Refreshment

By Twrch_Twryth(@yahoo.com)

It's one of my few long weekends at home.  I got off the road two days ago and I won't be leaving for another two days.  I've spent the time with my family, getting reacquainted with my girls and wife.  But sometimes duty calls and today I'm back in the driver's seat.  At least this time it's the seat of a ride-on mower rather than my rig.

Our house sits on a few acres that wouldn't make it as farmland.  It gives us a lot of space and privacy and gives our dogs plenty of room to run.  But it also means that we have to maintain the acreage immediately around the house, so we have to do the ride-on mower.  Margo can do it when I'm gone, but she says it takes her a lot longer.  It seems that she doesn't get along with it well.  I never have any problems with it, so if I'm going to be home she lets me handle it.  I don't mind, really, it's a lot of what I do for work normally and its easier.  That being said, the sun and humidity of a Nebraska August can make it pretty brutal and going outside today feels like you've been slapped by a warm wet towel.

I'm a little more than halfway done and in the same sort of pseudo-alert trance as driving when my daughter Bethany appears in front of me.  She's been out sunbathing with her sister and mother, so she's only wearing a bikini, which shows off a lot of her slender-yet-buxom teenage body.  Her dark hair shines in the summer sun.  In one hand, she's carrying a beer.  As she approaches, I snap myself to attention and kill the engine so we can talk.

"Hey Dad!"  Bethany shouts.  "Mom said she thought you could use some refreshment!"  She holds up the beer.  I turn the mower off, get out of the seat, and stretch as she closes the rest of the distance between us.

"Thanks, princess," I respond as I finish getting the knots out of my back.  I take the beer from her and set it in the cupholder of the mower.

"So how's it coming?" She asks, feigning polite interest.

"It's coming along pretty well, just about half done."  I stretch and pat my stomach.  "Your mom's right, I could really use some refreshment.  The beer's a start, but I want something else in my belly..."  A look of realization comes over Bethany's face.  She seems annoyed for a second, but nods.

"Okay, Dad, go ahead..." she says.  I don't need any more encouragement.  I sidle up beside her as she unties the string of her bikini pieces.  They drop to the ground, leaving my daughter naked in the sun, her young breasts standing with perky defiance against gravity.  She steps out of her flip-flops and looks up at me.

"How do you want me?" she asks.  I don't respond with words.  Rather, I lean over and put one arm under her knees, the other around her midsection.  She yelps as I whirl her off her feet and shove her legs up to her knees into my mouth.  Her feet would be the worst-tasting part if she's been walking around in flip-flops, so I made sure they were out of the way first.  I hold her upside down for a second before I swallow again, this time pulling her in past her hips.  My lips are around her waist for a moment as I lean back, righting her.  Her slight patch of pubic hair tickles my throat.  Bethany groans from the movement, but then I gulp for a third time, taking in her chest, breasts, neck, and head, leaving only her arms sticking out of my mouth from the elbows out.  Rather than gulping, I slurp those up like pasta until the entirety of my oldest daughter is in my ever-so-slightly bulging stomach.

I pat my gut again, this time trying to communicate my appreciation.  "That was very refreshing.  Thank you."  I conscientiously lean down to pick up her bikini pieces and sandals and put them in the mini-cooler on the back of the mower that already has two beers in it.  It's then back to work for me as I climb back onto the mower and get it started.  I am much happier feeling Bethany squirming in my belly as I finish mowing.  She didn't taste as good as she could have, what with the humidity-induced sweat, but eating my daughters isn't about flavor, it's about that feeling of closeness and fulfillment when they're inside.

It takes another forty minutes to finish.  I drive the mower back to the shed and return to the house.  My youngest daughter, Brynn, is still sunbathing in a lawn chair behind the house.  I figure she's fallen asleep, so I toss Bethany's bikini at her.  "Put that somewhere for your sister."

In the house, my wife Margo is finishing carving a roast.  I wrap my arm around her from behind and kiss the top of her head.  "Thanks for sending Bethany out.  She really hit the spot."

"I thought you might be hungry," she replies with an audible smile.  "But you should go let her out.  Dinner's almost ready."

"Love you," I say as I head for the bathroom.  I sit in the bathtub and mentally trigger my gag reflex.  My stomach contracts and I bring Bethany's body up out of my stomach.  She lands in the bathtub a little damp, but otherwise unharmed.  I get out of the tub as she orients herself.

"Finished mowing?" she asks.

"Yep.  Dinner's almost ready and I need to shower unless you want to eat with a big guy who smells like sweat and grass."  Bethany understands and jumps out of the tub.  She scampers away and I shower down.

The rest of the night is pretty normal, though Bethany never really bothers putting clothes back on.  We're very casual about nudity (kind of--I try not to be naked around the girls), so we don't mind eating dinner at the same table as a naked teenager.  We watch a movie afterward, then it's time for bed.

As Margo and I get in bed together, she brings something up that's relevant to the rest of this tale.  "Bethany asked me to ask you not to eat her any more if you're going to be using the mower."

I'm stung at first.  What did I do wrong?  "Did I hurt her?"

"No, it's...it's kind of embarrassing for her, but she was there in your stomach, the mower was vibrating a lot, and she couldn't help but be...uh...stimulated in a way that is uncomfortable if you're touching your father."

My eyes bug out and I gulp.  "Oh.  Shit.  I didn't realize it would do that.  I will not eat her or Brynn while mowing again."

Margo smiles at me devilishly.  "But that doesn't mean you can't take me out next time you mow."
