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So, my penchant for the dark parts of myself started early in my youth. The darkness called to me, teased me even. I tried to be the cheerleader, barbie doll, church going girlie girl, but my desires usually won out.

My family is from small town in Ireland called Clifden. We moved stateside when I was 12. I lost the accent...never. Red hair, freckles, accent. I am Irish to the core.

Just after I turned 15, my uncle Guido went to prison for drugs and domestic battery. He was not really my uncle; he was just a close friend of the family. And his actual name was Frank. The story goes that he just picked up an Italian accent when he was stationed in Italy and never dropped it. Nobody had the heart to tell him, I guess.

I think I was the only one who ever called him Frank. We were close. He made me laugh. He never judged me.

When I turned sixteen, I started to write letters to Uncle Frank regularly. He always listened well, even when he was not a captive audience. But he also gave me a lot of good advice, especially when it came to boys.

Frank kept me out of a LOT of trouble. 

As time went on, I started to reveal a little of the dark side I was developing. I could not tell anybody else for obvious reasons. But Frank was far away, and it seemed ok since I never saw him. It felt just a little anonymous, kind of like my own personal Dear Abbey. I did not want to apologize for an innocence I never had.

As I grew older the disease inside me matured and my inner thoughts grew darker. My appetites became more than I could satiate. Frank absorbed them all. In exchange I learned his too. Which I also learned made me squirt violently if I read them while I touched myself.

Just after I turned 18 my dad lost his job, and we had to move into a really bad part of town. The apartment we were forced to live in was filthy. It smelled like a locker room urinal. The carpet was stained with God knows what. The bathroom floor was dingy white but around the toilet was stained yellow from scummy drunk men missing the bowl.

Everything was desperate to mold, and the mice and bugs ran the complex with a ruthless presence. It was truly gross.

Of course, I was still in high school even though I had turned 18. We had to wear school uniforms. All the boys in the apartment complex loved that. 

Not a day went by when I was not cat called. Shamefully, I fed that by showing skin I should not have shown and blowing them kisses. I could not help myself. 

From time to time, I would even flash a little skin as I imagined using their naked flesh to appease the hunger down inside me. I, of course, told Frank all about it. In detail. I even touched the paper with cum soaked fingers so he would understand the mood I was in when I wrote it. 

About a month after we moved into the new place Uncle Frank was early paroled. He needed a place to stay, and my dad offered to let him stay with us. 

I had reservations about seeing my uncle again. Of course I wanted him to have a place to live. But he knew things about me that nobody else did. It felt weird to be looking him in the eye knowing what he knows about me. Knowing that he knows what my pussy smells like and how badly I wanted him to taste that.

When he finally came home, he was not the man that I remembered. His features were harsh now and he had a dangerous look in his eye. He was muscular now; his arms and chest just rippled in his shirt.

The chiseled look softened a little when he saw me. A huge smile erupted on his face, and he wrapped me up in a big hug. His muscles enveloped me and his pants rubbed against my bare legs. I was so wet, and I blushed with shame. 

He put me down and let his fingers run through my hair, admiring the woman I had grown into. I could see in his eye that he knew my panties were soaked. He gave me a knowing smile as he looked down at my little hot spot. Then he turned away and gave my dad the same big hug.

I did not see him for a few days after that initial welcome home. I had school, and he had appointments with parole officers and those types of things. But in the rare times that I did see him, I was uncomfortable. Franks eyes penetrated me, always looking my body up and down, knowingly.

It made my stomach turn a little.

It also made me soak my panties instantly. I never went to bed without punishing my clit thinking about Uncle Frank sneaking in my room. I needed him to just fuck me already.

He knew it.

I had written him graphic letters about what I wanted to do to him when he got out.
Maybe not such a wise choice on my part, but there it was.
One day I had to stay late at school to do a makeup test. When I got home dad had already left for his night job. Frank was home, sitting on the couch with a beer in his hand watching TV. He looked like he had not slept in a few days.

I went in and took a quick shower. When I got out, I draped myself in a loose-fitting robe that always seemed to have issues staying closed. I tossed my short red hair around with a towel and plodded back into the kitchen to find a snack.

Frank was still sitting in the same spot, looking dejected. I felt bad so I plopped down next to him. The robe opened just a little with the motion and my breasts were clearly visible. I noticed but did not really care. Maybe the view would cheer him up a bit.

I asked him what was up, as I took the beer from out of his hand and stole a swallow.
“Just in a foul mood.” He replied. But he did not even turn his eyes off the tv. He was slouched there like he fell or something, His wife beater shirt was stained and smelled like he had been wearing it a week. His pants were greasy. His arms and hands were working man’s hands.
I suddenly had a vision of my innocence beaten and fucked out of me by Frank on this shitty couch in this shitty apartment. The thought crept through me like a cancer. It settled in a pit right above my womanhood. Aching and throbbing.  My breath suddenly got shallow and dry, so I took another swig of Franks stale warm beer. I felt my shame flush into my panties. Jesus what the hell was wrong with me? I should be dating the quarterback for Christs sake!

I adjusted my robe a little to hide the little wet spot that was growing on the couch. As dirty as that piece of shit furniture was, I would be shocked if anybody could tell if it was wet or just
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