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         It was the summer I turned eighteen. Our parents had gone away on holiday, and I was going to stay home with my older brother Peter. Peter was going to have his girlfriend Lisa over for a few days, as she was off too.


The two of them did the dishes after supper on that first day. I heard them chat in the kitchen, and when I peeked inside, I saw them standing with their arms around each other. Peter had one hand inside her dress. They were kissing with big, wet kisses, and he pushed his hips against her. I got turned on, my blood rushing, my member standing like a flagpole.


Lise discovered me eventually. “We’ve got an audience,” she laughed, and they let go of each other and got back to the dishes. I took a long walk with the dog and came home when it got dark. The only lights on were in Peter’s room and the bathroom, and I went quietly to bed. I’d only just gotten to bed when Lise called for me.


Lise was in bed with no covers on, Peter was in the shower. Her nightgown was unbuttoned in the front, so I could see her fantastic breasts unhindered. They were the first breasts I'd ever properly seen, except for short glimpses here and there.


“Come say goodnight,” she said with a smile. She stretched out her arms, and I let myself powerlessly get pulled in. She kissed me and held my face in the area between her neck and her breasts.


Oh, the scent of woman, soap and perfume. I got hard again, like a battering ram. “You can touch them,” she said and guided one of my hands to her right breast.


I kneaded and squeezed and noticed that the nipple swelled and stiffened. I felt her soft hand around me. A few quick strokes back and forth, and then... I felt like I came all over everything. I didn’t try to hold back. I came and came.


“Well, then,” she giggled. “Someone must’ve really needed that.”

She looked at me with a teasing gleam in her eye: “Have you never been with a girl?” she asked.

I couldn’t get a word out, but I shook my head. There was a strange, dense atmosphere in the room.


I slept in late the next day. The sun was high in the sky, and I saw Lise on a blanket on the lawn when I looked outside. She was on her stomach, wearing nothing but a pair of skimpy panties.


I hurried outside to her after breakfast. She turned her head and said hi. She rolled over on her back and said thoughtfully: “It’s not easy, this whole thing with boys and girls. It’s fun and wonderful once you’ve learned how. Some people never learn, and that’s too bad. Do you want to learn more?”


"Yes," I said hesitantly. It was hard for me to say anything at all to this grown-up girl, who also happened to be my brother's girlfriend.


"And then there's love. Love isn't the same thing as sex. It's when you care more about another person than anything else on earth, and can't live without them. If you also happen to have good sex with them, that's great. That's how I feel about Peter. But, you can also have sex with someone you don't love. You get me?"


Did I get it? I probably had an inkling more than an understanding. “I think so,” I said slowly.


"Good. Remember that. And there's another thing. You should never hurt someone, in love or in sex, and you shouldn't take advantage. Do you get that too? I'd like to teach you all about girls. But you can't fall in love with me, and you can't hurt Peter in any way. Can you promise me that?"


I nodded and promised. I was willing to promise anything in order to learn more.

She looked at me. "Okay, next lesson," she laughed. "First, you have to learn how to kiss."

That, I did. I learned to kiss wetly, with tongue, long kisses and smacking kisses, kisses on the cheeks, on the ears, on the neck and on the breasts.” I kissed until I saw the moon and stars.


She stopped me, in the end. "When you've kissed a girl like this for hours, you should try to get a hand under her blouse. Like this, with your hand on her back. She might protest a little or pretend like nothing's happening. She might try to tear away or take your hand away. If that's the case, you take your hand back. If not, you continue. Under her dress, or down into her trousers. And there are two options here - If she protests, you stop because you shouldn't hurt anyone. Ever."


I shook my head. I had one hand inside her panties by now, and I felt something soft and moist. "Like that, yeah. And you can help each other like I helped you yesterday. Rub back and forth a little."


That, I did. She twitched down there.

“Continue,” she whispered hoarsely. I continued. My fingers slid into a wet opening, which felt nice to touch.

“A little further up,” she whispered and clung to me. “There’s a small bud there.”


I felt the small, hard bud. I rubbed a little more. “Slower,” she whispered, and soon after she tensed every muscle she had and pushed herself against my hand.


"Oh," she nearly screamed, and the orgasm washed through her in quick contractions while she squeezed her legs together around my hand. She lay still for a long time, curled up around my hand. I kept stock still, afraid to do anything wrong.


“Oh,” she said, at last. “You’re a quick learner. Do you see how much you can help a girl enjoy herself if she wants it? The girl can do the same thing for you, that I did last night.”


She got on her back. My dick was poking straight out into the air because I'd pulled my shorts down. I was about to explode. She'd still not touched it, and I didn't dare ask.


“Come,” she whispered. “Sit on my stomach. But take off your shorts completely first.”


She embraced me and put my member between her breasts. Then, she squeezed her breasts around it. It was a wonderful sensation, this feeling of soft breasts enveloping it. I thrust back and forth a few times before cuming in cramp-like twitches.


She took me in her hand. “Did you like it?” she asked, and I nodded.


"Girls don't get much from doing that, but it can be arousing anyway. At least to try it. And remember, these are all things you won't end up with any babies from doing. As long as you're not ready to have kids, you should make do with mouth and hands. And it's just as fun as the other stuff. That's why you can't cum inside me. Only Peter is allowed inside me. If you do absolutely have to put it inside, you use a condom. I'll teach you how to do that too. But I want to sleep now."


She taught me other things in the following days, like how to give cunnilingus and how to treat a condom, but she wouldn't let me inside her. All the while, she kept repeating that sex should be fun and that I should never force or hurt anyone. I've tried to live up to that ever since. When the holiday was over, she told me I'd have to find girls myself from now on.


I got my first chance a couple of weeks later, but I kept kissing and caressing. I apparently got something of a reputation among the girls. A reputation as a nice boy who didn’t want to do it properly, but who was content with snogging and the lake. Within half a year my hands had been inside the underwear of Charlotte, Majbritt, Karen, Hanne and most of the other girls in my year, and they’d satisfied me the same way.


I often thought of Lise and imagined that it was her I was kissing and touching. I didn’t see her much, because she and Peter had gotten married and moved to a different city.


A few years passed, and then I met Anne. I fell for her like a tree in the woods, and she felt the same way about me. It wasn't about sex as much as the companionship, looking at each other in the eye and knowing the two of us were alone in the whole universe. We floated, and time stood still. We had several dates a week without thinking about sex, but it couldn't continue that way forever. She invited me over on a Saturday when her parents were away.


We ended up in her bed, of course. But again, it was as if Lise was between us. Even though Anne was warm and willing, it didn't really amount to anything. After a few failed attempts, I used my old skills with hands and tongue until she came. She clung to me, and I held her until she fell asleep.


Then, I snuck outside without waking her up, got dressed and lurched off like a dog with his tail between his legs. I was upset and depressed - Filled with a desire that remanded release, and sad, blue, wroth feeling of inadequacy and anxiety. The fear of losing Anne.


I saw Lise’s face before me, her body. I suddenly remembered that she’d be home alone now, my brother was on a study abroad trip to the US.


Thought quickly turned to action, and at 5 AM in the morning, I showed up outside Lise and Peter's house. I rang the doorbell. Hard and long. Lise showed up sleepily, opening the door. "What on earth is wrong?" she asked when she'd closed the door behind me. "You look desolate."


Her robe was open, and I could see all of her now slightly more mature shapes. She wasn't wearing a nightgown. I embraced her and buried my head between her breasts.


"There, there." She petted me like a dog, and we sat down on the sofa. "Tell me everything."

Almost in tears, I told her about my sexual failures, falling in love, Anne.


“Kiss me,” Lise said slowly. I didn’t even know where I was anymore, all I could sense was Lise - Lise, who was always on my mind - Her mouth, the smell of her, the softness, her fingernails down my back. She twisted out of her robe, guided my mouth to her breasts and to her flower, which was warm, wet and swollen. She had a short, fierce orgasm while I still licked and sucked her. She moaned, pulled me up and guided me inside her.


There was no time for refinement. She spread her legs so that I could get in properly, and she answered my powerful movements with her own.


It didn't take long before I came - like the tide, wave after wave. I floated outside time and space. I'd never experienced anything like it and didn't know how great it could feel. But I knew now.


I felt a freedom and state of relaxation that I hadn’t felt in years. For the first time, I could look at Lise without desire or ulterior motives. She put her robe over us and stroked my hair and cheeks. “Feel better now?” she asked.


“Yes,” I whispered. “You’ll have to forgive me, I don’t know what came over me.”


She giggled. "This is what came over you." She took some of my sperm on her hand and let me smell it. But then she grew serious again. "Now, never think about me again, only think about Anne. And never do this again. I'm married to Peter, and I love him. Otherwise, I'll just end up falling in love with you, and then I'd hurt Peter. Remember, when I taught you not to hurt anyone?"


I went to Anne's place later that day with a bouquet of red roses, and we were together again, but without me having any distracting ideas about Anne. I didn't tell Anne about Lise and her teaching skills, and we're happily married now. We see Peter and Anne from time to time, of course. Every time we did, I thought I saw a special glint in Lise's eyes, a special warmth in her voice when we say hi. It might just be in my head, but I don't think so.
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