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  Mary Had A Little Lamb, Its Fleece As White As Snow

  
  




Her mother stood in the living room, going over her tight fitting dress. She looked at her daughter who was on the couch and on her phone, her legs bare in a pair of tight fitting shorts. She asked her daughter if her dress looked alright, and her daughter quickly looked at it and said that yes, it was, the mother saying, Come on, hun, look at it. 

And so the daughter looked longer and harder and told her that yes, it was fine. 

I’m not hanging out, am I. 

Hanging out. 

Mmm. 

No. Contained, as always. 

Good. 

Oooh, there he is. Don’t wait up. 

Spare me the gory details. 

I will. 

The mother grabbed her things and put on her high heels and she walked out of the house, the daughter looking through the front window and at the muscle car parked in front of the car-loaded driveway. 

She wondered who this man was and what he looked like. He had been dating her mother for sometime and he never introduced himself, not to her, at least. 

As the mother was with the man, and their food was cooling in a paper bag by the mother’s feet, she felt his crotch and told him to find themselves somewhere private. The man did, and she proceeded to blow the guy, as he leaned back in the seat and enjoyed the ride. When the mother was done, she swallowed everything he gave her. 

How’d you like it, he asked her. 

It was heaven. 

Wanna eat. 

Please. 

They walked to the nearest city park and found a table and sat and ate. They talked about their lives, and nothing was said that was considered controversial. The man then drove her home. 

As the mother waled into the living room, the place was empty. She wondered where her daughter was and she considered the daughter’s age and decided that the young girl needed sometime to herself. She walked into her bedroom and tore her clothes off and replaced em with something a little more comfortable. She returned to the living room and put on a show, her phone glowing in her hands. 

The next time he picked her up, he walked into the house and saw the daughter, and I do mean saw her. His eyes were hidden behind a pair of cool looking shades and his eyes devoured the teen girl’s potent body. They studied her curves and her bare legs. He’d sit in a chair, looking at the teen girl, his eyes staying on her breasts and what skin he could see. 

When her mother was ready, she touched his shoulder and together, they left the house, the mother telling her daughter to not wait up. When they got to the man’s place, he was all over the older woman. He had her naked and standing in front of her. When he fucked her, it was hot, heavy, and filled with passion. As she sat beside him, her body covered in sweat and her chest heaving from exhaustion, she considered his state and she wondered if her daughter had anything to do with it. 
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  It Started With Her

  
  




When she saw him, she knew she wanted him, but with her mother standing in the way, she knew she couldn’t be with him, but then again could she, she wondered.

He was tall with broad shoulders and a strong jawline. His eyes were dark and his stubble was a faint whisper upon his face. His lips were kissable and she imagined herself kissing them and she’d pull them with her lips like she saw in movie after movie. Men must love that kinda kissing, she thought.

When she was with her girlfriend, her girlfriend wondered whom she wanted to be with and she asked her girlfriend if she could keep a secret and her girlfriend said that yes, she could. It was then that she admitted her sin—that she wanted the man who was with her mother—the girlfriend looking at her and wondering she had it in her to steal someone who was claimed by another woman.

And she was like, Men always like younger women, no.

And the girlfriend was like, Yes, they do.

Keep getting looked at.

I do, and it creeps me out.

It does, the girl with the crush on the older man wondered.

And the girlfriend was like, Yes, it does. Being looked at like that and by the grossest of men, too—it’s the worst nightmare of my life.

You should learn to cover up, then, no.

This, the girlfriend said. Please. These you show off. When I turn eighteen, I’m starting an OnlyFans account.

The girl looked at the girlfriend and wondered if she was being serious and the girlfriend was like, Yes, I am.

Your ASMR channel not doing it for you.

I’m using it for advertisement. Get my men and entice em and then show em the goods for a shit ton of money.

When the girlfriend was on her way out, the girl with the crush wondered if she had the kind of body a man like him would want.

Her girlfriend looked her over and said, Will you show me what you have.

I’m standing in front of you.

Let’s go to your room, hmm.

Why, the girl wondered.

So you can show me the goods. If you want, I can show you mine.

Based on what you see, the girl said.

Based on what I see, hmm.

And the girl was like, yes, based on what you can see.

Pin you clothes down.

She was wearing baggy clothes and she grabbed them and wore them like a second skin and the girlfriend looked at the body of the girl with the crush and considered every curve and said, I think so.

Really.

Mm hmm.

She then looked at the girl with the crush’s nipples and saw that they were hard and pointing towards, her mouth hanging open and gasping.

Am I turning you on, she wondered.

The girl with the crush wondered what she was saying.

Your nipples tell me all I need to know.

The girl looked at her tits and saw her hard nipples and she grabbed her shirt and she held it off her body and the friend was like, No need to hide. You’ve got a splendid. See ya, and I hope it works out for ya.

The friend then turned and she walked away.

The girl looked at her friend and then she shut the front door and she thought of her body and its worth and what the girlfriend had to say.

Later that night, she was with her mother and the man wasn’t there as he had work things to do. The mother moaned as she swallowed some grilled cheese layered in ketchup and she told her daughter about the swimming date she had with her boyfriend in a couple days and she wondered if the daughter wanted to join em.

Join, the daughter said.

Mmm.

The daughter thought of it and the mother said, If you don’t, then don’t. Just leave the day up to your mother and man, alright.

When she was in her room, she looked at her full length mirror and she undressed and she looked at her body and wondered about the swimsuits she had and nothing was too revealing

The next day was a Friday and she was in school and talking with her girlfriend who balked at the idea of a teenage girl trying to hit on her mother’s boyfriend with a one piece.

The friend saying, This requires something more…well, how can you say—revealing.

Revealing.

Mm hmm.

How revealing, the girl said.

And the friend’s eyes glowed with the knowledge of what she was going to put the other woman through. When the school day was over, they met in the parking lot and by the friend’s car and the friend drove it to a shop, where they looked through the swimwear, and the friend was picking this and that and then she was handing it to the girl with the crush who was holding em and looking at the fabric and more importantly, the lack of, and she fingered the cloth and its thinness.

The friend turned to her and said, Well, aren’t you going to try em on.

These.

Mmm.

Here, she said.

Where else would you try em on.

And the girl wondered about buying em and trying em on at home and the friend was like, You only need one, but we got to make sure it’s the right one, now don’t we.

And the girl with the crush was like, Yeah, I guess.

You guess, I know. Try em on.

The friend then grabbed the girl and dragged her to a changing room and practically threw her in and closed the door, wondering, If you need a hand just tell me.

The girl with the crush looked at the clothing and then she looked at the mirror and wondered if there was a camera behind it and with the friend pressuring her outside the changing room, she decided to change and wear the swimsuits.

The friend knocked on the door and wondered, You wearing one.

Yes.

And.

It’s kinda small, the girl with the crush said.

Is it too revealing.

You could say that.

Good, the friend said. Men like revealing things. Step out. Get out here. Let me see.

The girl in the swimwear looked at herself and wondered if she could really step out into the store like this and the friend kept pressuring her, wondering if she wanted the friend to step inside, and the girl was like, I’ll be out in a moment.

And out, she was. With the door open, the friend looked a the girl and her tits were almost out and her nipples hard and you could tell she waxed and the friend told her to step out and to give her a twirl and the girl did as she was told and she wondered if her ass on display and the friend said, It covers the crack only.

I know.

Then why’d you ask.

Curious, the girl said.

So…the others—the others.

The girl went back into the changing room and she changed into the other swimsuits, stepping outside and twirling and becoming more adventuress. When she was done, they picked out the best one and then she bought it and walked out of the store with it.

When she got home and was eating dinner with her mother, the old woman wanted to know what her daughter did with her day and the young woman was like, Just shopping.

Shopping, huh.

Mm hmm.

What’d ya buy, the mother wondered.

Just something for the weekend.

Anything I should know.

The girl shook her head—no—and she squealed a sound that said the same thing as she shaking head.

I guess I’ll find out, the mother said.

And the daughter cracked a smile and thought, Boy, would you.

When the weekend came, the girl looked at herself in the mirror and the swimsuit stretching across her young skin and her breasts held tight and perky. She turned and looked at herself and thought that whether he liked her or not, she’d know for sure.

She was outside and sitting on a chair and sunning and reading a self published erotic novel when he stepped onto the back porch and caught sight of her.

She looked at him with eyes hidden behind pitch black sunglasses and her eyes were on his face and chest and his eyes were all over her body and she liked it when he looked at her. Her mother wondering about her daughter’s motive and when the dog started barking, the girl told her mother to walk it and the mother wondered if she could and she told her mother, Is it my dog.

And the mother was like, No.

And the girl was like, Then.

And the mother dressed in a sundress and she put on her flip flops and she hooked up the dog and was out of the house and would be gone for about a half hour, the girl knowing it was now or never.

She walked onto the back porch and she looked at the man in question and she wondered how forward she should be and she decided to be extremely forward. She called the man and she took off her bikini top and she wondered if he liked what he saw and she approached him in the pool and he wondered what she was doing and she said, Seducing you.

And he broke out a smile and he asked her if she knew what she was doing and she said she did and he told her to go to town, reaching into the water and taking out his penis. She looked down and saw it under the water and she reached out and touched it and stroked it and it was long and thick and hard in her hand and she kept pumping him and he wondered if this was her first time and she blushed and wondered if it was obvious, but she didn’t say anything, and he said, S’alright. It’s everyone’s first time sometimes.

And she kept jerking him until he came in the pool.

When her mother came home, she was none the wiser.

The man asked the daughter for her number and she gave it to him and he stored it on his phone and he texted her and she now had his number and he told her to send him everything she could.

She was in her room and wondering if she should send him pic of her tits and she had em out and her camera was pointed to em and she was looking at the screen and she was wondering if her face should be in the picture and she snapped a few shots and she looked at them and hated them and snapped a few more and sent him a couple and he texted back, What a lovely thing to send me.

And she broke out in a smile, thinking, He likes me, doesn’t he.

When she was with her friend, she was telling her friend how everything went and the friend was poking her for more information and then there came a time when there was nothing left to tell.

The friend wondered, Will this continue.

And the girl was wondering the same thing.

How far you going to take it. I mean, you did jerk him off. You like it.

The girl wondered if he was going to be her first time and when push came to shove, she was in his car and he told her to get in the backseat and so she undid her seatbelt and walked to the back of the car and entered. He combed his hair and he did the same thing and they were kissing, with him on top and her on the bottom. He was pulling his clothes off and she knew what he wanted and she also knew that she was going to be giving it to him. He looked at her crotch and it glistened and was filled with blood and he touched it and she squealed and he wondered if she was okay and she smiled and blushed and said, Yeah, I am…I’m just…and her voice trailed off and she said, Just do whatever you wanna do.

And he smiled a little smile and that was the moment when she had her first man and he ended within her and when she was home, she was wondering what her mother would think and her mother asked her about her day and she looked at her mother and then she was looking down and away and her mother wondered if she wanted to keep it a secret and she said, I’ll tell ya later sometime maybe, alright.

Alright.

And the daughter was walking down the hall and up the stairs and into her room and she leaned against the door and she was looking forward to more experiences like this especially with this man who was her first.

She never thought of the heartbreak her mother would feel. She jus thought of herself and if this man would dedicate his life to her.

When she was with her friend, her friend was eating a French fry in the school cafeteria and wondering if she could tell the friend more and the girl wasn’t in the mood to give the gory details and the friend kept pressing her and then the friend leaned back and labeled the girl a party pooper, adding, I just wanna know what I’m in for.

You haven’t—

No, I haven’t. I know, too. Men look me over, but they don’t approach. I’m wasting my best years on the eyes of the wondering man.

There was a pause of silence. And the friend finally spoke.

Will you see him again.

The girl broke out in joy.

And the friend was like, Really. The two of you.

And the girl was like, Really. The two of you.

I didn’t mean it like that.

The girl wondered how she meant it and the friend was like, I don’t know. I guess it came out the way God intended.

But did you.

Not exactly.

And they let things lie and when the school bell rang, they gathered their things and they walked to class.

Later that evening the girl sent her new man a picture of her in a dress with the text message, Can you guess what I have underneath. Guess correctly and I’ll send you a picture.

And the man was like, Nothing.

And the girl was like, Ding-ding-ding. And sent him a picture of her naked body.

And the man texted back, The things I wanna do to you.

Let’s schedule a date and I can help you out.

And so they scheduled a date and when they did, the man broke off a date with her mother and the girl went out and met the man and the mother wasn’t wondering and wasn’t putting two and two together.

And the girl was in the backseat and she was filming herself giving the man a blowjob and he was driving down a street, the scenery blurring beside em. And the man wondering if she wanted it in her mouth and she wondered what it felt like and tasted like and he jammed her head into his crotch and the tip of his dick was pressing against the back of her mouth and he was gushing inside her mouth and she had eyes closed and she was squirming.

And when he was done, he released her and stopped the car halfway down the street and he wondered if she was okay and she slid his dick out of her mouth and sperm was sliding down the shaft and she had swallowed already.

She sat on the seat and he put himself inside his jeans and she just sat there, wondering if he wanted it to happen again.

He looked at her and wondered and asked her if she was okay.

And she said how bad the experience was.

Women haven’t complained before, he said.

I guess I’m different, she said and she said it under her breath and it was something she wanted to say without being heard.

And he wondered what she said.

And she looked at him and said, Never mind.

And he wondered if he did something wrong.

And she was like, You did fine, hun.

Then why’re you like this.

Like what.

This, he said.

I just…I don’t know.

The truth was she hated the stuff. Although she liked the idea of getting a man off, she like the experience and the edging more than she like the effect and the outcome, considering it nasty and unwanted.

If he was going to finish again, he’d finish in his hand or in a condom or inside her ass or her pussy, she thought.

When she was with her friend, she told her friend all about it and the friend was like, It’s nothing unusual.

How can it be nothing unusual.

Some women hate the stuff.

Do you.

Ha ha, funny.

The friend wasn’t enjoying herself and she didn’t like the idea of the girl with the crush getting laid before her. She had a rack and a figure and was looked at no matter she wore and men stayed away like she was infected with some hideous disease.

Does your mother know, the friend said.

The girl took her time.

The friend raised her eyebrows and then she said, Does she know.

No.

No.

No.

Like, no, or, no.

I don’t know. I don’t think she does.

He stopped seeing her to see you, no.

No, he’s still seeing her.

Getting his bang for his buck, huh.

I’m not costing him anything.

You’re going to cost him his life. When your mother finds out.

You think she’ll go ballistic.

Don’t we all.

And the friend was holding her drink and the straw was pointing toward her lips and she opened her mouth and took a long sip and almost finished her juice can. When she was done, she set it down, and she wondered if the girl truly wanted this to continue.

And the girl looked down and wondered.

You had your fun.

And what fun it was.

Haven’t you had enough, the friend wondered.

Enough.

Mmm.

I don’t think so, the girl with the crush said.

Always wanting more. Bad things happen when all you want is more than you’re worth.

You don’t think…and the girl stopped talking.

You can it quits and your mother won’t know and your mother won’t feel anything. Isn’t that what you want.

The girl shook her head—no.

Want more.

Him.

Him.

Mm hmm.

He really worth it.

Worth every penny.

What’s it worth to ya, the friend wondered. Your relationship with your mother.

You think she’ll disown me.

She may.

You think he won’t step in.

Do you.

The girl reacted and the friend said, You do, don’t you.

I dream.

Of things that may never happen.

May ain’t will.

No it ain’t. But it can be, no.

And the girl was silent and she wondered what she was going to say and she decided on saying nothing and they waited in silence and then the school bell rang and they bid each other goodbye and so long and see ya later and they gathered their bag and they walked out of the cafeteria and to their separate classes. They shared none in the afternoon and they wondered if this was God saying something.

In class, the girl with the crush looked out the classroom window and with her pen in her hand and the cap on her bottom lip, she played it in and became conscious and bit the pen cap and then went on with the class, thankful the teacher didn’t call her name, knowing she had to bring up her future with this new man in her life.
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The girl was in her room and the man was on the other end. They were making plans to see each other, and she didn’t him to deny her mother. Who left the house to spend time with him. She wondered about the pull the old woman had on him and whether if was as strong or as weak as she thought it was or could be and whether he was fucking her because she was young and tight and perky or whether he wanted to be with her for the rest of her life, not to mention his.

When her mother came home, she wondered about the old woman’s night and the old woman wondered, It matters—to you.

And the girl was taken aback and said, Just curious.

And the old woman said, I had a wonderful time.

What’d you do.

Nothing a kid like you should know.

It went that well, huh.

And the kid knew what happened and then she thought it was only a thought and the mother noticed something about her daughter and she wondered what it was and the daughter didn’t feel like telling her and the mother was like, C’mon, I told you mine, didn’t i.

You didn’t tell me anything—and I don’t wanna know.

The girl turned on her heels and she stormed out of the kitchen, and the mother wondered about her daughter and when the old woman was talking about it with her man, the man wondered if she was like this before and the old woman was like, Not at all.

And the man wondered if she was dealing with something she didn’t want others to know about and the mother was like, You shouldn’t have secrets from your mother.

And the man thought, Yes, but what a secret.

He then texted the girl and wondered if she was okay and the girl texted back, We need to talk—now.

And the man wondered if they really did and the girl was like, Yes, we do—and now.

And they made plans to meet and when they did, he drove her to a public park where grey stones were gathered along a path that snaked its way through the lapping waters.

He leaned against his hood and wondered what was on her mind and she turned and said, Do you like me.

God, he thought. This.

Other women prepared him for such a talk.

And the girl pressed him and he said, I like you fine but I think we should be taking things slow.

Slow—like how slow. I sucked you—you came in my mouth—you saw me naked.

The man wanted her to pipe down and the girl wondered if he could drive her home and he wondered if her mother was home and she said, We need to talk, don’t we—about this.

And the man wondered if they did and the


























































