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Four new stories of sexual adventure that involve
cousins who do more than just kiss.

 


Reunion - A family
gathering affords two distant cousins the intimacy they have long
craved.

Walk In - As one
cousin helps another, a shared intimate memory stirs deep
emotions.

Weekends - What
begins as familial concern escalates into something taboo.

Guest Room - A
woman’s decorating talents bring her and her cousin closer.
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Reunion


 


The family reunion was many years overdue and most of
the relatives, distant and close would look different than I
recalled from the previous gathering some decade and a half
earlier. I’m sure they’ll feel the same after seeing me. From the
notes included with the invitation packet, I learned that some
cousins’ children now had their own toddlers running around. Others
had spouses new to me and I to them. Weight will have been gained;
hair thinned; faces lined; waists expanded; and, in all likelihood,
a few new ailments, none too serious I hope.

“Here you go, Ms. Jansig. Room 452. Elevators are
across the lobby to the right.

“Thanks.”

“Complimentary breakfast is served in the atrium. If
you have any questions, just call the front desk.”

“Thanks, again.”

I turned towards the elevator and scanned the lobby
for a familiar face. I found none.

“Carol!”

Peering over my shoulder I saw Zeke pushing through
the entry doors, his arms open, his face alight.

“Carol!”

We embraced and held each other for what seemed like
minutes.

“How the hell have you been?” Zeke asked.

“Good. You?”

“How much time ya’ got?” he roared.

“Two days.”

We laughed. Then, he checked in. “Where are you
putting him?” I pressed the desk clerk. “Can you get him close to
me, please? We haven’t seen each other for ten years. Please?” I
turned to Zeke, “You don’t mind, do you?”

“Nope.”

“Okay, I switched him to 454. Here is your key, Mr.
Fenworth.”

“Great!”

We rode the small elevator, trying to recap our lives
in the forty-five seconds it took to reach the rooms on the fourth
floor. Realizing we couldn’t, we agreed to continue later, maybe in
the lounge over a drink.

My hotel room looked like nearly every other I had
inhabited in my career on the road with Granite Mutual. In minutes,
my clean underwear was stashed in drawers, my dress, two skirts and
several blouses hung in the closet and my cosmetic kit nestled into
the corner of the bathroom counter. Frequent business travel has a
way of teaching one the efficiencies of occupying and vacating a
hotel room with minimal effort in the shortest period of time.

A series of rapid knocks caught my ear and I steered
towards the door. But, the sounds came from a different place: the
connecting door between rooms 452 and 454. I turned the handle and
opened the door to find Zeke standing there smiling.

“So, Carol? You coming or me going?”

“Either way.”

Zeke swerved around me and fell onto the small sofa
in a quiet heap. He and I had become acquainted when I married his
cousin Ralph. Without warning one soggy April morning, Ralph bailed
on our marriage of five years. It hit hard. I leaned on Zeke for
support and he provided it without reservation or expectation of
any reward personal or otherwise.

Ralph hadn’t really been serious about our marriage
and pursued a string of female distractions as early as our
honeymoon, when he chatted up the bikini-clad bartender at the
resort pool in Cancun. The last one, a Russian émigré named Irina,
went for Ralph’s money and that’s when everything blew up in a
horrible finale. It was so far beyond ugly that Ralph’s own family
stood with me, not him. Last I heard, Ralph followed Irina to Malta
where she ditched him. He wasn’t invited to the reunion and
wouldn’t be missed.

“Zeke. What the hell you been up to? Geez, I haven’t
seen you in what nine, ten years?”

“Eleven. Aunt Rose’s funeral.”

“Yeah, I remember that.”

We filled the gaps over the next hour. The years
melted away as if they had never passed. We laughed, reminisced and
laughed again.

“So, Zeke, seeing anyone these days?”

“No, you?”

“Nah. There was a guy last year, but that went
south.”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be. He was a first class asshole.”

“Colorful, as always,” Zeke laughed.

“Hey, you know I always speak the truth. Right?”

“Always.”

“What time you heading down to the welcome
reception?”

“Supposed to start at seven, so maybe quarter
of.”

I looked at the green numerals on the small desk
clock. “Got a couple of hours. Any plans?”

“Not really. There anything to do around here?” Zeke
nodded towards the window overlooking the parking lot.

“Have no idea,” I smiled. “My first time in this part
of the state.”

“Okay.”

I leaned forward, “You look really good Zeke. You
keeping fit?”

“Not doing anything special. But, boy, you look like
you did years ago.”

“That’s what I always liked about you. You know how
to make a girl feel good, even if it’s bullshit.”

“Not bullshit! You look good.”

“Yeah. A few too many pounds if you ask me.”

“Hey. In all the right places.” Zeke stared at my
chest as he spoke, then raised his eyes to mine without
hesitation.

Something had always existed between us. We neither
acknowledged it, nor acted on it. But it was there all the same:
inescapable. Though not thin, nor tall, or even muscular, there is
something attractive about him.

“If I didn’t know better, I’d say you’re trying to
get in my pants.” I studied his reaction to my challenge. He
offered none.

Truth be told, the thought had crossed my mind over
the years, but it never happened. I wondered what it would be like.
Now, we’re both single, mature and have known each other for a long
time. And, he did look good. I imagined us naked, in bed; he atop
me, in me.

“Hey...hey!” Zeke called. “Where’d you go?”

I snapped out of my lascivious daydream. “Sorry.”

Zeke smiled.

“You know, after Ralph pulled all that shit, you were
my best friend. And, not once did you try to take advantage.”

“Why would I?” he replied.

“Maybe I just read the signals wrong.”

“What signals?” he asked.

“Once or twice I had a feeling there was something
between us. I wondered why nothing came of it.”

“That would have been...sleazy,” Zeke responded.

“I guess, but I just might have.”

“Wish I had known because I did think about it.”

“Geez, that only took about fifteen years!” I
laughed.

“Oh well, what could have been,” Zeke sighed.

After a few moments, I said in a hushed voice, “Never
too late, you know.”

That single remark grabbed his attention like a hard
slap on the back.

“Huh?”

“Yes.”

I moved from the chair to the sofa next to Zeke and
pivoted to face him, folding my leg beneath me. We smiled. His hand
reached for mine. His fingers traced the thin blue veins on the
back of my hand. “I always wanted to kiss you,” he mused, his words
almost inaudible.

“What’s stopping you?”

With that, he tilted towards me and pressed his lips
to mine. They were hot, full, moist. His hand climbed my arm and
found its way to my neck. Mine glided to his hip where it remained.
Zeke’s mouth opened; freeing his tongue to dance along my lips. We
kissed with a passion delayed, but not diminished. His kisses were
exciting but considerate; more encouraging than exploitive.

“I want you.”

“And, I want you too,” Zeke answered my whispered
plea with his own.

“Let’s go inside.”

Zeke smiled; stood; and, held out his hand, helping
me off the love seat.

We moved without breaking our embrace until we edged
against the king-sized bed where we kissed and touched and
caressed.

“My, my” I smiled, commenting on the rising bulge in
his pants.

He cupped my breast in his hand and bent to plant a
light kiss on the swell of it. “I want you naked.”

“I want you in me,” I added.

The decades of denial formed an explosive mix. We
ignored propriety, opting instead for unrestrained passion. Wanting
to be naked, we tore our clothes from our bodies.

“I don’t have a condom,” Zeke panted into my ear.

“I’m long past worrying about getting pregnant.”

“Still?” he wondered aloud.

I faced him square on, “Is there any reason I should
worry? Unprotected sex lately?”

“No. I’m clean.”

“Me too.”

I watched as he unbuttoned my blouse with the
attentiveness of a longtime lover. He revealed my bra, as though it
alone was gift enough for him. Then he lifted his golf shirt over
his head. My hands leapt to his chest and toyed with his dark
nipples. I wanted him to do the same to me and he would.

Zeke wrapped his hands around my back and tugged at
the zipper of my skirt. It fell away, leaving me standing there in
a black slip, those charcoal stockings and that damned steel gray
bra. I worked the belt and zipper of his pants, before slipping my
hand inside. Without hesitation, my fingers found his erection. We
sighed, marveling at our good fortune.

He pulled me close and pressed his cock against my
body. As he did, he unhooked my bra, freeing my breasts to fall
against his bare chest. I pushed my slip and underpants down. Zeke
stared at the dark patch between my legs. Then, his eyes followed
the curve of my thighs, stopping at the tops of those
stockings.

“Want me to take them off?” I asked with a grin.

“No, please.”

I wanted his face buried between them. I reached
behind me and pulled the bed cover down, then sat on a white sheet
bright as fresh snow. I lay back, my legs, sheathed in gray, arched
and bent at the knees. Zeke neared and pressed his palms against my
thighs, opening my legs. Then, he moved towards my pussy. It ached
like it hadn’t in years. It craved a man and a man’s tongue. I
smiled up at Zeke and patted the bed. He joined me.

“I want to kiss you here,” Zeke said, punctuating his
whispered declaration with a gentle pat on my vulva and smiling
like the Cheshire Cat.

I nodded.

Zeke approached as would a cat, slowly, deliberately,
covering every inch of my thighs and body with feather-like kisses.
As he did, his hands traveled across my chest and settled on my
nipples, now hard and wanting.

The scene was more than I had dreamed and I was
incapable of anything other than moaning. His tongue traversed my
labia and slipped between them. It was assertive, in motion one
moment, then still the next, only to awaken and, in turn, awaken
me. I was hot, wet and needed more. My hands went atop his, which
were already on my breasts. Together we teased my nipples.

As Zeke buried his tongue deep inside, I noticed his
hips rise and fall, rubbing his cock against the bed. I wanted to
grab it; stroke it; suck it. But, I didn’t want his tongue to leave
me - yet.

My body reacted to his probing and with each thrust
of his tongue, it tightened, then relaxed. We were one in sexual
union. He drank in all the saltiness, the muskiness, the wetness
that flowed from me. His insatiable hunger for my taste drove me
insane.

The heat was too much and my throbbing clitoris
demanded satisfaction. I arched my back, driving Zeke’s tongue
deeper, nearer where I needed it. When he found the spot, I
exploded; a gush warmed my already wet pussy. He stilled his tongue
but kept it tight against that pulsating nub. We swayed in a rhythm
that ebbed slowly. Neither of us moved. Then, my head fell back to
the mattress. My body wet and spent, went limp. Zeke remained
between my legs. I didn’t care what I looked like, smelled like or
even tasted like. I hadn’t been tongue-fucked with such satisfying
enthusiasm in a long time and I wanted to enjoy every second.

Sated, I whispered, “C’mere.” He did as asked and lay
beside me. I turned to him, pushed up and commenced a journey of
kisses starting at his mouth and ending on his penis. Sucking,
licking and playing, I drew his cock in. I cupped his balls and
tugged his thick shaft while wrapping my lips around the head, my
tongue beneath it. I opened my eyes and smiled, then returned my
mouth to his iron-hard organ. A good cock-sucking was as distant a
memory as the tongue-fucking I once yearned for and had now just
enjoyed. So hungry for him, I went down farther than I thought
possible. While nowhere close to what porn stars can do, I did draw
quite a bit of him in. His girth stretched my cheeks and the
friction of his cock against my palate was wild.

I sucked and licked until he started twitching.
Freeing him from my mouth, I asked, “Are you close?”

“Could be.”

“Can you hold off for a bit?”

“Maybe, why?” Zeke wondered aloud.

“I want you inside me.”

“Oh, yeah!”

I mounted Zeke, as I would a trusted trail horse, who
knows well both rider and path. Folded at the knees, my legs
straddled his hips. The underside of his throbbing cock rubbed
against my wet pussy. When I looked down, I could see the head
glide out from beneath my bush, and then disappear. Having him in
me was more than simple want; it was physical need. My hand reached
for and found him. I rose and
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