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Freezing Hot:
A few months ago, my 8yr old niece and her father (my brother) moved in to live with us. My sister in law had decided that life with her husband and daughter didn’t do it for her any more, and she left them to take up with another man half her age. Having a young daughter just didn’t fit in with her new life, so she left Susie behind too.
My brother, Ian, works in Antarctica for about 6 months of the year. Kerry and I had happily agreed to let them come and live with us as he was only there for three month stretches, and then away for 3 months. We felt that their living with us would give Susie the stability that she badly needed in her life if she was going to move on from being abandoned by her mother.
We have 3 kids of our own, two girls aged 12 and 9, and a little boy just 5.
We all love Susie. 

Not surprisingly, Susie used to have a few bad dreams at night. Being abandoned by her mother, and then with her father away for such long periods of time, it was bound to have an effect on her – and it did.
When she first moved in with us, she would lie in her bed at night, awake and afraid from the remnants of some nightmare. She was still too unfamiliar with us to feel confident enough to come into our room and wake us. 
One night as I was putting her to bed, she confided in me about her dreams and how she would sometimes lie terrified in her bed until daylight scattered the darkness. 
I asked her why she didn’t come and wake us up if she was afraid.
“You wouldn’t be mad?” she asked, wide eyed.
“No, of course not, darlin’,” I reassured her, “If you get scared, you come and wake me up, ok?” She smiled and hugged me tight. 
“I love you Uncle Tommy.” She said happily.
“Love you too darlin’.” I replied. I tucked her in, kissed her head and left.

It was around 2:30am that very night that I felt a tap on my side. I was in a deep sleep, and she had to tap me a couple of times before I woke up. 
“What is it?” I mumbled sleepily through my haze.
“I had a bad dream.” She replied simply. 
I reached out and touched her in the darkness. I could feel her body still trembling from the terror of her nightmare. I lifted my blankets and tugged gently on her arm. 
“Hop in here.” I whispered, not wanting to wake Kerry sleeping so soundly beside me. She slid into bed beside me and I covered her over with the blankets. “What did you dream about?”
“I dreamt I was being sucked down a whirlpool and mummy and daddy were just watching me and laughing.” She whispered. I hugged her tightly.
“That isn’t true. They would jump in and drag you out, wouldn’t they?” I said warmly, hugging her tightly to me. She nodded.
“Yes, I guess so.”
We lay quiet for a few moments. 
“Do you want me to take you back to bed now?” I asked after a while when the trembling stopped.
“Could I sleep with you?” She said.
“Ok, darlin’. Sleep here for once if you like. Are you warm enough?”
“Yes.” She said, and I felt her tiny body nestle closer to mine, like a little mouse.
That became the pattern 3 or 4 nights a week. Kerry was much firmer than I, and she put Susie back to bed whenever she woke her instead of me – so Susie began coming to my side every time. This annoyed Kerry a little, but I said that it was just a stage Susie was going through, and once she felt secure with us she would stop. 

Over the next 2 or 3 weeks, something began to happen – I found myself looking forward to the feel of her little hand on my shoulder in the darkness; I began to like the feel of her warm little body pressed against me in the night as she slept with her head against my chest; I enjoyed the way she would hook one leg over mine as she slept. 
But I noticed something else too. I noticed that when she did that, I could feel her little crotch pressed against my thigh – and I noticed that I liked that feeling. I wore boxers and a t-shirt to bed, so I could feel her plainly against the bare skin of my thigh.
One night I felt my penis begin to swell to erection as I lay there wrestling with the awful guilt I felt over the pleasure this little girls nearness was giving me. 
Not only did it swell to erection, I had the biggest, the hardest erection that I had had in many years. It actually throbbed almost painfully against my belly as I lay frozen and breathless in the dark with Susie’s little panty covered pussy snug against the bare skin of my thigh. 

This night, I couldn’t help myself. I reached nervously down with my left hand (my right was around my little niece), and let my cock out through the fly of my boxers. 
Kerry snored softly beside me, so I knew she was in a deep sleep. 
I touched my cock. I felt a thrill of pleasure at how stiff and hard it was. I couldn’t remember it EVER being that hard.
Gingerly, I wrapped my fingers around the shaft and gave it a slight, slow stroke down and back up again. I almost came immediately and had to stop or I would have. 
My shaft throbbed pleasurably in my fist. 
Emboldened by my acute state of arousal, I let my right arm slide down my niece’s back. 
I felt it touch the top of her pyjama pants. 
She didn’t move, and her breathing remained steady.
My cock throbbed with excitement as I lay rigid, and then let the tips of my finger slip just beneath the elastic of her pants. 
Still she didn’t move.
Feeling even more courageous, I moved my hand in one quick movement down until I cupped one butt cheek. 
Still no change in breathing or position.
I squeezed the smooth, warm, firm orb gently and gave my cock another stroke down and up.
I felt it spasm, and the cum rushed from my balls. It throbbed incredibly vigorously, and 2, 3, 4, 5 thick wads of warm semen spurted out onto my stomach and chest. 
I kept my body as rigid and still as I could the whole while, until the spurting ceased and I lay trembling and spent with one hand on my cock and the other inside the pants of my little pre-teen niece. 
I furtively mopped up the semen with the t-shirt I was wearing, and fell quickly asleep. 

I was a little nervous first thing in the morning when the memory of what I had done flooded back. Kerry was disapproving as usual when she woke to find Susie snuggled up in bed with me, but she soon got over it. 
I glanced at Susie’s face when she awoke to see if I could see any sign that she knew what I had done last night, but there was none. She was her usual chirpy, happy little self as she got up and went off to get ready for school. 

This became the pattern 3 or 4 nights a week. 
My wandering hand got braver and braver. One night I actually slipped it down the front of her pants and was able to just feel the top of her so smooth slit. Her legs were together, and as much as I would have liked to, I couldn’t get any further down without waking her up. 
On another night I took her hand as she slept, and gently closed her little fingers around the base of my shaft. In her sleep she actually gripped me quite tightly. I gave my cock a few short strokes, and the fountain erupted again, this time spurting semen all over the little girl’s hand. 
I left the semen there as I uncoupled her hand from my shaft and mopped what had spilt on my stomach and cock with my t-shirt. 
She slept the entire time.

As I said, it was about a month and a half into her first time staying with us while her dad went off to Antarctica that things changed dramatically. 
Susie had been sick one night, and as I worked from home, I had been elected to care for her the next day at home.
I worked through the morning while she lay in her bed reading. 
After lunch, I got one of the kid’s video’s I knew she liked and popped it in the machine. 
“Want to watch a movie with me?” I called. She came through from her room with a blanket and her pillow and snuggled against me on the couch as the movie began to play.
She rolled over to lie on her stomach with her head resting on her pillow on my lap, her face turned toward the TV. I began absently stroking her back through her pyjama top. 
Perhaps it wasn’t quite as absently as I say. 
Perhaps there was a nervous excitement in my belly that hoped beyond hope that something would develop, but never really thought that it would. 
She made some little “I like that.” Noises, so I kept it up. 
After a few minutes of stroking, she herself reached down and pulled her top up.
“Massage me underneath.” She said. 
“Ok.” My heart rate doubled at once and I felt my cock stir just a little. I began stroking her back slowly and as sensuously as I could – shoulders to hips, hips to shoulders. 
“Mmm. That’s really nice Uncle Tommy.” She purred.
“You like that darlin’?” I chuckled. 
Suddenly she reached down and moved the tops of her pyjama pants down a little, exposing the top inch or so of her little butt crack. 
I took the hint and let my fingers stroke all the way down, and then after a few more strokes, I let them reach just underneath the elastic band of her pants. 
She didn’t complain.
She didn’t seem to react at all, so I became a little braver and began stroking down further until finally I slipped my whole hand inside her pants and began to openly massage her buttocks. 
I wondered if she would sit up and protest, but she just sighed, and then said, “I like that.”
“Oh do you?” I teased again. 
“Mm-hm!” she said quietly
I almost came right then. My cock was as stiff as a pole, but with her pillow between her head and my crotch I was pretty sure she couldn’t feel it. 
After a few minutes this way, she moved to roll onto her back.
“Do my tummy,” she said. 
I swallowed. 
I could hardly believe what I was doing. 
I could hardly believe that she wanted me to do it – was asking me to do it.
“Ok.” I said. 
She turned over and I began gently stroking her stomach through her pyjama top, the way I had her back. 
“No, do it underneath again.” She said. Her eyes were closed, and she again reached down and pulled her top up. Her pants had slipped down lower on her hips when she moved, and I swallowed hard as I saw that her little flat tummy was exposed right down almost to the start of her little slit. 
I did as she asked – my hand stroked slowly, gently, smoothly up and down, now and again dipping my finger into her belly button to make her giggle. 
Suddenly, she sat up. 
“Oh, that’s it.” I thought. But then swallowed again as, instead, she said, 
“Uncle Tommy, can we go and watch this on the TV in your room? I’m a bit cold, and it’s more comfy on your bed than here.” 
“Oh, well we could, but I think Aunty Kerry might get a bit cross when she gets home and finds us in there with the bed all messed up.”
“We could tidy it up before she gets home,” She said, her big blue eyes pleading, “and we don’t have to tell her what we did.”
“Oh yes, but can you keep a secret?” I teased her.
“Please, please, please Uncle Terry. I promise I won’t tell her, I ‘pinky swear’ and I’ll help you make the bed again so she doesn’t get cross.” She wrapped her arms around my neck and put her little face right up close to mine and gave me what she calls her “Puss-in-boots look”, like the cartoon character out of the “Shrek” cartoon. 
I laughed. “Ok then. But you have to ‘pinky swear’.” I said, holding up the little finger on my hand for her to reciprocate.
I took the movie from the machine and followed her into our bedroom. She leapt on the bed as I fumbled nervously with the machine, loading the movie in and switching it on. 
She quickly scrambled beneath the covers and looked expectantly at me as she waited for me to join her. I pulled the covers back and was about to get in when she stopped me.
“Uh-uh!” she admonished playfully pointing at my jeans. “Not with those on.” She wagged her finger at me and scowled mischievously. 
“Oh. Oh, yes, of course.” I stuttered, suddenly feeling quite nervous and very guilty. Did she have any idea what was in my mind? I was certain she couldn’t have, or she would have screamed “PERVERT!” and run screaming to the nearest neighbours to call the police and have me taken away. 
I unbuckled my pants and dropped them at my feet. I suddenly remembered my huge erection and glanced down to see it blatantly tenting the front of my boxers. Blushing fiercely, I shot a glance at Susie and saw that she had noticed. She stared for just a moment, and then discretely turned her eyes away. 
I scrambled into the bed and pulled the covers up to hide the bulge. 
I was certain now that she wouldn’t want to get close to her dirty old uncle, not when she saw what his thing was doing.
But I was wrong. She snuggled up close and put her head on my chest.
“Massage me some more?” she said. 
With trembling hand, I began stroking her back again. 
The movie was on, but I could tell that she wasn’t really concentrating on it. She seemed a little distracted. 
She kicked back the covers and rolled to lay flat on her back beside me. I noticed that she pulled her pants down a little again, as she had done before in the lounge. 
“Do my front again.” She said, her cheeky, smiling eyes flicking to mine for just a second.
“Ok. If you want me to.”
I slid down to lie beside her and reached my hand over to stroke her flat tummy. 
“Wait.” She suddenly said. She reached up and began unbuttoning her pyjama top. “It’s in the way.” She spread it open and dropped her arms to her sides again. “OK, I’ll tell you where I want you to go.” She said as I began stroking her again. 
“Ok then.” I said. I could feel the pre-cum leaking profusely from my hugely aroused penis. I stroked over her tummy. 
As my hand moved downwards, she said “Cold . . . colder . . .” I began to move it back up again towards her chest, “warmer . . warmer . . no, hot, you’re going the wrong way!”
“But I thought hot meant the right way.” I said, realising that she had it around the wrong way.
“No, Freezing means you have reached the right spot.” 
“Oh. Ok.” I said, happy as I realised that she had actually been trying to steer my hand down towards her pussy.
I resumed my stroking, slowly but surely moving my hand downwards beneath her pyjamas until at last I felt the smoothest little folds I had ever felt in my life. 
She parted her legs and said, “Boiling hot!” with an excited and mischievous giggle. 
I felt elated. She WANTED me to touch her. I wasn’t going to have to try and seduce her into it, risking it all going wrong when she ran screaming to her father decrying me as a monster.
No, quite the opposite – she was the one directing proceedings. 
“I call that my ‘butterfly’.” She said as my finger found it’s way in between the folds of her sex. 
“Your ‘butterfly’, huh?” I said, my hand almost shaking with the sexual tension. “Do you like that?” I asked, stroking softly.
She smiled cheekily, “Uh-huh” she said simply. She bent her knees, lifting them from the bed and letting them fall wide apart. This afforded me complete and unobstructed access to her centre, and I made the best of it. 
I moved my hand down a little. Her little pink panties were in the way and I had to push my hand firmly to reach my target. She sensed the restriction. Suddenly she shifted, raising her hips from the bed and just slipped her pyjamas and knickers right off and dropped them on the bed beside her.
“That’s better.” She said.
“Yes.” I replied. She spread her thighs again and settled back to enjoy what I was doing. 
I began stroking gently back and forth along her slit. With each stroke I lingered at the top where her tiny little clitoris began to actually harden under my touch. 
I could hardly believe it.
Here I was, never really having thought about doing what I was doing with a little girl, but now actually doing it just the same. The excitement was electric. 
She relaxed and closed her eyes as I rubbed her. I delved down a little and found the moist spot that marked her tiny, virginal opening. I was amazed that such a young girl could actually get wet with arousal. 
Amazed and excited beyond belief.
I pressed the end of my finger against the opening. There was tight resistance, and as I pressed a little harder, she touched my hand and said, “Oh, that hurts a bit.” 
I stopped immediately.
I resumed my stimulation, gently stroking my finger back and forth along the length of her slit; pressing between the swollen lips; drawing little circles on her clit. I was delighted to feel it harden under my attention. It was tiny, but it was unmistakenly there and unmistakenly responding to the friction.
I would dip my finger gently into the wetness leaking from her opening, using it to lubricate her slit and her clit.

My cock was aching by this time – aching and dripping pre-cum like a dripping tap. I wanted to take this a step further.
With a little apprehension, I reached over and took her hand and brought it to where my erection bulged the front of my boxers. She didn’t respond immediately. Her hand just sort of stayed limp as I placed it over the bulge. I was disappointed. 
I left her hand just resting against my boxers and continued with what I was doing to her. 
But then my heart leapt. I felt her hand move just a little, sort of pressing against my cock. I gave my hips just a slight thrust forward and was delighted as I felt her hand turn and gently hold on to the cotton covered bulge of my erection. 
I let out a low groan of pleasure. 
It seemed to encourage her, because then the adjusted her hand so that she was actually holding the shaft of my cock through my shorts. She squeezed and explored, finding the head; finding my balls; testing the girth and the hardness of the shaft. 
I was in bliss.
Another louder groan escaped me as suddenly she moved her hand up and slipped it back down INSIDE my shorts. The feel of her warm hand touching skin almost made me spurt right then, but I managed to hold it back. 
“It feels weird.” She whispered as she began feeling around inside my pants. “What’s that?” Her hand had found my balls. 
“Oh. Be gentle with that part.” I said quickly. “That is my balls where all the baby goo gets made. They are very sensitive. If you are rough with them you will hurt me.” 
“What’s baby goo?”
“It’s what I squirt inside your pussy when I want to make a baby with you.”
“What? A baby? We’re not going to make a baby are we?”
I giggled. “Oh no. you’re too young to have a baby anyway. But you will when you grow up, and that’s where the seeds are kept.”
She was a little confused, so I went on and gave her a totally in-appropriate run down on the birds and bees as we continued playing with each other. 
“So does your ‘cock’ fit inside me? It looks way too big. Where does it go?”
I showed her where her opening was, and told her that with careful patience, her vagina would stretch around my cock and it would fit just nicely. 
I was trembling with lust right now. 
The thought of actually getting to FUCK this little girl was almost overwhelming. 
“Want to see if we can do it?” I asked a little hesitantly.
“Will it hurt?”
“Maybe just a little bit at the first, but if you relax it will stretch around me and you will really like it.”
She looked a little uncertain, but I was fast getting to the point of no return with her. I was going to at least TRY and fuck her one way or another. “What if I let you put it in? That way if it hurts too much you can stop. What do you say?”
“Ok.” She still looked a little unsure. “How do we do it?”
I tugged my boxers off and dropped them on the bed with her pants. She had never seen a naked grown up man before, and her eyes widened and stared at my painfully swollen erection as it bobbled about with my every movement. 
I lay on my back in the middle of the bed and motioned for her to get on top of me with her skinny little girl legs straddling me. She did as I asked.
I pulled her up forward over me until she was sitting with her wet cunny stretched open and resting on my stomach. My cock jutted in the air behind her hips. The muscles flexed spasmodically and made it flip back and forth, which she thought was funny. 
I pulled her forward over me to prop her hands on my chest, and then grasping her hips, slid her back down along my body until the tip of my cock nudged between her legs.
She gave a little jump.
“It’s ok. Let’s just get it in position, and then I will show you what to do.” 
She smiled trustingly into my eyes and relaxed as I let my cock head make contact with her sex again. I could feel that it had found it’s mark right away, and held her still against me letting her get used to the feel of a warm, slippery cock head nestling against her open vagina. 
“Ok. What you have to do now is just slowly start to push yourself back and down onto my cock. It will start to go in. When it does, don’t get worried, just be brave and keep on going. Ok?” 
She nodded.
Wide eyed, she began pressing her cunt against my cock head. I grasped her hips and helped apply a little pressure. Amazingly, I felt her vagina actually begin to open against the pressure, and my cock head began to go inside her. The profuse coating of my pre-cum made it all so slippery and smooth.
She looked surprised. Her little mouth formed a tiny ‘O’, and her eyes widened and sparkled excitedly.
“It’s working! Uncle Tommy, it’s working.” 
I held her still for a moment. 
“Yep. I told you it would. Now take it slow so it doesn’t hurt, ok?” 
She nodded again. 
“Is this sex?” she asked, her innocence suddenly tugging a chord of guilt in my conscience.
“Uh-huh. This is sex. Now don’t you ever tell anyone I’m teaching you, will you!”
“Nu-uh! Dad would kill me if he knew I did sex.”
“Me too!” I thought.
I released my firm hold and let her begin to move downwards again. 
The head broke through the tight band of her opening, and she gave a little whimper. She paused.
“OK?” I asked. 
“It hurt a bit.” 
“That’s just when it stretched the opening. Now it’s stretched and by cock will be able to slide inside you.” I kissed her cheek. “You ok?”
She nodded. I felt her resume her downward pressure, and was rewarded as my cock was slowly engulfed by the tightest; the warmest; the snuggest sheath I could ever have imagined possible. 
Suddenly I understood why paedophiles become paedophiles. There was NO feeling; NO rush; NO high that could measure up to this one. 
She stopped. I felt her pull slightly back, and then she pressed down again – more firmly this time. My cock was at least half way inside her by now, and I wondered why she hadn’t squealed as it tore her hymen. 
“Maybe she has already broken it.” I thought. She had always been such a ‘tom-boy’. I had heard that a lot of girls break their hymen when they play rough like that. That must have been what happened, because there was no more pain. 
She drew back once more, and then with the next slow thrust she took the entire length of my cock up inside her little girl pussy.
I had to have a look. I lifted my head and looked between us at the point of our union. 
That was all it took. 
The feel of her hot, wet, tight sheath hugging my cock, and the amazing sight of her swollen pink labia stretched obscenely around the base of my cock was more than I could bare. 
Suddenly my orgasm was on me. 
I gritted my teeth and grasped her by the hips. I pulled her little body down hard on top of me and sank my already spurting cock head down as deeply as it would go inside her little 8 year old body. 
She watched wide eyed as my face went red and my breathing turned to gasps and I emptied my bubbling balls into her womb. 
It seemed to go on for ages, but I guess it could have been only a few seconds. 
I had never experienced such a powerful orgasm. So much cum spurted into her that her vagina couldn’t contain it and it leaked out all over our thighs and my balls. 
When I’d finished shuddering, she lay down on me with her head on my chest.
“Are you ok Uncle Tommy? She sounded a little concerned.
“Yes, darlin’, I’m fine. That was just my orgasm. You will have one before long. That was how my baby goo gets squirted up inside you.” 
We lay locked together for a while. My cock was still inside her, and was still ¾ hard. I could feel her move on it now and again, experimenting, getting the feel of it. 
“I’m going to do it again, ok?” I asked after a few minutes. My cock had hardened again quickly, and I wanted to fuck her again.
“Ok.” She said.
I rolled over with her still connected to me. She was small and light, so it was easy to get her onto her back with me propped over her, my cock still buried inside her.
“Pull your legs way back.” I instructed.
She did as I asked.
I began slowly fucking her. Her skinny arms came up and locked around my neck. Her eyes gazed trustingly into mine as I gently worked inside her. 
Her breathing began to labour.
Her face and neck flushed a deep red colour. 
She was becoming acutely aroused. 
“You like it?” I asked.
“Yes.” She answered simply. 
I managed to last a while this time. The urgency of lust had been sated, and I was able to slowly build the tempo up until we were fucking together as if we had been doing it for years. 
She really enjoyed it.
I won’t lie and tell you she came, but she was so aroused that she clung to me like a leach, humping her tight pussy up to meet my every downward thrust.
She moaned sometimes, she groaned at others. 
At one point I realised that I was kissing her lips. I hadn’t consciously done it, just instinctively I guess. But she returned my kisses. I probed her mouth with my tongue, and she did the same to me. 
At last I could hold back no longer. 
“I’m going to cum again.” I told her. She didn’t understand. “Pull your legs as far back as you can so that I can get inside really deep.” I added. She did as I asked.
I thrust down into her and held myself rigid, propped over her with my cock buried to the hilt.
And then I came. 
It seemed to come up from my soul.
She jumped as she must have felt the first spurt inside her.
I fucked inside her hard then and felt the potent wads of semen flood her.
And then it was over. 
I was careful not to collapse on top of her, she was so small against my adult body. I rolled off and lay beside her panting like a marathon runner. She moved to me and lay her head on my chest again, her leg cocked over mine as she did when she slept with me. I could feel the trickle of my semen on my thigh as it leaked from her pussy.
“I love you Uncle Tommy.” She said.
“I love you too darlin’.” I said.
“I liked you doing that to me. Can we do it some more?”
I kissed the top of her head and patted her bottom.
“We sure can, darlin’, we sure can.”





