my dear…you’d make a fine prostitute…yes…yes a fine prostitute” he said smiling at me.

“No thanks to the job offer Mr Garzio…I’ll get your money”

“I hope so my dear…I hope so…otherwise I’ll be your first customer”

I was blind folded and put in the car and driven to where my car had been left. I was never so glad or relieved to see that battered old Honda in my life…right then I loved it as I turned the key, started the engine and drove away.  

There was of course only one place to go. It had to be the better of the two options, a drug addict I did not want to become, and a little favorable sex with an uncle was by far the better of the two.

As I drove I thought about what uncle Tony had confessed to me only a few days ago. Why had I been so mad with him, after all if I was honest with myself, I’d harbored similar thoughts myself about him? He was a very good looking man…a full head of hair, with streaks of grey in it…sure he was old…well perhaps I should say older. Same or similar age as mum and dad…he was after all their friend, friend from way back. So that would make him about forty five…twenty seven years older than me. I remember how I thought of him as my hero, such a big crush on him…dare I say I was in love with him.

I hadn’t realized my silhouette, had shone across the tent wall. God the outline of my naked body must have done things for him. I in turn had slid into my sleeping bag, thinking about my hero so close to me. My hand slipping between my thighs, sensually stroking my inner thighs, my finger tracing and following my wet slit. Then inserting my finger inside that wet slit, working it in and out. To me it wasn’t a finger, but a penis, a very hard penis…the penis of my lover…my lover being uncle Tony…oh yes I was as complicit in my actions as he was. What I didn’t know was that he had followed me to the river and watched me as I removed my cloths and walked into the water naked. Perhaps I was really mad at myself, for having such carnal thoughts about this man.  

“Oh it’s you…and what do you want now…come to shout at me again…tell me how much of a sicko I am…is that it” said uncle Tony as he answered the door.

“No…no, none of that…I’ve…I’ve come to apologise…it was wrong of me…I should never have said any of it” I said, trying to smooth things over a little. I did not want him mad at me, not at a time like this.

“I’ve thought it over and I’ll agree to your terms, I need the money and I’ll do whatever you want and again uncle…I’m sorry for what I said”

He looked long and hard at me. “You’re having me on…you’re hiding something…this is a set up isn’t it” he said looking over my shoulder, looking to see if anyone else was there listening in.

“No…no…I swear, it is not a set up, no one else is involved…it’s just you and me” I said, trying to reassure him.

A smile creased his face. “Better come in then” he said, stepping aside so I could enter, then taking one last look around, closed the door on the outside world. It was now just him and I. 

“I’m still not certain about this, you sure you’re not setting me up” he asked. Still somewhat uncertain that I was genuine.

“I can assure you uncle Tony, I’m genuine about the whole thing…it is not a set up”

“Now…remind me…how much do you owe Garzio?”
I gave him the figure; he let out a slow whistle. “Whow that’s a lot of money honey” he said

“You mean you don’t have it” I replied, my heart starting to sink, concern showing on my face.

“Oh no, I have it all right, I mean I’ll want to meet with you more than once, for that sort of cash”

“So how many times are we talking of here” I asked, then before waiting for his answer replied “It doesn’t matter how many times, uncle, I’ll do it as many as you want, I’ll be only too grateful for the money”

This answer pleased him as he smiled and nodded his head.

“Come…I’ll get you the money first” He said and I followed him to his bedroom.

As he dialed the safes combination, I looked at the bed, the place where my uncle was about to take me…have me. There was no turning back, I was committed…the alternative…well it wasn’t worth thinking about.
“There you are honey, it’s all there…every cent” he said, stacking the neatly bundled notes on the table next to the bed…my prostitution money, because that’s what I was about to become…I was doing this for money.

He took me in his arms, holding me tight. I felt a shudder run through my body.

“Mmmmm…you feel and smell good my love” he said burying his face in my hair, kissing my neck. “Come…let’s go on the bed” I followed him, falling into his outstretched arms. Again he held me tight, kissing my neck and ear. I felt a tingle run through me. His lips gently kissed my forehead, then my eyes and brushed over my lips, all the time whispering his love for me. My body stiffened as a hand fell on my thigh. I could feel the warmth of it through the fabric of my skirt. It was gentle as it stroked and squeezed up and down, and then moving between my legs, again I felt the warmth of fingers through the skirts material as he stroked my slit.
His mouth was on my mouth, kissing, but not a passionate kiss…a gentle sensuous kiss, his tongue, just, touching my lips. My body was shaking but not from the cold…I felt a little excited by it all.

His fingers reached for the buttons on my blouse and one by one he slowly and deliberately undid them. I watched as he did so, the smile never leaving his face, he was enjoying this part of it. He didn’t want to rush; there was no need to rush. He was getting what he wanted…what he had dreamed of for so many years. The last button undone, he pulled apart my blouse, revealing my heaving breasts, round and firm the nipples hidden, concealed and retained by my bra. My heart was pounding like a frightened bird. 
“You shiver so…don’t be afraid, my love…I won’t hurt you…I love you far…far too much”

He looked longingly, almost lovingly at my firm shapely mounds.

“Oh my love they are so beautiful…so beautiful” he said, his hands gently skimming over the warm flesh. A gentle squeeze, the warmth of his hand making them even firmer.

His desire was to see them, to play and fondle them. He pushed and tugged at my bra, lifting it clear, and revealing the naked bare flesh of my breasts, firm young breasts, with firm erect nipples.

“Oh god…yes…yes…yes” he purred, lust and desire now lighting up his eyes.

“Oh god you’re so beautiful my love…so beautiful” his hand now feeling the warm firm flesh of my breast. His touch was soft…gentle as his hand roamed freely, finger and thumb playing with the nipple. When his mouth started to suckle it. I could hold back no longer and I gave an involuntary gasp, sigh and moan, then holding his head tight, running my hands through his hair keeping it close to my breast not wanting him to stop. “Oh uncle…uncle…uncle” I moaned.

“Sandra….Sandra….Sandra, I love you…I love you” he whispered in my ear
As his mouth continued to suckle, his hand moved down between my legs…now he wanted more…much more.

“Pull up your skirt…pull it up around your waist my love…let me see those lovely thighs and long legs of yours my dearest” 
I pulled, squirmed and tugged at my skirt…slowly pulling it upward, revealing my legs and thighs as I did so. Now he had full view. My skimpy blue panties all that stood between him and the one thing he desired to see, feel, touch, and be inside
His fingers gently touched my soft silk like thighs, tracing the outline showing through my panties of my pussy.

“Take them of…take them off…your panties…please take them off” he said urgency and excitement in his voice.

Once again as with my skirt, I took hold of them, shuffled, pulled and tugged at them pulling downward, over my hips, down around my thighs, my knees, then kicking them free.

I felt a little embarrassed, as uncle Tony stared longingly at my now rather wet pussy. I tried to press my legs and knees tight together, only his strong hands prised them apart, his eyes never straying from my pussy.

“Oh god girl…it’s…it’s…oh god it’s so beautiful” he said as he gently, tenderly touched and played with it, his finger softly tracing its lips. As he continued teasing, tantalizing me. slowly the lips open up, revealing the wet pink fleshy interior, and then his finger suddenly plunges inside. I’m taken by surprise and let out a long, joyous gasp. “Ohhhhh….Mmmmm” sink back and start to enjoy the attention being bestowed upon me. My body relaxes and my legs open a little more, inviting his finger to pleasure me more. His mouth softly kissing my neck and nibbling my ear…goose bumps and a shudder run through my body…now mouth on mouth…full, passionate as our tongues engage in combat. 

“Oh…uh…ah…oh…” I softly moan and purr in response to another finger inside my pussy, I hear the slurping sound it makes as the finger works back and forth. There’s a brief pause, the finger is removed, and then the sound of a zip as it’s pulled down. He moves his body on top of my body…our kissing still passionate, urgent. I can feel the warmth, the hardness of his cock against my thighs as he pushes it between my legs. The head now just inside my pussy, there’s a slight movement of his body then he pushes inward. Slowly gently a little at a time, push, push, push, so gentle I haven’t noticed he is all the way in. 

Now I have never seen uncle Tony’s penis, but I have heard on good authority he is well hung. I had inadvertently heard mum and dad talking about him some time ago. I’d only heard the final part but dad had said “Well we all knew Tony’s a well hung guy…we all used to see it in the showers after the match…and of course you would know from personal experience wouldn’t you Joanne”

“Tommy that was a long time ago…well before you and I were married…and don’t forget it was you I did marry, not Tony”

It was one more thing that had dad a little jealous about uncle Tony’s success.

Well that well hung penis was now inside me and I felt his ass rise and fall, rise and fall.

Oh god…uncle Tony…uncle Tony…” I whimpered like a little girl. The feel of his cock working inside me had me euphoric.

“Open your legs up…open them wide…spread them sweetheart…spread them” he said

I only wanted to please him. I spread them wide, bending my knees, forming a cradle for him to nestle between. His ass continued to hump, setting a nice steady rhythm. The creaking of the bed, our joint moans and cries of desirous joy and euphoria, mingled as he continued thrusting into me.

“Oh Sandra…Sandra…god I love you…I love you” he whispered as he kissed my neck and ear.

“Mmmmmm….I love you to uncle Tony…I love you to” It just seemed to come out; it was an automated response to his. The thrusts now long and deep.

I’d gone past the soft moans and groans. Now I was shouting and screaming with delight as I felt and enjoyed each and every thrust. Thrusts that had become harder, deeper, more urgent
His pace quickened, thrusts faster “Oh…um…oh…um…oh, uh, uh” then “Mmmmm!….mmmmm!…mmmmm!” and with each exclamation, his cock throbbed and pulsed and  with each pulse a stream of warm white fluid ejected form him to me. Then all movement stopped, still connected by his now deflating penis.
“Oh god Sandra…that was just marvelous…just marvelous…I’ve never felt that good since…” he never finished the sentence.

“Since when uncle Tony…since when?” I asked

“Oh, a long time ago…a long time ago” was all he’d say.
We clung, kissed and hugged each other for a while longer. Why had I not just done all this earlier? I could have saved myself a lot of grief. 

“Don’t go my love...stay…stay the night…I’d like that” he said.

“Oh I don’t know…I think I should go” I said, but hoping all a while he would persuade me to stay.

He wasn’t going to give up. I got my wish and after his persistent asking, I gave in and said I would. 

“Good that’s settled then…how about we both jump in the shower together…then cook ourselves a meal…open some wine…and enjoy ourselves”

As we both stepped into the shower, I saw for the first time, the penis that my father and mother had said was…well was large. I have to say it impressed me, even slack as it was I knew when it was excited; I would be impressed even more. I could not believe that such a monster had been inside me not that long ago. The hot water felt good as it sprayed over our bodies. His hand with the soap ran over my body, lingering the longest moments between my legs and over my breasts. Likewise my soaped hand rubbed and scrubbed his chest and the presently soft flesh that was his penis, even slack, felt good to touch. I could see I was doing too good a job as it slowly inflated into a stiff hard mass.

“Oh honey we can’t leave the shower just yet…I think you’re mouth should fit around that just nice” he said and I slid to my knees, took hold of the shaft and devoured it, placing as much as I could inside. One hand working it, my mouth sucking and tongue licking it. Above the sound of the flowing water I could hear uncle’s sighs and moans, as he delighted in the euphoric feeling my mouth was giving him. Suddenly, warm fluid was filling my mouth, running across my tongue and down my throat. Uncle could hold back no longer and was forced to release his sperm. It had an acrid taste as it first made me gag, before swallowing it.
Neither of us dressed, we dried each other off. The towel felt warm, comforting as he ran it over my body. His hands, firm, reassuring. It had been many a year since I had stood before him and felt those reassuring hands dry me off in front of the fire…but in those days neither of us had the thoughts in our mind as we did tonight.

Dressed in warm bathrobes, we moved about the house and kitchen, putting together the meal he had promised. I was pleasantly surprised at his culinary expertise…but again as a bachelor I guess he had learned a thing or two about cooking. The wine was excellent just the right temperature. After the meal we curled up on the sofa and held and cuddled each other sipping another bottle of wine…I had a lovely deep glow inside…I was more than ready for love. The warm glow was getting to the both of us, as his hand slipped under my bath robe and commenced stroking my thigh. I likewise delved under his and was rewarded with a magnificent hard penis. Hands and fingers continued to play, touch and massage each others soft delicate areas, our emotions like a thermometer on a hot day starting to rise, until uncle Tony could not wait any longer. 

“Come on my love…I do think it is time we went to bed” Two discarded bathrobes lay in the passage en route to the bedroom, our naked bodies momentarily pressed together as we kissed passionately, hands touching and exploring each other…testament to our rising emotions and eagerness to start the proceedings in full. I lay on the bed, arms outstretched, inviting my lover to join me. The feel of his warm body against mine, was like pouring petrol to the fire, flames, and heat burning higher. Nestled between my legs, he pressed his warm, hard shaft next to my stomach and wet willing pussy. I worked my slit against it, wanting to rise up and impale myself onto that same shaft. 
It felt good to be rid of the clothing we had worn earlier in the day. This time around I could touch, feel and run my hands over his warm flesh. Holding and caressing his hard manhood…drove me mad with desire.

His own hands were not idle. As they in turn roamed freely over my body. A gentle touch here and squeeze there, fingers delving into my warm velvet tunnel. A mouth kissing, suckling on my now firmed breasts and nipples.
The sounds permeating the room were that of two people…lovers, engaged and enjoying the wildest of sexual pleasure. The world right then could have crumbled around us we, it would not matter.

His mouth kissed and moved down my body…downward, ever downward…slowly making for…Oh yes…yes I know where he’s heading. I lift my legs and spread them wide. His mouth finds my pubic hair, then my slit, his tongue now probing. Strong hands slide under my buttocks, gently squeeze them, then lift them up and he buries his face in my pubic hair. The hungry animal within finds the food, like a ripe melon, the mouth opens and begins to feast, feast and gorge upon my wet, warm pussy. Warm hands reach up, cup and squeeze my breasts. I scream, like I’ve never screamed before. My thighs close tight around his head, locking him firmly in position…a long low sigh now coming from my mouth…my body stiffening as the orgasm hits. My head thrashes from side to side, I’m totally unaware of anything…only the immense pleasure I’m receiving. I’m looking straight into uncle Tony’s eyes, at some stage he had stopped eating my pussy and inserted his hard manhood inside me…I was so engrossed I’d not realised it had happened. The muscles of his ass were flexing as he thrust into me. He was already in a steady rhythm, Rising and falling…rising and falling. The smile on his face and shine in his eyes told me how much he too was enjoying it, my pussy contracting and forming a tight warm velvet tunnel for him to fuck.
The wedding was a low key affair, friends and close family; the only one missing was dear old dad. It had been too much for him, knowing his friend had, had both his wife and his daughter. I now wondered how he was gong to react to the news that soon he was going to be a grandparent….we could only wait and see…mum…well she was thrilled.

Greg Garzio…well he was both happy and a little disappointed, happy to have all his money plus interest, disappointed that I’d managed to pay it off. He said that if I ever wanted a job he was more than happy to employ me…I bet he is.

