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The Sister-in-law
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I am the eldest of Mrs. Florence and Mr. Roland's children. Richard was adopted three years later. My mother could no longer get pregnant and wanted a second child. We always lived in the suburbs of Dalton. I married a college classmate, but the marriage didn't last long and I ended up separating and moving back in with my parents.

At the time, Ric was starting to date Suzan. A nice, well-mannered guy, better looking than me. That's what I always heard from my friends at school. But although he was very outgoing, so much so that he became a salesman for a tool company, at the same time he was very conservative when it came to family matters.

We were the opposite in this respect. He believed in marriage and I, from personal experience, had already resolved not to get involved with any girl who would end up leading me into a new marriage. I'd had enough problems with Helen in the few years we'd been married.

After leaving college, I was hired by Virtcon, a mechatronics company. Ric kept pestering me to move out of our parents' house.

“Rent an apartment, finance it.”

“Why? I'd rather spend my money traveling the world. Besides, I got used to Florence's food.”

He would get angry with me, swear, shout. I found the whole argument very funny.

“What do you do when you get a girlfriend?”

“We dated at her house. I've never had any problems.”

“That's why they don't want to marry you.”

“But I don't want to either. I've had enough trouble with Helen.”

◆◆◆

I ended up meeting Suzan at a barbecue at my house. She seemed a bit shy, nice, and pleasant. A good choice for Ric, but my mother didn't like the girl. She examined her as if she were having a CT scan.

In her early twenties. A brunette with shoulder-length curly hair, prominent cheeks, green eyes, and a beautiful smile. There was a charm about her, even more so with the flowery dress she was wearing. But there was something else about her that I couldn't quite put my finger on. Something in her gaze, as if Suzan was much more than what she was showing us there.

Sensual, yes. Medium-sized breasts, voluminous hips, and the thighs of an athlete. It was obvious that she took care of her body. The girl enchanted my father and me. Roland was all praise for her.

“Good choice, my son. I like the girl.”

“Not me! She's hiding something, I don't know what.”

“Come on, Florence, the girl's very nice. Stop your suspicions.”

Of course, this conversation didn't take place when Suzy was around. Su, Suzy, or Suzan, she didn't care what we called her. As for Florence's criticism, nobody paid much attention. Even Ric, who always listened to her advice, did not heed her warnings.

They got married sometime later.

Suzy, dressed as a bride, was beautiful, intelligent, cultured, and exuded a sensuality that irritated my mother.

“Look at the way this girl looks. See if a bride dresses like that at her wedding!”

“Come on, Mom! You're exaggerating.”

But even I found strange that dress. Unlike Ric in a sober tuxedo, it was true that the girl's dress was very different from the standard one might expect at a wedding. Everyone at the party looked at Suzan with a certain astonishment.

It was a pink dress, with some transparencies that showed off the girl's tanned thighs, even her bra was visible. The drink indeed made me a little upset that day, maybe that's why I admired Suzy more than I should have and she noticed. I don't know, maybe it was an exaggeration on my part, but I think she looked at me differently at least a couple of times during the party.

Of course, she caught my eye, even though I'd seen Suzan no more than five times before their wedding. From the first time, Richard introduced us to the girl at the barbecue. Of course, I was enchanted by her.

And, of course, like any perverted brother like me. I ended up masturbating thinking about her, irresistible, even more so with that smile, the wink in the corner of my eye. The last time she came over to my house, you could see the bikini marks on her shoulders, and her firm shapely thighs.

I paid homage to Suzan a few times, wondering if my sister-in-law was naughtier than Ric imagined. Maybe Florence was right. But the ending came in Suzy's mouth. 'Did you like that?' In my dreams, she laughed and showed her cream-stained tongue.

Slut. At least in my dreams, she was.

I felt my cock grow in the middle of the party. I had to concentrate and pay attention to other matters before anyone noticed how excited I was.

Thankfully, I wasn't the only one admiring Suzan's shape. There were other men interested in her. It was obvious that Ric's friends were also more than delighted with the bride.

I suspected that Ric knew and that he liked to know that his wife charmed other men. You could see it in the way he scrutinized anyone who laid eyes on Suzan at the party. A mixture of pride and, I don't know, scorn. After all, only he went to bed with her. A strange kind of pleasure, at least I thought so at the time.

But when I least expected it, she came up behind me. Tapped me on the shoulder and I turned around.

“Brother-in-law. Aren't you going to take me dancing?”

We stared at each other for a moment, Suzy's glowing eyes, her heavily made-up face, the smile with a slightly indecent touch. I remembered her naked in my dreams, savoring my orgasm.

I had to control myself not to get an erection in front of her.

“Of course! Let's go?”











The dance
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We walked to the middle of the hall where the couples were having fun spinning to the rhythm of the music. I'm not a great dancer, but no girl ever complained.

I held Suzy by the waist, I could feel the tight bodice around her torso, she seemed more tense than I expected. She rested her delicate hand on my shoulder. I could smell her perfume, a woody scent.

Suzan smiled and offered me the other hand, I took it and we began to turn. I saw Ric in one corner of the room laughing with his childhood friends. One of them nudged him on the shoulder as we passed, he just looked but didn't say anything.

Suzy gave her husband a slight nod and then asked.

“I see very little you, Bill. Don't you like me?”

“No, of course not. You're wrong.”

“Florence doesn't, but she's the mother and mothers...”

She didn't finish her sentence, nor did she need to. I played dumb and we continued spinning. We spun and spun, her staring at me and me trying to support my gaze. It was as if she wanted to decipher me with her gaze. It made me a little uncomfortable and embarrassed.

“You don't like me either, Bill?”

“It's nothing like that Suzan. Everyone at home likes you, but you don't come home very often. Maybe that's why Mom is more suspicious."

“Ha ha! Suspicious, yes! A woman can hide her thoughts from a man, but it's impossible from another woman. Even more so in Florence. She thinks I'm going to steal her son.”

I didn't know what else to say and the dance went on and on.

“What about you, Bill? Jealous of me?”

“Me? Of course not.”

“I think about you a lot, kid.”

I felt a cold pang in my stomach and she stared at me deeper.

"Do you think?"

She changed the phrase.

“A bit, sometimes. And you, no?"

Her gaze was mesmerizing, I didn't even know if the music was still playing. I just spun around with her in my arms. And Suzy studying me with those big eyes.

The pang in my stomach turned into stimulation in my penis. Did she know? Could she have guessed that I... sometimes stimulated myself for her?

I grew and hardened. She laughed and I think she guessed my state, but she didn't say anything, she acted as if it was what she expected from a man, what she expected from me.

"Come by my house, Bill."

I didn't know what to say. My cock was rubbing against Ric's wife's daring dress and she didn't move away. As luck would have it, someone tapped me on the shoulder and I stopped dancing.

“Can I? Otherwise they'll think you're her husband.”

It was Ric, the slurred voice of someone already drunker than he should have been. He didn't notice anything and with a certain relief, I moved away. They continued to dance and gradually moved away from me. But Suzy couldn't keep her eyes off me, I don't know how Ric didn't notice

I still couldn't believe what had just happened. Was I dreaming? Suzan, newly married to Ric, flirting with me at your wedding party. I wasn't the one who would get into trouble with my brother's wife.

I felt sorry for him, after all, if she was acting like this with me, what wouldn't she be doing with others? But I also didn't dare to say what I'd just heard. Even more so with Ric, even more so at the wedding.

After the party, they went on their honeymoon, traveled to the Caribbean, and then moved into their new house on the other side of town. I avoided visiting them, especially on my own. I went to a few dinners with my parents and that was it.

Suzy didn't seem to pay any attention to me anymore, which left me wondering if I had heard the invitation during the dance or if it was just my imagination.

Be that as it may, the tributes to her continued over a few weeks, and months, always more and more naughty, always more and more perverted. But they were only dreams and there Suzan could become any slut I wanted.

But as is always the case, I ended up becoming interested in other women, I dated some and went to bed with others. Nothing out of the ordinary.


The Plumber
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They had already been married for a couple of years.

We almost only saw Ric, and he was getting more and more different. His clothes, the way he spoke, and Florence was increasingly frightened by her son's changes. Even Dad found it very strange.

“I don't know what's happening to Ric.”

“Yeah, he's completely changed. He's wearing strange clothes. He doesn't even look the same.”

“It's that girl, I always said it, but nobody listened.”

The 'oldies' weren't happy, even I found his behavior a bit strange. But I knew about Ric's temper, so it was better not to get involved, especially without him coming to talk to me.

But it happened, and I couldn't imagine what was to come. One fine day, a Saturday, she called me. I didn't even know she had my cell phone number.

“Bill! Suzan, how are you?”

She talked as if we met regularly, which wasn't true.

“Hi Suzan! How are you?”

"Nice. But I need your help, your brother traveled and left me with a problem to solve here at home. You know Ric, he's complicated! And look at my bad luck, it only took him not being here for the problem to get worse, can my little brother-in-law help me?"

"What happened, Suzy?"

I didn't like the compliments, I felt that the problem would fall into my hands.

"There is a leak in my bathroom sink. I told Ric to fix it, but he said he'd fix it later. And now he's not here, and the bathroom is all wet.

"But didn't you close the damper in your bathroom?"

"I did! Since yesterday, but now I want to take a shower and there's no way."

"But I don't know much about hydraulics. Have you tried calling a plumber?"

"I tried, but it's Saturday, and I'm told it won't be until Monday. I need a refreshing bath. This heat is making me sweaty. Come on, huh? Please, for your sister-in-law?"

I could imagine Suzan, her finger curling a lock of hair, the pained voice of a little girl. Still, I felt lazy at the time. Across town!

"Why don't you take a shower in the other bathroom? Isn't there another one?"

"There is, but it's the one in the maid's room. It's complicated, we use it as a pantry. It's full of boxes."

I couldn't think of any excuse she could accept. Ric would certainly be mad at me. The only way was to agree.

"Okay, I'll go. I just don't know what time I get to your home."

"It doesn't matter. I'll wait for you, honey. Come and have lunch with me."

◆◆◆

I arrived at her house at almost eleven in the morning, the traffic delaying the trip even more. I already regretted accepting the 'invitation'. I just didn't expect Suzy's welcome when she opened the door.

"Ah, Bill! You've come, darling, how nice! Come in."

She opened her arms and hugged me tightly, the smell of delicious perfume, her face made up, but the best part was what she was wearing. A plaid shirt tied in a knot just above her navel, showing off her little belly. Tight shorts, the kind that frayed at the legs, especially with Suzan's tanned thighs, and she still wore low sandals. I love it when a woman wears that kind of sandals, especially Suzy, she looks delicious.

"I don't know if I can be of much help, Suzy."

"See what you can do, Bill. If it doesn't work, at least we tried."

There was no way I could be mad at Suzan, it was just that it was a lot of work and I don't know anything about hydraulics. I was cowering under the sink, unable to see where the pipes went. I don't know who came up with the idea of putting these things in the most difficult places. It was pure guesswork, I had only the feel of my hands to try to find the problem.

As luck would have it, I discovered that the plastic pipe was broken, and the hard part was getting it out. The tricky part was getting the new one in place. By the time I finished, it was almost one in the afternoon. I was drenched in sweat, my clothes were wet, and my back was sore. It was everything I didn't need on a Saturday.

"Oh, how wonderful, Bill! I'll be able to take my holy bath. I love to spend hours in the shower, especially when your brother is away."

"Why?"

"Oh, Ric is always checking up on me, saying we use too much water in the house. That it's always my fault."

"Wow, I'm all sweaty."

"Take a shower. You'll love my shower."

"I don't have any other clothes to wear."

"I'll lend you a pair of Ric's shorts."

And so she did, but only the shorts. I let my clothes dry while the two of us sat down to lunch. Suzan couldn't take her eyes off me, I thought that was funny. She talked while we ate, and her little eyes examined me. But I didn't take it too seriously, she was my brother's wife after all, and I was very tired, and a little angry. This wasn't the time to get into trouble, not least because I didn't know if it was just my imagination playing tricks on me.

"Did you like it, do you want some more, Bill?"

"It's great, delicious, Suzan. All that's missing is dessert."

"Dessert! I forgot to buy it."

Suzan started to clear away the plates, and I helped by taking the cutlery into the kitchen.

"Thank you, dear. Now go into the living room and let me do the dishes. Turn on the TV."

I did as she suggested, sprawled out on the sofa, and turned on an English league match. It was a long time before I heard Suzan humming and coming towards me.

She had this sexy walk, Su was a hottie. And I ended up paying attention to the shorts she was wearing, the folds of fabric between her plump thighs. Suzy was more than appreciable.

As she walked towards me, I saw that she noticed my gaze. Her face changed from a wide smile to an embarrassed look.

"Are you noticing?"

"Notice what, I'm sorry. Don't I understand, Suzy?"

She laughed and put one hand on her thigh, the other on her waist.

"There wasn't time, I was supposed to do it today, but... With all the mess, I didn't have time to clean up."

I didn't understand anything, but something told me that Suzan was joking with me.

"Maybe you'll do it for me, huh? Since you're here since you've solved a big problem, and I don't even have a dessert to give you."

"Me! Do what, Suzan?"

I looked as if I still didn't understand anything and she laughed indecently.

"Come, come with me. You'd better do it in my room."

She pulled me by the hand and we walked out into the middle of the house.

"Suzan, I can't go to your room. What will Richard think of me?"

"Richard won't think anything. How often has he done this to me? Why can't you? My husband's brother, what's the big deal?"

It had to be a joke. Suzan pulled me towards the stairs, we went up, walked along the narrow corridor, and entered the couple's bedroom. A huge bed in the middle, built-in closets on two walls, and a TV hanging on the wall.

"Wait here, I'll be right back."

"Su, Suzan, where are you going? Come back!"

For a second I thought about running out, but she didn't give me time, and soon she was back, closing the door.

"Hold this for me, Bill."

She handed me a bowl of water and a suitcase.

"What's that for Suzan?"

She laughed without showing her teeth, the naughty laugh of a cheeky woman. Suzan stopped in front of me and slowly unbuttoned his shorts. We stared at each other, I felt my cock throb and grow. Suzan pursed her lips and unzipped the tight shorts.

"I'm hairy, Bill. Look at that! That's it, I didn't want you to know, but since you found out. How about you help me?"

My cock was hard as a rock, there was no hiding it, especially in Ric's shorts and without underwear. Her mouth open, she stood beautifully next to the bed. The crumpled shorts still between her brunette thighs and the intoxicating sight of Suzy showing off her pubic hair. My mouth went dry.
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